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A Note from the Author!

Wow! Joe just called me the best erotic author in the world!

Sort of humbling. I think Alyce is, even though she doesn’t write erotica anymore.

And I think there are some incredible writers out there.

But when I got embarrassed and confronted Joe, he just said, ‘look at your five stars.’

So I went to my author page and found out that I had a LOT of five star ratings.

More than most.

So, I have a new appellation, and I feel two things. Embarrassed, and humble.

I sure hope he doesn’t start putting that up there more.

You know, it’s not about being ‘the best.’ It’s about writing something that entertains, and, hopefully, makes the reader wet. Or hard.

Or both!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Feminization and the Cowboy!

He was a sissy through and through!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Don’t you just love those old John Wayne westerns?

But…what if John Wayne wasn’t the man you thought he was?

What if he painted his toes red and kept them hidden in his manly boots?

What if he was wearing a corset under his cowboy clothes?

What if he shot the bad guys not because they were bad, but because they knew his secret.

He was a sissy!

At least, you might think so after reading this little story.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I’m going to town, Ma.”

Ma Turner sighed and rocked. Her fingers, old but still nimble, worked her knitting needles. “Ya shouldn’t oughta,” she said.

“Got to. What kind of a man would I be in I didn’t go into town. We need supplies, and I ain’t scared of Will Barkley.

“It ain’t a matter of being scared,” the old lady said, the needles flashing in the sunlight coming through the side window.

“You ain’t no gun hand, and he is.”

Perry stood in the doorway, he already had his coat on and his beaten hat was in his hand. “Don’t matter. They’s a Marshal in town, and—“

“Pshaw! Marshal Johnson ain’t worth a cracked egg.”

Perry stood and turned his hat by the brim. He wished he could get his mother to understand, but he knew she never would.

“I got to.”

“Well, don’t take your gun to town then.”

“”I got to.”

She looked up, the needles on hold. “You take that gun to town and he’ll pick a fight and shoot you down.”

“I’ll be careful.”

She glared at him. “It’s that gal, ain’t it? You got to prove somethin’ to her.”

“It ain’t Lucy.”

Lucy worked at the saloon. She worked downstairs, cleaning up and serving, but the stigma of being in a saloon was still there.

“Boy, you listen to me. Your daddy thought he was tough. He hung out in saloons, he got friendly with the wrong kind of people.”

“You talkin’ women?”

“I’m talkin’ people. You take it as you like it. At any rate, he thought he was good with a gun, but when it came down to it he ended up gut shot. Laid on thet kitchen table for three days, crying and moaning, then dyin’.

“I ain’t daddy.”

“No, but yore like him. You got a stubborn streak. You think yore tough as anybody, but you ain’t.”

He stood surly. He was tough, and she didn’t know it.

“Look at you. You got a soft face. You work hard enough, but you got them big, soft eyes, and you ain’t even big like yore pa. You ain’t tough.”

Perry had had enough. He had stated where he was going, which he was obliged to do, but now it was time to go. No matter what his mother said.

“I’ll see you when I get back,” he said, and before she could object he turned and went out the front door.

Ma stopped rocking and stared at the door, then she turned to the left and reached out for the table, and her bible.

It was a thick, well worn bible. Been talked out of for weddings and funerals, and she hoped to God it wasn't going to be a funeral.

She opened it, not considering a page to be read, just letting it flop open. It was Deuteronomy 22:5, and her eyes fell upon:

The woman shall not wear that which pertaineth unto a man,

neither shall a man put on a woman’s garment

Ma Turner blinked and read it again.

Now why on earth had the good book opened to this passage?

Perry saddled up Bella. He straightened the blanket and pulled the cinch tight.

“She don’t understand,” Perry groused to the buckskin mare. “She thinks I can’t take care of myself, but I can.”

The mare looked back at him, whickered, and pushed at him with her nose.

He looked over to the wall next to the big double doors. There was a long gun there, the kind of rifle that people put in their saddle holsters and meant nothing.

Good for hunting deer, or rabbit, or some other critter that was good for eating.

Next to it hung his father’s pistol. He kept it in good working order, and oiled the leather holster regularly. His mother refused to have it in the house, which was why he kept it out here.

The rifle or the pistol.

The rifle was not a trouble gun. The pistol…could be.

A pistol could be used for shooting snakes, or other trouble makers.

Did he dare take the pistol?

It would go a long way towards stating his intentions.

But it would also represent him as a man. A man who wasn’t afraid of anything.

Oddly, the thing that decided him was a sudden thought of Lucy.

Lucy, who warmed his heart at the thought of her. She was his height, slender, but she had a mighty big chest for a young gal.

He frowned. Some people said she was going to go work in the upstairs with the fancy girls.

No. She wouldn’t. He cared for her, and…she wouldn't.

But, no matter where she worked, what would she think of a man who was afraid to wear a gun to town?

He walked to the wall and took down the holster. The oiled leather was smooth to the touch, a gun could slide out of that holster slick as a pat of butter slides across a hot skillet.

He felt the cold metal, ran his hand over the handle, the cylinder, the barrel.

It was a killing tool. He could feel its power just holding it.

He thumbed the hammer back, then let it down gently.

He checked the loads, it was loaded, and strapped the belt around his waist.

It felt good, the heavy metal hugging his thigh.

He pulled it and aimed.

He liked to practice drawing, and he thought he was pretty good.

He slid the weapon back into the holster and mounted Bella. “Come on, girl. Let’s go to town.”

He put a gentle heel to the mare’s ribs, pulled the reins and the mare turned and snorted and trotted out of the barn.

Ma Turner saw him from the side window. She saw the pistol at his side, and she closed her eyes and prayed.

Dear Lord…

The town of Last Chance had been a mining town for many years. As the veins petered out miners packed up and left, and what was left was a vicious, little cowtown between Prescott and Flagstaff. There was just a Main street, with a stage way station on one end, two bars, and half a dozen businesses. The businesses were typical of a small town: hardware, livery, millinery, a general store, a jail leftover from when vigilantes needed something to break into, and a dozen houses just behind the businesses.

Also in the area were a dozen ranches, and between the ranches and the stage line the town managed to stay in business, and even thrive a bit.

After all, who wanted to journey to Prescott or Flagstaff for a little Saturday night fun?

Bella trotted up Main Street. She tossed her head a bit and acted like it was her that was wanting to come to town for a good time.

Perry sat tall, like a cowboy.

He was more of a ranch hand, the Turner Ranch being rather small, but he thought himself better than that.

Sam Jones was in the livery, forking hay, and he raised his head and glanced after Perry. He noticed the gun, but didn’t think anything of it. All men went heeled these days.

Mr. Rivers looked out from the bank. He was a portly fellow who always wore a suit and shiny shoes. He had an image to present.

Rivers noticed Perry, but not the gun. He held up people with a pen, not a pistol.

In front of the the Last Chance Saloon four cowboys were sitting in round backed chairs. They leaned against the front of the building and made important statements that had nothing to do with anything.

Will Barkley’s horse was at the hitching rail.

Perry felt his heart beat faster, and kept looking straight ahead.

He was not here to get into trouble, though he was sure he could handle any kind of trouble that Will might give.

He pulled Bella into the hitching rail in front of the general store, dismounted, and stepped up on the walk. His boots made clumping sounds, and he pushed through the front door.

It was cool in the store, and his eyes passed over the pants and shirts on the center table. Women’s goods were on the right, and Mrs. Sherman glanced at him, but was busy talking to Shirley Goodson.

On the left was the sundries, and behind the counter at the back were the things Perry needed.

“Hello, Perry, how’s your ma?”

“Pretty good, Mr. Sherman.”

They talked for a minute then about the weather, whether the railroad was ever going to come by and wouldn’t that be the death of the town, and the age old complaints about Republicans and Democrats the damned fools is all the same.

“So what can I get for you today, Perry?”

“I just need some coffee, sugar, I broke a pair of pliers, and…”

The list was short, but Mr. Sherman didn’t miss an item. “I’ll put that together for you right away. You going to be in town long?”

“Just an hour.”

“Figured on saying hi to a certain young lady?”

Perry turned red.

Sherman grinned. “You young uns suffer so.”

“Well, maybe.”

“Well, good. Somebody ought to rescue her from thet saloon.”

“She just works downstairs,” Perry spoke gruffly.

Sherman held his palms out, “No offense.”

“I know,” Perry sighed.

Then Mr. Sherman walked to the front of the store and looked out the window. He turned to Perry. “Maybe you better put it off for a while.”

Perry looked, saw Will Barkley’s horse. “Ain’t no reason to wait.”

The shopkeeper turned to Perry and started to speak, but held his tongue at the look on the boy’s face.

With that their business was concluded, and Perry stepped out into the sunshine.

His boots made a clumping sound on the walk as he headed towards the Last Chance saloon.

He saw people staring at him.

The gun on his hip was a comfort.

The cowboys resting against the front of the saloon saw him, nudged one another, and let their chair legs down to the wooden walk.

They were a ragged bunch, their boots down at the heel, their pants near worn through, even their hats were dirty and bent out of shape.

“Howdie, Perry,” said Henry Pearson. He was the kind of fellow who said hi to your face but something else to your backside.

“Henry,” Perry acknowledged the rough-faced man.

One of the cowpokes, the one nearest the door, shook his head. That was Jimmy Richards. He wasn’t a bad sort, and he was warning Perry off.

But Perry just gave him a wan smile, and they both knew that he was going into the saloon.

He pushed through the batwing doors.

The saloon had a smoky feel to it. The bar was polished, and the beer mugs slid the length easily. Clem Haroldson, with his fancy mustaches, cleaned shot glasses behind the bar. He looked up, stared, then shook his head.

Don’t do it, get gone, this ain’t the place for you…

Because…

Will Barkley is here.

Perry stepped past the round table with the eternal card game going. One of the players was Will Barkley.

Will Barkley was a burly chested tough. He wore a stetson and a black vest. When not playing cards he liked black gloves. He spoke in a loud voice and was fond of hearing his own opinion.

But it wasn’t all swagger. There was a mean streak a mile wide behind the glittering, dark eyes. And as Perry passed the round table those eyes lit up.

“Deal me out, boys.” His chair scraped on the floor when he pushed it back.

“Hey, Clem. How about a beer?”

Clem leaned forward, “Head out the back, boy. Will’s comin’.

But Perry wasn’t about to shy away. He was a man, and not taken to runnin’.

“A beer.” Perry kept his eyes straight at the bar man.

Clem’s hands shook a little as he poured a beer. He placed it on the counter, his eyes large and wanting to say more, but Will Barkley stepped up next to Perry.

“Whiskey,” Will’s gravelly voice commanded.

Licking his lips nervously Clem poured a whiskey, then he went down to the far end of the bar, away from the trouble. Once there he called to old Billy, the drunk, and whispered into that worthy’s ear.

Perry lifted the mug and sipped. Sighed, and put the mug down.

Billy went out the back door of the saloon.

Will tossed his whiskey back and looked at Perry in the long mirror behind the bar. “You got guts coming to town like this.”

“I don’t want no trouble,” Perry answered. He took another glug of his beer.

“Well you—“

“Perry!”

They both turned, and Lucy hurried across the floor.

She was a good looking girl. A fine nose, even eyes, and an oval face. Her eyes were blue and her hair cornhusk yellow. But it was her shape that Will was leering at.

Women in the west, unless they were fancy girls, or just worked in a saloon, wore their tops buttoned. Lucy didn’t worry about buttons, and she had a lot of flesh showing. Showing and jiggling.

Her bottom was round, her waist thin, but her top…

“I’ll like to poke that,” said Will.

Perry wasn’t there for trouble, but he didn’t like what Will had said. He pushed, and Will’s feet hit the spittoon and got tangled. Suddenly he was falling across the floor.

Lucy stopped her rush and put a hand to her mouth.

Will was reaching for his pistol even as he bounced on the wood floor.

Perry didn’t think, didn’t even realize he had drawn, then flames erupted and blue smoke rose and obscured the scene.

Perry stood there, his father’s gun in his hand, and wondered why he wasn’t falling down.

Then he was wondering why Will was staying down.

Then he started to understand.

Will’s bullet had passed by his face, whistled up and slapped into the wood molding at the front of the building.

Perry’s bullet had caused that flower of blood on Will’s shirt. The flower over his heart.

“Oh, Perry!” Lucy cried, now shocked, now both hands pressed high on her chest. “What have you done?”

Clem was still behind the bar. The cowboys outside were raising their voices. The stillness after the gunshots was louder than the shots.

“Oh, God!”

Perry’s mind started to work, sort of.

He had shot somebody. Sure, it had been a fair fight, but Will had two brothers, and they would come looking for him. It would be a blood feud.

And he finally realized what a position he had put his mother in.

It was Lucy who acted first. She grabbed Perry’s arm and hissed, “Go for the back door, slam the door, but sneak up the stairs. My room is 204. Be quiet. Go.”

She pushed him towards the back of the saloon.

Perry stumbled across the bar. He was confused. What the hell had happened? What had he done? Had he really killed Will Barkley? It all seemed so hazy, a memory of something else.

Clem stood up behind the bar in time to see Perry go down the long hall at the back of the building.

Perry was still holding his pistol. When he entered the hallway he figured out it belonged in his holster. He pushed it home and came to the back door.

Go up the stairs. It felt like he was thinking through molasses, but he was actually figuring things out pretty fast.

Why upstairs? Because if he ran out the back he would have no horse and his only option was to try and get away through the creek. And if he tried the creek his footprints would be visible, and if he didn’t come out the other side they would go up and down the banks, maybe for miles, searching for him.

So…not the creek.

Which left the upstairs. Lucy’s room. And he figured it out. Hide instead of run.

He had the presence of mind to push the door open, and it slammed back with a loud sound. Then he tip toed up the steps.

Clem finally yelled, “Help! Get the marshal!”

Men crowding into the saloon, the thunder of their boots on the wood floor.

“He went out the back door!” Lucy gasped and pointed.

Clem nodded. “I heard the door!”

Men crowded around the dead Will Barkley.

A man in death is just like a sack of feed. Lays there and doesn’t move. There wasn’t a lot of blood, surprisingly enough.

“Shot him dead center.”

“Damn!”

Several men headed for the back door, they passed the stairs just as Perry rounded the corner of the stairs. They pushed through the door and ran for the creek.

Perry sat at the top stair and pulled his boots off. With all the shouting and yelling downstairs it was likely that nobody would hear him, but he didn’t want to take a chance.

He tiptoed, in his stocking feet, down the length of the hall.

He caught a glimpse of the townies running down to the creek and looking across, then up and down.

They had obliterated any trace of his own foot prints in their hurry to find him.

Room 204 was a corner room at the end of the hall. It wasn’t locked and he opened the door and slipped in.

For all the yelling outside, it was quiet in the room, and he looked around.

Lucy had herself quite the set up. The room was not popular with customers because it was over the saloon and faced out on the street. It was much quieter at the other end of the saloon.

It was a large room, and the bed was made of iron and and had a deliciously comfortable feather mattress. When Perry finally sat on it he thought he was going to sink straight through to China.

On the other side of the room was a table that the women used for their face paint. Lucy used more paint than the regular women, but less than the fancy girls. She had a complete collection of creams and ointments.

Next to the table was a stand up screen behind which she could change her clothes. But he only noticed that out of the corner of his eyes, because the girl sitting at the make up table turned and stared at him.

“Lucy?”

He was stunned. He had just left Lucy downstairs, there was no way she could have gotten past him on the stairs or in the hallway, yet here she was. The same pretty face, the same large bosoms, the same insouciant grin.

And her breasts were showing.

She smiled, “Well, hello.”

Perry was sweating. He could see the Marshal come running across the street, Bob Horner was yakking in his ear and the Marshal had his pistol out.

But…the mystery of Lucy…”Lucy? How did you…”

She frowned. “Are you the cause of all that shooting downstairs?”

“You saw me shoot Will Barkely. You told me to hide here.”

At that moment they heard the sound of doors opening and closing down the hallway. Somebody had figured that he might have gone upstairs.

They both looked in the direction of the slamming doors, and the woman pursed her lips. He was scared, but she seemed amused.

“Well, I didn’t like Will. He was nothing but yellow piss. You probab—“

“Please! I don’t want to get arrested.”

The sound of the slamming doors was getting closer. They could hear men saying things like, ‘He ain’t here.’ And, ‘Not this one.’

“Well, you ain’t too bad looking…”

His hands were shaking and he looked around wildly.

“Go behind the screen, behind the robes on the hooks.”

Her directions didn’t make full sense, how was he supposed to go through a wall on which were hung robes?

But, no choice, he darted behind the screen, saw the robes, pushed his hand against the robes, and found it. There was a door to a large closet.

He slipped his hand past the robes and found a doorknob. He pulled and the whole row of robes swung back. He stepped into the closet and closed the door, and just in time.

Through the door he heard the door to the room open.

“EEK!” Lucy was naked up top, and he could imagine her giving a little scream and covering herself.

“Sorry…sorry, ma’am. We’re looking for a murderer.”

“He’s not here!” Her voice was high pitched.

“Sorry, ma’am, we got to look everywhere.”

Perry looked around the small room. It was filled with clothes and all the various accouterments that women wore.

There were corsets, feather type scarf things, all manner and color of dresses, shoes, fancy stockings, underclothes, hats. There were a few plains garments, but most of them were brightly colored. Fancy girl clothes.

For a moment Perry was confused. Why did Lucy have all these fancy clothes? She worked downstairs!

But…how had Lucy gotten upstairs before him?

He stood, confused, in shock by what he had done, and then he heard the sound of men searching the room.

He put his hand between two filmy looking dresses and parted them. He stepped behind them, knelt down and cowered into the corner of the closet.

He sat, heard thumps and bumps as the men looked under the bed, out the window onto the balcony.

He was shivering, then he was distracted.

His Ma had bed clothes. An old cotton nightie. But it was nothing like the clothes he was hiding amongst.

He touched the garments, felt the slithery, slick, silken robes.

And dresses. And…and see through things. And his penis was suddenly rock hard.

He could smell the faint whiff of female flesh, and lots of perfume.

He put his face into a robe and about fainted. He had never smelled anything so delicious in his life.

Then he realized he was next to a basket. The basket was filled with used panties and bras and things.

He couldn’t help himself. He reached into the basket and felt a soft pair of panties. He held them to his nose and sniffed.

He hadn’t been with a woman before, and he had never smelled anything like this.

It was musky, the odor tickling his nose, making him dizzy. It was pungent. Something about it made his cock pound, and sometimes it was just a pee smell.

He moaned, and the robes parted and Lucy stared at him. Then she grinned. He had panties pressed against his face and he was inhaling and he looked like he was in heaven.

“I guess that’s why Lucy likes ya.”

He was frozen, caught with his face in panties, and managed to ask, “Are they gone?”

“You was so lost in my panties that you couldn’t even hear them.”

He looked at her chest, and was dismayed to find that she had covered it up.

She grabbed the panties and pulled them free. “No more free looks for you, sunshine. Now come out of there and tell me what’s going on.”

She grabbed him by the ear and lifted him.

“Ow!” he followed her out of the closet and into the room.

She almost literally threw him on the soft, featherbed, and he sunk down in a pile of fancy clothes.

“If they come back just crawl under all the clothes. Now. Talk!”

“But you know what happened! You were there!”

“And what did I see?”

“You know!”

“Tell me anyway.”

“Will Barkley was…he said…” and he blushed.

“Will Barkley said what?”

“He said…” Perry looked down, “he said he’d like to poke you.”

Lucy stifled a giggle. “He didn’t!”

“And then I pushed him and he fell, and he come up with a gun and…and…”

“And you shot him for telling Lucy he wanted to poke her. You silly boy! That ain’t the worst thing I ever heard, nor—“

Tap tap!

Perry dove under the clothes, pulled them over him, and held still.

Lucy went to the door and opened it.

It was the Marshal, and he was speaking low. Perry couldn’t hear much of what was said, but it was some sort of an apology for his men rousting her room.

Perry risked a slight finger move and opened a hole between the garments he could peer out of.

“Oh, Marshal,” said Lucy. “They ain’t done nothin’ bad. Not like you.”

The Marshal grinned. “Then you ain’t mad.”

Lucy reached down to the Marshal’s pants and felt his groin.

The Marshal groaned, and Perry’s mouth opened in shock.

What was Lucy…what was she…

But it was obvious what she was doing. She unzipped the Marshal’s pants and went down to her knees.

Perry was blinking, then he wasn’t blinking. He was watching in stunned shock.

Lucy moved her head back and forth and the Marshal grabbed her blonde curls and helped her.

She mumbled and gulped, and the Marshal sagged against the door, and it was all over in a minute.

Suddenly he stiffened up, jerked his hips a few times, then backed away.

“Damn, girl,” he said.

“Now you go chase yore bad men, Marshal, and leave us poor, innocent girls alone.”

She pulled up his zipper, kissed his cheek, and pushed him out of the room.

She closed the door on the stupidly grinning marshal and leaned against it. She looked at the bed and giggled. “You’re getting all sorts of free shows today, ain’t ya.”

The sound of the marshal walking away.

Perry shrugged out of the pile of dresses and things and stared at Lucy.

“Lucy, you ain’t…you never…I didn’t…

Lucy opened here mouth to say something, then snapped it shut.

They could hear voices down the hall.

“Quick, back under.”

Perry dove back into the dresses. He left himself a hole to peer through, and smelled the wonderful perfume-y smell of the woman things.

The door opened and he couldn’t see past Lucy, but she leaned forward and gave somebody a hug. It was another girl. Probably one of the fancy girls. But when Lucy stepped aside to let the other woman into the room Perry gasped.

It was Lucy!

Perry sat up, blubbering, pointing at the two Lucy’s.

They grinned at him. The one that just entered the room said, “I see you met my twin sister, Lacy.”

“Lacy?

“Yep. Didn’t know I had a sister, did ya? She just got here two days ago. Started working with me last night.”

Lucy looked at Lacy. “Course she’s more a fancy girl than me.”

Slowly, Perry emerged from under the pile of sexy clothes.

“You, but…I seen you…”

“He saw my tits. Then I had to give that bonehead marshal a blowjob to distract him. So what happened?”

Perry knelt on the bed and listened as Lucy recounted the tale of his gunfight.

“I knew they was gonna come after Perry, and I like him. He’s a little stupid, but he’s nicer to me than the others, so I told him to hide and sent them out the back door.”

“Where are they now?” asked Lacy.

“‘Cept for that lame ass marshal the men have all gone up and down the creek. They’re shore they’re gonna get Perry before dinner, maybe have a hangin’ for desert.”

“Oh, no!” whispered Perry.

The girls turned to him.

“So what you want to do with him?” asked Lacy.

“I dunno. We can keep him here for awhile, till the hub bub dies down, then maybe we can sneak him out of town.”

“You think he can shoot his way out? That marshal is an idjut, and the cowboys is just that, cowboys. Ain’t a real gunfighter amongst them.”

Lucy regarded Perry. “I don’t know. He shot Will quick and square. Never seen somebody so fast. Hey, Perry. Can you shoot everybody like that?”

“Shoot everybody?” he cried, “I still don’t know what I done! What am I gonna tell my ma?”

“If you can shoot you don’t have to tell her nothing, and nobody’ll come looking for ya. Heck, it was a fair fight.”

“Self-defense,” snorted Lacy. “That’s always a good one.”

The girls stared at him for a long minute, then Lucy said, “I don’t think he can act the gunfighter.”

“I know. He looks so darned scared.”

“You’d be scared if you kilt somebody,” moaned Perry.

“Not necessarily,” said Lucy kindly.

“Well, there is one solution,” Lacy commented.

“Yeah?”

Lacy moved forward and put a hand to Perry’s face. She felt his skin, turned his cheek, ran her fingers through his hair.

Perry enjoyed it, but he probably would have jerked back, except he was still in shock.

“Yeah. Take a look, he’s scared, and he’s got such a soft face, but we got soft faces and we ain’t such crybabies.”

“That’s true.”

“What are you saying?” asked Perry.

“So what if we could make him like us. Soft on the outside but hard on the inside. What if we could change him.”

“Change a man?” Lucy snickered.

“Yeah.”

Lacy’s tone made Lucy think, and suddenly she stopped grinning. She moved towards Perry and put her hands on both sides of his face. She turned his head side to side and peered intently.

“He’s got a round face, the jaw isn’t too strong.”

“But it isn’t too weak, either. He ain’t no coward or he wouldn’ta shot Will.”

Lacy moved up and moved her hand through his hair. “He ain’t brushed out, but he’s long enough. We could curl it up right nice.”

“A little make up…maybe a corset…we could pass him off as our younger sister.”

“Wait a minute!” Perry blurted. “What are you talking about?”

The girls just smiled.


Part Two

“You want to get out of here?” Lucy asked as she brushed his hair.

His hair was cowboy long, the result of rarely getting to town, and rarer even having the money.

Now it was being curled and teased with a little pink ribbon to one side.

“I can sneak out at night,” Perry groused.

“No, you can’t. They’re watching everything. All the roads, even the creek.”

Lacy powdered his cheeks, put blush on them, and started working on his eyes.

They had spent the afternoon getting all the hair off his body. All of it. From toes to tonsils.

Perry had stood for it because he had to, and because he had never been naked in front of a girl, let alone two girls.

His penis, of course, was as stiff as a branding iron.

“My, look at Long John Silver,” teased Lacy.

“Now don’t you go getting him to poke you. I saw him first.”

“But you never got your poke, so he’s still on the market.

Lucy colored his lips bright red, and he looked down his nose, cross-eyed, and tried to see what he looked like.

Lacy grabbed his dong and said, “This here is mine, and if you don’t agree I’m going to shake it till it squirts, and nobody is going to get nothin’!”

“Okay! Okay!”

When they were done he looked feminine. Very feminine. Maybe, except for the lack of boobs, more feminine than the sisters.

They dressed him, put him in a bright red, satin outfit that hugged the body.

“If it wasn’t for the corset it wouldn't fit,” observed Lucy.

“We might have to pull it tighter, anyway.”

“Okay.”

The sisters pulled on the corset strings until Perry thought he was going to explode.

“I…don’t…see…”

“Shush, up, sweety. The more you talk the less men like it.”

“What…do…”

Lucy placed her mouth on his. His eyes grew big. He felt his penis throb and he stared at her. He could feel thrills shooting up from his dong, and now he really couldn’t breath.

She moved back with a smile and he gasped.

“Now, shut up or I’ll do it again.”

“But!”

She did it again.

Lacy sighed. “You are such a bad woman.”

“Says the woman with his cock in her hand.”

“But I’m just holding it to make sure he don’t squirt. Right, honey?”

Perry just tried to breath.

The girls giggled and continued dressing him.

“I’d like to put a corset on him.”

“Too big. Just a small bustle will do. He’s gonna have to draw his pistola eventually.”

“I am?”

“What do you think we’re doing all this for, sweetie?

“Uh…”

“Now, we need to talk about how we’re going to get him out on the floor.”

“Out on…”

“The floor. Oh, you won’t be a full on fancy girl, but you’ll have to serve drinks and sit on men’s laps…”

“And talk about the first thing that pops up,” chortled Lucy.

“Pops up? You mean…men’s…things?” He was aghast. He felt a terror nibbling at his belly.

“Of course, honey. If you’re going to learn anything, you’re going to have to go all the way.”

“But…why?”

“Because that’s what makes women tough.”

“It is?” He looked back and forth between them.

“Of course it is. You take a man’s weenie up your poonie and you grow to have little concern for those big, bad men.”

His head swiveled back and forth.

“And for a fancy girl like me,” Lacy interjected, “It’s worse. Imagine a dozen men a night wanting to use your hole, and they are stinky and smell of garlic and booze and they don’t give a care for your fine dress…they just rip it off and poke away and you’re left sitting there yawning and wishing a real man would come along.”

“Some one loving and caring,” sighed Lucy.

“Yeah. Not like these bone brain cowboys we got hereabouts.”

Perry was silent after that. Even though he had never screwed a woman, he could understand the way these girls felt.

But it just didn’t come together in his mind how that would make him tough.

“Okay, let’s put on his booties and see how he looks.”

They bent and laced up some boots. They looked like witch boots, but they had heels, and they did present the ankles.

“Okay, stand up.”

Perry stood up. He was shaky on the heels, and he had never felt so awkward in his life.

Normally, it was like the jeans he wore helped in the stand up business. But dresses had no confines, didn’t help nothing at all, and even made him wobble a bit.

He stood and they moved him over to a mirror.

It wasn’t a full length mirror, but he could see most of himself.

He was a woman. Round hips, corseted waist, and the corset pushed his pectorals up so it actually looked like he had small bosoms.

“Ooh la la,” murmured Lacy appreciatively. “He reminds me of Fifi, that French girl back in St. Louis.”

“Yes, he does. In fact, let’s model him after her. Perry, your name is Fifi, and you can understand a little English, but you don’t speak much. That’ll give you a chance to look puzzled and stall at least for a few seconds. Say, ‘Oui M’sieur.”

“Wee misuer?” he mispronounced.

“Oui…M’sieur.”

Lacy corrected him again and again, until he could say it easily, then, “Now say ‘no, no, M’sieur.’”

Again, he practiced until he had it down, and Lacy said, “Okay, that’s yes and no. That should do you.”

“I don’t have to say anything else? They’ll believe I’m French?”

Lucy used a cream on his breasts and they started to shine a bit.

“Honey, that’s all you have to say, because that’s all these cowboys understand.”

Lacy mocked the local cowboys: “Can I poke you ma’am? No, no, M’sieur. Can I poke your bottom, ma’am? “Oui M’sieur.”

“Poke your…bottom?”

He had never heard of such a thing.

Truth, he hadn’t heard much of anything concerning women in his life. But he did know the dick was supposed to go in the front hole, and poop came out of the back hole.

“Sure. It’s fun. Some gals like it so much that’s all they want. There was even a house down in New Orleans where the men specialized in getting poked in the bottom. Can you imagine that? Fully growed men dressed up like you are now, and that’s all they did. Wasn't a woman in the place. Not even for regular poking.”

Lucy shook her head. “What is the world coming to.”

Then they were done. The girls grinned at each other and squeezed each others hands, and hugged Perry.

Perry, more confused than ever, and feeling like a heifer that was comin’ out of his mama backwards, watched the two girls and tried to figure out what the heck was happening.

“Her name is Fifi, Clem. She’s our friend, and she’s only going to be here a while.”

Clem stared at the French girl. It was true he had had no Frenchies at his saloon, but this one was a looker. Didn’t matter what country she came from, she was giving him a boner, and he had been immune to working girls for years.

“Same deal, I get half of all her pokes.”

“Sure,” said Lacy.

“Absolutely,” agreed Lucy.

“But she’s pretty picky. she’ll spend a while figuring out who she wants for a poke.”

“Long as she doesn’t wait too long. I got a business to run.”

The cowboys came in that night, and, as usual, they drank red eye and played cards and danced with the girls.

And they eyed the French girl. The new girl. The really good looking girl.

“I’d like to poke that one,” many a cowboy was overheard to say.

And if they didn’t say it they thought it.

Fifi, however, was playing hard to get.

She danced only reluctantly, and she didn’t want the men to hold her tight and press their boners up against her.

Some of the cowboys grew a bit surly at her attitude, and they grumbled as they tossed back their whiskey.

“Lucy?” Clem motioned to the girl. “That new girl, that Fifi, isn’t working out. She doesn’t want to dance, and all she does is drink whiskey. Not even water, like the regular gals, but whiskey.

Lucy frowned. She and Lacy had noted the lack of commitment on Fifi’s part, and something had to be done.

Lucy went over to Lacy, whispered a few sentences, then they went for Fifi.

Clem couldn’t hear what they were saying, they were whispering, after all, but they dragged that French girl into the back room.

What the heck?

But he had a bar to tend, and if things didn’t work out he could just get rid of somebody. So he poured whiskey and beer and listened to the talk of the manhunt.

That Turner boy still hadn’t been caught…but they’d catch him. They surely would, and then there’d be a noose party.

Goin’ and shooting Will Barkley like that. Sure, Will was sometimes an asshole, but you just don’t go around shooting up people. Not even assholes.

Well, at least not normally.

Lucy and Lacy each had one of Perry’s arms and they dragged him into the back room.

“Hey?” He was half snockered.

“You bone brained idjut,” snarled Lacy. “Here we go to all this trouble to get you free and all and you just sit there like a frog on a log.”

“But…I don’t know what to do! I don’t know how to act like a girl!”

Lacy snorted. “Normally I’d say you act intelligent, but that’s not what men expect.”

“They expect you to touch their shoulders, maybe reach down and pat their thing-a-ma-jig….”

“Then sit on their laps and when you feel something nice you wiggle a bit.”

“If yore lucky they squirts right then, and they leaves you a good tip.

“If yore unlucky then you take them upstairs and make sure they squirt.”

“But…I…don’t know…and…”

“What…”

Perry wailed, “They’re men!”

The girls looked at each other, sighed and shook their heads.

“That’s all?”

“Holy pecker and the virgin Mary.”

Perry stared at them. confused, forlorn, not knowing what to do.

“Okay,” nodded Lacy. “We’re going to have to take matters into our own hands.”

Perry’s eyebrows dipped as he frowned.

Lacy turned him to her, pulled him to her, and kissed him.

It was a great kiss. Out of all the kisses in the world, this was a really good one.

Perry lost himself in her mouth, his peeny started to pulse, and he might have even squirted.

But Lacy held out her hand behind his back and Lucy put an iron frying pan in it.

BONG!

Little birdies flew around Perry’s head and he went to his knees.

Lacy held him up and whispered hoarsely, “Roll that barrel over here.”

Lucy did, and they used little lengths of rope to tie him over the barrel. They lifted his dress, pulled down his panties and stared at his throbbing dingus.

“What we going to do about that?”

“Well, we could shoot it off.”

“Too big. Wouldn’t be hard to hit that thing.”

“No, it wouldn’t.” Both girls snickered.

“Okay, let’s just pull it up, get it out of sight.”

They ripped the ends off of the ties on Perry’s corset and lassoed his pecker and balls. They pulled his package up tight and ran the laces all the way to his neck. They secured it at the neck and stood back.

There Perry lay. Head down. Butt in the air. Manhood all hidden.

“Turn the lights down, and one of us had got to be in here with him.”

“I’ll take first shift. You send them back and collect the money.”

With that, the business of Fifi the French girl opened.

Lacy crossed the room to the first cowboy she saw and whispered in his ear.

He perked up, swigged the last of his whiskey, and headed for the back room.

“That’ll be a buck,” Lucy said.

The cowboy paid her, then stepped into the room.

It was dark, but he could see that big, beautiful, white ass waiting for him. The dress was up, the panties was down, and…damn! He was going to have to take this one in the back door!

For an hour the cowboys paid their dollars and entered the room. And came out happy and grinning like a preacher who’d saved a soul.

Clem was ecstatic. He hadn’t made so much money on a girl since…since he didn’t know when!

About halfway through Perry woke up.

His head hurt a little, but not too bad.

But what was that really nice feeling sawing in and out of his ass?

He tried to talk, but the girls had gagged him.

He tried to wiggle, but the cowboys thought was even better.

“Hold on, honey. I’m about to…yee haw!”

Hot liquid dripped down Perry’s backside.

And he figured it out.

Men are funny creatures. They want to poke everything they can, but they never understand, or at least seldom understand, how much joy it is to get poked.

The feeling of penetration. The slithery sensation as their nubbins are rubbed, as their holes are filled.

Perry went through that. He didn’t understand, even as the pleasure was given to him. But to be poked again and again, he began to understand.

It felt good.

It scratched an itch he didn’t even know he had.

But it also conflicted him.

He wasn’t supposed to like it. He wasn’t supposed to enjoy being taken like a woman.

And therein lay the lesson that Lucy and Lacy had planned for him.

At first, it was a mild resentment. He knew he wouldn't be able to do this again. Men would look down on him if they knew. Men would treat him badly. If he thought Will Barkley was a bully, it was nothing compared to what would happen if the men found out they had been poking a man.

Then the resentment grew. It almost grew in proportion to the amount of times he was poked.

Men were dumb. Boneheads. And he started to understand the attitudes of Lucy and Lacy.

All men did was walk around and squirt, and walk around and squirt some more.

And they laughed and made bad jokes, and it was like they were nothing but a bunch of sap-headed bulls.

Poke. Poke. Poke.

Not that there was anything else to life, but they could at least act like it!

Not one of the cowboys said, ‘Excuse me, ma’am,’ before they mounted him.

Not one of the cowboys said, “Thank you, ma’am,’ when they dismounted.

They didn’t even slap his ass, like they would a horse which had been ridden hard, and say, ‘Thanks for ride, honey.’

Instead, they headed out to brag, to tell the others how great they had been, and they should try it.

And it even crossed Perry’s mind that he was nothing but a lousy fuck!

But it was the cowboys who were lousy.

What did the cowboys know? They just poked and acted like a bunch of darn fool school kids!

But the worst was reserved for the last.

“New girl in town, eh, ladies?”

The voice was gruff and gravelly and Perry would have recognized it anywhere.

It was the Marshal.

“You got to talk to Clem if you want your percentage.”

“I already talked to Clem, and I already got my cut. No, what I’m here for is a poke.”

Perry listened, and was disgusted. Foul mouthed marshal was going to get a free poke.

And suddenly Perry understood why women charged for what should have been free.

They charged for all the bonehead cowboys who didn’t say ‘please’ or ‘thanks.’

They charged for being the receipt of inconsideration.

They charged for the free ones they had to give out just to stay in business.

That was the moment, when the marshal buttered up his dick and stuck it in, that Perry lost all respect for his fellow men.

That was the moment.

Perry lay on the featherbed and the girls massaged his used rectum.

They used oils and liniment and rubbed his shoulders, they massaged his limbs, which were sore from being tied up.

They sometimes just lay next to him and kissed his cheek and told him it was going to be all right.

They giggled and rubbed him with their breasts and gave him long, lingering kisses. And twice—they took turns—they made him squirt.

And Perry wasn’t angry at them. The girl were making their living the only way they could.

It was the men he was angry at.

He loved Lucy. And maybe Lacy. And he hated how they had to live because of men.

Men who poked and paid.

Men who treated them like they were property and nothing more.

Men who had poked him until he didn’t think he could shit.

The day passed, and another night.

But Perry didn’t go downstairs as Fifi.

Then, on the next day, he was able to walk pretty good again, and it was time to go downstairs.

The girls had taken off his make up and dresses and undergarments.

They had washed his ranching clothes, and they kissed him and hugged him as he put on his gun belt. Then he walked out the door and down the stairs.

He stepped out of the hallway and into the saloon proper and at first nobody noticed him.

Cowboys playing cards and drinking.

A group of men around the marshal, commiserating about how the murderer had gotten out of town without being seen.

“I just don’t see it,” said Sam Brucker. “There warn’t no tracks, and there…”

He kept talking, but Johnny Fields caught sight of Perry. He nudged the Marshal, who looked at Johnny, then turned to see what Johnny was looking at.

And the sound in the saloon died away to nothing.

Upstairs the girls were dealing a deck on the edge of the vanity table. Lucy said, “You think he’ll live?”

Lacy scoffed. “Ha! You think they’ll die?”

The marshal was tall and gruff, he brought law to a miserable little cowtown by being able to bully the bullies. But it was a lot of hot air, too.

He turned fully and faced Perry.

“Wal. You come to give yoreself up, boy?”

Perry stared at the man. He was an innocent boy, and innocent no longer.

Now he was feeling a tad resentful.

Resentful to the man who had hunted him. To the man who hadn’t asked anybody what had happened and found out it was a fair fight.

Instead, he had just given himself over to the mob and run with the idea of catching young Perry and stretching his neck a wee bit.

The Marshal took a step forward, but Perry shook his head.

That was the moment the cold, hard attitude of the boy reached out over the room and made itself felt.

The Marshal frowned. He had talked a good game the last few days, been the big man, but now there was something he didn’t like about all this.

“Boy?”

Perry waited. No expression. It felt like he was a cold wind on a hot day.

The Marshal made a motion with his fingers and two men stepped up next to him. James and Earl Barkley.

Thuggish boys, not too quick on the thinking end of things, but real quick with a dirty laugh.

Or a chance to avenge their dead brother.

“Best unbuckle yore belt, boy.”

Still, not a word, and a man in the front of the saloon suddenly went out the batwing doors.

Nobody ever knew who drew first, though there was much discussion in the aftermath, and a lot of ideas.

What wasn’t up for discussion was how fast the kid was.

The Marshal and the two brothers were still hoisting their hoglegs when Perry’s father’s pistol started spouting flames.

The Marshal fell first, gut shot, holding his insides. He would live, but only on the generosity of others. But he wasn’t much use to begin with.

James and Earl fell about the same time. One through the shoulder and the other through the leg.

Perry walked forward, and when Earl tried to lift his gun Perry shot him through the brisket. He wouldn't last out the week.

James just lifted his hands—well, one hand—and cried. He was done with gun fighting, and bullying, forever.

The crowd in the saloon moved back, gave Perry plenty of room to pass.

Perry pushed through the batwing doors and headed for the stable. His horse had been put there, and he needed to go home. His Ma would be worried.

In the barroom the men slowly started to talk, and that was how legends were born.


Epilogue

The town of Last Chance settled down pretty quickly, except for the talk, of course.

At the Turner ranch Perry swore to his mother he’d never get in trouble again, but he did insist on wearing his father’s pistol. One could never tell when some do good, idiot marshal might take it into their head to arrest Perry.

What was left of the Barkley kin didn’t amount to much, and the next year they would sell out and move to California. Word had it that they became politicians.

Lucy and Lacy became part owners of the Last Chance saloon, which was fine with Clem. They always kept a plentiful supply of the best lookin’ girls, and they were better businessmen than him. After a couple of years he pretty much retired, bought a house in town and sat on his front porch and sipped brown liquor. Not the watered down kind.

Perry pretty much kept to himself, though a gaggle of youngsters always pointed at him when he came to town, and sometimes followed after him.

And why did he come to town?

Some say it was for Lucy.

Some say it was for Lacy.

And some say it was for what those two girls did to him in the upstairs of that old saloon.

And it didn’t always involve dresses and make up and thrilling under garments.

But sometimes it did.

END
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Did you know that men obsess on their weenies?

Of course you did!

But what you didn’t know is that a lot of men obsess on what it would be like to not have a weenie.

To not be compelled to act like a fool in front of a woman.
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Part One

“Don’t be ridiculous,” Sarah scoffed. She sat at her vanity table, making her already beautiful face even more beautiful She didn’t even glance at him for his accusation.

Rod stared at her. His stomach was in knots and his fists were clenched.

“You go out once a month and don’t come home till late. You won’t tell me where you’ve been. I ask you again…have you been seeing another man?”

She turned to him, and her beauty hit him like a punch. She had a nose that slid down to full lips. Her green eyes examined him with humor. Her chest was on full display, the dress she chose to wear dipped deep.

“Rod. After your peeny? I would never even think of another man. Nobody could satisfy me like you.”

“Then why do you slack off on sex the week before this mysterious meeting…and why don’t you feel like sex for a week afterwards?”

She turned back to mirror, rolled red lipstick over her plum lips. “It’s your imagination. I give you plenty of sex.”

“Not really, and when you do it’s usually a handjob.”

“Piff poff,” she tutted. “You’re being childish, and if you don’t knock it off I’ll put you back in chastity.”

Rod shivered, but not from dread.

She had put him in chastity the year before. It was just for a lark, but by the time a month was up he was going out of his mind. He couldn’t look at her without his heart pounding and his weeny dripping. He had turned into a slave in that one month, and he hated it…and would forever want it.

“No,” he said, hoping she would, but not brave enough to ask. “What I want is to know what this mystery meeting is about. I want to know what this man’s name is.”

Sarah took a big breath, screwed the base of her lipstick, set it down, and stood up.

Rod’s breath went out in a huff and a gulp.

“God! She was beautiful!

She walked towards him, hips swaying, oozing confidence.

She stopped two inches in front of him, her breasts pressing on his chest, but no lip invitation.

“Honey. You’re pissing me off. I’m not going to put up with your baseless accusations. I’m not going to put you in chastity right now, but I am also going to say no sex for two weeks.”

“No,” he wheezed desperately.

She touched his cheek with a gentle palm.

“When are you going to learn that women are in charge? When are you going to learn to stop being such a boy bitch?”

He wanted to speak. He wanted to accuse her. He wanted to get to the bottom of the monthly tryst, or whatever it was, that robbed him of sexual happiness.

But he didn’t dare. The look in Sarah’s eyes warned him. Don’t say anything. Play it cool. Lose the battle so you fight the war.

She watched the affect of her words on him, smiled, and said, “That’s a good boy.”

Her hand went down then and cupped him. He grunted, and she squeezed. “Now, no masturbation. You be a good boy, and we’ll talk more tomorrow. Got it.”

He nodded.

She leaned forward the last two inches and touched her lips to his. Gently. She didn’t want to mess her lipstick.

She turned and walked out of the bedroom.

He followed her, watched her hips sway, knew she was jiggling up front, and there was nothing for him.

Whatever was going on…he was out in the cold.

Sarah picked up her purse, checked to make sure her phone was there, then smiled at him and walked out the front door.

He walked to the kitchen and stared as she sauntered down the walk and stopped at her car.

She turned, saw him in the kitchen window, and blew him a kiss. Then she was in the car, and the car was backing out.

Rod stared, and a part of him wanted to die.

His manhood was screaming in his pants.

His heart was pounding.

Everything in him wanted to run out and follow her.

But he didn’t.

Her car gone, he opened the liquor cabinet and got down cheap bourbon.

When he was feeling good he drank good bourbon, when he felt bad he drank cheap. Why waste money just to cry in your whiskey?

He took his first shot quick, stood and shivered and held onto the counter. Then he mixed a Coke High, Coke and bourbon, and headed for the computer room.

He sat and powered up the computer. He checked his mail first, but it was the usual hundred scams.

He went to Youtube and surfed for a while, but Youtube was sort of a joke. Youtube, like the other tech companies, tailored his experience, chose what the computer thought he wanted to watch, so he never had any mental stimulation, never learned anything worth while.

Talk about mental masturbation.

Then, the unfortunate truth being that he was a sex addict, he moused over to porn.

“Ah,” he soughed, sinking back in his swivel and saying hello to his girlfriends and assorted kinks.

He scrolled through various websites, looking for a thrill, but, he realized that he was already on a thrill.

Sarah had threatened to chastise him.

She had threatened to lock him up.

That was enough to boner him up for the night.

He drank another bourbon.

He sat and stared at the computer, and an ad popped up.

He reached for the mouse to delete it, then stopped.

Find Your Phone

Stolen? Lost?

Simple app finds it from any other phone.

He blinked.

He had that app.

He didn’t know why he had installed it, but he had.

He didn’t want to lose his phone, after all, and it was simple security.

And…he had installed it on his wife’s phone.

Rod smiled.

He looked at his phone.

Then he shook his head. He was already in enough trouble. No sex for two weeks. The threat of chastity. Man, he didn’t want to…or did he?

If he got caught she’d put him in chastity. Usually for month. Though she had threatened longer.

But he was already out of sex for two weeks, what would two more weeks hurt?

Especially…if it was…could he risk it?

His penis was pounding in his pants now, and he knew he could.

Well, his penis knew he could.

Rod had sort of left his senses.

He picked up his phone and called up the app.

There it was. Sarah was in the next town in the Femwood Development Projest. He had clients over there, and he knew it well.

He pulled up Google Earth on his computer and took a close look at the precise house.

It was a large ranch style. Big lawn, pool in the back, and a Mercedes in the drive.

He googled the address, but couldn’t find much more out. Zillow had it off the market, and there was no name of purchaser.

Hmmm.

What if he took a drive over there?

He wouldn't do anything, just drive past, have a look see.

Maybe he could catch a glimpse through a window as he cruised past.

Maybe he could get a name off a mail box.

Hmmm, hmmm, hmmm.

He stood up and went into the kitchen.

His boner led the way to the liquor cabinet. It was saying ‘come on, dude! You owe it to yourself to find out!’

He poured a half and half, sipped it, then stopped.

The big bottle of Coke was half empty. The Coke was cold from being in the fridge.

He smiled.

And tilted the whiskey bottle to the mouth of the Coke.

Glug, glug, glug. Whiskey added a quarter to the Coke, and he grinned.

Aw, hell. He filled the rest of the Coke bottle.

He looked at the whiskey bottle. Cheap shit. He tossed it into the trash.

The Coke bottle in hand, he staggered down the hallway and entered the bedroom. He put on black sweats, a black tee shirt, black tennis shoes, and put a full face ski mask into his pocket.

He stumbled back down the hallway and into the garage. He flicked the light on, the door open, and smiled at his ride.

Rod rode a 1000 Gsx-r. It was an older model, so would only go about 180 MPH.

Not that he took it that fast.

No, he was a coffee racer, went from Starbucks to Starbucks, chatted with other aficionados, and lived to see another day.

He wheeled his bike out, strapped the Coke bottle onto the rear saddle with a bungee, and called up the app.

He placed it in a cell phone holder, and fired up the monster.

He sipped, put the bottle back, then hit the streets.

He drove sedately, drunk, but not wanting a ticker. Not for drunkenness or speeding or anything.

In fact, he had two rules. Don’t get tickets, and don’t crash.

Still, the night was warm and beautiful, and when he got onto the freeway he opened it up a bit.

It was heady watching the tach climb, feeling the power surge.

He throttled down and cruised into the next town.

Glancing at the cell phone he followed the GPS.  He wound through the streets, stopped at one dark intersection and took a couple of gulps, wiped his mouth, and continued on.

The house was on a cul de sac, and there were only three houses on the street. It was a new subdivision and a couple of lots were marked sold, and a couple of lots were showing signs of pre-construction.

The house itself was as it was on Google earth. Minus the vicious pixelation. It was one story, and it sprawled in a shallow V. The landscaping was done, the lights were on in the living room, and Sarah’s car was in the driveway right next to the Mercedes.

Rod felt the wind go out of him as he coasted past.

She was cheating.

He hadn’t intended to do anything other than cruise past, but now he was impelled. He had to find out.

The house at the end of the cul de sac was half built and he coasted up the driveway and pulled behind a big stack of lumber.

He turned the key off and listened to his motor ping.

And reached behind himself for the bottle. He unscrewed the cap and tilted it up. Glug, glug, glug.

Now he wanted to drink.

He had to drink.

Who was she cheating on him with?

He sighed. The bottle was not half empty, and he was pretty soused.

But he didn’t feel like it because he was so down.

His wife was screwing some guy.

He dismounted and walked to the edge of the pile of two by fours. He looked down the street.

Sarah’s car was there. A silver Lexus with a black interior.

Hell. He had a pretty black interior himself.

He took another swig.

He had to find out.

There were no windows facing the end of the street, so he walked along the new curb.

There were a few shrubs around the house, but they needed to grow some.

He sucked more whiskey, then stepped into the street.

He didn’t care if he got caught now, he was miserable.

He opened the mail box and took out a letter and walked back into the shadows.

He held up the letter, but couldn’t read it for the darkness.

He moved into a patch of light and read the address.

C. Andrews.

“Mr. C. Andrews,” he mumbled.

He was swaying.

A part of him wanted to go back to his bike and ride home. A part of him wanted to ride, and forget. Leave this problem for another day.

But another part of him was driven. Find out. Who is C. Andrews?

He walked up to the side of the house. He put an ear to the wall.

Nothing. Maybe some far away mumbles, but it was like putting his ear to a rail and trying to hear what the train was saying.

He walked to the corner and peered into the back yard.

Nice lawn. Cool pool. A few immature trees. Some day there would be oak trees, but right then there was just light flowing over the lawn and the pool.

But maybe if he walked behind the pool, far enough, he could see into the house.

He circled through the field behind the landscaping.

He was wearing black, nobody should see him.

He stopped when he was directly opposite the big picture window and peered.

He couldn’t make it out, he was too far away.

Then he had an idea. He took out his cell phone and turned on the camera. Then he put two fingers on the image and widened them.

Close up via cell phone.

Now he could see into the house.

Sarah was sitting on a couch. In a robe. Her legs curled up underneath.

She was sitting like a woman who had just had sex.

Was it mind blowing, bitch? Rod thought, and the thought was like tears.

The other person, C. Andrews, was sitting in a straight back Queen Anne chair. It had been pulled around so the back was to the window, and he couldn’t see the man.

He could see a fold of robe hanging over the arm, so whoever it was was sitting naked, legs spread, showing off his dingus.

“Was it bigger than mine?” he sobbed out loud. He didn’t know how his voice could carry over the relatively flat earth.

He watched, and Sarah stood up, took an empty glass from whoever it was in the chair, and went into the another room. The kitchen.

She returned a moment later, and Rod could make out that it was wine glasses. Red wine. Probably expensive stuff.

“You fucking cunt!” he spoke louder, unaware that he was speaking louder.

Then, unable to contain himself, he screamed.

The sound wavered over the ground, struck the house, and Sarah looked up.

She probably wouldn’t have seen him, maybe even have mistaken the sound for a wounded animal, but he was watching through his cell phone, and the little, white light shone brightly in the darkness.

“There’s somebody out there,” Sarah said. At least, that’s what Rod read from her lips.

He was crying now, and he started walking towards the house.

“You bitch! Oh, you bitch!”

He couldn’t see through his tears; it was a watery world, and he fell into the swimming pool.

He came up, sputtering, still holding the bottle of Coke and whiskey, and watched as the drapes were drawn.

And he realized: all they saw was a man in black. They don’t know it was me.

With immersion in water had come a semblance of sanity.

He pulled himself out of the pool and staggered up the street, heading for his motorcycle.

He had to get out of there.

He had to figure things out.

He couldn’t be caught here.

He heard far away sirens. Oh, shit!

He made it to the house at the end of the street and around the big stand of wood.

He climbed aboard the big Suzuki and powered up.

He was doing 80 by the end of the street. He was drunk, but still had the presence of mind to slow the machine down. Still, he was scraping his pipes as he slithered around the corner.

A cop car picked him up as he turned onto the next street.

Oh, fuck! Was his only thought, and he pulled the trigger.

A GSXR-1000 has 200 horsepower and weighs less than 400 pounds.  It is Godzilla on a skateboard. When Rod turned the throttle, when he ‘pulled the trigger,’ the bike spun tires for a micro second, which caused the rear end to slip, then the rear tire caught, and the door to hell was opened.

The bike rose up, and Rod had a glimpse of a cop’s face looking up at him from behind the wheel of his cruiser. The only thing that stopped Rod from going over backwards was the construction dirt that had coated the street. The bad news was that this dirt caused the bike to judder, then the rear wheel started to slide out.

Rod was going over 100 MPH and the bike laid down on its side.

Fortunately, Rod was now on the side of the street, no pavement, and the soft earth didn’t tear his leg up.

Unfortunately, the end of the street had a newly poured curb. The bike on its side, the tires hit the curb square, the suspension gave way,  and there was no way the seat could absorb Rod’s 140 pounds impacting on it.

Rod felt a terrible pain in his crotch. A pain so great that he couldn’t deal with it and simply went unconscious. Which was all right, because he managed to miss it when the bike flipped up and he was sent sailing through the warm, evening air.

And that was it for Rod.

They say, soldiers do, that you never hear the bullet that hits you. And the fact is simple. A bullet is traveling faster than sound, so you wouldn’t hear it.

On the other hand, you might feel the accident that engulfs you, but the chances are that you might not remember it.

The mind simply doesn’t want to remember terrible pain.

Rod remembered nothing when he woke up in the hospital.

He simply opened his eyes, smacked his dry mouth, which made sense because he thought he might have been drinking.

He joked around, saw the white walls, the polished floors, the medical machines, and blinked in puzzlement. When the heck?

“Rod!” Sarah was sitting next to him. He must have stirred before opening his eyes, because she was perched on the edge of a chair, watching him like a hawk watches a family of mice. “You’re awake!”

“What happened?” he asked, confused. “What am I doing here?”

Sarah reached to the top of his hospital bed and pressed a call button.

“Oh, Rod!” then she was hugging him. Gently. And kissing his face.

As she kissed him he laughed, and he realized that he was drugged. He was just too happy to be sober—had he been drinking? Or was the taste in his mouth medicine?

A nurse entered the room. She gave a bright smile, “Well, look who decided to rejoin us?”

Rod was giddy, and he thought the world a very good place.

The nurse checked the beeping machines, then placed a hand on his forehead.

“Excellent. Not much of a temperature…let’s take a few readings for the record.”

She popped a thermometer into his mouth, picked up a clipboard and scribbled notes.

“What happened?” asked Rod.

“Keep your mouth closed for a moment, please.”

He did, and Sarah just kept touching him, hugging him, holding his hand, and crying.

Rod tried to remember. Sarah had gone out. He remembered that. Then he had gone out, on his motorcycle. But…what had happened? He didn’t remember anything after leaving his garage on his bike.

Suddenly another woman entered the room. Rod had never seen her before. She was good looking, to say the least. Large boobs, beautiful face with an aquiline nose and red lips. She was holding two cups of coffee and handed one to Sarah.

Sarah sat up and smiled appreciatively at the woman.

“Well, I finally get to meet the big lug.”

She had a smooth sounding voice. Quite melodic.

Sarah said, “Chris, this is Rod. Rod, this is Chris.”

The beautiful woman smiled. “I would have brought you a coffee, but…” she shrugged.

“Who are you?”

“We can talk about that later,” blurted Sarah, and there was something in her words that made Rod wonder.

What the heck was going on? I wake up in a hospital. There’s a mystery woman. What happened?

“You’re looking good, Mr. Patrick,” said the nurse.

“Call him Rod,” advised Sarah.

“I don’t understand. How did I get here?”

“You were in an accident,” smiled the nurse.

“I was? What kind of accident? What happened?”

Chris stood behind Sarah, one hand on her shoulder. A comforting hand.

“And, I don’t mean to be rude, but who are you?”

He was drugged, but he was also waking up, and he wasn’t getting answers. He was happy stupid, but starting to get pushy.

At that moment, saving everybody, the doctor walked in.

“Good morning, Mr. Patrick.”

“Call him Rod,” suggested Sarah.

“Rod,” smiled the doctor.

“Doc, nobody seems to want to tell me what happened! I know I was in an accident, but…can you tell me more?

“I can tell you about your medical condition, and I know a bit about your accident.”

“Finally,” whispered Rod.

“Mr. Patrick, Rod, you were in a. motorcycle accident.”

Rod’s eyes fluttered as he absorbed the information. Ludicrously, he asked, “Is my bike okay?”

“I don’t have any information about that. What apparently happened is that you went into a skid of some sort…”

Images flickered behind Rod’s eyes. He couldn’t isolate any specific image, and he didn’t understand what they meant.

“…your motorcycle struck a curb, with its wheels. I’ve been told that you were going over a 100 MPH.”

Rod’s eyes widened. He was going 100? He never did that! Why would he—“

“The impact with the curb overwhelmed the suspension system. Amazingly, except for some compressed material in your spine, which material has been successfully handled—we’ve had you in traction for two weeks,  and—“

“Wait! I’ve been here for two weeks?”

“Fortunately we received you within a half hour of your accident and the traction has been successful. No lasting damage to your spine, although you will be on pain killers for a while. The most extensive damage was to your testicles. They were crushed beyond repair and we had to remove…”

The doctor’s voice faded and Rod was shaking his head, trying to remember what the doctor had just said.

“Are you okay, Rod?”

“My…my nuts? You said something…”

“Nurse, a sedative, please.”

The nurse slapped a syringe into the doctor’s hands within ten seconds.

Sarah was on her feet, clutching Rod’s hand, The other woman, Chris, was holding Sarah.

Rod was shaking and yelling something. He was drugged to the gills, but he had heard the doctor say something about…about…his balls!

Sarah sobbing, the nurse’s lips compressed. The doctor pushing the needle into his arm. Him yelling something.

Then he went to sleep.

He woke up again. He was happy, but with an edge. He was still drugged, but he remembered the doctor telling him his testicles had been crushed, and…irreparable damage.

That was something that penetrated the happy drugs floating in his veins.

Sarah was sleeping in the chair next to the bed. There was no sign of Chris.

He lay there and watched the gloom of night lift, the resurgence of doctors and nurses in the hospital.

His testicles. Something bad, because he had thrown a fit before finding everything out.

He wanted the doctor to come back and talk some more. In his drug dazed mind he promised not to throw a fit.

“You’re awake?”

Sarah gave a stretch. She had a false smile on her face, and she leaned forward and took his hand once again.

He lay on the bed and stared at her. He had been in an accident. On his bike, apparently.

He whispered, but it didn’t come out and his throat hurt.

Sarah gave him a cup with lots of ice chips in it.

“Easy,” she said, and she helped him hold his head up while he drank.

He lay back, sighed, and in a more normal tone of voice, “What happened to my bike?”

“It’s totaled,” she said.

“Fuck,” he sighed. “I loved that bike.”

“I didn’t.”

He met her eyes and asked the question that terrified him. “What about my balls.”

How Sarah got through the next couple of minutes without breaking down into sobs she never knew. A part of her was shrieking. A part of her was calm and clinical.

“Your bike hit the curb, they think you were doing over a 100, and your body smashed your testicles. They were crushed. No hope of repair. They removed them when you were brought in.”

“They removed my testicles.”

“I had to sign a paper saying it was okay,” She sniffed and gulped, but kept her equilibrium.

“So I have no nuts.”

“Your penis is okay, but…yes. Your testicles have been surgically removed.”

It was like he was staring into a big, black yawning pit. He felt like he was wavering, about to fall into the pit, and it took a moment for him to be able to speak.

“So…what happened? Why was I riding my bike so fast? Where was this?”

Sarah spoke with no emotion, just flat out said it. “Apparently you used some sort of GPS app to track me down. You were following me…”

The way she said it it was more like she felt he was stalking her.

He blinked, and memories tugged at him.

“I followed you?”

“You wanted to see who I was having an affair with.”

Memories flooded in. Not memories of the accident, those were locked away by pain, but remembering the GPS, getting drunk, going to the house and…and…what did he see?

But he didn’t have to wonder. Sarah told him.

“Chris is my lover. You met Chris. I’ve never had a lesbian relationship, and it was…quite heady. I should have handled things better, and now that this has happened…”

“But you said you weren’t seeing anybody?”

“I said I wasn’t cheating on you with a man. Chris isn’t a man.”

“Semantics.” As the thing unfolded in his mind Rod was amazed. He wasn’t hurt, though. He had already been hurt enough that this small pain was negligible.

Rod stayed in the hospital for two more weeks. When he was finally released, free from all but a couple of tabs of Vicodin a day, he felt like an old man.

He used a pair of canes to walk, and had to get used to the feeling of walking without something between his legs, something to keep his legs apart. This required the use of different muscles in his basic walk, and a certain awkwardness that lasted for about a month.

During that time Sarah stayed with him most of the time.

And he met Chris, again..

She was his wife’s lover, and he was quite curious.

Why would a woman make love to another woman? Especially when she had a man?

But, as they talked, and as Sarah entered into the conversations, Rod came to the realization that he hadn’t really been a loving, trusting husband.

He was obsessive about sex. He was constantly grilling Sarah about people, suspecting her of cheating, and, in essence, his accusations of cheating had driven her to cheat.

Weird. Ironic. Understandable.

And it hurt him.

But now that he was deprived of his manhood, and certain impulses, he accepted it all.

He made mental adjustments, and he realized that he wouldn't be making love to his wife again. And that resulted in possibly the oddest conversation of his recovery.

“What do you mean we won’t be making love again?”

Sarah was sitting on the edge of the bed and Chris was watching from the bedside chair.

Rod had delivered the sentence nonchalantly, almost like a humorous afterthought.

“I’m sterile. No nuts. In essence, castrated. Not much future in sex.”

Chris frowned, her mouth twisted to the side a little, and she listened avidly.

“What you received was an orchidectomy. That’s only the testicles. You can still achieve erections.”

“I know. They just won’t be as hard, and they might not last as long.”

“So the only thing lacking is desire,” Sarah accused.

Silence for a moment.

“Do you not desire me now? Now that I…”

“Now that I find you’ve been having sex with a woman?” He lifted his eyebrows and simply gazed at her.

“Yes,” she blurted after a moment. “And…so what.”

“So what?” He frowned.

“So what if I made love to somebody else. I still love you. I’m married to you. Why shouldn’t I want to be intimate with you?”

“Because…” but he trailed off. He didn’t have an answer to her question.

“You know,” commented Chris, “this may indelicate of me, but did you know that when your wife and I made love there was no dick involved?”

Rod said, “Fuck!” and looked away.

But Sarah wasn’t about to let it go. “It’s true. And if Chris and I can do that, then you and I can.”

He returned a level gaze to her.

“So I’m supposed to make love like a lesbian.”

The room grew silent after that, and they were all thinking.

It was Chris who said, “Why not?”

Rod sputtered. Then just looked away.

Sarah reached for his hand, which he had folded across his chest. She held it, wouldn’t let go, and said, “Rod. I love you. We’ll get through this. And if you have to learn to make love in a different way, we can handle that.”

Rod stared at her. He was a mix of emotions, a bundle of raw nerves that tried to worm past the Vicodin in his system.

“Rod, I’m not letting you go.”

Little drops of water formed at the corner of his eyes, and he would have cried, except that Chris said, “Me, neither,” looking at Sarah.

They looked at her. It was silly, ludicrous, stated with humorous intent.

But there was a truth there.


Part Two

But he was home. Home with a loving wife he was trying to understand. Did she really love him? And, what was love? And, how could his wife love him, and Chris, too?

For the first couple of weeks he watched a lot of TV, but that got old real fast.

If they have to tell you where to laugh in sit coms, with that canned laughter, how funny is it?

And, documentaries were cool for a few days, but they weren’t ever going to find anything on Oak Island.

And the news not news, it was simply lies. Pure and simple.

So after a week, chomping at the bit, Rod was out walking. An hour in the morning, an hour in the evening, and another week it was two hours.

After three weeks he bought a bicycle, and, man, did that hurt!

His groin was ruined, and while he was technically good to go, there was still pain.

But, as time went on he roughed it out and began riding the bicycle.

But, as time went on, what he didn’t do was get intimate with Sarah.

Three months passed. He was off Vicodin, he could ride his bike for hours without feeling any groin pain, and he was withdrawn.

Not in an obvious way, just a subtle lack of desire to communicate. Answering communications with a happiness that was blatantly false.

After three months he came home from a long ride. His endurance was good, and his body was getting pretty damned trim.

He walked into the house and Sarah was waiting.

She had a bottle on the table, a glass full of ice, and Pepsi if he wanted to take his bourbon with a little help.

He didn’t want to drink much. He didn’t remember much about the night he drove his bike drunk into a curb, but he did know that whiskey was partly at fault.

Still, when a woman is sitting in a robe with nothing on underneath,  her breasts bulging in the thin satin, her lips painted red, and she offers you a drink, you take it.

Even if you think of yourself as a eunuch.

He sat, and sipped.

“We should talk,” she murmured, reaching across the table and holding his hand.

He placed the glass down, sighed at the remembrance of how much he loved good bourbon, and said, “So talk.”

“Not me.”

He snorted. He sipped. “I’m fine.”

“I’m not.”

“So talk.”

“You are a fake piece of shit. You smile and don’t mean it. You haven’t touched me, haven’t hugged me, haven’t even kissed me.”

He listened.

She waited.

He finally gave a little bit. “You’ve got a lover.”

He felt the pressure of her hands as she squeezed his hand harder. “That’s not enough.”

“So you want your cake and you want to eat it, too.”

His eyes weren’t exactly cold, but he was stuck in a no nonsense mode.

“It’s not me we’re talking about. It’s like you’re sitting there, stuck in a ‘I can’t fuck so I don’t want to think about it’ mode.”

He shrugged. Admitting it, not caring about it.

“It’s us. Not you, not me. I’m willing to try, but you aren’t. All you want to do is escape on your bike.”

“Not fair.”

She was taking deep breaths, and she realized she had gone too far. “Okay. But you still aren’t willing to try.”

“Try what?” A bit of bitterness escaped him. “Try fucking with a dick that won’t squirt? Not much joy in that! Try getting my rocks off? Hard to do when you have no rocks.”

Then she was half on her feet, tears streaming from her eyes, “Shut up! Just fucking shut up!”

He was surprised and sat back.

She stood for a moment, out of control, wanting to say things, but not knowing what. And she finally blurted through her tears, “It’s not about sex! It’s about us! It’s about you and me!”

Then she whirled, sobbing, and ran for the bedroom.

The next five minutes, of Rod sitting at the table, his mouth open and knowing he had screwed up, were a long five minutes.

He had to admit to himself that he was being unfair.

Yes, she had cheated, but she was sticking with him, in spite of the terribly foolish thing that he had done, in spite of the terrible accident he had undergone.

Yes, she was probably still cheating. Chris had been at their house when he had gotten back from bike rides, and he suspected that when Sarah disappeared for a few hours she was at Chris’s house.

But…didn’t she have to?

Didn’t she have sexual needs that definitely weren’t being addressed by him?

And, here it came, was he really so stupid as to drive her away? The one most important and beautiful thing in his life?

After five minutes he stood up. He sucked his bourbon down like a man about to go to the gallows, but there was a curious lightness in his heart as he walked down the hall towards their bedroom.

He stepped into the doorway.

Sarah was laying on the bed, the robe wrapped around her.

She turned away from him.

“You’re right,” he said.

Now she was listening. Every cell of her body was listening.

He walked across the bedroom and took off his clothes.

He was sweaty from the bike ride, but he didn’t think that would matter. But if it did, then he would handle that.

Naked, he had a pecker. It hung down, a long sausage that rarely got hard, and then not for long.

Interestingly, the doctor had told him that he could, possibly, have orgasms.

But he didn’t think much of that prediction.

He sat on the edge of the bed. He reached out and placed a hand on her hip. “I’m sorry.”

She moved. A slight move, like she was going to turn and face him, but was afraid.

He bent over her, kissed her shoulder.

“If you can forgive I’ll try to do better.”

Then she was turned over, in his arms, crying happily.

They held each other, and he became aware that his penis was getting hard.

He looked down and whispered, “One of those rare times.”

She didn’t whisper. She blurted, “Oh, goodie! Fucking goodie!”

She grabbed him, and he marveled at the sensations that he had been denying himself.

It felt good. It felt wonderful. It felt…stiffer.

Then she was sitting on his lap, on him, and he was inside her.

He gasped as the pleasure ran through him.

Then she was kissing his mouth, riding him, holding him like a sailor holds a life preserver.

And Chris walked in.

“Oh, shit, I’m sorry,” she murmured at their shocked expressions. She turned and walked out.

Sarah giggled.

Rod was embarrassed, but Sarah was infections, and he giggled.

“Do you want to finish?” she asked.

“”Finish what?” he stated wryly. “I’m good whenever. It’s not like I’m going to cum and suddenly be unable.” He was tempted to say, ‘I’m unable all the time,’ but he didn’t, as he had just proved that a lie.’

She lifted herself off him. “Let’s save this.”

“Anticipation is worse than death itself,” he quoted from a Steven Seagal movie.

She laughed, pulled her robe tight, and headed out to the living room.

Rod followed her but stopped at the entrance to the living room and listened.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t know…”

“That’s all right. We just…” hesitation, “what brings you over?”

“I just haven’t seen you for a week and I wanted to make sure everything was all right. From the looks of it…everything is right.”

Rod considered that statement. It wasn’t mean or vindictive. It didn’t sound like jealousy. It sounded like somebody who cared.

But she was caring for his wife.

“I’ve just been busy. Really. I meant to call you later, but…we got busy.”

Light laughter. “You certainly did. How’s he doing?”

“I think he’s coming around. He’s trying, and that’s the important thing. He’s the kind of guy who, if he tries, he succeeds.”

“Well, that’s great.”

“Yes?”

“What?”

“You look like you were about to say something.”

“Oh, I…nothing.”

“Come on, girl. Spill the beans.”

“Well, I didn’t have any…does he…does he and you, you know, doing it…does that change what’s between us?”

A pause, and a sound, and Rod realized it was a kiss.

“Well, I guess that answers that.”

“But, listen, I love you, but I loved my husband first.”

“It’s not pity love?”

“That’s a mean thing to say.”

“I knew it as soon as I said it, and I take it back.”

Silence. Then a sigh. “It’s okay. This situation, it makes us think things, and in ways, that we never could have imagined.”

“Thanks.”

And Rod stepped into the room.

The girls froze. From an expectation of privacy they had the sudden realization that Rod had been listening to them.

“Hi, uh, Rod,” whispered Chris.

“Hi.” He stood there, not grinning, but holding a grin inside. Standing full frontal, with no clothes.

She couldn’t help it. Chris looked down at his manhood, and lack of manhood.

“Rod…” Sarah started.

“It’s okay. We need to talk, anyway.”

That made Sarah open and shut her mouth.

Rod chuckled, be it a bit ruefully. To Chris: “What do you think?”

She looked up at him. “I can’t imagine.”

“Want to see it up close?”

Chris looked at Sarah.

Rod said, “It’s okay. Sarah has seen it up close, and it’s not like it’s going to spit at you or anything.”

“Well, uh…”

Rod stepped closer. “Look. Touch, if you feel like. It won’t hurt, and it actually feels good. I have full sensation, and I enjoy it, as I so recently discovered.”

Sarah blushed and looked down.

Chris reached out a hand. She was afraid. Curiosity did kill cats, after all. She touched underneath first. “I can feel the…the stitches.”

“Yeah, they’re out now, but it’s like a little zipper down there. A zipper for a carrying case that’s not carrying.”

Then she felt his shaft. “You’re hard.”

“Not as hard, but, yeah. Hard enough.”

She looked up at him, caught in the moment. “What’s it like? Screwing?”

The sensations are the same. It’s enjoyable. It’s an itch that loves to be scratched, that wants to be scratched, but therein lies a bit of frustration.”

“Physical…like…yearning?”

“More like a mental yearning. I want, but can’t have, and I suspect that will be with me the rest of my life. A testament to how foolhardy a man can be.”

“My God,” she whispered, then she looked up into his eyes. She let go of his penis, and he sighed. She realized that it really had felt good, but she couldn’t imagine the subtle depths of frustration that he must be experiencing.

“Anyway, I heard you girls talking, and I figured that maybe it’s time we cleared the air.”

He pulled a chair around and sat and faced the girls on the couch.

Now they were suddenly nervous.

They had been cheating, well, Sarah had been cheating. Chris hadn’t cheated, but she had contributed to the cheating.

Now they were confronted, and they felt guilt.

“So,” Rod said, sitting back, his cock still hard and poking up. “What do you want to talk about?”

The girls looked at each other.

Chris: “We don’t know.”

“Come on. What’s the elephant in the room?”

“Uh, me and Chris?”

“Bingo. You and Chris. Carrying on behind my back. Lying with semantics. Having a gay old time while I wasted away in a hospital room.”

His presentation was straight forward and both girls sat up straighter.

“Wait a minute! We didn’t ‘have a gay old time!’ Sarah was sick with worry, and even though I didn’t know you…I…I. cared.”

Rod nodded, and studied them.

“Look, Rod. I know what I did is wrong. But…”

“Is it?”

Both girls blinked.

“Before today I would have said you’re right. Totally wrong. Evil. Bad people. But now is today,” he shrugged.

“Now is when I face what a turd I’ve been. You, Sarah, wouldn’t have run off to a lover if I had been a better lover. To tell the truth, I don’t know what makes a better lover. More sex? Long talks? Watching stupid soap operas. I don’t know. But I do know that if I had been more caring, if I had seen to your needs, maybe this whole thing wouldn’t have happened.”

The girls were glancing at each other now, not sure what was happening.

“The unfortunate truth is that if it is sex…then I’ve come to the game a half pound short and a little late.”

“What are you saying?” asked Chris.

“Sarah, you say you love me. We’ll have time for us to know that…or we split. Chris, you say you care, and here is the rub. I want to get involved in Sarah’s life more, make up for what I’ve done. That means I have to get to know you.”

At their puzzled expressions he added, “What? You thought I was going to run a tantrum? Demand that you never see each other again? A little late for that. And considering my situation, I think I’d like your situation to continue.”

Sarah gasped.

“Just because I can’t play the man and give you sexual satisfaction doesn’t mean that you shouldn’t get satisfaction. I’m a little leery of going out and finding somebody else. And you two have already proved a certain compatibility. Now the only thing to find out is if Chris and I can be compatible.”

Rod was done. He had spoken his piece, and now he waited for reactions. The reactions weren’t slow in coming.

“You mean you want Sarah and I to continue meeting?”

“Hell, you make that sound like you have to hide. Tell me when you want the bedroom. I’ll sleep in the guest room.”

“You mean…spend the night?”

“Well, you don’t want me sneaking around and spying on you now, do you?” He spoke wryly.

“But…we…”

Rod held up his hand.

“Sarah, I love you. I’m sure we’ll continue to find out whether sex is possible.”

“Chris, I don’t know you, and I should if you’re going to be involved in my wife’s life, but I guess we’ll figure that out as we go along.” He shrugged.

Slowly, as if afraid Rod would get mad, the girls hugged.

Chris was not afraid to come to the house now, and Sarah was giddy with relief.

Once or twice a week Chris would show up, and they would adjourn to the bedroom.

Rod would go to the guest room for a while, then he would sneak out and sit in the hall and listen.

He heard the bed springs, the moans, the instructions to ‘touch me there…’ and the announcement, ‘I’m going to cum!’

He listened, and when the springs stopped bouncing and the girls were done he went back to his room and thought.

The sounds of his wife having sex with another person made him horny, but it was a reduced, ethereal horniness, one with no solution.

But, in spite of frustration, it made him happy.

He couldn’t make his wife moan like that, well, he could, but he didn’t have much desire. He just had duty and a deep, vague want.

On the weekend he would take Sarah out and they would act normal, then they would come home and he would try to please her.

It was a strange thing, sex without balls, and it was sometimes successful, and sometimes not.

One evening they lay in bed. Hot, sweaty. She had squirted, after much effort, and he had not. Whatever the doctor had meant about being able to have an orgasm without balls, it had not come to pass.

“This must be so frustrating for you,” she said, cuddling with him, her hand holding his half hard dingus.

“I suppose.”

“What does that mean?”

“I don’t know. I think I mean that I probably deserve what happened to me, in some way.

“No, you don’t.” She sat up and glared at him.

“I don’t? I didn’t trust you.”

“I wasn’t trustworthy.”

“I sneaked after you like a horny high school kid.”

“I wasn’t giving you enough sex. I was withholding, and being a bully, and…what’s so funny.”

Rod was suddenly smiling. “I remember that last day, before…and you threatened to put me in chastity.”

“Oh, well…” She wasn’t sure what to say. She was often unsure. She didn’t want to hurt Rod, and she never knew when he might get hurt. Although, the truth, he seemed to be very patient and immune to insults  now.

“Seems like I put myself in permanent chastity.”

It was funny to Rod, but not to Sarah, and she lay back down and played with him some more. Then she sat up again.

“I want you to screw Chris.”

“What? I mean…but…I don’t know. I rarely see her, and then you two are, uh, busy.”

“We’ve been talking about it. She’s willing. She’s not a hard core lesbian, her husband died and she was lonely, and that’s how we…but I want you to take her out, and broach the subject of sex.”

Rod considered his wife.

He had thought about Chris over the months, and she was a very beautiful woman. But…to make love to her?

The man he used to be, filled with testosterone, wouldn’t have hesitated. Hell, he would have sneaked off.

Maybe.

But now he was different. Now he was thinking of other people and not just himself.

“And she really wouldn’t mind a strange man filling her hole?” He described the act crudely, with a weisenheimer attitude, but he was really having fun.

“I think so. My fingers aren’t enough to really…you know?”

He pursed his lips and thought about it.

“And I think she really would like some dick. It’s been years for her. I’m sure there is a degree of frustration under the surface.”

He chuckled. “Two frustrated people take out their frustrations on each other. Sounds like a marriage all right.”

“Don’t be dumb,” but she was smiling, and she hit him with a pillow.

“Okay, I’ll tell you what. I’ll take her out, just her and me, and we’ll talk about it, and…and we’ll see, but I’m not promising anything.”

“What a weird conversation,” Sarah snorted. “My husband is not promising to not screw another woman.”

“Did I say that? huh! I guess I did.”

“I just noticed that your 90% boner is back. Would you mind pleasing me again?”

“I would mind not pleasing you.”

With that he pushed her back, spread her legs, and moved in. As he entered her she gasped, and whispered, “You know, the doctor said you wouldn't be as hard, and you might not last long, but he was wrong.”

“Oh?” he grunted as he humped.

“Unh…yeah. You’re not as hard, but that makes me work harder, and since you don’t squirt you do last longer. I think I like you this way.”

He paused, scrutinized her face, then smiled, “I should have cut my nuts off long ago.”

But that was over the line, and Sarah started crying.

“It’s okay,” he whispered, continuing his gentle in and out motions, trying to take her mind off his bad joke. “I’m sorry. That was stupid. Come on, now.”

And, she did get over it, and…it was better.

For her.

And for him, in a way it was better, too.

After all, he had wanted to be chastised before, and now he was, and while it wasn’t what he expected, he did enjoy the mental edge all that unrelieved horniness gave him.

But a squirt sure would have been nice.

Chris and Rod went to Charley Coyote’s on a Tuesday night. That was the least busy night of the week, which wasn’t saying much, but it was an ounce quieter, and they were able to sit and talk.

And they drank.

Oddly, it was Chris who was the most nervous. She mentioned this after her third Margarita.

“How come you’re not nervous?”

He chuckled. “I never thought I would say something like this, but without my big sexual drive…”

“Well, I hope this doesn’t upset you, but i like a man this way.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. Men tend to be pushy, driven to get their rocks off.”

“No worry about that with me.”

“I know, and it makes you more pleasant to be with. You aren’t leering, delivering stupid sexual innuendos. You’re just…nice.”

“I bet you say that to all the eunuchs.”

She blinked, started to say something, but when Rod simply cut a small bite of his steak she said, “You’re joking.”

“Gotcha,” he said.

“You fuck!” She snorted.

“Sometimes. But never to a conclusion.”

She sat there, staring at him. “Rod, there might be a way.”

“To where? San Francisco?”

“Stop kidding. To have an orgasm. I’ve been reading, and there might be a way.”

He placed his glass down and regarded her intently. “If this is a joke it’s in very bad taste.”

“No joke.”

He waited, then asked. “Okay. What is it?”

“I’ll tell you later.” Her face smoothed out. “After you fuck me.”

“Aha! Is this one of those sexual innuendos you accuse men of?”

“Sort of. But it’s more like blackmail.”

“Blackmail?”

“Yep. ‘Cause I’m not kidding, and you want to know, and there is no way you’re going to say no to sex with me now.”

He sat, confounded, yet relieved in a way. “Is this where I ask for a check?”

She smiled. “Yep.”

They went to her house, and while Rod wasn’t nervous, he felt a little detached. Out of it. He wasn’t against the idea of making love to Chris, but…what was her big plan?

The idea of finally having an orgasm, of getting a little relief to that subtle frustration that was with him always, was just too much.,

No way he could say no.

She started taking her clothes off as soon as they entered the front door. She closed the drapes as she lost her underwear.

Rod followed slowly. He wasn’t driven, and he realized what an oddity that was; to be less sexually motivated than a woman.

He took off his clothes and draped them over the couch.

She knelt in front of him and made sure he was nice and stiff, then she took him in hand and led him down the hall to her bedroom.

Rod had not been with a woman other than his wife since college. Before then he was just a high school boy, out for a fuck and knowing nothing.

Now he was with a woman who loved sex, but had had no man to sate her appetites for years. It was an education, and he realized that there things he could be doing to his wife that he had never thought of.

Exciting things.

Things to make her happy and quite satisfied.

Happy and satisfied the way Chris was when they were done.

“Oh, God!” she sighed, laying back. “That was…like I remember it.”

“Yeah, me too.”

She laughed at his wry wit, then she said, “And I don’t even have to sleep in a wet spot.”

“Oh, funny.”

They lay there, breathing softly, realizing that things would be different from now on.

“So what’s this big plan you’ve got.”

Chria smiled and spoke, and when she was done Rod was blinking furiously.

Could it work? Could it?

“Have you talked to Sarah about this?”

“Yep.”

“And she agrees?”

“Yep.”

“Well, Mickey Mouse on crutches.”

And the idea, her idea, was so intriguing that he insisted on pleasing her again.

The following week Rod set aside Saturday for the big experiment. Interestingly, he didn’t have much to do.

His part in the great adventure was to lay around all day and anticipate, then get rid of his hair.

He wasn’t the hairy sort, anyway, so about three in the afternoon he smeared Nair all over himself, even got the hard to reach places, and waited for the burn. Twenty minutes later he stepped out of the shower, dripping and body bald.

It felt weird, and he ran his hands over his frame.

Smooth. No little hairs. One would think he would feel more with hairs on his body, little antenna, you know. But his skin felt more sensitive.

Chris and Sarah came home about four, and they were pleased to find him sitting on the sofa, a drink in his hand, watching a football game.

They placed big shopping bags on the dining room floor and set up a station on the dining room table.

“Come on, handsome. Turn off the TV and get your sexy butt over here.”

Rod clicked the remote, put it down and sauntered into the living room.

The girls had him sit down, and they began painting his toenails.

“You know,” mused Chris, “we could probably do this with you as a man, but, I admit, it’s Sarah’s fault.”

“My fault?”

“Sure. I was an innocent heterosexual girl until you got your wicked hands on me.”

“What?” screeched Sarah, then they were all laughing.

They went to his hands and prepped his nails and fitted him with long, red fakes.

Rod held his paws up and marveled. “Wow!”

“Double wow. Looking good. Anyway, to finish what I was saying, before I was so rudely interrupted…I want you as a woman.”

“I can understand that. Not.” Quipped Rod.

“She wants a woman with a dick,” blurted Sarah.

“True,” smiled Chris. “The best of both worlds.”

They had him try on lingerie when they were done with his hands. It was awkward for him, he couldn’t even button a button, or fasten a fastener, but it was great fun for them.

“Can’t even dress yourself,” sniffed Chris.

“What a sissy,” chuckled Sarah.

They stood back and inspected him, and Sarah said, “You know, he’s going to make a great woman. Biking has slenderized his body, but he needs boobs.”

“It’s true. We need to get him some implants.”

“I’m not going to get boobs!” snorted Rod.

“We’ll see,” and Sarah grinned at Chris, who grinned back.

When they were done he was clad in panties, a training bra, nylons, and they even tried some high heels on him.

“Good Lord,” he murmured, catching sight of himself in the big picture window.

He was looking very feminine, and they hadn’t even started on his face.

So they started on his face. Sarah work on his eyes and Chris cleansed his pores, put on the primer and lipstick, and his transformation was coming around.

“I knew there was a reason you didn’t cut your hair,” said Sarah as she brushed out his locks.

“Oh?”

“You’re a sissy at heart.”

He looked up, and the girls both laughed, so he grinned.

“You know, it is weird.”

“What?”

“I don’t have my nuts, and I suppose that’s changed the testosterone and estrogen balance in my body. I probably have more girl chemicals in me, and…”

“And what?”

“And I sort of like it.”

“Well, listen to that! The man who can be a man, or a woman.”

“Or halfway in between.”

They were done with him now, and he stood up and looked at his reflection.

They were right. He did need boobs. But he still looked like a woman. A flat one, but…yes, implants. Big ones.

But outside of that one lack, he was a woman. No question about it. His eyes were dusky caves from within which glittered his sexy eyes. His hair was curled under in a bob. It was layered and shaped and…it looked good.

His body was totally female, but he sure wanted tits.

And, standing there, inspecting himself, he saw himself as the girls did.

He wasn’t a man. Not in body, and now not in clothes.

Or, truth, in attitude.

He was lacking testosterone. A lot of it. And the estrogen was there.

“I’ve got a boner bump,” he observed.

“You won’t when we’re done with you,” and the girls took his arms and walked him back into the bedroom.

Rod lay on the bed. On his belly. A pillow under his hips to raise his butt up.

The girls giggled and compared strap ons.

“Mine’s bigger!” said Sarah.

“It’s not what you got, but how you use it.”

“Says the girl with the little ding-a-ling.”

“At least I won’t be stepping on mine.”

“You wish.”

Rod watched the girls by bending his head and looking through his armpit. They were standing like a couple of studs, comparing their dinguses. He cleared his throat.

“Oh, sorry, bitch. Are you ready?”

“Hey! I never talked that way to you!”

“Bet you wished you had now.”

“Just wait until the shoes on the other foot. I’ll show you some trash talk.”

“Says the girly boy with his butt in the air.”

They were all chuckling, and that was good.

“Okay, flips for who’s first.”

Chris won the flip and she stepped up to the side of the bed. She climbed on and knelt between Rod’s legs.

“All right, honey, are you ready to see what’s so great about being a woman?”

“Only if you stop talking.”

She laughed and took a jar of lube from Sarah. She began reaming his hole with a finger, spreading lots of lube over him and into him.

He liked it. It felt good, and he started moving his rump around.

“All right!” And Chris leaned into him, onto him, and filled him with her plastic pecker.


Epilogue

Two months later Rod stared at himself in the mirror.

The implants were perfect, and he loved wearing a real bra, and not that training thing.

His shape had really filled out, and now he was always dressed like a woman.

He wore lingerie and dresses and went shopping with Chris and Sarah.

And he was happy.

Sure. Sometimes he thought about what it had been like to have a pair of balls. But when he had had them he had sure wasted a lot of seed. A typical man, he had squirted whenever and wherever he could.

Now his orgasms were scheduled. Once a month the girls would take him in the back bedroom and do him.

And they didn’t have to dress him up now, he took care of that himself.

Suddenly the door opened and Chris and Sarah entered.

“Thank God!” Rod remarked. “It’s my time of month.”

“It sure is, honey,” and they took turns kissing him, and eventually led him down the hall to the bedroom.

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


When Johnny Got Boobs!

Never insult your wife!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Ooh la la, lucky Johnny.

Except you might not think him so lucky when you read what happens after he gets boobs.

This story is a little outside the box for me, but that’s okay.

Make a comment at: https://gropperpress.wordpress.com

Let me know what you think. If you think I should go outside the box like this more often, let me know, and if you think I went too far, let me know that too.

And, as always…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“You need bigger boobs.”

Jen turned and stared at her husband. She was a good looking woman. Real good looking.

Her eyes were a pale blue, her nose a short, straight line ending over plump lips.

Her blonde hair was down to her shoulders and brushed out surfer style.

And she was pissed. Johnny had been a little too critical lately.

“What the hell does that mean?” she snapped.

John sighed. “I knew it. You’re mad.”

“How am I supposed to feel after a comment like that?”

“You’re supposed to be glad that I care about your appearance.”

They were in the kitchen. Jen had just made a batch of cookies and John was filching them.

“It’a not my appearance, you fuck hound,” she spat at him. “It’s your horn dog testicles that give a shit.”

“Ah.” He waved a hand in disgust, grabbed a handful of cookies and headed for the door.

“Hold on a minute!” She grabbed his arm and spun him around.

They were built similarly. They were five foot six, he was 20 pounds heavier than her 120, and she was stronger than him.

She did pilates and crossfit and spend time on the free weights when she wasn’t doing the pilates or crossfit.

“Hey?” He dislodged her fingers, he could do that, but she slapped the cookies out of his hand.

“Hey!” He stared at the broken cookies on the floor. “What the hell did you do that for?”

“Because you’re an idiot. A mean idiot! And I’m tired of—“

“Knock knock?”

Sally, their next door neighbor poked her head through the garage door.

“Hey, Sally, you’re just in time. Have a cookie.” Jen held the plate to her friend and turned her back on John.

“I didn’t interrupt anything, did I?” She took a cookie. “Mmm. Chocolate chip.”

“You interrupted stupidity and moronic behavior from this retard that—“

“Look who’s talking!” John was getting steamed. His cookies were on the floor and his wife was giving away the rest of them. “Let’s put it up to Sally.”

Sally was a good looking woman, brown hair turned blonde, dark eyes, and a full chest. A chest that John had occasionally looked at. And lusted after.

She munched on a cookie and mumbled, “I plead innocent. I didn’t do it.”

“Ignore the dolt, girl. His brain is about as big as his dick right about now.”

Sally spit out a bit off cookie and giggled. “What the hell did I walk in on?”

“I said Jen needed some breast implants. She takes it like an insult. There’s nothing wrong with offering some constructive criticism.”

Sally gulped and stared at John. “You what?”

“I said my wife should get bigger boobs. It’s obvious that she’s not the biggest woman in the world, and I think it would do her a world of good.”

Sally looked at Jen, and she could see her friend was close to crying. She looked at the idiot and sighed.

Truth, John was a knucklehead, and he was always saying things that weren’t appropriate, and in this case, downright mean.

It wasn’t that he was a bad person, he just didn’t think.

Sally linked her arm through Jen’s and commanded John, “John. Get down the bourbon. It’s time to have a little talk.”

Jen looked at her friend, stifling a sniff.

“It’s okay, girlfriend. I’ve got you on this. Just be patient. Okay?”

Jen did give a sniff then, but she also relaxed,

“Bourbon? In the middle of the day?”

“Get it down now or I’ll kick you in those things you call nuts.”

John blinked. Sally’s voice was several degrees colder than ice, and she did not have the most friendly look on her face.

He shrugged. Better to give in than to argue with the bitches.

Sally patted Jen’s arm, hugged her, and walked her out to the patio. She sat her down and whispered. “You’re right, he’s a lunkhead, and I’ll handle this for you. Just control yourself and be patient. Okay?”

Sally was so confident that Jen gave a nod.

A minute later John walked out of the house and handed out the drinks. Three bourbon and Cokes.

“Okay, you girls—“

“Sit down, John.”

John looked at Sally. “I’ve got some work and—“

“You started this, and if you don’t sit down right now…” her threat was heavy in the air, and John gave an exaggerated sigh and plopped down on one of the lounge chairs.

Sally held her glass and sat down on the side of the lounge chair next to Jen.

“Okay. What?” stated John, a bit surly.

Sally sipped, lowered the glass, and smiled. “John. How would you feel if I told you that your dick was too short?”

His facial muscles twitched, but he recovered quickly.

“Since you’d be wrong, I wouldn’t care.”

“Okay. Fair enough. I think I’ll post it on Facebutt. Maybe spread it around at one of the women’s clubs.”

“Hey!”

“I mean, if it’s not true it wouldn’t bother you, right?”

He was caught, and he knew it. “Okay, so I wouldn’t like it.”

“Isn’t that the same as telling your wife that she’s flatty Patty?”

“No!” He frowned. “Nobody can see my dick. It’s not part of my every day appearance. Breasts on a woman are. If I can help my wife improve her appearance then I should.”

It was Sally’s turn to blink. She couldn’t believe that he was holding on to his stupidity.

“Okay, John. Let’s do this the hard way.”

“The hard way?” The way he pronounced ‘hard’ showed that he had picked up on an innuendo.

“Go get me a deck of cards.”

His eyebrows lowering in thought, he sucked down half a glass of the good stuff, then he stood up and went into the house.

“What are you doing?” asked Jen.

“Teaching him a lesson. When I win, if you don’t like the bet you can cancel it. Just tell me that the bet is not all right with you and it’s a no go.”

“A bet?”

John walked out with a deck of cards. He was shuffling and grinning. He thought of himself as a good card player. He played Texas Hold ‘em on a regular basis, and he usually ended up a few bucks ahead.

He handed the deck to Sally.

“Pull that table over here and have a seat.”

The iron and glass table screeched on the patio, then John was perched on the lounge opposite Sally.

Sally shuffled. She handed the cards okay. A little awkward, but…but she was a woman, after all. She wasn’t expected to know her way around a card table.

“Okay, John. We’re going to cut cards.”

“What are the stakes?” He sounded so confident.

“Boobs.”

He controlled himself, but the muscles around his eyes provided the tell. Sally knew she had gotten to him.

She kept shuffling. “I’m going to let you take the first card, I’ll take the second cut. If my card is higher then Jen will get a boob job.”

Sally heard Jen give a little gasp.

“But if your card is higher…I’ll give you a blow job.”

John couldn’t control himself this time. His mouth opened a little, then snapped shut.

“I’ve had enough.” He stood up.

“I thought so,” murmured Sally.

“You thought what?” John blurted, his face turning a little red.

“I thought you might be a mealy mouthed four flusher. A guy who is all talk. You want to put it out, but you can’t take it.”

It was too much. The concerted way Sally spoke, the directed insults, no man could take that.

John sat down. He wasn’t there, yet, but she had stopped him from leaving the game. “I don’t want to ruin our friendship.”

“It has nothing to do with friendship. It’s a straight bet. If you win I’ll suck and I’ll swallow and I’ll smile at you and think nothing of it tomorrow.”

Jen was touching Sally on the back, trying to get her attention, but Sally just put her hand behind herself and waved her friend off.

“Yeah, well, I don’t think—“

“You can fuck me.”

John’s mouth opened, and this time it didn’t close.

“It’s okay with Jen.” She turned and winked at Jen. “Right, Jen?”

Jen had a hard time speaking, but in the end she trusted her friend. She didn’t know what was going on, but…she trusted her friend.

“I, uh…yeah. It’s okay.”

“Wait a minute! Let me get this straight. If I have the higher card then you’re fine with me screwing Sally.”

Jen nodded. Her insides were all messed up, but…she hoped Sally had a plan for this that excluded her fucking John.

John’s mouth slowly closed. To his credit, he shook his head in the negative.

Sally had only started, however. The fact was that when she was at graduate school she had earned her way by dealing cards at a casino. When they found out she was under 21 they had fired her, and she had turned to playing poker for her money.

Not only did she know every trick in the card book, she knew how to pull a guy into betting more than he had.

“Okay,” she smiled. “You can screw me in the ass.”

That was one of John’s dreams. He fantasized about anal sex. He had even broached the subject, but Jen wasn’t interested.

But…?

“Jen won’t care, it’s not like you’d be screwing my pussy, and…come on, John. Don’t be a chicken.”

She was on the edge now. She was a little worried that she had pushed him too hard too fast.

But John worked his jaw, his mind was cogitating a million miles an hour, and shook his head.

Okay, she thought. Here we go.

“All right, if you’re such a big chicken shit, then…if you get the high card Jen gets the biggest size breast implants you can find. But if I get the high card…you get them.”

His mouth opened, his eyes widened, and then it was too much. He laughed.

She smiled inside. She had handled him just right.

“You’re saying that I’d have to get a boob job?”

“Yep. And all that other stuff still applies. You get to stick your little weenie into my orifices. All of them. And squirt.”

John opened his mouth, and closed it, and opened it.

Sally turned to Jen, she mouthed ‘Pul-ease!’ “Tell him it’s okay.”

Jen nodded and went along with it. The fact is, she had been pulled along by the audacity and the ludicrousness of it. She was holding in a smile, and she wanted to see what was going to happen. “It’s okay.”

“It’s okay that I screw Sally front and back, and she gives me a blow job?”

She nodded.

“Well, I never…I think…I…”

Sally knew she didn’t quite have him. He was teetering on the edge. He needed just one, little push.

“John. You haven't agreed, but I’m going to give you a cut. You can estimate the odds before I even take a card.”

She placed the deck on the table and stared at him.

“So, it’s no bet, but I can see what kind of card I have to work with.”

“That’s right.”

It was quiet on the patio. The glasses were empty. Somewhere a child was playing a tuba and nobody cared.

It was all in the cards. All John cared about was in the cards.

He moved his hand out slowly, watching Sally, waiting for her to take it back.

She said nothing.

He cut the cards and held up a four.

Sally sighed. “Oh, crap. What are the odds? There’s eight cards, no, nine cards to four. Three if we tie. What’s that? Thirty per cent? If I pull a four we tie and draw again, or…no. I’ll give that to you. If I draw the same card, a four, you win.”

“I win.” His voice had actually gone hoarse, and now he was sweaty with that look that addicted gamblers get. His eyes were glittering, but the intelligence had left them.

“That’s ten to two. That’s pretty good odds. Maybe I shouldn’t give them to you. Maybe—“

“Okay.” His voice squeezed out the affirmative like a constipated mule farts.

Bingo. He had taken the bait.

Sally sighed. “Oh, my gosh. I’ve really let myself in for it. Haven’t I?

John rubbed his hands together gleefully.

“Go get your cell phone.”

John frowned, but nothing could stop that fever in him. He stood up and got his phone. He handed it to Sally.

“Sit down.”

He did.

She put it on record and aimed it at him.

“I just made a bet with John. The cards are on the table and John has a four. If I get a higher card his wife will get a boob job, the biggest boobs there are. John will also get to have sex with me, and my ass, and my mouth. However, if I get a lower card, a two or a three, then John will get a boob job. The biggest boobs we can put on him. Have I stated this right, John?”

John nodded.

“Say so.”

“That’s the way it is.” His grin was sickly, but he was so excited he had a bulge in his pants.

“And if John welches on his bet then he will sign his new car over to me.”

John had just bought a Maserati. He loved it. He polished it more than the knob on his penis.

But the Maserati wasn’t in the initial bet. And he wouldn't have bet if it had been.

He opened his mouth to object, to stop it, to take it back, but it was too late.

Sally turned the card over.

For John time seemed to stand still.

There was a holiday somewhere, in some part of the world. Celebrating a dictator’s birthday, or something, but there was no holiday in John’s mind.

He stared at the card.

Two of Hearts.

“You…but…I…”

Like the addicted personality that stares at the cards, thinks he’s got a sure winner, everything came crashing down.

“Two,” he mouthed. “Two.”

“Of hearts.”

Sally picked up the cards, shuffled them, this time expertly, and John raised his eyes and followed the cards. Wishing to take them back. Wishing to cancel the bet.

But it was too late.

“Two,” now it was like a sob.

“Well, John,” Sally stood up, we’ll order you a pair of boobs in the next couple of days. A friend of mine is a doctor and I know she’ll be glad to outfit you. I suggest you go out and buy a couple of bras. Make them big, because…well…” she smiled.

Then she turned on her heel, patted Jen on the shoulder, winked at her and sauntered out.

She knew John would rise in blood pressure and blow up, and she didn’t want him to have a target.

Maybe he could bully Jen into getting her to cancel the bet. But she thought not. She had seen how crushed Jen had been, and when people rise up they tend to rise all the way.

As she crossed to her house she siled. Everything was working out better than she planned.m

John took a step after Sally, then stopped. He looked at his wife, who just watched him. He started to say something, then stopped, then blurted, “That’s a good joke, but she doesn’t really expect me to…to…”

“I think she does.”

“No…no…” he tried to laugh it off.

Jen said nothing.

“Well, you saw it? There has to be something crooked about all that!”

“I didn’t hear you say that when you came home last week with a couple of hundred bucks. Your friends didn’t complain when the cards fell your way.”

“Yeah, but that was money!”

“A bet is a bet. Money or…boobs.”

“But you can’t honestly expect me to get breast implants! I’m a guy! How would I face people? I wouldn’t even be able to walk around! Everybody would point at me and laugh!”

Then John made a mistake. “I want you to call Sally up and tell her the bet is off.”

It wasn’t the fact that he said it, it was the fact that he said it like a bully. He was the authority, he was commanding, and he expected her to do what he said.

That pushed Jen over the edge.

He had insulted her, bullied her, and…and she had had enough.

She stood up, picked up the empty glasses and looked him straight in the eye. “I’m going to do the dishes. I suggest you go out and find a bra.”

She turned and walked away from him.

That wasn’t the end of it, of course. He badgered Jen all night. He wheedled and cajoled, bullied and nagged, but the more he pushed, the more she resisted. By the end of the night he was at wit’s end, and had the terrifying feeling that he was going to have to deliver on the bet.

He was going to have to get boobs.

The next morning, John having left the house grumbling and mumbling and totally out of sorts, Sally popped over.

“How’d it go last night?” she asked with a cheeky grin.

“Oh, it was terrible,” Jen laughed. “He begged on his knees. He offered to buy me a cruise and diamonds and to do the lawn without complaint forever.”

“So,” Sally focused on her friend. “What do you want to do?”

“About him getting boobs?”

Sally nodded.

“Get him boobs.”

The girls looked at each other levelly.

“No reservations. No back off.”

“Sally, if you heard some of the things he said last night, you’d make him get boobs on his butt.”

They laughed at the thought.

“But I think this will be good for him. Give him a bit of humility. Bring him down to a level of real humanity.”

“Okay. I’ll call my doctor friend, and I’ve been researching boobs. Did you know that a D cup weight 750 grams?”

“Really?”

“But there is something out there called a Chyna 2000. 2000 grams. Can you imagine? Almost three times the size of a normal tit.”

“Oh, my God! Will they fit on John?”

“I think so. I know he isn’t a big guy, but male chests are a bit wider than female chests, and…I think it’ll work.

“Oh, my God!”

Jen’s eyes took on a far away look. She was thinking, imagining her husband with a mammoth pair of knockers on his chest.

Then they looked at each other and started laughing, and they couldn’t stop.

John was fit to be tied. He had a golf appointment, but he was too frazzled to swing the clubs right.

He hacked, and sliced and sent that ball everywhere but towards the green.

His friend, Josh, had kidded him at first, but now he just kept his peace.

Finally, after nine holes of misery, he pointed towards the club house.

“I think we need some medicine.”

John nodded, and Josh led him away from the others in their group and they went into the little bar attached to the club house.

It was cool in there. The floor was just artificial turf, and the walls were ugly paneling. there were lots of trophies, a couple of big screens, and beer.

“Two beers,” said Josh to the barman.

“Two whiskeys,” corrected John.

Josh accepted the order change, and they took a table in a corner. They looked out the window and watched four ladies swing clubs like they knew how.

“All right, amigo,” Josh said when John had gulped half a whiskey, “Time to spill the beans. I’ve never see you so out of sorts. Tell me what’s going on.”

John finished his whiskey while Josh waited patiently.

He raised his hand and the barman brought two more drinks.

Half way through his second drink John sighed, deflated like a beach ball shot with a forty-five. He explained about the bet, losing, and what he was expected to do.

“Good Lord,” murmured Josh, and he was having a hard time not laughing.

John didn’t feel like laughter, and he cried, “What will I do?”

Keeping his cool, Josh nodded and said, “Sounds like you’re going to have to go through with it.”

“Getting boobs on my chest? What the fuck! How will I live? I won’t be able to look anybody in the face! My life will be ruined. Everybody in town…” he went on describing how terrible his life was going to be. And drinking. And Josh raised his hand for two more drinks. They weren’t for him, they were both for John.

An hour later John was feeling pretty good. He had dumped on his friend for that whole hour, and Josh had listened, commiserated, and practiced self-control.

Finally, it was his turn to speak. “Well, you know what I think?”

“Wha?” asked John blearily.

“Two things. First, you got caught. You’re going to have to go through with it, and the best thing would be for you to get out in front of it. We can talk to some of the guys, I’ll help, and we can explain everything. Sure, they’ll laugh, but, in the end, they’ll be okay. Heck, we’ve all done things that were…” Josh stopped. he was going to say stupid, but he didn’t need to.

“Stupid?”

“Well, yeah. Less than well thought out.”

“Ha. Less than well thought out. Good one.”

“And the second thing.”

“Wha?” John was having trouble focusing his eyes.

“I need your keys.”

John snorted. He was on the edge of too far gone, and he knew it. He handed over his keys, and ordered a couple more drinks.

Several hours later Josh walked John to the front door. He knocked while John looked for his keys, but Josh had them.

The door opened and Jen gasped, “Are you…” she took in his inebriated condition and shifted her gaze to Josh. “Is he all right?”

“Oh, yes. Here’s his keys, and his car is up at the country club.”

“Well, thanks. Help me get him to his bed, will you?”

John staggered between them, trying to sing, but his voice was cracked and he wasn’t making any sense. I am a Walrus became Love Street became Easy Street.

He saw the bed, complained that he wasn’t sleepy, then hit the bed snoring.

Jen didn’t even tip toe. She just pulled the shades, turned of the lights and closed the doors.

“Lord, how much did he have?”

“Lots. Lots and lots.”

“Well, thanks for bringing him home.”

“No prob. If you want to go back for his car I’ll give you a ride.”

“Nah. His problem.”

“Sounds like he’s got another problem.”

She looked at him closely. He was a little drunk, but not bad.

“Are you really going to put tits on him?”

“The subject has been considered. Want a drink?”

“Sure.”

He followed her into the kitchen. She got out some Tequila and poured a couple of shots. She cut up a lemon and pushed him a salt shaker.

“Wow.”

She was watching him closely. She knew an ulterior motive when she saw one.

He knocked back his shot, blinked, did the salt and lemon thing, and said, “Woo!”

She smiled, and knocked her own drink back.

The liquor hit her hard, and she stood with one hand on the counter and felt the warmth seep down through her body and right to her…pussy.

Fuck, she thought.

Josh poured two more drinks and they drank those. Then they went out to the pool and stood with their elbows on the brick barbecue and looked out over LA.

A bit of smog. An airplane floating west to Inglewood. The sound of far away traffic.

“So, are you and John all right?”

“Why do you ask?” She turned and rested her elbows on the bricks. It pushed her breasts forward. They weren’t big, but Josh glanced at them.

She smiled. She hadn’t realized how badly John had hurt her with his small boobs remark.

“I just…the way he was drinking, and putting boobs on him. Wow.”

“So you’re playing psychologist and looking for hidden meanings and things.”

“Well, he is my friend.”

“He said he wanted me to get breast implants. Do you think I need bigger boobs?”

Josh availed himself of the invitation and stared at her chest.

No, they weren’t big, but he wasn’t a boob obsessed man like John. Sure, he liked big boobs, but that wasn’t the end all be all for him.

“That’s up to you,” he said politically.

“Don’t bullshit me. Do I need bigger boobs?”

Now he was stuck. Sure she did, but he was smart enough to know how sensitive a subject that could be.

“Well, I don’t know. I mean, I can’t be sure, but…if I could feel them then I’d know better.”

She stared at him, then seemed to make up her mind.

“Wait here.”

She took his glass and went into the kitchen. She returned with two glasses. She handed him his, and sucked half a drink down. She him directly in the eye and said, “Okay.”

He didn’t understand. She was moving too fast for him.

“Go ahead. Feel them.”

Josh tried not to grin like a fool, and he was partially successful. He placed his glass on the bricks and brought his hands up. He felt the small mounds and his pants reacted accordingly with a bump in the groin.

“Well?”

His heart was thudding. He felt her nipples poking up through the material.

“I…I…” he was choked up. He had been flirting, and never thought…he thought she’d back off…and now…

“What? Do you need to suck on them?”

He didn’t have time to answer for she pulled her blouse off and stood before him in a bra. She reached behind herself and unfastened the garment. It dropped.

She had small breasts, but large nipples.

Josh was friends with John. But he knew John wasn’t going to wake up for a while. No chance.

The idea of having an affair with John’s wife…but, in the end, men are men, and he couldn’t stop himself.

He bent his head and suddenly she was holding his head to her chest. His mouth engulfed a large nipple and he sucked and licked. He batted it around with his tongue, and she groaned.

Now he had his arms around her. Awkwardly, but not willing to break contact with his voracious mouth, she snaked a hand down inside his arms to his groin.

Josh groaned as she gripped him.

He was hard, and when she unzipped he sprang forth.

She dropped to her knees.

In the back of her mind she was married, but it was far, far back.

In the front of her mind she was pissed that John had pulled that breast implant stuff on her.

Josh stood, his hands on her head, and his knees were shaking. Jen had a very educated mouth.

Then she stood up and kissed him.

“Fuck me. Now.”

She was wearing a skirt and she lifted it up and turned around.

He pulled down her panties, kissed her ass, then moved forward.

Locked together they looked out over LA, but they weren’t seeing anything. They were too busy with their own affair.

Later, Josh gone and his seed dripping out of her, she thought about what she had done.

She had cheated on her husband.

She had screwed another man.

She had had another man’s penis inside her.

Damn, it had felt good.

She had been reminded of her college years when she had slutted around and sampled every kind of dick.

Then she got married, and she got used to meat loaf.

No steak or ice cream, just the same old, same old.

Well, no more.

She was still a little drunk and she took off her clothes and jumped into the pool. The cool water took her breath away and washed out her pussy.

She considered Josh. He was okay. His dick was okay, but she wanted more. And she could have more. But first she had to distract John.

John, who had insulted her, who was obsessive on the subject of tits, and who—she smiled—was going to get his own big pair in the not too distant future.

Swimming lazily, sobering up, Jen knew she was going to have to talk to Sally about this. And maybe to the doctor friend of Sally’s.

John needed more than just tits to distract him. Heck, knowing John, having his own boobs would probably just excite him all the more, make him even hornier.

But she was tired of meat loaf.

So she would give him more. A lot more…and a lot less.

She smiled, climbed out of the pool and went into the house.


Part Two

As the day for his operation approached John grew more and more silent.

Jen thought it was funny. Jolly, life of the party John suddenly cowed by a pair of tits.

Sally had to do most of the work, but it was the kind of work she enjoyed.

She approached her doctor friend, and that was the easy part. They discussed John’s anatomy in various detail, they selected a pair of Chyna 2000s, and they discussed the other parts of the operation.

The doctor, Jean Sebring, had done many such operations, and many breast implants for transgender people. She thought the whole thing a hoot. A manly man being transformed into something a little softer, a little pinker.

The hard part was meeting up with John and bullying him into keeping his bet. To do this she had to threaten, to cajole, to get his verbal contract ready to post on Facebook and let him watch her hovering finger.

“Okay! Okay!” He hated it, but he couldn’t let people see what he had done. Which was stupid because after the operation it would be obvious what he had done.

The main thing that moved him, however, was the fact that he would have to sign over his beloved Maserati to Sally. He simply couldn’t part with the car.

So he grew silent, reserved, and thought about what he would do after the operation.

Hide.

Stay away from people.

He would wear bulky clothes that would hide his breasts.

The oddest thing, however, was that he had an almost constant boner now.

He didn’t want to admit it, but the thought of himself with a real chest, big mammary glands, was exciting him.

In spite of himself, he was terribly stimulated down there.

And…the day approached.

John sat in a small operating theater. Two nurses chatted, checked their instruments, and asked him if he was who he was and what operation he was requesting.

He almost died of embarrassment, answering such a question, but the nurses didn’t seem to care.

Then the doctor came in, all gowned up, ready to go.

John had been given a sedative and he lay there and watched the ceiling slowly spin.

“John, you just need to sign these papers, then we can start.”

He looked at the clipboard that was held for him. A pen was put in his hand and a finger pointed at the line he was to sign on.

“What’s this?” he asked, not really caring.

“It’s an okay for a penile restrictive procedure.”

“What’s that?”

“It’s an operation. Everybody gets them.”

John smiled and didn’t question the doctor. He scribbled his name, then relinquished the pen and laid back.

Boobs. On him. Who would have thought?

Then a nurse put a needle in his arm and said, “Good night, John. See you later.” She pressed the plunger and he opened his mouth to speak, but the words never came out.

The operation went quickly and smoothly.

The doctor made incisions, slid some rather large sacks into his chest, hooked them onto the ribs, then sewed and glued the incisions closed.

Voila, John had boobs.

But the doctor wasn’t finished.

She had the nurses spread his legs and shave his groin area, then she made a small incision under the head of his penis, and on the perineum.

She pushed his testicles into the body cavity they had dropped from, and stitched the penis to the perineum.

“What’s going to happen when he gets an erection?” asked a curious nurse, who had never been in on this type of operation.

“Nothing,” said the Doc, taking out a syringe and plunging the needle into John’s pubic area. “This is Depo Provera.”

“Isn’t that a birth control drug?”

“Quite so,” the doctor swabbed the area of injection. “When administered to men it makes them limp.”

The nurse giggled. “You’re neutering him.”

Grinning behind her mask, the doctor said, “Every man should be neutered at some time in his life. It would solve all sorts of problems. It’s hard to commit rape with a wet noodle.”

Both nurses were smiling.

And with that the operation was done.

John came out of it slowly. He woke up fast, but he was dazed, lay there and looked up at the ceiling. The same ceiling he had looked at earlier, but he felt different.

He remembered what he was there for. He moved his hands and felt his chest.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered, and came more awake.

They were big. And the doctor must have done something to his nipples, because they felt bigger, and they were standing up.

Suddenly the doctor hovered over him, smiling, her mask down. “Everything went well, John. Your chest is quite amazing, and your penis has been properly confined.”

He blinked. He had been out of it when she had had him sign papers for…what was it…a ‘penis restriction,’ or something. But now he was coming out of it and he was curious.

“What do you mean confined?”

“As you requested, you can see the paperwork if you wish, we sewed your penis where it won’t be any trouble. We also gave you a healthy shot of depo. You should be limp for three months, your penis will certainly not be able to rip the stitches by then. You’ll be totally healed, and it will be like your penis grew that way.

“Wait! What? You did what?”

But the doctor merely smiled and handed him the papers he had signed. Well, copies of the papers. The originals were locked up safe.

“Read it, John.” And she walked away.

John read, and he felt down there and…couldn’t feel much! His weenie was curiously slack. Old faithful had stopped erupting. The gift that kept giving had stopped giving.

His nuts were there, but pressed up into his body.

And his dick…his…

“There, there, John. Let me give you something for the pain.”

The nurse injected a sedative and John slowly stopped crying.

A couple of hours later, John still dealing with his new situation, Jen arrived.

She strode down the hospital corridor like a conquering hero. She had that look in her eyes that said she was happy, she was sexually satisfied. She was wearing a liner to catch some of Josh’s sperm.

“Hello, hubby,” she greeted John cheerfully.

John looked at her and mumbled something. His eyes were red and his cheeks had watermarks on them.

“Is he ready to go?”

“Sure.”

They wheeled John out in a wheel chair and he climbed into his Maserati.

His Maserati. That normally only he drove. But Jen was driving it, and the top was down and her hair looked wind blown and…she looked so happy.

She started up the car, squeaked the tires a bit, and they headed for home.

“How you doing, John?”

“Did you know about…about the ‘penile restriction’ thing?”

“Oh, sure. I discussed it with the doctor at length. Considering your condition we judged it best that your sexual proclivities be damped.”

“Proclivities?” He stared at her.

“Sure. Your unusual desire to have sex a bit too much.”

“Too much?” he goggled her.

“Yes. It’s obvious that you have some sexual problems, and this will help affect a cure.

“Wait just a holy minute! What kind of sexual problems.”

“Well, for one, you have an obsession with big boobs.”

“I do not!” But they both knew he was lying.

“Looking at your chest,” she glanced as she drove, “I think you do.”

“But, honey! You made me get these!”

He touched his breasts, hefted them, turned in his seat and pointed them at her.

“John, I didn’t make you lose a bet. I didn’t make you make a bet. And the fact that you went through with it shows that it’s what you really wanted.”

“But it’s not! I didn’t want these!” But he felt an excitement shoot through him. He was still holding his tits, and…he was holding them.

“Okay. We’ll drive back to the hospital and you can get them removed.”

He smiled.

“Then we’ll drop your car off at Sally’s.”

“No!”

“How does your peeny feel, if I may ask?”

“It…it feels…I don’t know. I can’t feel it much. I mean, I can feel it, but…it’s not about to get hard.”

“I wouldn’t imagine,” she said, and she giggled.

They arrived home and John had his first experience walking, and it was crazy.

First, he had nothing between the legs to keep his legs apart. This meant he used different muscles to walk. this meant he could no longer swagger around like a male with something big between his legs.

Second, the way his penis was sewed it stuck between his legs and came out the rear, below his crack. Just walking rubbed the head of his penis, and though he couldn’t get hard, he felt everything. That was when he learned that sex was not so much in the body, in the penis and balls, as in the head.

It made him horny.

If he was just on the Depo Provera he wouldn't have gotten horny, but the constant rubbing on the head of his dick…it was too much.

As he stepped into the kitchen he groaned and put his hands on the counter.

Third, the weight on his chest was already hurting. He needed a bra. A good one that would help lift his mammoth mammaries up.

“John!”

He turned and saw Sally at the door to the kitchen. Behind her was Josh. Josh was drinking, and he had a shit eating look on his face.

“Hey, buddy. How’s it hanging?”

John groaned and staggered past his friend and Sally. “It’s not.” He sat down on the couch in the living room and closed his eyes.

The others sat down around him.

“Poor, John,” quipped Sally. “Now he’s really a boob man.”

“They’re big, too. You should be proud, John.”

“If I had a set like that I’d be feeling myself all the time.”

The girls looked at Josh and he raised his hands. “Just saying.”

Everybody chuckled.

“Can I have a drink?” whispered John.

“I’ll get it. Anybody else?”

Everybody else smiled, and Jen headed for the kitchen.

She was wondering about Josh. He had just screwed her before she picked up John, but now he was looking pretty chummy with Sally.

But she wasn’t being faithful to John, so should she insist that her boyfriend be faithful?

Hmmm.

She returned, handed out the drinks, and Josh said, “So when you going to show us, buddy?”

“Show you what?” John seemed awful disconsolate.

“Your boobs, man!”

“Can’t you see them?” He looked down at his enormous chest.

Josh just grinned. “Yeah, but we want the flesh.”

Sally raised her eyebrows. “I want to see something else.”

John gazed at her. She had won the bet, she had gotten him into this, but there was nothing he could say. He had agreed.

“What else is there?” asked Josh, puzzled.

John started to say something, to cut off what he now knew was coming, but Sally was too quick.

“He got his weenie sewed up.”

“What?”

“Hey!” muttered John.

Jen watched the byplay. Man, John was down, but she knew he’d bounce back.

“You got your dingus sewed…how? What’d they do?” Josh looked at John and was totally confused.

“You tell him about it, Sally. John and I have to talk. Come on, John. Bring your drink.”

He stood up and was led out of the living room. Behind them they could hear Sally talking about the penile restriction operation.

Sally led him into the bedroom and closed the door.

It was quiet, and John simply stood there, feeling awkward, his chest too heavy, feeling the head of his penis under his buns.

“Take off your clothes, John. Time to wash the hospital off you.”

He stood and she undressed him, pushed him into the shower. Then she was naked and standing under the water with him

John sobbed, then she was holding him, patting his back. “It’s okay, 
John. It’s okay.”

Finally, about the time the water turned cold, he stopped crying.

She took him out of the shower and began toweling him. “I know it’s rough, John, especially with the depo provera in you. You should know that depo provera is heavy in estrogen. You’ll probably be quite emotional for a while, until it wears off.”

“And when it wears off?” he stared at her, his eyes red.

“Then you’ll be able to get erections again.”

“With my dick sewed up.”

She nodded. “John, you’ve been an asshole lately.”

“So this is my punishment?”

“I prefer to think of it as an adventure.”

“Easy for you to say. You don’t have big tits on your chest.”

She smiled. “Yesterday that wouldn’t have my feelings.”

But today it wouldn’t.

He was dry now, but she turned him around and spent a long time drying his ass, spreading his cheeks, rubbing his little cock head.”

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered. When he leaned over his breasts hung down.

“Not for a while,” she said. “Hold still.”

She stood up, took some lubricant from the medicine chest, and put a glob on her finger. She knelt and began smearing some on his cock head.

“Oh,” he mumbled.. “That feels good.”

She smiled and raised her finger. She began rubbing up and down his crack.

“What are you doing?”

“Giving you some relief.” She pushed a finger into him and he jerked. His breasts bounced and his mouth opened.

“Feels good, eh?”

He nodded and gulped.

“I’m just warming you up, John. There’s something we need to do, and you need to get used to the idea.”

“What?” He was breathing hard.

“Sexual relief can be had this way.” She moved two fingers in and out, swirled them, smeared more lube into him.

“But…won’t that make me…gay?”

“Maybe. Probably not. Who cares.”

“Who cares?”

“As long as it feels good, what do you care? It’s not like you have any other options.”

She took her fingers out of him, wiped the excessive lube off him and said, “Let’s go lie down.”

She took his hand and she led him to bed.

It took him a while to get comfortable. No matter which way he moved he felt his tits shift, or his penis rub. Finally, however, he was laying, and Jen was holding him.

He sighed, and for the first time, he felt better. Not great, not good, but better.

She kissed him.

He kissed her.

Then: “What are we doing? You know I can’t…can’t…”

“But I can. And just because you were silly enough to get yourself in this mess doesn’t mean I should do without.”

She pushed him over and sat on him.

It was weird. She was sitting as if on his penis, but there was no penis. He was just smooth, like a girl.

She put her hands on his chest and marveled. They were big and soft, so very like the real thing.

She bent her head and kissed his nips.

He groaned.

She smiled. “We need to get you some bras. I’ll pick some up later. Although where I’m going to get bras this big…” she shook her head and had a lop-sided grin.

She made love to him then. She loved his breasts, and he felt like lightening was emanating from his boobs and going straight to his cock.

Not that his cock stood up or anything.

Then she bent him over and put her face in his ass and kissed his cock head. She could just get her lips over it, though it put her nose a little too close to his brown button.

John was getting horny. It was a different horny, not a sharp edge, but it was deeper, more pervading.

“John, I’ve got a vibrator in my drawer.”

John retrieved the vibrator and went to work.

And when he was done, she went to work, and John discovered a whole new world.

Maybe this woman thing was going to work out after all.

An hour later, John asleep, worn out from delivering but not receiving, Jen walked down the hallway.

She was a soft walker, and she got to the living room, then stopped.

“Oh, fuck! Yes!”

Josh and Sally were doing it on the couch.

For a second Jen was conflicted. She had screwed Josh, but she had no hold on him.

Besides, Sally had really helped her out in changing John.

She stood and listened. Listened as Josh pounded harder, and Sally groaned, and then he grunted and spewed, and she arched and cried out.

Then it was over.

Jen leaned against the wall and chewed on a fingernail. She smiled and listened to the post coitus conversation.

“Oh, man, that was good.”

“It was adequate,” responded Sally, and they both giggled.

“God, I love your tits,” he said, and it sounded like he was cupping them, squeezing them.

“I don’t mind them myself. How do you like Jen’s boobs?”

Jen stood up straight and forgot about chewing on her nail.

“They’re okay. Sure are small, though.”

“I know. That’s what John said.”

“You fucked John?”

She laughed. “Fucked him good, before he became all girly.”

Again, they laughed.

Sally said, “That’s what got this whole thing started, you know.”

“What?”

“I was fucking John, and I liked it. It was convenient, him living next door. He’d bop over when Jen was out, or even late at night when she was asleep. I guess she didn’t feel much like it, and he needed some, so…you know?”

“I think I understand.”

“Anyway, he finally got a case of the morals. Said he didn’t want to screw anymore, refused to come over.”

“Hell, what an idiot. With tits like these?” Kissing sounds.

“I know,” Sally said, at last. “But I’m not the kind of girl you can fuck and forget. So when I found out about their troubles…I just sort of helped out.”

“Man, you did a good job.”

Jen was electrified.

Sally had screwed John. John had screwed Sally. And when John tried to be more honorable she had manipulated the situation.

And now she was screwing her boyfriend.

That fucking bitch!

And her mind started connecting pieces.

John hadn’t insulted her, said mean things like about her having small boobs, until after he started cheating. A logical reaction for a cheater.

And the whole thing about having big boobs was a comparison between Sally and herself.

And…and…

John had golfed a couple of days before, and he kept his clubs in the hall closet.

Jen stepped to the closet and opened the door. She picked out a nine iron. She withdrew it, stepped out of the closet and headed into the living room.

Sally and Josh had their backs to her. Josh didn’t hear her coming, but Sally did. At the last second she turned, her mouth opened, and Jen swung the club.

It wasn’t a hook, nor a slice. She didn’t loft the ball or hit a ‘worm burner.’ She struck square and true on the back of Sally’s head.

It was not a good sound.

Josh jerked back, took it all in, and tried to get away. But he was naked, ensconced in his girlfriend’s arms, his knees bent and his butt had to come up from the grip of the cushy couch.

Jen struck him on the shoulder and he twisted with a scream.

She hit him on the side and heard a rib crack.

Then she just kept hitting and hitting, and the only reason Josh didn’t succumb right away was because he was cradling his head and not giving her a good target.

John woke up and looked around. His life came flooding in on him. He had boobs. His manhood was sewn up. He was horny, and his wife was using him like a dildo.

Yet, oddly, he didn’t feel badly about it. He sighed, and got out of bed.

He had been sleeping for hours, and it was dusk outside.

He put on underpants, then took them off. They didn’t fit.

He reached into Jen’s dresser and extracted a pair of panties. They fit perfectly, though they did tend to rub his head.

He found a bra. It was way too small, but it was all he had. He slipped it on, felt like horse that had been cinched too tight, then pulle don pants.

And took them off.

He didn’t want to wear pants.

He had no penis. He was a woman. He wanted to wear a dress.

He settled on skirt. Zipped it up the side and…it fit good.

He couldn’t put on any of Jen’s blouses, his tits were simply too big. So he put on a flannel shirt and didn’t button up the front.

His chest poked the material out and he felt a strange excitement within.

They had fucked, and he had liked it. He had liked it when she had penetrated him, held him from the rear, cupping his big breasts, jamming the big vibrator into him.

And he had cum.

God, had he cum. The sperm had dribbled out of him like a waterfall in spring.

And it had left him happy and satisfied, and yet, curiously, wanting more.

He had a feeling he was going to be wanting a lot more as time went on.

Relief that only built the desire.

Odd, but…wow!

He pulled on a pair of nylons. He didn’t have much hair, but he was going to have to get rid of it all. Maybe tomorrow. Right now he was busy exploring himself.

He slipped on a pair of high heels.

He remembered Jen complaining that they were too big, but they fit him fine.

He looked at how his toes poked through the front of the heels and realized he was going to have to paint his toes.

Well, he certainly couldn’t leave the house looking like a man, could he?

He sat down at the vanity table and stared at all the creams and brushes and stuff.

He had watched his wife put on her make up a thousand times, and he still knew nothing.

He picked up a brush and brushed his hair out. He had long hair, and he teased it until it stood out in a more feminine fashion.

He picked up a tube of red lipstick and stared at it.

Why not?

He shrugged. In for a penny, in for a pound.

He turned the base and the pillar of red slid up. He leaned closer to the vanity table and rolled the substance onto his lips.

It was smooth feeling. Not as moist as it looked. But, in the mirror, sexy.

He sat back and studied himself.

He crossed his legs, which was easy now that his manhood was out of the way.

He made a kissing motion to the mirror and giggled.

Giggled, like a girl.

His lips looked like, Jen had said this to him once, a cat’s asshole.

Sighing, now feeling a bit better, looking good always brings one up tone, he stood up and straightened his skirt and his shirt.

He was going to have to get bras. And blouses and skirts and dresses. And underwear. And cosmetics.

He couldn’t leave the house as a man.

He wasn’t a man anymore. Not in any stretch of appearance.

So he would embrace the new him.

And maybe Jen would poke him in the butt some more. God, that was better than normal sex.

Thinking of Jen, he stood up and wandered towards the hallway. He smiled. She would be surprised to see him like this. Yet, they had talked a little, and he knew this was what she wanted. She had made that plain when she had taken him from the rear.

He walked down the hallway, a little off balance from boobs and heels, and turned into the living room.

And stopped.

Jen was sitting outside, on the patio, watching Los Angeles.

But it was what was in the living room that stopped him.

Murder.

Sally, looking fairly composed, but she had a bloody dent in the back of her head. She had been struck, bent forward, then pushed back when Josh tried to stand up.

But Josh was a mess.

His body was beaten, his neck was beaten, his face was beaten. He was nothing but a pulpy lump.

John didn’t bother feeling for pulses. There was no doubt here.

He walked past the bodies and stepped outside.

Jen didn’t look at him. “Hi, John.”

“Jen. What happened?”

He came to the front of her and gently removed the bent nine iron from her hands.

She didn’t look at him, just kept her eyes gazing over the city.

“I did something bad.”

“Well, uh…I’m going to have to call somebody.”

“I guess. Could you wait a minute? Maybe we could have a drink and talk?”

Her voice was low, yet penetrative.

He went into the kitchen and retrieved a drink for her. He didn’t feel like imbibing.

She took the drink, still without looking at him.  She sipped, and he squatted next to her, felt her pulse.

Why he felt her pulse he didn’t know, and later he would wonder. But, right then, he just felt her pulse.

“Sally fucked you.”

John’s breath caught. An immense sadness overwhelmed him.

“Yes,” he admitted without emotion. Keeping everything bottled up, the way he had before, and he knew that while it wasn’t healthy, had driven him to be mean to his wife.

“And I fucked Josh. And Sally fucked Josh. Got a real fucking Peyton Place here, don’t we?”

“I guess so.”

She looked at him finally. Looked at him and felt his cheek with one hand. “I love you like this, John. Do you think they’ll put me away?”

“Probably. At least, for a while. But I can visit you. I’ll visit you as much as I can.”

“I’d like that.” She smiled. “I’d like that.” She leaned towards him then. She hesitated, then put her lips to his.

It was soft, and sweet, and insane. He had just kissed a murderer.

“When you visit me…”

“Yes?”

“Will you come like this?”

He nodded.

“Okay, then.” She looked back to Los Angeles. “Okay.”

He barely heard her last utterance.

He thought about telling her that he was going to call the police then, but decided not to.

She would figure it out, and he didn’t want to say anything that would disturb whatever emotional balance she had left.

He walked into the house and picked up his cell phone.


Epilogue

Jen was handling quickly and discreetly. She was taken to trial, no bail, then committed to the Femwood Asylum for the Criminally Insane.

FACI. Or ‘face,’ as the inmates and locals called it.

She spent her days weaving baskets, learning to play the guitar, and taking prescribed drugs.

Over the weeks John visited her, and he was always dressed in a feminine fashion.

Over the months she began to appreciate his visits less and less. It was in her eyes. She was moving on. She always was a girl that moved on.

Over the years she began taking up with other inmates. With men, or women, who were of minds like to hers.

Then with the nurses and doctors.

There was never a shortage of people who wanted to make love to a woman who might explode and kill them on a moment’s notice.

Eventually John stopped visiting, but he didn’t stop dressing as a female.

He kept the Chyna 2000s, and even thought about getting bigger boobs.

And he asked the doctor to give him more Depo Provera. He didn’t want to experience the deep emotions that came with attachments.

He was fine with no boners, no sex, and only the mild stimulation to the head of his penis.

Then, one day he read about a murder at Femwood.

Unable to suppress his curiosity, he searched for the news on the net.

Yep. It was Jen. She had been having an affair with a doctor. In his office. And had picked up a potted plant and bashed him on the head. Again and again. Picking up different potted plants and using them. Until the doctor was dead.

John sat back and shut down the computer.

He thought about his one time wife, and the strange twists and turns of fate.

Then he stood up and headed for the kitchen for a drink.

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!
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When Women are in Control…

Men Demand Feminization!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Well, to start with, women are in control, and always have been.

And we only use one brain! And two boobs and a snatch.

Those poor guys, with their two heads, they just can’t figure it out.

Consider the case of Mia, who happened on a method for controlling men’s minds.

When she finds out what men really want, what they really, really want, she knows that she is going to have to help them get it..

But don’t believe me, read for yourself and see what happens when women realize they are the ones in control!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Mia stopped the car and looked up the driveway.

There were four tables, two to a side. On the left side were tools and gardening equipment and that sort of manly stuff.

The right side had dresses, racks of clothes, board games, and…stuff.

Mia sighed. She hadn’t found one good garage sale this morning, and this one looked pretty bad.

A rotund, old lady sat in a lawn chair just inside the garage. She was fanning herself with a ping pong paddle and a glass of lemonade was at her elbow on a box.

For a moment Mia considered just driving on. Just put the pedal to the metal and let the dust settle.

But, damn it, she well knew that one finds hidden gems in the most unlikely of places.

She rolled up the window, got out and locked the car, and sauntered up the driveway.

It was a beautiful morning. The sky was blue on one side, with towering clouds on the other side. There were four other people browsing the tables, and each moved along the tables on the right side.

She didn’t know tools, and had no idea how to move them on the net. Give her an expensive handbag, or good heels, or even jewelry, and she made money.

The first table had a few stacks of jean. Not much profit there. At the end of the table were a toaster, a crockpot, and various types of silverware and kitchen implements.

None of it looked good for a profit.

She sighed and moved on to the next table, and became aware of an oddity.

Men would look at the tool tables, and they might find a screwdriver or a gimcrack they liked, and they went to the old lady sitting in the chair. One such man passed Mia and approached the round lady.

“How much?”

“Five dollars for the screw driver. What’s that other thing?” She didn’t even know what the tools were.

“It’s an impact wrench.”

“How much is it worth?”

Mia was standing at a dress rack, feeling material, and she couldn’t believe it when the guy said, “Probably “$300 new.”

“How much did you want to pay for it.”

“$20.”

Now Mia was watching openly.

“So you was gonna make a big profit off me.”

“Uh…” he didn’t want to talk.

“Figured I didn’t know shit and you could take me to the cleaners.”

He said nothing.

“Right?”

“Pretty much,” he admitted.

“Okay. You can give me $300 and be happy about it.”

Mia’s mouth dropped open as the man opened his wallet and counted out the full amount.

“What about the screw driver?”

“$20 bucks and you’ll be glad.”

Another twenty passed between them. then the man held the screwdriver, which was just a rusty piece of junk, and the impact wrench, which wasn’t, and grinned. “Thanks. You’ve made my day.”

“I know. Have a big hard on, but don’t stroke it.”

“Okay!” and the man turned and made his way down the driveway. He was rubbing the front of his pants as he went.

Mia couldn’t help it. She had never seen anything like this. The old lady looked at her.

“How much for this leather jacket?”

It was a tailored lady’s jacket, and Mia knew it was expensive.

“Oh, I don’t know. Maybe $20.”

“Okay. Let me think about that while I look around.”

“Get a couple of things and we can dicker.”

Mia nodded and moved to the other side of the rack.

The round woman took a sip of lemonade and fanned herself with the ping pong paddle again.

Another man came up. “How much is the power drill?” He held up a tool that had seen better days.

“How much you think it’s worth?” she asked.

“New $15, this, maybe five.”

“You offering five?”

“Yes.”

“Okay.”

Mia stayed behind the rack. The old lady had bullied the first man into a high price, and he had gone for it. This man was more…honest. So she had been more reasonable. So why did the first man pay such an unreasonable price?

Two women came up and bought items. They paid fair prices, got a bit of a deal, but the old lady made some money, too.

Then another man. An old fellow with a wrinkly face and smelling of cheap cigars.

“How much you want for the drill set.”

The old lady grinned. “Hi, Seth. How much were you going to cheat me out of this time.”

“I figured a hundred bucks.”

“And the full price is?”

“Probably $280.”

“Probably?”

“Okay. That drill set goes for $284.95 at home Depot.”

“You’ll pay $300, and be awfully happy.”

He grinned, peeled some bills off a roll, and was, indeed, happy.

He walked away with the drill set under his arm, and his step looked downright jaunty.

As if he had actually come out on top of the exchange.

Mia couldn’t stand it any more. She stepped out from behind the rack.

“You still here?”

“I am, and I need to ask you a question.”

“Long as I don’t need to answer it.”

“I just watched you with those two men, the drill set and the impact wrench. They were going to cheat you, but you just asked them plain, and they spoke honest, and they paid more than they would have at the store.”

“And you want to know how come.”

“Please. If you’ve got some kind of secret, I would love to know what it is.”

“And how come?” A shrewd look crossed the fat lady’s face.

“I…I don’t rightly know. I mean, the world is a mean place sometimes, and…wouldn’t it be nice if people were honest with each other?”

“How’s your sex life?”

“What? What does that have to do with anything.”

“I’ve got a secret all right, guaranteed to work. But the biggest problem is that when women figure it out and use it, all they want to do is push men around.”

“How does making men pay more…” but she sort of understood the potential implications.

“Most women, they figure it out and go on a power trip. They make men do what they want, and it usually involves a lot of bizarre sex.”

“Hunh! Well, you don’t have to worry about that. I’m married.”

“Married can be the worst. I seen women with bottled up frustrations take it out on their husbands, and the things they do to them…” she shook her head and her jowls danced a jig.

“But there is a secret.”

“Sure. Easy one, too. But I don’t think you’re ready for it.”

Mia felt a profound sense of frustration. “But if I could…men need…” and she huffed in exasperation. “There’s got to be something I can do or say to convince you.”

“Nope. Maybe come back in a year or two. You’ll have aged, and…”

The old lady coughed. A dry, hacking cough, and she got a confused look in her eyes.

“You grow up a bit…” her voice was wheezing. She was having trouble speaking, and she suddenly placed a hand over her left, fat boob.

“Are you okay?” asked Mia, suddenly alarmed.

The old woman nodded, pointed at her lemonade. “Drink…drink…” her voice was hoarse and soft.

Quickly, Mia grabbed the lemonade and handed it to the old lady.

She was jerking in her chair now, coughing, and her eyes were fluttering upwards.

She knocked the glass out of Mia’s hand, and when she tried to lift herself out of the chair the thing broke. The old woman sat, splat, and fell back.

Mia rounded the accident and bent over the old lady.

The old lady was still coughing, holding her chest. She managed to wheeze out, “Heart…heart…”

Mia turned to where a couple were watching.

“911, please. Now.”

The man got out his phone and poked three numbers.

Mia leaned over the old lady and whispered to her, “It’s okay. We’ve sent for an ambulance. They’ll be here soon.”

But the round woman was done for. It was in her eyes. She gripped Mia’s wrist and whispered, “Take my earrings. Take them.”

“What?”

One, chubby hand reached up and grabbed an earring. She had trouble getting the post out of the lobe, and Mia had to help her.

“Other one…other one…”

Mia took the other earring out and held them in her hand.

The lady smiled. “Enjoy…that’s the secret. But if you enjoy…everybody must enjoy. That’s the secret.”

Her eyes rolled up, her back shuddered, causing her fat to jounce, then she lay still.

Dead.

A half hour later the old lady’s body was put into an ambulance. The people looking for garage sale deals were mostly gone, but there were a few lookie loos, mostly neighbors or passersby, who stood at the bottom of the driveway and stared.

Mia stood in the shade of the garage and felt a deep, deep sadness.

The old lady had been alive one moment, and dead the next. What an awful thing.

The cop who had been asking her questions moved on, and she looked back at the garage.

It was filled with old furniture, boxes, and stuff. Lots of stuff.

“We’re going to lock the house up, Ma’am.”

Mia nodded and stepped out of the garage. The young cop pulled the door down and locked a padlock on the outside. The inside of the house had already been checked out, and the doors were all locked.

Just like that, a life was over.

Mia headed for her car, the earrings in her hand.

She felt them, trinkets in her hand, and wondered at the old lady’s last words. ‘Enjoy. The secret is for everybody to enjoy.’

Didn’t seem like much of a secret.

She had parked her car just beyond a low hedge , and as she rounded the hedge she saw a cop writing out a ticket.

“No! No!” she yelped. She ran to the cop who raised an eyebrow at her and kept writing. “I was just talking to the cops over there. The old lady that died. I was a witness.”

“Sorry, ma’am. But you’re parked too close to the corner.”

“Oh, please. I just intended to be a minute, there’s no traffic, and…can’t you give me a break?”

“Sure.” He changed his mind so fast that Mia blinked.

He ripped up the ticket. “Sorry for the inconvenience, ma’am.” He walked away.

Mia stared with open mouth. She had never talked her way out of a ticket before! And the way he changed his mind, it was like the way those guys at the yard sale had…had paid too much…had…

Slowly, Mia looked down at her hand. She opened her hand.

There lay the earrings.

“Jack?”

“Back here!” he yelled from the computer room.

She headed back to the little room where Jack conducted his business.

They both lived off the internet, but they had separate rooms.

Jack bought items that were being discontinued and stored them in the garage, and sold them months, or even years, later. His little computer room was in the garage, and he spent most of his time out there.

She, on the other hand, worked in a little room that had once been a miniature sort of sun room. She bought stuff and resold it on Ebay.

Each of them made a little money, and between the two of them they were more than comfortable.

As she entered Jack’s garage hang out he powered down the computer. “How’s my little sex pot?” he asked. He stood up and kissed her and snuck a hand onto her boob.

“Jack, my little horn dog. Keep your hands off me.”

He took his hands off, and Mia instantly felt guilty. After all, maybe he was a horn dog, but it was affection.

“Okay. Go ahead.”

He grinned and put his hands on her. All over her.

“Heysoos!” she muttered. “Okay. Enough.”

He almost jumped backwards, he took his hands off her that fast.

The light clicked on in Mia’s head.

The earrings.

Could it be?

She had thought about them all the way home, but she hadn’t put them on. They had been in the old lady’s ears, and she wanted to clean them first.

But if it really was the earrings, then they sure worked.

“Were you working just now?” She was just trying to change the intent here, to back away from his obsession. She was shocked by what he said.

“No. I was watching porn and playing with myself.”

He blinked. He suddenly realized what he had said.

And so did Mia.

Beating off? To porn?

Here was a conundrum to be solved.

“Do you jack off to porn often?”

A panicked look came over his face. “Every day. Especially when you leave for a while.”

Now Mia was dazed. This much information, so baldly. But she had to keep going.

“Don’t I satisfy you?”

“You don’t want to do it enough.”

“But we do it…” she stopped. They did it two or three times a week, enough for her, but now she knew, for sure, that it wasn’t enough for him.

What was worse was that Jack was getting flustered. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean…I shouldn’t have…”

“Jack. It’s all right.”

He settled down right away.

For a long moment Mia considered the situation. The only thing she knew for sure was that she needed to sort this out.

“Jack. Go back to work.”

“Okay.” He turned and sat down in front of the computer.

Mia started for the door, then stopped and turned back to him. “And, Jack?”

“Yes?”

“If you play with yourself…don’t cum.”

He blinked, and she could almost feel his mind stuttering.

“It’s okay, Jack. Just don’t squirt. Okay?”

He nodded, and looked totally confused.

Mia headed back into the house.

Mia sat at her vanity table and stared at the earrings. They lay on the table. They were not the prettiest earrings she had ever seen. One was a dull gold and the other a. tarnished silver.  They were three shapes interlocked, a triangle, a square and a circle.

Hmmm. Universal shapes.

She scratched one with a fingernail. Nothing happened.

But what did she expect to happen?

She picked up one earring and examined it closely. Nothing special.

She took it into the bathroom and washed it with soap and water. No change in the dullness. The base of the post lost a minuscule bit of dirt.

Mia liked jewelry, and she had a few pieces. She also had some cleaner. She carefully put cleaner on the earrings and polished them. Still a dull luster.

She sighed, she had been stalling, time to put them on.

She had been wearing a beautiful set of little diamond dangles. She took them off, then turned her head slightly and put the post of the gold one to her ear. She pushed, then twisted a little locking wheel.

She looked at it and frowned. She felt a little silly. What was she expecting?

But she had seen the men suddenly act differently at the old ladies garage sale.

She picked up the silver one and experienced a bout of dizziness. And…sounds. Like listening to a seashell. The dull, far away murmur of the waves.

But she knew those weren’t waves.

But she didn’t know, didn’t understand.

She raised the silver earring to her other ear and when it touched her ear it felt like her chair had been pushed across the room. All her senses reeled.

What the fuck?

She lowered the earring.

She came back to herself. She was not across the room, she was sitting in her chair at her vanity table.

And she was shaking. She gulped and forced herself to calm down. Now she was afraid.

She stood up and headed for the computer room. She powered up and went surfing.

‘Magical earrings.’

‘Gold and silver earrings.’

‘Earrings make me dizzy.’

Mostly all she got was ads for beautiful earrings.

On ‘Earrings make me dizzy,’ however, she got this from google…

If you have no underlying health conditions, fainting during a piercing or tattoo is usually caused by something called Vasovagal or 'reflex' Syncope. This is a reflex reaction to trauma, pain, or any other distress, and is responsible for over 50% of fainting episodes!

And the conclusion was that she was frightened of needles.

But what she had experienced wasn’t fright of needles. Besides, she’d been to a dentist, and she had no fear of needles at all. She didn’t like them, but that was a druther, not a fear.

She walked back to her vanity table and sat down.

Okay. The old lady had worn these.

Of course the old lady was dead.

But that was her heart, more than likely, not earrings.

Besides, how could an earring, a set of earrings, hurt her?

Now determined, she lifted the silver earring and experimentally touched it to her ear.

Zhhhhh! She felt like she was sliding backwards. Or the room in front of her was telescoping.

She held the earrings in contact with her lobe and heard the sound of…not waves…but like waves…

She lowered the earring and everything returned to normal.

Well fuck, she thought.

She pushed the post through the lobe.

The room rushed, the sounds blurred, then sharpened, and when she turned the little wheel and there was a clicking sound. Small but loud, and she was six feet behind her head.

But she couldn’t see her head, not the rear, but…it felt like she was six feet behind her head.

She felt a trifle dazed, but things were still happening.

The sound of the ocean, it grew louder, then it receded and became…voices?

Yes! She heard voices!

As she sat there, the voices resolved even more, then one seemed to become sharper and more defined.

Unh! Unh! Unh! Why can’t I…why?

She jerked as if she was spitting up.

Jack was trying to jack off.

By closing her eyes and an image formed. Him in his swivel, a woman on the computer screen, spanking her pussy, then squirting. Spanking her pussy, then squirting. Over and over. A loop.

And Jack’s hand like a blur, pounding away, seeking the relief that wouldn't come.

And why wouldn’t it come? Because she had told him not to, and that was when the earrings were in her pocket.

She gave him a mental command. Stop masturbating!

He didn’t, and she realized he couldn’t. He was locked into an endless loop himself.

She wondered at that. The woman on the screen was in a loop. Was Jack responding to that? Or was he somehow caught in a loop because of what she had told him?

But she hadn’t told him anything, she had just made it okay for him to masturbate, and told him not to cum.

She giggled.

He was so funny, sitting in his chair, slightly bent, crazed and desperate.

She stood up and headed for the garage, but it was difficult. Now she knew why the old woman was so fat. Walking when you were six feet behind your head was weird.

She lifted her feet needlessly when she came to a step. She turned into the wall six feet before a door.

She almost broke a lamp and got tangled in some curtains.

Fuck!

And all the time she heard Jack, grunting and wheezing and even thinking.

Come on…come on…do it!

And that complicated matters because it caused her to laugh. It distracted her from the simple act of walking.

She made it to the door that led into the garage, however, and estimated her position by holding on to the wall.

“Unh…unh…Come on!” His voice spoke in time with the voice in her mind, and it was confusing. It was like slightly off stereophonic sound.

“Jack.”

She mumbled, being a little out of synch with everything, but he heard her. He froze.

“Put it away and get back to work.”

Immediately she felt relief in Jack’s mind.

And in her own.

Now that was interesting. Jack was her hubby, but if he got twisted then she felt the effects. Best make sure he stayed calm. She didn’t want to experience that…that confusion. That sexual obsession.

And now she could walk almost normal.

But, the weird thing, she missed it. She missed his sexual ardor.

It was for some skank on a screen, but with the sensations fading she realized that her pussy was warm.

His turn on had also been her turn on!

“Oh, man. This was something to look into!

But, first, she had to relax a little, maybe do some more research. So she headed back to the computer room and went searching.

And found stuff.

It took a while, a lot of blundering, but it turned out that gold and silver were very conductive. Gold especially.

Which was interesting, but so what, except that it led her to an oddity. On Google she found…

A metallic filling in a tooth, reacting just-so with saliva, can act as a semiconductor to detect the audio signal. The speaker in this case could be anything that vibrates enough within the mouth to produce noise, such as bridgework or maybe a loose filling.

The earrings weren’t in her mouth, but they were picking up something, something much finer than radio waves. They were picking up ‘thought’ waves.

It seemed strange, and there were things she didn’t understand, but…it made sense in a strange sort of way.

The earrings were somehow picking up thoughts, and her brain was receiving them.

She didn’t have saliva, as in her mouth, but the brain had to have lots of juices, maybe just blood. But, whatever.

The fact was she had a theory for what was happening, and it afforded her some relief. And that was good.

She didn’t want to be subject to some mysterious phenomena and think it was just ‘witchcraft’ or something.

But now came the question…what to do with it?

First things first, she had to handle Jack.

He was working, and diligently, but he had left her with a warmth in her pussy.

Now she needed relief of another kind.

She thought: JACK!

No response. It wasn’t as if he ignored her, he just didn’t hear her.

So there were limits. She couldn’t just think at somebody, she had to physically talk to them.

Okay. Physical it was.

She walked out to the garage, this time fairly in control. She still had to put out her hand to make sure where she was in relation to her body, or where her body was in relation to her, but she made it.

“Jack?”

The sound of him rising, then he popped his head out. His face was red. He had been caught masturbating, after all, stroking his cock like a horny teenager, and he was humiliated.

“Yes?”

“Come on. I need some.”

She could feel the humiliation fade, be reduced by horniness. Now that was the Jack she knew.

She walked, and he leaped across the garage and trailed her.

She went back to the bedroom and began undressing.

Jack stood, confused, and she said, “Well? Get undressed, honey.”

He smiled and stripped.

But now she had another thought.

He was horny, but he hadn’t made any overt move without her telling him.

Had she replaced his mind with her own?

“Jack, how you doing?”

She was unfastening her bra. Jack was standing on one foot, half in and half out of his pants. He froze, maintained balance, and answered. “I’m fine.”

But she could feel something in his mind.

“What is it?”

“What?”

“What’s that little thought back there?”

“Oh, uh…I don’t know.”

And he didn’t. She saw then that there were layers to the mind. Sex was on top, but other things were hidden underneath. She frowned.

Should she dig it out?

In the end, she thought not. And the reason she reached this conclusion was interesting. It was because of ‘Forbidden Planet.’

Forbidden Planet, one of the greatest of the sci fi movies of all time, in spite of its dated effects, dealt with ‘monsters of the Id. The idea being that within every person, under the layers of cultured society, underneath civilized behavior, was a monster of savage proportion.

If she went digging into Jack’s psyche would she find a ‘Monster of the Id?’

So she let him have whatever little ‘secret’ he had, and hoped it would come out naturally and she would be able to observe it.

Right then, however, she had other interests.

Jack was still standing on one leg, watching her, half undressed, waiting to be commanded.

She giggled. “Come on, Jack.”

Jack grinned and finished stripping his clothes off. He hopped into bed and waited, laying in odalisque fashion, one arm supporting his head and his pecker sticking out happily.

And he was happy. Supremely happy.

Mia smiled at him, tossed her bra on the hamper, and took off her panties.

She felt Jack gasp inside his mind. A primeval grunt of appreciation, and that made her feel good.

She climbed onto the bed and Jack grabbed her and spun her over.

“Whoa!” she grinned.

He stopped.

Oh, shit!

“I didn’t mean ‘whoa’ like stop. I mean ‘whoa’ that’s fun.”

Jack grinned and whoa-ed her again. Then he was between her legs, edging up, pushing forward, his dick searching for her pussy.

“Hey! A little foreplay?”

He immediately went into foreplay mode. He loved her like a professional. He fondled her breasts and sucked her nipples. He kissed her passionately.

Ah, that’s more like it, she thought.

Then she had another thought. Jack wasn’t fond of cunnilingus. She was. So she had been deprived of this one joy for their whole marriage.

“Jack,” she whispered. “Eat me.”

He slithered down her body and began lapping. He ran his tongue up and down her slit, opened her up, nibbled on her clit, and Mia had an orgasm.

Oh, fuck! she thought. What the fuck!

It was the best orgasm she had had in a l-o-o-ong while. It went on and on, and suddenly she was done.

She was finished.

Jack, however, was not.

“Okay, Jack, get in me and squirt.”

Jack leaped up her body, jammed his weenie into her, and pumped. Fifteen seconds later he spewed.

Mia was stunned. She had never had a man go off in her so fast! He was like a jack rabbit.

He lay on her and panted and whispered, “Oh, that was good.”

That was good? The ten second special was good?

And Mia realized a simple but profound truth about men. They are out of control. They’ll fuck anything and cum as fast as they can. That was just the nature of the beast.

“Okay, Jack,” she said. “Off.”

He leaped off her, sat on the edge of the bed and started masturbating.

Mia stared and her jaw dropped.

“Jack? What are you doing?”

“Unh…unh…unh…you said…unh…to…unh…unh…jack off…unh…”

It was too much. Mia broke into hysterical giggles. Laughing hysterically as Jack pounded on his pud, she managed to say, “Jack! I was telling you to get off of me, not to jack off.”

He stopped, looked bewildered, and turned to her. “Oh.”

“Go shower and get dressed, Jack. Go back to work.”

“Okay.” He stood up and crossed the room to the bathroom.

She watched his tight butt, and she thought about what had happened.

She had controlled their love making, and it had been fabulous. She had finally gotten what she wanted, and Jack…what did he want?

Curious, she focused on Jack’s mind. His mind wasn’t strong, like when he had been pumping his meat, but she could feel it.

And he wasn’t happy.

He wasn’t happy? After screwing her? What the fuck?

That was like a slap in the face! How could he not be happy.

Now she was unhappy. They were connected, and while she was dominant, she was affected by him.

She sighed and sat up, and a big globe of sperm oozed out of her hole.

Oh, fuck. She hated that. She hated the aftermath, the mess, the goo that she had to put up with until she washed, or put on a panty liner if she was unable to wash.

She picked up his tee shirt and pressed it against her pussy. The thin material blotted, and she waited.

Jack in the shower. Unhappy.

Making her unhappy.

And she remembered what the old lady had said. ‘Enjoy…that’s the secret. But if you enjoy…everybody must enjoy. That’s the secret.’

But how do you enjoy when you’re not happy?

She was enjoying sex, but that was when it happened. But now Jack being unhappy, having to deal with the disgusting mess running out of her…how could she enjoy?

She sighed, and waited for Jack to finish, and that’s when it hit her.

Oh, my God!

And she waited for Jack to get out of the shower.


Part Two

Jack was confused, but not unhappy.

He was confused because he had admitted jacking off to Mia. Also, whenever she said something he jumped to do it.

Usually he had his own mind, his own time for doing things, but…what was wrong with him?

As for squirting, he was pleased with that. He liked squirting. Squirting was good.

But, as with all men, he had a bit of downtime after spewing his seed.

Hey, it was over. Time to look around for the next…whatever.

He was empty, and the excitement was gone.

He stepped out of the shower, in charge of his own mind for a few minutes, and toweled himself off.

Dry, he walked into the bedroom and stopped.

“Hello, Jack.”

“Uh…”

She was sitting on the bed, naked, his shirt between her legs. He hated when she did that. He would have worn the shirt again, but…oh, well. Women were women.

Mia listened to him think. It was a downer.

He had only mild appreciation for her, and he wanted to get into the garage and get to work.

“Jack, do you like sex?”

“Well, of course!” The question sort of flabbergasted him.

Mia nodded, she seemed to be deep in thought. He wanted to leave, but there was something about her that was keeping him here.

“I noticed that you aren’t as affectionate after sex.”

“I don’t mean to be.”

She saw that as a truth.

“Would you be affectionate if I didn’t let you cum?”

He blinked.

And Mia blinked. She felt it, deep inside him, a charge of pleasure.

He tried to answer with a big ‘no!’ But his mouth wouldn’t seem to work.

She saw him trying to lie, and was amazed.

Deep inside, Jack didn’t want to cum.

She had figured this out, and was edging around it, but she didn’t have to. It was right there.

Jack enjoyed not cumming more than he enjoyed cumming.

It was obvious why.

When he came the sex was over. He wanted sex. He didn’t want it to end, and cumming ended it.

“Well, Jack, thanks for telling me that. By the way, you may masturbate as often as you like. But you may not cum.”

BING!

The pleasure node inside him skyrocketed.

Denial. Jack loves denial. Denial lets him have sex longer, and the longer he had sex the more intense it became.

“But…but…” God, he was really trying to lie now. He wanted to scream that he wanted to cum, but he couldn’t.

At heart, he didn’t want to.

“You can go back to work now.”

Jack nodded, was even more confused, and he started to leave.

“Did you want to get dressed first?”

He looked down. He was naked. He was going to just walk out to the garage and…and be naked.

That was really confusing.

“Oh, okay.”

A puzzled look on his face he got dressed.

The whole time Mia watched him, a wry sort of a smile on her face.

Mia felt good. The way Jack had responded, the way his pleasure centers had opened up under her questioning, this made her feel good.

She didn’t feel good enough for more sex, she had just had a real banger, but when she got dressed she put on her sexiest clothes.

A pale, purple thong that really rubbed her brown button. A matching half bra that showed her nips and really made her breasts bulge.

She chose a deeper purple blouse, one which dipped a bit and let her bulging breasts be appreciated. A skirt, black, sheer nylons and classic, black, high heels.

Her red toenails showed through the front of the open toed shoes.

She sat down at the vanity and made herself up.

When she was done her eyes were scintillating, her lips ‘blow job’ red, and she combed her hair so that the earrings were partially on display.

A part of her appreciated them as works of beauty, but not because they were beautiful. Because they did beautiful things.

They allowed her to look into the minds of men, to control men.

She walked to the garage and peeked in on Jack.

Sated, ready to live his normal life until his juices were renewed, he was working on his computer.

“Jack?”

He looked at her and…SPROING!

Boner time.

She smiled inside. He might be hidden under his desk, but he couldn’t hide what was in his mind.

“How do I look?”

“Oh, wow! You want to go to bed?”

Crude, but complimentary. She smiled. “I’m going to…” she paused. Why should she tell him what she was going to do?

She had planned to go to a bar and observe men, but he wouldn’t understand that.

In his one track mind another man, any other man, would be a threat to him, especially with her going out the way she was looking.

She came up with a devious response to his question.

“Thanks, honey, but I was going to go to a bar and…would you mind if I got laid?”

“What? Not by…you’re going…”

Oh, that confusion. Very deep, very real. Yet, there was pleasure in him. It was a sexual thought, and he loved sex, and the idea of being denied was emphasized, along with the idea of her laying on her back and groaning as some other man pumped her.

She was a little surprised, but, being close to his lust, she suddenly felt her pussy heat up.

My, God! she thought. I’m going to explode!

And, he not only wouldn’t mind if I got laid, it’s pumping up his sexual desire!

“You wouldn’t mind it,” she said, wonder in her voice.

“Yes! I would!”

“Is that why you’ve got such a big boner?”

He looked guiltily at his crotch. He looked back up at her.

“That’s…I was…I…”

“Honey, let’s get this straight between us. I’m going to a bar. I might meet somebody I want to fuck. And I know that’s causing you to get horny.”

Jack looked desperate, but the pleasure was flaring in him so hard, and Mia felt a bit perverse as she fanned that pleasure, feeling it blow back on herself.

“It’s causing me to feel a bit moist down there, Jack, the idea of letting some other man jam his cock into my cunt.”

She spoke deliberately, and the effect of her crude words was to make Jack harder and harder.

“Honey, I don’t…”

He wanted to say he didn’t want here to, but he couldn’t. There was just something about Mia’s presence that stopped him.

“So while I’m gone I want you to think about that. And I want you to watch lots of porn.”

As she spoke his pleasure went bigger and bigger. His mind was almost overwhelmed with his hidden desires being laid out.

“Watch lots of porn, but don’t cum. And when I get back, maybe with a pussy full of another man’s gism, remember one thing…one aren’t going to get to squirt.”

“Ah…ah…” He sounded like he was gargling frogs as she turned and walked out.

He was frozen, unable to think, to move. He was only able to feel a vast pleasure whelming him.

He heard the click of Mia’s high heels, then the car door slam.

Then he pulled his pants down, got his weenie out, and turned to his computer. In a moment he was stroking, grunting, and trying to cum.

But he hadn’t been given permission.

Mia drove through town. Her pussy was on fire. It was wet, and she was so heated up she thought steam might rise up at any second.

Jack didn’t want to cum.

Jack got off on the idea of somebody else screwing her.

What else was Jack hiding? What other dirty little fantasies occupied his egg shell mind?

She out along the river. Out past the park there was a bar, and it was supposed to be a very dirty place.

Bikers hung out there, and construction workers, and other rough and ready men.

She had heard of the place for many years, along with warnings to stay away from it.

She didn’t have to worry about staying now, not with the earrings on.

Now the men had to worry.

She passed the park and saw the neon lights through the trees.

Big red neon, blinking, announcing, ‘Parker’s Place.’

She wondered who Parker was, or had been, or if there ever had been.

She rounded some trees and saw a gravel parking lot.

There were a dozen big motorcycles in the lot, a half a dozen cars, and a big rig.

Behind the parking lot was Parker’s Place.

It wasn’t much more than a large shack. Neon beer signs in the windows. Red, blinking, Coors, Bud, Miller, and so on.

This wasn’t much of a craft beer joint. instead of craft beers Mia had heard that they served hard liquor.

Fine with her.

She pulled up in front of the bar, got out and straightened her skirt.

She checked her lipstick, saw her earrings and smiled, and walked up the steps to the bar.

The bar was dark inside, as bars usually are.

There was a long bar on the left with half a dozen bikers on stools, huddling over their beers.

There were a half a dozen booths on the right, and three of them were filled. One had bikers, one had construction workers, and one had two rough looking gents with two good looking babes.

At the end of the bar was a pool table, and two guys and two girls were playing.

The music was Barricuda…

If the real thing don't do the trick, no

You better make up something quick

Then the growling ‘Barricuda!’

She walked up to the bar, the left end, away form the bikers, and sat down.

The looks began, and she heard voices in her mind.

‘Look at that bitch!’

‘Nice tits.’

‘Like a piece of that…’

She smiled lightly. Men’s minds were so simple.

“What can I get ya?”

The barkeep was middle-aged, a cigarette dangling from his thin lips. His balding hair combed straight back.

“Tequila. No charge.”

“Yep.”

He poured her a shot, then wanted to stand there and gawk at her.

“Better get back to your other customers.”

“But…but I…”

But he had been dismissed. He wandered down towards the bikers, walking with a surly set to his shoulders.

He had been dismissed.

She sipped the tequila. God, that was good! And it was a weird high. Almost like marijuana, but lighter and more potent at the same time.

She placed the glass down and turned and put her elbows on the bar.

More men looking at her, their pants filling with desire.

Girls getting pissed off. they didn’t like the competition.

And, as she expected, a big biker strolled down the bar towards her.

“Hey, mama. Buy you a drink?”

“Drinks are free, Mr…?”

“Call me Buster. Free drinks, eh? I doubt if Henry will go for that.” He nodded towards the bartender who was watching her from the other end of the bar and licking his lips.

“You’d be surprised,” she murmured. Then: “Tell me, Buster, what do you want.”

Buster turned and waved a finger at Henry. The barman started to move, and Buster turned back.

Mia was shocked at the look on his face. He was red and sweating. His lips were clamped and his eyes were now moist.

“Buster? What do you want?”

“I…I…you don’t…I…”

“You have to tell me, Buster.”

She saw it even as he spoke. It was a moment of unbelievable condor, especially for a rough, tough biker.

“I want…I want to be…”

“Yes?” she encouraged him to tell him what she had already seen.

“…to be a…girl.”

“Okay. I want you to relax now.”

But he couldn’t.

So she said, “Relax, and forget that you told me your secret.”

He sighed and his face relaxed and things were once again good in Mudville.

The drinks arrived and Mia watched as Buster knocked one back.

“Drink mine, too.”

“Thanks.” He tossed the second drink down his throat.

Henry was standing, staring at her. “That’s free, Henry. Now stop loitering around me. You can stared as much as you want, I don’t even care if you play with yourself, as long as you don’t cum.”

Oh, she was feeling perverse. But she knew that before the night was over all the guys in the bar were going to be playing with themselves…and not squirting.

She turned to Buster. “I’m done with you for now. Why don’t you go back to your friends. Send somebody else to me. Tell one of them that I want to see them.”

“Oh, okay.”

She felt his disappointment as he went back down the bar. When he arrived at his group he was questioned, but he simply shook his head and pointed at one of the fellows. The fellow grinned and headed for Mia.

“Hey, little lady. I’m George of the Jungle.”

She smiled. These big boys were little boys with big names made out of little names.

“Well, George of the Jungle, tell me your darkest secret.”

It popped into his mind, but like Buster, he didn’t want to speak.

And it surprised Mia.

He wanted to wear dresses. And lingerie. He had a mental image of himself with no beard, his lips full and red, his hair long and luscious.

He was a gross, beer swilling grease ball, but he had his dreams, his fantasies, his innermost thoughts.

She sent him back.

One by one she went through the bikers and the other rough fellows in the bar. She ignored the girls, and even told the guys to keep the girls away from her.

And almost every one had a hidden fantasy of being dressed up, feminized, and even bent over.

Rough, tough bikers wanted a poke in the ass.

They weren’t fairies, or anything like that. They were rough men. They rode their big toys and got in fights and…and wanted to be better. They wanted to be finer skinned, made up, appreciated for something other than what they were.

So she knew, and she worked them so they were okay with her knowing, or simply forgot about it.

The unfortunate side effect of all this, however, was that Mia was getting unbelievably horny.

The men were revealing a sexual side of them, and their pleasure was mirrored in Mia’s mind.

Their groins were hot when they left her, and so was hers.

They wanted to poke something, anything…for they were simply men.

But that made her want to get poked. By anybody. For she was feeling the desperation of their driven souls.

She sat at the bar, very high, and stared into a drink.

God, she wanted it. She needed it.

She looked over the bar and thought, I want the horniest one.

She wasn’t able to impose her thoughts on men, but…but this one time, maybe it was the drinks freeing something up inside her, but…one of the bikers headed for her.

He was big, six foot six, and that put him fifteen inches taller than her.

And he was round. He had a belly bigger than a barrel.

And a beard that went town to the nipples of his gynecomastia chest.

His belly was round like a Buddha’s, but bigger.

He wore stompin’ boots and as he got closer she could smell the grease on him.

And it was exactly what she wanted.

Talk about hidden desires.

She was a good girl, lived in suburbia and drove a nice car. Her husband bought her flowers on their anniversary and she had polite friends who she sipped wine coolers with.

Then there was this fellow, called ‘Choo Choo.’

“Hey, babe?”

Oddly, he was one of the few who didn’t have the ‘little girl’ fantasy.

He was borderline psychopathic, loved to fight just so he could draw blood, and he was horny.

Maybe it was not having the girly fantasy, maybe it was just that he was almost psycho, but he was the horniest.

Mia looked up at him. In her mind the pleasure rocked.

He was atavistic. Like a gorilla. A monster with no couths.

And he had a big bulge in his ants. A hu-u-uge bulge.

“Hi, Choo Choo, are you ready to plow me?”

His big teeth, surprisingly white in his black beard, showed.

She reached down and felt him.

Yep. Big. Real big.

He waited. He might be a moron, like other men, but he was under her sway.

“Okay, Choo Choo, where do you want to do it?”

“Right here.” He grinned wider.

She laughed. “No. I think we might find a more secluded spot.”

“How about the back?”

She misunderstood. She thought there had to be a back room, maybe a store room, and that was fine.

But he just met ‘back.’

She stood up and walked down the bar, towards the pool table. The bikers went silent, except for appreciative gulps, as she passed.

She stepped into the pool table area and looked around. There was no back room door.

She turned to Choo Choo and opened her mouth.

He spun her around, and pushed her over the pool table.

He had moved so fast that she had lost her breath. She was going to yell ‘NO!’ But she couldn’t.

Then he pulled up her black dress and ripped her black thongs off.

She was laid out, like meat, her pussy out for all to see, her big breasts flattened on the pool table.

She took in air to yell ‘NO!’ but Choo Choo rammed forward and Mia stopped thinking.

This was what she wanted. This was her secret  fantasy. To be bent over and plowed mercilessly, without regard for feelings or sensitivity.

Choo Choo grunted, and the bikers and others gathered around to watch the fun.

“Oh, yes,” wheezed out of Mia.

And when Choo Choo was done another biker took his place.

And Mia loved it.

The only thing she didn’t love was the confusion in her mind.

Her husband wanted to be a girl. He wanted her to take him and feminize him. And if she did that…how would she ever get him, or any man, to brutalize her like Choo Choo and his crowd  was doing?

Well, that was a problem for another day. Right now she had to put all that stuff out of her mind and enjoy her own secret pleasures.

An hour later, a bit sore, pumped full of baby batter, Mia called a halt to the festivities. She gave Choo Choo a big kiss, then walked, bowlegged and dripping, out of the bar.

Everybody cheered and she stopped and waved from the door.

She was a mess.

Her blouse was ripped, her skirt was crooked, her nylons had runs in them. Her hair was messed and her make up was smeared.

But she was happy.

And not the false happy of Jack after he came and had no more sexual drive.

She sat in the car and a mess poured out of her on the seat.

God, How many of them had cum in her?

She had lost count and didn’t care. She was just already looking forward to another time. Give a week or so and maybe she’d head back, or find another place.

She pulled into the driveway and felt Jack at once.

Unh!…Unh!…Unh!…

He’d been stroking himself this whole time?

She got out of the car and ran, her heels clicking and her legs awash with semen, into the garage.

“Oh, Jack. Stop!”

He stopped. His penis was raw and his balls were swollen. His face looked unhappy, but he had this explosion of happiness within. He was in the middle of sex, and he loved it.

“Hi, honey…” he stared at her. He took in her sloppy condition.

He said nothing, but she felt him wanting to say ‘no!’ but underneath that, bigger and brighter than ever, was a horniness unbelievable.

She sighed.

“Come on, Jack. Let’s go to bed.”

Then she saw another of his little fantasies.

“And, yes. You may clean me up.”

He still hadn’t come to grips with his latest urge.

“Yes. You can use your tongue.”

Then he was happy.

Jack was up early, and he was a besotted fool. He got dressed, then stood there and watched Mia sleeping.

Finally, she felt him. She was so connected to him now, by the earrings, that she easily felt the weight of his eyeballs on her.

She groaned and put a forearm over her eyes. “Go to work, Jack. And don’t bother playing with yourself.”

She didn’t want to feel him for a while.

She lay abed for a while, but finally got up and got dressed.

She was sore that day. Her pussy felt like somebody had sandpapered it. But she felt a supreme happiness inside.

She felt content. Satisfied.

And she realized: First time in my life.

But what was she going to do about Jack?

She could sate her desires anytime. Just head for the nearest biker bar and have at.

But she didn’t really want to screw Jack anymore. He was too soft, too pink, too gentle.

Sure, the bikers had the same fantasies, but they hid it with their rough ways, their brutal fucking, their show of being manly men.

Jack didn’t have that. All he had was the fantasy.

Then Mia remembered what the old lady had said. ‘Enjoy…that’s the secret. But if you enjoy…everybody must enjoy. That’s the secret.’

So she could enjoy, she could partake of her atavistic impulses, but she would have to let Jack enjoy his impulses.

And, realizing that, she smiled.

Jack was working at his computer.

“Jack?”

He immediately stood up and went to Mia.

She was sitting at the kitchen table, a bottle of bourbon and a bottle of Coke in front of her. It was good bourbon. Whistlepig, and she poured half a glass with it. She added Coke, pushed it to Jack’s side of the table and motioned him to drink.

He was silent, attending her, dependent upon her. Yesterday he had been a man, with soft fantasies. Now he was not. Now his fantasies had come out. He had seen them, and so had she.

“Yes, dear?” he managed to say.

“Jack, I know you want to be feminized.”

“No! No!”

“You can stop lying. I know, and I’m prepared to help you make that fantasy a reality.”

He shook his head and kept denying it, but Mia kept talking, and he finally understood the reality of his fantasy.

With Mia helping him, he finally gave in and admitted it.

Oh, his face was red, he was mortified, he was thinking in Braille, but…he admitted his fantasy.

Mia placed him at her vanity table and went to work. As she worked she watched his mind, helped him shift and change, helped him understand and accept what was happening.

She cleansed his face and put on primer.

He stared at his face.

He wasn’t a big man. He was about Mia’s size, but minus the boobs. Plus a healthy sized cock.

She wondered whether he wanted to make his cock smaller, but didn’t want to ask him that right now. Maybe later.

“We can get you some boobs, implants, down the road,” she said as she put on foundation, blush, and started on his eyes. “Aren’t you glad you wear your hair long?”

He guessed he was, and he tried not to feel so weird. this was, after all what he wanted.

She shaded his eyes a light grey, then penciled and mascara-ed him.

“You need fuller lips. The brighter the color the more full they’ll seem, but I’m going to use this plumper on you. Your lips will burn a little, then they’ll get bigger. Later, we can look into botox.”

Jack sat silently, watching the transformation. When his lips were complete, fully red and plump, he gasped.

His face was transformed. His cheekbones looked higher.

She brushed his hair and styled it.

“Okay, she said, standing back and inspecting him. Let’s talk lingerie and clothes.”

She had a bra that actually fit him. A little loose in the cups, but it had been too tight one her, so she was fine with letting him wear it.

She had some stretchy undies and he wore them, but he was so erect she knew she was going to have to find him something better.

Or…she was going to have to do something about his…she blinked.

“Jack. Boner down.”

He looked down at his cock and it started shrink, to deflate, to go limp.

She smiled. “Limper,” she said, and she took a piece of material and tied it around the head of his cock, pulled it between his legs, made a hole in the waistband of his panties and looped the material through it.

Perfect. There was no sign of his cock. He was flat, and she had even managed to push his balls up into his little body cavities. The pull of his cock kept them there.

“But…I’m horny?” He looked at her and there was alarm in his eyes.

“Go ahead and be horny, Jack. Get as horny as you can. I’ll let you know when you can get hard again.”

“Oh, Lord,” he whined.

Even though he wanted to be a woman he was scared of losing his cock.

Talk about not having your cake and not eating it, too.

She had him roll on some nylons, then put him in one of her summer dresses. The dress was pink with little frills and ruffles, and it fit almost perfectly.

Except his boobs didn’t really exist, and she could still see the crumpled up cups.

She rolled up a pair of nylons and loaded his bra.

There it was. Now he had curves. He needed a corset, and she would get him one, but for right now he was perfect.

“There you go, Jack,” she admired him.

“But…”

“But what?” She frowned. She had done everything in his fantasy. He was supposed to be enjoying, that was the secret. But…what now?

She touched her earrings and asked him, with a bit of pique, “What do you need, Jack. Is there more to your little fantasy?”

“Well, uh…”

And she saw it.

Her legs shook a little.

He wanted that?

But of course he did.

That was the culmination of fantasy. That was the proof of the pudding.

That was what he needed.

She took his hand and led him back to the bedroom.

“I’m not going to do this all the time, Jack,” she lectured him.

“I know,” he answered, caught between fear and fantasy.

He wanted to do this, but he was scared of it.

“Okay. Lean over the bed and pull your dress up and your panties down.”

He did, and he waited on trembling legs.

Mia got out the lube and spread his cheeks and ran her fingers around inside him.

Jack moaned. She could feel his pleasure, and it was making her hot. She was feeling his sexual delight, and she realized that maybe she would do this all the time.

She took out her vibrator. Now she was breathing fast, licking her lips.

Oh, Jack, she thought. You don’t know what this is doing to me!

She moved behind him, positioned the vibrator and turned it on.

Jack flattened out on the bed, clutched sheet with his hands, and moaned loudly.

Now Mia was pulsing in her pussy, feeling what Jack was feeling.

She pushed, and Jack arched his back.

She reamed him, thoroughly, and when he started to squirt their connection made her squirt, too. He wasn’t even inside her. He wasn’t doing anything to her snatch, but she felt it, she felt his pleasure, and the orgasm was magnificent.

Then she collapsed on his back and just breathed.

Oh, Jack, she thought. We’re going to have fun.

Jack just lay on the bed and sobbed with happiness.

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


My Pink Husband!

He was a male to female man!

Grace Mansfield


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 ONE

“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-faced 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


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked these little tales.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

HAVE A HORNY DAY!

Grace
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A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!
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21 STORIES!


Do you have all the bundles of
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each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


Here are the first two chapters from…
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Sissy Ride: The Book

PART ONE

My name is Alex Trenton, and I didn’t mean for it to happen. In fact, even though I took the first step, I am not responsible. I am the victim here.

I was sitting at my computer, it was a Tuesday night. I had a bourbon and Coke I was sipping, and enjoying very greatly, and I was surfing porn.

I know, me bad, but Tanya, my wife, was at a convention for the week. I was all alone, and…and I was sitting there in my bathrobe, stroking my hog, getting all excited over the babes I was looking at.

Big breasts heaving, while some big-dicked stud plowed them.

Some cock tunneling between big breasts and shooting cream all over the delightful flesh.

Or, my favorite, big breasted woman on all fours, jerking back and forth, facing the camera so I could see those enormous hooters and those red, red lips.

Money shot after money shot, squirting over buttocks, boobs, gorgeous faces, and I was ready to shoot my own load.

DING! The box flashed up on my screen. I had a message.

I started to delete it and stopped. It was from…Mistress Mandy?

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

I didn’t recognize the name, but there was this little round picture of, get this, red lips, on the message.

I love red lips. And I know I shouldn’t have done it, you’re not supposed to open anything you don’t know on the web, I opened it.

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

I went over all the women I had met over the past few weeks.

There were women at work. There were women on the street and in stores. But who, what woman, would pick a guy out at random and stalk him?

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

But it was powerful, made me notice, made me not delete and block.

I typed:

Who is this?

I sat back, sipped a bit of bourbon, and wondered.

Was it Marsha? That secretary at the office? I had flirted with her, but she knew I was married.

Or maybe some clerk at the grocery store. Maybe some young thing bagged for me, and now wanted to…’bag’ me.

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

She knew my tastes? Maybe it was just a random porn advertisement, searching for a sucker.

No. There had been request for money. The internet always wants your money.

I typed:

What do you know about me?

I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’

DING!

I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style.

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf.

DING!

Watch this!

A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt.

I clicked on the link.

A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor.

Mommy Compilation part four!

Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known?

And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history.

And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source.

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do.

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away.

I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world.

I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up.

And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages.

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird.

But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock.

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high.

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

When I know that you are wearing that bra I will jill off.

that is my reward for helping you.

It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull.

I had never thought about being a woman.

But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it?

Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know?

I typed:

I’ll do it.

Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged:

HURRY!

Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship.

But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny.

I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it.

I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it.

I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat.

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched.

I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily.

Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something.

Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra.

It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight.

And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs.

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings?

I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor.

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger.

How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing?

I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off.

I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size.

I put them in my bra.

‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie.

I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling.

God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now.

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight.

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

Now I realized that I was into the game. Heysoos! What was happening to me? But I was too horny to stop.

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I got up and went back to the bedroom. I went through my wife’s closet. Blouses were so thin my bra would be too visible, the fakery would be too easily seen.

Sweaters were too tight. I was afraid I would stretch them out.

A jacket? I had visions of myself, stacked, showing cleavage through the open front. But, no.

Then I saw the dress.

Fuck! A dress? The Mystery Messenger had said a shirt, but I didn’t think she would complain if I put on a dress.

It was purple. Just a little loose at the neck. Stretchy. It wouldn’t get all pulled out of shape.

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

Oh, God! I thought I was going to cum right there! Then I realized something. I was dripping so much I was going to leave stains.

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

Damn! What would a woman do it she had a cock that was dripping…then I laughed. A hard bark. I was imagining really strange things.

Then I realized the solution.

Still holding my dress up I went to the hamper and pulled out undies. Panties. A match for the bra I had on.

I put the panties on, then opened a drawer under the sink and pulled out a Kotex.

I put it in the panties where my dick would drip, and pulled the panties up. I let my dress down.

‘My’ dress.

And realized I had gone too far. The Mystery Messenger, Mistress Mandy, ‘MM’ I would think of her from here on out, had only said a shirt. But now I had on a dress and panties. And…a Kotex.

Which thought made my dick surge so hard I was afraid I was going to cum in my panties.

Could the panty liner catch a load of sperm? I didn’t think so.

I quickly fumbled up the dress, reached into my panties and squeezed my cock. Hard. I waited, and slowly the urge to squirt faded.

Sighing, I went to the kitchen, poured another drink, then went back to the computer.

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

Nothing for a while. I started the Mommy Compilation video over again.

I watched those big breasts bounce and sway as men ground into women, and I felt…proud? Happy?

I had my own set of tits!

Whoever this MM was…she had called me rightly. There was something so horny and intoxicating about wearing woman’s clothes.

DING!

Lipstick.

My mind just sort of popped. The only thing that kept me from passing out was the fact that I was sedated by whiskey.

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

I didn’t sip now, I gulped. I needed the liquid courage.

Putting on lipstick? That would be like the final line to cross!

That was so far out there I didn’t think I could do it!

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

I could. Oh, my God, I could. I could see my lips, round and red and waiting to be kissed.

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I ran, actually ran, to the bedroom, to the back bathroom. I opened the medicine cabinet. Nothing there.

Then I realized I was drunk and not thinking. My wife wouldn’t leave her lipstick in the medicine cabinet, especially when she had a make up table.

I went to her table, and there, sitting to the side, all by itself, almost like it wanted to be noticed, was a thin, gold tube.

I sat down and opened the tube. It wasn’t the roll on stuff, but a little applicator.

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

One coat made them red. Two coats filled in the cracks. Three coats. I wanted this to be perfect.

They were. Beautiful, luscious red. A light metallic sheen to them. And they looked plumper. I looked at the tube.

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

Lip stain? A dull thought shot through me. What was the difference between lip stain and lipstick?

Still, nothing connected.

I stared in the mirror for a long time. My lips were larger, so that was what the plumper was. And I was so-o-o sexy.

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

I wasn’t big boned, but I could use a corset or something. Still, though I was a bit angular, I was so fucking turned on I couldn’t believe it.

I picked up my glass and took a sip. There was only the lightest trace of lipstick on the glass. It must have dried fast.

I went back to the computer room. I sashayed through the house. I sauntered through the rooms.

My chest swayed, and I tried to put some sway into my ass. And I got an idea. Heels.

I had often admired how my wife’s ass swayed when she wore heels.

I returned to the bedroom and searched my wife’s closet.

In the back, a pair of three inch stiletto heels. She never wore them anymore. They had open toes and a sling on the heel.

I put them on, and barely fit. My toes stretched the front strap, and the heel strap, but I managed to stand in them.

I was shaky, had to work to keep my balance, especially with all the liquor I had been drinking.

I stood for a long moment, just practicing standing, and I saw it. On the top shelf, in the back of the closet, was a box. My wife’s wig. She hadn’t worn it for ages. Had only bought it for one occasion, a bad hair cut.

I took the box down and opened it. A blonde wig. Long and curly.

I tried to remember how she had put it on, and fitted it to my head. It took a while, but I managed.

I walked out of the closet. Red lips, big tits, long hair, and my ass swaying like it was a hammock.

Fuck!

And my dick was pushing my panties out and spoiling the look of the dress.

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

I put on the lipstick, then I put on high heels.

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

I thought about this. In my addled state I wondered. Is jacking off at the same time cheating? Did I dare?

Of course I dare. I was drunk and horny and I needed to squirt in the worst possible way.

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

The idea of cuming together, separately, was erotic, and I lifted my dress out of the way and grabbed my cock.

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

I took a quick sip, prepared my message, and watched the digital clock on my computer.

The numbers changed. I sent the message, and began stroking.

Oh, God! It felt good, within ten seconds I was holding myself back.

I could imagine her, whoever she was, diddling her pussy. Maybe using a dildo, definitely a vibrator.

She would be playing with her tits, maybe even sucking a nipple.

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

Time passed, I was on the edge…on the edge…

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

Semen spurted across the room. A long rope of sticky, white fluid. My hips locked up and I couldn’t move, white heat filled my mind and everything got dim. I had never experienced such an explosive cum in my life!

Then it was done.

I sat for a minute, drained and not wanting to move, but I had to send a message.

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

I blinked It was like a lifeline had been cut. My whole world had been invested in that messaging. And now it was…over?

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

No response, and the message window disappeared. She had officially cut the line.

Stunned, satisfied, mystified, I knew I had to take pictures.

I reached into a drawer and took out my good camera. No stupid cell phone for this babe.

I put it on a tripod and set it up in the living room. I used the timer and took a series of pictures. I posed. I kissed at the lens. I flaunted my tits. I never felt so sexy.

And the nice thing, my bump was gone. My boner down, the dress was smooth and not showing any hint of my package.

And then, finally, it was over.

It was time to get undressed and be a man again.

Truth, after I had cum I was ready to change back. I guess that was a good thing. It meant that I just wanted the sex, I didn’t want to remain a woman. which shows how people can delude themselves.

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

I uploaded the pictures to my computer and put them in a file, and I hid the file.

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

Then I washed my glass out, odd, the lipstick stain, as light as it was, was very stubborn. Didn’t want to come off.

Then I washed a bunch of glasses. They were just sort of dusty, and I imagined myself a woman, just sitting around and doing housework.

Then I washed the cupboards off, cleaned a few more things, and realized the time.

It was two in the morning! And I had been prancing around like a woman for hours! Hunh! Maybe there was a part of me that did want to be a woman.

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

I went to the bedroom, thought about sleeping as a woman, then decided against it. I wasn’t that horny anymore, though I did have an inner buzz of excitement running through me.

I took off the wig and put it away. I took off the dress and hung it up. I took the water condoms out of the bra and put them in the sink. I didn’t pop them, I wanted to wear them again. I probably wouldn’t, but…I just left them in the sink.

I took off my panties, and the liner was soaked from the pre cum I had emitted earlier. I smiled at the thought of how much juice I had shot. God, what a night!

Finally, I looked in the mirror at my lipstick. Lip stain. My lips were still plump. This stuff really worked.

I decided to just hop into the shower and wash the stuff off.

I turned the water on hot, hopped in and soaped up.

I rubbed my lips, soaped them good, rubbed them some more, and grinned. I would be clean now.

I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and looked in the mirror.

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

I grabbed a washcloth and soaped it up and scrubbed my lips some more.

They stayed red. In fact, because of all the rubbing they were a little redder.

A little worried, I went back to the computer and powered up. I researched lip stain.

Long lasting than lipstick. It doesn’t just apply a color over the lips, it stains the skin.

My jaw dropped and I stared at the screen. The site I was on had dozens of red lips on it. Lips on women. Red lips where they should be. Not on a man.

What had I done?

I researched some more. Most stains came off within a day. I looked up the particular brand I had used. Three days. One day to lose most of the color, but three days to lose all the color.

Three days.

It was Wednesday night. That meant Thursday, Friday, and Tanya was due home on Saturday. Saturday afternoon.

Yes. It would work, though there might be a little redness left. but i could talk fast and cross my fingers…it was workable.

But, first, I was going to have to call in sick. I couldn’t be seen at work with lips like these.

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

I was dressing up in your clothes, my love. Why do you ask? I giggled.

I called up work and put on my best fake cough. It was pretty easy, and they bought it. Heck, in this day of COVID the slightest wheeze was an excuse to lock down and quarantine.

I called Tanya then.

“Hey, babe! How you doing?” she greeted me.

“I’m good, but I miss you!” At least I missed you until last night, and then I was a bad boy.

“Oh, I miss you, too. I can’t wait to feel your big dick in me.”

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

“I couldn’t help myself,” she giggled. I masturbated last night.”

What!? She never did such things. She was the original Miss Goody Two Shoes.

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

This talk was turning me on. And I was already turned on by having dressed up the night before, and by looking at my red, red lips this morning.

“Oh, I had a big bang. The kind that just sort of take your breath away and leave you dazed and confused.”

“Geez, hearing you talk like that has given me a boner. I’m going to have to jack off.”

“Don’t you dare! You save it for me! When I get home I’m going to jump your bone seven ways from go.”

“Oh, so you can beat off, but I can’t?”

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

“You’ve had your needs filled too often, and you’re going to get your needs really filled when I get home. So no jacking off!”

DING!

I stared at the computer screen. MM had sent me a message? Right while I was talking to my wife!

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

“Uh, yeah!” My mind was caught between two conversations, I was fumbling the ball.

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

“Yeah I can’t wait to fuck you,” I said.

“You sound kind of funny. Is everything all right?”

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

I said: “I’m just looking forward to making love to you.”

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

“You just said you were looking forward to making love, and then you asked ‘what.’ What’s going on?”

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

I tried to separate the conversations in my head. I pushed the MM aside in my mind, turned my swivel away from the screen, and said.

“Sorry honey, I just cut my finger. Paper cut.”

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah. No big deal. And I can’t wait to see you.”

DING!

I ignored the bell. “I’m going to go crazy on you.”

She giggled. “That sounds like fun. But can you handle a real woman?”

As opposed to a computer message woman? “Oh, yeah. I feel like real woman right now.” I blinked. Was there something revealing about what I had said?

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

I searched my mind. I didn’t want to read messages. Oh, yeah. I remembered the song. I hummed a bit of it.

Tanya sang: “Man, I feel like a woman.”

DING!

But now I was successfully in the groove. I put aside the thoughts of the constant messages and focused on my wife.

For a long minute we talked, and even talked dirty, to each other. then it was time to hang up.

DING! DING! DING!

Her last words were, “Well, take care of yourself. You do sound a little strange.”

“I’m fine. And I look forward to this weekend so much.”

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

I hung up, and I was aware that MM had opened up by calling me ‘lover,’ and that my wife had hung up calling me ‘lover.’

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

I’m playing with my pussy, it’s hot and wet for you.

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!
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Read it on kindle or paperback
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