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My Pink Husband

He was a male to female man!


PART ONE

“You are a sick fuck!” I screamed.

Seth just stood there and trembled.

I had married Seth out of high school. In high school he was a catch. Quick witted, handsome, and the answer to some of those idiot jocks who had balls for brains.

“What the fuck ever possessed you to do this?” I motioned at the computer, which was open to a folder, which folder had TONS of naked men and women doing EVERYTHING imaginable under the sun…and a few things unimaginable.

“I…I…didn’t mean to…”

He was caught, trembling like a rabbit in a trap. His face, once so handsome and alluring, was now a study in stupidity. Those clever brown eyes were now doe-like dumb. His small features, once so appealing and tidy, were just whimpering and begging.

“You didn’t mean to? You didn’t mean to go searching for porn? Or you didn’t mean to clog up the computer with your depravity? Or maybe you just didn’t mean to disgust me with your perversions.”

“I…I…”

Mumbling and stumbling, he had no excuse for his actions.

I wheeled back to the computer and searched the file.

“I can understand looking at men and women fucking. I can understand a fascination for big boobs. What I can’t understand is why you didn’t come suck on my big boobs!” I did have a pretty impressive rack. “I mean, I like sex! Even a lot of sex, and I don’t mind positions and experimentation…but…transvestites?”

His eyes were shiny and I wondered if my weak husband—yes, I had to admit that he was weak—would start crying. It certainly looked like it.

“Shemales? Men with boobs?”

“I just…I just…”

“Shut up,” I snapped.

He shut, and I turned back to him and pondered. And pondered. And pondered. I mean, what could I do with such a simpering wimp?

“Go make me a drink,” I commanded.

He scurried out of the computer room like somebody had just lit his toes on fire.

I turned back to the computer and opened the biggest folder.

He had folders on big, black dicks, women with muscles, midgets fucking and sucking…he had folders on everything! I had never seen so much porn in my life, and I am not a prude, I had perused the net a time or two myself.

But this much? And the folder he had spent the most time in, it was easy to see if one had even half a computer brain, was the one on trannies. Men with the bodies, and boobs, of women.

Then I noticed something.

He returned with a Coke and bourbon, a ‘Coke High,’ and I sipped and leaned forward. There was something about this folder… “Go cut the lawn.” I told him.

He ran for the door and a moment later I heard him pulling the mower out of the garage. A moment after that I heard the lawn mower start up.

I didn’t care, for I was fascinated by this one single thing I had realized.

In all the tranny porn there was no male on male contact. It was all women and trannies.

I surfed through the files, clicking open movies and closing them. Yes, it was all women fucking men with boobs. Slender men. Men as slender as my husband.

Was there a deeper secret here? Was there…was my husband…?

The lawn mower whizzed back and forth outside the window, then went to the front yard, where it was not so loud, but moved just as fast.

I sat back and finished my drink. Then I got up and made another one.

And I sat and stared at that porn. All those files, they were just incidentally to his main fetish. Men with boobs. And, I noticed he had a huge collection of stills of…men in maid uniforms.

Cleaning the house. Vacuuming. Doing the dishes. Wearing black uniforms with white trim, dusting, polishing silverware, prancing about on their high heels with their underwear showing.

Was my husband…did he really want…

Now that the shock was past, now that I was calmed down, I could analyze what I had discovered.

Yes, Seth liked porn, which was no big deal.

But the amount of time he had spent on porn, no wonder he was sort of stuck in his teaching position. He would finish the day and come home early, sometimes real early. He had arranged a few days where his last class was twelve o’clock,  and he would be home by one, and then spend five or six hours watching porn, before I got home, getting excited, and…did he jack off?

He must jack off. A man could not spend that much time watching porn and not jack off.

I knew that there were a lot of nights when I went to bed wanting, and it was because he must have wasted himself during the day.

He finished the lawn and cut bushes. I peeked out once and saw him, working away, a miserable look on his face, working…like, well, like he liked that menial labor.

That maid labor.

So he was brilliant in the classroom, students vied for his classes, and he was well respected.

But he hadn’t written a paper, let a lone a book, for a while.

Because he was here, pounding his pud behind the computer. Filtering through the big dicks and the bouncing boobs and the multitude of positions and looking for…men with boobs. Especially men with boobs who did housework.

And, a third drink, I found myself scratching myself. I looked at my hand. I was scratching my pussy. I blinked. Feeling my sex organs. Because…because there was something hot about this.

Something hot…not about men in maid uniforms, but the express idea of my husband in a maid uniform.

He wasn’t big and muscular. He slender. Built like a whip, with a soft face and a brilliant mind.

And the idea of him…of him…ideas began borning in my mind. Of what I could do with my husband. My porn surfing, tranny imagining hubbie.

A brilliant mind was worthless if it was useless. And his mind was being suborned by porn, and specifically men with boobs porn.

Yes, he was sick. But…should I judge him and browbeat him and make him feel like shit? Or should I take charge, push him through this debilitating disease and bring his mind back?

Obviously a no brainer.

I mixed a fourth drink, then called him into the house. The damned bushes were almost sculptures for his efforts, and I had to get him back in before he whittled them down to nothing.

I had to talk to him and…and lay down the law.

He entered the house, a slender man with chocolate brown eyes and a manner most endearing because…because it was soft.

Staring at him, standing so forlorn, I realized: women want either a bad boy, or a soft boy. I had chosen a soft boy, and I had never taken full advantage of that. Well, it was time.

“Take off your clothes.”

He stood, frozen, the world had just shifted on him. Horny bastard that he always was, he didn’t expect to be told to strip.

“I said…take off your fucking clothes!”

He began to almost rip his clothes off, and I realized one more thing, on this day of realizations. I was a little drunk, inhibitions were low, and I had just commanded him. Like a boss. Like a drill sergeant. Heck, like a bully, and he had responded. And when he was naked standing before me I realized that he had really responded. He had a big, fat hard on.

I stared at him, but was especially aware of the way his cock stood out. He was well endowed, and looked even bigger for being slender. He was about eight inches, and I loved getting fucked by that thing. There was nothing like being pummeled until I was a soaking mess.

But…no more. At least not until I had pushed him through his fetish and returned him to some degree of normalcy.

“What?” he finally blurted, and I realized that I was lost in wondering land. I brought myself out of my reverie.

“Come with me.” I stood up and brushed past him, his big dick actually touching my thigh and giving me a shiver.

Damn! I wanted that dick! But I couldn’t. Not for a while.

He followed me down the hallway and into our bedroom.

“Stand there,” I commanded, and again, I felt the power. I liked ordering him around.

He stood, and I went into my closet, opened drawers and plucked out dainty underthings.

He wanted to be a maid. Hmm. What ‘maid-like’ things did I have in my closet.

I came out with an armful of things and he was still standing there.

He liked standing there. He liked being told what to do. Well, I had always been a little power crazy. I would tell him what to do.

I tossed the clothes on the bed and turned to him. “Go take a shower, and shave all your hair off.”

“My…my…”

“Your hair! Everything below your head! I want it GONE!”

He jumped towards the bathroom door and I almost snickered. Sure I was drunk, but this was fun, and I had a feeling it was going to be fun when I was sober.

I sat on the bed and sorted through the clothes. I had picked out underwear that I was tired of, and which I thought might fit him. I didn’t have a black dress with a white, puffy blouse, like a maid might have, but I did have a slinky, old thing that would stretch on him.

Stretch on him. Hmm. I didn’t want him stretching all these clothes out of shape, I wanted them to last. I went back into the closet and came out with a corset. I hadn’t used it for years, but it was still serviceable, and then I realized something.

My husband had a slender body, ripe for a few enhancing items of underwear, but I had a bigger body. I was thicker than him.

Sure, I had big, monster boobs, but my waist had thickened, and I…I almost looked a bit muscular. I was thick, but not turned to fat. And, while he stepped out of the shower and toweled himself off, I decided to visit a gym. But not a weight loss gym. One of the folders he had was of muscular women. I had the structure, and I didn’t think it would take much work…hmmm.

He stepped into the bedroom.

I walked around him. Hairless. He had done a good job. He had even gotten that spattering of hair on his back, in a hard to reach place.

But, of course. He was not only slender, he was very flexible, agile, like a woman.

Heck, he was more flexible than I was.

“Go get me another drink.”

I was drunk, and I wanted to stay drunk. I wanted to enjoy this new power. I wanted my inhibitions to say lowered while I remade my wimpy, little husband.

A moment and he was back, holding a sweating, cold glass. I took a sip, then tossed him some panties. And not just panties, but tummy control panties.

“What? But I…”

“Listen, you stinking, little pervert. There’s only one way you’re going to survive, if I decide our marriage is worth keeping intact, and that is for you to do exactly what I say!”
“But putting on your clothes isn’t—“
“It’s what I want,” I yelled at him.

He shrank back, completely cowed. Yet I noticed his dick was as hard as ever.

“Now put on those panties.”

“Miserable, at least in face, he stepped into the panties and pulled them up. In his body I had the feeling he was exulting. Just a feeling I had, but there was something in him opening up like a shaft of sunlight on a dull, grey morning.

“Now this,” I threw the corset at him.

A tummy tucker and a corset. He didn’t have much of a pouch, but when I was done with him he was going to have the waist of a civil war debutante. 2o inches. And his chest would flare out, as would his butt.

“But I can’t get my dick into…into…” he was almost crying as he tried to pull the tummy shaper into place.

I stood up and walked over to him.

He shrunk a bit, but I grabbed his dick with one hand and pulled the shaper up with the other. His dick was pointed up, very plain to see the outline in the shaper.

“Ow!”

“Shut,” I murmured, staring at his hog in the tight material.

I thought for a minute, then, “I’ll get you a chastity belt.”

“But it hurts.”

“You’ll live.”

I turned around and he gave whimper. I picked up the corset and turned back to him. “Put this on.”

He stepped into the corset and tried to pull it up. Little tears were seeping out now, and he whined, “Why are you doing this?”

“You will follow directions and do what you’re told,” I snapped, and I helped him pull the corset up.

He gasped, and I pushed him onto the bed and knelt on his back and started pulling strings.

“I…can’t…breath…”

“Breath high in your chest. Little breaths. Or just don’t breath at all.” I finished fastening him in, and I helped him to his feet.

He looked a little white in the face, and his body was definitely skinnier. And, as I had thought, his butt flared out a bit, as did his skinny chest.

“You need real tits,” I said. “Figure out a hormone program.”

“I? But I can’t do—“

“You’re the big mind, figure it out and present me with a plan. We’re going to give you tits and that’s that.”

Was it my imagination? Or was his penis pulsing inside the corset? No, it wasn’t my imagination. Blood was definitely struggling to get through his big hog.

I handed him some nylons and told him to roll them up his legs.

He tried to sit, and couldn’t. He leaned against the bed and, because he was so damned flexible, managed to roll up first one stocking, then the other. He hooked them to the snaps and I blinked.

“You’ve done this before.”

“Not with—“ He froze. Looked up at me.

“You’ve done this before! You’re a crossdresser!”

“No…no! I just—“ but he subsided into a whimpery sort of whiney ‘please feel sorry for me’ attitude.

I grinned. “This is going to be easier than I thought. Now put on this dress.”

He looked at the dress, gave weird sort of a sigh, and lifted it over his head. He began to shimmy into it.

“Oh, my God!” I blurted. “You’ve worn this dress before.”

“No…no…”

“Seth. Stand in front of me.”

He smoothed the dress out, a perfect fit, and I knew why it seemed a little misshapen on me. My husband had been wearing my clothes. He took a place in front of me. He looked down at the ground.

I lifted his chin, a bit of tenderness in this afternoon of harsh treatment, and I said softly. “Honesty. It’s all you’ve got. It’s the only way you’ll survive. Now, tell me the truth. I won’t yell at you…” then I had a thought and revised my statement. “But I will yell at you if you lie,” I said forcefully.

His dick throbbed under his dress. Yes. He responded to forceful speech. Speak softly and he would lie. Speak forcefully and he would blurt the truth.

“Tell me the truth!”

“Yes,” he whimpered.

I nodded, and understood.

My husband was a sissy.

I stared at him. He stood before me in a dress and girly underwear. His hair was longish, and I mussed it up. It puffed out and looked messy, but…sexy. Sure, he could grow it long, I would probably have him do that, but his hair was a sexy mop all messed up. And it made his features look rounder, and softer.

I grabbed him by the arm and pulled him. “Sit down.” I pushed him into my make up station.

He sat, and his fright was easy to see. All his secrets were out in the open. He was being excoriated, and…he loved it.

He loved feeling the fear. He wanted somebody to take control and bully him around. He wanted this.

“What…what…”

“Little girls should be seen and not heard.”

He blinked, and I could see the deep thoughts swirling in his head.

I sat down next to him and used a small bit of sponge to clean his face. When he was completely moisturized I began with the primer.

He was breathing very shallow now, and staring at the mirror. I loved the way his eyes were big and scared. It made him look innocent. I would have to make sure he stayed that way.

I put on foundation, and began coloring his cheeks, giving him shadows that would make him softer, would round out his features and make him more feminine.

He breathed, high in his chest, and couldn’t stop staring at the transformation I was putting him through.

I was working on his eyes, putting delicate shadows on his lids, and he whispered, “What are you doing to me?”

“What you want. Now shut up. I think you’ve talked enough for a lifetime.”

I placed my fingers on both sides of his mouth and squeezed. I applied a plumper, and his lips visibly swelled, then I put on bright, red lipstick.

“I…I won’t be able to teach…”

“You’re on summer vacation. You’ve got three months before your next class.” Then I had a thought, “What do you think the school will do when they find out you’ve transitioned?”

He didn’t say a word, and we both knew. They would embrace it. Schools these days were all about feminism and making males more understanding. They had three bathrooms now. His, hers and whatever. Come the fall semester the would be using the ‘whatever.’

I left his face alone, left him to stare at himself in the mirror, and I began doing his nails. But not just doing his nails. I put on fake nails, long ones, and painted them red.

“I…but…” he started to protest when he saw me using super glue.

“Oh, shut up!” I snapped.

Finally, I was done.

“We’ll do your toes later. Right now I want you to go into my closet and get my high heels. The strappies.

He stood up, a little slowly, I think he was light-headed from breathing in the corset, and went into the closet. He returned with my tallest spikes.

“Well?” I asked, when he stood there with them dangling from his hands.

“Can’t we talk about—“

“Put them on!” I raised my voice.

He leaned against the bed and managed to bend his waist and lift his feet enough to slip the shoes on, one at a time.

“I can’t…I can’t…” he was trying to buckle the little straps.

“Yes, you can,” I grabbed his hair and pulled him. The extra force managed to get him down enough to buckle the straps, then he straightened up, tears welling in his eyes.

“Don’t cry,” I warned. “Don’t mess your mascara.”

He sniffled, and I could see him making mental adjustments.

“Okay, come with me.”

I walked out of the room. He followed me, and I almost swooned when I heard his heels tapping on the hardwood floor.

Oh, my God! I thought. This is turning me on!

And it was true. Feeling the joy of taking control, experiencing the power exuding from me, I was getting damp down there. Hell. I was getting downright wet. I had been so busy bullying him I hadn’t taken the time to notice it, but…it was true. I was getting horny from picking on him, remaking him.

And, bad news, I couldn’t fuck him. Not yet. I had to work on him for a while. Then, maybe, if I could figure out a way to submit to his dick while remaining dominant…maybe.

We went to the kitchen and I opened the little closet next to the garage door. I pulled out the vacuum. I pushed it at him.

“What?” He tried to look confused, but failed. I looked at his dick. Still hard. Still pulsing.

“Well, my little perverted sissy, it’s time for you to earn your keep.”

“I earn my keep!”

Oh, my. He was protesting. I started to feel a hot knife of pleasure. I was going to get to squash him.

“You teach during the year. You write papers during the summer. You aren’t working on papers, in fact, I don’t think I can trust you to look at the computer.”

He stared at me with big eyes.

“You might get lost in all those pretty, little ladyboys. You might stroke your cock and wish you were one of them. Would you like to take a little vacation? Maybe go to Thailand? I hear there’s some pretty good doctors over there. You could get yourself all sorted out. Maybe come back with a big pair of boobs….maybe lose that useless dick of yours.”

He was quivering now. With shame, but with excitement. I was hitting him right, square in the fantasy. And, a little bonus, I had noticed that when I insulted his dick his penis had REALLY throbbed. It had throbbed so hard I thought it was going to bust the material and flop up and hit me in the chin.

“So you like it when I tell you how worthless your penis is.”

He was blinking, and, sure enough, his penis throbbed again. REALLY throbbed. I could see a wet spot at the top of his head.

“You haven’t given me a good dicking in a month, and now I know why. You’ve been too busy dreaming of boys with boobs and jacking off. You’ve been staring at men with boobs and wishing you had some. you’ve been—“

“Oh…” he started to fall, his knees just bent and he quaked, and I stared at a big blotch appearing in his dress.

“Oh, my God!” I blurted. “You came!”

“I’m sorry…I’m sorry!” He started crying, and there was no hope for his mascara.

I stood and waited, and I almost came myself. Heysoos, I needed to do my own jacking off. Or jilling off, as we call it. This was too hot for words!

“Please…please,” He was speaking in a whiney sort of miniature wail, “Let me go change back! I promise…I promise I’ll never do this again. Please…”

He kept begging, and all his whining did was make me feel stronger, more powerful, more…hot. Really hot.

Finally, he dwindled a bit. I pushed the vacuum at him and snapped, “Get to work.”

Sobbing, his body shaking, he pushed the vacuum to the living room and I heard it turn on.

Vrooom vrooom. He pushed the machine over the pile. I could see tears dripping every once in a while.

I staggered to the liquor cabinet and poured myself a stiff one. Just one. Last one. I didn’t want to be a drunk. But I did want a moment to think about what had happened.

I took the Coke High into the computer room and locked the door. Then I powered up the computer and started going through his histories.

As you may have gathered, I’m proficient at computers, and I went through his Amazon histories. I studied the things he had put into his shopping cart…and taken out. I had a ball with Google histories. Google talks about being private, but they are the least private company in the world.

Sex. My husband was obsessed with sex.

We had a good sex life, or at least we had. It looked like Christmas he had discovered the internet. That’s when the major histories started, that’s when he went out looking for trouble.

And it was trouble. It was a waste of time, but that wasn’t what worried me. The important thing in my universe was that it robbed me of sexual satisfaction. For six months I had been getting excuses, headaches, ‘I’m too tired.’ But it was really he was just over masturbating. Well, that would change.

I finished my basic histories and began looking elsewhere, and that’s where it gets fun. When you type a word into google a drop down menu appears. Type in ‘sex’ and you get a list of recommended sites. Recommended based on your history. Google was doing the work for me. I typed in Fem, and got Feminization, feminizing, female to male pills, and so on.

I typed in cha, and got chastity tubes, belts, devices, for males, and so on.

Yep. My little kinker was going places and doing things without me. Well, I’d fix that.

I typed various letters, usually sex based, and got all sorts of information. Yes, a lot of it was in his history, but his history showed sites, and didn’t specify. This sometimes specified. I would type in male to female and some of the sites on the search results were purpled, so he had gone there.

I found drugs, pills, boobs for males, ‘The Big Book of Male Boobs’ by Grace somebody, and then I tried ‘bo,’ for books.

Bingo.

He spent a lot of time reading books by Ann Michelle, Aimee Allison, Fiona Piper, and…and after I glimpsed some of these offerings I realized this was his mother lode. And they all dealt with men being feminized, sissified, even cuckolded.

Hmm. Cuckold. Could I get into that? Dress my hubby up like a girl, make him watch some stud plow me? Now that was a very, very, VERY wet thought. And I would get all the sex I had been missing. And he, my perverted hubbie, would actually be getting what he wanted. Hmm, hmm, and double hmm.


PART two

“Things are changing around here.”

It was two days later and we were sitting in the computer room. Correction. I was sitting. He was standing. Demurely. Hands folded in front of his pink dress.

“What…what do you mean?”

“I’ve seen your computer histories, I’ve even read your stash of erotica, and it is obvious what you want.”

“It is?”

“So we are going to use aversion therapy. You are going to dress like a woman every day.”

“For…for how long?”

“For as long as it takes,” I snapped. I didn’t like the way he was questioning me. It was like he was forgetting that he was the underling and I was the superior. Well, there was a cure for that.

“If you don’t stop asking questions when I am laying down the law I am going to paddle you.”

“Paddle me?”

I stood up and grabbed his wrist. He was off balance in his high heels, so it was easy to drag him into the living room. I sat down on the couch and pulled him over my knee. I lifted his dress, exposing his frilly pink panties, and began spanking.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“OW! Stop! Stop!”

“I’m not going to stop until you stop telling me to stop!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

He finally figured it out and shut up.

SMACK! SMACK!

I stopped with my hand in the air. He wasn’t saying anything. He wasn’t even squirming.

I pushed him off my lap. He lay on the floor, on his side, not sitting on his red rump, which he was rubbing. He looked at me reproachfully. His mascara was running.

I smiled. “Thank me.”

“Wha—“

I started to get up and he cringed. “Thank you! Thank you! I’m sorry! Thank you!” He couldn’t stop himself. His apologies just overflowed.

I sat back down. “Stand up.”

He stood up, rubbing his butt gently.

“Now, to continue our conversation…you will dress like a woman every day. I expect you to work on your make up. You can get lessons on the internet, and I suggest you avail yourself of them. Otherwise you will be greatly embarrassed.”

His eyes angled down as he tried to figure out what that meant.

“I have ordered you a chastity tube to help you control that silly thing you call a dick…”

SPROING! His penis pushed his panties out and his dress up. He didn’t look down, but I could see the great sense of humiliation taking over him.

Hmmm. I was going to have to lock him up, and yet I needed dicking. Regularly. This might be a problem. Well, I would figure it out later.

“I have made up a list of your duties. I have tacked it up to the kitchen door.” Where anybody could see it. Heh heh.

“You will be expected to complete all duties daily, no matter how long it takes. I have allotted you spare time, and in that time you may use the computer. First, I expect you to go to sites—I have a list of recommendations—so you can better be a woman. Second, when you have finished your lessons for the day you may avail yourself of anything thing you want. You want to look at big muscled woman fucking titty boys, knock yourself out.”

He had stopped rubbing his butt and was gawping at me. I was about to ask if he had any questions when he timidly raised a hand. Oh, my God. Just like in school!

“You may ask a question.”

“I don’t want to do this.” His voice was just an embarrassed whisper.

“You should have thought about that before you decided to transition.”

“I didn’t…I mean, I just wanted to cross dress a little.”

“Well now you’re crossdressing a lot.”

“But I don’t want to!” His voice was still just a whisper, but it was like he was wailing.

“Seth.”

“Yes?” So hesitant, so beautiful.

“Look at your groin.”

He couldn’t help himself. His head bent and he leaned forward and looked down.There was a big splotch on the front of his pink dress. He looked up in shock.

“That’s right. While I was punishing you, ‘little woman,’ you got so excited you actually came.”

“But…but I…”

“Question period is over. Get to work. Unless you want another spanking. I guarantee, enough spankings and you won’t be cumming.”

He started blinking. He was betrayed by his own body, and he couldn’t understand it.

“Now…SCAT!” I stamped my foot and he darted away, frightened like a mouse. A small mouse. And I was a big cat. God, it made me feel good, and I couldn’t help but smile. I did however, manage to resist rubbing my groin.

He went into the kitchen and looked at the list. I heard him gasp, it was a long list. I smiled again and went to my bedroom.

‘My’ bedroom. No longer ‘ours.’ I was going to have him sleep in the guest bedroom. After he painted it pink, of course.

I closed the door and locked it, then went to my dresser and opened the bottom drawer. I took out my dildo, the big one with the ridges and the big head. In a few seconds I was naked on the bed, plunging that big puppy into me.

“Oh, God!” As the pleasure rippled through me I thought of how cute my husband was now. He had always made a show of being macho, but those days were done.

“Fuck!” I literally stirred my insides with that dildo. I pulled on my nipples. I even sucked my own tits, and in my mind I had visions of my pink hubbie prancing through the house, dusting and polishing, and whenever I entered a room he would bow and…no, he would curtsy, and I would ignore him.

I felt the excitement shooting through me, my groin was on fire. I pulled the dildo out and slapped my pudenda. Then I shoved the dildo back in. I could feel muscles crackling as I arched my back and groaned.

In my fantasy I could see him waiting on my every need. Oh this was going to be…going to be…

“AHHHH!” I came with the force of a hurricane. My muscles rippled and writhed and I felt like my pelvis was snapping back and forth like a rubber band.

I lay back on the bed and gave a moan of satisfaction.

Knock knock. A rather timid tapping.

“What?” I was trying to be irritated, but that cum, oh, my God, that cum had been magnificent!

“Are you…are you all right!”

“Get back to work!” I yelled.

I could hear his high heels tapping quickly down the hallway. Clickety clickety clickety.

I smiled. And sighed. Time for a bath. A nice bubble bath, and then I could go inspect my hubbie’s progress…and yell at him and get horny all over again.

THE WEEK PASSED SLOWLY…

He did his work well, apparently he had a talent for housework. And maybe even for being a woman. The next day he did his own make up, and it wasn’t bad. Made me wonder if he had been practicing that, too. But I didn’t ask him. Let him have his little secrets. Heh.

At any rate, I inspected his work frequently. In truth, I was looking for an excuse to paddle him again. I was disappointed, however, and I was wondering if I was going to have to just paddle him on principle. I had read on the internet that men were to be spanked once weekly, that it re-enforced their training and…

DING DONG!

I glanced out the window and smiled. A big Amazon truck was at the end of the driveway.

Tap tap. Seth’s timid knock sounded at the door.

“What?”

“There’s a delivery here.”

DING DONG!

“So answer the door.”

“But I…I can’t…not like…”

I yanked the door open and he cringed back against the wall. I grabbed his ear and dragged him through the house.

DING DONG! “Amazon. Need a signature.”

“Ow! Ow!” Seth complained, but I had his ear firmly and I held it so his head was tilted and he stumbled to keep up with me in his high heels.

I placed him before the door and opened it.

He stood, frozen, and stared at the delivery man.

The delivery man, I could see between the hinge crack, was also frozen.

The delivery man wore a blue uniform, my hubby wore a pink dress. And he had make up on. And two, dangly earrings.

Under the make up my husband was turning so brilliantly red, and his dress was bulging.

“I have a delivery.”

I held in a grunt. Were all men this stupid?

“Oh,”Seth squeaked.

“Can you…can you…” he held out a clipboard.

Seth signed it, his pretty red nails holding the pen, and their hands touched when the delivery man took the pen back. Both of them jerked their hands back.

I stepped out from behind the door. “Just leave everything on the stoop.”

He was more than glad too. He tilted and kicked and pulled the dolly back, then he scuttled down the walk like a monster was after him.

“Well?” I looked at Seth.

He looked at me blankly.

“Bring everything in.”

He looked at me, then he looked at the packages on the stoop.

It was just the stoop. A step out of the house, but everybody in the neighborhood could see him.

Mr. Johnson was across the way watering his lawn.

Mathilda Hockensacker was catty corner to us, trimming her bushes with a big set of clippers.

“But I—“

I glared at him, and it was obvious what I was thinking.

Spanking.

He darted out, grabbed as many as he could, and turned back, and I blocked the doorway.

“You think I want you dropping things? One package at a time.”

He was starting to cry, and his dress was standing out as far as I had ever seen it. Still, he turned and put the packages down, then picked up one. It was only a few inches cubed, and he brought it into the house, and placed it on the little table next to the couch. Out he went again. And again and again. There were a lot of packages, and it took him a minute.

Halfway through, him lifting his first big package, I yelled out the door, “Hey, Mr. Johnson.”

Johnson raised his head, adjusted his glasses and looked at me. He smiled, he raised his hand to wave at me…and froze.

Seth stood there, package in arms, wearing his pink dress.

Then he darted into the house.

“How you doing today?”

“Pretty…pretty good,” he wheezed, blinking madly. Not sure if he had really seen what he thought he had just seen.

Seth had put the package down and was standing to one side, his chest heaving, his eyes wide.

I snapped my fingers and motioned.

“How’s Mrs. Johnson?”

“She’s…she…”

I grabbed Seth’s dress and pulled him out of the house. He grabbed another package and ran in.

“…fine…” his mouth was open and his eyes were goggling.

I kept snapping my fingers, and Seth knew he had to comply. He ran back and forth, out and in, picking up packages and trying to get this over with as fast as possible.

Which, in truth, wasn’t as fast as he would have liked, because he was still a bit awkward in high heels, and he was too flustered to calm down and just do it.

“Well, tell her ‘hi’ for me.”

“I…I will.”

Seth picked up the last package. I waved to Mr. Johnson and closed the door.

Seth stood by the mound of packages and sobbed. And his dress was wet again. I was going to have to do something about all these unauthorized cums. Of course, that first package, if it was what I thought it was, might solve the problem.

“Take your panties off.” I walked around him and sat on the couch. I picked up the first package and began unwrapping it.

“But…” he cried, but he complied.

“Come here.”

He stood in front of me, his panties down to his ankles, a sodden mess of squirt.

“Heysoos wept on a rainy day,” I muttered. His peeny had cum all over itself. “Can’t you control yourself?”

“I’m sorry.”

I ignored his burbles and took out a set of rings. I placed one over his cock.”

“Wait a—“ he tried to back up, but I was holding him by the scrotum, and there wasn’t much backing up to be done.

“I suppose it’s just as well you lost control,” I observed, as I slid a tube over his limp dick. “At least you’re soft.”

“What are you doing?”

“Helping you control yourself.” I threaded a lock through the mechanism and…

CLICK!

He stared at his now caged cock. The look on his face was priceless.  Dismay, excitement, frustration (already?)…and he was quivering, like his whole body was going to break into orgasm.

“You might just as well go clean up. Full shower. I’ll bring you some soap.

I motioned him away with my head and he went, and I picked up the box which I suspected held the soap. It did. Lavender Rance Lavande Grand Paradis. Veddy expensive stuff. $82. Seth was going to smell so-o-o good.

A half hour later Seth reappeared. His smelled like a high class French whore house, his hair was full and silky at the same time. He had changed into the pink maid uniform.

I frowned.

“What?” He was afraid I was going to spank him again.

“You need some chest.”

“But…I’m a…”

“Take these.” I held out a handful of pills.

He stared at the pills. “What are these.”

I glared at him.

He looked at me, at the pills, at me.

“What are these for?”

I intensified my glare. This was a make or break point. He was going to take those pills, and I would prefer it if he would just take them, if I didn’t need to spank him, but he was going to take them nevertheless.

“Are they vitamins?”

I reached for the paddle, which I had placed on the arm of the couch.

He popped the pills into his mouth and tried to swallow. And almost threw up, then made a horrendous face. One of the capsules must have come apart and he was tasting the most God awful taste.

I waited. He kept everything down, and I said, “That will take care of your chest. Now, get back to work.”

“It…I…”

I reached for the paddle, and he scooted away.

Smiling, I listened as he rattled dishes in the kitchen, and I headed for the bedroom. I had bought myself a couple of presents from Amazon, and I couldn’t wait to try them—I stopped.

Inspiration, when it strikes, is quite lovely. I went to the kitchen.

“Seth.”

He looked up from the sink full of dirty dishes.

“Take off your apron and come with me.”

He followed me, but he was nervous. Changes were happening fast and furious for my poor hubby, and he didn’t know what to think. Which was just the way I liked it.

We entered the bedroom and I reached into the box I had ordered for myself. I handed him a dildo inside a mess of straps. “Put it on.”

I stripped off my clothes and lay on the bed and watched him.

He figured out the straps, realized it was a strap on and that he had to put it on. He did.

I smiled.

He was a slender…woman, and he had a big plastic dick sticking out from between his legs. Underneath the dildo was his own dick, firmly encased in plastic and locked irrevocably up. His balls, big and full, hung underneath and behind the plastic tube.

“What do you want me to…“

As if he didn’t know. “Come here. Eat me. Take your time and eat me good.”

He climbed up on the bed and knelt between my legs. He began to burrow into my womanhood. I could feel the slap and tickle of his tongue as he laved me. Oh, God, it was good. I felt my juices flowing, and shortly his face was a sloppy mess.

I looked at him, looking at me over his mouth gyrations, and I pushed his face down into my crevice.

He gobbled and munched, and finally I pulled on his ears.

He slithered up the bed and perched above my hole. I held his shoulders up, I didn’t want him laying on me, I just wanted to enjoy the feeling of penetration. He realized what I wanted and held himself up, and asked, “Can I suck your…you…”

I nodded.

He bent his head and began pulling on my nips with his teeth. The sexual electricity shot to my groin and groaned.

Then he slowly fed the plastic pickle into me. Inch by glorious inch. I was juicy, I needed no lube, even for this artificial bird.

Then he was all the way in.

“Fuck,” I whispered, and I began to grind upwards, and he began to grind down.

We were like a tornado meets a whirlpool, sliding into each other, and the crescendo built and built, and finally, like a Hoover Damn being demolished in an instant, I popped.

“AHHH!”

I held his hips firm, didn’t let him move. He froze, and waited. God, it must have been so weird for him. To fuck me, to see my pleasure, and yet be totally denied himself.

“GAAAHH!”

I felt my hips spasing, jerking, milking him.

“Oh, fuck!”

And it was over.

I lay, and he lay over me, afraid to let his weight be on me.

“Get off.” I pushed him. “Go do the dishes.”

I rolled over and closed my eyes.

He stood there for a moment, in shock, then he crept out of the room.

I smiled.

I had the best life in the world, and I wanted to share it.

My husband made a good salary, and his royalties from papers and books mounted up, and I didn’t have to share it. All I had to do was keep him in pink and make him do the housework.

I was getting fucked, and with a sizable dick, even bigger than his, and there was no mess attached to the act. I never had to sleep in another wet spot.

But the most enjoyable aspect of this new life was the fact that my husband was scared of me. He walked softly, did his duties, and scurried out of my way when I walked through the house.

And, man oh man, did that make me hot. And wet. And horny.

But I knew that I was going to need something more. The plastic peter was bigger than his, and I could order a bigger pecker from Amazon, but I wanted a bigger pecker that was real flesh.

There is something delightful about plastic, but flesh is still better. Flesh affords a connection that plastic can’t quite match.

Oh, plastic is good for a while, but, eventually you start wanting that fleshy fuck.

I was starting to want.

But, before I started looking for a serious alternative to my weaky hubby, I had to escalate his situation. I began making phone calls.

“Hey, girlfriend! How you doing?” the voice answered my greeting.

“I’m doing great. Say, I’ve got a new business started, and I am looking around for customers.”

“Uh oh. You’re not going to try and sell me insurance, are you?”

I laughed. “No, it’s much better than that. Do you remember when we were in college and we talked about making men wait on us hand and foot?”

“Yes?” She drew out the affirmative, expressing both suspicion and curiosity.

“Well, I have a man who insists on dressing like a sissy, and he cleans my house and everything.”

“Define everything?”

“I have him in chastity, so there’s no danger of unwanted attentions, and I make him wear a dildo and…” I went on with my sales pitch.

“Barb! I haven’t talked to you in ages! What’s the haps, girl?”

“Hi Tina, I’m starting a new business, and I wanted to give you a chance to get in on the ground floor.”

“What kind of business? I’ve done my investing for the year and—“

“No, no. It’s not that. Do you remember that feminist class we met at? Last year?”

“Of course.”

“Do you remember how we were joking that the only real place a man should be is serving us?”

“Of course. Oh, what a dream,” she sighed wistfully.

“Well, how would you like a man, all dressed in pink, to clean your house, to brush your drapes and clean your car, and then, with no dick attached, take you to heaven?”

“Oh, my God! What kind of a pill are you taking? I want one!”

“No pill. I have such a man.”

“Hi, Barb! How have you been?”

And so the conversations went on.

And while I did the heavy work of getting a new business off the ground Seth was washing the car. In a bikini. The neighbors were staring, and he was red-feced under his make up and working as hard and as fast as he could. And inside his little cage his penis was screaming and crying and pounding on the bars.

Monday, it had been a month since I had started Seth on his program, and I could already see little nubs on his chest. They weren’t big, but they were definitely feminine, and he definitely needed the cute, little training bra I had bought him.

“I don’t understand, why am I going over there?”

“You will deliver this letter, then you will wait for a reply.”

“But…I can’t go like this.”

I soughed, and inspected him.

Black high heels. Nylons. A pink maid’s outfit. Falsies in what we called his ‘big girl’ bra. His hair was slowly getting longer, and it was fluffed out and passable. His make up was immaculate and his lips were properly plumped and very red. His eyes were chocolate dew drops. He looked so innocent and…ravishing.

Hmm. Maybe I should make him do me before—no. No. This was a job. He had to be on time and professional, not smelling of pussy face.

I walked to the closet and took out a long coat.

“It’s a hot day,” he observed, taking the coat and holding it up and looking at it.

“It’s only a couple of blocks.”

“Can’t you drive me?” he begged.

I lifted a lip and glared at him.

“Okay…I’m sorry.” He quickly pulled on the coat.

As he went out the door I handed him a bag. “Give this to Tina.”

“Okay.”

Then he went out the door. I stepped over to the picture window and watched him walk. Click click. Down the walk, turn left on the sidewalk. Across the street I could see Mr Johnson staring from his bedroom window. With binoculars.

Why, that old peeping Tom pervert. He was probably spanking the monkey as he watched my hubby stride down the walk.

The good news was that Tina had a full security system, and I was able to watch Seth on my computer as she put him through his paces.

I watched as she answered the door, , said something to him, a most haughty manner, and led him into the next room. I watched as he pushed the vacuum back and forth. He hadn’t given much fight to being told he was to clean her house, and he swept the floors and polished them. She had even set up a few extra cameras, and I got very hot and disturbed down below as I watched him clean the porcelain in the bathroom with a tiny brush.

So hot I had to go attend to my ‘needs.’

But I was back to the computer quickly, and I was just in time to see her sit on the couch in front of him and fasten her own strap on on to his waist. Then she led him, dick bouncing, to her bedroom.

And, one more camera, I watched as she made him eat her, then fuck her. Watching his body go up and down over her, seeing the way his dress moved as he pounded into her, I knew that I had had a good idea. I was already thinking of billboards.

‘Pink Hubby!’

For the woman who needs her house cleaned.

Commercial thoughts running through my mind, my pussy already starting to throb again, I watched as she clutched his back and gave a long yelp of pleasure. I couldn’t hear it, but I could see the way she jerked and twitched and it looked like she had real good cum.

Then he was done. He took off her dick and cleaned up the bedroom, put on his coat, and made his good byes.

Tina, as planned, gave him a tip. I had asked her to. I just wanted to see what he would do. It was more of a test.

He returned home fifteen minutes later, right on time. He came in the door and hung up his coat, and I stopped him.

“What do you think you are doing?”

He turned to me, the coat still in his hand. “Hanging up the coat?” He looked confused.

“Your day isn’t done. 435 Ridgewood Place. Alyce Thorndyke needs a good cleaning.”

“But…”

“”But what?”

We stood there for a long moment. I think, at that moment, he finally realized the full scope of my plans. Clean houses. Be used for sex. Rinse and repeat.

I sort of expected him to slump, to feel dispirited and show it in some fashion. Instead, he nodded. And he was excited, but not in the normal way. Later I would ask him about that, and he said that it was lie a big, warm knife was opening him up. It felt like he was having an orgasm, a female orgasm, without the explosion, but with the total immersion in warmth and goodness.

He put on the coat, turned to the door, then stopped.

“What?”

He turned to me and held out a hand. The twenty dollar bill Tina had given him was deposited in my hand.

He didn’t say anything, nor did I. Then he turned and went out the door.

By the end of the summer he had grown a pair. Of tits, that is. They weren’t giant, but they were quite sizable, especially considering that he had started out like a man.

They were about the size of softballs, and his dress filled out nicely. What I particularly liked was him wearing half bras. He would put a shelf on and his nips would point out, a little puffy and sensitive, and the material would rub on them until he was almost crying. He would spend the day rubbing at his crotch.

“Have they given you the go ahead?” I asked, one night. I was speaking of the college where he taught.

“They’re fine with me being a woman.” He spoke of his condition easily these days. I think growing his own breasts really helped in that.

“And how about you?”

He turned to me. He sighed.

“How are you dealing with being a woman?”

“I’m dealing.”

“But?”

“Speaking honestly?”

“I asked.”

“I’m so horny I can’t stand it. I can hardly think. I don’t know how I’ll put together lectures for my classes.”

I smiled “But you’re not asking for relief.”

He spoke wryly. “Would it do any good?”

“Honestly, yes.”

He blinked in surprise. “It would?”

“Of course. Look, your situation has changed, and it is obvious that you’re happy. And, believe it or not, I’m happy when you’re happy.”

“Except when you’re spanking me.”

“Actually,” I grinned, “I’m more happy.” Then I grew more serious. “You’ve changed, but you’ve got needs, and we need to address those needs if we want to keep you healthy and happy.”

He cocked his head. I loved the way his long locks shifted and framed his face.

“So…what are you going to do?”

I took his hand and led him into the bedroom.

He looked around. I didn’t usually let him in the bedroom, he slept in the pink, spare bedroom.

“Up the bed on all fours.”

Puzzled, he mounted the bed, and I put on the strap on.

He turned his head to look back at me, and his face opened up. “No,” he said.

“Why not. You’re a woman in every other way.”

To his credit, he turned his face back to the front, looking away from me, and waited.

I had selected a large penis with a curved and a big head. I had been reading up and knew this was the best for massaging prostates.

I scooped up a large glob of lube and stepped between his legs. I pushed the lube into his crack, into his hole.

He shivered and jerked, and I slapped his ass. “Take it like a woman,” I commanded.

He held himself still and waited.

I reached down and tugged on his balls a bit. They were tight, full, and I knew that he really needed to be drained. Full balls were good for horniness, and compliance, but every once in a while they had to be drained. He had to be cleaned out, and the real benefit was that he wouldn’t get to cum, and would end up hornier than before.

I pushed forward and the big penis went up his rear. He grunted and jerked, but I held on to his hips and kept him from flattening out.

“Relax, little girl,” I soothed him.

He was tight, there were still internal struggles, and this was manifesting. But as I kept inside him, as I began to move in and out with small motions, he began to relax. It felt too good not to relax.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

“That it is,” I calmly stated, and my movements began to get larger.

Back and forth, in and out, I sawed. I could feel his muscles tightening and trying to hold, I could feel his sphincter trying to close, and getting a fresh rub of sensation for that.

He began to push back. Little humps at first, but then he finally did relax, and the small movements became large movements.

He groaned and wiggled his ass. I could see his hands going under him, and I knew he was feeling his tits.

“How you doing, Sethie?”

“Oh, God…please…”

Suddenly his back gave a funny wiggle, and I instinctively knew what was happening.

“Oh, shit! I’m peeing.”

“It’s okay. Let it go. Pee all you want.”

He suddenly giggled, a very feminine sound. “After all, I’ll clean it up.”

“That’s right, honey. You’ll clean it all up.” I continued pushing in and out of him for a while longer. With the desire to pee had come a sort of loose-y goose-y feeling, and he relaxed and just felt good.

I began to pull out of him.

“Oh, please,” he blurted.

“You’re all done,” I slapped his ass. I stepped back, unbuckled the strap on and let it drop onto the floor.

He was sort of sore. It was his first time, after all. Moving carefully, he turned around and looked at me, then looked down at the bed. “What the…”

“It’s cum,” I said of the pool of liquid on the bed spread under where his caged penis had been hanging.

“I didn’t cum!”

“Of course not. But I rubbed your prostate, and it forced semen out. You’ve been drained.”

“But, I…I…”

“You’ll feel real good for a few hours. Enjoy it. When it wears off you’re going to be even more hornier.”

“I am?”

I faced him squarely. “Honey, for years, for decades, for the history of man…men have controlled women. They have bullied them and fucked them, and with not a care for the pleasure of the woman. Isn’t it time for a little role reversal? For men to come to grips with what idiots they have been?”

“Well, uh…”

“Of course this isn’t for all men.”

“It isn’t?”

“Certainly not. Men like you make good maids. Or scullery cooks. Or other such positions. Thee are other men who are not good for such positions. I will be going out and finding one in the near future. While you’re working.”

He was blinking, trying to understand. “Working? Cleaning houses?”

“It’s what you’re good at. When you’re not using that big brain of yours to teach, or to write books and papers.”

He set on the bed, still on all fours, looking a bit like a stupid doggie.

“So, honey, while I find a real man to satisfy me, you’re going to be working for ‘Pink Hubby.’ A business I’ve put together, and which you are the first real employee. You are going to clean houses and administer to the needs of women. What do you think of that?”

“Well, uh…I…”

He didn’t know what to say, but I waited, and waited, and finally he gave me his answer.

“I guess that would be all right.”

END
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PART ONE

“I’m so discouraged.”

Giselle looked at me. She’s my besty and we were standing around at Starbuck’s waiting for our lattes.

“Look at you, good looking blonde, killer bod, what the hell could you be discouraged about?”

“Chuck.”

“Chuck? What about Chuck? He’s a sexy man. Not a big muscle guy, like I like ‘em, but he’s got that soft look that women love.”

“Yes, he does have that soft look, and, unfortunately, he’s a bit soft somewhere else.”

“What?” she spoke a little loudly, people turned and I turned a little red and told her to shush.

She lowered her voice, “Chuck is…little? Like in erectile dysfunction? Or is he like a small Paul? Come on, girlfriend. Tell Giselle all.”

Our latte’s came up at that moment, so we took our orders to a corner table and sat and sipped and I told her the sad tale of my life.

“Chuck is pretty big for a, uh, slender fellow. And when he does use it, oh, Lord…it is like being banged by Godzilla. He is the gift that just keeps on giving. The problem is that he rarely feels like it. He’s always working.”

“I thought he worked at home?”

“He does. And his business is doing well. The problem is that when you work for yourself you tend to be a big slave driver.”

“Well…tell him to fire himself!”

I grinned. “That would be something. Man fires himself, collects unemployment.” Then I sighed. “No. I want him to keep working. But…” I trailed off.

We sat there for a few minutes, watching the crowd roll through Starbucks and leave with their little cylinders of slosh. That’s what Giselle calls coffee from Starbuck’s, ‘Slosh.’

Finally, Giselle said, “You know, I might have a solution.”

“Anything. My muffin needs buttering.”

She laughed. “Your muffin, eh?”

“My muffin. It’s fresh baked and ready for devourment…”

“Devourment? Is that a word?”

“Of course it is. Look it up in Scrabble.”

She snickered. “Scrabble. Right.” She retracked, “So your muffin needs devourment, and there is one thing you can do if you want to experience the hot butter that a manly man has to offer.”

“I’m all ears, girlfriend.”

“Make him not a manly man.”

“What?”

She grinned and leaned across the table. “I really shouldn’t tell you this…I shouldn’t put ideas in your frilly, little head…” I snorted, “…but if you apply a little ‘pink discipline’ it is very exciting to a man. A little pink in his life and he is going to be hard as a rock, long for hours, and he will out fuck the Energizer Bunny.”

I stared at her. The Energizer Bunny? Does he even fuck? And I had images of the drum banging bunny pounding on Ms Energizer Bunny, legs spread, big, old pink feet inside big, old, pink feet. I giggled, then: “You’re going to have to explain what, exactly, is ‘Pink Discipline?’”

“Pink Discipline, my less than educated friend, is when you make a man wear articles of femininity.”

“What?” Now I was loud. I lowered my voice. “Are you like talking something like…like…crossdressing?”

“I am.”

I leaned back, a dismissive look on my face, a negative on my lips, and she put a hand on mine and said, “Wait, listen, before you judge.”

So I leaned back towards her and listened.

“When a man wears an article of femininity it excites him. I don’t know why. Maybe it’s forbidden fruit, sexually speaking. Maybe it is the desire to prove that he isn’t less than manly. But, whatever, you put him in panties and he’ll be hard as a rock for hours. You put in panties and bra and he’ll be hard as a rock for days. You put him in the whole nine yards—“

I was almost aghast, almost, my eyes wide, and I blurted, “Do you mean like…make up? And dresses? and…and—“

“And everything. Make him act like a girl, make him live like a girl, stick a Tampon up his butt, among other things, and make him be a girl…guaranteed. You will be getting the biggest, bestest, most intense fucking of your life. He will lay down at your feet, he will diddle do your puss, he will live and breath merely to please you, and that means especially in any sexual manner your little puss puss desires.”

“Puss puss?” I raised my eyes.

“Puss puss,” she nodded.

We sat there then, and I actually began considering it.

Oh, I didn’t have to go overboard. Maybe make him wear panties. A bra once a in while. Then I imagined him between my legs delving into me with his pocket rocket, his nylon clad legs slicking across my own legs. But would I wear nylons, too? Or would I want to feel his nylons on my bare legs.

And…boobs? What would it feel like if I put a couple of breast forms in his bra and then he hugged me, pressed his chest against me. Would fake tits feel soft? And…maybe I could get some that felt lifelike. Really lifelike.

Of course, I wasn’t a Lesbian, never swang that way, if you’ll pardon my grammar, but the idea of Chuck making love to me, in his fresh shaved body, his dock looking bigger for no hair down there, pumping away…I…I…

I suddenly felt a flush rush through my body. A warm feeling, like…like a little…orgasm…

Giselle was sitting and watching me, sipping, leaving lipstick on her white cup. She raised her eyes and smiled in a most nefarious fashion. “Mikey, I think she likes it.”

“Oh, Lord, I think…”

“Think what?”

My face red, I put my hand on hers and said, “I was imagining what it would be like, and I think…I think I had a little sort of an orgasm.”

She giggled. “Like a hot flash, real quick, but then you feel sweaty down there.”

“Oh, Lord, do I feel sweaty.” In truth I think if I stood up right then there would be a wet spot on the chair.

“I guess that’s our answer then. Poor Chuckles will never know what hit him.”

My brows suddenly lowered, “But…what if…could something go wrong?”

“Like what? Like he likes it too much? Turns gay?”

“Yes.”

She scoffed. “Nah. Cross dressing doesn’t turn men gay. Being gay turns men gay. Men cross dress so they can feel excited, so their little penis will go into overdrive.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

We sat there a long minute then. Finally, I said, “Okay. I’m in. How do I do this?”

For the next hour we sat and battleplanned the demise…and rise…of my poor, but about to be lucky, hubby.

“Honey! I’m home!” I strode into the house feeling like a million dollars. A nervous million dollars, but a million dollars.

I was determined. I had a plan. I was going to do this.

“Hey, babe! Back here in the dungeon.”

Working. Excellent.

I headed for the bedroom and changed. But I didn’t just change…I changed! I Naired my body, and thought about Nairing his. I washed thoroughly, shampooed and conditioned, and spritzed myself with body lotion and light perfume.

Then I slipped into a slinky outfit that I had brought home. It was black straps that encircle my boobs and presented them, it was like a Gladiators nasty, little costume, it was sexy.

My fresh, little, well Naired pussy was going to be on display.

Then a peignoir. Black, so flimsy you could see through, and it would heighten the effect, make his eyes go where I wanted them to.

Nylons, real stockings, though. Snapped to the black straps. High heels. Long, black spikes, straps over the instep and around the heel and up my curvy calf.

Oh, baby. He wasn’t going to know what hit him.

Then I sat down at the make up table and went to work. Delicate grey over the eyes, bright red on the lips, accentuate cheek bones and make everything pop!

Then I sauntered out of the bedroom and down the hall.

Click, click, click. The sound of my sexiness filled the house, echoed off the hardwood floors.

My heels taping were like the drum roll to sexual depravity.

Into the kitchen, a single, large glass with 3/4s ice. Coke. The good stuff. Blanton’s Original Single Barrel Bourbon Whiskey. $200 bucks a bottle. With the Cork. Zowie!             

We had bought the special bourbon for special occasions, and if remaking my hubby into a pulsing, throbbing, never ending wad shooter wasn’t special…what was?

I walked back down the hall.

Click, click, click. The drum roll of doom for all soft men. I turned into the computer room and placed his drink in front of him.

His eyes were officially open. His jaw was legally dropped. His expression was stunned, sort of like the ox that tried to head butt the bigger ox…and lost.

He eyed my large breasts. He gulped. He studied my nipples. His eyes rose up from the leather strappings that accentuated my form to my face. In a matter of microseconds he was completely taken in, and wanting more.

“We have to have a talk,” I said.

Blinking, he picked up his drink, took a quick gulp, and leaned back.

I sat in the other swivel, with my legs spread so he could see my eternal cave. Which he did, and could hardly breath for it.

“And…what is…the occasion? Why do we have to…talk?”

I giggled inside. I hadn’t seen him this flustered since the first night we ever made love.

“Well,” I said, “You have displeased me. Very mightily, I might add. And it is time we sat down and talked.”

He was gulping for air, and took another sip of whiskey.

“And talked about…what?”

He was a little dazed.

“About the fact that you have not been keeping me happy in bed.”

He stared at me. Suddenly focused. I had just hit him where he lived. Where every man lives. Every man thinks he is the original bull, and to find out that he was…lacking…he was now more than stunned. He was actually worried.

“Uh…what…I mean…do you mean?”

He had placed his glass on the desk. I leaned forward and picked it up. He watched, avidly, as I brought the glass to my lips and sipped. My red lips left a vivid imprint on the lip of the glass. I handed it back to him.

He stared at the lip print, was transfixed.

“Drink,” I said, putting a Mona Lisa smile on my face.

He looked at me, looked at my lip print.

God, it was so sexy. We had kissed, many times before. And we  had exchanged body fluids, again, many times before. But the sight of my red lipstick on the glass…it was another realm.

He lifted the glass, and drank…from the side not marked.

“No no,” I whispered.

He stared over the glass at me, a slug of bourbon sliding down his throat, his senses totally blasted.

“Drink from my kiss.”

He was actually trembling a little bit, his hand was shaking, and he turned the glass and kisses my lip print.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered, as another slug of good bourbon slid down his gullet, exploded in his stomach, even as his head exploded with the experience. “What are you doing?”

I leaned forward and placed my hand in his lap. Inside his jeans his big python was worming and squirming.

“Feels a little tight in there.”

“It is,” his voice sounded a bit strangled.

“You should let it out. Let it breathe a little.”

“Yeah,” he undid his zipper and his beautiful, and big, worm popped out.

I did so love his penis. Eight inches, big around, large head. And now officially dripping.

I placed my hand around the shaft and marveled. This big toy had given me so-o-o much pleasure. I began to slither my fingers up and down, letting the traction build, and his eyes rolled back a little. That’s one of the glories of a man who doesn’t get off much, he is more than anxious once he has the chance.

“Oh, baby,” he blurted. “Let’s take this into the bedroom.”

He started to stand up, but I pushed him back. I lowered my head and kissed his head, then took his member in my mouth.

Dicks taste good. They have that earthy groin smell. And I love giving head, inhaling that aroma. I took my time and slid my lips up and down, deep throated him, fondled his balls, got him more and more excited.

And every time he tried to get up, to move the action into the bedroom, I pushed him back. My one, weak, red-tipped hand was controlling a man like he was a kitty cat.

It didn’t take long, which was sort of disappointing, I was really into it, but he began to pulse, and pre-cum flowed out of the head of his dick.

I backed off, gripped him hard so there wouldn’t be an accident, and looked at him.

“Oh, baby,” he gasped. “What are you doing to me?”

“Whatever I want.”

“Let’s let’s…”

“Go to bed?”

“Yeah!” his eyes were glazed over, filled with lust. He was officially trembling.

I stood up. “You stay here. I’m going to get ready. I’ll call you when I’m ready.”

“Oh…oh…okay.”

“And no masturbating.”

“No…no. Of course not.”

“Ever again.”

“Wha…no…ah…”

I leaned into his face, my red lips were inches from his, my breath was warming his face. “Unless I tell you to, I don’t want you masturbating.”

“Oh…but I don’t…not really.”

“Yes. You do. All men do. And I want an end to that. No…more…jacking…off. Period. Do you understand?”

“Well, uh…yeah…”

“I mean it. Do you agree? No more masturbation unless I give permission?”

“Well, yeah.”

“Say it. Say you won’t masturbate without permission.”

“But I don’t understand why—“

I interrupted him. “Because when I married you your cock became our cock. Community property, and I have decided we shouldn’t be wasting our sperm with unauthorized masturbation. Now, tell me you won’t masturbate again with permission, or else.”

I didn’t even have to say what the ‘or else’ was. His own mind was now his own worst enemy. He envisioned all sorts of dire consequences, mostly having to do with me being mad and not letting him fuck me.

“Okay.” He broke. “I won’t jack off unless you say I can. Okay?”

There was a touch of resentment in there, and I didn’t blame him. After all, turning control of your dick over to another, even another as beautiful as I, that had to be hard. Uh, no pun intended.

“All right,” I stood up. “Wait here and I’ll call you.”

I turned and sashayed out of the room. My ass swayed under the flimsy peignoir. As I turned the corner I twisted a bit and gave him a smile, and showing him my bosoms.

Click, click, click, down the hall, a drum roll to paradise.

But I had a different kind of paradise in mind for Chuck.

In the bedroom I slipped out of the peignoir, struggled out of the gladiator strap thing, kicked off my shoes and nylons, and wished I could grow hair really, really fast on my legs. I scrubbed my face quick and put on cream I brushed my hair every which way and even stuck a couple of curlers into the mess. Then I laid down on the bed, my back bent against the wall, my legs spread, and called him. “Oh, Chuckie!”

Man, I heard that swivel chair grind its wheels across the floor, then it banged against the desk. His footsteps padded down the hallway. Quickly. He was one horny, little boy, and he was in a hurry.

He entered the room, big grin on his face, already naked, he had divested himself of clothes sometime between when I had left the computer room and now, and…he stopped. Froze. Stared at me.

No sexy outfit. Not even the peignoir. My hair looking like Lady Frankenstein’s. The monster’s wife, not the doctor’s wife.

I was reclining against the wall and looking…unappetizing.

“What…what…”

“Hi, honey. Bring that big dick over here. I’m really hungry for it.”

“But…but…”

“What? You don’t want me?”

“Well…but…I do…it’s just that…”

I sat up, moved to the edge of the bed, gave him a better view of my ‘charms.’ I looked like cereal box turned inside out. I was…to put it mildly…ugly.

“Its the same me. Why don’t you want me?”

“But…I do…just—“

“Then come over here and show me? And get your dick hard again. How the heck do you expect to fuck me if your dick is limp?”

“Well, it’s just that…I…you…”

I stood up and advanced on him. “Are you saying you don’t love me?”

“No! No! I just expected…in the other room you were…”

“So you are a shallow Hal, an artificial person. A person who judges others based on looks.”

“That isn’t fair,” he finally made a coherent statement.

“I’ll say,” I agreed. “I thought I had a husband who loved me for who I am.”

“I do,” a trace of resentment. I had reached the tipping point. I had flabbergasted him, but one thing Giselle had told me was that I had to be very easy with the bad cop, and heavy on the good cop.

I softened my voice. “Honey, you’re right. I just played a very mean trick on you. And I hope you will forgive me. But go pour yourself another drink, and make me one, and give me 15 minutes. I’ll meet you in the computer room and we can have that talk.”

“Oh,” he blinked. Bad cop…good cop…it always unbalances them. “Okay.”

He turned and left the room, and I began fixing myself up. Not all the way, but enough so he wouldn’t equate me with that awful vision he had just seen.

I scrubbed my face, put on the peignoir, but with panties and bra, a full bra, instead of that gladiator’s wet dream. A bit of lipstick, I inspected myself in the mirror, and was good to go.

I walked back down the hallway. No click, click, click, but he heard me coming. No drum roll, but he was listening. Boy, was he listening.

I entered the computer room and he handed me a glass. He looked a bit haggard. Suspicious. But he wasn’t mad. He was more curious. And that was why I had had to cut him off before the resentment built. I wanted him amenable, malleable, not pissed off.

I sat back, put my feet on his lap—no hard on, darn it, but what did I expect?—and sipped my Coke High.

“Honey,” I began, “we have a good life. We’ve got lots of money coming in, we’re healthy, and we are—except for that little episode in the bedroom—madly in love.”

“Uh, yes,” he agreed, totally befuddled as to where this was going.

“However, you have a bad habit.”

“What’s that?” he was worried, but at least i was going somewhere with this.

“You don’t pay me enough attention.” Code speak for you don’t fuck me enough.

“Well, but…I’m working all the time. I’m making sure the money keeps coming in.”

I ignored his excuse. “Do you know what it takes to fix myself up? To make myself beautiful for you?”

“Well, yeah.”

“No. You don’t. You have no clue. Beauty, fashion and make up, they are mysteries to you.”

“Well, I don’t understand a lot of what you do, but that doesn’t mean I don’t appreciate it.”

“When’s the last time we screwed?”

Blink. There it was. That was the sound of the other shoe dropping.

His mouth opened to answer, but nothing came out, and it looked like he was actually surprising himself. “Well, uh…we, uh…went to a party?”

“Nope. And which party? We haven’t gone to a party for while.”

“Well, it was, uh. It was that holiday. When we, uh…”

I waited, smiling, and he just sank lower and lower and lower. Finally, I laughed. And he got a guilty, rueful look on his face.

“Oh.” He said. “Oh.”

“‘Uh oh,’ is more like it.”

His face twisted sheepishly. “Well, I guess I have to do better.”

“And you will.” There was a certainty in my voice that made him tilt his head. He could tell I had something in mind.

“Want to fuck me? All made up and looking like a million dollars?”

“Well, yeah.” Eager.

“So would I.”

He blinked. It was non sequitur and didn’t make sense.

“What do you mean?”

“I would like you all made up and looking like a million dollars.”

He looked down at his jeans. “Yeah, I guess I could dress up for you. Not all the time, I like to be comfy when I work, but I could—“

“Nope.”

“What,” truly confused.

 “You said you wanted me all made up and looking like a million dollars.”

“Yeah.”

“Me, too.”

“Yeah, but…I don’t…” and then he got it. His eyes went wide, his mouth went slack, then he started blinking.

“What?” I asked, innocently.

“Are you…you want me to get dressed up…like…you?”

I smiled a happy smile.

“But…I’m a guy. I’m not going to…you can’t ask me to…” he blathered on and I waited with that silly smile on my face.

He ran down.

“I do it. Why can’t you?”

“But I’m a guy and I don’t wear…”

He blathered on again.

I waited.

He ran down.

I sipped my drink, turned it so the lipstick was pointing towards him, handed him my glass.

He took it, glanced at the lipstick, and drank. Once again I had kissed him.

I took my glass back and said, “You have abused me, my dear, sweet hubby, and now you have to make amends. To get back in my good graces you are going to have to walk the extra mile…in high heels.”

“But…” he stopped. He actually didn’t want to blather. He wanted to figure a way out of this mess.

“Now, I know this is a shock for you, so we will take it easy. Here’s the plan I came up with.

“Tomorrow you are going to wear bra and panties. Just around the house. this whole thing is strictly between you and me. I will get you some breast forms…” an image of him with real implants darted through my head and caused a mini-flush to my vagina, “…and you will continue wearing said garments and accoutrements for a week. At that point I will introduce new articles of apparel. You will experience garters, tummy shapers, maybe even a corset. Yes, a corset. Your hair is long, and it grows fast, so I will try to coiff your hair. If it doesn’t work we can always get a wig. Some weeks from now, you will be wearing make up. And, if you do this…for me…if you fix yourself up every day and show how much you appreciate, then maybe I’ll forgive you. Maybe these legs,” I had been sitting with my legs out to the side and now I brought them up and slammed them shut, “will open once again.

“And, if you are really a good boy, or girl, or whatever we decide you should be, I might even be convinced to let you experience a female orgasm. Would you like that? To feel not just the male bang!, but the overwhelming ocean that takes you away on mysterious tides? Would you?”

I stopped talking.

He was flabbergasted, trying to understand. His poor, little, male mind was trying to figure out what had happened.

“And,” I continued after a few seconds, “if you prove resistant I will make you wear a butt plug.”

“What?” he squeaked.

“That’s right. If you don’t agree, and pretty damned fast, I will add that to the program. You will have to spend your whole time learning to dress up with a happy, little joy buzzer up your pooper.”

“But, honey…you can’t—“

I leaned forward. Enough of the bad cop. I took his weenie in hand. It began to grow, and grow, and grow.

Baby, he wasn’t just horny, it was the idea of me taking control, of him wearing what he shouldn’t, and…of course, the touch of my educated hands on his favorite pal.

Tell the truth, he didn’t stand a chance. Giselle had primed me, drilled me, and I knew exactly what to say and when.

“I don’t think…you shouldn’t…” and he stopped talking.

“So, you have a decision to make. Would you like to experience being a woman happy and willingly? Or would you like to be dragged kicking and screaming with a plug up your heinie?”

I stroked him, fondled his balls, and he was breathing harder.

But I could see inside his mind. The shock and dismay, the cultural protestations, the image of him as a manly man assaulted.

“And remember,” I chimed in sweetly, “No jacking off. Not without permission.”

“So you’ve been planning this….it’s a set up.”

“Of course. And, do you blame me? The way you’ve treated me?”

And that was sort of funny. All he had really done was not fuck me for a couple of months. But Giselle had told me that was the way you had to treat men. You had to bully them a bit, make them worship you, or they would just slide out of love and…take a mistress.

And he said, “I’m not going to. It’s too much.”

I let go of his prick. “Okay.” I stood up and left the room.


PART TWO

Giselle had told me that the fun was going to be in the battle. She had told me that he likely wouldn’t go for it. But that he would, should I play the game right, break.

He would give in and do what I wanted. All I had to do was not nag, be careful with my hints, and wait.

So I waited.

We didn’t make love that night; he didn’t even try. He knew I would just smile at him. Heck, maybe he was afraid I would laugh at him, but I wouldn’t. I knew that this game had no room for maliciousness.

I got up in the morning, showered and dressed, moderately sexy. Not knock out sexy, just showing a bit more tit, wearing heels, a bit extra make up. I was in it for the long haul.

I left a bottle of Nair on the counter with the note under it. ‘Use me!’

It stayed on the counter all day, all night, and into the next days.

I cooked meals, and we talked, even laughed, and under it all was this delicious tension.

Well, for him it wasn’t delicious. For him it was excruciating. And here’s the funny thing: he was in this fix because he hadn’t been too interested in sex, now he was super interested, but afraid to talk about it.

Poor boy.

So the days passed, and he began to get a squinchy look about the eyes. We would talk, chat about the day, and his eyes would get a little…squinchy. Lines at the corners, his eyes darting glances at me, almost like he was nervous. Nervous that I would drop another bomb, or start to nag him.

But I didn’t want to nag him. Only dumb women are nags; only women with no sense of self try to bully, when the easier path is to just put on their face and wait.

So I kept myself beautiful, without being overbearing, and just waited.

It took two weeks. Two weeks of watching me, trying to figure out what was happening to his poor mind, of walking on sexual eggshells.

Two weeks, and one day, at breakfast, he asked, in the a small and embarrassed manner. “So what if I…Nair myself and…what is you want me to wear?”

Good me, I didn’t jump up and cheer. I simply said. Let’s just start with panties for a few days. Maybe after the weekend you’ll be brave enough to wear a bra,” I was very careful with that remark, “but let’s just take it nice and easy and explore.”

“Oh.”

He was silent then, and I knew his head was going full tilt crazy trying to adjust to the concept of him wearing woman’s under clothes.

After breakfast, however, he went straight to the bathroom. Fifteen minutes later, the amount of time the Nair had to work on the skin, I heard the shower running.

While he was showering I went in and laid some panties out. I put them in his underwear drawer, on top and flat out. They were white, easier for him to accept, and I had searched for a comfortable pair for his first. They were actually sissy panties, with a little pouch in the front.               The shower went off and I headed back to the front of the house. Ten minutes later he entered the living room.

“Well,” he said, “I’ve got them on.”

“Oh, my gosh!” I blurted enthusiastically, and I rewarded him. I stood up and went to him. I put my hands on his face and brought his face down and I kissed his lips like I wanted to wear them off.

And I felt the big bulge in his jeans. Oh, baby, he was responding just like Giselle had said he would. That dick was a log!

I backed away and said, “You are the bravest man in the world. The whole damn world.”

Well, how could he refuse such effusive compliments? A quirky sort of grin broke out and, I swear, there was a sudden swagger to his personality.

And we left it there.

Except that, during the day I kept touching him, smiling at him, kissing him.

Rewards. Sometimes it’s fun to be a bully…not. Nobody ever got anywhere by being a bully. Being a bully always backfires.

So I rewarded him, and he sort of swelled up, and the day passed.

And that night I spent a lot of time making out with him. Playing with his pecker, kissing his nipples, letting him know how I really felt about a man who could break with convention and get a little kinky.

By the next morning, I swear, he was almost ready to wear a bra.

But I waited. One doesn’t make an omelet in a day, or something like that.

The next day passed, more kissing, more fondling, more appreciation.

And…the bra.

“Would you like to try on a bra today?”

Oh, baby, would he. His penis had been hard for two days, it was dripping right through his panties. He wanted more of that priapism that I was serving.

“Well, I guess we could try it.”

So after breakfast I took him back into the bedroom.

I had gotten him a lacy, little half bra. It wasn’t sturdy enough for the long haul, but it would last a couple of months, if it took that long.

The reason I got that particular bra, however, was not because I wanted support. I had gotten him some veddy expensive breast forms, with lifelike, jutting nipples, and I wanted those nipples to show.

He liked it when he could see my nipples poking out, let’s see how he liked it for himself.

I had him strip down all the way. He didn’t want to strip to his panties, still felt a little embarrassment, but I told him I wanted to see how the panties and bra looked together.

Really, I just wanted to lust a little bit, but he bought it and stood before me in panties.

I showed him how to put the bra on, clasp in front then slide it around, then pull it up. He figured it out, and I slipped the breast forms in.

And they fell out.

“Oops!” he exclaimed, actually chuckling. His face was red, but he was getting into this.

“Hold them for a minute.”

He did, and I made little marks with an eyebrow pencil.

“What’s that for?”

“Shhh. Let me concentrate.”

I didn’t need to concentrate, I knew about boobs. Heck, I had boobs, but I didn’t want to explain.

I pulled one cup out and applied a thick layer of glue. Probably too much, but I wanted the boob to stick. I pressed the mound on his chest and pressed and waited.

We stood there, and after a minute he said, “You’re gluing these on?”

“It’s going to be a lot more comfortable that way.”

He accepted that explanation.

I did the other one.

And, I stood back, and…voila! My hubby had boobs!

It was beautiful. He was beautiful. His slender frame provided perfect context, and the boobs stuck out like a fifties movie star’s.

“Wow,” he said, turning in front of a mirror.

“Here, put this on.” I handed him a blouse.

He stared at it, stared at me, and I was afraid he was going to refuse. But…he took it, and laughed at the buttons. “They’re backwards.”

“Maybe it’s your fingers that are backwards.”

He figured them out and started buttoning up the blouse. “Why are they backward.”

“Women made clothes for themselves first. Maybe they were just playing a joke on men.”

He glanced up at me, and he had a startled look on his face. “Are you serious?”

“No.”

He finished, and turned for the mirror.

The garment fit him perfectly. He had the most feminine chest…it was stunningly beautiful. In fact, I hate to admit it, I was jealous.

“Maybe I should get a boob job, be as big as you.”

“Now we’re talking,” he grinned.

“But if I get one you do, too.”

He sobered pretty damned quick. But the idea had been planted.

Honestly, I didn’t know if I would ever want him to get such a thing as implants, but…but I had said it, so the idea must be back there somewhere.

I turned him, ran my hand over his curves. Watching me do this in the mirror, even though he couldn’t feel anything he was turned on.

The idea of having tits excited him. His cock pulsed in his panties. And the idea of him having tits excited me. I felt that warm, little flush of heat and could feel the wetness between my thighs.

“Wow.”

“Do you want to see what a skirt looks like, or…” I backed off. We were moving pretty fast now, and I didn’t want to scare him.

“Sure,” no embarrassment, just curiosity. wondering what he would look like.

I handed him a skirt. The blouse was white, and you could see the nipples. The skirt was greyish-greenish, and when he pulled it up you could see his bulge. No mistaking that. It was a cock, and a mighty fine one.

“Crap,” he said. He pressed down on his boner bump.

“Hmmm. I suppose there are things we can do to fix that.”

“What?”

“Well, we could give you a gaff, female impersonators wear those. Then there are tummy shapers. We could get a long one, or a corset, full body, bone ribbed corset. Or, in the extreme, we could get you a chastity tube.”

I was just talking, inspecting his look, but I had gone too far. I suddenly felt it, I looked up, and saw it. His face was tight. He suddenly took off the skirt and the blouse. I think he would have taken off the boobs, but I had glued them with some pretty good glue.

“Honey,” I tried. “We’re just talking.”

He pulled on some jeans, pulled a hoodie over his chest, which tended to emphasize, not obscure, his boobs, and walked out of the room.

Crap. I had gone too far, too fast. Giselle had warned me, but, when it was happening…it was so easy to get carried away.

I walked through the house and saw him sitting on the patio. His back to the house. He was staring at the tall hedge at the back of the yard. Not moving.

I went to the kitchen and made him a stiff drink. And myself one. I carried them out to the patio and handed him his.

He took it without looking at me. I could tell he was in some deep space, thinking…thinking.

He looked silly, sitting there with boobs glued to his chest and nothing else.

I sat next to him and waited for a while.

Only a while, though. I wanted to repair the damage quickly, but I had to give him a chance to acclimate to my presence.

Finally, I said, “I love you with all of my heart.”

He didn’t say anything.

“Until you…I never even knew what love was.”

He gave a very light sigh.

I turned to him, spoke directly to him. “I know I went too fast, and I apologize. It’s just that…I’m having fun. And this is exciting. I know it’s exciting for you, I can see it in…in your pants. But you have no idea what this is doing to me.

“Every day that passes I want you more. I know you promised not to jack off, and I figured that that works for me, too. So every day I get hornier and hornier, and every day I fall more and more in love. It’s almost like I am being swallowed up by my feelings for you.”

Suddenly, I started crying. I didn’t mean to, but the feelings were coming out of me. I wasn’t just saying this stuff, I meant it. And here’s the odd thing, I was terrified that he was going to stop, call a halt to this transition we were playing with.

“Don’t,” he said. “Please don’t cry.”

“I’m sorry,” I tried to wipe my eyes without smearing my make up.

Then he was holding me, whispering to me. “It’s okay. I’m okay. Everything is okay.”

And, it was. Me crying, and I wasn’t even crying to pull a sneaky female subterfuge, had done the trick. I loved him and didn’t want to see him unhappy or hurt, but he also loved me, and felt the same way. And the thought of me being unhappy had actually undermined, quite drastically, any of the weird feelings he was having about experiencing femininity.

After a long couple of minutes I stopped crying. Then we just held each other, and the dusk was coming and we were happy just holding on to each other.

Then I giggled.

“What?”

“You really were quite beautiful.”

“I was?”

“Oh, yes. And your body. Ooh la la.”

He chuckled.

“Don’t chuckle,” I mock cautioned him. Men chuckle. Girls should giggle.”

“Tee hee!” he giggled.

I laughed and swatted his arm. “That’s terrible!”

“Well, I’m only halfway there.”

I moved back into his arms and sighed. “I love you.”

“And I love you.”

And there we sat, for a long time, and then we got up and went in for lunch.

And, joy of joys, he put back on his bra and panties. And the blouse. And the skirt.

My, God…did my heart pound!

He wore the skirt and blouse over his bra and panties for a few days. Then, one afternoon, he came to me. “We need to do something about my dick.”

I think he wanted me to fuck him. We hadn’t said anything, but he had been erect since we had started this game, and he had to be desperate.

“Did you want to try a gaff or a tummy shaper or…” I raised my eyebrows.

He surprised me. “How about a corset. Do you have one that will fit me?”

Of course I did. I had bought one special at the beginning. I went to my closet, retrieved a bag, and held it out to him.

“Oh,” he took it out of the bag and held it up.

It was designed like a half bra, had strong ribs for a very tiny waist, and flared slightly at the hips.

“How do I put this thing on?”

I put it around him and he fastened the clasps up the front. It was a tight fit, but even without being tightened I could see the potential differences to his shape.

“Lay down on the bed. Face down.”

He did, and I got up on him, sat on his buns, and started pulling laces.

“Unh!” he grunted with each pull. I went down the laces, pulling, pulling, and when I was done he was definitely skinnier.

“All done?” He was taking small breaths, trying to push the corset out.

“Nope. Turn over.”

He rolled over, and his penis stuck up. “Okay. Bear with me.” The corset had a slight flap, and then was tight. I had not pulled the bottom lace as tight as the others, and I pushed his penis up under the lip of the corset.

“Oh, fuck!” he whispered.

“You’ll live. Roll back over.”

He did, and I pulled laces again, and this time I pulled the bottom lace hard. I put my knee on his back and grunted, and he grunted.

“I…can’t…breath!”

“Take small, shallow breaths.”

He did.

“I’m going to faint.”

“Maybe,” I said. “It has happened.”

We waited, but he didn’t faint.

“Okay, sit up.”

He tried, but I had to help him. We rolled him over, pulled him upright, and he managed to perch, in danger of sliding off, on the edge of the bed.

“Oh…” he said. “Oh…”

I helped him get into his skirt and blouse, and we stood in front of the mirror.

His was a woman’s body. He was thin waisted, butt flared, big titted woman. No doubt at all.

He frowned.

“What?”

“Well,” he spoke in sexy, little breaths, quite sexy, and said, “My face ruins it.”

“Yes, well, we can fix that next week.”

“Oh.”

For the next two days he wore the corset, and it was incredible. I would be walking through the house and see him standing, and I would blink and think it was a woman. then he would turn and I would smile.

And wish it was a woman.

Well, not totally. I wanted a man. I wanted a man who looked feminine. I didn’t want to give up that monstrous cock that had struggled so when I had shoved it under the corset.

But, truth, the corset wasn’t working. Oh, it looked good, but he couldn’t sit. And he couldn’t do anything without running out of breath.

“Honey, I bought you a chastity tube.”

“A chastity tube?”

“Yep. As much as I love you in the corset, I know it is too uncomfortable for you. Maybe for special occasions, but…we need something that will control that big, beautiful cock of yours without all the stress. So I bought you a chastity tube.

“Oh.”

“And it arrived today.”

His eyes widened.

“And we’re going to put it on this afternoon. You can take a break form the corset, and…I think you’ll like it.

“I’ll like having my pecker in a vise?”

“It’s only a vise if you try to get hard.”

“Is there any time I”m not trying to get hard?”

Still, he wasn’t complaining. Probably relief at getting out of the corset, but…that was fine with me.

It took a while, he didn’t want to go limp. Well, he did, but his cock didn’t. He took a cold shower, thought about baseball, but that bat didn’t want to go down.

So, I brought out the peas. Frozen peas. Oh, how he yelped. But, it worked, and I managed to get his big dick into the tube and lock it.

“Oh, God!” he groaned as it swelled and tried to seep out of the little slits on the side.

I chuckled. “Oops. All dressed up and nowhere to go.”

“Nowhere to put it, you mean,” and that was a remarkably potent remark. He looked up at me.

“Yes?”

“Am I ever going to get to cum?”

I hugged him, which made him groan all the more, and reassured him. “Honey, one of these days we’re going to get you out of that thing and…well, let’s just say I have plans.”

“What kind of plans?”

“Not telling,” I grabbed his hunk of plastic peter and shook it. “But this little fellow is going to love it.”

He looked down and gave a wan smile. It is small now, isn’t it?”

The upside of the tube was that he could wear all sorts of clothes. And since we didn’t have to subject him to the corset nay more, we started exploring more clothes.

Nylons. Garters. God, did he had a good set of gams. I wished I had that curvature. Tummy shapers, tummy shapers worked wonders on him without squeezing his life away. And, one night, I did his hair.

Like I say, he wore his hair long for a male. Short for a female, but with the four weeks—God, had it already been four weeks? Him dressing up and not cumming and me…not cumming? Oh, I was dying for a good squirt!—he was long enough to style. And, baby, did I style it.

I twirled and snipped and brushed and sprayed, and I gave him bangs and a bob with a flip of curl around the sides. Just a bare trifle short, but…stylish.

Afterwards, he stared at the mirror in wonder. “Wow.”

“Pretty good, eh?”

“You know, confession time, I sometimes brush it and try to make it look feminine.”

“You do?”

He turned a little red. “I just sort of wondered, but I never wore it that way.”

“You are now.”

He looked in the mirror, “I sure am.”

I started to turn away, but he said, “Shiela?”

“Yes?”

“More confession?”

“You betcha,” I was curious as to what was going to come out of him. Maybe he had worn his mother’s panties once, or something like that. What he said though, came as a surprise. “I like not cumming.”

I blinked. It was true. In the beginning he had begged for a cum. But over the weeks he had stopped begging. Yet he looked at me with the most hungry look.

“Really?”

“I know it’s weird, but it gives me more energy. I feel like I have a spike of energy running up the center of my chest, and it’s like…it’s like being high all the time. And the more we make out, the more you play with me, the better it gets. I actually don’t want to lose that.”

“Really?”

“Really.” He had a worried look on his face.

“Well,” I patted his cheek, “I’ll have to see what we can do to keep you perpetually horny. Of course, we’re going to have to drain you sometime. It’s probably not good to be backed up.”

“Monks do it.”

How weird. A few weeks ago he had begged me for a cum, now he was begging me to not let him cum.

I kissed him, fondled his plastic prison, and whispered. “I’m not going to let you ever cum.”

I felt him shudder, I felt the wetness in my hand. I looked down.

He hadn’t had a full orgasm, but he had actually squirted a small bit of semen into my hand. Not pre-cum, but actual semen.

“Oh, my God!” I whispered.

“Oh, fuck,” he barely breathed. Heck, he couldn’t. He was stunned and gulping.

I looked up at him. “Nope. No fuck now. Now we know what you really want. And I have an idea on how to get you what you want.”

He looked at me, but I wasn’t going to say a word. that was going to be a surprise.

The very next day—the spontaneous orgasm seemed to open the doors—we began make up.

First, he Naired himself. He didn’t need it much, but a few stray hairs made him panic, so he applied, rinsed, and was wonderfully baby bare.

Then we put him in panties, bra (re-glued his boobies), and…the corset! The wonderful and dreaded corset. Love and hate, eh?

Nylons, high heels, and the most wonderful, shimmery dress. It was sparkly blue and crisscrossed in the front. Made it look like he had cleavage without showing much of anything.

I did his fingernails and toe nails. Oh, it was wonderful, those little piggies all bright red.

Then we put some small towels around his neck, and started in with the heavy lifting.

I cleansed him thoroughly, and he was shocked at how much I got out of his pores.

Then I primed him, spread the wonderful substance over his skin, and  created the base canvas.

Foundation, blush, and then I did his eyes. Oh, Lordy, he was transforming. Light blue, and it set his sparklers off like a bomb. And, finally…lips.

I think he was waiting for this. At any rate, he made the little noises that indicated his penis was trying to escape. Ha! Fat chance.

“Would you like some jewelry?”

“Sure.”

“Would you like me to pierce your ears?”

He turned to me. “Gulp,” he said. But he wasn’t really gulping. “Isn’t that sort of permanent?”

“Nah. You don’t like it the holes fill right in.”

“Well…okay.”

I got out the needles and punctured his lobes and hung a couple of rings. Big rings. Really matched the roundness of his hairdo.

We were done, and I stood him up and we faced the big mirror.

It was amazing. My husband was gone, and in his place was his twin sister. Same face, but…altered. Shadowed differently, made feminine by my expert make up touch.

“My, God,” he blurted.

“My gosh. Men say My God. And speak in a higher tone.”

“Okay,” he raised his voice, and I was amazed. He sounded just like a woman.

“Okay, my dear. You have made it. And tonight you get your wish. Tonight you get to make love like a woman. Is there anything else I can do for you?”

“Uh, well.”

“Speak higher.”

“Well,” he complied and my heart was throbbing.

“Yes?”

“You said you were going to dress up?”

“Yes,” I smiled, then he flummoxed me.

“I’m a woman, so you have to…uh, you have to be a…a man.”

Under the make up his face was red, bright red.

I actually goggled a bit. I mean, this once a man was full of surprises.

“Really?”

“Really.”

“Even if I look like I did when I played that trick on you?”

“Oh, that’s good. Dress down. Be a slob, like I am. Was.”

Oh, Lord. What a devious mind that man…that woman, had.

“Your command is my wish,” I acceded happily.

I told him to go make some drinks and set about the business of transforming myself into a man.

Me. A man. With big boobs and all I was supposed to…funny thing, once again I was wet.

Yet, it was right in line with my plans. This was going to work out even better than I thought.

I dug through his drawers and found some boxers. And a ratty, old tee shirt. A little stretched at the collar a small stain on one side of the abdomen. I took an ace bandage and wrapped my chest, tight. I have big boobs, but I managed to flatten my chest out pretty good. I went through his shoes and found the dirtiest pair of sneakers I could. I mean, they were filthy and grass stained and…perfect. I pulled on old socks, found his ragged jeans, and put them on.

Man, I was a slob. I started to put the shoes on, then stopped. The pants were too long, the shoes too short, and…I wanted to be taller than him.

I went through my closet and found my tallest heels. They were spikes on a platform. The pants would hang down enough to hide them, and I might be given enough height to be taller than him, even with him in heels.

Finished, I looked at the mirror, and frowned. My face.

I went into the bathroom and scrubbed all trace of make up off. Then I had a brilliant idea. I crumbled up the tip of an eyebrow pencil and rubbed the grains between my hands. Very carefully I rubbed my cheeks, and, voila, I had the beginnings of a beard.

Then I frowned at my hair. I slicked it back and sprayed it. It was tight to my scalp, and with no make up it made me look very butch.

And I was ready.

I walked into the kitchen and he stared at me in shock.

“Hey, babe,” I said, in a lower and masculine sounding pitch.

“Oh, my…gosh.” He remembered the gosh thing, and he remembered to keep his voice high.

I said, “Is that a gun in my pocket? Or am I glad to see you?”

He stared at my groin. I had put on my strap on. I had never used it, had only used the fake dick on my self. But I was ready to use it tonight.

“You…” he looked up at me, “you look incredible.”

“Wanna feel my guns?” I flexed my biceps and he giggled. Yes, actually giggled. Using his voice in the higher pitch, he managed to make a chuckle sound like a giggle.

“Now gimme a drink and let’s get this party started.”

He made me a bourbon and Coke, and I turned on the house music, and shortly we were dancing.

I was taller than him. By a single inch, but it was enough.

He stared up into my eyes, and his were dewey looking, rapt, like he was in love, which he certainly was.

I led, moving him this way and that. At one point he felt my chest. He couldn’t believe I had no tits.

“Pretty studly, eh?”

“You look,” he said, “Positively overpowering.”

I held him and swung him and brought him back to me. I bent him over and kissed his red lips.

“Oh, God. Sorry, gosh. I can’t help it. I’m weak kneed. I feel…”

“Like a woman.”

“Yes. This is so incredible. But I understand now, and I am so incredibly sorry I have been such an ox.

“That’s okay. I’m the ox now, and it feels pretty good, so I can’t blame you.”

We danced out to the patio, we kissed, we felt each other’s private parts.

“Nice pussy,” I said, squeezing his plastic.

“Nice cock,” she said, squeezing my dick.

We danced into the hallway, and I stopped him.

“What?”

“Baby, I have needs.”

“You have…”

He was enthralled by the moment, but he wasn’t prepared for me taking charge in this way.

“Get down on your knees,” I pushed on his shoulders, then his head.

He understood quickly, and he knelt, and I undid my zipper and pulled out my large peter.

He stared at it, took it in his hands, was amazed by it.

It was lifelike, with enough give to feel real, with veins and nuts and everything.

“Suck it,” I commanded.

His red lips…her red lips, engulfed me. I gave a moan and thrust my hips forward gently. I watched as she sucked, and fondled, and gave himself up to his needs.

He needed to be a woman. Maybe not forever, maybe forever, and either way was okay with me. After all, I had led him to this place, I better be prepared to deal with the consequences.

Besides, I still had my ultimate plan about to happen.

After she had gotten me nice and wet, I pulled her dress out over her shoulders, another blessing of the crisscross in front, and fondled his big tits. I bent my head and sucked the lifelike nipples. I turned her and pushed him towards the bedroom.

“Let’s go.”

She walked in front of me, and I watched how she walked so sexy, her hips swaying on her high heels. And I had a very male like thought: I really want to tap into that ass!

We entered the bedroom.

“Get up on the bed,” I commanded. I was thrilled with being in charge, with telling her what to do.

She turned to me. “What about the…the key.”

“We won’t be needing that, at least not for a while.”

A furrow on her forehead, but I was insistent, and I turned her and pushed her up on the bed.

“On all fours.”

Puzzled, she knelt, and then she got it. She looked at me over her shoulders, “You aren’t going to…”

“Baby, tonight I am going to pop your cherry.”

“Oh, my gosh,” she turned her head back to the front, away from me.

I undid my pants and stood with my pecker exposed, rigid, ready for work.

I lifted her dress and pulled down her panties.

I greased my best friend, then stood behind my wife’s buttocks. I pressed the tip of my cock to her hole.

She shivered. Her whole back was trembling.

“Don’t be scared,” I whispered. “I’ll be gentle.”

I slid it into her in one smooth motion. She didn’t have a chance to resist, and I know it felt good. All those nerves stimulated, that ring stretched out. Oh, she loved it.

She arched and gasped, her red tipped finger nails grabbed sheet and made fists.

Back and forth I went, in and out, using my hips and battering at her pussy.

She groaned and began to push back.

I angled my dick downwards, held the base with my hands and guided it, felt it, and knew when I had touched the prostate.

“Oh, God!…Oh, gosh!”

“Oh, God is fine when you’re getting fucked,” I said, speaking in my deepest voice.

“Oh…fucking…God!”

I rubbed at the prostate in her pussy, and suddenly, I knew.

“I’m about to pee.”

“So pee. I’m a man. I certainly don’t care about a little piss.”

I kept rubbing, and…she started to pee. At least it felt like pee to her. I reached down and felt that it was sperm. I had pressed on the prostate enough, and her sperm was being forced out. For long minutes the sperm came out. An amazing amount. then she was done.

I felt her sigh, and I drew back.

She collapsed on the bed. “Oh, God.”

I said nothing. I wiped my cock on her ass, then took my strap on off.

“Okay, honey, how are you doing?” I used my normal voice.

She rolled over and stared at me.

“That was the most amazing thing I have ever done in my life.”

“And it’s only just started.”

“What?” she was surprised. What could be better than what I had just done.

“Your turn to be the man.” I held up the key to her chastity tube. His chastity tube.

“But…but…” she wondered what was going on, even as her dick slipped out and started to grow. “I thought you weren’t going to let me cum?”

“Oh, every good boy deserves a reward. Now, get up and fuck me like you mean it.”

A frown was on his face, but he stood up and I laid down. He took his place over me and pressed forward. I felt his cock slide into me.

“Oh, yeah! Now that’s what I’m talking about. You’re really going to have to try real flesh some time. Now pump me good, baby.”

He started to, still trying to figure things out, and by the time I had my first orgasm he had.

“I can’t cum!” he marveled.

“Nope,” I agreed. “I drained you. The balls are empty, but the mind isn’t. The mind still thinks it can orgasm.”

“No way!” He was a mix between fascinated and aghast.

“Way.”

“But I didn’t have an orgasm!”

“And you’re not going to. Not for a long time. I can drain you periodically, get my good dicking, and you just get…hornier and hornier.”

“Oh, my God!”

And I came again.

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


Pink Power!

She feminized him and he loved it!


PART ONE

“I can’t believe it!”

We walked out of the courtroom and I was in a fury.

“You’re lucky he didn’t lock you up and throw away the key.”

We went down the steps and turned towards the parking lot.

“That you would do such a thing after….after….”

I was speechless as we approached the car.

Amazingly, Howard actually went to the driver’s side.

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing!” I screeched, and people walking through the parking lot looked at us. They probably assumed I was a harridan, nagging my poor husband to death. They had no idea, of course, what the idiot had done.

“I was going to drive.” He looked at the door with a surly look on his face.

Yes, I was nagging him to death. But then I had an idea of what he had done.

“You are not going to drive!”

“Yes! I am!”

“You just got picked up for drunk driving, spent a night in the ‘tank,’ it’s going to cost us plenty of money, the judge said he would give you prison time if you get caught driving within the next year, our insurance is going up, you…” I went on and on.

Finally, he backed off.

“All right, all right,” he groused, like I was the bad guy. He got in the passenger side and I got behind the wheel. But I didn’t start the car.

“Howard, you’ve got a problem.” I stared at the wheel. My heart hurt, I was miserable, and I was unhappy.

“Oh, come on. So I got caught with a drink in me.

“Blood alcohol through the roof. And the officer said you were rude to him.”

“That was the…” he trailed off. That was just the drink. Yeah.

“Howard, you tried hypnosis for your smoking. You tried Aversion Therapy for your alcoholism. You’ve tried support groups, but nothing seems to work.”

“Oh, hell. A drink or two isn’t bad. And I try not to smoke around the house.”

“A drink or two is bad, when it leads to eight or ten, and you reek of smoke all the time!”

“God, what a…” he stopped. And good thing. If he called me a nag I was going to bop him.

The difficult thing about all this is that Howard wasn’t a bad man. He worked hard, he was a good father, he loved me and treated me with respect, but…then he got a drink inside his belly and the next thing you know he was loud and drunk and smoking like a forest fire.

In short, he had an addictive personality. And I was stuck with it.

We drove home in silence. I parked the car and he tumbled out and went inside without speaking. When I entered the house he was already in bed. He had smoked, drank, gotten sick on himself, and he just stripped down to his sweaty, perspiring flesh and got in bed. I could hear his snores across the house.

I sat down at the table, put my head in my hands, and just…was miserable.

“Hey, mom. He did it again, eh?”

I looked up at my daughter. Sweet sixteen. Happy and beautiful, just like I had once been. In fact, we still had the same blonde hair, long and wavy. We shared full lips and, the Smith family blessing, big boobs.

I sighed. “He did. And he doesn’t seem to get it. He doesn’t seem to understand that he is a danger out there.”

Tommy walked in. Eighteen. He was taller than Howard and just as handsome. A thick crop of dark hair, a firm face, and an ever present smile. He was on the football team, and he spent his afternoons bashing into bodies, and his evenings lifting weights. I really didn’t understand how he managed to do that and keep a straight A average.

“He did it again, eh?”

Tommy pushed Janey aside with his butt and looked in the refrigerator.

“Hey!” She smacked him on the arm with a palm.

“Ow,” he said nonchalantly, and handed her the milk.

In a second my children were sitting across from me, eating cereal and drinking OJ and commiserating.

“How come hypnosis didn’t work?” asked Janey.

“Apparently, believe it or not, your father’s mind is too ‘willful.’”

“Tell me about it,” chuckled Tommy. “He’s a rock, and I mean his head.”

“Be respectful,” I warned.

“Come on, Mom. I’m just telling the truth. Dad could sell stubborn pills to mules.”

We all grinned at that.

“You should do what Mrs. Jenkins did to Wally Borden.”

Tommy laughed. “Oh, that was good. Wally hasn’t played a practical joke since.”

That sparked an interest. Wally was Tommy’s friend, and he was the biggest practical joker in Tommy’s class. What could stop that compulsive kid from… “What did Mrs. Jenkins do?”

“She made him wear high heels and a dress.”

“What?”

Tommy nodded. “She got fed up when Wally put a frog in her desk drawer. She called his parents, they had a long discussion, and the next day Wally showed up in a skirt…”

“Pink,” giggled Janey.

“…and high heels. They were locked on, and he couldn’t take the skirt off because all he had on underneath was his tighty whiteys.”

“You’re kidding,” I grinned.

“Oh, it was great. It didn’t help that Wally had played jokes on everybody in school.”

“Everybody was hooting. Guys’d dart in and flip his skirt up, girls all laughed and asked Wally if he wanted to borrow some lipstick. Wally was actually in tears by the end of the week.”

“He spent a whole week in high heels and a dress?”

“A skirt, but, yeah. And Mrs. Jenkins told him he would have to wear a dress all year if he joked again.”

I was chuckling now. From miserable to chuckles in one skirt. How delicious. I liked Wally, but he was a terror when it came to jokes and…and…I got a far away look in my eye.

“Mom?”

“Earth to mom?”

I snapped out of it. “What?”

“You were like in a trance. You okay?”

“Yes. I am. In fact, I am perfect.”

“Oh, well, I have to go to school, okay if I use Dad’s car?”

I smiled at my son. “If you help me. And you, Janey. I have figured out how to cure your father.”

They looked at each other and grinned.

Tommy: “She’s gonna pull a Wally on Dad.”

“Oh, wait until I tell my friends.”

“They’re gonna want to come over and see.”

“Mom, can we bring our friends over?”

Oh, this was going to be good. “You may. Use the car and invite your friends over, but first, I need a little help.” I leaned forward, and they leaned forward, and I began speaking.

Within a few seconds we were all grinning and plotting.

And Wally thought he was a joker…ha!

The day passed, and it was a wonderful day.  Yes, my dear, sweet hubby was sleeping off his drunk, and his antics was going to cost us, but I had a cure at hand.

I walked through the house, did the laundry, and peered in at the sleeping lug. I had just been shopping, and i was glad he was sleeping. I wanted to get this program started today, not tomorrow.

A good man, with a big problem. But those days were ending. Heh.

Tommy came home early. He had gym for sixth period but had skipped it to help me with my plotting. Janey showed up a few minutes later, with a couple of girl friends. She had taken off school early, too, but with her grades, who cared. Besides, my husband, their father, had to be handled.

Her friends, of course, couldn’t stop giggling.

“Okay, kids,” we were all in the dining room at the table, “are you ready for this?”

They all nodded.

“And we can help, Mrs. Simpson?”

“Absolutely.”

“And we can tell our parents? We’re not going to get in trouble?”

“Hey, you help me with this and I’ll throw you all a party. A big one.”

“Zowie! Yeah! Yip yip yip!” They all cheered and hooted.

“Okay, Tommy, you are officially moved to the room above the garage. Move your clothes, and I got you a new lock. You’ll have to install it.

“Janey, you and your friends will be in charge of getting rid of Howard’s old clothes. I’m going to be filling his dresser with new clothes. Now everybody move quickly and silently. He’s probably going to wake up pretty soon, and we definitely want to be done when he does. Everybody got it?”

They did, and we gave a group high five and went to work.

I tip toed into the bedroom and collected Howard’s clothes. All of them. From belt buckle to boot, from tie to pants. From underwear to underwear.

Tip toing across the room and handing the clothes to Janey and her friends it was hard to stop giggling.

Janey and her friends took armloads out to the car and piled everything in the trunk.

Down the hall I could see Tommy taking armloads of his clothes out to his new room.

I waited until the girls were gone, it was too late to go back now, and I began putting new clothes into Howard’s drawers.

Out in the garage I could hear Tommy working on the new lock. To get through that lock Howard was going to have to use a sledge hammer, and I sure hoped he didn’t get so desperate he was willing to destroy the garage to get to Tommy’s clothes.

I hung up clothes, folded clothes, stacked new shoes, and went out to the living room. The girls were back, and they were drinking Cokes and stifling their hysterics.

Tommy sauntered in, a big grin. In a soft voice he said, “No way he’s getting through that puppy!”

Janey handed him a Coke and we all sat and kept looking at each other and giggling.

“You know, Mom…”

“Yes, dear?”

“You’re going to have to dress sexy.”

My head jerked to her and my mouth opened and I started to turn red.

“Janey!”

“Oh, yes, Mrs. Simpson!” her friends chortled and giggled. “You have to dress up every day, knock him out. You still have a killer bod.”

“Girls! I don’t talk like that!”

Tommy laughed.

“What?” I spun on him.

“They’re right.”

My mouth opened and Janey, my sweet sixteen little girl said, “Oh, hell, Mom. We’re all grown up here. We all know about sex and married couples, and you are simply going to have to turn Dad on….and not give him any.”

I was aghast, but the girls giggled even harder and I had to put my hand out and say ‘Shhh! You’ll wake him.”

“I can see him now,” laughed Tommy, keeping his voice low. His little skirt raising up, all embarrassed, just like a little school girl.”

The thought was a funny one, but I tried to maintain a serious expression. Even as I stifled a chuckle.

“Thats enough,” I made a chopping motion with my hand.

Then Janey said, “I’m going to have a big sister,” and we all burst out laughing. And tried to hold it in, which made it worse. In a second we were holding our bellies, Tommy slid off his chair and rolled on the floor. Janey’s friends tried to put their hands over each other’s mouths, and we couldn’t stop laughing.

Tommy heard it first, he sat up, sober, big grin, and put his hands up.

His meaning was clear, and we all stopped laughing and listened.

“Oooaah!” The sound of my husband yawning.

A moment, and springs creaking.

Everybody in the living room stopped and listened, and held the hilarity in.

“Aaooh.” Another yawn.

The sound of bedsprings creaking again, and we could tell he was up and about.

“Hum te tum…” he hummed across the room, into the bathroom, and we could all hear the shower door opening, closing, and the water being turned on.

“Twas on the good ship Venus…” he sang, and suddenly I was on my feet.

“Out! Everybody out!”

But it was too late. I hadn’t even started to herd the children out the door when Howard’s big voice sailed out to us.

Twas on the good ship Venus,

my God you should have seen us,

a figurehead of a whore in bed

and the mast was a petrified penis.

The girls squirted out of my grasp and darted to the hallway to listen. Tommy stood with me. We had all heard Howard sing that terrible old bar song, and now I was turning red, mortified, and he went into the second verse.

The captain’s name was Morgan

my God but he was a gorgon

he beat away every day

on his reproductive organ.

The girls were in silent hysterics, holding on to each other, sliding down the wall, actually shedding tears over my husband’s big, and loud and actually beautiful baritone.

The captain’s wife was Mabel

my God but she was able

she led the crew in a midnight screw

upon the galley table!

My knees were actually weak with humiliation, but Tommy gripped my arm and held me up. “It’s okay, Mom. We’ve all heard it, and…heck the girls all know about this stuff.”

Which sort of surprised me, but didn’t. After all, I had been sixteen once, and I had thought I knew everything.

First mate, first mate

Captain’s dirty brother

wasn’t fit to shovel shit

from one end to the other.

Helpless, I listened as Howard sailed into the last verse.

Cabin boy, cabin boy,

dirty, little nipper

lined his ass with broken glass

and jeopardized the skipper.

I sat in a chair and just covered my face.

The girls were all lying on the floor now, holding their bellies, crying tears of laughter.

“Oh, God!” I whispered.

Tommy just grinned and patted my shoulder.

The girls rolled over and kept looking at each other and giggling again.

Then, it hit:

“MARGIE!”

Everybody went silent.

Again, his full voice filled the whole house: “MARGIE! WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS!”

We were all suddenly thrust into a strange mix of half hysterical and half fear. He sounded angry!

Thud, thud, thud, his footsteps came down the hallway. He burst into the living room, and my mouth opened in shock. I hadn’t prepared for the fact that he might be wet from the shower and neglect to even hold a towel around himself, and be totally, stark, raving naked!

To the side, he hadn’t seen them, yet, the girls stared, their faces open in stunned and delighted surprise.

He stood there, a handsome man with no clothes, his penis half a chub, and held up a pair of panties with one finger. “WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS?”

I stared at him, my own mouth at half mast, and then did the only thing I could. I turned my face slightly to the right. ‘Look.’

He blinked, and his face turned, and his mouth dropped.

Janey and her two friends was sitting on the floor, shocked, staring at him.

He stared at them.

And Tina, one of Janey’s friends, blurted, “Hi.”

Howard jumped back, was instantly, and I mean INSTANTLY, red and shaking. And he made a sound, not a yell, sort of a yelp, but high pitched. In fact, he sounded like a little girl, then he was turning and sprinting down the hallway.

And we, the practical jokers, finally didn’t have to stifle ourselves any longer. We all absolutely roared with laughter.

After about ten minutes of laughing, and stopping, and laughing, and stopping, we all sort of died down. Except for the occasional giggle.

“Margie? May I speak with you?”

“I’m out in the front room, dear.”

“Well, can you send Janey’s friends home?”

Janey: “She can’t, Daddy.”

Silence. We started having to hold it in again.

Finally: “I need everybody to go to their homes, or their rooms. I need to talk to Margie.”

Tommy: “They’re not going home, Dad.”

And me: “They’re staying for dinner, honey. So get dressed and come out.”

Snickers abounded.

Silence.

“You girls want to stay for dinner?” I asked.

“Sure,” they both responded.

So I fixed a big, old plate of spaghetti, and we sat down and ate Eye-talian and drank Coke and laughed and talked.

And Howard listened from the bedroom. He listened as we laughed about the expression on his face. And I knew he was stewing in his juices, outraged, ready to pop.

The girls were talking about boys, and Tommy was talking to me about college, when we heard the sound of Howard coming down the hallway.

Not the thud, thud of his heavy feet, and especially not his feet in shoes, but a swish, swish.

Swish, swish?

We all looked at each other, then up at the doorway.

Howard arrived, and I saw what the swishing had been. He was holding a blanket around himself and the end had been dragging on the floor.

“Hello, honey, want some spaghetti?” I spoke blandly, as if nothing was amiss.

“I…I…”

He was interrupted by Janey: “Nice toga, Daddy.”

“He’ll look good swinging the clubs,” put in Tommy.

Tina and Morgan just giggled.

He scoped us, took us all in, realized we were all in on the joke. “Where are my clothes.” He managed to speak in a level voice.

“Oh, I felt it was time for a wardrobe change,” I answered nonchalantly.

“I…those were my clothes. What did you do with them?”

“Girls? Did you take all of my husband’s clothes to the Goodwill?”

The girls, wide-eyed, answered, “Yes, Mrs. Simpson.”

“That’s Mr. Simpson,” I said. “He’s Mrs. Simpson,” I pointed at my hubby with my chin.

That almost did it. Smothered expressions of mirth filled the room.

Howard’s mouth opened in shock. Then snapped shut. After a few seconds he tried again. “Tommy, I’m going to borrow some pants from you.”

“Sorry, pop.”

“What?” Howard stared at Tommy. Obviously he expected some male sympathy from his firstborn.

“Mom ’s in charge, and she says I’m not supposed to len—“

Howard spun and stomped out. And he was funny to see, stomping in a blanket.

He walked down the hall, to Tommy’s room. Then he stomped back. His face a thundercloud, he blurted, “Where’s your stuff?”

“I moved Tommy to the room over the garage, dear,” I smiled.

“But I was making a game room out of that!” Oh, the anguish that poor man was going through.

“Yeah, it’s great, Pop. I’m going to leave the pool table right there. Me and my friends like to hang out and play.”

“But…you…”

Overloading. Danger…danger…danger…

“You’d better put another lock on the closet door, dear, so your father can play pool.”

“You…you…”

“I’ll do that, Mom. Thanks for the idea.”

“You…you…”

And Tina giggled. And that was what did it. That was what clicked the switch and drove Howard over the edge.

“Fuck!” He yelled! “That’s easily handled.”

And it was obvious that we had pushed him too far. His face turned redder, became mottled with rage, and he started across the kitchen. He was going to break the door to Tommy’s room. He would get a sledge hammer and—

Tommy stood up and moved into his path.

Howard stopped and stared, and the room went silent. And I suddenly knew what a couple of kitty cats would feel like if two bull elephants decided to fight in front of them.

“Get out of my way.”

“Howard,” I blurted.

The girls suddenly realized they were out of their depth. They pushed chairs back and huddled up against the walls.

Tommy said: “Nope.” And there it was. The announcer had just yelled out, ‘Let’s get ready to rumble!’

“You dare to talk back to me in my own house?” His voice was booming, threatening to break rafters.

“Pop, I’ve had it with you.”

Howard’s jaw dropped. I had heard that expression, read it, but now I was seeing the reality. His jaw literally lowered, and his eyes bulged, but Tommy wasn’t done.

“You get drunk and drive. Your smoking stinks. It’s only a matter of time before you smash into somebody with your car, or abuse mother. And I love you too much to let that happen.”

That was a moment. My own jaw dropped. This was my baby boy, all grown up and ready to whip the world, and he was starting right here, in my kitchen, right before my very eyes.

“Fuck,” whispered Janey, and I didn’t bother to correct her language.

“Now I’m an All State footballer, and I wrestle in the off season,  and I’m bigger than you, and I’m telling you right now: you will not wear my clothes. You’re going to do what Mom says to get out of the doghouse. You’re going to stop drinking and smoking, and I’m going to call some friends and one of us will be in my room, in this house, at all times. In short, Pop, you are going to straighten up or…”

“Or what?” Howard growled.

“Or I’ll kick your ass down to the corner and back.”

That moment will forever be indelible in my mind.

I had started this thing, but had not thought through the consequences. I had not figured on Howard being so upset, which, later retrospect, I really should have. I had also not figured on my son standing up to a man, like a man, and put himself forward so forcefully.

Howard tried to brush past Tommy.

Tommy stepped, pushed, and Howard found himself two steps back.

Howard growled, a deep, guttural sound, and rushed forward. Tommy lowered his shoulder and just bumped him back. Howard’s a big, strong man, but he bounced off Tommy like he had hit the proverbial brick wall.

Then Howard tried to grab Tommy, and that was one hell of a mistake.

Tommy picked him up, lifted him off the ground in a bear hug and walked into the living room. He walked slowly, and Howard tried to get his hands loose, but he was caught.

We girls had time to move into the big doorway, and we watched as Tommy body slammed Howard on the couch.

Howard stared up in shock.

I think that that moment had a lot more consequences that could have developed. It could have led to a donnie brook, and hurt feelings, and a terrible divide between my husband and my son. What saved the day, however, wasn’t violence.

Howard looked up, and we girls realized…Tommy was crying.

He was big, filled the room with his presence, he was like a Gorilla come to call, but tears poured out of his eyes. “Pop,” He said, “Don’t do this.”

Wow.

When Tommy had carried Howard into the living room the blanket had been caught in his grip, and Howard was still covered. just barely.

Looking up at Tommy, realizing where this thing was going, Howard pulled the blanket around himself, stood up, and walked out.

When Howard was gone, Tommy turned around. He was still crying, but he didn’t wipe his eyes. He just walked past us, towards his new room.

I started to move forward, to intercept him, but Janey snagged my arm and held me back. I looked at her and she just shook her head.

She was right. I could talk to him later, but right now he just needed some alone time.

Then the girls looked at me. It was time to go. The big joke had sort of shattered and fallen apart.

“Good night, Mrs. Simpson.”

I nodded.

The front door closed and Janey was pulling me into the kitchen.

I was lost, rudderless, had no clue what to do or think.

Janey reached up to the cabinet and brought the liquor down.

“What are you doing?”

“Make you a drink.”

“I don’t need one!”

I didn’t drink much, especially because I had lost a taste for alcohol when my husband had started to drink too much.

“Dad’s the drunk, not you, and you do need one.”

She mixed a Coke high, and looked like she knew what she was doing. She placed it in front of me. “Drink, or I’ll pull a Tommy on you.”

A grunt of a chuckle blurted out of me.

She pushed the drink into my hands.

I looked at her and she nodded, so I took a sip.

“Heysoos,” she muttered. “That was close.”

And I certainly agreed.


PART TWO

An hour later, two drinks in me, I went to Tommy’s room. He was lying on his bed and staring at the ceiling. He gave me a wan smile when I entered. “Hi, Mom.”

I went and sat on the bed, then I was holding him, and he was surprised, but just put an arm around me.

“I’m sorry,” I said, holding tears back.

“Nothing to be sorry for.”

And that was it. My grown up son was able to handle adult emotions.

Then I went to bed. It was still early, but I knew I had to talk to Howard. When I walked into the room he was in bed. Reading. He looked up, and his expression was utterly and totally inscrutable.

He said, “You will go get me some clothes tomorrow.”

I said, “Fuck you.”

He blinked.

I took a shower, dried, and crawled into bed. “Turn off the lights.”

He did, and we laid there, totally awake, for hours. And finally slept.

I got up in the morning and got dressed, and thought about getting dressed up. The girls had told me, almost commanded me to, and they made points, but I was still sort of in a funk.

My big joke, meant to cure, had backfired.

But I wasn’t about to back off.

If Howard could take stubborn pills so could I.

So I fixed breakfast, for myself, and ignored Howard.

Howard, the children now at school, wandered around the house naked. He took the TV out of the living room and set it up in his room.

He collected a bunch of books, and lolled around in his room.

When Tommy and Janey came home they absorbed the situation, shrugged, and went off about their business.

Three days….and Howard broke.

He walked into the kitchen, picked up the car keys and his wallet, and walked out to the car. He inserted the key, twisted, and nothing happened.

One of Tommy’s friends, who worked after school in his father’s garage, had switched keys. I had the only working key in the house, and I was not going to share.

I watched Howard from the living room. His head bent to the steering wheel. He hit the wheel with one hand. Then he got out and walked down the driveway, and down the street.

What happened next I found out from friends who had seen, and from Tommy, who came upon Howard afterwards.

Howard walked down the street like an Indian wrapped in a blanket. He walked like he was stomping, his shoulders were set and his legs moved forward inexorably, but he was barefoot so it couldn’t have been much in the way of stomping.

He walked two miles to the main drag of our town. First Street. The whole way people passed him and stared at him. Many of them knew him, and some of them even called a greeting, but he just kept…’stomping.’

Down first street, and traffic started to back up. This was Howard Simpson, upstanding citizen, with a blanket around his shoulders and his bare legs sticking out underneath.

Johnny Dallas, the local police chief happened to be passing by, and he got out of his car and confronted Howard.

“Where you going all dressed up, Howie?” The men all called him Howie. Everybody else called him Howard.

“Get some clothes.”

Howard walked past Tommy without a word.

Tommy turned and stared after him, rubbed his chin, and smiled. A cop, he had been around the block, and he knew when to get involved, and when to let things play out.

Now Howard was causing a fuss. People walking, kids yelling out their windows at him, horns honking.

Mrs. Wentworth came out of the ice cream store and stopped and stared at him as he passed the shop.

He waited at the light and people stood around him, also waiting, snickering and even making remarks.

Howard’s face, I was told, was redder than a fire engine on the rag, that’s the description Janey offered me when she and her friends passed him in a convertible. That was the point at which she called Tommy.

Howard walked into Johnson’s Haberdashery. Yes, that is actually the name of the store.

He strode down the center aisle, turned left to the jeans, and picked out a pair. He grabbed a black tee shirt, a pack of tighty whiteys, and some socks. He knew his shoe size, picked up a pair of Nikes, and walked to the register.

Alma Hodges was behind the counter, and he scared her. It was obvious he was wearing nothing under the blanket, and the look on his face would have frightened a hungry lion. Heck, he would frightened a herd of hungry lions.

Alma stepped back, and looked around, and Jimmy Hunter, old man Hunter himself, stepped up to the register.

Jimmy is a fixture around the town. He’s been through a couple of wars, a couple of divorces, gave up drinking, and had reached the point where he thinks everything is funny. Absolutely everything.

“Hey, Howie. How’s it going.” Passing the time of day. Waiting.

“Hello, Jimmy. I’d like to buy this stuff.”

Jimmy had a quirk of a grin on his face, and drawing on his vast experience and intuition he observed, “Marital woes.”

Howard said, “Yes.” Not ‘yup,’ or ‘yeah,’ but…yes. Like a stockbroker about to go to the roof of a very tall building in 1932.

Jimmy took the pair of pants and looked at the tag. Hell, he knew the price of every item in the store by heart. But he was dragging the moment out. “I had a wife once. Had a couple of wives. Drove me near crazy.”

“Yes,” Howard answered.

Jimmy rang up the tee shirt.

“That’s the thing about women. Something wrong with them.”

“Yes.” Short and curt.

Jimmy rang up the tighty whiteys.

Johnny Dallas wandered into the store, he just had to be in on the action, and started looking at a rack of ties. The man hadn’t worn a tie his whole life.

“Right, Johnny? All women is crazy. Am I right?”

Johnny held up a bright red tie with the face of Goofy on it.

“Right as rain, Jimmy.”

Jimmy held up the socks and looked at them. “I’ll have to check the price on these. Alma? Price check on men’s black socks.”

As Alma scuttled down the aisle Jimmy leaned against the register and said, “Can’t live with ‘em, and you can’t kill ‘em. Right, Johnny?”

“Right again, Jimmy.”

Howard stood, a suddenly small man in a blanket, and watched Jimmy.

“Now my thought, and I know my thoughts ain’t too particular, me being old, is that you better give up.”

Howard stared.

Alma called out, “$6.95.”

“That’s six hundred and ninety-five dollars,” Jimmy slowly figured out how to work the register.

“Johnny? You think Howie should just give up?”

“Hell, I woulda give up ten years ago. ‘Specially, you don’t mind me sayin’, he’s got a real nice wife. A good looking woman makes up for just about anything.”

Jimmy rang up the shoes.

“Yes, sir. Give up, get those good, old home cooked meals, I have to put up with my own cooking. You cook for yourself, Johnny?”

“Not if I have to.” He had put the Goofy tie back and was examining a collidoscopic tie. The kind of tie that shimmies if you look at it too long, and then makes you dizzy. “I put up with the nagging and I get fed good. It’s pretty good arrangement. ‘Course…Howie’s wife doesn’t seem to be the nagging kind.”

“Heck, no. She’s always got a kind word for everybody.” Jimmy put everything in the bag. “Your wife ain’t a nag, is she, Howie?”

Howard stood, frozen, waiting. He was prepared to out wait the world if he had to.

“That’ll be fifty-six and forty-seven, Howie.”

Howard had his wallet clutched in his hand. He opened it. He reached for the plastic in the pocket…and stopped.

He opened the money part. He looked in all the windows.

He finally realized that he no longer had his credit card in his wallet.

He looked up at Jimmy.

Jimmy looked at him.

Johnny came over and leaned on the counter and faced Howard.

“My card is gone.”

Jimmy drew the bag back, put it on the floor behind the counter.

“Sorry, Howard.”

“But, I’ll…you know me.”

“And I like you. You always been a good guy.”

“Let me have some clothes.”

“I don’t involve myself between a man and his wife.”

Howard turned to Johnny. “Johnny…”

Johnny shook his head. “Jimmy gave you some good advice. Didn’t even charge you for it.”

“But…but I…you can’t…” and he dried up. A far away look came into his eyes. He realized that I had beaten him…and beaten him good.

He turned and, like a man walking to a prison cell, trudged out of the store.

Johnny and Jimmy watched him go. Jimmy said, “He’s a good man.”

Johnny said, “Yes. He is.” Then Johnny turned to Jimmy, “You ever sell any of those Goofy ties?”

“These ties here? Of course I do! People like Goofy, and…”

Outside the store Howard stopped. People walked past him. A  small crowd of people stood a few feet away. Cars whizzed up to him, then slowed down and crept past.

Quips, a little laughter, a few insults. But Howard was impervious. In a way, his mind had shut down. There was absolutely nothing in his brain. He was going to have to walk all the way home and…

Tommy pulled up in front of the store. The top was down and he turned to Howard. “Hey, Pop. Let me give you a ride.”

Howard stared at his son like he didn’t even know who he was, then he moved forward, opened the door and slid in.

What happened then I don’t really know.

Oh, I know Tommy drove down to the lake, pulled into the boat launching area and stopped under an Oak. He turned the car off and turned to Howard and began talking.

Howard listened for a while, then he said something back. And Tommy said something, and Howard talked, and it turned into a conversation. They sat under that tree and talked for an hour. People saw them, but everybody sort of sensed, even if they hadn’t seen the scene in town, that something was going on.

They talked and they talked, and at that time I didn’t know where they were.

Not that I was worried. Well, I was a little worried, but not too much. I mean, wherever Howard was…that was where he was.

But I will tell you something weird. When Howard finally broke I felt it. I was five miles away, skinning some potatoes, and I felt it: the universe was different. Something had changed.

I found myself smiling, and didn’t know why, but something inside me told me everything was going to be all right.

I like to think that what I had done, getting rid of Howard’s clothes, drawing a line in the sand…I like to think that was what did it. But, in my heart of hearts, I know that wasn’t it.

I don’t know what Tommy said to his father that day, but…that was the difference. Tommy somehow laid it on the line like I never could, and that was what turned Howard around.

At least started the process.

And, here is the frustrating thing, Tommy won’t tell me. He just says he and his father had a heart to heart, snd that if Howard wants to tell me he can.

But I don’t want to ask Howard. I don’t want to jinx the process.

About six in the evening Tommy drove into the driveway. He got out of the car, and he and Howard were sort of smiling, and they looked happy, and then Tommy went to his room above the garage and Howard came inside.

I was standing at the sink and Howard walked in. “Honey? I’m sorry.” And he walked past. No hug, but he left me speechless, and warm inside.

He walked back into the bedroom and closed the door. I didn’t hear anything for a few minutes. Then the door opened and he walked down the hall. He was barefoot, made little sound, but I was listening. He walked into the kitchen, to the refrigerator, and took out a Coke.

Took out a Coke like he does for mixing with a drink.

But he didn’t get down the liquor and mix a drink. He simply put ice in a glass and poured straight Coke.

He was wearing a pink skirt, a red blouse. I could see the bra straps on the shoulder.

“I’ll try the heels tomorrow. This is tough for me.”

He walked out, and I goggled. What the heck had happened? I didn’t know what had happened in town, or that Tommy had given him a ride. I would find those things out later.

Howard moved the TV back into the living room, sat down, and turned on the news.

I came to the door and stared at him. He was watching Fox News, and he suddenly grinned at Tucker Carlson and said, “Go Brandon.” His hairy legs were sticking out from under the dress, crossed at the knees.

I went back and finished fixing dinner, and I couldn’t stop smiling.

The next day Howard was up early. He was on the computer, working, and I came in and stood behind him.

“Hey, babe,” he said. He was wearing a dress. Blue. Nylons, and he had on high heels. “These are hard to walk in.”

I put my hands on his shoulders, I could feel the bra straps, and gave him a quick shoulder rub.

Suddenly he was standing up, facing me, and had me in his arms.

“The hardest thing about this is not making love to you.” And he kissed me. Deep. All the way to my heart. When he let me go I was out of breath.

“Now, I have to get back to work, I’m a little behind.”

So I left, gulping, and feeling really warm, and even wet, and I walked into the bedroom and took my clothes off.

No, I wasn’t going to do that!

I took my clothes off, Naired myself, left the bottle on the counter for Howard with a note for him to use it. I hopped into the shower after fifteen and washed myself clean.

I could hear music coming from the computer room as I dried off. I spritzed myself, did my hair up, a little extra make up, then I put on my shorts, showing my legs, and a skimpy halter top. The kind of top that doesn’t leave anything to the imagination.

And here’s the weird thing: I felt…strong. Powerful. Like I had just done something. Even at those early stages I was feeling the power of…a power exchange.

I had taken a big, strong man and bent him to my will. I tell ya, that’s enough to make any woman wet. And I was certainly wet.

And, another weird thing: even as I got fixed up and made myself beautiful, I was determined not to fuck him.

This program, this making him wear a dress thing, it was working. He hadn’t had a drink for days. Hadn’t even looked at the liquor cabinet. And I was going to mess with that? No chance!

And, truth, the feeling of power was overwhelming. I had hardly done anything, yet I felt it. I felt myself suddenly on top of the world, and I wanted to stay there.

So I made myself up, looked sexy, and went out to the patio. The computer room has a glass door that opens on the patio, and Howard could see me easily. He was focused, and working intently, but after a few minutes he glanced up, started to look down, then stared at me.

And grinned.

And bent forward and squeezed his groin.

I gave him a thumbs up and sauntered away.

After school. Howard was working on a project, and Janey and the girls came in. They all looked around.

“Where’s Mr…Mrs. Simpson?” Tina asked.

I smiled. Mr. Mrs. Heh. “He’s in the computer room. Go see him if you want.”

They wanted, and they went, grinning, and looked into the room.

“Hello, girls,” Howard said.

I was right behind the girls, wanting to see his reaction. Except for a totally red face, he sounded normal.

“Oh, Daddy. Your dress is pretty.”

“Isn’t it?” He stood up and twirled. His skirt flared and the girls all giggled. Then they were gone.

Except for me. I still stood there. Watching him.

And he watched me.

“You need tits,” I said.

“Bring ‘em on,” he said. And in that, maybe it was my imagination, I detected a challenge.

What had Tommy said to him?

So I went down to a medical supply store and bought the biggest boobs they had.

I walked back into the house and tossed a bag to him. “Knock yourself out.”

He looked in the bag, and he turned a shade of redder then.

Still, he took out the breast forms and hefted them. His smile was a little…weak…but he was going for it.

He unbuttoned his blouse, which was awkward because he wasn’t used to the buttons, and slipped the breast forms in.

“Nope,” I said.

He looked up at me.

“Take off your boobs and bra.”

Frowning, he did so.

I smeared the back of one of the tits with glue, then held it to his chest. Then the other one.

“Crap,” he breathed. “This is serious shit.”

“Okay, bra back on.”

As he put the bra on, and buttoned his blouse, I watched him, the way he moved, the way his tits stuck out, and…damn it. It was making me horny. Real horny. And I knew that we had actually traded one problem for another. If this dress thing worked, and he was cured of drinking, then the trade off was that I was addicted to his…his femininity.

I liked seeing him wear bras and nylons. I liked his chest sticking out. It even made me think of making him get implants. Now how weird was that? I feminize him, and end up the bully, making him do things, feminizing him more, and it was all because, for the first time in my life, I was feeling…power.

And not just power, but sexual power. Pink Power!

I was taking a man and taking charge, making him do things, and the more I made him do, and especially the sexier I made him, the more empowered I felt, the more sexual, the more hornier.

It was then that I realized that I was not just doing something to him, I was doing something to myself.

And, truth, not lurking way in the back but right up front where I could see it, I didn’t think I would be able to stop.

The kids noticed his tits right away.

“Nice rack, Pop,” Tommy blurted.

Janey just gave a wolf whistle.

I grinned and, when nobody was looking, goosed his ass.

Oh, he jumped, but he grinned, and there was this look in his eyes. This look that said…I like this!

Tommy, incidentally, carried through on his threat. He had friends at the house every day. He talked to them before they came over, told them it was a cure being implemented by myself. Interestingly, the kids accepted it easily. Big footballers, blocky wrestlers, kids reeking of testosterone, they just looked at him, nodded, and went on about their business.

In fact, many a night I would find Howard in Tommy’s room, playing pool with the kids. It was funny, the way they towered over him…it was like he was a girl next to them. A real girl.

One night I heard them teasing him. Asking if he had a pussy instead of a cock now.

Oh, it was good, clean fun, in a way, but it was also enough to make me wet. Standing outside the door, listening to them teasing him for being a pussy, I felt a rush of fluid to my juncture, and a shiver in my legs.

I ran to my room and, before he could finish his game, took myself to a grand yippee. Dildo style. I just pulled up my dress, lowered my panties, and jammed that wonderful piece of plastic into the chute and waggled myself to a grunt and a groan of brobdingnagian proportions.

He came in a few minutes later, didn’t smell sex, and got ready for bed. He smiled at me, didn’t notice that I was all flushed and perspiring, and took off his clothes, except for his bra and glued on boobs, and slipped under the covers.

“How you doing, honey?” I asked, before he could slip into la la land.

“Pretty good.”

“How’s it going with the clothes?”

“Pretty good. Odd thing, it makes me sort of horny. My dick is in weird positions, my chest is waggling in a sexual sort of way. I can actually understand how these perverts get going with crossdressing and stuff.

I lay there and thought about what he said. ‘How perverts get going.’ How interesting. He wasn’t a pervert. At least, I didn’t think he was, certainly not before we started doing the clothes thing. But he enjoyed the cross dressing. Didn’t that make him a pervert?

“Well, honey. Sleep well. Tomorrow we’re going to take another step.”

“Oh, okay.” He was half asleep and he didn’t think anything of my remark.

I did. He was too complacent, too accepting, and I needed a fix. I needed to make me hornier.

So we slept, and awoke, and after his shower I called him over to my vanity and began giving him claws. Nice, long talons. Inch longers, which should tell you how out of control I was.

I mean, he couldn’t do any work around the house, I was going to have to do the dishes, but…I needed his claws. I needed to take the next step in feminization.

So first I painted his tootsies, then I prepped his nails and glued red fakes on. And I used super glue. Those babies weren’t coming off.

When I was done he lifted his hands up, now long and slender, and he said, “Wow.” Then, staring at his elongated digits, he almost walked into a wall when he went out of the room.

And I, as soon as he was out, went into the bathroom, into shower, and while the water was streaming down over my tits I jammed my dildo in and rubbed my clit and…and—

The door opened.

I froze. Howard stared.

The water ran, and I started to cum. Getting caught like that, it was the final straw, and shivers exploded through me and my pussy squeezed and throbbed and my hips spasmed.

He watched for a long moment, our eyes locked. His locked, mine sort of locked. It’s hard to watch somebody when your eyes are trying to roll back into your skull.

Then he simply closed the door and went away.

I slid down to the floor of the shower. The water was sluicing me, half drowning me, but I was totally gone.

I was gasping, and my skin was super flushed, and my pussy just kept throbbing on and on and on. the orgasm was over, but it was like I had discovered a new level of existence. The ‘I am always horny and yet I feel like I’m always cumming’ level.

When I recovered I dried myself off and got dressed. And I mean really got dressed. I wore a half bra that really lifted and thrust my boobs out, and a thin blouse so my nipples could be seen, poking rigidly into the thin material.

I put on a pencil skirt, nylons, and painted my lips sexy red. I strode out into the house like a queen. I had been caught jacking off like a kid, yet…it felt good. It defined my sex…and me.

I went into the computer room, pulled up a chair and sat down. I hitched my skirt up a little and spread my legs. My pussy was on parade.

Howard had turned to me, seemed about to say something, then he just watched me. His eyes big and round and gleaming.

I reached down and started playing with myself. I spread my labia, tickled my clitoris. I even stuck my fingers in my hole.

I was gasping, reeking of sex. I had just cum, but I was ready to cum again. I had never been a multiple cummer, but…things were different now.

Howard watched. He lifted his dress and started to pull down his panties, and I said, “No.”

“What?”
I kept diddling myself. I wished I had my big dildo to jam in there. I said, “You lost your cumming privileges. Only I cum now, and I might never let you cum again.

His eyes started fluttering. His hand was starting to pull down his panties, suddenly I saw wetness coating his panties, semen oozing out of the head of his cock, stopped from squirting across the room by the thin material he was holding.

“Oh, fuck,” he grunted.

And I came. Hard. Harder than when I had been in the bathroom. I just slid half down the chair and my pussy erupted and it was all I could do to stay conscious.

Finally, when the quaking stopped, I sat up, pushed my skirt down and considered him.

His panties were messed, his eyes were dark and staring.

I leaned forward, and took his hands, pulled him to lean forward to me. Our lips were just an inch apart, and I whispered: “I’m going to cum a lot. And you aren’t going to cum at all. Maybe I’ll get you a chastity belt. Or tube. Or whatever they are. And you will live the rest of you life as woman, waiting on me hand and foot. It won’t be bad at first, because we have to put on a show for the kids, act like you’re a man, but Tommy will be leaving, and Janey is going to be right behind him. And as the days go by we will change you more and more, and I will do bad things to you. The basement will become a dungeon and I will bring you down there and whip your little panty ass. Do you think you will like that?”

“Uh…uh…” He was gasping and gulping and no words came out.

“And when the kids are gone I’m going to get you implants. Real fake boobs. And you’re going to be a woman all the time, except when I want to show people you as a man, what you used to be before I took over and began running your life.

“Fuck,” a whiny, sort of beg squeezed out of his throat.

“And, to make sure you understand all this, I am going to break you in. Christen you. Convince you that this is best for you.”

He was hardly able to move.

I slapped him, because that was what was needed, that was a necessary step for where we were going.

“That was for drunk driving.”

He felt his cheek, and nodded, and agreed in spirit with me.

I stood up and looked down at him. “Tomorrow Janey is going to be with Tina and Morgan. They are going to a late concert and then spend the night at Morgan’s house.

“Tommy is going fishing with Ace and his buddies. Maybe a little hunting. They are going to do the things you used to do, when you thought you were a man, before you realized the truth.”

“So tomorrow night I am going to fuck you. And it will be the end of your life as a man…and the true beginning of your life as a woman. Now, get back to work. Make me some money. I’m going to go jack off again. And I’m going to use that super-sized dildo of mine. And I’m going to be loud, and let you know what pleasure I am getting without you.”

“Oh, uh…”

“No need to acknowledge me or anything. Just do what you’re told.”

I walked out of the room, and it was like the first day of the rest of my life.

I was a giant. I was in charge. I was woman…hear me roar.

And I did go back into the bedroom and, for the third time, had an orgasm. And I was loud and let the world know. And Howard worked quietly and listened to my pleasure, and I wondered what he was thinking. Then, as the orgasm hit me, I didn’t care.

I had been victim long enough. Let him be the victim for a while.

The next day dawned. I got up, stretched, showered, and fixed myself up. When I was done I was everything. I was sex personified.

I pushed Howard out of bed—he was awake and watching me in awe—and started getting him ready.

He showered, dressed, and we fixed his hair and make up. I made him wear a corset, he was going to have to suffer, but if it made me feel good, then…good.

During the day he worked, tapping the keys of the computer with his long fingernails. I came in every once in a while and squeezed his tits and gave him soulful kisses, deep kisses that demanded he redo his lips.

The kids came home, and they were nonchalant, filled with their own plans. They were used to Howard en femme now, and they were excited about their weekend. At six o’clock they were gone, the house was quiet, and the clock was ticking.

I freshened myself and sauntered out to the kitchen. Howard had managed to do the dishes without breaking his nails, and I sat down and watched him.

He was wearing a pink apron that said ‘Mom’ on it. He was wearing high heels and full make up. He was ready to go.

“Fix me a drink, honey,” I commanded.

He got down a glass—

“Two drinks.”

He looked at me with a long blink, his false eyelashes fluttered quite sexily. He seemed to give a mental shrug, and he got down another glass. He put ice cubes in them. He poured half bourbon and half Coke. he swirled them to mix, and put them in front of me.

I picked up my glass and studied it. I looked at him. “This is what you used to drink.” I took a big gulp. I felt the cold liquid turn to fire in my throat. “Pick up your glass.”

He stared at it. He shook his head.

“For me. Pick it up.”

He picked it up. Held it gingerly. His red nails looked so sexy clutching the cylinder. Inside his grip the ice cubes were easily seen.

“Take a sip.”

He put the glass down. “I don’t want to. Never again.”

I tilted my head, and he said the most interesting thing. “Don’t make me. Please.”

I nodded.

He had an addictive personality, but it was done with. No more.

I stood up, pulled him to me, kissed him lightly on the lips. I said, “Excellent. Come get your reward.” I turned and pulled him by the hand through the house.

We stood in the bedroom. Breathing hard. His eyes were glittering. Mine were hungry. I grabbed his hair and pulled his head back. I nibbled on his throat, felt his tits, and kissed his lips.

He let himself be kissed, gave himself up feminine style.

And I achieved the masculine. I was doing the kissing.

I pushed him towards the bed. “Up on all fours while I get ready.”

He climbed on the bed, pulled his panties down and lifted his skirt and waited for me. His butt was round and appealing.

I got my dildo and strap on out of the dresser and put them on. For a long moment I stood there and stared down at my dick.

I was a woman. I loved being a woman. I loved having breasts and making men look at me. But I also needed something else.

I needed the command and control that being a man gave. But I needed to get it without becoming a man and giving up my femininity.

On the bed Howard waited.

I walked up behind him with a big jar of lube in my hand. I began to ream him thoroughly.

He groaned and moaned as I inserted a finger and spread the lube into his rectum. Then two fingers, and he moaned louder. Then three fingers, and he began to pump back.

Finally, I moved between his legs and pointed the tip of the dildo into his button.

He could tell the difference between fingers and dildo right away, and he groaned.

I pushed harder, and the head slipped in. He gasped and his back spasmed. I reached forward and grabbed his hair. I kept him from falling away from me, and I began to push in.

“Ah…oh…fuck!”

Inch by inch I penetrated him. The slippery, ribbed sides of my cock rubbed against his fine, inner flesh. I could feel him jerking as pleasure assaulted him. Then I was in. All the way. I held my position and let him get used to it.

For a long minute he was tense, rigid, then he started to breathe and relax.

“Okay, baby. Are you ready?”

I was still holding his hair, keeping his back arched, my dildo kept his ass raised. He nodded, and I felt it through my hands.

Slowly, I began to pull backwards. He made a whining sort of sound, and tried to push back.

I slapped his ass. “Let me do the fucking.”

“Oh…okay.”

I began to fuck him harder then. Driving in and pulling out. I watched in fascination as his rectal rim puffed outward a bit, then sunk in as I drove my cock into him.

He began to cry, to make moaning sounds.

And he came. He actually had a prostate orgasm. But I kept fucking him. I wasn’t fucking him till he was satisfied, I was fucking him until I was satisfied.

For twenty years he had fucked me. Drunk and sober he had fucked me, and it was good…but it needed to be repaid in kind.

He had to feel what it felt like to have somebody take him, control him, have their way with him. He had to feel what it felt like to be a receptacle for pleasure, and not the pleasure giver.

Finally, he flattened out. In spite of my grip on his hair, he gave way. His back gave shivers, and his arms and legs were too weakened to support him.

I fell after him, kept contact, and my dildo was driven into his ass one last time. All the way in. Balls deep.

He jerked, and then he laid there. He was out of breath, done for, and I had succeeded.

I pulled my weenie out and wiped it on his buns.

I leaned over him, let him feel my tits on his back. I kissed his ear gently and whispered. “I love you, baby, but never forget that I own you, too.”

“I won’t.

I smiled, and took off my dildo.

END
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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!

The Stepforth Husband


The Pink Side of a Man!

Accident leads to feminization!


PART ONE

“Good night, honey.” Ron kissed Jan a peck on the cheek and rolled over.

Jan rolled so she was facing the other way and suppressed a sigh.

She listened.

Minutes passed. Finally, Ron let out his breath and started breathing rhythmically. He always fell asleep, and Jan thanked God for that.

Five minutes passed. His breathing was deeper, and he gave little snores.

She breathed out in relief. She couldn’t take any more, she had to do it now.

She reached a hand down and slipped it between her thighs. She began to dub her pussy. She grabbed it and groaned. And froze, but he just stirred. He was asleep.

She slid out of the bed and headed for the kitchen. She needed help. Her hand wasn’t enough.

In the kitchen she opened a drawer and took out a flour roller.

Then she grabbed some butter.

She listened, no sound, he was still sleeping, and she ran into the garage. She looked around wildly. She needed to sit down, she thought there would be a blanket, but there wasn’t.

She opened the door to the outside and crept into the backyard. She was naked, one hand rubbing at her mons frantically. She was trying not to cry out with the intense pleasure even that little bit of stimulation gave.

The hammock!

She tip toed across the lawn, sat back in the hammock and opened the butter. She dipped the handle of the roller in it, then laid back on the hammock.

“Oh, fuck!” she whispered, and she inserted the handle.

It felt wonderful. Her vagina felt electric. Thrills shot out from her pussy and she began to slide the handle in and out. For a long minute she Jilled, pushing it in, stirring it around, pulling it out. The feelings of excitement built rapidly, and she knew she was getting close.

The night air was warm, she was dripping with sweat, her arms were jackhammering, and she was almost there. Almost…almost…she felt the white hot ocean reach up to engulf her and—

“Jan?” The lights in the backyard lit up. She was totally exposed, everything was bright as day,

Jan gave a little eek, but couldn’t stop, the orgasm was too much. It was arching her back and her tits stood up and her nipples pointed towards the sky.

“What are you—“

“She couldn’t stop the orgasm, all she could do was hump her hips and make sounds, and she felt Ron coming towards her.

“Ahhh….neehh…gahhhh!”

“Oh, my God! Jan?”

She lay there, the handle to the flour roller stuck in her slit, her chest heaving, and the final vestiges of the tremendous orgasm seeping away.

“What are you…well, it’s obvious…why are you…” Ron babbled on, and Jan just wished he’d go back to bed.

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe it,” she said wearily. “You don’t make me cum. Nothing makes me cum like…like the thing I did last night.”

“But you always say you cum! And you moan and groan like you’re cumming.”

“I’m lying.”

They were sitting at the breakfast table. It was dawn, and they hadn’t slept all night.

“But…how…I don’t understand.”

“Look, Ron. You’re a nice guy, and it’s not your fault. I have always been this way. None of my boyfriends have made me orgasm. I even tried girls, girls with dildos, I tried using vibrators while men fucked me, everything. I am just a ‘no cum’ girl.”

“But have you seen a doctor? Surely there’s something that can be done. I mean, we can’t have you jacking off in the backyard every night.”

“Why not?”

Ron blinked. “You mean you’ve done this before?”

“Every night since we’ve been married. I just get so horny, and I need relief, so…” she shrugged.

Ron’s mouth hung open. “Well, it’s…not right. Something is wrong, and I want you to see somebody.”

“Why?”

“To help you! So you can be normal and…and have orgasms.”

“Well, there’s the trick. You see, after trying dicks, and dildos and vibrators and things, and even my own hands, I find that dicks are not my preference.”

“But, honey, you can’t spend the rest of your life jacking off!”

She shook her head sadly. “You don’t understand. I’m a healthy woman, and I like to cum, and I prefer other methods than what normal people prefer. And I like it.”

“But…” and his mouth kept moving and moving and moving.

“Well, Ron, Jan, I do have a solution.”

“Doctor Parness smiled from behind his desk. There were certs on the wall behind him, medical tomes on his bookshelves, and a skeleton in the corner. He had placed the trash can near the skeleton and it had been shoved back a bit and it made it look like the skeleton was taking a dump in the basket.

“How can you have a solution what there isn’t anything wrong.”

Parness gave a gentle smile to Jan. “There actually is something wrong. Nothing serious, mind you, but you have something called PGAD.”

“P-god?” Ron mispronounced.

“Gad. PGAD. That stands for ‘persistent genital arousal disorder.’ P…G…A…D.”

“What the hell is that?” asked Ron.

Jan snorted in disgust.

“It’s when a woman, or a man, though men experience this ailment much less frequently, has a feeling of sexual arousal without any sexual stimulation.”

“She’s nymphomaniac?”

Ron sounded aghast, but it also sounded like the thought was causing him undue excitement.

“Not exactly. PGAD is a condition that results when the nerves that carry sensations from the genitalia are damaged.”

In trying to heal themselves they become extremely sensitive. Women with PGAD will experience feelings of arousal in the genital area. The clitoris, vagina, and vaginal lips, as well as other parts of your body, including the nipples, will swell up and almost demand relief. It’s like an itch that needs to be scratched.

Ron sat back and looked at his wife.

Jan was frowning. She thought it was the bunk before the doc started talking, but now that he was spinning the medical mumbo jumbo, she started thinking.

“What kind damage to the nerves? What could cause it?”

“Any number of things. Your spine is a complex mechanism. A fall on the tailbone, excessive twisting of the spine, any severe impact that could translate to the groupings of nerves that are connected to the vaginal area.

“I used to be a cheerleader. I remember one time the other girls were supposed to catch me and they missed. I was half twisted and landed right on my rump. I thought I might have broken my tail bone.”

“Something like that could do it.”

“Well, what do we do about it?” blurted Ron. “She can’t go around having this condition! She’s got a life to live!”

And Jan knew what he really meant: she can’t go jacking off with rolling pins in the backyard at midnight.

“There are several courses of treatment possible. I will be able to recommend one after we have done tests.”

“Is there a chance that the damage is permanent.”

“I would hope not. You do have sensations, however unwanted they may be, so it may be just a matter of therapy, or perhaps a course of drugs, but we won’t know until we’ve done the tests. I’ll schedule you for next week, and in the meantime I want you to keep a journal. Record PGAD attacks, how long they last. And I realize that this might be embarrassing, but I’ll want you to keep a record of sexual activity.

Ron turned red in the face, which Jan thought was mildly humorous. The truth was, however, that living with this ailment had caused her to lose embarrassment over sex. To her masturbation was just relief.

Ron managed to ask one more question, “Will she be able to have orgasms like a normal person?”

Parness chuckled. “I suppose, but you’d have to tell me what ‘normal’ is before I could really answer that.”

The tests occurred the next week. They ran her through x-rays and scans. They gave her red dye and traced it through her body. They tapped her knees and listened to her chest until she thought she was going to have stethoscope disk marks on her body.

They took her blood, her pee, her poo, and just about any other liquid they could.

And the ‘sex journal’ was blank.

Parness glanced at it and remarked, “No sex this week?”

Ron turned a bit red and shook his head.

Jan was more forthcoming. “He thinks I’m going to give him a bad case of PGAD.”

“No, I don’t!” protested Ron.

Jan grinned and added, “He’s just embarrassed. He doesn’t like talking about sex.”

“That’s, uh…” he frowned and shut up. The truth didn’t hurt, but it sure was embarrassing.

And, a week after that they had the results.

“This pill is cortisone. This pill will relax you, specifically the vaginal area. You’ll have to wear a pad, your muscles will be pretty relaxed. This is an antibiotic. And this one is…” Parness went on and on, detailing drugs and effects.

Ron stared as the bottles accumulated.

“Now this is the important one. It is the strongest estrogen made. As the damage is effecting the area around the groin we want to make sure it rebuilds properly. You’ll need to do nothing for a week. just lay around and eat chocolates and watch soap operas, and absolutely no sex for a month. I’ve included a suppressant, and you may feel a bit giddy from it. If it gets too bad just let me know. I can adjust dosages, prescribe other medications. Okay?”

“You got it, Doc. If these pills get me high take twice as much.”

Parness opened his mouth to object, but Jan laughed. “Gotcha, Doc. I’ll follow the instructions.”

Parness chuckled. “You had me worried. I was afraid I had an addictive personality on my hands.”

They continued talking about the pills, and Ron was confused. The yellow ones got her high, and the pink ones were super estrogen, or was  it the other way around?

So they started therapy. Well, Jan did. She took what seemed like a million pills and sat around and was stoned and watched TV.

Watching TV was, of course, about the most boring thing in the universe. Even for a person stoned out of their minds.

So Jan started poking around on the internet. Fortunately, she came across a few authors she liked, and she was able to read for stretches of time. She was particularly fond of Grace Mansfield, a truly superior author, and she began devouring books and stories by her.

While Jan read titillating  books Ron went to work. He was a heavy equipment operator, and his schedule was erratic. If it rained he often didn’t work. If it was dry he might work twelve hour days.

Right then, though there was a promise of a storm in the near future, it was dry, so he was making hay while the sun shined. He sat on his back hoe, or his grader, or whatever, and moved earth by the ton.

And, the unfortunate result of twelve hour days in the hot sun, he tended to get headaches.

One day, just a couple of days after Jan started her chemical therapy, he came home with a splitter.  It felt like the right hemisphere of his cranium had a sword and shield and was bashing down on the left hemisphere, and the left hemisphere was returning the favor blow for blow.

He staggered into the house, one hand to his head and muttering, “Fuck!” And he meant it.

Jan looked up from the couch where she was putting a chocolate into her mouth. She was stoned immaculate, and she asked, “What’s happening, sweetie?” Her eyes were glazed and happy and her mind, in spite of the tremendous intellect required to understand a writer of Grace Mansfield’s incredible intellect, was a happy, little merry go round.

“Oh…I got one of those debilitators.

“Oh, that’s too bad. Well, take a few pills. That’s what I do. Whee!” She went back to reading ‘Femwood Mansion.’

Ron stumbled into the bathroom and stared at the huge collection of drugs in the medicine cabinet. His head hurt so much he had double vision, and he tried to read the labels. Corti-pregnant-dose-of-what the fuck?

Blurry headed, he chose two bottles which he thought were the most powerful drugs. Truth, he didn’t know if they were his or Jan’s, and he didn’t care. Getting rid of pain was his primary motivation, and one of these ought to do it.

Five minutes later his head suddenly cleared up, actually became sort of crystalline, and he felt like he had just drunk a six pack.

Whew! What a relief! So he took two more of those pills. One green and one red. Zippity do dah!

He wandered back into the living room, sat down and watched his wife stuff chocolates down her gullet and flip pages avidly.

He grew bored with that. He was having too much fun to try and read, so he went out to the computer room.

He powered up, grinned happily, and leaned over to the small fridge they kept in the little room. He took out a Golden Monkey and checked his mail.

Junk, junk, junk. Did anybody ever write anything other than junk mail? He didn’t even know where it came from. It just appeared and offered to cure him, to make him wealthy, to make his penis longer, to…make his penis longer?

He clicked on the first bit of spam he had ever deliberately clicked on. It was about wrapping a towel around your penis and somehow pulling it so your dick would expand the corpus cavernosa somethings and…and they had a picture of a really sexy girl there to emphasize how big a guy’s dick could get.

He clicked on the girl and found himself on another site, one with more girls. Then he found himself on Xvideos.com. He blinked.

Ron was a straight arrow. His mother raised him to be a well mannered man who worked hard, and to never mess with something so scurrilous as porn. And now he was messing with it.

But he didn’t really understand that he was messing with it because he was stoned. Life was just a happy, little mess and…man, look at those titties!

In the front room Jan put her book down with a sigh. Usually, after reading a little Grace she wanted to get herself off. But now, she had no real desire. Funny. Since she had started taking those pills she had lost the desire to diddle herself. No more midnight forays into the backyard hammock. No more lovemaking with the stout end of a flour roller, or any other kitchen implement that came to hand.

She stood up, wobbled a bit, and went into the kitchen to have some water. She stood at the sink and drank, and put the glass down, and heard: “Mmmm! Yes! Yes! Oh, fuck me! Fuck me! You’re so big! I need it!” And on and on.

Hunh! It almost sounded like Ron used to sound like, back when he slobbered over her and spit out his seed. Except it was girls. And they sounded like they were taking instead of giving.

She wandered down the hallway and peered into the computer room.

Ron was at the computer and he had his back to her. He was bent a little, and his arm was moving back and forth.

Jan stepped quietly into the room and peered over his shoulder.

On the screen Ava Devine was taking on six black men. She had big, huge black cocks in her hands, in her orifices, and there were no cocks left over. She even had two in her pussy at the same time!”

Jan’s jaw dropped as she watched.

Ron’s hand went up and down, his dick was big and red and drippy with pre-cum.

Ava ended up with buckets of cum splashed on her face, and then Brandi Love took over. She was apparently seeing how many orgasms she could have.

Slowly, Jan closed her mouth. She shook her head. She was tempted to say something, maybe grab his shoulders and go ‘BOO!’ But she didn’t.

She backed out of the room, and a thought wafted through her stoned mind. Her straight arrow husband was finally figuring out that sex wasn’t bad.

She hadn’t thought about that too much before, she had just accepted that he was a closet horner, only, but then especially, horny in the bedroom.

Well, maybe that was changing. Maybe her being on pills and having no drive was depriving him and making him want sex more out in the open.

And that was a good thing, right?

She tip toed away, back to Grace and her chocolates. And she giggled. Poor, straight arrow Ron, and she wasn’t going to give him any.  Not while she was on drugs. Heh heh! Isn’t the universe a mean and vicious bitch?

But whatever she planned for sex the next day or week or whatever went out the window the next day.

Ron was digging a septic tank. The land was soft and mushy. In spite of the heat there was a seep under him, and he moved the back hoe here and there, putting down his stabilizers and digging from different angles.

He was stoned, having taken a half a dozen of those pairs of pills over the last day. But that was okay, he liked being stoned, and he certainly didn’t want any more headaches.

Then the backhoe slipped, corkscrewed, and flipped over, right on top of him.

An hour later the owner of the house came out and found him. He called 911 and an ambulance was dispatched.

Now, the good news: the ground was so soft that he had been trapped, but not injured. Oh, he was sore. He felt like he was injured, but after a set of X-rays the doctor signed him off and he was free to go home. With a handful of pills.

Ron lay in bed and groaned. Fuck! The damned back hoe had up and tried to hump him. What a fuck up.

Still, no damage to his hoe, and even though it felt like every bone in his body was broken, he had escaped unscathed.

He leaned over and took some pills.

Then he turned and saw the bottles on Jan’s side dresser. And amongst the bottles were the two kinds he had been taking from her stash. He rolled over with a moan and grabbed the bottles. He was now taking several times the recommended dosage of her pills, and more than he should of his pills. And it still hurt.

At least, it hurt for a while.

Fifteen minutes later he struggled out of bed and staggered into the kitchen. He opened the door and took out a Golden Monkey. Yeah, baby.

He sauntered back to the living room and leered at Jan. “You want a little?”

“Very little,” she murmured, turning a page and not even looking up at him.

Ron sighed and backed out of the room. Funny, he didn’t normally feel like sex, but now he did and Jan didn’t. Jan, who got herself off with rolling pins in the middle of the night. What the hell was wrong with the world?

Well, that was okay. He had a lot of new girlfriends in the computer room. Casca and Richelle and littleangel84 and Sammi Starfish and…and wifey. Mmmm.

Ron powered up the computer, got out the vaseline, and prepared to stroke himself to heaven.

The weird thing was that heaven seemed to be harder and harder to attain. Seemed like he was going to get thick arms before a skinny dick. But…as long as he was happy, and stroking his dick did make him happy.

As he began surfing he reached up and scratched his chest. Ow! That was a little tender. And his nipples seemed a little swollen. Oh, well. The girls on the screen beckoned.

“How are you doing, Jan?” Dr. Parness sat back in his swivel and steepled his hands.

“I’m doing fine.”

“And have you noticed any reduction in your desire to, uh…masturbate?”

“Oh, yeah.”

“Excellent. Then we should probably end your treatment.  Over the next month, as the drugs leave your system you should return to a normal appetite.”

Ron sat next to her, holding her hand, a smile on his face.

The doctor should have noticed the sappy smile and the glazed eyes, the growing protrusion of pectoral muscles, but his attention was on Jan, not her husband.

So Jan and Ron went home, and Jan threw out all her pills. She was happy to be off the damned things. She was eating too much chocolate, and there is only so much porn a girl could read, right?

It had been two weeks since his accident, and Ron was feeling no pain. He spent his waking hours in a robe, huddled over the computer and watching porn.

Jan had just about had enough. She was off drugs. No more Vicodin. Not even aspirin.

And her sex drive had gone to what she assumed was normal levels.

She was mildly horny, could get hornier easily, but had no more drive to pound her pud until she orgasmed. Those days were gone.

So she sat and watched Ron take his pills and beat his meat and…and it was time for him to get off the computer and give her a bit of attention.

Before it had been him who wanted to fuck all the time, and she couldn’t get off so jacked off. Now she wanted to fuck, but he was jacking off.

She walked into the computer room and said, “Okay, Ron, that’s it. Enough porn. It’s time to get up and service me.”

Ron turned his head and looked at her, he was a mess. His eyes were bleary, he had a trash can full of Golden Monkey empties, and a couple of half filled pill bottles next to him. “What?”

Jan stared past him at the pill bottles. “I thought I threw those out!”

“Oh, I saw ‘em, and I needed a bit of pain relief. Can we talk later? I’m sort of busy right now.” He nodded towards the computer screen, which showed a girl with massive tits taking it doggystyle.

Jan reached past him and picked up the bottles.

“Hey! Don’t take those. I need them.”

Jan read the labels and her eyes opened. “Ron, how long have you been taking these?”

“Uh, I don’t know. I think I started when I had a headache, before I had the accident.”

“Do you know what these are?”

“Sure. Pain pills. They work good on headaches.”

“This one is…this is Vicodin. The other one isn’t a pain pill.”

“Oh. Okay.” He turned back to the computer and lusted at the big boobed girl moaning about how good it was.

“Ron, these are the super estrogen pills the doctor had me take!”

“Yeah?” He tried to ignore her. “They’re good for headaches.” His hand crept down to his crotch.

“Ron!” she snapped. “Talk to me!” She gripped his shoulder and pulled and he swiveled around. His robe fell open and Jan gasped.

“What?”

“Your…your chest.”

He looked down. He had two perfectly formed boobs. They weren’t just swollen pectorals, they were boobs, and even the nipples had gotten big and were standing up.

“I guess I need to exercise.”

“Exercise? Fuck! You need a bra!”

Ron blinked a bit, looked at her, then started to turn back to the porn.

“Stand up!” Jan commanded.

He didn’t want to, but Jan made him.

He stood, his bathrobe hung open, and she could see that he was changing. She pulled open his robe, then pulled it off him.

Ron’s chest had slenderized, and it had big boobs. His waist was a bit chubby, male chubby, love handles and all, but his hips were turning soft and round.

“Hey!” He complained. She was seriously interfering with his complacent peace of mind.

Jan was blown away. For the past couple of weeks they had gone to bed at different times. On drugs they simply had different schedules. This was the first time she had looked past the gloom of a darkened bedroom or a sleeping hulk on the bed.

She pulled him out of the computer room and down the hall to the foyer. There was a big mirror in the foyer and she pushed him in front of it. He stood, naked, and stared at his body. He was unshaven, droopy-dicked, fat hipped, and getting stacked.

He blinked a few times, then he actually said, “Hi.”

Jan shook him. “That’s not somebody else, you big dope! That’s you!”

He blinked some more. He reached up and scratched his chin. Then he reached down and squeezed his softening prick. Then he touched one boob.

“Ooh,” he shivered. “That’s sexy.”

She realized that he was totally out of it. He didn’t understand anything. He was just stoned and addicted to sex.

She frowned, and before he could stop her she went back to the computer room and grabbed all his pills. She dumped the estrogen down the toilet and hid the Vicodin.

Ron stumbled after her. He wasn’t sure what all the hub bub was, but everything was so nuts he figured he needed some more pain pills. He was just in time to see the super estrogen swirl down the john.

“Hey!”

Jan turned to him. “Time to get sober, lover.”

“But, I…you…I need…”

But it was too late.

Ron went through withdrawals. It wasn’t totally bad, like for heroin or something, but it was bad enough.

For a day he just got grumpy. For two days after that he was shaky and really irritable. By the fourth day he started to come to himself, and he began to realize that something was wrong.

“What happened?”

He had awoke and sat up and realized he had boobs.

“You turned into a woman,” Jan said, heading for the bathroom. She plopped herself down on the throne and peed, and he followed her in.

“But…I’ve got tits!”

“Do you mind? I’m trying to go to the bathroom.”

But he still wasn’t thinking, just realizing.

“But how did I get tits on my chest? And what’s wrong with my dick?”

Jan sighed, flushed the toilet, and got into the shower.

“Honey? What’s going on?”

She showered, shaved her underarms, shampooed her hair. When she stepped out and toweled herself off he was just sitting on the toilet, looking distraught and hefting his boobs with his hands. He looked up, “Honey? What’s wrong with me?”

“You took the wrong pills,” she stated, then she started drying her hair and conversation was halted while the hair dryer did its work.

When she shut the machine off and touched up her hair with a brush and some spray he said, “What am I going to do?”

“Well,” stated Jan, putting her brush down. “The first thing you need to do is put on a bra.”

“A bra? But I’m a guy!”

“A guy with boobs. And you don’t want them to sag. Nothing is worse than saggy boobs.”

“Nothing?” he asked as he followed her into the bedroom.

She turned to him and said, “Ron, there’s nothing I can do about it. Maybe down the road we can get you some breast reduction surgery, but that’s on top of your other problems.”

“What other problems?”

“First, your tits are obvious. There’s no hiding that. Second, you no longer have muscle, you have a girl’s body…how are you going to drive your back hoe?”

“I can drive a…what do you mean a girl’s body?”

“Third,” she ignored him, “it looks like your weenie is having some problems.”

They looked down at his dong and inspected his dick.

It hung. Limp. Without the constant stroking he had been engaging in before he went cold turkey it had slimmed down. It was now about half the size it normally was and about as rigid as a worm on downers.

Ron stared at his poor peeny.

Jan reached down, grabbed it and frowned. She was back to ‘normal,’ and she had normal sex drive, but she wasn’t going to get much driving out of this little sack.

“Why isn’t it getting hard?” he asked, stupidly.

“Too much estrogen. It overwhelmed your testosterone. Look,” she put a hand to his face, “Even your whiskers are turning soft and girly. And your hair is getting longer.

“But this can’t be happening to me!”

She patted his face. “Honey, it’s happened. Now, no more pills. Knock off the Golden Monkey…”

“I can’t drink any more Golden Monkey?” he wailed.

“And get back to a proper diet. We can go see the doctor next week.”

“Oh.” But he didn’t move. He just held his breasts and looked at his dick and wondered what the hell had happened.

That’s the way it is with drugs sometimes. One second you’re healthy and happy. Then a month of drugs and the next second you’re a sloppy mess.

“One thing though.”

He looked up at her.

“We need to get you into a bra. In fact, none of your regular clothes are going to fit. We might have to give you a make over.”

“A what over?” His eyes were bleary, his voice creaky and cracked, and his body was…female.

Jan sighed and headed for the bedroom. She had a bra she thought might fit him.


PART TWO

“I’ve got good news and I’ve got bad news.” Dr. Parness had a folder open in front of him and he was perusing Ron’s records and tests.

“”Start with the good, Doc,” suggested Jan.

“The good news is that your life won’t be shortened. No organs have been injured, you should live a normal life.”

Ron gave a half smile. “Than I’ll return to normal.”

“That’s the bad news. You won’t be a man again. We can give you some medicine to make your penis erect, but your body has achieved a new balance. It will remain female.”

“But…you…but…”

Ron was wearing a bra under his shirt, and a compression vest over that. He was flat chested, though a little thick. Below the waist his penis just laid there. It hadn’t gotten hard since he gave up the drugs.

“Doc, there’s got to be something you can do!”

“Well, there are experimental procedures, but—“

“About his erections.”

“As I said, there are drugs that will give him momentary relief from his erectile dysfunction, but—“

“What about a penis implant?”

Dr. Parness blinked: “We can certainly look into that.”

“Excellent. That is a load off…” she looked at Ron.

Ron was softly crying. His head was down and his tears rolled down his cheeks. He looked up at her and said, “I’m a girl!”

A half hour later they were driving home. Ron was terribly sad. Jan was…normal. Whatever that was.

“Look, honey, it’s not a big deal.”

“Maybe for you! You’ve been a girl all your life. I’ve never been one. I’ve been a man! I’m a man!”

“Correction, you were a man, and now you get to experience the other side.”

“But what about sex? I don’t get boners anymore! I can’t impregnate you! What’ll I do?”

She touched his forearm and said, “Ron, honey, there’s all sorts of different kinds of sex. And we can get you a penile implant and you can have boners. Believe me, this isn’t the end of the world…it’s the start of a new adventure.”

“Easy for you to say! You never…” blah, blah, blah.

They entered the house and walked into the bedroom. Jan wanted to get into some culottes. Be a little more comfortable. Ron just wanted to lay down on the bed and cry.

Jan slipped out of her dress and pulled up some culottes. She put on a flannel shirt and knotted the front She was wearing a bra, but her expanse of boob was still easy to see.

Ron didn’t care. The horn dog was now not a horn dog. He was a sad sack feeling sorry for himself.

Jan looked at him, laying on the bed, his face hidden in his forearm. He was a pitiful figure, and she sighed. She sat down next to him, patted his butt, which was now sort of round and sexy, and said, “Okay, Ron. Let’s grab the bull by the horns.”

“The cow by the udders,” he sobbed.

“The first thing we do is make you realize that it’s not bad to have a sexy body.”

“My body isn’t sexy, It’s…fat!”

He was unaware of how many women he sounded like.

Jan grinned. She went to her drawer and began pulling out underwear.

“These are panties. As you know. Since you don’t have much of a package you’ll be wearing these.”

She tossed the panties on the bed and pushed him up on his side and started undressing him.

Ron, didn’t resist. He was hopeless. He had nothing left.

She pulled off his pants and tighty whiteys and tossed them aside. “Okay, let’s try these.”

She pulled a pair of stretchy panties up his legs. The back was thin, almost a thong, and she pulled it up tight and snugged it against his asshole.

“How does that feel?”

Ron blinked. The feel of the satiny material sliding up his legs, having his little, brown button touched. “Oh!”

“Let’s see, what do we need to do next. Hmm,” she stood back and put her chin in a hand and scrutinized his form. “I know,” she snapped her fingers. She opened a drawer and pulled out a corselet.

“What’s that?”

“It’s a half a corset. Just the thing for stubborn love handles. You are going to have to start an exercise program, though.”

She wrapped it around his midsection, hooked the fasteners together and began pulling strings on the back.

He gasped. “How can I breath?”

“You’re not supposed to breath. You’re supposed to suffer until you die of the pleasure.”

Slowly, his slightly chubby shape became svelte. His hips flared and his boobs were pushed up and became serious contenders.

“Yeah, baby!” She grinned as she tucked the strings into the back of the corselet.

“But…I can’t…”

“Take shallow breaths, high in the chest. Little ones.”

He did, and after a moment found he could actually talk, be it in a high and breathy fashion.

“Okay, what next…what next?”

Ron sat on the edge of the bed and felt like his ribs were being compressed.

Jan got out a pair of stockings and began rolling them up his legs, then stopped. “Hmmm.”

“What’s wrong?”

“We’re going to have to depilate you.”

“Depil who?”

“Remove your hair. You don’t have a lot, but we need to get rid of even the light fuzz you have. We actually have to do your whole body, but we can just do your obvious parts now, and get your whole body later. Come into the bathroom and stand up.”

He slid off the bed and walked into the bathroom. Jan got out a spray can and sprayed foam on every bit of flesh that showed.  She waited a minute, then began wiping his hair off.

“Oh, my God!”

“You’re welcome,” she snickered. It was actually sort of fun to play dress up. It reminded her of when she was a little girl and played with dolls.

Back into the bedroom and she rolled the stockings up his legs and attached them to straps hanging from the corselet.

Ron looked down at his legs in surprise. He had lost muscle, and now his stems looked incredible feminine. It was actually sort of sexy.

“Here, let’s remove this,” she took off his bra. His boobs, though they were big, rested on the top ‘shelf’ of the corselet. His nipples poked out, and they were very excited.

She giggled. “I used to use your cock for a yardstick of how horny you were. Now I’ll have to use there,” she pinched his nipples and he yelped and covered his boobs.

“Okay, no need for tampon…”

“What?” he shrieked.

“Just kidding,” but was she? This was getting a wee bit hot. She felt an unfamiliar warmth seeping through her vaginal area.

How about slinky, little cocktail dress. This one was an inch too long for me, it should be just about right on you.”

She helped him into a stretchy, black dress. The hem was just below the tops of his nylons and it had an open neck that exposed his expanse of chest. His arms were just a wee bit fat, but they weren’t bad. A little high rep weight lifting and his ‘guns’ would be properly feminine.

“Zowie, honey. You’re a hot, little number. All the guys are going to want to grab your buns and peek down your cleavage.”

“Hey!”

“Just kidding.” But now she really wasn’t. He still had some male parts, but his masculinity was definitely on the wane. Men would be wanting to ‘tap into that ass,’ as they said.

She moved him to the vanity and sat him down. “Now, fingernails. Can you operate your backhoe with a nice set of stilettos?”

“Well, uh…”

“Of course you can. You just pull levers and turn a wheel. So let’s really set you up.

She opened a nail kit and took out sandpaper, a file, and began trimming his nails.

Ron watched, and his mind felt like so much pudding. The old him would have jumped up and screamed bloody murder. The new him was too gobsmacked to do anything but watch.

Jan used her strongest glue and attached inch long tips over his nails. She shaped, prepped, and began painting.

Ron watched, almost in horror, but his groin uncomfortably hot. He wasn’t getting boners, but he still felt excitement down there. The blood was pulsing, and he was throbbing, and…he was horny.

But how does a man express his horniness when his cock doesn’t work?

She stroked down, from cuticle to tip in even strokes. Three coats. She said, “You’ll have to learn how to do this for yourself.”

“Oh,” he mumbled stupidly.

“This last coat is your hard shell finish. It’s a lacquer to harden and protect your nails. I’ve used good glue, so they shouldn’t lift, but…try not to scratch your ass.” She giggled.

“Why not?”

She laughed harder, and he got it.

“Oh,” somewhat dourly.

Yet, dourness was lifting. Sadness was departing. He felt excitement like a line running straight up in his chest.

“Okay. We can do your toenails later. You can wear shoes that aren’t open at the toes in the meantime.”

He frowned. He was planning on wearing his clodhoppers, or maybe his sneakers. But that obviously was not part of Jan’s plan.

“Okay,” she put little towels around his neck to protect his dress and began on his face.

“This is to clean your pores.” She scrubbed his face with little sponges. When she was done they were quite black.

“But I just took a shower this morning!”

“This dirt is from deep in your pores. A girl must do this every day. You don’t ugly blackheads spoiling your smooth flesh, do you? Or pimples?

“Uh…”

“I thought not. Now this is primer…”

She used creams and powders and brushes and all sorts of things as she decorated his face.

It was amazingly intimate when she used a sharp pencil to outline his eyes, and he stared at her eyes as they focused on her work.

“You make a wonderful girl, you know. Your skin is soft, that estrogen really brought out your pink side.”

“Pink side?”

“Your feminine side. The pink side. Some people call what you’re on the ‘pink path.’”

“Oh.”

She delicately brushed a charcoal look over his blue eyes, and it made them more colorful, sharper. And definitely more feminine.

“Okay, getting close now.” She lengthened his eyelashes, then took out a tube of lipstick.

“I have to wear that?” He was equal parts repulsed and fascinated.

“Absolutely. You aren’t a woman unless your kiss is ever present. Now, do you want me to bob your hair? Or do you want to wear one of my wigs?”

“Is my hair long enough?”

“Not really. Almost, but you’ll be a bit butch, and that’s not the look I’m striving for.”

“What look are you trying for?”

She threw a leg over him, put her arms on his shoulders and looked into his sexy eyes. “We need to convince you that there are perks to being a woman. We need to convince you that it’s fun to be a sexy object of attention.”

He started to say something, but she touched her lips gently to his, which sort of surprised him.

She drew back and there was a trace of his lipstick on her lips. What a change that was!

“I don’t expect you to have boyfriends, but you’re going to learn that it’s fun to have the door opened for you, to have men fuss over you.”

“But what if…what if somebody tries something?”

“Then you go King Kong on him. You have enough muscle left for that, I presume.” The look on her face was amused.

“I guess.” But he wasn’t sure. His muscle mass was really down.

“Okay. Let me pierce your ears and we’ll put a wig on you.”

She expected him to get a little antsy at the idea of piercing, but he took it like a…woman, and she hung a pair of small hops on each ear.

He felt them with his red tipped fingernails and marveled.

“Feels cood, eh?”

“Oh, uh…yes.”

She grinned, got out an auburn wig, which matched his own hair color surprisingly well, and fit it to him. Then, pleased, she took it off and pulled a mesh type of skull cap over his head, then she glued the wig to a strip of material on the edge of the cap. When she was done he couldn’t tell that it wasn’t his own hair. She even tugged on it lightly and it stayed.

“Look at you,” she said, standing back. “So sexy.”

Ron just stared at himself in the mirror and didn’t recognize himself.

“Okay, last step, literally.” She brought out a pair of high heels and slipped them on to his feet. They felt weird sliding onto his nylon clad feet. She helped him to stand, and he wobbled and held onto the back of a chair.

“Don’t worry. You’ll get used to them pretty quick, and then that’s all you’ll want to wear.

For an hour Ron staggered around the house, his ankles wobbling, grabbing on to things lest he fall. But she was right. After an hour, though his feet ached a bit, he could walk fairly easily.

“Put your feet on a line, that will make your ass sway. And put your heel down first and make that clicking sound. The world should always know when a sexy woman is coming.

And, they went out. Just a short drive, Jan promised. And it was, to a nearby park. Then she pulled into the parking lot. “Let’s take a walk.”

“Oh, no!” he gasped. The O his mouth made was very sexy.

Jan was really liking this look. It had turned from playing dress up to dolls to outright horniness. She was actually getting wet down there. She had never been attracted to women, but this was…hot.

And he wasn’t really a woman, right?

Even if it didn’t work he still had a dick. And someday, in the next couple of weeks, it would work, after a fashion.

She was so damned wet she couldn’t wait.

“Yes,” she said. She got out of the car—she was driving because he couldn’t drive in heels, at least not yet—and walked around to the passenger door. She opened it and stepped back and swept her hand to indicate he should exit.

“Oh, God. Oh, God!” He swiveled his legs out as he had been shown, then, using her hand for balance, he stood up.

He was taller than her in his heels, but it wasn’t too bad. She took his hand and led him on a short path around a small lake.

He walked, practiced walking, and was so nervous he thought he was going to have a heart attack. But couples passed them, smiled at them. Runners trotted past them without slowing. An old lady feeding ducks didn’t even look up at the sight of two woman walking hand in hand.

“Told you so, told you so. Now you have to suck my toe,” Jan chanted.

“Uh…”

She just laughed, and felt like she had one of those PGAD itches between her legs. Well, not like PGAD, but a distinct horniness. She wanted to be fucked, and suddenly she couldn't wait for the next week.

Ron spent the next week exploring clothes and make up and fashions. he read fashion magazines and actually found them interesting. He even got a little into Grace Mansfield, and he saw why his wife liked that author so much.

Then Friday arrived. Time for an operation. At nine in the morning, dressed like a man but feeling decidedly feminine, Ron walked into the hospital. Jan held his hand, and both were nervous.

The operation only took an hour. Ron was given a general anesthetic and followed the operation with interest. He couldn't feel a thing, but people were handling his penis. Talk about a mind fuck.

And he left the hospital, hand in hand with Jan, much as he had arrived.

At home they inspected the operation with intense interest. He couldn’t feel a thing, but his penis felt a little stiffer. He had two inflatable tubes in it, so no wonder.

“God, I want to try it out!”

Jan pressed up against him and was obviously horny.

“One month,” she whispered, then she kissed him passionately.

Ron was so damned horny he couldn’t stand it. He had dick and balls, and though his pecker didn’t get hard he could feel everything. His libido, because he still had his balls, was unimpaired. And now, a few pumps of the fingers, according to the doctor, and he could fuck again!

But he had a one month recovery time.

Talk about excruciating agony.

But, though he couldn’t pump up an erection that didn’t mean he couldn’t get Jan off. Night after night—she seemed hornier than ever now, though not in the frantic ‘rolling pin’ way—he buried his face between her thighs. Over the weeks they had explored sex in this way, and he was starting to enjoy eating her to a mind shattering orgasm.

And, he used his fingers. All of his fingers, then his whole hand.

If this was normal then Jan loved it. She had gone from being obsessed and compelled, frantic and desperate, to exploring the wonder of the human touch.

Finally, however, a month passed, and Ron was ready to find out if the penile implant actually worked.

On a Friday night Ron came home from work. He still dressed like a man when he worked, but he couldn’t wait to doff his duds and dress up like a woman. He loved the free feeling of a dress, countered by the restrictions of under garments.

Once dressed he worked on make up, and Jan helped him, but he was getting better and better, and it was actually fun to sit and stare at himself in a mirror and watch the transformation.

They decided to go out and celebrate, to have a few drinks and a small meal, and up the anticipation they were feeling for their coming tryst. They headed out to the Cow Shed restaurant—that was the name, all right—and ordered a couple of drinks. A margarita for her and a bourbon and Coke for…her. The second her being him.

They toasted, sipped, danced a little, and didn’t care that people were staring at the obviously gay couple. Let the world sneer at Lesbians, they knew the truth.

Then they sat down and ate dinner, and…went home.

“Mmmm. I love the taste of you,” Jan hugged him, and he hugged her right back. They fused their lips together and fell on the bed. They rolled, feeling each other’s body, grabbing tit and ass and exploring genitals.

Ron hooked some fingers into Jan’s orifice and brought her to a humping peak, but not over. He knew she wanted the full penile orgasm.

She groped his package, and then slithered a hand up his crack and tickled his asshole. Over the last few weeks he had enjoyed this anal stimulation. Very much.

Clothes began to fly through the air, and shortly Ron had his panties down and his pecker out. He was poised right over Jan’s moist slit and ready to go.

“How does it work?” she asked, even though she knew. They had gone over this a dozen times in the last month.

“Feel this little cap here, hanging down between my balls?”

“Oh, yeah.”

“Go ahead. Start squeezing it, and feel my penis when you do.”

Ron sat back and Jan sat between his legs. With her thumb and forefinger she began squeezing the little cap.

He felt it first, right from the start. The sensation of something moving inside his penis. Then she felt it. She looked up at him in awe. “I can feel it!”

“Keep pumping baby. You pump it until I can pump you.”

They snickered and she kept pumping. Squeeze after squeeze, and his penis lifted up, grew stiffer and stiffer. Finally it was done.

They sat back and looked at his penis. It was trembling. It wasn’t throbbing like it did when blood coursed through it, but it was excited, and exciting.

“Here we go, baby,” he whispered.

Giggling, an excited look in her eyes, she pulled his hips. Her eyes opened as, for the first time in months, she felt an object in her pussy. A real object, not an object object, but a penis object. Warm and hot and even a little drippy.

He grinned and began to fuck her. He humped and he pumped, and she spread her legs and held on to him.

After being deprived, after having ED, Ron was ready, and he was excited and patient at the same time. He took his time, pushing his shaft gently into her, scoring her walls with the head of his dick. This was like when he used to fuck, but…better. It wasn’t an unconscious, unaware pumping of the penis, it was long and hard and loving.

Jan was stunned by how different it felt. She had been so abused by the PGAD that she thought objects inserted into her pussy were the real thing. But now, feeling his passion, feeling the hot flesh of his hard cock, she knew the lie of her gone disease.

For long minutes he fucked her, and he waited for the trigger to click, for the little switch deep inside to click and let him know that an orgasm was on the way.

She began to climb the mountain, and suddenly she fell off. She felt herself lose control, be lifted way high, to float, unable to breath, unable to do anything but be awed at this magnificent gift.

He felt her gripping him harder, then squeezing him, her muscles in seizure, her eyes rolled back so that only the whites showed.

Then she began to come down. To relax. To live and breath and luxuriate in the warm glow of spirituality that good sex can bring.

He gently pulled out, his dick still as hard as when it went in, glistening with her juices. He rolled off her and lay on his back, his penis pointed straight up.

For a long minute they just lay there and breathed, then Jan said, “You didn’t cum.”

“No.” He was disappointed, but at least he had gotten her off.

“That’s okay, we’ll do it again.”

“Okay.”

Over the coming weeks they tried again and again. They even had a meeting with Doc Parness.

No orgasm for Ron.

Apparently, while over 80% of the men who had penile implants could cum, he was one of the few who couldn’t.

It made him sad, but, still, he could get Jan off. And that was what he was going to have to settle for.

Until, one night, after he had fucked her to a frothy orgasm, she turned to him and laid the subject out.

“Look, Ron, it’s obvious what has happened.”

“What?”

She turned on her side, supported her head one one arm, and played with his still erect penis. “When I was messed up, when I had PGAD, it was because of an injury. Now, we can go through the testing, but the backhoe falling on you, that probably resulted in PGAD for you. You’ve probably got some damage down there.”

He didn’t disagree. He remembered the time after the accident and how messed up he had been. “So what do we do about it.”

“Well, you could go for a regimen of tests and pills and what ifs and all that…”

“Or?”

“Or there’s other ways to have sex.”

“What ways?”

She jumped up and climbed onto his penis. She sat there and they felt his hard shaft inside her. “Do you like being a woman?”

“I love it,” he answered honestly.

“Why?”

“Well, on the surface, it is so cool to wear the underwear. It reminds you all day that you’re a woman. Then the dress, feeling the wind caress your legs. And it’s a lot of fun to put on the make up.”

“And how about how people treat you?”

He nodded. “Don’t take this the wrong way, but men are easy.”

Jan laughed delightedly. “In the best way,” she agreed.

“So what did you have in mind?”

“I think you should go ahead and explore the possible ways a woman can have sex.”

“Well, I suppose, but I’m not sure exactly where you’re going with this.”

She gave a wiggle, and sighed, then lifted off his penis.

She got off the bed and went to her dresser. She took out a mess of straps and looked at him. “I got this a week ago. Just in case. If you don’t want to I understand.”

“If I don’t want to what?”

For answer she stepped into the straps and adjusted them, then she took a plastic penis out of the drawer and snapped it into the socket in the groin area of the straps.

She stepped over next to the bed and looked down at him. “Are you man enough to be a woman?”

Ron’s eyes were open, his mouth opened a bit, then he closed his mouth and nodded. “We can do this.”

“Then I want you to turn around on all fours. And leave your cock hard.”

Ron followed her directions, and she stepped in between his legs.

Jan dipped her fingers into a jar of lube and touched his asshole.

He gasped.

“Okay? It didn’t hurt?”

“God, it felt good!”

She smiled and began reaming him, using one finger at first, then increasing the number of fingers until she had four fingers in his asshole.

Ron was relaxed. He wanted this. He wanted to feel like a woman. He relaxed and she opened up his rectum and rubbed on all his nerves. Shortly he was moaning and twitching. His cock hung down, hard, and it was dripping pre-cum.

“Okay, honey. Here we go.”

She stepped forward and slipped her penis into him.

To Ron it felt like something opened his asshole, shot a big wave up his spine, and his scalp lifted off.

“AHHH!” Then he felt forward. His fall caught Jan by surprise and she had been relying on him for balance. She fell, too, and her cock was rammed, by her whole body weight, up his man pussy.

Ran cried out, but not in pain. it was all pure pleasure.

Jan began to hump him. She dug deep between his buns and pushed her big cock to the balls.

He moaned, and he tried to wiggle his ass and fuck back.

She drew her weight back a little and he pushed his ass back, waggling, corkscrewing, trying to get as much penis as he could.

He kept mumbling things. “Fuck!” “Oh, God!” “Gah…”

The orgasm, when it hit was immense. He had never felt anything like this in his life. It was better than any male orgasm he had ever experienced. It ripped out from his balls, up his shaft, and he knew he was cumming. He could hardly think, he was mind blasted, but…it was incredible.

Now this was something he could get addicted to, and he began to laugh. Then he felt Jan collapse on him, and she was laughing.

And they laughed and laughed and laughed…and then did it again.

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


Why Men Can’t Fight Pink!

Feminization conquers the strongest man!


PART ONE

“Hey, girlfriend. what’s the haps?”

Kylie gave a wry glance at Shiela, then nodded at her husband. “Need I say more?”

“Ah, yes. Husbands. the bane of women everywhere. Why can’t a man be more like a woman?” She lilted the last, lampooning the old ‘My Fair Lady song about a woman being more like a man. “What’s old bozo brain done now?”

Lylie sighed. “He came.”

“To the party? Yeah, he’s right there. What? You wanted to come without him?”

“No. I mean he came, like sexually.”

“Oh,” a second, then: “and why is that so bad?”

“Because once he cums I might as well not exist. He deposits his seed betwixt my sexy thighs and then, wham bam, thank you ma’am, he goes off and drinks beer with his friends. He laughs and jokes, and I am left alone, the spinster of the party.”

They watched Jim on the other side of the pool. As Kylie had described, he was just standing there, beer in hand, trading jokes with three other fellows. Three other fellows who had, bo doubt, cum before the party.

“I can see how that would be a bummer.”

Suddenly Tommy ran up. He was holding two wine glasses and he offered one to his wife.

Shiela smiled up at him, took one glass, and said, “Be a dear. Give your wine to Kylie here, then go entertain yourself for a while.”

“Oh, okay. Sure.”

Smiling, he handed the second glass of wine to Kylie and trotted off. Interestingly enough he didn’t run over to the group where Jim was telling jokes. He just went and stood next to the food table and gazed adoring at his wife.

“How the fuck?”

“What?”

“You just treated him like a servant, and he loved it. He did exactly what you said, and then he stands over there with a look of love on his silly face.

“It’s true, he did.” Shiela sipped and smiled a secret smile.

“So how do you do it?”

“Do what? Make my husband fall in love with me and never out?”

“Yes!”

“Well, I could tell you, but it’s an ancient secret and I might have to kill you.”

Kylie snorted. “Yeah, right. Now, out with it. What’s your secret. How do you reduce men to cringing slaves.”

I prefer to think of him as a servant, but…I don’t know. Have you taken your oaths of womanhood? Have you promised never to jill off with anything rusty? Did you pinkie swear to the Goddess of the Deep Dildo?”

“Of course I did! I did all that my first period.”

Shiela blurted a laugh, and a spray of wine. “Well, that should do it.”

“So, out with it. How do you make Tommy so well mannered and nicely behaved?”

“I limit his orgasms.”

Kylie blinked.

Shiela smiled and waited.

“Wait a minute. What do you mean you limit his orgasms?”

“Limit, as put a finite number on, don’t let him squirt more than once a month, but don’t tell him when.

Kylie was shaking her head now. “You can’t do that!”

“Why not?”

“Men have needs! Men need to squirt! If they don’t they get all pissy and treat you like shit.”

“Yours does…because you let him.”

Kylie blinked at that bald statement.

“What about jacking off? If you don’t fuck them they’ll use their hands!”

“If your man is that out of control there are ways to stop him.”

“I…you don’t…”

“I do. Want proof?”

“I certainly do!”

Shiela smiled, looked at Tommy and crooked a finger. He had been talking to somebody, didn’t even look like he was looking at Shiela, but suddenly, and hurriedly, he made his excuses and was trotting around the pool to her.

Kylie stared in wonder.

He stopped, smiled, “Hi, honey.”

“Hey, Tommy, I’ve got a favor to ask of you.”

“Sure. Anything.”

“Take Kylie into the bathroom and drop your drawers.”

Kylie gawped. Tommy turned a bright red. “Uh, okay.”

“But I don’t…I don’t cheat. My husband is right there. I don’t—“

“Girlfriend,” Shiela interrupted Kylie’s sputtering. “Your marriage vows are not in danger. Now go with my husband, he’s got something to show you.

Red-faced, Tommy held out his hand. Timidly, haltingly, Kylie took it, and they walked into the house. For one brief second she stared across the pool at Jim, but he was mid-joke and didn’t even notice her leaving.

They walked through the house, through the kitchen, and into the bathroom. Nobody noticed them. Everybody was drunk and talking loudly and engaged in their own pursuits.

Inside the bathroom Tommy stood and was very, very embarrassed.

“I, uh…”

“You don’t have to take your pants down, Tommy. We—“

He unbuckled and pulled his pants down.

Kylie started to object, to turn away, but he grabbed her hand and pulled her back. “Look.”

In spite of herself, Kylie looked down, and her mouth opened, and her eyes opened, and her mind shut down.

“What is that?” Her voice actually rose a bit, was shrill.

“Shhh!” he urged. Now he was more than red. He was sunburned red. “It’s my chastity tube.”

“What is a…a chastity? Are you….I don’t understand.”

Tommy finally managed to get a word in. “It’s a tube that cages a cock. You see the ring around my balls? And my dick is inside this tube.”

“And you can’t get it out?”

He shook his head.

Her mouth and eyes were a little smaller now, and her mind was starting to think. “But how do you pee?”

“I sit down. I have to blot like a girl. I have to wash it in the shower and then dry it with a hair dryer.”

“I…and how often do you take it off?”

“Oh, I don’t take it off. Shiela does. She’s got the key on her necklace and…and I have to wait for when she’s in the mood.”

“You have to wait…but how do you make love?”

“Uh, well…I…we practice oral sex a lot, and when she feels like a dick.”

The odd thing was that he was acting embarrassed, mumbling and stuttering at times, but his cage was moving back and forth, and his eyes were excited.

“Why’s it moving?”

“It’s trying to get hard.”

“Oh, my God!”

She stared at it, then she looked at him. “Can I feel it?”

“Yeah. I guess.” It looked like the thought excited him.

She reached down and held, for the first time in her marriage, another man’s cock.

It was hot. The plastic cage was hot. His dick literally had waves of heat emanating from it.

“I don’t believe it.”

“Uh…”

“And this is why you’re so…amenable to Shiela.”

“Yeah. I guess.”

“Wow.”

“Hey! Are you ever coming out?” A knocking on the door.

“Just a second!” Kylie answered. “Pull your pants up.”

Tommy buckled and zipped.

Kylie opened the door and they exited. Joe Turner was standing outside and he leered at them. “Took you long enough!”

Kylie ignored him. She walked back out to the patio and Tommy followed her.

Shiela was waiting for them, a big grin on her face. “Well? How was he?”

“I…we need to talk.”

“Sure. Tommy, go have a beer. Maybe tonight I’ll let you eat my pussy.”

Tommy jerked, and Kylie realized he was reacting to the promise of sex. Then Tommy left and the two women were alone.

“Okay, sister, tell me the news,” Kylie was suddenly imbued with determinism. She wanted to know all about controlling her man.

“Okay, let’s talk. But before we get going I should tell you the one thing that you’re going to have to watch out for.”

“What?”

“A man is a fragile creature. He is easy to break. He doesn’t bend so easy, but he shatters quite easy.”

“I don’t understand.”

“When you take charge of his cock you take charge of him. But he is used to being in charge, so what happens to him?”

“He follows directions?”

“Yep, but it’s like that Stockholm Syndrome thing. You know, where kidnap victims start aligning with their kidnappers?”

“Okay.” Kylie wasn’t sure where this was leading.

“So a man, no longer being a man, and being conquered by a woman, starts to take on the personality of the woman.”

Kylie shook her head. She was getting confused.

“What I am saying is that if you go too far, or if your man is especially predispositioned, he will start turning into a woman. First he will want to wear your underthings. This gets worse and worse. I had to draw the line at Tommy wearing my blouses and skirts. He wears some of my lingerie, my negligees, bras, that sort of thing, and he wants to wear more, but I won’t let him. At least, not yet.

“Second, he’s going to want to use make up. He’ll want to powder up and use red lipstick, the redder the better, and he’ll grow his hair long and start combing it in more and more feminine styles.

“Third, he’ll start thinking about hormones. He’ll want his own set of boobs; he‘ll have an almost uncontrollable case of ‘boob envy,’ and he’ll start wanting to take it up the butt.”

The funny thing was that as Shiela was talking Kylie started getting warmer and warmer. Shiela stopped talking and stared at her friend. “Oh, fuck.”

“What?”

“You’re getting flushed. Admit it. This is turning you on.”

“Well, I…no. I’ve just had too much beer.”

“You haven’t had a sip for a half hour, and I know you don’t like beer that much, anyway. Now admit it. The idea of feminizing Jim is turning you on.”

Kylie broke. She looked away and squeezed her thighs together. “Fuck. I want to cum right now. I’ve never felt like this!”

Shiela sighed. “This is actually why I don’t talk about this too much.  People, and I don’t mean any offense here, tend to over react. How do you think Jim will feel about being feminized?”

“I don’t know,” Kylie whispered She wished she could go somewhere and masturbate. Her hole felt downright juicy.

The two women were heads together now, not letting anybody hear what they were talking about.

“So you have to find out what Jim wants. If he digs feminization then it’s cool. But to feminize a man who doesn’t want to…that’s not right.”

Kylie bit her lip over that. She was visualizing Jim all dressed up and…and she wanted that. And a piece of her mind held the thought, So what if he doesn’t want to?

She knew it wasn’t a right thought. Jim was a man, a human being, and nobody should make decisions for him.

But the bad part of her, the devil sitting on her shoulder, was whispering to her. Everybody is controlled by somebody, why should you be controlled by him? Especially when you can control him?

Unable to stop the flow of her thoughts, she blurted, “But what happens if you do control somebody against their will?

Shiela knew where Kylie was going. She could feel the excitement building in her friend. She tried to cool Kylie down. “It would be virtual slavery. He would stop thinking and rely only on your thoughts. He would become helpless and unable to fend for himself. Look, girlfriend, I see what’s in your mind. Every woman has these kind of thoughts. In their own minds even men have these thoughts, but you have to control yourself. You can’t get carried away.”

“You’re right,” Kylie nodded, and she seemed chagrined. Inside she was thinking, Yeah, sure you’re right. I can control Jim better than he controls himself. I can make him a better man.

But Shiela saw it. She touched her friend’s hand and said, “Do you think that God was happy when he made man in his own image?”

Kylie blinked. That was a pretty far out thought. “I don’t…uh…sure.”

“So are you going to be happy when you make Jim in your image?”

“Well, uh…” And that was about as far as they went, because across the pool. Ron Jeremy slapped Jim, and Jim punched Ron, and they they wrestled, people screaming, running, shouting, a couple of guys tried to break it up, and a whole lot of people fell into the pool.

“I have never been so embarrassed in my life,” Kylie stated.

“Come on. We were just fooling around.”

“I saw his eye. That black eye was not the result of fooling around.” Jim was driving them home and Kylie glared at him.

“Look, guys just have to blow off steam every once in a while.”

“Sure. Go play golf. Enroll at a karate school. But for you boys to punch each other at a party, and over politics! That is super shameful.”

“Hey! He called Trump an orange baboon.”

“So what?”

“I tried to explain that TV people deliberately used filters to make him that way, but…well. you saw.”

“I certainly did. And I don’t care whether Trump has orange hair or Biden has two different earlobes. What I care about is that you acted like a baboon. Fighting like two little boys.”

Suddenly Jim chuckled. “Got him a good one, didn’t I.”

“Argh!”

And they didn’t speak the rest of the way home.

But it wasn’t over. Not by a long shot.

After a quick shower Jim crawled into bed and his hand slipped over Kylie’s thigh.

Normally Kylie loved a little nookie after a party. She loved to get a little high, come home and roll around and get boned. But she was still pissed off.

“Hands off, buster,” she snapped. “I don’t screw baboons.”

Deathly silence in the bedroom. Frozen silence then Jim simply rolled over and went to sleep.

Which made Kylie, when she thought about it, blink.

He simply shrugged off his sexual desires, didn’t care, and ignored her.

She thought about what Shiela had told her, that denying men sex made them hornier and more controllable. Hunh! Seems there was a miscalculation there.

So while Jim was snoring away, and she was lying there, wishing she had gotten her pussy porked before she lowered the boom on her hubby, she decided she needed more information. She slithered out of bed, padded down the hallway and powered up the computer. She thought about all the things Shiela had told her, and she started surfing the net.

Female Led Relationships. FLR. There was a lot of stuff on that, and she spent an hour perusing. Hmmm.

Then there was femdom. Female domination. Lots of stuff there.

And there were chat rooms and huge libraries on women leading men.

And, of course, there was the downright kinky stuff. Whips and chains and men loving a fist up the heinie.

At three in the morning she sat back and yawned. And she saw her mistake.

Most people thought you just spanked a man and that was it. Take a birch cane to his butt and he would slobberingly lick your bare toes. Threaten him with castration and he would be yours forever.

And most of that thought was stupid, silly, and counter productive. Unless your man was a true freak and came into the relationship wanting that kind of stuff.

The real way to control a man was not by bullying him, for men tended to stand up to bullys. Witness the confrontation and punch out earlier that evening. No. The real way to control a man was to make him ask for it, and how did you make him ask for it? Not by slapping his dick and saying, ‘Bad dog!’ No. You controlled a man by getting him so horny he can’t stand it, then guide that energy in the direction you choose.

So she had done the exact wrong thing. So…she began making plans.

A short while later she crawled into bed and snuggled up against Jim. He snorted, woke up a little, then felt her hand on his cock.

“Eh, uh…what?”

She stroked his weenie, making it nice and hard. “Sorry, honey. I guess violence scares me. After all, you really did punch him a good one. I was scared you might have really hurt poor Jeremy.”

She could feel his thoughts corkscrewing around. Then he twisted his body around and faced her.

“Really?”

From a dead sleep to total excitation in a couple of seconds. Woman, you be genius, she thought.

“Absolutely. I was sitting with Shiela and suddenly Jeremy flies out into the pool. He sure must have been surprised when you uncorked your big pythons on him.” She felt his biceps with her free hand.

“Yeah,” he said happily. “I really smacked him.”

“You sure did. You aren’t a baboon. You’re my gorilla man. You’re my Tarzan. Ooh, I can feel the vine you’ve been swinging through the jungle on.” She stroked his cock, pulled on it. “And feel these coconuts!” She massaged his balls.

Jim grinned so big his smile lit up the dark room. He reached up and brushed his hand against her nipples, then he groped her.

She hugged him, getting so close he couldn’t grab her. “And you made me so horny. God, I’m wet just thinking about what you did.”

Jim tried to kiss her, but she burrowed her face into his neck.

He tried to untangle enough to make love, but she kept wiggling, and hugging, and then she turned over and said, “Hold me, Jim.”

He held, and his hands finally roamed. They clutched her breasts, and then one hand snaked down to her vagina.

“Oooh! Are you going to get me off? Big strong man?”

“Well, I…”

She scooted back, pooched her butt onto his hard cock. She didn’t open her thighs, or relax her buns, so he could get inside, she just wiggled back into him and moaned. “Tickle me off, you he-man hunk.”

Not able to put his dick to work, he rubbed her mons.

“That’s it, baby. Do it like a man. Take me to the moon.”

He wanted to flip her over, to penetrate her, but she kept scooting around, and his hand was right there….he began to rub her fiercely.

Suddenly she was flipping over, and he exulted at the idea that he might get into her, but she pushed his head down. “Eat me! Eat me you bitch!”

He was horny now, and he didn’t notice that she had gone from calling him a manly man to referring to him as a bitch. Responding to her fever he found himself face deep in pussy. His tongue began to curl around her clitoris, and then he was lapping at her labia.

“Oh…God…yes!”

He tried to rise up, but she kept her hands on his shoulders, kept his face aimed into her.

“Get me off this way! Get me off like a man!” Back and forth. Bitch. Man. Bitch. Man. He would be so confused…

Jim went to work. He pawed her breasts, pulled her nipples, used his fingers, and suddenly she was in the middle of a thunderous orgasm.

“YES! YES! OH, FUCK…YES!” It had been hard and fast, and she realized taking control had increased the horny factor.

Minutes later she came down, and he started to move up her body, to get in position to poke her.

And she snuggled against him. Moved her pussy away. Then she flipped over. “Hold me, honey. You were so good.”

“But…uh…I haven’t…”

Kylie half turned to him, put her hand to his cheek, and whispered. “God, I love you like this. You are such a man. I want to keep you like this. Maybe tomorrow morning you can do me again. And maybe I’ll get to use that big prick of yours.”

He tried again, but she just kept her body turned so he had no access, and she kept telling him how good he was, and after a while he just lay there, his cock so hot it radiated heat. She could even feel his cock dripping. The slight bit of slip and slide where his penis nestled between her buns.

She smiled, and drifted off to sleep, happy and satisfied.

Jim, however, was now the one awake. He lay there and his cock throbbed and he wondered what the hell had happened.

He would have realized she had pulled one over on him, but…he felt so proud and good. He was a manly man, and he had slain the enemy and taken the woman.

At least, in his own mind that was how he perceived it.

The truth was that he had been slain, and he didn’t even know it.

Jim awoke with a start. His cock was still hard, still drippy, and he looked around. Kylie was already up. He thought of how he had pleased her the night before, and he smiled. He had really made her cum. Heh.

He was still a little tired. He’d only gotten a couple hours of good sleep before Kylie had…had…he smiled.

But he rolled out of bed and padded into the bathroom. And padded right out again. It was a beautiful day, they had high hedges, and he went out and jumped into the pool.

He swam a few laps, feeling the water swirl past his out thrust cock. He back stroked, and his penis was high and dry, in a manner of speaking, pointing up at the sky.

“Hey, honey, nice cock1”

He spun and saw Kylie standing just outside the door.

“Come on in, babe. We have unfinished business,” he leered.

“Oh, honey, I’d love to. But, I’ll be honest, you really made me cum hard. I won’t be feeling like sex for a few days.” She fanned herself with one hand, as if dissipating her heat.

“Ha!” He came out of the pool in a swift motion and walked towards her.

Kylie was fixed up. She was wearing nylons and high heels, full make up. Her wrap around blue dress left nothing to the imagination. She put a hand to his chest and laughed. “I’m going to meet Shiela for brunch.” Then she grew serious, “Honey, do you masturbate?”

“Of cour—“

“Seriously.”

He frowned. “Well, I have been known to, uh, relieve myself. But not very often. Not when I’ve got such a delicious—“ he was trying to get his hands around her, but she kept an arm out and kept moving back and putting him off.

“You aren’t going to jack off today, are you?”

“Well, uh…I hadn’t…” He was a little uncomfortable with this conversation, but he was so horny that he wanted her more than he wanted to curtail their discussion.

“Because I like you horny. You were so wonderful last night. I want to keep you horny all day. Maybe play with you a little, getting you super horny before…you know?”

He grinned. “Yeah, I know.”

“Besides, I have to talk to Shiela. I need to find out if anybody’s mad about you bopping Jeremy.” She smiled.

He grinned. “He’ll be fine.”

“I don’t know, you’re so strong.”

She put her hands up on his cheeks, moved forward just enough to touch his lips with her red ones. Then she backed off, and headed for the front door. “I’ll see you in a couple of hours, honey, and remember, no jacking off!”

He stared after her. He was smitten. He was horny. He didn’t even wonder what had happened. He just knew that he was already avidly waiting for her return. He took a couple of steps back, was on the edge of the pool, and he just fell backwards and was consumed by water.

Shiela and Kylie talked about the punch heard round the world, and they weren’t impressed. For all her admiration of Jim’s prowess, she now said, “What a lugnut. Hitting somebody over politics.”

Both girls shook their heads, decided to ruin their diets with an early morning Margarita, and went to the real subject at hand.

“I did some looking around on the net. There’s a lot of stuff out there.”

“A lot of it is wrong. Like I’m supposed to just take a cat o’ nine tails, with fish hooks on the ends, and beat my husband until he falls in love.

“It’s funny,” Kylie mused. “Pain is not the big aphrodisiac that masochists claim.”

“If it was we could spank a man and he would instantly be a genius.”

They chuckled, sipped, and continued.

“So how goes it with Jim? Did you get a chance to try out any of the theories we were talking about?”

“I did. I made a horrible first blunder, but then, if you get them horny their minds simply stop working. I made a complete about face, no logic no explanation, and he was horny so he accepted it without blinking.

“Nice. And have you thought about how far you’re going to take him?”

Kylie frowned. “I have and I haven’t. I have…desires. There’s something I want from him, but…I’m not sure how far I’ll need to take him to get that.”

“I know what you mean. When I first started feminizing Tommy I ran into several things that…”

They sipped, they talked, and the morning slipped away. Before they knew it it was one o’clock. The lunch crowd was in full swing, and it was past time to head for home.

They walked out to the parking lot, arm in arm, giggling, a bit high, and stopped behind Kylie’s Jag.

Suddenly Shiela spun here around and planted a kiss on her mouth. It was fast, hard, but a tremendously good smackeroonie.

Kylie moved back when Shiela let go. She was blinking and confused.

“Ha!” laughed Shiela. “Think about that one!” Then she was striding away, proud, buttocks swaying like she owned the world.

Kylie stared after her. Wow. She had been kissed by a woman. She touched her lips and could taste the very faint scent of Shiela’s lipstick.

She wasn’t a Lesbian, but…wow. That was kinky. And, though it was her friend, she was stunned by a feeling of warmth between her thighs.

Shiela backed her Miata out and zoomed past her. The top was down and the woman waved and blew her a kiss.

Shiela apparently had nothing on kissing another woman.

Of course, it hadn’t been a bedroom kiss, just a smack between friends.

But it sure had warmed her pussy up.

She got into the Jag and turned it on. She looked in the rearview mirror at herself.

She was a beautiful woman. And she had a handsome hubby at home.

And a friend who had kissed her on the lips.

Hunh!

She backed out and zipped out of the parking lot.

At home Jim was watching a football game. And he wasn’t. He focused on the game, watched for a second, then his mind sort of drifted off.

His cock was hard and was occupying his attention. He had been made super horny last night. He had eaten his wife to a glorious orgasm, and then he had gotten nothing for it.

Except for distractive desire to do it to her again. The way she arched her back and tilted her hips up. The way her thighs had clamped over his face…he wanted to do it again.

Of course he wanted to fuck, too. But he was actually thinking more about her pleasure than his own.

And he hadn’t jacked off, which he normally would have done. He was a man who didn’t like to pussy foot around.

On the other hand, he sure was enjoying being horny.

Oh, yes, the game. He focused on the cheers as the replay showed the quarterback throwing a bomb 50 yards. He would have jumped to his feet and cheered, except the boner in his pants distracted him.

He kept putting his hand down there and arranging his sex. It was so hard it was sort of bent, and it made him uncomfortable and horny at the same time.

If only he hadn’t promised not to masturbate!

He sighed. And heard Kylie’s car pull into the driveway.

It took everything in his power not to jump up and run out to greet her. He was that horny. But he managed to sit and watch the game, and even act nonchalant when Kylie opened the front door.

“Hey, honey. I’m home!”

He turned his head as she stepped down into the living room.

“How was your lunch?”

“Brunch, and it was fine.”

She put her keys and purse down and came over to him. The remote was on the arm of the couch and she turned off the football game.

He blinked. He hadn’t been watching it that closely, but still.

“Oh, were you watching that?”

“Uh…sort of.”

“Well, can you put it off for a while? We need to talk.”

We need to talk. Oh, fuck!

That was the single most frightening phrase in the history of man. It meant you were about to receive a lecture, your wife was about to dig in, with both claws. It meant—

“We need to talk about sex.”

He smiled. Maybe talking wouldn’t be so bad after all.


PART TWO

“Honey, I’ve been thinking about last night, and it’s really got me going.”

“Uh, what part of last night?”

“Oh, you know.”

He didn’t. Was it the punch, or the midnight lunch?

“At any rate, I think we need to change how we do things around here.”

“We do?”

“Of course.”

“Like how?”

Kylie sighed. “Well, first off, I love watching your naked body.”

He smiled.

“It’s so strong, and virile, and I love the way your penis sticks out so far.”

“Well, uh…yeah.” He was a grin factory inside. What man wouldn’t like to hear such stuff?

“So I want to see you naked more often.”

“Well, that be arranged.”

“Like all the time.”

Jim stopped. He blinked.

“All the time? Like, al-l-l the time?”

“Every minute of the day. God, it just gets me hot thinking about seeing you naked. Can you take your clothes off? Right now?”

“Well, uh, I guess I could.” But he sat there as if frozen.

“I mean now. Could you?”

“Well, uh…”

“Just thinking of you all naked, with that big cock….I’m getting hornier and hornier. Please take off your clothes.”

Jim stood up and shucked his sneakers, dropped his pants, and was revealed as going commando.

“Oh, goodie! No underwear. Those tighty whiteys are so…so uninspiring. they are sexless. They make you look like a eunuch.”

He took off his shirt, and he had a curious mix of emotions. On one hand he wanted to puff out his chest and flex his muscles. On the other side…he was actually feeling a little embarrassed. He was naked, but…she wasn’t. “Okay, you’re turn.”

“Oh, honey, this isn’t for you! You’re horny all the time, anyway. This is for me. You are making me wet just looking at you. And look at your cock! Is it bigger?”

She grabbed it and stroked it and Jim made a ‘gurking’ noise in his chest.

“It is! I didn’t know men’s cocks could actually grow larger! I thought they were one size forever.

That’s what Jim thought, too, but he wasn’t about to argue. If Kylie thought his dick was bigger, then, by God, it was bigger!

“Now, I want you to stay this way all day. And if you leave the house I want you to wear something of mine.”

“Like what?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Maybe a scarf…”

“That would look pretty sissy.”

“Well, my gloves are out…”

“Uh, yeah.”

“How about my panties?”

Jim blinked. This was turning out to be a blinking day for him.

“I don’t think—“

“Hold it, before you think, come with me.”

She turned and walked away and he followed. Actually, he didn’t have any choice. She had a firm grip on his cock.

Down the hallway and into the bedroom. She opened up a drawer and took out a pair of panties. “Put these on.”

He looked at them, and revolt was on his lips.

“It’s an experiment. Just his once. Put them on.”

He stared at the shiny material. Just this once? Well…

And, underneath it was a compulsion that al-l-l men feel. All men are curious about women’s underwear. Underwear equated to sex. how could men not wonder about it?”

He took the panties, turned them the right way, then stepped into them.

The feel of the slick material running up his legs was incredible. He couldn’t get his cock into them, but they were stretchy and…it felt so incredibly kinky and good.

“Wow,” he said.

“Double wow,” she answered.

She got down on her knees and felt his package. She adjusted the material, pushed his cock and balls around.

Jim was about going out of his mind.

She looked up at him. “Imagine feeling like this all day long.” And she warned him, “You better not be jacking off at work, young man.”

His cock leaked a drop of pre-cum and it spread out on the front of the panties. “I won’t.”

It would prove to be a very difficult promise to keep.

“Okay. Then it’s settled. Jim will wear my panties to work. He will think of getting into my panties all day long. And maybe that night he can get into them in a different way.” She was still on her knees and she pulled the waistband down and began sucking on his cock. Her lips were soft, and Jim stared at how the red circle of them swallowed his cock, then spit it out, swallowed, then spit…

And his pecker was close to spitting when she snapped the waist band back in place and stood up.

“Oh, honey. Come on. You’re killing me,” he groaned and pushed down on his package.

She held his face and kissed him firmly.

He wanted to get loose, to pick her up and throw her on the bed, but she kept hold of his face and he couldn't maneuver around to get her.

She kept kissing and kissing, and he fell into make out mode. It became more interesting to kiss her than throw her down.

Then she was in his arms, and he held her, and they made mad, passionate…kiss.

Finally, out of breath, they hugged each other.

“Whoa,” he muttered, “This is intense.”

“And it’s only going to get better,” she whispered to him. “You do what I say and it will just get better and better.

Jim was silent. She wasn’t commanding him, she was just letting him know the rules of the new world order. If it had been a command he could have resisted, instead, it was a promise.

He gulped, and his cock leaked more pre-cum.

She backed up, put him at arm’s length, and said, “Now, naked man, go start the barbecue. I bought a couple of steaks, and the manly man must provide for his wifely wife.”

He grinned, and trotted past her. He was imbued with energy. All that sexual desire was being transmuted. A minute later she looked out and watched him pour fluid on the coals. He tossed the match and POOF! the flames went up.

She chuckled. He was cute. And he was naked. And his cock was sticking straight out and bobbing up and down. And he would remain that way. And he wouldn’t be able to forget her all day long because of the panties she would make him wear.

The next day Jim got ready for work, and he stared at the panties he was to wear. He didn’t fit in them, but…they felt so good and kinky. SO he pulled them up, finished dressing, and headed out to make a living.

Actually, he had no need to make a living. He was a brother, and he had two sisters, and they ran mobile home park. It was a huge one, with over a hundred homes. His sisters and he brought home a cool ten grand each every month.

They handled the office, and he handled the grounds. He would go around and trim bushes, check on the landscape crew, clean the pool, and it was basically all busy work. He could have stayed home and nobody would have missed him. The landscape crew would have been told to pick up the slack, and none of the home owners really cared about him, but…but he had promised his grandfather, when he had inherited the park with his sisters, that he would take care of it. So he wandered around, played a little pool in the clubhouse, and read a book or two, and tried not to be bored until he went home at noon.

This day, fidgeting a bit because of the panties, he played some pool, ignored any landscape duties, and found a book in the library he hadn’t read.

The home owners donated books to the library, and he was a bit surprised when he pulled a book by Grace Mansfield out of the bunch to be shelved. ‘Femwood Mansion,’ and it was a wild and wooly tale of men who changed into women, and women who changed into men. Which concept he was, since he was currently in panties, intrigued by. He sat in the cool of the clubhouse and read the book, and realized he better not let his sisters see it. He was the little brother, and they would probably give him a rough time.

And if they knew he was wearing panties they would really give him a rough time.

Finally, noon hit, and he headed home. Actually, he left at about eleven thirty, he was in a hurry to get home and…and he was going to wear no clothes.

How odd. It was kinky. And this turn of personality by Kylie had him going. But being horny was better than a poke in the eye, so he headed for home and whatever his wife had waiting for him.

Jim pulled into the driveway and parked next to a car he had never seen before. It was a red Miata, top down, and he wondered who it belonged to.

He entered the house, put his keys down, and Kylie called from the living room. “We’re out here, honey.”

He walked into the living room. “Hi, Shiela, how’s it going?”

“Hi, Jim.”

The odd thing was that both women, his wife and Shiela, were dressed to the nines. They wore nylons and high heels. Their faces were fully made up, dusky eyes and red lips. They wore dresses more at home in a fancy cocktail lounge than for laying about at home.

Still, who was he to complain? They were showing ample cleavage, and they were sitting in postures that showed very sex legs.

“What’s the haps?”

“Oh, nothing. Shiela and I were just discussing the state of the world.”

“Yes, isn’t that Trump just an orange-headed baboon?”

Jim blinked. His gorge rose. He was about to say something, but…it’s hard to poke a sexy woman in the eye.

At the expression on his face, however, they both laughed.

“You’re kidding,” he said.

“I know about the filters,” Shiela agreed. “But it was really cute the way you manned up, your chest getting all puffy and everything.”

That made Jim blink again. Nobody wants to be told their anger is ‘cute,’ but…again, she was a woman. And she was bending, starting to getting up, and showing him a lot of flesh.

“Well, it’s time for me to get going.”

Kylie got up to, and the two women embraced and then…Shiela kissed Kylie right on the lips.

And Kylie didn’t mind.

And Jim’s boner, at half a chub, suddenly became raging.

A woman had kissed his wife!

He stood, somewhat in shock, and Kylie walked Shiela out.

Jim walked to the kitchen and watched them through the window.

And they kissed again. And it was almost a loving kiss.

Jim put his hand down and pushed on his boner, trying to get it to subside, or at least not be so uncomfortable.

Shiela walked back in, came into the kitchen, and Jim. said, “So are you a Lesbian now?”

She laughed and responded, “Only with you, bitch boy.” And he had no idea how to respond to that remark. But he didn’t have time to respond. “So why are your clothes still on?”

“Uh…today?” Which comment was, on retrospect, a little ludicrous.

“Of course today. I want to see my baby boy and his giant ding dong. I want him bouncing around, titillating me and getting me all hot. Would you like to eat me out today?”

“Uh…” of course he would.

“Well you won’t get to unless you put on some naked.”

Jim stripped, right there, and took his clothes back to the hamper in the bedroom.

When he came back into the kitchen Shiela was pouring a Pepsi. He watched as her red lips touched the glass, and his dick throbbed.

“Say…”

“Yes?” She eyed him.

“The panties are cool, but, uh…they’re a bit uncomfortable.”

“Oh, I know. They aren’t built to hold such a big package as yours. What did you want to do about it?”

For a moment he wanted to say ‘not wear them,’ but there was too big a piece of him that did want to wear them. “I don’t know. Do they have other panties that might fit better?”

“I’m sure they do. In fact, I‘m pretty sure I’ve got a couple of things you could try. Let’s take a look.

As stated previously, men are fascinated by women’s underwear, and Jim was all eyes as Kylie took out a couple of pieces and held them up for him.

We could put you in these. They’re called tummy shapers. You could point your cock up or down as you wished.

He looked at the stiff, over-sized panties.

“Try them on.”

So, feeling a bit self-conscious, but he had asked for this, he did. He pulled the tummy shaper up and pulled his cock so it pointed up. “Wow.” They could see the imprint of his cock in the shaper, there was no way it was going to be hanging loose.”

“A little tight, but just what the doctor ordered. Try these.” She held out a pair of bloomers. They were blue, had frills on the edges, and looked somewhat like the underwear a granny would wear.

“I think not.”

Shiela giggled. “Sissy.”

She held out a pair of panty hose.

“No way.”

“Oh, go on. For me. Just once.”

He sighed, and sat down and she showed him how to roll the panties up his legs.

Lord, what a sensuous feeling. His legs felt like they were sexually electrified.

“I don’t know.” He didn’t want to admit how turned on he was.

“Yeah. I don’t either. I mean, they look good on you, but you’d need to shave your legs and paint your toes.”

“No way that is happening.”

“No. You’re too manly for that.” Yet the way she said it, it was like she was downgrading him. And it had the desired result of making him want to wear the panties.

“Besides, I’d have to take them off to take a simple piss.

“Nah. You just roll down, sit, take care of business, roll them up…how do you think women handle that function?”

“Oh.” She made it sound so simple.

“I’ve got it. Here, put this on.”

She handed him a garter belt, and he stepped into it.

“It goes up around your waist.”

“Pretty kinky,” he said, feeling the straps dangle against his legs.

“Yeah, now put these on.

He put on hose. Not panty hose, with the built in panty style, but single legs. She helped him attach the nylons to the straps, and he stood there, cock straight out, and…it felt good.”

“Oh, you like that. Look at how big your cock is getting!”

He was aware of how big his cock was getting. He felt dizzy, and probably because all the blood in his head was rushing down to his cock.

“Well, I don’t know…”

Kylie knew this was the time to strike. She sat down on the bed, lifted her dress and said, “Eat me.”

Jim was horny. He had been deprived, and teased, and eaten her the night before. He needed sex, and if the only sex he got involved his mouth and her pussy, he couldn’t resist.

He pushed her back and pulled down her panty hose. Fuck. He wouldn’t be able to get inside her with these panty hose still on…he had to get her to take them off.

He started to pull on them, but she stopped him.

“I’ve got to go out later. I don’t want to have to get dressed again. Please, Jim. Eat me this way. Make me cum.”

Jim couldn’t resist. He bent his head to the task, and Kylie moaned and held his head to her snatch.

He licked, gobbled, and his cock was poking out between the garter straps.

“Oh, yes,” she moaned. “Get me off!”

He lifted her hips, one hand under each bun, and held her up like a sandwich. His mouth Frenched her pussy, and he couldn’t believe how wet she was. His face was literally sopping within seconds. He began to bite her, using his teeth, and pulling her labia out. He put his fingers into her pussy and started reaming her. Two fingers, three. She was jumping around now, his fingers fell out and she smashed her pussy into his face. He tried for four fingers and got them in. Now his whole hand was ramming in, right up to the extended thumb. She was bouncing and groaning and shouting. “Fuck me! Fuck me, bitch!”

God, he had never been hotter. His arm was pumping, her pussy was making squelching sounds, and she came. She came like a thunderbolt. A tightening of the hips that squirted his hand out, then she was bent over, holding her pussy even as her muscles spasmed uncontrollably.

“Fuck!” she whimpered. “Fuck! That’s better than cock any day!”

Her statement had two results. One, his heart plummeted. He wanted his cock to be that good. Two, he felt proud. He had really given her a king-size, big O.

“Pull my panty hose up,” she whispered. “Put my dress down.”

He did.

“How can I even walk after that one!?”

He made a feeble try. “Do you…we could make love now…”

She sat up and heaved a sigh. “Oh, Lord,” she patted his cheek. “After that cum? My pussy is done for a week!”

Disappointed, yet elated, Jim stood back, lent her a hand as she crawled off the bed.

He was naked, except for the garters and hose. She was fully clothed, and it made him even hotter. All her beauty was accentuated, and yet he was not getting to see any of it. It made his imagination work ever harder.

“All right,” she said, smoothing her dress out. “I’ve got to go shopping.”

He stood there, then followed her, like a puppy dog, waiting for favors. But she just patted his cheek, then kissed his cheek—no lip on lip Lesbian kiss for him—and went out the door.

He wore garters and hose to work the next day, and she managed to toss in a thong.

He had wanted his cock to fit into some sort of pouch, to have support, but now it was double horned up. The garters and hose made his legs feel like dicks in condoms, but about ten times sexier, and his cock kept falling out of the thong, which reminded him constantly of what he was wearing, and…the thong rubbed his asshole.

All day long he felt that thin strip of cloth riding up and down, stimulating his brown button. By the time he went home he was almost shaking.

When he arrived home he saw the red Miata again, and he stepped into the house expecting to find them in the living room. Instead, they were in the bedroom.

He strode down the hallway, and his imagination was now bubbling. Were they doing something? Were they kissing? Or worse?

Yet…what could be worse? Shiela had no penis, so…in a way…there was no cheating going on.

Yet he felt like cheating was going on.

But he was so horny it didn’t translate into anger.

Besides, how could he poke a woman in the eyeball?

It translated into…horniness.

Fuck! The idea of his wife having sex with another woman was turning him on!

As he got closer to the bedroom he heard hurried movements and whispers.

He tried the bedroom door, but it was locked.

“Just a second, honey, we were trying on clothes.”

“Okay. I’ll be in the kitchen.”

Trying on clothes? But those whispers sounded secretive. Why would they be so hurried, if they were just trying on clothes?

He went into the kitchen and poured himself a bourbon and Coke. And thought.

Was his wife taking on a Lesbian lover?

But he knew Shiela, and he had never heard of her being Lesbian. But people could change, right?

He heard the bedroom door open and he looked down the hallway.

The girls were, again, dressed to the nines. Heels and nylons, sexy dresses. Their make up looked very fresh, like they had just repaired it. And they were leaning their heads towards each other and giggling and whispering.

“Hey, ladies,” Jim leaned against the counter.

“Hi, honey,” Kylie pecked him on the lips. Considered him, then kissed him harder.

He liked it. For all his thoughts of Lesbians…he liked it.

Then Shiela stepped in, “Hi, honey.” And she kissed him. No peck. A good kiss. Eyes open and lips fused for a long ten seconds. He stared at her, and her lips were soft and he could taste her lipstick, and Kylie was watching. He would have broken it, but he was mesmerized. And he was mesmerized because he was super horny.

She broke it. Keeping her eyes on him she spoke in an aside to Kylie. “He’s good, but he’s like a scared, little boy.”

Jim was gulping, and he looked at Kylie, but Kylie was laughing.

Of course. She had kissed Shiela, so why shouldn’t he?

Shiela turned, and she was close to him and, was it his imagination? She brushed a hand across the front of his pants. His cock jumped and he drew in his breath.

“Well, time for me to go.”

“Okay, girlfriend,” Kylie walked Shiela out to her car.

Jim moved to the kitchen window and watched. Again, Shiela kissed his wife, and it was even more passionate than the day before. In fact, it was downright ferocious.

And it wasn’t all Shiela, Kylie was giving back as good as she got.

Then they parted, Shiela reached up and patted Kylie’s boob, and she got in her car and left.

Kylie stared after her for a moment, then turned to come back in the house. She saw Jim and waved. She was flushed, a bit red, but she waved happily, as if nothing was going on.

But was something going on?

Jim didn’t know.

Of course he could ask, but he didn’t have a chance. “Off with the duds, dude,” she said, and he found himself getting happily naked. His dick was up, and if got lucky maybe he would get to eat his wife out that afternoon.

She had him in underwear now, and she threw out his tighty whiteys, and even his tee shirts, and he didn’t even notice. Well, he noticed the tee shirts, but she just chuckled him through it. Told him he could wear one of her undershirts.

He looked at her undershirts. Boy beaters. V collar tees that would be way too small and show his chest just like he was a woman.

Sheesh. He was already going too far with the garters and the hose.

But, his intentions aside, on Friday she decided to juice him up. She got up before him and laid out his underwear.

A corselet with straps for hose. Panties.

It wasn’t that big a deal.

But he thought it was.

“That’s a whole body thing! Everybody will see that I’m wearing a corset.”

“A corselet. It’s small. Nobody will be able to tell.”

“I’ll be able to tell! Anybody who looks at me will be able to tell. You can’t make me do this!”

She sat next to him on the bed and stroked him. “Honey, I’m not making you do a thing! You’re doing this because you want to. Because you like sexy things. Because you like feeling sexy all day. Don’t you like feeling so big and powerful?”

Actually, he felt big and…small. When he was wearing women’s underwear he was always nervous. Sexually nervous, afraid nervous, but nervous.

“I’ll tell you what. You wear this for me today, and I’ll let you cum tonight.”

She didn’t really want to let him cum, but she knew she had to bring out the big guns if she was going to bend him to her will.

“Well…”

“Look. You wear those clunky jeans, and a flannel shirt. Nobody will be able to tell.”

“Well, I don’t think…”

“Honey. You are going to be so sexy…I’m getting wet just thinking about it. When you get home I’m not going to be able to keep my hands off you. We’re going to have so much fun…

She stroked him, nibbled on his ear, felt his nipples.

And he gave in.

She helped him put on the corselet, pulled it tight, and he gasped a little, but he was all right.

“Now then,” she said. “We need to talk.”

“About what?”

That famous, or rather infamous, phrase was no longer so scary. It always resulted in him getting hornier.

“Well, your legs are too hairy. And we need to do your toes.”

“I’m not going to shave my legs!”

“You won’t have to. Watch.” She picked up a spray can from her dresser and began foaming his legs.

“What is that?”

“Just wait.”

She foamed up his groin and looked at her watch.

He was frowning, then look of alarm crossed his face. “It’s burning!”

She quickly wiped his legs and groin down, and voila! No more hair.

He stared at his legs and was stunned. “But I didn’t…”

She stroked his legs. So-o-o sexy. I can’t wait to do your nails.”

“My nails?”

“Put your feet on this cloth here.”

He stared, was actually in a state of mild shock, as she painted his toe nails. Bright red.

“I can’t…”

“You’re wearing shoes and socks. Nobody will be able to tell.”

Nobody could tell about the corselet. Nobody would know his legs were shaved, and his toes painted. He was scared.

Fifteen minutes later, his tootsies dry, she rolled nylons up his legs.

Jim might have been scared, but he couldn’t deny the incredible sensations in his legs. His skin felt like it was getting a velvet massage. And his toes…he couldn’t take his eyes off his toes.

He stood up and put on his work pants, thick jeans. They rubbed against his legs and his cock went wild.

“Oh, my God!” he blurted.

She put one of her tee shirts on him and pulled it snug. The corselet had pushed his chest up and if you looked at his chest from a certain angle it actually looked like he had small tits.

“I don’t know,” he murmured.

She pulled a flannel shirt on him and buttoned it up.

He stood up. Feminine on the inside. His cock dancing in his pants, doing the rhumba, pushing his jeans out.

“Oh, that’s beautiful. Are you sure you don’t have time to get oral on me?”

“I’ve got to go to work, he mumbled.”

Kylie thought, as she walked him through the house, that he was going to revolt. That she had pushed him too far. But he didn’t. She walked him out to his car, gave him a scorching kiss and grabbed his cock like it was the last cock in the world, then pushed him away. She was laughing. He was almost crying…but in a good way.

He got in his car, waved, and drove off.

Kylie was happy with herself. She was halfway there. Jim was coming along just fine.

And her relationship with Shiela was…opening up. She didn’t feel like she was a Lesbian, but she sure got horny when they kissed. When they were in the bedroom, before Jim got home…woo!

It was something to think about.

Kylie worked around the house that day. She went out for a little shopping, but mostly she cleaned the pool, raked the leaves, washed the car, the sort of things she tried to get done before she had to get ready for Jim.

She smiled as she worked, thinking about Jim. He was going to be red hot when he got home, and she was going to be dressed up and ready to take advantage. She figured she could get him wearing female clothes around the house, and maybe a little make up.

And, she looked at a couple of specialty items for him. A chastity tube. A pair of breast forms. Unfortunately, some things cost a lot, and even though he had money, she tended to be frugal. If only she could—

DOOT DA DA DOOT DA DOOT!

Her cell phone went off and she groaned. It was the ring she had set for Jim’s sisters. She didn’t dislike the sisters, in fact she liked them, but a call in the middle of the day meant something was up. She answered the phone cheerfully. “Hey!”

“Kylie. Jim’s been hurt. It’s not bad, but we need you here right now.”

“Oh, my gosh! Of course!”

She hung up and ran for her car. In thirty seconds she was careening down the street.

The mobile home park was thirty minutes away, but Kylie made it in twenty. She broke a few laws, went over ten miles an hour in the park, and skidded into a parking space. She was out and running before the car stopped, and she sprinted up the stairs and into the office.

“What’s wrong? Is Jim…” she saw him, sitting in a chair behind the desk he used on the rare occasions he worked in the office.

Debby and Nancy were sitting in chairs on the other side of the desk, and they had solemn expressions on their faces.

“Jim!”

Before she reached the desk Debby stood up and stepped in front of her. “Sit there.”

Now curious, she sat down.

Debby sat down.

“Are you all right?”

Jim nodded. He looked very, very glum.

“Jim is fine. He twisted his ankle. It was quite painful, but one of the home owners is a doctor and he looked at it. Jim will need to walk carefully for the next few days, no driving for him, but…he’s fine.

Now Kylie was curious. If he was fine, then what was going on? Why had they summoned her and sounded so serious?

“The reason we called you down is that when the doctor looked at Jim’s ankle he found something very interesting.”

Kylie got it then. Nylons. Red toe nails.

“Oh.” And she didn’t know what else to say.

“So what are you doing with Jimmy?” That was Nancy. “Why is he wearing nylons?”

“And why are his toenails red?”

Kylie closed her eyes briefly, then opened them. Nothing for it but the truth.

“Jim got in a fight the other night. I want him to not get in fights. That means I need to…’soften’ him.”

“And that means making him wear female undergarments, painting his toes, and so on.”

“Yes.”

Nobody said anything for a long moment. Jim looked down. The sisters glanced at each other. Kylie waited. Whatever form the storm was going to take, she would face it.

“Okay,” Debby said. “We just wondered.”

Kylie blinked. “What?”

“We’ve always thought Jimmy a little too macho. We figured it was maybe because he is of small stature.”

Nancy said, “Or perhaps we just bullied him too much.”

Debby: “But now that we know what you’re doing…okay.”

“Just…okay? I’m not in trouble or anything?”

“For dealing with your husband in an adult manner?”

“For making him be little less macho and a little more grown up?”

“But…”

“We should be thanking you. And if there’s anything you need to facilitate this process, just let us know.”

Debby turned to Jim and wagged a finger. “And you’d better behave yourself. I don’t know how you managed to catch such a wonderful woman, but you’d better do what she says.”

Jim nodded. “Can I go now?”

Kylie said, “We can leave your car here, so go out and sit in mine. I’ll be right there.”

Jim stood up and hobbled out.

Kylie waited until he was gone then turned to the sisters. “Thank you,” she said. “Many people would not be so understanding.”

“No problem,” said Nancy. “We’re all family here.”

“You said you were willing to help?”

“Of course.”

“I don’t mean to come begging, I know Jim has the money, but I’d prefer to get some items and not let him know what I was planning.”

“Of course.”

“Not a problem.”

“Do you know what you want to get?”

“I do.”

“Let’s go over to Nancy’s desk. We can order through our computer and Jim will never know. We’ll put everything on a company credit card.”

Nancy looked at her sister, “Do you think we can write this off?”

“Probably. Personal enhancement. Personal training. We can figure some label out that will please the IRS.

So Kylie and the sisters sat down and called up Amazon and started ordering items necessary to Jims ‘pink’ growth.

Some of the items caused them to chuckle. Some of them made the sisters blink.

But all of them were designed to make Jim sit up and take notice.


PART THREE

“Well, that was interesting.”

Jim stared out the window and said nothing. The buildings of the city passed as if in a slow march.

“You didn’t expect that from your sisters, did you?”

He said nothing.”

“Come on, Jim. Speak to me.”

“And say what? It seems that you’ve decided I’m supposed to be a ‘softer’ person.”

“All right.”

“What do you mean, ‘all right?’ You’re trying to get me in dresses, don’t you think you should have discussed it with me first?”

“Nope.”

“What?” He glared at her.

“You’re the fellow who punched somebody in the face because they believed differently than you.”

“He deserved it.”

“Okay.”

“There you go again!”

“No, there you go. You think it’s perfectly all right to hit people. I’m supposed to argue with that attitude?”

He looked out the window again, and Kylie knew she was on shaky ground. She might be right, but in his mind Jim thought he was right.

“Do you want a divorce?”

“Heysoos Fucking Xristo!” He blurted angrily.

“How about a blow job.”

“Don’t try to use sex on me! Now I know why you use sex and i don’t want any more.”

“Okay.”

They arrived home and Jim stormed into the house. By the time Kylie entered Jim was already ensconced in the guest room.

She sighed, listened to him fluff pillows and unfold sheets, and headed into her bedroom.

She let him be mad for several days, then she decided to handle him.

Almost a week of him being the manly man, going to work in man clothes. Days of being surly with her. Then she had had enough.

He was in the den watching TV. He was not happy, she doubted he was even seeing what his eyes were looking at. She entered the room, grabbed the remote and turned the TV off. He glared at her.

“Were you happier wearing panties, or are you happier now?”

“What the fuck does that mean?”

“It’s an honest question. Were you happier being horny all day? Or are you happy walking around like somebody stuck a pitchfork up your ass.”

He started to get up and she pushed him back.

“Hey!” He got up, slapped her hand aside when she tried to push him back, and started out of the room. She grabbed his shirt and spun him around. She yelled into his face. “You don’t agree with me so I should be able to hit you!”

“The fuck!” he yelled back.

So she hit him. With her fist. Right in the face.

He blinked. It didn’t hurt him, not at all, but he registered shock.

“Don’t you dare treat me like shit!” She yelled.

He touched his face, suddenly his anger was evaporating.

“All I did was play games and have fun and and try to get you to behave less like a baboon and more like a human being!” She grabbed his shirt front with both hands and tried to shake him.

Like her fist, it didn’t have much effect…on the outside. But on the inside Jim was having big chunks of opinion move around and readjust.

“Do you like wearing sexy clothes?”

He tried to unlatch her hands, but she wouldn’t let go.

“I asked you a question! Do you like to wear sexy nylons? Do you like to wear panties? Do you like your cock to be throbbing all day?”

She was shaking for all she was worth. He didn’t move much, but his face was changing. He looked like a little boy who was afraid he was going to cry.

She pulled him to her and kissed him. Hard. On the mouth. His eyes were wide.

She pushed him away, finally letting go. She whispered. “I want to suck your cock.”

Another big blink.

“I’m going to grab your penis and pull it out and I’m going to suck your cock.”

He took a step back, but he was a gone goose. She took two steps forward and grabbed for his belt. She managed to unzip him, then her hand was in his pants, searching, and he found that his cock was suddenly getting hard.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

She dropped to her knees and went to work on him.

He tried to take her head in his hands but she had a lip lock on him, and she wasn’t letting go.

His cock got harder and harder.

She had one hand on his balls now, and she held them so tightly he groaned and buckled at the knee.

Back and forth her head bobbed. She lipped the skull, and gave little bites to the sensitive area under the head.

He groaned, and she stood back up, now stroking his penis with her hand.

She kissed him. She chewed on his mouth and sucked on his tongue and she could feel his resistance draining away.

She pulled his head to her shoulder and whispered. “I tried to help you and you treated me like shit. I’m going to have to punish you.”

He was frozen in her grasp.

“I’m going to spank you, and I want you to wear a bra.”

He was shaking his head, but she could feel her shoulder getting wet.

“Yes. I am. You’ve been a bad boy, and you need to be disciplined.”

He shook his head, but she pushed his face back, studied his face and kissed him again.

He kissed her back. He had almost no resistance now.

“Come,” she said. She led him by the cock back into the bedroom.

“I’m not going to fuck you. You treated me so poorly that you don’t deserve a fuck. But that doesn’t mean you get out of your husbandly duties. You’re going to have to fuck me…with your mouth.”

He didn’t complain. She let him go and he just stood there and watched her.

She pulled her panties down and sat on the bed. She just looked at him.

His knees slowly bent and he knelt at the side of the bed. His face moved forward and he began to pleasure her.

She sighed and laid back. She was aware that she had somehow pulled a rabbit out of the hat. The old Jim would have stood his ground, would have fought back. The new Jim hadn’t.

She scooted back and spread her legs and he climbed up on the bed and buried his face between her thighs.

“That’s it, honey. Do me good. You have to learn your lesson, and this is a good start.”

She thought he nodded, but it was difficult to tell the way his head was moving in her crotch.

She pulled him up on the bed and they lay, side by side, kissing. Then she pushed him back on his back. “I need a dick. But don’t you dare cum. Don’t you dare fucking cum!”

She squatted over him, watched him closely, and lowered herself. His penis slid into her smoothly. Too smoothly. She was wet. Real wet. Taking him to task, taking charge, it had made her super wet. Sex is power, power is sex.

She placed her hands on his chest and went up and down slowly.

Jim gulped, and he tried not to cum. He tried to reduce motion, which, of course, drove Kylie wild. She pulled on her tits and twisted her hips and rode him like he was a race horse.

Then he got too close and she pulled off him.

He gasped.

She lay down and spread and said, “Finger bang me. Do it hard.”

He rolled over and inserted several fingers. He began slow jamming them in and hooking them out.

She gasped, feeling his fingers touching her insides. “More!”

He had four fingers sliding back and forth, and he was pushing his knuckles against the rim of her hole.

“Harder! You bitch! Do me the right way!”

He pushed, and his knuckles suddenly slipped through her hole.

He froze, suddenly panicked.

She froze, realized what had happened. Then she smiled. “Yes. Do me.”

He began to move his arm back and forth, but now he was cautious, scared.

She reached down and gripped his forearm and set up the pace. Not fast, rather slow, with a little extra pull at the end. His fist went deep, pulled back. Her hole felt stretched and…full.

She had been fucking for years, but she had never felt this full She had never felt this good. She groaned and tilted her hips and fucked his wrist.

In and out he moved, like he was slow motion punching a bag. She began to jerk and writhe and her hips gripped him and…she went over the top.

She held his wrist still, her voice sounded like a growl, and her eyes rolled back, back, till nothing showed but the whites.

Then she broke into a series of shivers and spasms, and then everything fell apart. The orgasm was over and she just laid there, an exhausted woman with a fist up her pussy.

“Out,” she whispered.

Jim gently pulled his fist out of her. She groaned at the suddenly empty feeling, but she didn’t want any more. She just lay there, stunned.

Jim started to get up, but she grabbed his neck and pulled him back. He lay next to her, his ear pressed against her chest and hearing her rapidly pounding heart.

“If you ever sleep in another room again I’ll make you sleep on the floor.”

He said nothing.

“You will wear what I tell you to wear.”

He lay against her, his mind was in turmoil, but somehow he knew the way out was just to shut up and listen. A part if him recognized that he needed this discipline.

“And I will spank you. Tomorrow. Now go to sleep.”

Within a minute she was asleep. He lay next to her, silent, feeling her warmth.

He didn’t know what had happened. He had never cried like that. And the way she just bullied him. It was worse than his sisters.

And…better.

Finally, he closed his eyes and slept. His sleep was deep, and so were his dreams.

Jim woke up on Saturday morning. It wasn’t one of those slow and lazy wake ups where you stretch and roll over and smack your lips and wonder where you are. It was eyes snapped open and he was wired.

The memories of the previous day rolled in on him. The argument with Kylie and how it ended.

He was going to be wearing more female clothes. It caused a shudder in him, yet his penis, for the first time in a week, was happy. It was standing up and smiling. If dripping is smiling.

How did he feel about that?

Shivery, yet live wire alert.

He rolled over and realized that Kylie wasn’t there.

Normally, pre this whole thing he would have gotten up and gotten dressed and sauntered out to the kitchen.

Now he was supposed to get up and go out to the kitchen…without clothes on.

Nothing but a hard on.

He rolled onto his back and stared at the ceiling.

He listened. The house was quiet.

He pivot and sat up. His legs dangled and his cock pointed across the room. Well, nothing for it, he got up and headed for the kitchen.

“Good morning, dear,” Kylie was sitting at the dining room table, sipping grapefruit juice and watching the world.

“Hi.” He felt awkward just speaking to her.

“Come over here.”

He went to the table, but before he could sit down Kylie reached out and took his cock in her hand. She stroked it, and it felt good. After a week of being out of sorts it was heaven. He sighed and they just held their places for a long moment.

“Going to work today?”

“No.”

“Good, let’s get you dressed up today. And I still have to spank you. I think we’ll attend to that this afternoon.”

He said nothing.

“Well, go get your breakfast and I’ll get your clothes ready.”

He went to the kitchen and fixed some sausages, then out to the pool where he sat, naked, and ate the tasty meat.

Done, he jumped into the pool and luxuriated for a long moment. He wanted to spend an hour lazing around, but there was an excitement stirring in him, so he got out, took care of his dishes, then headed for the bedroom.

Kylie was sitting at her vanity table filing her nails. She looked up when he entered and smiled. “There you are. Come, have a seat.” She stood up and held the vanity chair back for him. Giving her a curious look, he sat down.

She sat next to him and began working on his hands.

“What are you doing?”

“Fixing your nails. You really have let them go.”

He watched as she trimmed and filed, then she asked, “Would you like some longer nails?”

“What? You’re going to make them grow.”

She giggled. “No. But if you keep these poor, old nails I’m going to paint them red. If you let me give you some fake nails I’ll paint them a natural color. Might save you some embarrassment when you go to the store.”

“How long?”

“Oh, not very. Just a quarter inch longer than what you’ve got now. But they’ll be very durable.”

He was caught then. He was being given a choice, but…he didn’t understand what was happening to him.

“Fake it is,” she made up his mind for him. “You’ll love them.”

She selected oval shaped fingernails, and they were, just like she said, just a quarter inch longer. But…they were feminine.

He watched as she glued them in place, then began painting them.

“I’ve used good glue, so they shouldn’t lift, but if they do we can fix them. That’s the nice things about fake nails. Anything happens we can fix or repair easily and quickly.”

She gave him three coats, simply strokes from cuticle to tip, then she applied a lacquer. His nails were slightly feminine, but she had done a good job.

She kissed the top of his head and sighed. “Of course if we go out I might want to paint them red, but this will help break you in to the whole feminine way of thought.”

The feminine way of thought. Hunh.

“Okay, very nice. Now, I think we’ll put you in a tummy shaper. But before we do that we need to give you breasts.”

She went into her closet and brought out a shopping bag. She brought out two breast forms and placed them on the vanity table. They looked very big.

She brought out a tube of glue and began slathering it on his chest, then she used glue from another bottle and applied a thick coat to the back of the breast forms.

“Two types of glue?”

“Uh, no….hold on.” She placed a boob very carefully on his chest. She pressed hard for a couple of minutes, taking the time to press the edges of the boob so they were flat on his chest. When she was done there was only a thin line, and a different color around the boob to indicate that it was false. She quickly did the other one, and while she worked the edges down she said, “This is a new binary glue. It holds with ten seconds of the two parts touching.”

“Binary? Isn’t that rather long lasting? I mean, I’v heard they use this stuff on battleships and stuff.”

“Well, I don’t know about that. I just know that the girls down at the salon told me this is the stuff if you want your prosthesis to last.”

Jim stared at his chest in the mirror. It was big, but it had to be because his male chest was slightly wider than a female chest.

Kylie put a bra around him, inspected the look, then fastened it and adjust the straps. “You’ll be able to wear a real swim suit and go swimming and everything. But. you’ll need a bra or else your skin will get all stretchy. You don’t want stretch marks, do you?”

“No I don’t think so.”

“Okay. We’re going to have to do something about that cock of yours.” She reached down and shook it and he groaned.

“I don’t think I’ve ever seen you drip so much.”

“We could just get me off.”

“After your little hissy fit? I think not. You’re going to have to earn your orgasms from here on out.

“But…guys need to cum!”

“That’s an old saw. Not true. Doubtless made up by some irresponsible man who just wanted excessive orgasms.”

Excessive orgasms. These little gems she was saying were bouncing around inside his skull with great effect.

“Anyway, I’ve got your chastity tube on order, and it should be here this afternoon. So enjoy your last few hours of freedom. Soon this guy will be behaving himself.”

He looked at his cock, he had to lean forward to look over his boobs to see it, and he sighed.

“Okay, let’s get you into a tummy shaper. You can point your dick down and that will help your lines.”

He didn’t fully understand the comment about lines until he had the tummy shaper on, and his nylons, and a navy blue pencil skirt.

It had hurt a little when he forced his hard cock down between his legs, but the restriction and positioning of the tummy shaper eliminated his cock bump. His skirt was flat, and he stared at his figure in a mirror. His waist was smaller, but needed to be even smaller. His chest was huge. His hips flared out a little and…he looked like a woman below the neck.

“Nice,” she said. “I’m going to do your hair now.”

He sat while she trimmed his locks, shaped and sprayed, and made his hair into a shaggy sort of bob. It was a little short for a woman, but long for a man, and definitely looked feminine.

Then she surprised him, as if he wasn’t surprised enough. She picked up a small, golden tube and turned the base. A pale pink pillar came out. She threw a leg over his lap and sat on him. She pinched his cheeks to create a pout, and painted his lips.

It was the horniest thing he had ever experienced. It outdid his nails and his clothes. It caused his penis to throb.

Kylie smiled. “Mr. Happy likes it.”

He said nothing. He tasted his lips.

“Now, don’t chew. If you ruin your look I’ll use lipstain.”

He wasn’t sure what the big deal about that was, but he tried to control himself. It felt very strange to have slightly pink lips.

Kylie rested her forearms on his shoulders and leaned her face in to his. She sighed. “Oh, honey. You are so beautiful, and I’m afraid I’m going to have get some relief. Not with you, of course, but…you’re so beautiful.”

She touched her lips to his, very softly, then she stood up.

“Are you ready for your first set of heels?”

“Heels?” Truth was, Jim was gobsmacked. He was barely able to speak, he was so stunned by what was happening.

She handed him a pair of high heels. They were only about three inches, and the heel was a bit thicker than your normal spike.

He grunted, it was difficult to bend with the tummy shaper on, and slipped the heels onto his feet.

She helped him up and he tottered, and felt like he was six feet taller.

“Oh,” he said in surprise.

“Cool, huh?”

She walked him across the room, keeping her rm linked in his. His ankles wobbled and he had to really focus on keeping them straight. Within a minute, however, she was giving him instructions. “This will strengthen your ankle, so you shouldn’t have to worry about injuring yourself again. Now place your feet on a line. That’s it. Feel your hips sway back and forth?”

She walked him all over the house, and he was actually getting the hang of it. Suddenly they heard the doorbell. DING DONG!

Jim froze, but Kylie just laughed. “Come. I’ll answer the door, but I want you to get used to people seeing you.”

She almost had to drag him, and the doorbell sounded again, but finally she had him in the foyer. She opened the door and a delivery man was there. “I need a signature.”

The delivery man held out a pen and a clipboard, glanced at Jim, and waited for Kylie to sign. She did, handed the clipboard back, and the delivery man trotted down the walk towards his truck.

Jim was astounded. “He didn’t even…”

Kylie laughed. “Yes, he did.”

“What?”

“He checked you out.”

He barely glanced at me.

“Yes, to see if you were worth checking out. While you were watching me sign, and worrying, he was looking at your reflection in the side window here.

Jim looked at the side window, remembered how the delivery man had been standing, and it was true. “He checked me out?”

Kylie held the package in her hand and grinned. “He didn’t even think you were a man. Doesn’t it make you feel like a secret agent or something?”

Jim kept musing, “He checked me out.” His voice actually sounded a little frightened.

“Okey, dokey,” Kylie stepped to the little table in the foyer and opened a drawer, she took out a pair of scissors and sliced through the tape on the box. She opened the flaps, looked inside and smiled. “Excellent.”

“What’d you get?”

“Your little surprise. Come on.” Still holding the box, she reached for her purse and car keys.

“What? Where?”

“Over to Shiela’s house.”

“But…I don’t want to go outside!”

“Tough. You’ll have to go out some day, and this is as good a day as any.”

Her purse over her shoulder, the box in her purse, she now had hands free, and she pulled his arm with one hand and smacked his butt with the other.

“Ow,” he said. It didn’t really hurt that much, but it was the idea. “I thought it’s not okay to hit people.”

“There’s a big difference between a swat on the butt and the kind of haymaker you threw at the party.”

He frowned, but was shoved out the door. Simply, he couldn’t resist her while in heels.

“My car. I’ll drive. Scoot.”

She was walking behind him, and the sound of her heels was pushing him along. He made it out to the car without breaking an ankle.

“Sit down, then pivot and pull your legs in.”

He did so, and managed to be seated by the time she slid behind the wheel.

She backed out slowly, and the top started going down.

“Hey!”

“What’s the matter?”

“People can see me!”

“Good. You’re gorgeous.” She hit the gas and the car zipped down the road.

Jim’s face was red, and he was sitting sort of shriveled, at least until Kylie slapped his arm and told him to sit up straight. He did, and the wind brushed his hair back and he looked at the world.

And the world looked at him. He was a beautiful woman in a convertible, and guys kept glancing over at him and smiling. He tried to ignore them, but he could feel their hot, filthy, little looks on his flesh.

Ten minutes later Kylie pulled into Shiela’s driveway. The Miata was parked front and center, and a small Nissan was parked to the side.

They got out of the car and walked up to the front door.

“Girlfriend! You’re here!” Shiela kissed Kylie on the lips, then linked arms and walked her into the house. She ignored Jim.

“So you have his little cage. Let me see.”

Kylie handed her the box. The two women sat down in the living room and Shiela took the chastity device out of the box.

It was small, barely larger than Jim’s cock when it was limp, and it was pink. There was a shaped ring, and Shiela put the two parts together, the ring and the tube. They slipped together easily, and Jim realized there was a little lock built in. Shiela tried out the key and smiled. “Perfect. Are you going to put it on him now?”

“Where’s Tommy?” asked Jim.

“He’s down in the dungeon. Try not to speak until you’re spoken to.”

Jim blinked. She hadn’t been mean when she said it, just matter of fact.

“I want to, but his cock is very erect.”

“I should think. Men are so out of control.”

“Not for long,” Kylie whispered, and the two women giggled.

Kylie turned to Jim. “Jamie, there’s a bag of frozen peas in the ice box. Go get them.”

Jim was blinking. It was one thing to be ordered around by his wife, but Shiela wasn’t his wife. Kylie solved that little dilemma, however, by glancing at him and nodding.

Jim came back a minute later holding the bag of peas.

Shiela took it and Kylie said, “Take off your skirt sand tummy shaper.”

“But…but…”

She looked at him with an arched eyebrow.

He tried not to look at Shiela, who was watching him with an amused expression. He took off the pencil skirt and laid it over the back of a chair. He wiggled the tummy shaper down and Shiela said, “That’s enough. Sit here.” She patted a space on the couch between her and Kylie.

Jim lowered himself, and Shiela slapped the bag of peas onto his groin.

“Hey!”

“Shush up, Jamie. We need to get you small enough.”

He shivered, and he imagined his cock turning into an icicle and breaking off. But it didn’t break off, it just got softer, softer, and shrunk into a limp, little thing.

“Okay, I think it’ll work,” Shiela muttered.

Kylie fit the ring around his whole package, balls and all, then she slipped the tube over his slack cock. The lock clicked, and he was locked. Kylie put the little, gold key on the chain around her neck, and he stared over his boobs at his now caged cock.

His dick was already trying to get hard. It surged, fought the plastic, and couldn’t win. But it wouldn’t stop surging. His dick was a ‘no quit’ kind of guy.

“Okey dokey. Pull your panties up.”

They watched him adjust his clothing, and Shiela said, “He makes a beautiful woman. If you want to pick up anybody he’ll make a good wing man. Wing woman.”

“I know.”

As they talked Jim felt the insidious nature of the cock cage go to work. Surge, relax. Surge, relax. He was on a never ending cycle that was just making him hornier and hornier.

“I don’t think I can take this.”

They ignored him.

“Do you really have a dungeon?”

“Absolutely. Tommy has been working on it for months. It’s still got a few things to be done, but it’s totally functional. Would you like to see it?”

“Of course!”

Shiela walked with Kylie through the kitchen, then led the way down some narrow steps. Jim followed along., still trying to figure out how he was supposed to live with the cock cage on.

The dungeon was about fifteen by thirty.

“It was originally a bomb shelter, built back in the fifties. Tommy had to do a lot of modifications. See how thick the door is?”

The door was two inches thick and weighed, literally, a ton.

“He had to get specially constructed hinges, with real ball bearings in them, so I could move the door.

They entered the bomb shelter itself and Jim looked around in surprise. It was made of concrete and it was painted black. Chains hung from the far wall, and there was another door on the far right. There was a wet bar on the far left, and a couple of weird pieces of furniture in the center. One was shaped like a horse, but with little platforms on the legs and on one end of the center plank. The center plank was slightly lower in the middle.

There was also a St. Andrew’s Cross. Manacles hung from the end of the cross.

“We don’t use the cross much. We like the horse. Would you like a drink?”

“Sure.”

Shiela walked to the wet bar and began preparing a couple of drinks. She glanced at Jim, then asked Kylie, “Are you going to spank him today?”

“I was.”

“Would you like to do it here? I have all the necessary items, and I love to watch a man be disciplined.”

“Well…”

Jim was frozen. His mind was stopped and he just waited to find out what was going to happen to him.

Kylie turned to Jim, and he had the feeling she was going to ask him if he minded, but Shiela nudged her, shook her head, and Kylie instead said, “I’m going to spank you here.”

He blinked.

Shilea asked, “Would you like a drink, Jamie? It will help with your first spanking.”

“Uh, yes.”

Shiela mixed a third drink and handed it to him.

He sipped, and wondered out loud, “Where’s Tommy?”

“In his cell.”

Jim was blank.

“Go open that door over there.”

Jim walked to the door on the far right. It was thin metal, and he pulled it open. It creaked very slightly.

“Don’t you love the sound of creaking doors?” Shiela asked Kylie. “It just gives an extra layer of ambience.”

Jim looked into the cell.

It was bare, except for two buckets. One held water, and the other held…water. Between the buckets, against the far wall, Tommy lay on the cold floor. He was naked, and he was wearing a chastity tube, and he sat up. “Hi, Jim.”

“Uh, hi.”

“Nice tits.”

“Thanks.”

“Close the door on your way out.”

Jim backed out and closed the door. It clanked just like a cell door in a prison.

“You don’t lock the door?”

“Oh, no. In the beginning I did. But he’s becoming much better disciplined, and he knows what unauthorized ‘wandering’ will get him.

“Unauthorized wandering,” Kylie smiled. “I like that.”

“Drink up, Jim. Let’s get the show on the road.”

Jim sipped, and was descending into a state of shock. All the things that had happened to him…

And, yet…he was okay with it.

He didn’t know if he was happy, but his cock sure was trying to get hard.

The girls sat on the horse and chatted until Jim was done with his drink, then they stood up and Kylie said,  “Lay face down on the horse.”

Jim moved to the ‘furniture.’ He lowered himself to the center plank.

The plank was wide, and there was a narrow place at the chest for his boobs to hang down. They didn’t hang, of course, because he was wearing a bra and blouse.

Kylie took one side and Shiela the other, and they fastened strips of leather around his biceps and thighs. His knees and elbows rested on the little platforms on the legs of the horse.

Jim was laying on a sight curve, his butt was up in the air and his chin rested on a platform so his face was up and facing straight ahead.

“So what do you want to use? Belt? Short whip? Paddle? You don’t want to use your hand for his first paddling.”

“I like the idea of a paddle.”

“Good choice. I’ve got several to choose from.

On one wall was a pegboard and various implements of discipline hung from it. Shiela took down a couple of paddles. “These have air holes, so you can swing them faster. This one has metal studs, I think that might be a little much for a first timer, but how bad was his offense?”

“Oh, I don’t know. The main thing is that instead of talking it out he insisted on treating me like shit for a week.”

“Yikes. I’d give Tommy the cat o’ nine tails for that. But…first timer?” She shrugged and ached her eyes in question as she held out the paddle without the metal studs in it.

“I think that should do it.”

The girls walked back over to the horse.

“You’re going to want to really get a swing going. This paddle is a little light. It’ll do the job, but put your weight into it.”

“Okay. Are you ready for this, Jim?”

“No.”

The girls laughed.

“Don’t you love a man with a sense of humor?” Shiela commented. “Oh, before we start…” She walked over to a cabinet and took out two bundles of straps. She handed one to Kylie and stepped into the first one. She then opened a drawer and took out a dildo. She snapped it into the harness and turned towards Kylie. Her hands were on her hips and she had a big smile. “Never whip a man without wearing the symbol of his power. It really lets him know who’s boss.”

Kylie grinned, selected a dildo, and put it on. They both turned to Jim.

“Jamie, would you like to suck my cock?”

Jim’s eyes were wide. “I don’t think so.”

“How about your wife’s?”

“No.”

But now Kylie was into it. She stepped closer to him, right in front of his face. He looked up the length of her cock and up to her face.

“Honey, I would really like it if you sucked my cock.”

“Well, uh…”

“If I said please?”

“Well, I don’t really want to.”

Shiela knelt in front of him. “Jamie, you can suck it, or fuck it. But one way or another, your wife’s cock is going into you.”

Jim said nothing. His mind was protesting. Unfortunately, his cock was writhing in his cage.

“Okay,” said Shiela. “We can fuck him, but let’s get this spanking out of the way first.”

They went to the back of the horse and Kylie got set.

“All right, Jim. Here it comes.”

WSSS…SMACK!

Jim nearly left his skin. If the horse hadn’t been bolted down he would have overturned it.

“Nice.”

WSSS…SMACK!

“Normally you would have him count the strokes, but I would settle for just spanking him this first time.”             

WSSS…SMACK!

Jim was crying now. And his ass felt like it was exploding.

WSSS…SMACK!

“Make sure you do both cheeks.”

WSSS…SMACK!

Jim lurched and howled. He begged. He cried. His ass was turning a bright red.

WSSS…SMACK!

WSSS…SMACK!

WSSS…SMACK!

“Nice.” Shiela went to the front of the horse and squatted. “You’re doing good, Jamie. Two more and you’re done.”

WSSS…SMACK!

Jim’s whole body ached. He was struggling with every ounce of muscle he had, but the horse was well made.

WSSS…SMACK!

And it was done.

Jim lay on the bench and sobbed.

Both girls knelt in front of him. Kylie kissed his forehead.

“Okay, Jim. You didn’t want to kiss her cock, so now you have to take it at the other end. You can, however, give it a quick kiss right now, just so you can slobber on it. I tell ya, there’s nothing worse than a dry cock shoved up your pussy.

“I…I…”

Shiela stood up, lifted Kylie by the arm, and moved her in front of Jim.

“Use lots of saliva, Jim. You don’t want it to hurt.”

Kylie moved closer, and her penis touched Jim’s lips.

Jim opened his mouth and accepted the length of dildo. Kylie slowly pushed it in and pulled it out. His pink lips looked very sexy sucking her cock.

For a long minute she fucked his mouth. He cried, and slobbered, and she finally backed off. She walked to the back of the horse and said, “Okay, Jim. Here we go.”

She pushed the cock slowly into him.

Jim’s eyes opened and he threshed wildly, well, as wildly as possible since he was secured on the horse.

“You know, I think we should use a little lube.”

“Okey dokey.” Shiela handed Kylie a jar of lube. Kylie bent down, and poked a finger up his ass. It slid in smoothly and she coated the rim of his ass with lube.

After the first assault this was much easier, and he even rotated his ass slightly.

Shiela went to his front and squatted. She brushed his hair back. “You need to relax, Jim. The cock is going in, and the more you resist the more it hurts. If you can relax it’ll help.

Jim gulped.

Kylie used two fingers and pushed more lube into his asshole. He jerked, then tried to relax.

Shiela sat down, leaned close to him, and kissed him. It as one of those passionate kisses she had given Kylie.

“I love it when a man knows his place. Do you know your place, Jamie?”

“I’m…I’m trying.” He was still crying, but his tears were getting less.

Three fingers and Jim gasped.

“I know you are. You just have to remember that women are in charge. We’re strong enough to have babies. We live longer. We make men do our bidding. Do you understand?”

He gave a little nod.

She made out with him then, kissing him, Frenching him, while Kylie loosened up his asshole.

Finally, Kylie stood up and steppe between his legs again.

Jim’s lips were fused with Shiela’s, and Kylie pushed her dick into him.

He gasped, and Shiela kept her mouth on his, she kissed in his shock and surprise.

“Mmm,” she moaned.

Kylie began moving in and out.

If Shiela hadn’t been kissing him Jim might have lost it, but the way she kissed him, comforted him, it let him know that he wasn’t alone.

After five minutes Kylie started slowing down. She corkscrewed a bit, and he could feel the tip of her dick rubbing his insides.

And he began to pee.

He tired to pull his mouth away, to tell her, but Shiela held the back of his head, kept her lips pressed to him.

He pissed for a long couple of minutes. Just a drooling kind of a piss, like he was pissing out honey.

“Okay,” he’s done,” Kylie said, and she pulled out.

Jim felt an instant emptiness, and he was shocked when he realized that he missed her dick.

Shiela took her lips away and whispered to him. “Jim, Kylie pressed on your prostate and forced the cum out of you. That’s all the relief you’ll get, and I have to tell you, in the next couple of days you’re going to feel hornier than you ever have in your life. I hope you enjoy it.”

Jim just stared at her.

They released him then. He staggered a bit, he still had high heels on, and he stood there, panties down, dress up, and cock stirring in his cage.

Shiela made him another drink, stood next to him and made him quaff the whole thing. “You’re a good boy, Jim. I want you to go into the dungeon and be with Tommy.”

Snuffling, he let himself be guided across the dungeon. The door was opened and he walked in.

“We aren’t going to lock the door, Jamie, but I want you to stay here until Kylie calls you. Is that understood?”

Jim nodded.

The door was closed and Jim stood in the middle of the room. Tears kept coming from his eyes, and he tried to stop them, but couldn’t.

Outside the cell Shiela turned to Kylie. “Very good, girlfriend. He’ll make a first class husband one day.”

Kylie smiled.

“Now, all this fun and games has given me an appetite. Would you like to go upstairs and use that dildo on me?”

“Only if you use yours on me.”

“That can be arranged,” Shiela grinned.

The two girls, arms around each other’s waist, walked across the dungeon and up the stairs. Their fake weenies waggled as they walked, and their boobs jiggled.

Downstairs, in the dungeon, Tommy sat up. “Oh, heck. Come here, Jim.”

Jim crossed the cell and let himself be pulled down. He sat, and Tommy’s arms went around him.

“It’s okay, honey. “It’s okay.”

Tommy brushed Jims’ hair back and soothed him.

Jim melted into Tommy’s arms and sighed and finally stopped crying.

Tommy kissed his forehead and held him.

END
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PART ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

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

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

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I like sex, but I like good sex.

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

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

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

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

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

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

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

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

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

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

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

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

“I know. I heard your phone.”

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

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

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

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

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay.”

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

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

First, there were the cobwebs.

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

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

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

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

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

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Man. The red-faced thing again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, crap,” I said.

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

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

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

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

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

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

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

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

Well, she knew that.

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

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

“Sorry,” I said.

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

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

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

“Huh?”

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

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

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

“I…”

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

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

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

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

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

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

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

“What…what about you?”

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

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

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

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

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

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay. Open eyes.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

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

“I…I can’t wear—“

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

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

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

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

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

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

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

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

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

“Oh, yes.”

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

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

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

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

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

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

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

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

She turned and ran upstairs.

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

I went to the front door and walked home.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

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

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

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

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

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

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

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

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

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

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

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

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

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

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

“Oh, okay.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But I could feel her thinking.

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

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

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

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

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s called a Coke High.”

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

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

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

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

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

“So the man did.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sure.”

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

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

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

“Okay.”

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

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

This has been the first part of

The Long, Hot Feminization!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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