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A Note from the Author!

There used to be a theory, probably still around, I think it came from Hindu (yogic) philosophy…a bug will live a good life and come back as a frog, who will live a good life and come back as a dog, who will live a good life and come back as a horse, and so on.

Which brings us to the question, if a man is good, will he come back as a woman?

The title of this little collection, if you haven’t figured it out, is from Charles Darwin’s ‘On the Origin of Species.’

And, stories two and three were originally designed to be part of a book. It didn’t work out, and there is a bit of a choppy beginning in the second book, but that happens when you write for posterity.

And, just to remind you, these collections of five short stories are designed to give a complete list of my work. That’s over a hundred books five hundred stories, almost in the order in which they are written.

The better way, and less costly, is the collection of ’21 stories.’ Just type in ‘Grace Mansfield 21 stories’ in your amazon search box.

The 21 stories and the novels are every work of erotica I’ve written. Zowie!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Feminized by the Rear End Diet!

Enema to plug to bending over!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Thank God I’ve never had to do the diet bit! All the suffering, all the different diets that don’t work, or are downright dangerous!

In this story Burt needs to go on a diet, and baby, is it a doozy!

Interestingly, the idea came from an old joke.

A woman goes to the doctor and says, “I can’t lose weight.”

The doctor says, “Try eating through the rear end. Just put it in your rear end. Guaranteed you’ll lose weight.”

The woman tried it, and comes back a month later. She is ecstatic. “Doctor! I’m losing so much weight.”

The doctor is happy, but notices that she is squirming on her chair. Moving back and forth, grinding her butt into the chair.

“That’s great, but why are you wiggling like that?”

“Oh, I’m chewing gum.”

Pretty bad, eh?

But the story is pretty good, and you know what happens when men put things up their butts, right?

You don’t!

OMG! You better start reading right now!

STAY HORNY

Gracie


Part One

“Burt is the greatest,” said Marsha. “He’s so witty.”

Marsha and Lanny were sitting on one side of the pool. They were in lounge chairs watching the dancing and festivities on the other side of the pool.

The music was cool and they watched the bodies sway. They especially watched Burt, Lanny’s husband.

He was dancing with a slender, little girl. She wasn’t skinny, but she looked like a pencil next to his bulk. She was laughing and he was obviously cracking jokes.

Good, old Burt. Everybody’s choice for Santa Claus, he had a massive weight problem.

At that moment he looked over at her, waved and grinned, and turned back to the girl.

The girl had sizable boobs, but the flesh on Burt was bouncing more than her boobs ever would.

“He is great,” Lanny agreed. “But he worries me.”

Marsha took a sip of her drink and glanced at Lanny. “What’s to worry?”

“He’s so overweight.”

Marsha was silent.

“Oh, we can talk about it. Burt doesn’t care, but I do. We’ve tried all the diets and he goes down for a minute, then he’s back up, and bigger than ever.

“He could stand to lose a little weight,” murmured Marsha.

“A little weight? Ha! A lot of weight! His knees hurt, he always has indigestion, he can’t exercise…”

“He’s dancing okay.”

“Sure, but he’s not really moving a lot, just jiggling and talking,” Lanny observed bitterly. “I love that man with my whole soul, but I know he’s going to end up with a heart attack or something. And he’s such a good guy!”

“Have you ever heard of Endema?”

“Endema? Don’t you mean enema?”

Lanny thought Marsha was making a joke and she grinned crookedly.

“Nope. Endema. It’s not widely known, not yet, but it’s going to revolutionize weight loss.”

Now Marsha had Lanny’s attention. Lanny turned and stared at her friend.

“The theory behind Endema is simple. The name of the company, they say it stands for ’End of mass,’ but I think you’ll draw your own conclusion.”

“It’s not one of those crazy, stupid things like you can only eat asparagus at midnight, artichokes at noon and the rest of the time you have to swallow beans whole, it is?

Marsha laughed. “Oh, honey, it’s worse, a lot worse, but from everything I’ve read it really works. I know that I’m going to try it—“

“But you’re not overweight!”

“No, but I want good health, and…” she looked around to make sure they were alone, “..and it is supposed to rejuvenate sexual function.”

“Rejuvenate…” Lanny’s brows dipped in question.

“Gives men giant boners. Women get wet. Don’t make me get crude, but…”

They both chuckled. If there’s one thing that women can do, but don’t let men know, is be crude.

“Okay. So how does this thing work?”

Marsha leaned closer and spoke in a low voice. Within five seconds Lanny was shocked, then giggling, then astounded.

This diet was going to be different, all right. But could Burt handle it?

“This is crazy,” Burt said, looking at the package his wife was holding.

“It’s not crazy. The girls told me about it, and there’s even before and after videos on the net.”

Burt was a large fellow, not tall, but round. He was handsome under the extra mass, good features, long hair, but…he couldn’t seem to lose the weight.

Burt stared at Lanny dubiously. Lanny was slender with big boobs. She, too was good looking, blonde and voluptuous, but she wasn’t carrying around Burt’s weight.

“Well, I think I want to lose weight some other way.”

“Honey, you’ve tried ‘em all. Paleo, vegeo, carbeo…” she made fun of the names of the various diets he had tried. “But nothing seems to work.”

“But this idea…this concept of eating through the wrong end…”

“It’s not so much that you’re eating, it’s that once a day you take an enema. That enema will supply all sorts of minerals and things, and they won’t be filtered by your stomach, your organs, your colon. Instead, you’ll get the straight goods, absorbed into your body directly, full power.”

“But eating through the mouth is the way the body is designed!”

“It’s been over-designed. It’s built to filter out things you shouldn’t eat. But this formula the Endema people came up with is pure, nothing to be filtered out. It just goes straight to work in the most undiluted fashion.”

He stared at her.

She held out the hose, “Look at it. It’s small. It’s going to slide right in and you’ll never even know it’s there. Then power packed vitamins enter through the back door and you feel the instant effects of good health.”

“Good health.” He soughed, then took the can she had brought home. It was about the size of powdered milk, but he could hear the liquid slosh inside.”

“And,” she smiled, “people tell me that sexual vigor comes back.”

He couldn’t help it. He hadn’t had any sexual vigor for months. Years. He was feeling in the mood for a bit of sexual vigor.

He looked up at her. “What if something goes wrong?

“What could go wrong? It’s an enema! You get cleaned out, do a little poop, and, if reports are right, it will start acting like viagra. Wouldn’t you like to have a little pick up in the peter department? A little willingness in the wang? A charge in the barge?”

“A charge in the barge?” He gave her a look, but he was also holding in a chuckle. “A charge in the barge? Where the fuck did you come up with that?”

Lanny laughed, then grew serious. “Honey, let’s face it, you’ve got too much chub. It makes your dick hard to get to, and it seems shorter, buried in the pudge the way it is.

Burt frowned. His wife was right. He was so round that his belly hung down over his dick, making it hard to get to. And when he got boners, which was infrequently, which he suspected was because his health was suffering from too much weight, they couldn’t stick out past his fleshy belly.

“Well…”

“Look, honey. I’ll help. I’ll be right there and I’ll make sure nothing goes wrong. Besides, you’ve had enemas before, and—“

He shook his head.”

“What? You’ve never had an enema before?”

His lips were a tight line as he shook his head again.

Lanny was sort of dumfounded. Everybody had had enemas. Doctors recommended them, they were a good way to clean out the system, and… “Never?”

He shook his head.

She smiled. “Well, relax. It’ll be fun. You don’t have to do anything but hold it in for a minute, then…it’ll feel good.”

“But…it’s so messy. I’ll be so embarrassed.

“You can do it yourself,” she said, “But we’re man and wife. We’ve been intimate. We can handle this. And…you’ve got to handle it. It’s time you lost some weight, regained some health, and…don’t you remember what it was like when we first go married and…” she smiled, “We used to fuck like bunnies.”

“Bunnies on steroids,” he confessed, venturing a smile.

Then he thought about how it had all gone wrong. He had gotten too heavy to lay on her. Then he had gotten so fat she could hardly find his dick. Now he hardly ever got erections, and if he did there wasn’t anything he could do about them.

He missed sex. He wanted sex again. And he didn’t like being the fat kid, the one people made jokes about.

Heck, he had tried all the diets, and he used to exercise, but nothing seemed to work.

But what if this did?

What if he could drop the weight off and look svelte and handsome again?

What if the women started paying attention to him not just because he had a good sense of humor and was likable, but because he was actually sexy?

“What are you thinking,” Lanny asked.

He looked at the can again. Read the ingredients. Solid, healthy stuff.

He shook the can and listened to the sloshing inside.

It shouldn’t hurt going in. Lanny took enemas, and she never complained about pain, and she always acted fresh and rejuvenated after she was done.

“Well?”

He looked at her.  “Okay.”

Lanny clapped her hands and gave a little jump. “Oh, honey. You’re going to be so glad!”

He smiled, but he wondered.

On the surface, an enema is a simple thing. Stick a tube up the butt.

Under the surface, however, there are things to be careful of.

First, the tube has to be small and have rounded edges on the end.

Second, lubrication, to butt and tube, is a good thing.

Third, make sure you’re lower than the enema bag.

Fourth, the solution that you plan to put into your body.

With these things in mind Lanny bought an expensive enema kit that had the first item, rounded edges.

She bought good lubrication.

She laid a blanket on the bathroom floor and hung the bag high.

“Okay, honey,” she smiled at Burt. “It’s time.”

Burt undressed and put on a robe. He entered the bathroom.

There wasn’t much room for anything in the bathroom except Burt, and Lanny stood in the shower and arranged the bag.

He took off his robe and struggled to get down on all fours. It was awkward with his bulk, and Lanny waited patiently.

“Do you want me on my back?”

There was no way he could get on his back, take an enema, then leap to his feet and get on the toilet quickly.

“Let’s just do all fours to start,” she said politely.

Burt knelt on all fours. He felt his weight, and he cursed being overweight.

Lanny separate his buns and used a finger to apply lubricant. She smeared it on, pushed it in, and swirled her finger.

“Oh, fuck,” whined Burt.

“Does it hurt?”

“No! It feels good.”

“Well, good!” she smiled and went back to lubing him. She was glad that it didn’t hurt. She wanted this to be easy and painless.

Burt knelt, his big belly hanging to the floor, his balls and tiny peeny barely visible through the rolls of flesh. His head hung and he felt weak and vulnerable.

Then Lanny putting her finger in him…it was beyond embarrassing and he almost called the whole thing off.

But he knew he needed to lose weight. He was going to have to do this.

Finally, Lanny gently began inserting the tube into him.

Burt grunted, and felt the tube sliding over his sensitive nerves. It caused a hot itch, and he really wanted to scratch.

Dully, he realized there was sexual excitement in there somewhere.

Lanny fed a couple of feet into him. It felt like a couple of yards to him, and he had the distinct desire to move his hips, to hump the tube. But he didn’t have the ability to do that.

“Okay, honey, I’m going to release the solution.”

He waited, and a moment later he felt the Endema solution filling his heiny. It was warm, and it felt sloshy good, and it seemed to pour into him forever.

He felt pressure. He felt like he was filling up, and he wanted to poop.

“No!” blurted Lanny. “You’ve got to wait five minutes!”

“But I’m feeling like I have to go!”

“Hold it!”

“But it hurts!” he whined.

“It doesn’t hurt that much! Now just hold it!”

Burt held it. Lanny turned the solution off and pulled the tube out of his ass. That was the roughest. He was holding things in, and she was pulling things out, and it was a near thing.

“Oh, fuck…oh, fuck…oh, fuck…” Burt chanted. He lowered his head, bent his arms, and tilted his body so his face was on the blanket and his butt was pointed up.

“You’re doing good, honey. Just hold on. Three minutes.”

Burt became desperate, frantic, and wanted to jump on the toilet. He could feel stuff sloshing and rumbling deep inside. His muscles in his anus were hurting.

“Four minutes! Just one more minute!”

“Oh…God! Oh…God!” He gritted his teeth, he clamped his butt muscles down. He prayed.

“Okay! Onto the toilet! Now!”

He was big and round, and he was not agile. But the relief of being able to move helped him, and he put his hands on the lip of the toilet, got his legs under him, and managed to stand up.

And turn.

And…

There are descriptions that might be adequate.

The eruption of Mt. Vesuvius.

Forty days and forty nights.

The impact when a giant meteor hit the earth 65 million years ago and killed all the dinosaurs.

But, in the interests of clean prose and not wanting to offend sensitive readers, let’s just say…it was a lot.

A lot of stuff filled the bowl.

A lot of aroma filled the room.

And Lanny ran out, gagging and trying not to barf.

Burt sat on the throne, his flesh overflowing, sweating pouring off him, and a happy set of anal muscles.

After the deluge, Burt got up and tried to wipe. Unfortunately, he had made such a mess, and he was so big and awkward, he had to have help.

This wasn’t a quick dab and pull those panties up.

This was use a garden hose and dry with a beach towel.

Fortunately, Lanny was prepared. She was wearing a covid face mask and latex gloves and she set to work.

Burt sighed and as her gentle hands worked over him.

“Thank you, honey. I know this is difficult.”

He reached out and flushed the toilet.

Gurgle, gurgle, SPHHT! Cunk!

“Oh, crap!” He stared at the clogged toilet.

“Don’t worry about it. I’ve got the plumber’s helper in the hallway.”

“Sorry,” he whispered.

“No prob,” she reassured him, and continued cleaning up.

Afterwards, Burt felt good.

In fact, he felt really good!

He felt ten pounds lighter in the gut, and his penis was even getting hard. Somewhere in his rolls of fat.

And it hadn’t been that bad!

In fact, it had felt pretty good. He really loved when the tube was pushing into him, and when he finally emptied into the bowl it was like winning the lottery.

Of course, Lanny was tired, she had done a lot of work, but that was okay. She was willing.

The things that people will do for love, eh?

Anyway, for the rest of the day Burt was in a good mood. A great mood. He joked, he drank some lemonade, which was supposed to be good for cleansing the body. And he didn’t really have that big an appetite for dinner.

The next day he awoke, had a small breakfast, and mid day Lanny helped him with his enema.

Again, it felt good when she fed the tube into him, and he actually wiggled his butt and sighed.

Then he held the enema for five minutes, and a few odd seconds, and released a ginormous amount of waste.

Again, the toilet was clogged.

Again, Lanny helped him.

And the next day.

And the next day.

A week later it was time to weigh him.

Except they didn’t have a scale that went up high enough.

He normally didn’t weigh himself. Hadn’t weighed himself for years.

But now he was curious.

But…to bad, so sad.

The days passed, and he became more mobile.

He had no scale, but he was sure he was losing weight.

Lanny agreed. She could see the shrinkage.

Burt was losing pounds in waste, and not replacing it with his normal gargantuan appetite.

He was getting nutrients through the colon, and was experiencing a reduced appetite as his body started working better and better.

One day, a month later, Burt couldn’t stand it.

He got on the floor and tilted his butt up and Lanny put the tube in him.

“Wait,” he said.

“What?” she froze, afraid she had hurt him.

Burt began moving back and forth, rubbing his rectum on the hose, and giving little shivers.

“Burt!” Lanny blurted. “Are you getting off on this?”

Ashamed, but desperate, he nodded. “It feels good,” he sounded like he was begging.

Lanny thought about that.

Burt hadn’t had sexual release in months. Maybe years. And now she could actually see his package emerging from the bulk of his body.

`She reached forward and touched it.

“Hey!”

“What?”

“What did you do?”

“I touched your weenie.”

“Oh.”

And she realized that he had not felt his penis for so long he had forgotten what it felt like.

She touched it again, then gripped it with her fingers and started stroking it.

“Oh…yes!”

She stoked him for a long time, and he swayed, back and forth, with her motion. His eyes were closed and he couldn’t believe how good it felt!

Then she finished feeding the tube into him and gave him his enema.

The next day she massaged him extra long in preparing for the insertion of the tube.

She used her fingers, two of them, and he groaned like he was in pain.

But it was a good kind of pain. The kind of pain that people want.

And Lanny loved it. It had been so long since Burt had groaned out loud, and this sounded so sexual, she began giving him extra long ‘anal massages’ every day.

The weight dropped off fast.

When he began the Endema diet he had been around four hundred pounds.

Three months later he had lost a hundred pounds.

His knees stopped hurting and he could walk around the block easily.

His clothes didn’t fit.

He was still enormous, but…it was working.

And he really looked forward to his daily massages.

Then, disaster, he felt pain in his chest.

It wasn’t bad, but it was bad enough that he went to the doctor.

Inside the hospital the doctors and nurses said nothing, but he could see concern in their eyes. They checked his vitals, checked his heart, checked his organs, and he lay on a hospital bed in a little room with Lanny and waited for results.

“Hello, Burt, I’m Doctor Harrison.”

They shook hands and Lanny was introduced, then the doc sat down in a chair next to the bed.

“Good news and bad news.” He spoke cheerfully, so maybe the bad news wasn’t that bad?

“The good news, no heart attack. You’ve been losing a lot of weight recently?”

“Almost a hundred pounds in three months.”

“Well, that’s good, but your body is readjusting. That pain you felt, it more of a king sized heart belch. This happens when…” and he went into along spiel of technical terms. He finished with, “And now the bad news.”

Burt and Lanny waited. It was impossible not to feel a little dread. Bad news in a hospital has a serious ring to it.

“You’ve actually started losing weight just in time. However, your organs are having a rough time. I’ve prescribed a series of supplements for you, pills, and that should do the trick. But you do have a prostate problem.”

“What’s wrong with my prostate?”

“You are pre-cancerous, and that is something we have to watch.”

“Cancer?”

“Not to worry. I think we’ve caught it in time. I’ve got some medicine that should work, but there are two other things you should consider. I know this may be a bit embarrassing, but you need to do enemas.”

Burt and Lanny exchanged startled glances.

“We need to keep you clean down there, and in addition to enemas we need to massage your prostate, and you need to take hormones.”

“Massage my…through my asshole?”

“Yes.”

The doctor maintained a professional attitude and explained the procedure. He had a little tool, a prostate massager, that would be inserted, then a light pressure applied.

Neither Lanny nor Burt revealed that he had been doing enemas, and that he had been getting massages of a sort on a daily basis. They just listened, and nodded, and had a conversation on the way home.

“So I’m going to need to massage your butt,” she grinned.

He smiled ruefully. “When he first talked about it I got the picture that you were going to reach your fist in there and grip my prostate like a baseball.”

She laughed. “That would be fun.”

And they giggled all the way home.

The days passed, and they followed the doctors orders. With much joy.

Lanny actually liked to rub his anal ring, and it was a short throw to feeling inside him with the prostate massager, locating the prostate, and rubbing it and pressing on it gently.

But it drove Burt out of his mind.

“It’s giving me boners,” he complained.

“Oh, poor boy,” she laughed.

His sex organs had come out of the blubber now, and she had taken to rubbing his dick and fondling his balls as she massaged his innards.

“But I can’t cum!” he blurted.

That was a problem. He was getting his fancy tickled, his dingus stroked, and his balls were obviously full, and…no relief.

But, what was there to do?

Three months later and he was down to 200 pounds. He was exercising regularly, had bought gym equipment, and was enjoying his new found mobility.

“50 more pounds and I’ll be down to fighting weight,” he proclaimed proudly.

“Honey, you are my hero,” Lanny said, pressing on his prostate. Then she got an idea.

His asshole was so loose, and he was enjoying it so much, and she had small hands…she pressed three fingers into his ring and began swirling them about.

“Oh, whoa! What are you doing?” he gasped.

“Feel good?”

“It’s making me feel…making me feel…”

She went to four fingers, her thumb sticking up his crack, pushing and pulling, turning and twisting.

He grunted and groaned loudly, then gasped, “Rub my dick! I’m gonna cum!”

She grabbed his weenie, and pulled. She folded the fourth finger down and pushed her hand into him.

It was so much better than feeling him through the prostate massager. Now she could feel him, and she could feel the prostate. She ran her wrist back and forth in him, and rubbed that little walnut, and pulled on his weenie.

“Oh…ah! OHHH!”

He let loose with the semen. Just as the first times he had pooped from the enemas, this was a huge outpouring. It was literally years of stored up squirt, and he let it loose.

His ass clamped on her wrist and she couldn’t move it.

The sounds he made were like a tiger being kicked in the balls.

He came and he came and he came.

Then he lay there, exhausted, unable to move.

Lanny gently extricated her hand. She patted his butt and said, “Sleep, baby.”

He snored.

However, there was a problem.

That last fifty pounds. As he lost it, he gained it, and it looked like he had reached some sort of a plateau.

He had plateaued before, and it was no big thing, but this one, because as he lost belly weight, he gained…chest weight.

The doctor had warned him that he might get gynecomastia, and he had.

And his hips were not shrinking, but becoming rounder.

Fortunately, his waist was still shrinking, though now slower.

“Oh, Lord,” he said, looking in the mirror.

A few months ago he had admired his slenderizing form. Now he stared at the large mounds growing on his chest.

“Looks good,” Lanny said cheerfully.

“I guess.” But he sounded sad.

“Why so glum, bum? You’re a beautiful man.”

“But…these boobs!”

“What’s wrong with boobs?” she countered. “You like boobs on me? you like my boobs? Now you get to have your own.”

He turned and hefted them.

She stared, and realized: “You just need a bra.”

“I’m not going to wear a bra!”

“Then you’re going to be saggy baggy, like a grandmother.”

She was smiling. Partly because she wasn’t alarmed, was, indeed, liking his feminine attribute, and partly because she wanted to calm him down.

And she thought about the way their life was.

She put her hand in his anus every day. He was having orgasms from that, and he liked it.

Now he was growing boobs.

Sure, it was all misadventure, but that didn’t mean she didn’t like it.

On the contrary, she loved it.

She would sit there, massaging his prostate, and he would be moaning like…like…like a bitch in heat.

What’s not to like about that?

And, in fact, she had put off spreading her legs for him, claiming he was still too heavy—he wasn’t—just so she could keep diddling him the way he was.

“Do you want to look like a grandmother?” she grinned at him.

“Well, no.”

“Then why don’t you try a bra. Just around here. You’ll be amazed at how good a good bra feels.”

And I’ll love seeing you prancing around with your boobs on display, she thought.

“Well, I don’t know…”

“Then it’s settled. I’ll go shop for a few bras and we’ll get this thing started.

This thing.

What thing?

Nothing had been stated, but actions were being taken, and she suddenly knew where it was all heading.

Feminization.

Burt was in good shape. He was down to 175 pounds. Being short and originally slender, he only had 25 pounds to go.

But he realized that things were different now, and he knew that his weight might be different as he homed in on an ideal shape.

His waist was thick, and Lanny was telling him he had to work on crunches and cardio.

His chest was large, protruding, and held up by a bra. He could bind his boobs, but he didn’t want to. Binding was very uncomfortable, and a bra was much better.

His ass was looking good, but there was a small problem. His dick, which had started rejuvenating, seemed to have stalled. It was small, and it wasn’t getting bigger.

And his nuts were small.

Lanny could now give him head, and she had never been able to deep throat him before, but now she could.

And she could take both his nuts in her mouth and swirl them around like ben wah balls.

Which drove him crazy, and which he loved, but which reminded him that his body was getting too feminine, and not enough masculine.

Things were coming to a head.

Burt was on the edge. He had a choice, he could get off the hormones, though the doctor wanted him to go a full year, and his penis would revert. It would grow big and strong, and his balls would fill up and deliver the sperm.

Or he could stay on the hormones and his penis would shrink, but his boobs would get bigger. His ass would get rounder and his waist would become wasp like.

He had played around with a corset, Lanny’s idea, and could see where it was all heading.

Choices.

Lanny obviously wanted him to keep feminizing.

He didn’t know what he wanted.

He loved his enemas and his daily butt massages.

He loved his little squirts, which were becoming quite intense, almost painfully intense, but they were infrequent.

The matter was resolved for him, one night.

“Hey, honey, are you ready for a little in and out?” Lanny was wearing a peignoir and looking very sexy.

“Sure,” he smiled.

“Then hop up on the bed.”

Now he was small and flexible. He jumped on the bed and waggled his fanny.

“”Hey, Mikey. I think he likes it!” Lanny giggled.

“He loves it.”

She lubed him up and began fisting him and stroking him.

Burt was in heaven.

Then Lanny slowed down.

“Honey, you know I love you like this.”

“But what’s in it for you?”

“I don’t know. I just know it makes me happy. When I have my fist up your heinie I feel powerful, like I’m in charge of the world.”

He groaned as she rubbed his prostate.

“Besides, I like it so much, it’s better than sex.”

He froze, and the truth burst on him. “You don’t intend to let me fuck you again.”

She was quiet, working her hands, thinking. She knew they were on dangerous ground here.

“I wouldn’t say never,” she lied.

But he understood. “I would.”

They were quiet for a long time then, thinking, Burt trying to think through the massive amount of pleasure he was receiving. Lanny trying to keep him going, yet not let him go over the edge. She wanted to have this talk before she let him cum.

“Burt,” she said.

“Yes?”

“It’s pretty obvious that I want to change you into a girl.”

Burt was silent.

“And I think that’s what you want, too.”

The sound of her fist squelching in and out.

His grunts and moans.

It looked like she was punching him in the asshole, but she was really rubbing his favorite spot.

“So admit it. Let’s go for it.”

“What do I get out of it?”

“More of this,” she rammed him hard.

She reached under him and pinched his nipple.

“And this.”

“And…more of…”

She had intended to pull on his weenie, but he felt a sharp pain lancing up through him. The pain was in his balls, in his prick, and it occupied his universe.

“Oh,” he cried.

“Burt?”

“AHHHHH!”

He came, but not like a man. He came like a woman. A prostate orgasm. Some people call it an anal orgasm. Other people call it a sissygasm.

But, whatever you call it, it washed over Burt. The sharp lancing pain in his groin exploded, spread out, consumed him. He forgot about the world, he was a bright flash of light in the cosmos, blown right out of his skull by the force of the experience.

He flattened out on the bed, pulled Lannie with him, her hand stuck in his rear end, clamped down by his muscles.

He turned and assumed the fetal position and cried, sobbed, and Lanny slowly pulled her fist out. “Honey? What happened? Are you all right?”

“Yes,” he said. And, “I’ll do it.”

A moment while Lanny understood and exulted.

Burt whispered, “Make me a girl.”


Part Two

“If you think I’m going to slap some make up on you and call you a girl you’ve got another think coming.”

He blinked.

“It takes a lot of work to be a woman. Those hormones you’ve been taking for your prostate have done wonders for you. Your body is really coming along, but there’s more to a woman than a pair of tits.”

She was speaking in a low voice and very intently.

Burt nodded. “I’ll do whatever you say.”

“Okay. First, we’ve got to get rid of all your hair.”

Burt put a hand to his head. “All of it?”

“No, you ninny!” she laughed. “Just the hair on your body.

Burt nodded.

“So do it.”

“How?”

“You could try shaving?”

“My whole body?”

“Everything but your head.”

Burt took a deep breath, stood up, and headed for the bathroom.

He reached for his electric razor. He hadn’t used it much, his whiskers had thinned out since he started using hormones, but—

“Not that.”

“Why not? I see you using that little pink razor.”

“That’s right. I use a razor, not an electric shaver. When you use an electric shaver it cuts the hair but it also stimulates growth. If you use a razor it won’t do that as much.

“I’ll pick up a razor.”

“Just use mine.”

“But it’s too small!”

“I use it. If it’s good enough for this girl, it’s good enough for that girl.” She poked him in the breast and he instinctively grabbed the spot she had poked.

“Now, have a seat on the toilet and start getting rid of your manly hair.”

Burt said on the throne. He was able to get the easy to reach parts fairly easily. He bent over and started pulling up his legs.

“Ow!”

“You need to lather up, sweetheart,” she smirked.

Burt got a grouchy look on his face and reached for the soap. “You could have told me.”

“You mean you didn’t know? Men shave, they use soap.”

“Yeah, but…” he trailed off. He knew he wasn’t going to win this argument.

He got the soap wet, wished he had shaving cream, and smeared  the soap all over his legs.

It was still a bit scratchy, but it wasn’t bad. He shaved his legs, the easy parts, then started faltering.

“What’s the matter?”

“I don’t bend that way,” he confessed.

She smiled. “You’ll have to.”

So he took a breath, contorted, and did the best he could.

When his legs were fairly smooth he began working on his groin.

He soaped up and began scraping, and this was weird.

His ball sacs were wrinkled., and it was hard to get in the nooks and crannies. He actually cut himself a couple of times, but when he was done it wasn’t too bad.

He shaved his arms, not too hard, and his chest, easy, but when he started on his back it went to hell.

“Poor boy,” Lanny observed. “Hair on your back.” She shook her head and made tsking sounds.

Burt used the mirror, contorted until his muscles started to cramp, but finally, an hour after he had started, he was done.

Sort of.

Lanny ran her hands over him. She felt places where the stubble was still there, places where he missed totally, and places that were smooth.

“Okay, you missed this area, and your back needs work, and…you’re gong to have to do it again.”

“What? But I shaved for an hour! I bent in ways that I don’t bend! I can’t…isn’t there any other way of doing this?”

“Well, there are two things, both of which you’ll have to do.”

“Okay,” he felt a bit of relief at not having to stretch and bend any more.

“First, you’re going to have to do this anyway to get as flexible as a woman; you’re going to have to do Yoga.”

“Really?”

“Really. I want you waking up in the morning, early, and I’ll get you some Yoga DVDs.”

He wasn’t looking forward to that, but, he would do what he had to do. “What’s the other thing?”

“Second, you could use the Nair.”

His eyes opened. “What? I could have used the Nair first and not gone through all that!”

“Most women, when they learn to depilate, don’t use Nair. They do it the old-fashioned way. They contort and scrape and…and you need to learn to be flexible, and you need to experience some of the things that women go through.”

He shook his head.

She laughed and handed him a bottle of Nair.

What had taken him an hour before, and had not resulted in a good job, was now done in fifteen minutes, and it was a good job.

He slathered Nair all over his body, waited until his flesh got hot, and simple rinsed his hairs off.

Done with his depilation, he dried himself off and marveled. “This is an incredible feeling,” he said. “I feel like my skin is super sensitive.”

Lanny nodded. “Now you’re learning.”

“Okay. What’s next?”

“Nothing. It’s time for bed.”

“But I want to do more!”

“You will. Tomorrow. Right now you have to take me to bed and please me.”

He blinked.

She pulled him to bed, kissed him, then they slid under the covers.

That night was a revelation for Burt.

He had had a female type orgasm, and he wanted more, but she said he had to earn his orgasms.

“How do I do that?” he whispered in the darkness.

“Learn how to make love like a woman.”

“But I had that orgasm!”

“What does an orgasm have to do with making love?”

That blanked him. He obviously didn’t understand.

“Look, the big O comes at the end of love making. It comes after the passion and the petting, the kissing and the feeling of body parts. The big O is your reward for being soft and gentle, learning how to tease and deny and wake a man up to his sex.”

“But I’m soft and gentle!”

She laughed, and he got red in the face.

“Well, I am!”

“Sure you are, for a man. Which just means that you use a different grade of sand paper.”

“Hunh?”

“A real woman uses silk. She uses the lightest touch with gobs of anticipation.”

He said nothing.

“Now, watch, and I’ll show you.”

They were facing each other, the covers up to their necks. She touched his face, placed her hands on his cheeks, held his face and leaned her head forward.

He thought she wanted a kiss and he tried to move forward, but she stopped him.

He grunted in frustration.

She licked his lips.

It was soft, slithery, and he could feel his teeny weeny standing up. His heart started to pound harder.

She let go of his cheeks and lowered her hand to his groin. Her touch was like a feather as she  held his package. Then she ran her hands up his newly sensitive flesh to his boobs.

“Oh, fuck.” he whispered.

She licked his nipples, teased them, her tongue feeling like silk on those little pebbles.

He tried to kiss her, but she pushed him back.

“Now, you do that to me. I’ll try to kiss you, but you refuse, gently, and figure out how to arouse me, to tease me.”

She leaned forward and he wanted to kiss her red lips in the strongest way, but he followed directions and stopped her. Then he moved in and kissed her lips so softly she could hardly feel it.

He went down on her, breathing into her snatch, licking along the labia, sucking the clitoris.

“Oh, yes!” she sighed. “Now do this until you get me off.”

He began easily enough, but within ten minutes he was frustrated. When he said so she remarked, “That’s because you want satisfaction. But a woman gives satisfaction, she doesn’t take it.”

That was an eye opener. That was a whole concept that shifted Burt’s world.

He was not supposed to take, he was supposed to give. And he drew all sorts of conclusions about the woman’s sex being on the inside and the man’s on the outside.

Men walk around stimulated all the time. Their junk rubs this way and that, and almost anything will cause stimulation.

Women, on the other hand, conceal their sex, and it is not in a constant state of stimulation.

He blurted, “But how do you ever get horny?”

“Hey, we’re horny all the time, just like men. We’ve got hormones that drive us, the same as men. We just don’t have as much. It’s not as intense for us…until you make love like you’re doing now.”

That did the deed for Burt. Now he focused on giving, instead of taking, and he found that it worked. And not only did it make her horny, it made him hornier.

He loved her then. He brushed her skin, he stroked her hair, he played with her nipples tantalizingly.

And, a half hour later, she began to climb the mountain.

“Oh, yeah,” she sighed, and she began tightening and trying, then relaxing, and trying again.

“Women are different,” she explained as she built herself up. “Men just push until the orgasm. We have to sneak up on it. Sometimes pushing, sometimes ignoring the orgasm so that it will become curious and come looking for us.

He paid attention, and she finally burst into clamping muscles and arching back, her thighs tightening on his head so hard he thought he would suffocate as her legs squeezed.

Then she relaxed and he was able to come up for air.

“Oh, God, that was good!” she sighed.

“Great,” he was happy, and thought he was going to get the treatment from her.

But she just patted his cheek, said good night and turned over.

He blinked in the darkness, then, his voice a little whiny, asked, “Aren’t you going to do me?”

“Oh, Lord, no!”

“But my dick is hard!”

“Good.” She turned to him and he could feel her grin in the darkness. “Do you know how many times I’ve faked an orgasm, just done without because you were all done?”

“But…but I didn’t know!”

“Now you do. And you can experience what women go through when they have chosen a selfish man.”

She turned back over, pushed her butt into him for a bit of snuggling, then sighed and began the drift into sleep.

Holding her, his nose tickled by her hair, his little cock screaming for relief, all he could do was…think.

Oh, Lord, he had been so selfish.

He awoke early because Lanny was shaking his shoulder, then shaking the whole bed, then threatening to turn over the bed and pour cold water on him.

“All right,” he said, with a touch of the grump in him. “All right!”

He sat on the edge of the bed and yawned. “What’s so important, anyway?”

“Yoga,” she answered.

Burt stared at her lush body.

“Many people like to do yoga in the nude. Like me.”

He gulped. His weenie was hard, and he had lost so much weight that, small as it was, it was sticking out.

“And now so do you.”

“I do?”

God, he was horny!

“Absolutely. You’ve got one minute to pee and get into the living room.”

One minute to pee? Heck, it often took him a minute to even start peeing! Hormones had slowed certain functions down.

So he ran for the bathroom, sat and peed, then ran for the living room, and stopped.

Lanny had hooked up her laptop to the big screen and a good looking woman was sitting in the lotus position on the screen and speaking.

“Namaste! Today we’re going to stretch the back and…”

“This is it?”

Lanny had laid two yoga mats on the floor and was sitting on one.

“Come,” she said. “Take a load off.”

For the next hour Burt suffered. He tried to stretch, but his body didn’t feel like it. He tried to relax, but his mind didn’t feel like it.

He didn’t try to get hard because his body not only felt like it, it was doing it.

All through the exercises, called ‘asanas,’ Lanny encouraged him.

“That’s it, honey. Breath out and you’ll get a little more stretch. Now pivot like this and put this leg there.”

“But it doesn’t go there, he half sobbed.

“Sure it does.” She leaned over and helped his leg move, and darned if it didn’t go there. It was never coming back, though.

After an hour he was drenched, wrung out, and yet, oddly, he felt good.

He didn’t feel like he was going to be weak for the rest of the day, like if he had worked out with weights or something. He felt…zingy!

Now how could that be?

After he was all yoga-cized Lanny sat him down in a chair on the patio. He was still naked, and Lanny moved a small table up next to him.

“What’s this?”

“A woman has to learn to relax, and one of the most relaxing things in the world is to get your nails done, or a facial, or any kind of make over. So this morning we’re going to do some stuff to you and help you relax.”

She looked down at his erect weenie and giggled. “Of course this little fellow doesn’t have to relax.”

She spread his hand out on the little table, told him to close his eyes, and began preparing his fingers.

Burt lay there and, at first, he was nervous. But as her slender hands worked on his he began to relax.

She trimmed his nails, taking her time, determined to make his first nail job a professional one.

“You have such magnificent boobs,” she spoke softly as she glued long nails onto his digits.

“The better to breast feed you, my dear,” he quipped. He could feel her hands moving, and the pressing on the tips of his fingers, but he didn’t really know what she was doing.

He was tempted to open his eyes and see, but she had told him to keep his eyes closed and to relax.

Lanny giggled at his remark. “Yes, well, we can do that a little later.”

She went to the other hand and prepared, glued and painted. A half hour later she was done. “Open your eyes.”

Burt opened, then closed them,, then opened and blinked, and stared at his mitts.

His fingernails were a half inch, tapering ovals, and he gulped.

“They’re long.”

“Men think they are measured by the length of their dicks. Women know that they are measured by the length of their nails.” She paused. “And the size of their boobs. And the color of their lips. And…you get the idea.”

“And here I thought beauty was only skin deep,” he murmured.

“Okay, now the fun begins. I want you to paint your toes.”

“What?”

“No big deal. You’ve learned how to stretch, and you can see what I’ve done, and most importantly, you’ve felt it. Now you just have to make your toes feel the same way.”

“Make my toes feel,” he muttered.

She helped him get set up, and he sat like one of the yoga poses and began making a mess of things.

He got polish everywhere, smearing it on his toes, dripping on the newspaper Lanny had set up under his feet.

The funny thing was that he actually thought he could do this. The yoga, the ‘feeling’ of her doing his hands…he understood what he was supposed to do, but…it just wasn’t quite happening.

Still, she kept complimenting him, taking over and helping him clean the mess, and finally, two hours later, he was done.

And, with her eventual help, they looked good.

He stood up, looked at himself in the reflection in the big window.

He was slender, big boobs, and now his fingers and toes…wow!

“Okay, honey, it’s time to style your hair.”

She took him to the kitchen sink and washed his hair. He hadn’t cut it for months, Lanny hadn’t wanted him to, and now he knew why. She had him lean back and she washed it, then she set it in curlers.

Talk about weird.

And, talk about a dick that wouldn’t go down.

“If this keeps up,” he said, looking down at Mr. Happy, “It might grow large again.”

“I hope not,” she giggled, then she pinched his nipple.

“Ow!”

And put make up on him.

Not a lot. She would save the complete facial for some other day. Now she just wanted a bit of shadow on his eyes, to work on his lashes, and, of course, lipstick.

He sat, his hair setting, and felt the warm luxuriousness of being pampered.

“So this is why there are beauty salons,” he murmured.

“It is,” she nodded. Her face was close to his, her breath on his mouth and nose, as she took a sharp pencil and outlined his eyes.

Then they fixed lunch. This was a blast of frustration as the simplest things were awkward. With his nails he had trouble holding a knife, let alone trimming the crust. And when he tried to open a can of soup he was sure he was going to break a nail.

But he didn’t, and they sat at the table and ate and Lanny watched him with a wry grin.

“What?”

“You’re beautiful.”

“Oh.”

“And I can feel what’s inside you.”

Now he was curious. “So what’s inside me?”

“Confusion. Terror. A blossoming feeling of happiness.”

He thought about it, and she was right.

Yes, he had agreed to become a woman, but the process was scary. To see himself with a softer face, red lips, big boobs…it was upsetting all his notions concerning himself.

He sighed, and she put her hand on his. “But it’s all right.”

Then he blurted, “I can’t stop thinking about sex.”

“Me neither.”

“But…you don’t want my dick, and my dick isn’t big enough, anyway!”

“Don’t worry,” she spoke enigmatically. “We’ll do it the other way.”

Which made him feel good and even giddy.

She took out the curlers and he was amazed at how full and bouncy his hair was.

It was the afternoon now, and Lanny told him to sit tight, watch some porn or something, and she’d be back in an hour or two.

So Burt watched some TV, and he was restless. He was bursting with energy. He had been denied and he was filled with sexual energy, and the whole change thing, that was a supercharge of energy.

He turned off the TV and tried to read, but that didn't work. He would be turning pages, then he’d be off in some dreamland, not seeing anything, wondering at what was happening to him, staring at his fingernails.

He was depilated, made up, his fingers shiny, red tipped.

His body was feminine, his chest actually shrinking a bit from the hormones, and that made his boobs look quite a bit big.

His hips were round and shapely.

He was becoming a woman.

And he felt it. He felt womanly. Sort of.

But it was like there was something missing.

He sighed. There was no answer to his cogitations, and he put down the magazine and headed into the computer room.

He smiled as the first porn images rolled across the screen.

This is what he needed. He needed to immerse himself in this world.

Lanny returned home a couple of hours later, and she was smiling.

“What?” he asked.

“This.” She handed him a box.

The box was small and grey and not imposing. When he lifted the lid, however, it was more than imposing. It was downright frightening.

Inside the box, was a bulbous thing with a knob on the end of the handle. The knob was flat and had a blue diamond set in it.

He lifted it up and knew what it was. But he asked, “What is it?”

“Honey, if you’re going to be a woman, you need to take it like a woman.”

He stared at her, his eyes glittering. Fear and desire, a wonderful mix.

“So it goes up my rear end.”

“Just like those wonderful enemas that you love. It was help stretch you out so that when I finally make love to you you can handle it.”

He felt the object, the plug, and noted how smooth it was.

No edges.

Just…pleasure.

They went into the bedroom and she asked if she could do the honors. “I’m going to be the one that eventually pops your cherry, so it’s only right.”

He was nervous, and gulped and nodded.

She had him bend over the bed and got out the lube.

Burt was already fairly loose back there. Lanny regularly fingered him, and even fisted him, and got him off, but this was more. The plug would stay in him, and he knew what she was intending.

She was going to get a strap on. Heck, she probably already had one, sitting in a drawer and waiting for the big day.

Now, a fist is pretty big, maybe bigger than a dick, depending on the person who’s fist is being compared, but taking a penis is a totally different thing.

Taking a cock up the heinie, pushed by hips, had not just a different feel, but a different emotion.

When one is fucked by a cock they are owned.

The person with the cock effectively has become the alpha in the relationship, and the person penetrated has become subservient. Submissive. They have become the beta in the relationship.

And, in a way, it was all superfluous. She was already in charge of him. But it’s like the difference a ring makes. Before a person is married they are still free. They can break loose and find other orbit. But once that ring goes on the finger they are sealed by contract.

And the same held true for her taking him with a cock.

Fingers, even fist, he was owned, but not like being owned by a dick.

And he wanted it.

He wanted to be owned.

He wanted to submit to his wife in the deepest way.

The days passed. They worked on his appearance. He learned mannerisms. He learned make up and was able to bend over and paint his nails with no problem.

He was even excelling at yoga.

Lanny was quite pleased with his progress, and she often joked that one of these days he would be able to suck his own cock!

He would look down at his nubbin, it was now the size of a five year old boys, and say, “Not likely.”

But she loved it. She kissed it felt it, sucked it, and called it his little clitoris.

And…the day came.

They spent the day leisurely. Went to yard sales, both as women, and then the mall. Again, both as women.

She bought him earrings, and he felt quite giddy getting his ears pierced.

They went to dinner, then…home.

They had had a couple of drinks, and they had a couple more when they arrived home, and they both knew it was time.

“You want to go get ready?”

He smiled. “I do. Give me an hour.”

“I’ll bring you another drink.”

And she did, and was pleased at how he was preparing himself for the great de-flowering.

And, an hour later, he called to her.

He was laying on the covers, his hands behind his head, his breasts large and expansive in the dim light.

She went to him and began making love.

Light kisses, filled with anticipation.

They caressed each others bosoms, taking their time and making sure the nipples were stiff and turgid.

They ate each other out, and Lanny removed his plug and fingered him, greasing him up.

Then she got out of bed and wrapped the strap on around her hips, buckled it in place.

Burt watched avidly. His stomach was in knots, but they were knots of the good kind.

Then Lanny smiled lovingly and came to him.

“Do you want to be facing up or on all fours.”

“On all fours,” he stated. “I want to submit in the fullest sense of the word.”

“You want me to slap your ass and pull your hair?”

“I want you to use me. Take your pleasure and discard me.”

But they both knew she wasn’t going to be doing that.

She had been working him for weeks, edging him, getting him right  to the point of cumming, then backing off.

They wanted him to cum on her dick.

He turned over and presented his butt to her, and she entered him gently.

She loved him softly, and she angled the weenie down to press on his prostate.

And, before his passion became too great, he thought of all he had been through.

He had been badly overweight, obese, then he had started the Endema diet, the ‘rear end’ diet, and everything had changed.

And now his prostate was healthy, and he was skinny but voluptuous, and…he was happy.

No more male mannerisms. No more male selfishness. No more the unthinking bully.

And, as Lanny penetrated him, rode him harder and harder, and finally pushed him over the edge…as the semen poured out of his little nub, he was glad.

END
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Part One

“Because you’re a cock teaser.”

The woman stared at him. She was the most beautiful girl at the party, and Ryan had watched her lay waste to the male population.

She was deliberately sexy. Provocative with the dress with the porthole showing amazing cleavage.

Her lips were shiny red, glistening red, and when she spoke she pursed her lips, as if kissing.

Her pale, blue eyes were amused, sending ‘come hither’ messages.

From the spike of her classic, patent leather spikes to the waves of frowzy, blonde hair, she was a dish.

But she wasn’t serious. She was there to tease. To excite the boys just to dash their hopes.

Now she was in front of him.

He had gone into the kitchen to make a drink, and when he turned around she was there.

Teasing.

“Hey, handsome, where have you been all night?”

She was exciting. She was a boner maker, but having watched her he kept an emotional barrier between them.

“Here and there, I’m Ryan.”

She offered a delicately manicured hand as if to shake. “I’m Shiela.”

He took it because…what else you gonna do?

She pulled him into her, mashed her breasts against his chest, whispered in his ear. “How big are you?”

He had stepped back, an amused smile on his face. “I don’t think I’m what you want,” he spoke in a low tone, just for the two of them.

“Why not?”

That was when he told her the truth.

“Because you’re a cock teaser.”

She blinked, but other than that showed no reaction. “Oh?” Her mouth was more amused, and he wanted to taste it.

“I’ve been watching you. You’re a babe and I can be forgiven that observation. But you felt Tom’s penis when you thought no one was looking. You kissed Jerry, and his wife was in the other room. You move your hands across chests, rubbing nipples. You speak like you’re kissing them, and the message is always the same: fuck me. But you don’t mean it.”

“Oh, I don’t,” she studied him extremely closely.

“No. You’re here to tease, and please yourself. And that’s all.”

“Would you like to go home with me?”

He turned his head slightly. His brows dipped just a fraction. He had expected a slap in the face, maybe an outraged rant. He had not expected this.

Yet, he was leery.

“This is just one more of your traps.”

“Of course it is, but it is a trap where you win. How about it?”

“I don’t think so.”

She was not put off, but she redoubled her efforts to persuade him.

“How about making me a drink and letting me convince you?”

Ryan turned to the sink and filled a glass with ice, Coke and…he looked at her, “You want it light or heavy?”

“Medium.”

He put a medium amount of bourbon into the drink and handed it to her.

She had one arm folded under her boobs, which he noted emphasized them, and touched her lips to the glass and sipped a delicate amount of alcohol. Her eyes measured him to within an inch of his life.

“Okay, so here’s how it goes. The rest of the night I’m yours. I will make you my world. No more prick teasing. I will hang on your every word, I will press my body against yours like an old girl friend. When the night is over we can go to my place and you can fuck the hell out of me. You can spend the night and, in the morning, sneak out. Or…we can decide whether we want this to go further. The choice is entirely up to you.”

Ryan had himself under control. On the surface. Under the surface he was starting to feel it.

The heat, the desire, the start of a king-sized boner that would haunt him.

“Well? Are you brave enough?” And now she gave that cock teasing grin. “Do you want me or not?”

He sighed, loud and long, and said, “I would be stupid to turn a bet like that down.”

“A bet, I like that. But not a bet, just an exploratory journey, a trip into ‘virgin territory,’” and she laughed. “Just to see if you want to take up homesteading.”

“Okay,” said.

She nodded, took a big glug, placed her glass on the counter and turned to him. She grabbed his arms and pulled him to her.

Slowly.

Slower.

Her red lips occupying his vision. Her eyes watching him, and now a serious expression on her face.

She almost had him convinced. He was thinking this was for real, but…he waited, watched, and she stopped. An inch away, daring him, and yet he knew she would pull away if he tried to kiss her.

For five seconds they breathed each others air, and she smelled so sweet.

Ten seconds, then she drew back, and that convinced him.

A woman trying to manipulate tries to snare men with a kiss. A real woman builds anticipation, and with it desire, and so ensnares her man.

She was for real, and he gulped. He was good, but not that good.

She picked up her drink, hooked an arm in his, and led him back out to the party.

The rest of the party was a wild adventure.

True to her word, she hung on him, made it seem to everybody that they were long time lovers. She clung to him, kissed him at the right times and in the right manner, and made him feel like a million dollars.

They drank, they caroused, they joked.

They danced, they drank some more, and when it was time to leave she didn’t hesitate.

“We can leave my car here,” she said.

They squeezed into his Mustang and she told him not to impress her with his driving, she was already impressed enough.

So he drove slow and she fiddled with the radio, finding some truly great songs.

Let's swim to the moon

Let's climb through the tide

The Doors crooned it out, lovers on a carousel, and that’s how Ryan felt.

He was on a horse named Shiela, and he was going round and round, trying to figure things out.

He felt like a boyfriend, a lover, and not like a sometimes thing.

But what was she planning?

They arrived at her house, a split level in the Hollywood Hills. Worth millions, and he was properly subdued.

But why was she slumming with somebody like him?

He was nothing but a freelance computer geek. He made good money, but…not millions.

She took his hand and walked him up the walk.

The landscaping was dark, but brilliantly limned by the moon. The house was squat in a way, powerful with a rock face, odd with a red tile roof.

“Make yourself at home,” she said. “I’ll make some drinks.”

They were both drunk, and one more wouldn’t hurt. Besides, he didn’t have to drive anymore. He was going to spend the night here.

She returned with two drinks, and he didn’t know what they were.

“Tequila,” she said. “A Paloma, actually. Grapefruit juice, water, lime, a bit of agave and salt. I didn’t have ice chips, but the cubes are small.”

“You used to be a bartender?” he asked.

“Nah. I just have a lot of time on my hands so I play around.”

“With men?”

He shouldn’t have said that, but he couldn’t help it. Fortunately, she just chuckled. “Sometimes. Hell, all the time. I don’t want to get serious, and it’s more fun to break their hearts.”

“Are you going to break mine?”

She studied and pondered. “I don’t know. You’re different.”

She led him out to the pool area and they sat on lounge chairs and watched the lights of Los Angeles over the slick surface of the pool. There was no fence beyond the pool, nothing to obstruct their sight, and no way for people to look up at them.

They sipped, and for a long moment there was silence.

Refreshing after a party.

A solution to chattery minds.

“How big is your cock?”

“Four feet.”

She snickered. Then: “Goodie.”

He laughed, and admitted, “Probably seven inches.”

She looked at him, when it’s soft?”

“Sadly, no. So what are we doing?”

“We’re going to fuck.”

“Look, I’m not trying to jinx everything, and I certainly don’t want to look a gift horse in the mouth…”

She placed her drink on the ground and stood up. She slid out of her dress.

“There’s something special about you. And screwing is a much better way of learning about somebody than, say, talking.”

Her body without the dress was magnificent. She was wearing a skimpy bra and her breasts were large and so upthrust they could only be described, as big as they were, as ‘perky.’

“Take your clothes off.”

She wiggled out of her panties.

He stood up and unbutton his shirt, dropped it on the lounge chair.

He was not muscular, and he hoped she wasn’t one of these women who wanted a lot of muscles.

She watched him now, as she unfastened her bra. The bra dropped away and her breasts fell, but not too much.

“You’ve got a good body,” she said.

“I’m not the muscular type,” he confessed.

“I don’t want muscles. I want a body that’s feminine slender. I’m bi, and I’ve always dreamed of getting the best of both worlds. A female body with a good dick.”

He had his pants off now, and his penis poked his underwear out.

She rounded the lounge chair and confronted him. “You’ve got a perfect body. Slender with just a little fat. I wish you had boobs.”

He blinked. Everything had been crazy before, but now it was crazier.

She gripped the waistband of his underpants and pulled down, squatted as she pulled, and his cock suddenly popped up…right in front of her face.

She took him in her mouth, loved him with her tonsils, held his balls firmly and massaged them.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered.

Then she was on her feet, kissing his mouth.

Then she pushed him sideways and they fell into the pool.

“Oh!” he gasped, coming up for air. The water was warm, heated, and clean.

She surfaced next to him and began swimming. “Come on!”

He followed her, caught up to her, and they swam side by side.

Back and forth a dozen times, until they were feeling pretty good.

She stopped at the side of the pool and leaned on the edge with her arms. He took a position next to her, and they looked out at the city lights.

Tall buildings, but not as tall as the mountains. Bright lights, but not so bright as a heart.

His heart was beating lightly, a mixture of drunkenness, sexual anticipation and swimming.

She draped an arm around his shoulder, leaned her head against him. He felt her flesh under the water, her breasts pressed against him.

“Before I fuck you I should tell you what I do for a living.”

“Oh?”

The night was perfect, no LA smog, the water had cleansed them, the liquor had warmed their hearts and souls, and she said, “I’m a porn star.”

It clicked in Ryan’s mind.

He didn’t watch much porn, but…he had seen her. With three men squirting their loads all over her happy face. Stroking with her hands and gobbling with her mouth.

It had been a wild scene, and Ryan had wondered who the girl was.

Now he knew.

He hadn’t recognized her because there is a huge difference between a woman’s face smeared with goo, and the immaculate way she made  herself up and presented herself.

“Oh,” he said.

His response was so shell shocked, so void of imagination, she laughed.

She said, “I know. I’ve had lots of men. You’re probably wondering how big my hole is. You’re also probably wondering what are the chances of picking up a disease from me.

As to how big I am, that’s for you to find out. As for a disease…there’s always a chance. I take extraordinary care in selecting which movies, which is to say which people I want to screw. My company is very scrupulous in demanding examination records, and we even talk to potential men before I engage with them. We ask about their partners outside of the industry. I won’t sleep with anybody who has a history of getting drunk and banging anybody.”

“What about me?” he blurted, and his meaning was plain. She had gotten drunk and taken him home.

“You’re fine. You’re a schmuck. You’re a nice person, not the sort to cruise the bars and sleep with sally Skankface.”

That was true.

“How long since you slept with a total stranger?”

“I can’t remember the last time, not even the first time.”

She nodded.

She lowered her hand in the water and felt for his penis. She found it and held it, squeezed it softly, and said, “But I understand if you want to leave. Believe me, I understand, and I won’t be offended. There’s nothing wrong with a man being smart and careful. It’s a mark in your favor, believe it or not. I hope you’ll stay, I like you, but I won’t be offended.

“I won’t leave,” popped right out of him.

She smiled, she was now holding on to him, her arms around him and he supported them both with his arms on the side of the pool. She kissed his cheek and laid her cheek against his shoulder. She sighed and he could feel her breasts rub against him.

“Can I ask you a question?”

“Oh,” she murmured against his skin, kissing the round of his shoulder, “Now he gets polite.”

“More in awe,” he said.

“Don’t be in awe. I shit like everybody else. Now what’s your question?”

“Why me?”

“Because you told the truth. I’m lonely, I like people. Believe it or not, I never get enough sex, but then I don’t want it a lot, but when I do get it…I want it to be with somebody who will be honest, who will say their minds and treat me like a person.”

He was silent for a moment, digesting her answer, trying to find fault with it, but…she was sincere.

“How can you be lonely?”

“Come on, let’s get out and finish our last drink. I’ll answer your questions till then, then we need to stop fucking talking and starting talking fucking.”

She used her arms and hoisted herself over the edge. It was a strong move and showed that her body was not just perfectly shaped, but strong.

He followed her, and they stood, naked, sipping the last of the tequila. She held his hand. “Go on, tell me your thoughts.”

It was so quiet. The world had gone to sleep and they were in a universe of pure thoughts and dreams.

“I’m not scared of you.”

She glanced at him, a bit surprised. It was a simple statement, not scared of getting a disease, but ti was more, too. And it made her feel really good.

She finished her drink, then pulled him around. She sat down and nibbled on him, making him gasp. In between she explained herself.

“Do you know what it is to be a goddess? That is what I feel like sometimes, and I hate it. People are careful around me. They don’t speak their minds. Even powerful people are careful. They’re in awe.”

“I’m in awe.”

She gave his nuts a gentle slap and he shivered all the way through.

“You’ll get over it.”

He stood and she played with him, brought him to the edge and backed off, while she was waiting for his ardor to wane she continued her talking.

“I only work a couple of days a month. But those days are long and filled with the most boring sex you can imagine. Sex for the camera, moaning and groaning as if I meant it. It’s terrible. But it’s made me rich.”

He moaned, and put his hands on the sides of her head, then took them off.

“Grab my head, fuck my face. Don’t ever be scared around me. if I don’t like something I’ll say so. And I won’t be pissed if you make a mistake. I love mistakes. Mistakes are a chance to learn something.”

He grabbed her head and thrust, and she accepted him with her whole throat. Easily. And she was doing things with her mouth, with her tongue, he was going to shoot pretty soon if she wasn’t careful.

“I like the people I work with, or I have them removed from the set. No negativity allowed. But I wouldn’t want to date any of them.”

She was gobbling his dick, slapping his balls, and had a finger poking at his rectum. His knees were weak and his legs were shaking. He was holding on to the side railing so he wouldn’t fall.

She rose up and faced him squarely. “I like you. But I can be bad. Especially in the kinky sense. If you stick around I probably won’t fuck you much, but I’ll get you off in ways you can’t imagine. I love women, but they can be such bitches. Maybe I’ll feminize you. Maybe not. But, whatever, let’s go in a see how compatible we are.”

She took his hand and walked him into the house, through the house, and into her bedroom.

A big poster bed that smelled of sex.

She literally threw him on the bed. She followed him, sat stride him, sank down his shaft with a feral grin.

“Oh, God! I need this!”

And she devoured him. All of him.

The morning light pounded on his eyes. It was late, maybe ten o’clock, and she was sitting on a chair, watching him, her fist under her chin and a pondering look in her eyes.

“Oh,” he said, struggling up to his elbows. “Good morning.”

“I hate cooking. You want to go out? Or fix me breakfast?”

“I can fix, if you’ve got the fixings.”

She smiled and stood up, “Well, come on then!”

They went to the kitchen and she sat at the breakfast table while he made bacon and eggs and pancakes. They drank Coke because that reduces hangovers, which they both had slight ones.

They were both naked, comfortably so, although his dick kept bobbing at odd times. Oddly, it wasn’t exactly the sex that was exciting to him. It was her. She was that exciting. Just being around her. He had never had a girl affect him that way.

“It’s the carbonation that cures the hangover,” she said, sipping her Coke through a straw. Her lips were perfect puckers and even though she had screwed him to death, he felt his dick coming back to life. Not just bobbing now, but standing up.

“I heard it was the syrup.”

“Maybe. Do you make breakfast like this all the time?”

“Actually, I usually eat mush. McGann’s steel cut oats. Straight from Ireland, I think.”

“Fuck.”

He placed a plate in front of her and she sighed. “I can’t eat all of this. If I gain weight it’ll show up ten times worse on the camera.”

“Eat what you want, I’ll eat the rest.”

She smiled and dug in. And she was careful. The eggs went down, but she only had a strip of bacon, and she only ate a pancake the size of a small plate. But with lots of syrup.

But that small repast she enjoyed more than anybody he had ever seen.

Then he took over, and he didn’t have to watch his weight.

He pushed the plate back and sighed, and thought about making another breakfast.

“No,” she said. “I don’t like gluttons.”

He laughed as she read his mind.

“Besides, I’m thinking you need more discipline. You drank too much. We need to have you control yourself.”

“I drank too much?” He arched his eyes at her.

“I know. Me too. Maybe we’re bad for each other.”

“Okay. Deal. We drink only once a week. And only two drinks. Except for once a month.”

She stared at him, then slowly nodded.

“And if one person breaks this deal they have to give the other person a million dollars.”

She grinned. “Are you serious?”

“Yes.” He wasn’t, and she knew it. The whole deal would splatter at the first opportunity.

But she said, “Do you even have a million dollars?”

“Nope,” he returned cheerfully.

Now she laughed fully, then she patted his hand and said, “Deal. And don’t worry. I’ll cover your million.”

They sat there for a few minutes, grinning like fools as they looked at each other.

“You want to get dressed?”

“Up to you.”

“Look at you,” she reached under the table and flicked his dick. “Wanting to get lucky again.”

He nodded ruefully. “I won’t deny it.”

“Well, honey, I’m not in the mood now, and probably won’t be for a month. My schedule works like this: I screw a bunch of studs for a couple of days, then I don’t feel like it. Then I have a period and don’t feel like it. Then I come down from my period, and it is so relaxing to be freed from sexual impulses…I just don’t feel like messing with that mood. Although, if there is any time I feel like screwing it’ll be then. But don’t get your hopes up. Sometimes I have my moods. Sometimes I think I’d rather spank men than fuck them. Or do other things to them. That’s my bitch stage, and you’d better be on your best behavior when I go there. But, if you get me in a kind place, and everything is right, maybe I’ll fuck. But, do or not, a while after that I screw a few men for a couple of days.”

“And then it starts all over again,” he murmured.

“And then it starts,” she agreed.

“This sounds like you want to do more than hang out. It sounds like you want a live in maid.”

“Oh, fuck, we didn’t discuss that at all. I was just so happy with you, and I assumed…would you like to consider a position in my employ?”

He had been thinking about her all morning. He wanted to be with her. He was totally gobsmacked by her description of her lifestyle, and he had only received the sexual side of it. But…work for her?

Yet, he felt this strong attachment to her. She was bright, vivacious, in control, and yet he felt she was missing something. And was he really the solution?

“Tell me about it. Would I live here? Report for work? What?”

“I’ve got a maid that comes in and a gardener. If you chose to live here I would like it. I’ve got a room off the garage and that would be your room. Sometimes I will want you to sleep with me, usually with NPA.”

“NPA?”

“No Poke Attached. Just cuddle. Just hold me, maybe listen to me gripe, although that doesn’t happen often. Quite honestly, you’ll have a lot of free time. Sometimes I’ll have you drive me, if I’m in the mean bitch stage, but usually I like driving. You’ll be invited to the set, should you wish. But most guys don’t want to see me get plowed and squirted all over. Other than that, my demands are few. I need a bit of cuddling, sometimes some pampering, watch some old movies with me, and I’ll probably want to experiment on you sexually. Other than that, you hang out. If you want to work on your computer you’ll have lots of time. I’ll pay you a couple of grand a month, and if you make money on your own that’s great. I’m all in favor of people getting rich.”

He listened, and his throat suddenly grew dry. “You’ve mentioned that before, experimenting sexually. What is that…?”

She laughed. “That’s always the thing that men hear. And, let’s face it, that always what men want. Let me tell you a little secret: men lust after flesh, women lust after power. We’re generally powerless creatures, and that may explain why I sometimes get bitchy. The hippy, peace and love on the inside gives way to the corporate bitch who wants to walk on men with her spikes.”

He grinned at her description. “Can we try it?”

“Absolutely. There’s no contract. You can leave tomorrow or next year, if I don’t kick you out for whatever reason before then.”

His head moved up and down and he pursed his lips. Truth, he didn’t care about all the rules and things. He just wanted to be near Shiela. “Then let’s do it.”

The first few days were pretty peaceful. They hung out, went to lunch, and she kissed him a lot, and felt him. It gave her great pleasure to excite him. But, true to her word, she wasn’t all that interested in fucking.

He slept with her the next two nights, and he even got her off. But when he wanted to put his dingus in her she just smiled ruefully and pushed him away.

He was okay with that. It just meant that he would be hornier the following day, and he liked being horny. And he really liked that she thought it was great fun to tease him.

He really looked forward to her kisses and caresses.

On the third night she told him to sleep in his own room. It turned out that she had been sleeping with him just to get him used to the house, and to her, and she really wanted to be alone.

His room was small, just eight by ten, but with the whole house to wander through, so what?

His bed was comfortable, a queen size so he had lots of room to sprawl. Over the days he would move a computer into the room, and being a reader he would overload the room with books in the coming months.

That was okay. He told Shiela he needed room for books and she told him to use her library.

Her library was big, but half empty.

She read, but she wasn’t big on reading. She read scripts, romance novels, and had a fascination for Alyce Thorndyke. There was also a big globe of the earth in the library and that was fun to spin and poke a finger at.

One night they had a drink and ended up playing ‘You were born there! (Poke the finger and stop the globe.)

He ended up being born in Tasmania, and she was in Greenland. Stupid…but fun.

Her period started and she kept to herself. She took aspirin and kept the curtains closed. Ryan asked her if there was anything he could do for her. She snapped ‘no!’ and he retreated. A few days later she didn’t apologize, she just brought it up and said, “Told you so.”

She was over her period by then, and she was very relaxed. They went out to lunch, did a little swimming, and one night she lay in his arms and they watched ‘The Maltese Falcon.’

He looked Elisha Cook Jr., and she, of course, like Mary Astor.

“How can you like that cheap gunsel?” she laughed.

“Little man, big gun. Sort of like me.”

She couldn’t stop laughing and she punched his arm.

“Ow,” he rubbed his arm.

And she considered him soberly.

Two days later they went to lunch, and she met a friend from the biz. He smiled a lot, and stayed up with what they were talking about, but he wisely refrained from interrupting two women who were talking quite intensely.

They were talking about A guy named Jerome Smitherly. Film name. He was getting black balled in the industry and the girls had a lot of opinions about that.

“He’s big and he cums on command.”

“He likes garlic sandwiches for lunch.”

But the kicker was that he had yelled at his starlet, and Ryan learned something.

Women control the porn biz.

Men are accessories, and can be changed at will.

Sure, there were a couple of men that were stars, but the public went to see the women, and the women could demand who their co-stars would be.

Interesting. And he reminded himself to always be polite.

Then, one night…

“Ryan!”

Ryan put his book down and trotted out to the kitchen. “Hey, boss. What can I do for you?”

“I’m feeling cranky.”

Uh oh. Her period was over, but she had warned him that she might get pissy at odd times. This was apparently one of those times.

“Okay.” Really, what else could he say?

“I want to spank you. I want to tie you down and spank you. And I’m not known for being gentle.”

This was really his first big test. She had talk about this before, letting him know what she was capable of.

“All right.”

“Head for my room. Take off your clothes and lay on your belly.”

He did as she requested, and when she came into the room, sipping a gin and tonic, he was laying face down and bare buns up.

She put her drink down and got some straps out of the dresser drawer. She went around the bed and tied his wrists and ankles to the posts.

“I hate men,” she said, conversationally, checking her knots. “Oh, I love men, but once or twice a month, usually before I do my two days work, I hate them.”

He watched her, and wondered how bad this was going to be.

“I think it’s some psychological problem. I don’t want to have sex with my father or anything, but I am about to be used and abused. Screwing without love. Without any particular desire on my part. That messes with me.”

She stood back and took off her clothes.

“I’m going to blind fold you.” she said, getting a blindfold out of the dresser. “That way you’ll never know, and it’ll work on you. Every stroke will be a surprise, and it’ll really mess with your mind.”

She sat on the bed and blindfolded him, a simple ‘Zorro’ type sleep mask with no eyeholes. “If you want to yell, feel free. But if you get too loud I’ll put a penis gag in your mouth.”

She ran her hand over his back and sighed as she considered his unmarked flesh. “Is this all right?”

Was she asking whether his bonds were all right? Or if he was all right with her spanking him?

He didn’t know.

“Sure.” His mouth was dry, but he thought he pulled off nonchalance rather nicely.

“Okay.”

She stood up and…WISSS…SMACK!

Ryan jerked and was shocked at how much it hurt.

“I’m sorry,” she muttered.

WISSS…SMACK!

WISSS…SMACK!

She moved her arm smoothly, turned her body to get more weight into it.

His ass turned a bright red quickly. Then she struck him softer, going up over his back, down over the backs of his thighs.

At first he tried to ridge up his body, to refuse the pain. That didn’t work. The mask on his face worked as she had suggested.

Then he tried to anticipate…and he could. He picked up on the WISS often enough.

But it still hurt.

He started crying. Not deep sobs or anything, just water leakage down his cheeks, wetting the bed.

Shortly after that she stopped. He would think, later, that his crying had brought her to her senses.

She got some lineament and rubbed his hot ass, and it helped.

He stopped crying, just lay there, a welter of emotions.

It had hurt, but it had also woken something up in him. He had cried, but he had a boner.

She undid his straps, then helped him under the covers, being careful when she pulled the spread over his ass.

Still, he jerked, and it hurt.

She held him then. And…she was crying.

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry.”

He lay in her arms, and it was the best feeling in his life. Like he had been punished, and now was forgiven.

She kissed his cheek, and his lips, and she kept apologizing, and he finally said, “It’s okay. I liked it.”

She froze. “You did?”

“Sure.” He was lying, but he wanted her to stop crying. He wanted the fun Shiela, not the mean bitch, and if this was what he had to do to get the girl he liked, so be it.

“You can spank me any time.”

Oh fuck! What am I saying? But he had a hard on, and it didn’t feel like it was going down soon.

She turned his face, looked him in the eye.

He kept a calm demeanor.

“Really?”

“I’ll do anything for you.” And this time he told the truth.

She was calm after that, holding him, and she slept with no unease, no sign of bad dreams.

She didn’t fuck him, but that was okay. She held his weenie in her hand and it was like fucking, but it lasted and lasted.


Part Two

“Okay, babe. I’m off.” She chugged some apple juice, she didn’t smoke or drink coffee, and kissed him on the mouth.

She usually kissed him on the mouth. She liked to take her time and feel the texture of his lips. She liked to taste him, and always giggled when she felt his big hard on.

She ran out the door and Ryan was left alone.

Alone in a million dollar home with nothing to do. And the woman that he had strong feelings for was leaving to fuck a bunch of dicks.

He poured a Coke and went out to the pool and sat in the early dawn. It was cool, so he kept his robe on. When the sun warmed up he would take a dip.

Sitting on the lounge his cock poked his robe up.

He looked down at the throbbing tool and mused. “When are you going to get finished off, big fella?”

Cock didn’t answer. It never did. It didn’t bother him.

Like every other man on the planet he was obsessed with his cock.

But, unlike almost every other man on the planet he was able to hold himself back.

He would refuse to jack off because it was more fun to feel his throbbing pecker.

He didn’t toss all morality to the side just to get into a woman’s panties because he liked being horny.

He liked to feel the heat, the blood rushing. He liked how his cock pushed against his underwear, struggled to poke straight out.

Sure, he’d like to fuck, and would, but he wasn’t willing to put out the extraordinary amount of work it took to seduce a woman.             

Let them do the work.

And most women weren’t willing to do the work.

Which shocked him.

Women could be lazy sluts until they got married, then they became 24 hour workaholics.

Do the laundry, change the diaper, fix the breakfast, burp the kid, fix their hair, fix lunch, take the kid to the park, go to the gym, fix dinner, listen to their man drone on about how exciting it was to do spreadsheets, and then, on top of all that, spread their legs and let him pump and dump.

Maybe that was why they were lazy sluts before marriage? Maybe they knew what was coming and were resting up for it?

He took off his robe and slipped into the pool.

Then he did a work out in her home gym. And swam. And reminded himself to get a bike.

Then he went to work.

He had been waiting on Shiela hand and foot, not because of her demands, but because he wanted her to like him, he wanted their arrangement to continue.

Now he had a bunch of computer work waiting for him. Fortunately, what he charged a lot for was simple stuff, and he could do nearly a whole month’s work in a week.

Shiela came home dragging, but her eyes were bright, glistening with excitement.

He had fixed her a small rib eye and potatoes—she said she wanted protein on film days, not the rabbit salads she normally ate—and she devoured it.

“God, his dick was so big,” she shook her head and masticated her steak. “It doesn’t bother you if I talk about this?”

It did and it didn’t, but that was the situation, and before he could answer she was continuing.

“It felt like somebody was driving a choo choo into my poo poo. Never ending story, eh?”

He fixed her a drink. He intuited that she wanted one, and he was right.

“Then his friend was supposed to come in and have me blow him, but his ‘friend’ couldn’t get it up. So the scene focused on me. And when he was done fucking me he used my asshole. I don’t usually like it up the butt, but you have to rise to the occasion.”

She chattered, drank her drink, and he made her another one. And a light one for himself.

Finally, she was done. Done with the talking, but ready for something else.

“Come on. I feel funky.”

He followed her into the bedroom and she tossed him a pair of panties. “Put those on.”

He stripped, kicked his clothes to the side, and pulled on her panties.

They didn’t fit, which delighted her, and she clapped her hands and gave a laugh.

“Oh, I’m going to have to get you a gaff, or maybe just some sissy panties.”

“Sissy panties?”

“They have a bit of a pouch. Or I could just tie your cock back between your legs.

She sat him in front of the vanity table, then sat on the vanity table, her boobs right in front of him, her feet tickling his groin.

She reached behind herself and picked up a tube of lipstick.

She smiled and considered him. “I told you I was bi, didn’t I?”

“Yes. You did.”

Watching him, watching the unsettled alarm in his eyes, she unscrewed the base of the tube. A bright, red pillar rose up, and she leaned forward.

“Cup my boobs. Rub my nipples while I do this.”

He held out his hands and her boobs filled them. He could feel her big, stiff nipples, and he moved his fingers to rub the nipples.

“Oh, Ryan,” she said as she took his chin in one hand and pressed his cheeks so his mouth puckered. “You are so beautiful.”

She rolled the lipstick onto his mouth. He felt the wax coating his lips. Her nipples were very hard, and her feet were gently working over his groin. With her feet she pulled down his panties, hooked his cock and pulled it out.

He grunted. He couldn’t help it.

His dick lay on the chair and she trampled it. Little up and down steps that excited him beyond belief.

She toed his balls.

Then she touched her lips to his.

His eyes were open for a moment, and hers were closed, so he closed his eyes.

It was a unique feeling, kissing with lipstick on. It was exotic and erotic. It was like shaking hands with gloves on. Yet…it was more. It made him want more. It made him want to grind his mouth onto hers.

Fortunately, he ignored his impulses and let her do the work.

She brushed her lips across his. She licked his mouth, inserted her tongue and then sucked on his.

Then she backed off.

The look in her eyes: crazed, demented, happy.

“Oh, I like you.”

For an hour she did that. Put lipstick on him, then gently kissed it off, put lipstick on him, then gently kissed it off.

It was an amazing turn on.

He went through a series of emotions.

I want this…When will it end…Oh, God! I never thought of that!

At one point he thought he might just cum. He was that excited.

But he didn’t, and after an hour she tossed the now empty tube of lipstick aside and hugged him.

“Want to sleep with me tonight?”

The gulp in his throat was loud, and she chuckled, then he nodded.

So they slept. NPA.

And he had weird dreams that were terrible and exciting, but which he couldn't remember.

The next day, seemingly refreshed, at least not looking like she looked when she came home the first day, she headed to the set.

He spent a peaceful day, with his dick.

He was now officially hard 24/7.

Okay, not completely. A dick can’t stay that hard all the time. But he would manage to forget about it for a while, then it popped up.

It was like it had a mind of its own.

And she wanted to tie it up? Or somehow control it?

Ha!

Fat chance with this wang!

So he exercised, trying to ignore his always upright member, and when she arrived home she was in a worse mood. Or better mood, depending on your viewpoint.

He had dinner ready, he had sent out for Chinese, and they tried using chopsticks for a half a minute, then just got out the silverware and ate.

“Geez. What a day,” she sighed. “And they want me to come in tomorrow.”

“You gonna do it?”

“It’s money. I have to.” She looked up at him, “Come with me. We’ll go out later.”

“Okay.”

He didn’t really want to, but he was getting used to following her directions, so…

After dinner he fixed a drink, then she went to work on him.

She tied him down and sucked on him. She edged him for hours. He was already horny, and she could only go a little bit until he was in danger of losing it.

Finally, she untied him.

He knew they weren’t going to make love, so he just lay in her arms while she reclined and sipped a bourbon and Coke.

“We’re not done,” she said.

“Oh?” he was exhausted, but he was also wired. He was so sexually stimulated he didn’t think he’d be able to sleep for a month. At least not until his dick died down.

She jumped out of bed and reached into her purse. She handed him a pair of panties. “These are sissy panties. I’ll get you some more, but I want you to wear them all the time.

He took the panties and examined them.

They were low cut, but had a pouch, and the pouch was stretchy.

He stepped into a leg hole, then the other one. He pulled them up and  looked at himself in the mirror.

They looked like girl panties, but they held his dick down a little bit. If he didn’t have a hard on they would have smoothed his front. As it was they stuck out a bit, but looked girlish. There was no mistaking them for BVDs.

“How do they feel?”

“Surprisingly comfortable,” he admitted.

“Good. Wear them from now on.”

“What about when they get dirty?”

“Turn them inside out.”

His mouth opened in surprise and she laughed. “No. Don’t do that. I’ll get you some more. Now get down here and eat me. I need a cum and I need it now.”

She settled on the bed, her legs spread.

“But do you really need it? Like…bad?”

“Oh, honey, I need it worse than an eskimo needs ice cubes.”

“Do you need it more than an Arab needs sand.”

“Just shut up!” she mocked up a fierce anger, but was kidding.

She wasn’t kidding about needing it, though.

He no sooner had his face in place than she was moaning and scissoring him and kissing his lips with her lower lips.

He had never seen a girl so hungry for cunnilingus. The sounds she made. The way she pumped into his face. Then she folded her legs, like an Indian sitting, and she held her ankles and clamped his face into her.

He couldn’t breath. He was suffocating. He was gasping and felt like he was going to pass out. Just before he could go unconscious, however, she gave a violent shiver and let go.

He back his head up, gasping for breath, and she lay there, turned on her side, her legs now stretched out and quaking.

Without being told he crawled up next to her, held her.

She came down. It had been maybe the most violent cum he had ever seen. Then she took his arms off her and held him. She liked to be doing the one doing the holding, unless they were watching old movies, then it was fifty fifty as to who held who.

“Heysoos,” she whispered, giving a final shudder. “You can sleep with me tonight.”

The next day they were up early and heading for the studio.

They walked in through the front door and because she vouched for him they gave him a badge on the spot.

She led him through the building and he observed Hollywood, porn Hollywood, at work.

He saw amazingly beautiful women walking around naked. And not caring. If they did notice him gawking, which he tried not to do but whacha gonna do…they simply smiled unselfconsciously.

They passed a couple of rooms where shooting was in progress. He heard a steady diet of moans and groans, and saw a mountain of bodies fucking and sucking in weird positions. Or at least, positions he had never thought of.

Shiela greeted people, sometimes with a fist bump, sometimes with a hug, and she was obviously popular. Or, at least in power.

“You getting horny yet?” She tossed back to him.

“Only for you.”

“Good answer,” she laughed.

They turned onto a set and a big, hulk of muscles was standing in the middle of the room, cameras aimed at him but not shooting, and a gorgeous woman was slurping at his dong.

“Shiela! You ready?”

“Always, stud. How’s it going?”

“You exhausted me yesterday.”

The woman sucking on him stroking him and feeling his balls looked up. “What’d you do to him? I can’t get him hard.”

“That’s okay, I brought a new fluffer.”

Everybody on the set was standing around, some watching, some ignoring, but now they looked.

Shiela turned to Ryan. “Hey, Ryan, do you know what a fluffer is?”

Ryan had no idea what a fluffer was, but he was willing to please Shiela. “Sure.”

A couple of the people on the set cracked grins, and Ryan was suddenly the center of attention. Nervously, he asked, “What do I have to do?”

“Get down on your knees and suck Stud off. But make sure he doesn’t cum. Save that for me.”

Ryan’s mouth opened and he froze. Get down on his…suck Stud off?

“But…I don’t…you don’t mean…”

And suddenly everybody was laughing.

Stud slapped Ryan’s arm. “She got ya, pal. Ryan.”

“Gotcha,” Shiela chuckled.

“Then I don’t have to…”

“Maybe some day, but not today. Besides, Joannie’s the best fluffer in the business.”

“Not now I’m not,” she murmured over a mouthful of cock.

“Stick a finger up his ass. that always works.”

“Hey! Aie!” Stud yipped and Shiela passed him with a grin and headed for the dressing room.

“Yeah, that works.”

The dressing room should have been called the undressing room, because that’s all that Shiela did. She stripped off her clothes then sat down in a chair.

The make up girl one chair down said, “I’ll be right with you, Shiela.”

“Take your time.”

Ryan was leaning against a long counter that held all sorts of make up supplies.

“How do you like it? Make you want to get a job here?”

“Amazing.”

“Of course we’d have to get you a bigger dick.”

Ryan shook his head ruefully. These guys were big!

“There was some talk last year about a new procedure. Getting an animal’s penis transplanted, replacing your own. What do you think? Would you like a walrus wanger? Or maybe a polar bear pud?”

“I think I’m fine, thanks.”

Then the make up girl stepped over to Shiela and her day began.

It wasn’t a long day, she was only needed till noon, but it was an intense day.

As soon as make up was done she reported on set. Camera men checked her blocking, measured the lighting, and while they were doing that the director was talking to her about what had to be done.

“We lost the light on your face yesterday, so when he shoots make sure you face the light at about a thirty degree angle.”

“That’s awkward, can you position Stud and I a bit better?”

“No prob. Stud, come over here!”

And the talks went on. They did a couple of shots for effect, then got into the real production.

Ryan stood on the edges and watched as Shiela and Stud tangled. He watched as they positioned, twisted, sought the lighting and the camera angle, and the boom operator tried to keep the boom out of the shot.

Again and again. Him putting his ginormous dick into her hole. Close ups of her looking delightfully shocked at the size of him.

Then feeling pain at the size of him.

Then feeling some other emotion.

The day began a long, grinding series of shots. And Stud kept plunging into her.

She called for lubrication at one point.

“You’re too much, Stud,” she said as an assistant wiped goo on her pussy, ran his fingers in and out of her and made sure she was thoroughly lubricated.

“Sorry, Shiela.”

“No, you’re good. It is what it is.”

“It wouldn't be so bad if you weren’t so tight.”

He grinned, and she laughed and patted his cheek. “Aw, you say such sweet things.”

Then it was back to shooting, him plunging in, her moaning and groaning.

Finally, not ten minutes before lunch, the director called out. “Okay, Stud, Shiela. We’ve got enough. Let’s have the money shot.”

Ryan didn’t know how Stud did it. He had just spent hours fucking without cumming, and now, within thirty seconds he pulled out, jacked the big head a few times, and spurted all over Shiela’s face. And it was a lot of cum. It got all over her face and in her mouth. She let a bit of it fall on her breasts, then she showed the camera her open, cum filled mouth and swallowed.

“Cut! Good job, people. Shiela, you’re the one. Thanks everybody. See you after lunch!”

Suddenly he and Shiela were standing in the studio alone.

She smiled at him, sperm all over her face, dripping down the side of her nose and getting in her mouth. “How’d you like it?”

“Wow.”

“Come on. I’ll clean up and we can go somewhere.”

He followed her into the dressing area and watched as she wiped semen from her chest and her face.

“Does it bother you seeing me screw somebody else?”

He was silent.

She chuckled, tossed a washcloth onto the counter and said, “Don’t worry. You’ll get used to it.”

“But it looks like you really got into it!”

“On one level I did. But with Stud? No thanks. He’s a great guy, but he’s not my type.”

“Who is your type.”

He wanted a specific answer, and he got it.

She placed her arms around his neck and spoke into his face. “You are. But don’t let it go to your head.” She kissed him then. Kissed him with a mouth still tasting of cum.”

He responded, he couldn’t help but respond, but the taste…the taste…his mind was trying to absorb it when she broke the kiss and turned away. “Let me get dressed now.”

They drove, her at the wheel, through town, and she was changed.

He quickly intuited that it was because she was done with shooting for the month. Two days of hard shoot, maybe a third, and she didn’t really like it all that much. but she was an actress, and she made it look like fucking Stud was the only thing that mattered to her.

“Where we going?”

“Crazy,” she grinned. “Want to come along?”

He laughed. She was infectious. “Sure.”

“Let’s get some deli and head up the coast. I know a nude beach. Well, it’s not really a nude beach. It belongs to a friend of mine. It’s more of a kink beach.”

“Kink?”

“Kink. Did you bring your suit?”

“But I thought it was a nude beach?”

She laughed. “Don’t be obtusive, Rufus. That’s a tongue twister. Say ‘obtusive Rufus’ five times in a row really fast.”

He couldn’t, but they had a good laugh when he tried.

They drove up the one for an hour, and they were barely outside of Santa Barbara when she turned down a driveway.

They coasted down a long drive, between rows of tall Eucalyptus and onto a circular drive.

The house was big, and Mediterranean with red roof tiles. There were all sorts of flowers around it, and several cars were parked to one side.

Shiela parked and they got out and sauntered up to the front door.

It was big inside, with chandeliers and tapestries and a rather large fire place.

There was nobody in the house, however, and Shiela led Ryan through the house, out the back door, and there were all the people. Naked.

“Hey! Shiela!”

“Hey, girlfriend!”

It was mostly women, a few men, and Ryan stared at acres of flesh, of mountainous boobs, of shaved snatch.

“Who’s the newbie?”

Shiela was hugging, kissing women on the lips, and she stopped to answer. “This is Ryan. He’s my boy. I’m breaking him in, so please don’t break him.”

As she spoke she was taking her clothes off, just throwing them to the sides. She looked back at Ryan. “Come on, Rye, get comfy. The girls don’t mind. They’re all lesbians, anyway.”

“Speak for yourself, bitch,” said one woman with protruding breasts. “I want men with big dicks!”

There were hoots and catcalls, and the woman began undressing Ryan. He was startled, a bit apprehensive, and he wiggled as if to escape, but the woman wouldn’t let him.

“Come on, handsome. Let’s see what you got.”

One woman, a chunky, little blonde with a nice face, got to his pants and started to pull them down, then turned towards the other ladies. “Hey! He’s already got a boner!”

“Better not let him cum!” yelled Shiela. She was naked and waiting for drinks at a bar.

“Then why isn’t he in chastity?”

“Because I trust you bitches!”

Everybody howled at that.

Then the woman had Ryan’s pants down and his cock popped up.

Cheers!”

“Now we’re talking!”

“Yes!”

Shiela came to him, grinning widely, enjoying his state of mind, and handed him a drink.

“Okay, honey, there’s a reason I brought you here.”

“There is?”

“Yes. Shirley here,” she indicated the girl who had pantsed him, “is retiring. Well, she’s getting married, and this is her party. And you are my gift to her.”

Ryan’s mouth opened. “I’m a gift?”

“Don’t look so shocked. Anyway, she gets to do whatever she wants to you for 24 hours. She might screw you, even to a squirt, but I told her if you give out she’s still stuck with you. So try not to cum, honey.”

“I…I…”

“And don’t worry if you end up in the dungeon—oh, yes, this house has a very well equipped dungeon—Shirley is a gentle person when it comes to disciplining the boys. Not like me.”

“But…are you…do—“

Shiela stepped close to him and whispered. “Am I sure? Of course I am. And you should be happy. After all, isn’t it every boy’s fantasy to be passed around by beautiful women like a party favor?”

“Well, but…”

“Are you done with sweet cheeks here?” Shirley asked.

Shiela smiled at Ryan and said, “Yep.”

Shirley reached out and grabbed Ryan by the penis.

“Good, because a hard man is good to find.”

She tugged and began walking up the path towards the house.

“Where…where are we going?” Ryan gasped and tried to keep pace with the woman.

She turned to him. “I talked to Shiela about you, and you need a little work.”

“Work on what?” He was talking to complain, unable to keep up and his penis was being pulled a little too hard.

“Everything.”

She led him up the stairs and into the house. Then up some winding stairs to the second floor. Down the hall they went, and into her bedroom.

She let go of him and opened up a suitcase. “Shiela’s too soft. She takes too long. Men have a chance to think and they get in trouble. I guarantee you. If you think a little too much you’re going to mess everything up.”

“But…I…”

She tossed a bottle Nair at him. “Okay, sweet cheeks, let’s get rid of your ugly hair.”

“But…why?”

“Because I said so. And because in one hour I am going to want you dressed like a woman, waiting on the girls, mixing drinks—you know how to mix drinks, don’t you?—well, you’ll learn,” she ignored his sputtering protests. “And when I get done with you you’ll be a proper companion for Shiela. You got that?”

“I…uh…”

“Now, get busy!”

She slapped his ass and pushed him in the direction of a bathroom.

Ryan stumbled into the bathroom. He read the back of the bottle and started slathering the stuff onto his frame.

On one hand, he didn’t know this Shirley person. On the other hand, Shiela had told him to, so he had to.

Shirley stepped into the doorway and snapped a couple of pictures of Ryan on her cell phone.

“Hey!”

She tapped a couple of buttons and it uploaded to the cloud.

She looked up at him and grinned. “Come on, handsome. “Let me help you with that.

He stood, near in shock, and Shirley began rubbing the Nair into his flesh, getting his back, rubbing it into the nooks and crannies of his groin.

“Oh, yes,” she hummed. “When I finish with you…you’re going to be perfect.”

“But…but…”

“Oh, that reminds me…”

She left the room and came back a minute later. She held out her hand and said, “Put this in.”

Ryan stared in shock at the thing in her hand.

It was a silver buttplug with a blue diamond in the end of the ‘handle.’ A Little wire with a button on it hung down from the diamond.

“But that’s…that’s…”

“Come on, sweet cheeks. Turn around and bend over,” Shirley said, pushing him around. “You seem a little hesitant, so I’ll do the honors.”

“But you can’t…I’ve never…you…URK!”

His eyes went wide and his mouth opened. He was suddenly full, and then he understood why so many people bought butt plugs.

It felt go-o-od!

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


The Blessing of Feminization!

A secret society changes him

from a man to a woman!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Feminization really is a blessing. A man gets a new lease on life. He learns to submit. He learns truths about women that other men will never know.

Of course, there are hurdles to overcome on this pink path.

Chastity. That happens, and that’s a big one. Most men could never have the discipline to control themselves.

Then there’s the rules. You have to follow the rules.

In this story, which is a sequel to ‘A Year to Feminize Him,’ Ryan learns to follow the rules.

He also learns there is more to being a woman than just stepping into some heels and lipstick.

A lot more!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Shirley pulled Ryan by the penis up the stairs.

Ryan pranced on his tip toes, trying to mount the steps as fast as Shirley pulled him.

Behind them the party was getting started. Probably fifty naked women, and a few men, were drinking beer, wine, hard stuff, and taking a pill or two.

Ryan managed to glance back over his shoulder and caught a glance of Shiela, the woman who had brought him here, the woman he had pledged to serve. She was kissing one of the other women, their hands feeling each others breasts.

“Come on!” Shirley tugged.

Ryan made it over the threshold and into a large dining room. He had but a moment to take in the rich wood table that stretched the length of the room, the chandelier with hundreds of bulbs in the shape of candle flames, the big double doors to the living room, then he was dragged to the side, into the kitchen.

Suddenly Shirley stopped, pulled him around and kissed him. She near sucked his tonsils out, then whispered hoarsely, “If you cum I’ll beat your ass with a rake!”

She held his handle hard and jacked it twice, then turned and pulled him towards the far end of the kitchen.

At the far end was a small hallway that led to three doors. She opened the door on the left and turned on a light switch. She led him down a long stairway made of fresh lumber. It hadn’t even been sanded, and he got a little touch of sap on his hand.

The stairway went down about twenty feet to a platform. They turned left at the platform and Ryan was presented with a long, dank dungeon.

A real dungeon!

The house wasn’t that old, but the dungeon was walled with river stones, big ones, and there was a feeling of mold and creepiness in the place.

“What is..what is…”

“Let’s see, what shall we do…what shall we…ah ha! I’ve got it. Come on!”

She dragged him past a spanking bench, a St. Andrews Cross, a couple of cages. One of the cages was in the shape of a human body on all fours.

Then there was an open space with eye bolts screwed into the old cement floor. Chains hung on the walls, and there were several coils of chains set to one side. Each chain had padlocks secured to them, and handcuffs.

Then they were passing another St. Andrews cross, several cells, and they came to a thing that looked like a black board.

It was on a stand made of thick wood, and instead of a blackboard it had a thick sheet of plywood. There were straps on the thing in the shape of a body.

“Back up here.”

Shirley pushed him to the board and began fastening velcro straps.

Around his forehead, his neck, his body. His arms in two places each, his legs in three places each.

The velcro straps were padded and not uncomfortable. They didn’t cut off the blood or anything.

“Are you comfy,” Shirley asked with a bright grin.

“I guess.”

“Okay, how about now?”

“Oh!” Ryan gasped as she pushed on the bottom of the big board.

The board tilted until it was horizontal and he was hanging from it.

She was squatting under him, looking up into his face. The light wasn’t good and her face was in shadows.

“Comfy?”

“No! Get me down!”

“Is this thing cutting off any circulation? Is it hard to breath?”

“It’s terrible! Let me loose?”

“But I have to know whether you are in danger of being hurt. Is there any danger?”

He kept complaining and asking to be let down, but she just kept asking him. Then she reached out and stroked his weenie.

“Oh, fuck!” he sucked in breath.

“Tell me, are you in any danger?”

“Nu…nu…no!” he managed to articulate.

“Excellent. You’re going to be alone for a while. But we’ll check on you later. See ya, hon.”

She let go of his peeny, stroked his cheek, and backed out from under the tilted board.

“Hey! Hey! Come back here!”

But she padded down the dungeon and disappeared.

Ryan let out a holler, several hollers, but he was truly alone. He thought he might even have heard the door to the kitchen area clicking shut.

Silence.

The sound of his breathing.

Sweat dripping from him, though it wasn’t hot, nor cold.

And he was totally discombobulated.

He was hanging, 90 degrees from standing up, and everything was skewed.

He wanted to tilt his head back, to look on the level, but he could only stare at the floor.

Fortunately, the lights were on.

He was freaked out.

And he wondered at how easily she had caught him.

She had just led him down, pushed him against the board and locked him in place.

Sheep to slaughter.

But…why?

He listened, and as silence grew and his ears searched for stimulation he thought he might hear the distant sound of laughter.

The girls outside, naked and partying.

But maybe that was just his imagination.

Time, a rigid thing that won’t speed up when you want it to, or slow down when you want it to.

A space of tick…tick…tick…to the tune of your heart.

Flexible and fluid and flowing past, but never fast enough…always too slow.

Tick.

Tick.

Tick.

And how does one measure the creep of time?

How does one assess the minutes and hours when their is no motion of the sun, no shadow around a sundial, no movement of a hand around a watch face?

Ryan tried counting heart beats.

Then, he realized, he was no longer erect.

But that realization made him erect.

He could only forget for a while, then, as inexorable as time, his cock resurrected, called to him, stood up and shouted for relief.

Tick.

Tick.

Tick.

The door at the top of the stairs opened and he heard the far away mumble of voices. Many voices.

Coming down the stairs, a slow building up of sound echoing against the walls of the dungeon.

Then the slither of foot pads on the cement floor.

“Hello?” he called.

The mumble of voices grew, but did not answer him.

“Get me out of here!”

Then the little light that shone down to the end of the dungeon shifted and warped. It was being blotted out by the march of bodies.

“Shiela? Please?” He was begging, and then sobbing. He was tired of being alone and in the dark.

How long had it been?

Feet! He could see bare ankles and toes, the toes all painted red, calves so shapely rising up into the darkness where he could not see.

The board he was on began moving. The whole structure, it had casters on the bottom, was being trundled down the length of the dungeon.

“Where are you…please…let me go!”

Yet there were no voices.

Just the slow movement of the floor under his downcast eyes.

Into the relative light of the main room. Over the eyebolts in the floor.

It stopped.

He stared downwards, and he perceived the shuffle of feet. The women’s feet moved back and he had the impression they were standing in a circle around him.

Then a low chant began. Old words, sounding Latin, or maybe older.

Growling words, soothing words. Sentences that ran and all the voices chased them in harmony.

“What are you doing?” Ryan sobbed.

For an hour the chanting continued, the march of naked woman continued. Ryan, with the movement of the shadows of bodies, now had something to judge by, and he guessed an hour.

Then everything stopped.

The marching stopped, the chanting stopped. It felt like the universe had stopped.

No more the circling of the sun. No more the twinkle of stars. Now everything was a stopped backstop for this moment.

Slowly, the board he was on began to rotate. Up, up, seeing naked women surrounding him in two circles, one within the other. No. Three rows. Maybe a hundred women. All of them with hourglass bodies that were heavy on top. Long hair let to hand down about their face and even over their eyes. And each woman held a candle in two hands.

It was like there was a whisper of far away thunder, but not a mouth moved, not a larynx produced a sound.

Shirley stepped forward.

“Shirley?” he looked at her with begging in his eyes.

“For the divine female form we bless you. May all the Gods witness. May all the creatures of hell shiver. We bless you.”

She held her candle out over him and tipped it.

Wax collected in the holder dribbled down and splashed on his penis and balls.

“No!” he screamed. He tried to wiggle, but the straps held him tight.

The wax burned. Not enough to burn his flesh, but enough to make him howl.

Then it stopped. Shirley took three steps back, into her place in the circle of women, and the entire circle took a step to the right.

Another woman stepped forward and held her candle over him.

“For the divine female form we bless you. May all the Gods witness. May all the creatures of hell shiver. We bless you.”

Hot wax struck his body. On his belly. “OW!”

She stepped back, the circle sidestepped, and another woman stepped forward.

“For the divine female form we bless you. May all the Gods witness. May all the creatures of hell shiver. We bless you.”

Hot wax on his forehead. Yet she was careful not to get any in his eyes.

And another woman, and another woman.

Circling. Silent. Pouring hot wax on him. They covered his flesh with the burning substance. Until nothing was visible. Not a nipple, not his cock or balls. Nothing but his eyes.

Pain became a memory. The burning of the wax began to feel good, and the skin under the wax felt like it was writhing, changing.

Sometimes his bones hurt, but how could wax touch his bones?

His muscles writhed, and they felt so weak now, inefficient, being transformed into something…something.

“For the divine female form we bless you. May all the Gods witness. May all the creatures of hell shiver. We bless you.”

The sound of thunder imposing as he was covered in caul.

Yet the thunder was in his mind, there was no such thunder in the real world.

Louder and louder, and more insubstantial.

“For the divine female form we bless you. May all the Gods witness. May all the creatures of hell shiver. We bless you.”

How long the circle turned, how long they dripped wax on him, he didn’t know.

He felt hands sliding under him, coating his backside with a film of wax that cooled and coated his body complete.

He felt hands sealing his asshole. with the butt plug inside.

Fingers pressed his lips together and wax sealed his voice.

Then fingers closed his eyes and his eyes were sealed.

He was in a silent tomb of rebirth.

The thunder of a God pronouncing sentence.

No. A goddess.

Then he was alone. Floating in the cosmos. Free from all restraints. Nothing but him.

Why is there life? But he knew the answer to that.

Why are there two halves to the universe? That was a simple one.

Why do people have two halves? Why do they come in male and female?

And he felt as if he was a finger moving script across the blackboard of the cosmos. Shifting realities. Rewriting what was with what was.

Then he slept.

It was a deep sleep. The most restful sleep in the universe. Far beyond such temporary things as death.

He awoke, and knew, instantly, where he was.

He was in the dungeon, laying on a board, but he was free. The straps had been taken off him.

The only thing keeping him in place was the thin coating of wax that cocooned his body.

He lay there, breathing, feeling the wax crackling on his chest as he breathed.

He moved a finger, then more fingers, and the wax crackled, then bits and pieces slid off his fingers.

He moved his arms and enjoyed the feeling of emerging.

He moved his legs, and heard the sound of shards of wax dribbling on the table, the floor.

He couldn’t open his eyes, so he reached up with his hands and scraped his eyelids. Digging fingernails under sheaths of wax. Pulling, feeling the attachment of wax to skin breaking, coming loose.

Freedom. Ahhh. It felt so wonderful.

He opened his eyes.

He was, as he had known, in the dungeon.

He sat up and wax fell from him, a waterfall of shards, as if he had been overlaid with bits of puzzle, scattered onto the floor below.

He stood, and more wax fell on the floor.

He scrapped his body, pulling off bits and pieces and exposing his flesh to the world.

He was naked, and it was wonderfully satisfying to pull the substance off his cock and balls.

He looked around.

Nothing more to be done.

He walked towards the stairs.

Nobody was in the house. It was empty, and he could feel that emptiness, that lack of human spirit.

He walked to the back door and looked out.

About twenty women were sitting around a big fire, roasting marshmallows, make Smores, chatting and passing a bottle of wine around.

The other women were gone. Just a few left.

He stepped out onto the back patio and one of the women noticed him and said something.

Twenty sets of eyes turned and gazed at him. They were all smiling.

He started down the steps, and Shiela stood up and met him halfway down the steps.

“There you are,” she said, moving into him. Holding him. Kissing him, and he gave himself up to the silk of her lips, and ripple of her breasts, and spark of life in her bosom.

“What happened?” he asked. Yet he knew the answer, and that it was a concept that could not be described.

“Come down and meet the girls. Have some wine and relax.”

“I’m pretty relaxed,” he said, as she linked her arm through his and guided him down the steps.

“I’ll bet,” she giggled.

“Where are the others? There were a lot more of you. And a few men, too.”

“The still men aren’t allowed in the ceremony. Not until they complete their journey. And the women have all gone to work. It’s been several days, you know.”

He blinked. It had? Then the knowledge of time passed asserted itself in his consciousness. “Of course it has. It is Wednesday.”

She smiled and hugged his arm, placed her face against his shoulder, then they were entering the ring around the campfire.

“Ryan!”

“Hey, Ryan!”

“Hey, handsome…”

Everybody greeted him warmly, and a place was made for him to sit. He was handed a Smore and he ate, and then a bottle of wine made its way to him.

As he accepted the gifts he realized the plug was still in him. It felt so good.

Shirley was on the opposite side of the fire ring. “So how’s it going, Ryan?”

Everybody listened raptly.

“Pretty good.” He met her gaze, then let his eyes go around the circle. Everybody was hanging on his words. “What?”

“We’re just curious. Tell us what happened to you?”

“You mean…in the dungeon? But you were there. You already know.”

“We know what happened on the outside, but not the inside. Tell us what you saw when you were enclosed.

He thought about it.

“There was thunder, but the thunder was voices deciding what to do with me. Then I was floating, and I was a finger, and the writing on the wall was writ, but moved on, and here I am.”

A soft sigh went around the circle as the girls accepted his vision.

“So what happened? I mean, I know what happened inside, and I feel really good, but…what is happening to me?”

“Metamorphoses,” whispered Shiela at his side, and there were nods around the circle.

“Metamorphoses,” he repeated. “I’m changing. But we’re all changing. Every moment of life is changing. From one second to the next to cells and atoms of my body shift and move. I am a living roadmap, and…” he looked up. He had been speaking his thoughts without thought. And he didn’t really understand all that he was saying.

Oh, some of it, but…there was so much to be grokked.

Then they passed him more Smores, and he ate, and he answered questions, and he felt the intimate workings of women gathered with their intuition loosed, their spirit consecrated, their beings dedicated.

Shiela drove and Ryan sat in the passenger seat, his hand out the window and making swooping motions in the wind.

To the right the Pacific Ocean was bright and gleaming to the horizon.

There were a few tankers out there, and giant freighters, and surfers and seagulls, but it was so peaceful. And it was made even more peaceful by Ryan’s frame of mind.

He had had a cosmic experience. He felt like a zen master, at one with the world.

Shiela nudged him and said, “Roll the window up.”

He did, and turned to her.

“We’ve got to have a talk.”

“I figured.”

She smiled. “I love it when a newbie is like this. And I hate to talk serious with you, but it’s got to be done.”

“Okay.”

“I am your mentor. I’m the person who got you into this. So I’m responsible for your education, and for you for the next year.”

Ryan tilted his head. It sounded like she was going off into left field.

“I know that right now your mind is expanded and the universe makes sense to you, but that’s going to change.”

“How so?”

“You’re going to change.”

He said nothing, just waited.

“I am a member of a cult, although we’re not really a cult. There are women in this world who are tired of the endless wars, of seeing their children slaughtered for profit by governments who don’t care. I am a Silithian.”

Ryan pursed his lips in thought. He was not alarmed by her seriosity, but he was curious.”And what is a Silithian?”

“There is a woman named Silithia. She discovered the secrets of a long life and great, good health. She also realized that the only way to bring the world to world peace was to change men into women. Oh, not all men, but enough so that men become a minority with a small voice that can be ignored. Too small to wage war and create corporations that rape society.”

“Would you like a Coke? there’s a cold one in the back.”

She gave him a sharp glance, then relaxed. He wasn’t being obtuse or ignoring her. He just had his priorities in order. If you save the world you should enjoy yourself.

“Sure.”

She waited while he popped a top and they shared it as the car drifted up the road. There wasn’t much traffic, yet, so it was quite enjoyable.

“The ceremony that you went through has changed you into a woman.”

He looked at his body, and a slight tinge of worry started up somewhere. “I don’t seem to have breasts.”

“No. But you will. We have convinced the Over Being that—“

“Over being?”

“The entity who is in charge of mankind. Some call it a God, or a Goddess, but it is neither, and it watches over us. Sometimes it will help us in our affairs, but in modern times it has become so ignored that it rarely helps us. There is only so much a God can do for children who have gone insane.

“Anyway, as a group, using certain ritual, empowered by our studies of Silithian yoga, we are able to speak to the God, and sometimes God will help us.

“My particular branch of Silithianism is charged with this communication, though all women are encouraged to resurrect the old ways of speaking with the Over Being. The point is that we have asked the Over Being to change you, and she—we prefer to think of her as ‘she,’ though she really has no sex—agreed. She found you worthy. Which is a great joy to me because I was the one who interviewed you and thought you were qualified.”

“Wait a minute,” Ryan frowned, his good mood starting to evaporate. “You’re saying that I’m actually going to become a woman? That I’m going to change? I’ll get tits and…my nuts? Am I supposed to lose my manhood?”

Shiela took the can and sipped. God, that felt good.

And said: “I will help you through it. I will teach you. But there are going to be rough spots. Times when you don’t want it, where you want to refuse the blessing of the Gods, where you will want to revert to being a stinky man again.”

“A stinky man,” he mused, tried to reconcile his mood, now missing the cosmic, zen state of mind he was losing.

“What if I don’t want to change right now?”

“Sorry, honey, but it’s been done. Your body is changing as we speak. The changes will be subtle, but they will mount, they will accumulate, and one day you’re going to be looking at yourself and wondering, and then it will hit you. Your face will change, your body fat will shift. Your features will become more feminine, and at a certain point people won’t see you as male anymore. We have to prepare for that.”

Ryan looked out the window. They were turning inland, traffic was picking up, and the change from beautiful country to industrial city mirrored his frame of mind.

“So there is something that you’re going to have to do. It will be hard, and you won’t want to, but it is imperative. If you don’t do it then your transition will be impure. You will still change, but…it will be difficult, and your state of mind will have much difficulty accepting what is happening.”

“What is it I have to do?” He showed a bit of bitterness. He didn’t like this. It had to be a joke. Yeah, Shiela was messing with him.

But the loss of his peace of mind to such blather…why did he feel so out of sorts?

And what had that ceremony really done to him?

“You’re going to have to be chastised.”

He looked at her. His gaze was level, penetrating, as if he was seeing her for the first time.

“That’s not going to happen.”

“I know. I know. It’s…you feel so good now, and you see things, but if you don’t take your sexuality under control it can destroy you.”

“I’m a little hazy on this ‘destroy’ stuff.”

“Being a woman isn’t just physical, it’s mental. If you continue to fuck like a man, while transitioning to a woman, your mind won’t adapt and you’ll be stuck in a kind of personal hell. Maybe hell is a strong word, but it will be bad, and you really won’t like it. And we won’t be able to help you.”

“Oh. You make me into a woman. Give me titties and kick me out the door.” Yes, he was definitely sounding bitter.

“That’s…no. But at a certain point we can’t help you adapt and understand, and you won’t want to be around us, and…you’ll show yourself the door. A door to a miserable, unfulfilled life.”

“I think you’re crazy,” he muttered softly.

“I know,” and she sounded truly unhappy. “But I’ll prove it to you when we get home.”

“Home.”

“Yes. My home is yours now. For the next year, longer if we are compatible and want to. And when we get home I’ll make love to you. That will prove what I’m saying. You’ll feel the potential for unhappiness and…I’ll prove it to you.”

“Wow. You send me on the ultimate downer, then want to make love. Am I lucky, or what?”

“Damn it, I should have waited until we got home. But you were so happy, and I thought…”

“You thought wrong.” He turned to her. “You wanted me to be your companion for a year, I thought it sounded fun. I really like you. But this…this crazy stuff…” he shrugged and turned away from her.

The rest of the drive was silent, and the car was filled with a weird, bitter energy.

Still, Ryan didn’t run away when they arrived at the house. He simply got out and walked up to the house. When Shiela caught up to him he was pouring a drink. “Want one?” he asked.

“Sure.” She felt broken hearted. But she knew she had to see this through.

Drinks in hand, they adjourned to the living room. Ryan stared out the back window, observed the pool, the buildings in the LA basin, a little sparrow that came to flutter in the bird bath.

Shiela sat across from him, sometimes watching him, sometimes watching what he watched.

They finished their drinks, and she made two more.

“Thanks,” he said when she handed him his.

Now she sat down next to him.

Silence. The sound of a hall clock ticking. Hearts beating.

They finished the second drink and she made two more.

Now the hurt had been blunted.

“I think you’re crazy, but I believe you, and I don’t understand why.”

“Because you are developing female intuition. It is a different method of thought. Not logical, and you have to be careful that you don’t make your decisions based on that alone.”

He said: “So you’re going to fuck me and convince me.”

She didn’t say anything. And she felt rather small. He was right, but the machinery had been set in motion. They were on the pink path. And she was responsible.

“And all that stuff you told me, you screw for a couple of days, and you’re grumpy, and you have a period, and your month just sort of goes up and down…and now you feel like sex.”

His words were cutting. Not because they were words, but because they were cutting.

“Right now I really don’t want to fuck you, but I have to.”

He turned to her. God, she was beautiful. Her hair was shiny, her eyes glistened, though maybe with a bit of tears. Her chest was out thrust and he could see the nipples poking through the material.

“So you’ll give up your sex for the great whoever called Silithia. Do you know how nuts that sounds?”

“I do.”

A moment, then he blurted. “Okay. Fuck me.”

She didn’t hesitate; she had been waiting for a go sign. She reached for his crotch and began unbuckling him.

He watched her, her fingers fumbling, her eyes filled with tears.

His cock came out and stood up. He was horny. The ceremony had calmed him down for a bit, but he still had the testosterone and the built up jizz and everything he needed to be super horny.

“Stop it!” he yelled, and he grabbed her.

He hugged, and she was frozen for a moment, then she hugged back. Held on to him.

“Stop it,” he whispered.

“I can’t,” she sobbed into his neck. “We have to do this.”

She moved back from him. Put her hands on his penis and stroked. Tears were washing her face and she explained, “This, what we’re going through now, is the tip of the misery I told you about. We have to get through this. You have to know what is happening, and I have to set you on the path to understanding it, to accepting it. We have to fuck, no matter what. We have to!”

She let go of his cock and pushed his shirt up, took it off him. She said, “You can even wear your shoes when we do it.”

And that actually brought a laugh.

She gave a half giggle, and he gave a grunt that was half an appreciative chuckle.

Then she was taking off her dress, pulling it over her head, and wiggling out of her panties.

She was standing up now, and he stared at her amazing breasts, and her hairless patch.

She climbed onto the couch and sat on him. His penis went right up and into her and he blinked and…God, it felt good.

“Fuck me, honey. Let me prove how bad it is.”

He couldn’t stop now. He was a guy, he told himself. This was what he did.

He began to bounce her on his lap. Then he pushed her over and assumed the dominant position.

It felt good. It felt great. But…but something was wrong.

Yes, he could cum, and he knew he was going to, but…but there was a sliver in his psyche that told him something was off.

She whispered, “I know, it’s like sand in vaseline. And it grows and grows.

He plummeted into her, closed his eyes and tried to resurrect his 100% maleness.

But he was only getting 99%, or maybe 98%, and it was driving him crazy. It was hurting him.

“It’s okay,” she whispered, kissing him, “I understand. You can hurt me if you wish.”

He backed off and looked at her hard.

“Hurt you? I love you!”

That caused her to crush him with her arms and kiss him all the harder.

And he plunged and she bucked.

She came, and, finally, he did, and it hurt.

Not so much physically, but the frustration of it all, it was like he was getting a knife in the groin, 1%, but a knife in the head 99%.

He lay there, hurting, and she got off him.

He lay there and stared out the window. The happy bird was fucking gone. The city was a miserable, grey tomb. The sky made him want to puke.

But it wasn’t those things, it was his state of mind. The happiness he had experienced after the ceremony was gone, and this was the other side of the coin.

This was the zen of the devil.

Shiela returned. She was holding a chastity device and she slipped it over his cock. She put the ring around his package. She turned a key and he heard a click. A tiny, little click.

He didn’t care.

If this was what sex was like he didn’t want it any more.

He didn’t even look at the cage now protecting him from ill feelings. He just accepted it.

If sex was like that, he was done with it.

Shiela pushed him over and lay next to him.

She was done. She was fucked out, but no woman is ever resistant to cuddling.

She held him. She dried his tears. She loved him in a pure sense of the word.


Part Two

After screwing Shiela Ryan didn’t want to cum ever again. Yet he felt even more strongly towards her.

He wanted to be near her, hang with her, go out and do things with her.

She made him happy.

But after him taking out his bitterness on her, she wasn’t feeling too charitable. Still, she had a job to do, and she was determined to do it. And the job started the following morning.

Ryan was sleeping his own room. The chastity tube bothered him a little, and he didn’t sleep that well, and at five in the morning Shiela came a knockin’.

“Ryan?”

“What?” he mumbled from under the covers.

“Let’s go. Meet me in the living room. No need to dress.”

He sighed, held still for a moment, then got up. He needed to pee anyway.

In the living room Shiela had unrolled two yoga mats. She was sitting on one in the Lotus position.

“Have a seat, like me.”

He did, and struggled to get his feet into his lap.

“Fuck,” he whimpered. “This hurts!”

“After a while it won’t. Now, keep your back straight, and breath like this.”

He straightened up, which didn’t feel all that good, then drew in breath for about five counts, then breathed out for about ten.

They sat and held their position, their ‘asana,’ and breathed.

After a while he got sort of used to it, but he still didn’t like it.

“If God had wanted me to look like a pretzel I would have been born looking like a pretzel.”

Shiela that that was funny, and she changed to a plank position. Her movement was smooth and she just went from one posture to the next without excess grunts and motions.

Ryan grunted and had lots of excess motion.

And they breathed again.

Through a series of poses they went. Then Shiela dropped the bomb.

“Once you get these down we’ll be having sex while we’re in them. You should read the book on Silithia to get more information. It’s on Amazon.”

“I’m going to be in you? But I thought I wasn’t going to get to cum?”

She grinned, “Who said anything about cumming?”

“Oh.”

He didn’t want to fuck her, but he did. What the hell was wrong with him?

“Now, since this is your first time, we should probably go over the rules.”

“Rules?”

“Rules?” she mimicked him.

He blinked and got it. He was being an echo.

“Okay,” he smiled. “Tell me about the rules.”

“They’re in that book on the end table.”

Ryan glanced at the book and sighed. “All this, and I have to read, too.”

“Poor boy.”

Then they were chuckling, and she led him into another pose.

After two hours of yoga they had breakfast. While they were eating Ryan looked at the book of rules.

It was a pound, which translated as about 500 pages, but it was easy reading.

“That’s the latest version, so everything should be up to date.”

Ryan looked at the table of contents.

The book was divided into several sections. There was a section for ‘mentors,’ and a section for ‘The Newly Confirmed.”

And there were sections for other types of feminization. Sections designed for men who were transvestites: they showed a proclivity and here are the methods for bringing them on. Sections for recalcitrant men. Sections for men who were not fit to be female.

He was just glancing, not reading yet, and he asked, “What makes a man recalcitrant?”

She answered as she chewed on a piece of bacon.

“Men who are maladjusted. Men who beat women. Men who don’t adapt easily. Men who hold on to their male beliefs too hard.” She shrugged. These might be the rules, but it’s up to us to interpret them, and it’s easy to go too far one way or the other.”

“But I’m ‘newly confirmed,’ and that through a ceremony.”

“That’s you.”

“I wonder if another method would have been better?”

“Maybe, but I tried to follow the advices in the rules, and…” again she shrugged.

He opened to the section specifically for the newly confirmed and read aloud.

Your Mentor is your keeper. She is in charge and you must follow her directions.

He leafed through a couple of pages and came across:

The Mentor is in charge of your discharge. You will be chastised and must never have an orgasm unless specifically directed to. You must not cum, not in dream, not in any manner, unless so directed.

To have issue in uncontrolled manner will make the Newly Confirmed impure, and he must not spend his essence, for the essence of him has been changed to her.

He looked at Shiela, who was watching him. “So sometimes I cum, but not often.”

“You will cum at the completion of certain dual yoga poses. This will route your energies properly and make you more feminine. Other than that, if you feel it is too much for you, just let me know. You’ll read it later in the rules, but a prostate massage can do wonders for you, and you will definitely feel some relief.”

He stared at her, thought about anal sex, for that was what a prostate massage sounded like, then turned back and leafed through a couple of more pages.

Under one of the chapter headings he read:

Do not be trapped by the male, nor by the female, for you are both.

Hunh! Sounded like gobbledegook!

But it had an odd resonance within him, and he was careful not to judge, to keep an open mind.

“So you have to follow the rules, too.” He smiled.

“That pleases you?”

“Sauce for the goose,” he lifted his shoulders. He was obviously pleased.

She wasn’t put off by his attitude.

“I was born a woman. I follow the rules, but there are differences. I have to read the section on the Newly Confirmed, and commit it to heart, if I am to be a good Mentor. But I also have other sections which I need to read because I was born a woman. There are many paths, but they all have one goal.”

“Which is?”

“Womanus Maximus. A new woman. Taller, stronger, smarter.”

“I thought you were the perfect size already,” he smiled at her boobs.

“There are ‘castes,’ for lack of a better word, in this new, Silithian society.

“At the bottom are the breeders. They do nothing but fuck, and they have no hope of evolving this lifetime. Fortunately, they are happy in this extreme. They breed, and maybe next lifetime they will be capable of more.

“Next up is normal man. The regular guys. They drink beer and get excited over football games. In the regular world, the ‘pre-Silithia’ world, the breeders would be generals, and the regular guys get to screw, if they are lucky, and they salute the flag and go out and join the army and die and all that sort of thing.”

Ryan got a little silent. This was really resonating with him.

“After that are the women. Unfortunately, most women don’t understand how they have been blessed. They let men own them and refuse to take responsibility.

“When a woman finally realizes what she is doing she is allowed to become Womanus Maximus. She attains perfect health and enters into the truth of her abilities. She rules the world, though silently. At least, at the present silently.”

Ryan spoke. “So Breeders, men, women, then this Womanus Maximus thing.”

Shiela nodded.

“Now, Breeders are stuck, they are not allowed to evolve, at least for a lifetime. We don’t allow them to be generals, and we distract them by letting them breed.

“Men, such as yourself, are allowed to evolve. We want them to evolve. The world needs smarter men. There are several methods we use to make this happen, the method you are experiencing is quite unique, and you should consider yourself blessed for having been allowed that experience. I personally feel that it is the best method, and, believe me, I was very careful when I scrutinized and selected you.”

“I guess I should say thanks?”

“You should, but I’m okay if it takes you a while to realize blessed you have been.”

“So the breeders fuck, the men become women, and I’m guessing the women become Womanus Maximus.”

“You’ve got it.”

“Does a man ever become Womanus Maximus?”

“I understand there are a few men who have accomplished that, but it is not spoken of. Men shouldn’t be presented with unreal goals. It’s hard enough for a man to become a woman, let alone a Womanus Maximus. Want to do some kayaking?”

And so the days passed. On one hand, there was a sameness. Wake up. Do Silithian Yoga, or Sexual Yoga. Go ride bikes, or swim in the ocean, or just hike into the wilderness.

But there was also the ups and downs of Shiela.

She had her period, and was a grouch. She tried to control herself, she said she had to control herself or she would never make it to Womanus Maximus, but it was obviously one of the most difficult things she had ever done in her life.

Surprisingly, Ryan found a section in the rules that enabled him to help her. Ways for him to behave, certain yoga postures that would relieve her of bad energies, that sort of thing.

Then she was happy for a while, and she went to work.

“Why do you do it?” asked Ryan. “Why porn? You don’t seem to like it, and you could do a million other things.”

A big sigh, and she looked over her shoulder at him.

She had returned from work and he was massaging her.

She loved him giving her massages now that he was chastised. She loved an NPA man. (No Poke Attached).

“It’s in the rules.”

“What? I never read anything about that!”

“It’s towards the end, in the section about ‘Sexual Obligations.’ I can’t become a superior woman until I learn to love sex.”

“I thought you did love sex? Just…not a lot of it.”

“Oh, I do. For about a half a day a month. I’ve got to get over that limitation. I’ve got to learn to love sex whenever.”

“And I thought chastity was bad,” he murmured.

She chuckled.

“My inability to enjoy sex 97% of the time is a form of chastity. Yours is just more obvious.”

“Well, what can I do to help?”

“Eat me when I want it, let me beat you when I want to. So far you’re doing exactly what is needed.”

“Why does beating me help you love sex?”

He dug his fingers into her sides and ran his thumbs up her back, feeling each bone. She groaned in pleasure.

“I don’t know. It’s in the rules, and I’ve thought about it a lot, but…?” she shrugged.

Then, a moment later, she picked up the thread.

“Some feel that beating a man helps a woman get over residual anger for having been made to lay down in the first place. Men aren’t generally considerate when it comes to a woman’s needs.” She the last dryly.

“I do know that it affords me relief, and I feel so wonderful after I’ve striped your butt. In fact, did you know that I can actually have an orgasm from spanking a man?”

“No!”

“Sure. It’s rare, but if I take my time, feel the flesh under my hand for a while before moving to a belt or a birch…I’ll actually have a cum.”

“Have you had one with me?”

“Nope. Came close, but…no.”

Now Ryan was curious. “Would you like to try?”

“Cum on you? From spanking you?”

“Yes.”

She was silent for a while. He turned her over and began massaging her belly, moving down to her pussy. His fingers pushing into the soft flesh, feeling the heat growing down there.

“For me to do that…it takes a pretty good spanking. It would be long and hard, and you would be sore for days.”

“I’m up with that.”

She sat up, her breasts poking at him, and stared at him.

“You would do that for me?”

“Why not?”

“Because of the pain.”

“You think those pansy ass little spankings you give me hurt?”

She stared at him for the longest time, then he couldn’t help it. He broke into laughter.

“You bitch,” she said.

“I learn from the best,” then they were both laughing.

Finally, she spread her legs.

He looked at her curiously. “You usually like to beat me after work.”

“I know. But…”

He stopped rubbing her body and started rubbing her hole.

He couldn’t tell that she had been fucking all day. Maybe it had been a lesbian shoot. Funny she didn’t want to beat women. Or maybe it wasn’t. Maybe she was thinking of him as a woman when she beat him?

Well, he had offered. Though he was making a joke, he was serious, she could tell.

And she thought: what if she really let herself go on him? What if she really…she thought about the rules and didn’t remember anything forbidding her from doing that specifically.

And he had offered.

Then his ministrations began to occupy her mind. He was good when it came to cunnilingus, and it appeared that he was really putting his heart into it.

She groaned, and his fingers penetrated her, and then she was cumming and cumming.

And she knew, as she came down, that there was something to be considered here.

After her two days of shooting were done she liked to take a small vacation. Nothing big, although it could turn big. Once she drove all the way to the Dakotas to see Mount Rushmore.

But usually they would drive up the coast, find a bed and breakfast, or charter a trip on a boat and enjoy the sun, maybe a little parasailing.

And time passed.

And Ryan could feel changes happening.

His body was losing muscle mass, and he had little mounds on his chest. Very small, but it was obvious to him what they were.

And his penis was getting smaller.

Twice, in a month she fucked him during yoga, and that was pleasurable, but also frustrating.

The first time was a simple one. They were both in the Lotus position, but she sat on him and they hugged, and she felt his breasts and told him how beautiful they were going to be.

The second time was worse. She was in the Dead Man pose and he had to hold a plank over her. his penis suspended in her, not moving.

He wanted to move.

He began to perspire.

She watched him, and loved it. She licked his face and waited, and cautioned him again and again.

His muscles hurt from the pose, but it hurt more to be in her without moving.

Then she came. And it was obviously a good cum for her.

“Wow,” she said afterwards. “I didn’t think it would be that good.”

She considered him, and he knew, female intuition kicking in, that she wanted to fuck him again. Just fuck him. No Yoga, just fuck.

But she followed the rules and controlled herself.

“Have you been wearing your butt plug?” she asked one night.

“Oh, uh…” he looked guilty.

“Bad boy,” she grinned. “I’m of a mind to spank you.”

“Why don’t you.” And he was daring her.

Spank me. Spank me hard. Let it out.

She wanted to.

And, in a weird way, he wanted her to.

He could feel something in her, ready to bust out. Would this do it?

They were at home and it was just before her period. She hadn’t started bleeding yet, but her emotional edge indicated that it was coming.

She stood up and went to the kitchen. She brought back a couple of drinks. She handed his to him and he sipped.

It was a Mexican Mule. It had lime juice and ginger beer, and she made it with Don Ramon Swarovski Crystal Limited Edition Anejo Tequila, her favorite.

They sipped and he said, “Whoa!”

She smiled. “I’m going to spank you tonight.”

He nodded. “I think I’m going to need to be well lubricated.”

“You will be.”

They sipped, and couldn’t stop sipping and two more drinks later they were giggling as they walked to the bedroom.

She tied him down with leather straps and played with his weenie. She took it out of the chastity tube and sucked on it. Then she grabbed it, lifted it, and he went up high.

“URK!”

She placed a finger at his back door and rubbed. “We should be doing this. Getting you ready for when your pussy comes in.”

He was gasping with delight. She lubed her fingers, then inserted two of them. Just like that.

“Oh, God!”

“Oh, Goddess,” she murmured, watching his face twist with pleasure.

“Goddess,” he corrected himself.

Then she had three fingers in him. She began rubbing his prostate, but stopped before he could release any juice.

She was drunk on good tequila.

She had an edge on her form the period coming in.

She grabbed a belt and stood over him.

Her face was not…normal.

Normally she was in control, loving, but now…she was mean.

WISS…SMACK!

“Fuck!” Ryan whimpered, biting his tongue to keep from crying out.

“You said you wanted this.”

“I do.” But now he was unsure. She had really hit him a good lick.

That night would forever live in Ryan’s memory.

WISS…SMACK!

WISS…SMACK!

WISS…SMACK!

Tears came to his eyes readily.

He knew he was getting weaker from his coming change, but she seemed to be stronger.

Or maybe that was just because of her rage.

Rage. Anger unveiled, let loose.

Did she hate men?

He didn’t think so, but there was something in her trying to get out.

WISS…SMACK!

WISS…SMACK!

WISS…SMACK!

His ass was bright red and he wondered if he was going to bleed.

She began working his back, then the sensitive flesh on the back of his legs.

WISS…SMACK!

WISS…SMACK!

And she suddenly muttered, “You fucking bastard!”

He would have jerked his head up to look at her, but he was hurting too badly.

WISS…SMACK!

His body was bright red. He was going to be sore for a week. Maybe weeks.

He hurt, but there was also a glory in it.

Endorphins had kicked in and each stroke became a loving touch.

Each pain transformed into love.

He thought about the ceremony, and how he had felt afterwards.

Shiela was sobbing and crying and screaming, and he loved her.

The break, when it came, was quite unexpected.

She stepped back, looked down at him. “I didn’t…I didn’t…”

He could feel emotion cresting, becoming something else.

Ryan groaned.

“Oh, God!”

She saw what she had done.

But, more important, she saw, in her mind, why. She came face to face with the demons that drove her, that held her back, that made her…made her…

She crumpled. Like an empty suit of clothes, though she was wearing nothing.

Ryan was sobbing for joy. Something had changed in him.Something felt like it was broken, but it was really repaired.

An hour later he was able to perceive reality. He turned his head and perceived Shiela laying on the floor.

Laying on the floor. Unconscious. She had collapsed, and alarm speared into Ryan.

“Shiela?” he moaned.

She didn’t respond. It looked like she was breathing, but her eyes were fluttering lightly under the lids.

Something was wrong.

If the spanking, the whipping, had been bad, it was nothing compared to what he had to do now.

He was sore, bruised, his muscles weak and unwilling to move.

But he had to move.

He pulled on the straps. He had to get loose and help Shiela.

But he couldn’t. He tried to get enough movement to dig his fingers into the velcro closures. He couldn’t.

He would have laughed, being an actual prisoner and unable to move because of velcro. But he was now getting scared.

He looked at the bed, and realized that he was going to have to break the bed.

If he had had his full muscles it would have been no problem. But with half muscles, half feminized, it was a problem.

He began to buck on the bed, and the pain that lanced through his body almost made him pass out.

But he couldn’t pass out. He had to get free!

He bucked again, and again. Gasping for the pain in between, but determined to shake the bed apart.

For an hour he cried and through his badly bruised body back and forth. Then he felt it. One of the posts separated from the headboard.

He was scared, because for a moment it felt like the post was going to fall away, pull him out so he couldn’t move even more, but it didn’t. He pulled and it fell across him.

Now he had wiggle room, and he used his teeth to undo the velcro on his wrist.

Then he released his other hand, pushed the fallen post out of the way and undid his feet.

He stood, and nearly feel. His body was shaking with pain.

He knelt.

She was breathing, but something was definitely wrong.

He saw her cell phone on the end table, stood and picked it up.

His hands shaking so hard he had to put the phone on the bed and knelt and tapped the screen.

He intended to call 911, but when the phone opened it opened to the telephone contacts, and he stared.

On her quick dial list, number one..Mentor.

She had a Mentor. Just as she was his Mentor. Of course she did.

His number was two.

Her Mentor was one.

He tapped the number, then lay down, his ear next to the phone.

“Hello?”

“Are you Shiela’s Mentor?”

A moment of silence.

“Who’s this?”

“Ryan. Are—“

“What’s wrong, Ryan?” He recognized the voice, but he didn’t know from where.

“She passed out. She was spanking me and—“

“Stay there, Ryan. I’ll be there in fifteen minutes.”

“Call 911?”

“No. Just stay there. Don’t do a thing.”

“‘Kay.” He closed his eyes and just lay, kneeling and slumped over the broken bed. He hurt so bad.

“Ryan! Wake up!”

He opened his eyes. He was on the bed. Fifteen minutes must have passed. It was Shirley. Beautiful, blonde, slightly pudgy, big tits.

And kind eyes. She was concerned.

“Shiela?” he whispered.

“She’s fine. We’ve got her. Let’s get you up on the bed.”

She helped him, and he cried out when his bruised back touched the bed.

“Roll over, honey.”

There were other women in the room and he perceived them. They were working over Shiela.

“Pulse…okay. Blood pressure…140 over 75.”

“She’s fine. Let’s get her elevated.”

He thought he recognized them from the ceremony.

One of them came to where Shirley was sitting next to Ryan. “Better rub some lineament on him.”

“Sheila didn’t finish him.”

“Oh, fuck.”

“It’s okay. I’ll do it.”

“Can he handle it?”

“He’s got to. He came this far, right?”

“Okay.”

Across the room a woman came in with a stretcher. She laid it down and opened it.

Other women positioned Shiela on the stretcher, then they picked the stretcher up and left the room. Dimly, Ryan realized these women were rather large, six footers, and they seemed awfully strong.

“Where?” he asked.

“Shush, honey. They’re taking her to see Silithia. She’ll be fine.”

“Good.”

He lay there, breathing, hurting, but…somehow elevated.

What was wrong with him?

Or right?

Shirley leaned down and whispered into his ear.

“Ryan, Shiela didn’t finish you. And it’s going to hurt because she got carried away. She shouldn’t have beaten you this hard.”

“It’s okay,” he mumbled. “I told her to. She needed to.”

Shirley gave him the most inscrutable look he had ever received, then she continued. “That was brave of you, Ryan, but now I have to finish you, and it’s going to hurt. Is it all right if I finish you?”

Ryan’s mind was roaming now, he was half in the cosmos and half in pain, and he wondered: Finish me? Finish me what?

But though it hurt, though he didn’t understand, he knew the answer. It was as if a Goddess somewhere was whispering in his ear, moving his mouth, and he said. “Sure.”

“A little help here,” Shirley called out. “I need this bed supported, and I need some pillows for Ryan.

A woman Ryan had never seen grabbed some hard bound books off a shelf and placed them under the edge of the bed.

Two women from the ceremony helped raise Ryan up and they pushed pillows under him.

He was now in a sort of in an all fours position.

Shirley was suddenly putting a strap on on. Where she got it from he didn’t know, unless she had taken it from Shiela dresser drawer.

She stood over him, then knelt next to him. “Honey, you’ve got to submit. The spanking was too hard, but…this helps you submit. You’re a man in transition, and you need to submit so that the changes can be accepted more easily.”

“Okay,” he whispered.

“Then you can sleep, and recover, and I’ll take care of you until Shiela is back. Is that okay with you?”

“I love Shiela,” he murmured.

“I know. Somebody want to kiss him?”

He lay there, then she was behind him, on her knees, and he felt her putting lube in him.

One of the women lay partially on the bed and told him, “Love makes it all worthwhile.”

He nodded, or thought he nodded, then she was kissing him.

And Shirley was pushing into him.

He groaned, and the pain of her flesh touching his terribly spanked flesh exploded.

But he was held down by her weight.

She was a big woman, bigger than him. One of those six footers. She bore down on him, into him, and he felt the penetration through the pain.

“Oh,” he gasped through the mouth of the woman kissing him.

Then other women were around him, feeling his growing breasts, touching his penis and stroking it.

It was getting smaller, but he still had enough left to do the job.

But right then he wasn’t interested in doing the job. He was interested in the job being done on him.

He lay there, in heaven and hell, in pleasure and pain, and somewhere in there he fell away from the pain and into pleasure.

Heaven.

He was in the cosmos again, held there by several woman.

“He’s leaking,” someone muttered.

The hand holding his penis. “Yeah, there’s a lot.”

“She certainly primed him well.”

And he submitted.


Epilogue

Ryan sat on a stone bench overlooking the ocean.

The house in which he had gone through the ceremony was behind him and the ocean waves rushed to shore in front of him.

Seagulls sang their raucous song, and he sighed.

It had been a week, and he was recovered.

Oh, he still had some sort parts, and he was back in chastity, but he was able to walk and even do some Yoga.

Silithian Yoga as done by his new partner, Shirley.

At that moment, perhaps in accord with his thoughts, Shirley descended the stairway to the beach, came to him and sat next to him. She handed him a bourbon and Coke.

“How you doing, Ryan?”

“I’m fine, but what’s the word on Shiela?”

“Word is that Silithia is taking a strong interest in her.”

“When is she coming back?”

“What? You don’t like to do sexual yoga with me?”

He chuckled ruefully. “I love it.” She was worse than Shiela, screwing him in pose almost every day, and demanding that he never squirt.

She laughed and put her hand in his lap. “Shiela will be fine,” she said and began playing with his chastity. “It’s you we need to talk about.”

“Oh?”

“Yep. We need to increase your Yoga, and we need you to get more disciplined.”

He was silent.

She opened her hand. In it was the blue diamond butt plug.

“Let’s get this in you and go do some yoga.

“But we already did it this morning!”

“Yeah, but it’s going to be harder not to cum with this thing in you.”

“Oh, crap,” he breathed.

“Now, up and bend. I’ll do the honors.”

Ryan stood up and bent over.

Shirley slipped the plug into him and said, “Hmm. I think you might need a bigger one.”

“Oh, Lord. No!”

“Yes. And you’re going to need to start wearing a bra pretty soon.

She pulled him back to the bench and hugged him. She placed her hand on one of his growing boobs and rubbed his nipple with her palm.

Ryan groaned, and she smiled and kissed him.

And kissed him and kissed him.

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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Feminized and Emasculated!

He became a dream lover!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Men are silly. I love ‘em, but they are silly. They put all this work into their hot dog…phht! It’s over.

Now women, on the other hand, they put their intention on love. Cuddling for hours, for days and weeks and years.

They get the long term benefits, without all that grunting and slobbering.

Not that I don’t appreciate the slobbering.

It’s just that I appreciate being a woman.

Poor boys.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I want to join a very special club.”

Ron stared at his wife. She was a good looking woman, very large in the chest, chestnut hair and eyes that were sort of lightish green, or pale blue, or something, but, whatever, they were downright mesmerizing.

“What kind of a club.”

“Well, that’s the trick, it involves you.”

Ron was sitting in front of his computer and he sat back in his swivel and contemplated Jane. “The club where I get sex anytime I want it? The club where you wait on me hand and foot? The club where you bow down and thank me for being a manly man?”

“Uh, no.” She was standing at the door, and now she entered the room and sat down in the spare chair.

“It’s more of a club where I get sex when I want it, when you wait on me hand and foot, and you thank me for being a womanly woman.”

Ron gave a big blink. “Now why on earth would I want to help you join a club where I end up being the loser?”

“Loser? Who said you were going to be a loser? You’re going to get more sex than you ever imagined.”

“But you just said I was only going to get sex whenever you wanted it, and, let’s face it, you want sex far less than I want it.”

“No. I said I get sex when I want it. You will be in sex constantly. All the time. 24/7/365.”

“This makes no sense.”

“It makes perfect sense, and once you understand you’ll be so very glad that I asked you to help me join this club.”

“You’re going to have to prove it to me.”

“Well, as you know, I’ve been looking into femdom. I’ve been exploring such things as female led relationships and marriages.”

“You’re talking me out of it,” he observed. “I’m a little bit tired of the whole ‘you’re in charge’ thing.”

“That’s because I’ve been doing it a little wrong.”

“The whole thing is wrong.”

Jane frowned. Then, a visible effort, she smiled.

“Ron, if you go get us a pair of drinks, bourbon and Coke I believe is your favorite, then I will play with your cock for 15 minutes.”

He grinned. He couldn’t help it. “Really?”

“Yep.”

“Really really?”

“Gosh, is my throat dry or what!”

Holding onto his grin, Ron stood up and headed for the kitchen. While he was gone Jane took the swivel and called up some websites.

A couple of minutes passed and he returned with the drinks. Jane was back in her chair and she accepted the drink with thanks, and sipped.

Ron sat down, and noticed the strange website on his computer.

He looked at Jane, who raised her eyebrows and tilted her head slightly.

Ron turned and his eyes went over the site.

Dreamlover Labs.

Scientific male management systems.

It had things like mobile apps, male training theory, and other things.

He couldn’t help himself, he started reading.

He read for an hour, and halfway in he noticed that Jane had brought him another drink. He didn’t even remember drinking the first.

He read about methods of bringing a male under control through such things as feminization, milking, and various types of punishment.

And he noticed that reading all this material was making him stiff.

At one point he glanced at Jane, but she was just reading her cell phone and texting.

He went back to the site and took note of the various types of punishment and rewards. He thought about not being in control of his sex. Turning it over to somebody else was…heady. Gave him a throbbing member, but…he just couldn’t see himself getting locked up and suffering the various punishments and rewards.

Funny, he was a kinky sort, but this was outside the realm of his fantasies.

He sat back, sighed, looked at the screen, and turned to Jane. “Nope.”

Jane smiled, “Okay.” She stood up and walked towards the door.

“Hey! Wait a minute. Is that all?”

She turned to him at the door and smiled. “You said no. No means no. You want me to beg? Or did you have a little interest that maybe wants to get discussed?”

“Well, no. But…I thought…” he stopped and was confused.

Jane came to him, kissed him on the lips gently. “That you for considering. I’ll put off that club I wanted to join until a later date.”

“But I won’t be interested at a later date, either.”

“Okay.” She headed down the hallway.

Ron turned back to the computer and stared at the screen.

Male training courses. He studies and if he doesn’t pass he gets punished. And the punishment is worse if he doesn’t pass again.

Geez, how the heck did Jane expect him to buy into this?

From there he segued into porn, and spent an enjoyable hour perusing x rated sites. His computer was facing away from the door so he could shut down with a couple of clicks if Jane came to see him.

Not that she really cared. She was open minded about that, even enjoyed some porn herself.

But getting caught watching porn tended to cause him embarrassment.

He went from site to site. Watched some vids, headed over to literotica, Gropper Press was always fun, couple of free stories on there, but his mind kept thinking about the Dream Lover Labs.

Geez, he was horny.

The vids, the stories, but…wouldn’t it be cool to be locked up?

Wild women tantalizing him, fondling him, bringing him to the edge again and again.

But his fantasies always ended with him achieving satisfaction. If he didn’t get the money shot…then what was the point?

Heck, when he didn’t get it regular it always drove him nuts. Did he want to be nuts? Sex crazy?

He thought not.

He just wanted to be extra horny so he could have an extra intense orgasm.

Yeah.

Let some other guy do the suffering. He would do the enjoying.

So thinking, and it being late, he finally shut down the computer and headed for bed.

Jane was already asleep and the room was dark.

He moved quietly and removed his clothes. Lord, he shouldn’t have watched so much porn. He hadn’t been this horny in a long time, not since he was a rabid kid going through puberty.

He thought about whacking off, but decided not to. It was sort of fun being horny. Though not for weeks and months at a time.

He took a quick shower, warm, not cold, though he could have used a good, cold shower right then.

Then, dried off, he slipped under the covers.

And slept.

And woke, a hand around his package. A soft stroking motion.

“Wha?” he mumbled. It was dark, middle of the night.

Jane said nothing, just kept moving her hand.

“Hey!”

He turned and wanted to slide over her, but she pushed his chest and pulled on his handle and he was forced back.

“Come on!” he was incredibly excited. To get woken out of a sound sleep for this…

“Shhh,” Jane whispered.

Her hands were so soft, and she touched his sac and fondled, then she was kissing him. Deeply. Her lips brushing, pressing, her tongue searching.

He tried again to move on top, but she suddenly let go and turned over.

“Hey!”

“Shhh.”

“You gotta get me off?”

She turned back to him. “And lose this?”

“Yeah!”

“But doesn’t it feel good? Don’t you love the feeling?” Her hands moved and he gasped.

Then she turned away from him.

In the darkness he was wired. If sex was light the room would be glowing radioactive.

“Is this that Dream Labs crap?”

“Shhh.”

And that was it. She wouldn’t respond, just ignored him.

He lay there, desperate, poised like a rocket about to shoot off.

And the minutes became an hour.

Finally…finally he went to sleep.

And awoke to light bursting into the room. The shades were snapping up and Jane was up.

She looked fresh and vital and ready to go. She was wearing culottes, which showed her curvy legs, and a halter top, which showed her curvy chest, and a smile, which showed her curvy personality.

“What time is it?” he yawned.

“Morning. Now get up. By the time you shave breakfast will be ready. If you hurry up I’ll give it to the dog.”

“We don’t have a dog!”

“I’ll get one.”

He had to chuckle. It was hard to be grumpy with that type of energy flooding towards him.

He sat up and stretched, and noticed that he was bonered up.

Oh, Lord, was he bonered.

He slid out of bed—she had left the room for the kitchen—and stood up, and he had never felt so deliciously horny. He was stiff and straight and that was no lie.

He headed for the bathroom and stood to pee, then stopped. His weenie was poking straight out. If he peed he’d hit the wall.

He sat down and pushed his member down. The pee splattered on the porcelain and he pushed harder, and he had to bend over.

Lord, that was a strain on his tool.

Finished, he stood up and reached for his razor.

He was going to have to do something about all this excitation he was experiencing.

Jane had sausage and tater tots ready for him, and he shot a squirt of syrup over the goods and sat down.

Jane sat down and began eating.

He stared at her.

Under the table he was alive.

“Damn, lady,” he said. “What’d you do to me?”

She smiled as if she knew, but didn’t want to talk about it. “Why, whatever are you talking about?”

“You know. Waking me up last night and…doing what you did. You really edged me.”

“What in the world?” she mocked up innocence. “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

“Yeah, right.”

“Seriously. I didn’t get any sex last night.”

“No, but you gave it.”

“Really?” And she smiled and picked up a sausage with her fork and severed it neatly with her white teeth. “It seems to have slipped my mind.”

Ron hadn’t touched his sausage and potatoes. He sat with a raised fork and prepared, but…she had him going.

“So when are we going to complete this little game.”

“Game? What game?”

“This sex game. This tease and deny. When are you going to finish me off?”

“Oh, that. I don’t know. I suppose you could finish yourself off, though, face it, that would be like cheating on me.”

“Cheating? How is it cheating?”

Sperm is community property. It doesn’t just belong to you. Marriage creates dual ownership. You can’t go shooting it off willy nilly without consulting other corporate members.”

“Corporate members,” he snorted. He stabbed a sausage with the tines of his fork and muttered, “I’ve got your corporate member right here.”

They ate in silence then. Her happy and him grouchy.

“Well, this has got to stop,” he announced finally, glaring at her.

She met his glare, but kept hers toned down. She didn’t want a fight, she wanted an understanding.

“Ron, who’s in charge of my sex.”

He snapped, “According to you it’s community property.”

“Touche. But who drives the car mostly?”

“I do,” he answered feeling a bit of suspicion.

“And who controls the money.”

“Well,” he begrudged, “I guess I do.”

“So I’m the live in maid. Or, if you had your way, the sexual slave.”

“No!”

“All I’m in charge of is cleaning the dishes and the laundry and making the bed. All I do is look pretty and dance around at your leisure.”

“You know that’s not true!”

“So I’m in charge of sex.”

“What?”

“You heard me right. You take care of the car, keep it tuned up and oiled and everything. I take care of your weenie. I keep it tuned up and ready to go.”

“So let’s go!”

“Nope. Not for one month.”

“One month?” he was confused. “What the heck one month? What are you doing?”

“For one month you will allow me to…no, you willing volunteer to do what I say. I intend to train you with the Dream Lovers concepts. I am going to chastise you with one of their devices. You will do their programs for a month. After a month, if you are dissatisfied and wish to discontinue the experiment, so be it. But the least you can do is give me one month. Especially since I am now in charge of your sex.”

Ron was blinking rapidly. This was getting out of hand.

“There is no way. I’m not locking my junk up, and you are not in charge of my dingus.”

“You get no sexual satisfaction from me until you have completed a month of Dream Lover Labs courses.

Ron found that he was on his feet, breathing heavily. The only thing was that his fierceness was diluted by the fact of his rod poking out over the table.

She looked down at him, and smiled.

“What are you smiling for!”

“I’m smiling because I saw something funny.”

“My penis is not funny!”

“Okay.”

She managed to leave the room without laughing.

Man is a creature who is ruled by his penis.

Sure, there are casual relationships, people have friends, but the main thrust of a man is to find a woman and procreate, to ensure the survival of the human race.

Thus, Ron was not just struggling to ‘get a little,’ he was fighting all his desires to survive, for the race to survive.

Which is to say he was horny.

And, not just horny, but accumulated horny. Every day that passed brought a higher level of interest in screwing. Heck, every minute.

Of course, if he took his mind off the subject he could eventually come down to a livable point.

But Jane didn’t let him.

After breakfast he was heading for home depot to get a tie down for the car port. Simply, the roof would lift a bit in a windstorm, so he wanted to screw a big three foot ‘screw’ into the ground and connect a cable from that to the roof.

He put his keys into his pocket and picked up his cell phone.

“Where are you going?” Jane asked pleasantly.

“To Home Depot.”

Jane intercepted him in the foyer. Abruptly she latched on to him, kissed his mouth and fondled him with her hand.

Excitement raced through him. That which had gone down to semi-hard became hard once a gain, and his heart, which had been beating fairly normal, was suddenly racing.

What’s this? he thought. And he figured that she had given up her stupid plans.

Then she was on her knees and he was gasping.

Her mouth was talented and her tongue slid along the underside of his glans.

Instantly he felt the urge  to squirt. He was already horny and he wanted to badly. He reached down and put his hands on the sides of her head…and she stood up. Slithered right up his body, continued her juicy kissing, then stepped away. “Think of me,” she smiled, and sauntered away.

Ron was drop jawed.

“But…wait!”

She looked back at him. He noted how fine and round and perfect her ass was, “Why?”

“You…we…”

“Honey, you’ve got work to do, and so do I. We can’t be rolling in the hay all day. Come on, chop chop, get to work.”

He got it then. The way she was laughing at him.

“This is more of that Dream Lab stuff.”

She was halfway across the living room and she stopped and turned to him. “This is I love you. Let me ask you, do you feel good?”

“I feel frustrated.”

“Your heart is beating faster, you’re hungry, your penis feels so good. Even your balls have that full feeling, and want to get expended.”

He shook his head.

“You’re going to feel like this all the time. You’re going to feel full, and loved, and life is going to be exciting. Think about that when you’re walking down those cement alleys in Home Depot.”

She turned and walked out on the patio and he watched her.

She lay down on the lounge chair and tilted her head back and seemed to go to sleep.

He stared at her. He observed the way her large breasts were tilted up. She was a woman who would never need implants.

And it was all a trick!

He was trying to come down, to reason it out, but he couldn’t. So, finally, in a huff, he turned and went out the door.

Normally a man has a sexual thought every seven seconds. Thank you, testosterone. Now he was having them every three seconds.

She was playing a game with him (sexual thought).

She was jerking him around (sexual thought).

God, that kiss had felt good (sexual thought)

And the way she had licked him down there, his cock was still standing out and it felt like it might even be dripping (sexual thought).

With so much stimulation happening inside his thoughts it was a miracle he didn’t get in an accident, but men have adapted to functioning while extremely horny, and he made it to the Home Depot parking lot without incident.

He stepped out of his car and looked down. His pants were tented. Crap.

He reached into the car and grabbed a jacket. It wasn’t cold, but the jacket hung over his front and somewhat disguised his ardor.

Into the store.

A flashlight stand…looking like long shafts.

Power tools, with SCREW drivers.

Down the aisles, trying to subdue the sexual thoughts that were happening every three or four seconds.

He was flushed, his nipples were standing up, he was breathing hard.

He found the big tie down rods, thick poles that could be SCREWED into the ground.

He just stood there and looked at them. Holy Heysoos on a donut. He couldn’t stop thinking about screwing them into the ground.

He sighed and raised his eyes, and saw the cables. They looked like long streams…pearl necklaces.

Damn!

He grunted unhappily, and selected what he needed and headed for the check out stand, and he began to think. He was frustrated, and unhappy, and his cell rang.

He halted next to some brooms (long, shafts that…) and answered.

“Hi.” His voice sounded strained to him, but Jane passed right over that. “Don’t you feel wonderfully alive?”

“What? You called me just to say that?”

“Of course I did. I love it when your eyes are bright and your heart is pumping. How’s your pants? A little tight?”

“Jane—“

“And when you get home I’m going to use my lips. I’m putting on red lipstick right now. I really want you to hurry home. My mouth is waiting to be your personal orifice.”

Click.

He started blinking, then he stared at the phone. He couldn’t believe…and…his heart was pounding and his penis, which had actually, in spite of all sexual thoughts, gone to half mast, was fully up again.

He stuck his phone in his pocket and continued to the check out stand.

She had called him to tell him…to mess with him. She just wanted to make him horny.

Well, it wasn’t going to work. He could handle this.

But, for the first time, as he stood in line, he had doubts.

And he realized that she had succeeded in distracting him from his grumpiness.

Now he was looking forward to getting home, even though he knew what she was going to do.

Now he was assessing how well he felt.

The lump in his pants pressed urgently, and he wanted to get out of this place and—“

“Sir?”

He jerked.

The lady at the register was motioning to him.

“Oh, sorry,” he mumbled. “I was daydreaming.”

“Nothing wrong with that, she said as she ran the scanner over the tie downs and the cables. “As long as they’re sweet dreams.”

Sweet dreams! Holy heck! It felt like the woman was reading his mind.

He glanced around the store as he took out his credit card. There were women everywhere. More men, wearing their tool belts or holding on to a tape measure, but the women were there, too.

Most were in shorts, some had tight shirts, and he became aware of breasts pressing out. One woman looked like she was wearing a skimpy top under her overalls, and—

“Sir?”

He blinked. The woman was giving him a lopsided look. “I guess those must be pretty powerful day dreams.”

He mumbled something, grabbed his purchases and headed out to the parking lot.

Damn that woman! he thought, putting the material in the trunk and closing it.

That was probably the moment that he knew he was going to have to do something about this situation. He simply couldn’t go through life with a boner this big. He was going to have to get some relief!

He arrived home and ignored her little half hidden smirky look and went right out to start work.

It wasn’t hard work screwing the tie downs into the earth. It just took a little leverage and some muscle. He put an iron bar through the ring at the top of the rod and began turning it. Slowly it went into the earth, deeper and deeper.

This was what he needed, something to take his mind off her endless innuendos and knowing look. He needed to forget about sex and just screw this damn thing into the ground.

Sweat poured off him and he took off his shirt and felt the heat of the sun.

He imagined the metal rod turning into the earth, biting into it, going in, but not out. His torso felt slick and he laughed as he imagined the earth groaning, oh, yeah…push it into me…and finally, the cables would shoot up and latch onto the roof and—

He stopped.

Damn! He was translating this simple physical task into sex!

He pushed it out of his mind and went to the next screw.

For a couple of hours he inserted the things into the ground, and when he was done he had failed miserably. The good, hard work had only excited him.

His pants were tented and his blood was rushing and…he wanted to go into the back yard and lay down with his wife and…

He ran the cables through the eye rings atop the tie downs. He used a power drill and connected them to the carport cover.

Finally, by lunch, he was done. Not a difficult job, just a little time consuming.

Jane came out and handed him a glass of lemonade. “Wow, my big, strong man!”

He sipped the tangy juice and watched her pull on a cable. “Doesn’t give at all,” she marveled. “Sort of like you.”

“Okay, knock it off,” he blurted.

“Knock what off?” she turned to him, all innocence. “Knock off how sexy you’re looking with your chest all shiny with sweat, like it is when you’re doing push ups over me and sending me to heaven? Knock off how I feel when you’re balls deep in my pussy and I’m so hot I feel like screaming? Knock off what it is going to feel like when, at the end of a month, you have your way with me? Savaging me with that weapon you call a cock? You want me to knock that off?”

He was frozen,

She stepped up to him and moved her hand down his chest, feeling his erect nipples, looking down at his bulging pants. “Honey, you know you want this. I certainly want it. And…you haven’t turned gay, have you? Not that there’s anything wrong with that, but the idea of you struggling, writhing under me while I take advantage of you. Me on top. It’s…I like it.”

She leaned forward and kissed his nipple, sucked on it briefly, then patted his cheek and headed inside.

Ron stood, feeling the welter of emotions. Lust, frustration, desire, love, his pecker pecking away at the inside of his pants, trying to get loose, trying to…

He sighed forcefully and began putting his tools away. He could outlast her.

He could.

He couldn’t.

Men are the aggressors. They are the hard chargers. They are always on the attack, and to not be allowed to attack sapped his will, made him even more desperate.

Women are passive. They lay back and enjoy. They smile inside and know that they are more powerful than men…if they can just control their own urges and let nature, men’s nature, have its way.

It took a week. A week of her touching him kissing him, talking to him, seducing him, blowing him, laughing on the inside at him…and knowing that he would lose.

A week of frustration building up, of his penis dripping pre-cum, of his heart pounding like he was being attacked by a  lion, and he wasn’t allowed to fight back.

And how could he fight back?

How can a man fight back against love?

How can a man thwart his own desires and go against everything that he wants?

He woke up in the morning.

Jane was rattling dishes in the sink.

He lay on his back and stared upward. His penis stared upward. Talk about a third eye.

He felt drained, tired, beaten down.

As he moved through the day he would get more energy.

And he thought about how he was supposed to get more energy from this stupid chastity thing.

The state he was in now…he just felt tired.

But that was because he was fighting against, not going with.

Of course he didn’t think this in such bold terms, he just felt unease, and his resolve shattering.

He got dressed, stuffing his rock hard peeny into his pants, and headed out to the kitchen.

“Hi, honey!” She turned and latched her lips onto his. She pressed her ample chest against him. She felt for his boner.

“Oh, that’s nice. Want bacon and eggs? Or sausage and potatoes? Or just some big, old pancakes immersed in some fat, old lady’s syrup.”

“Okay,” he whispered, holding her, burying his face in her neck. Whimpering in his sol. Beaten down, and that easily.

She actually heard him, clear as day, but she ignored his words, marveled inside, and said, the fat lady it is.

“Didn’t you hear me?” It sounded like he was sobbing.

To him it felt like his heart was turning into a tomato.

She leaned her upper body back and smoothed his hair back along the sides of his head. “Of course I did, honey. And the month starts when I turn the key on that lock. Would you like me to lock you up now? Or wait until after breakfast?”

“Now,” he whispered, his mouth barely moving.

“Very well.” She went to the hall closet and brought back a box. “I ordered this last week.”

“You knew I was going to…going to…”

“Of course I did, honey. You weren’t fighting me, or the idea of chastity. You were fighting yourself, what you really want.”

“I do?”

“All the way down through your boney, little heart,” she giggled.

She opened the box and laid the pieces of the apparatus on the table.

“Now, we’ll figure out adjustments as we go along, we’ll make this as comfy as possible. They say you’ll get used to it pretty quick, maybe a couple of days.

She arranged the tube, the electrical wires, and all the doodads and looked at his groin.

“Sorry to say, honey, but you’re going to have to get rid of that.”

“We could screw,” he mumbled desperately.

“No go, cokomo.”

“I could jack off.

Nope.

“Well, what do I do?”

“They say you should put a pack of frozen peas on your penis. I always wonder why peas. Why not frozen corn, or asparagus, but…they say peas, so I bought a big two pound sack of the little darlings for you.”

She went to the refrigerator, opened the freezer and held up a bag of peas. Her face was positively beaming.

She laid the peas on the table and smiled at him.

“Oh, God!” he blurted, feeling the cold plastic cover of the peas assaulting his hard dick. “Oh, heysoos wept!”

Jane sat down at the table and waited. She watched his penis with fascination. As a woman she was more interested in erecting a man, but this…this was interesting.

And, as the minutes passed, he shrank.

Bit by bit.

Shivering.

Wondering if his cock was going to turn into ice and break.

Then it was small.

He looked up at her, she grinned. She slipped the ring and the tube on him, arranged the electrical connections, and secured the thing with a key.

“I practiced on a hot dog,” she quipped. “I know you’ve only got seconds before the Titanic rises again.

He stared down at his weenie. Her hot dog. His deflated ego.

“Oh, God,” he whispered.

And, to seal the deal, she moved into him, pressed her lips onto his mouth, chewed almost viciously, and his penis started trying to get hard.


Part Two

He stared down at himself. His dingus squirming around, trying to find a way out, impacted on all sides by impenetrable barrier.

Jane watched him.

He started to open his. mouth, to say what he knew not, but she jumped in and held him. She kissed him, she said, “I love you. Thank you for this.”

She spoke in low, calming tones.

“I know you think this is cruel, and you’re going to go through more emotions than a young girl in puberty, but you’re brave, and I love you.”

He listened, and he did calm down.

His penis didn’t, it was frantic, but she kept loving him, reassuring him, and after a long time he sighed.

That was what she was waiting for. The sigh of acceptance.

She stepped back and he asked, “What now?”

“Now you have to get used to it. Do your normal activities, realize that chastity doesn’t really bother you, except to make you sharper, smarter.

“It does?” He spoke wryly, disbelieving.

“Oh, yes. It will take a few days, but you’re going to feel so good, so powerful, and you’re going to understand. And anytime you doubt, you let me know. Any bad feelings, talk to me. This is what a marriage is about, helping each other. You’re going to love the new you.”

Ron didn’t think so. Right then, feeling his dong go insane inside the little prison, he was sure life had just turned to hell.

“Want to go see a movie?”

They did. And they went to lunch, and they did other things. She spoke calmly and lovingly. She hung on his arm and made his mind rest. She knew what he was going through, a major adjustment to the idea of him being a man.

A man is a creature of great strength. He can be impulsive. He says he is logical, but his logic is sometimes flawed, sometimes too much.

Now he was going to have to control the subtle emotions that were his undercurrents. He was going to have to be a man on a much deeper level than man, any man, ever suspected.

They went to bed that night and she gave him a long back rub, talked to him like he was a skittish colt, which he was.

Then they lay in bed and held each other.

She slept. Easily.

He lay awake. He felt like he was full of energy, but it wasn’t a good energy, at least, not yet.

Laying in bed he wanted to jump up and scream. There were fingernails scratching on the blackboard in his mind, and he could hardly stand it.

Then he slept, coming awake in fitful jerks, wishing the night to end.

He awoke and had dark circles under his eyes. Jane was getting dressed, and he stared at her breasts, how she put them in cups and hoisted them up for the world to see.

He wanted to screw her in the worst possible way, but…his cage wouldn’t let him.

He thought about begging, but he knew she would never tumble.

And, odd as it may seem, there was a little niggle inside of him, telling him he had to go through the month.

Whether he liked it or not, he had been started on a path, and the man in him wanted to see it through.

“Good morning,” he said.

She turned from here make up table and smiled at him. “I’ll make you…oh, my, your eyes are dark. You’ve actually got black bags under your eyes.”

“Sleep,” he said, as if that explained everything. And it did.

She nodded. “Well, we can’t have you looking like that. Come here.”

He slid out of bed, the little thing between his legs feeling like a tank, discombobulating the way he moved.

She looked down at it and smiled. “Cute.” Pause. “Perfect.” Then, up at him, “Come here and kneel down.”

He missed the significance of her command. He was just too tired. He went and knelt.

She ran her fingers under his eyes. “Oh, yes. Circles. But we can fix it up so you don’t look like Dracula.”

“I didn’t know that Dracula didn’t get much sleep.”

“Oh, yes.” she said, smearing some kind of cream under his eyes. “Do you know why he lives forever?”

“Nope.”

“Because he’s chastised.”

Ron blinked and she ran her fingers gently into his flesh, smeared the cream around, made it blend in with his natural color.

“Dracula wears a chastity thing?”

“Oh, yes. As soon as he died, before he could come back to life and suck blood, he was encased in an unbreakable chastity device.”

“Why?”

“Because he was a stiff, silly.”

Ron had to grin. Such a stupid joke, but…Dracula was a stiff. He snorted.

Jane laughed, patted his cheek and pointed his face towards the mirror.

There was no trace of his bags. His skin was not discolored, it was normal. Just flesh.

“Wow!”

“Yes, my dear, my sweet dear, you are now wearing make up like a woman.”

He stared at her.

“Doesn’t hurt at all, does it.”

“It’s…weird.”

“Would you like me to put more make up on you?” She raised her eyebrows and gave that humorous smile.

“I don’t think so.”

“Sissy,” she snickered.

“Not funny,” and he was tempted to rub the cream off his face.

She caught his hand, leaned forward and kissed him. “Honey, we need to talk.”

He groaned. If there was one thing he hated to hear, it was that phrase. It meant she would talk, and he would suffer.

“If you don’t want to talk now, that’s okay. We can talk whenever you want to.”

Now he was puzzled. Usually she laid it on him, grabbed him by the balls and spoke to him, like he was an errant child, or maybe even a puppy who had tried to poop on the paper but had missed.

“You aren’t…?”

“Honey. Those days are passed. I will never nag you again. And if I even start you have my permission to tell me off.”

He stared at her.

“Yes. I can take it as well as dish it out. So if you want to talk later, or not at all, that’s your choice.”

“Well, uh…”

“Let’s go make breakfast.

They went to the kitchen, him feeling his face, but being careful of the make up.

They made mush, a vastly underrated cereal. They put cuts of butter into the gloop, then dipped spoons in honey and dripped sweetness over the mess.

They were eating, and Ron was still thinking—he couldn’t stop thinking— about her backing off from talking to him.

they were almost done when he blurted, “Can we start talking and if I don’t like it we stop?”

“Of course. Give me your bowl and I’ll wash it.”

He slid his bowl to her and sat back and thought.

She washed the bowls and the pot and the silverware, then she popped a can of Coke, poured half into a glass filled with ice cubes, and another glass for herself, and placed it on the table. She sat and sipped and said, “A penny for your thoughts.”

“My thoughts would cost a million. There’s just too many of them.”

She glanced down towards his cock and smiled. Back up at him, and: “Are you enjoying yourself yet?”

“No. Not even close. I’ve never felt such frustration. It’s crazy and sometimes I feel like ripping my pud right off to stop it all.”

She nodded.

“So, with that warning, or caution, or whatever, what is the subject of which you wished to discuss with me.”

She laughed at his stilted, but appropriate for the situation, way of speaking.

She sat back and loosened her shirt. Right down the middle. Exposed the vast slopes of her breasts. “Well, honey, I thought you should probably know why we need to do with this chastity thing.”

He tilted his head. He didn’t expect that, but he realized that he should have.

“Our purpose, in having you in chastity, is to emasculate you.”

He blinked. Now he really didn’t know where this was going.

“You see, there is this thing called ‘toxic masculinity.’”

He frowned and she put up a hand.

“Don’t worry. It’s stupid, and not anywhere close to being right. Masculinity is just masculinity. It is testosterone and the way men adapt to the world. The women who label it toxic just can’t handle it. They can’t take responsibility for not taking responsibility for their men. Do you understand.”

He mused, and said, “It’s weird, sort of convoluted to my head, but I think I do. So how are you going to emasculate me? If I can ask.”

“Many ways. Some of them will become apparent in your lessons. Some of them we will talk about. Some of them…I’ve actually done an entirely different course. One that tells me how to act, what I should do to help you on this journey…and we’ll figure it out. I mean, mistakes happen, my whole previous life, of nagging and trying to bend you to my will, it was wrong. A big mistake. But we’ll fix that.”

He realized that she really was a different person then.

“So when you woke up with bags under your eyes, that was fortuitous. One of the things we’re going to do is feminize you.”

His mouth opened, but she continued too fast for him to break in. “We’re going to teach you what it is to be a woman, then you’ll understand, and you’ll understand how to treat them. All the mistakes of your past life will dissipate.

“Did you have to dress up like a man? I mean, I never saw you acting…like a man.”

“No. It wasn’t necessary. As a more passive person I already understood lots of things that you were ignorant of. Pardon me, didn’t know. I was willing to accept certain new knowledges. You aren’t willing. At least, not yet.”

“I don’t understand.”

“I have nothing about putting on a pair of pants. I’m weaker, but if I have to mow a lawn or do some other ‘manly’ task, I’m willing. Are you willing to put on make up and a dress?”

“No!”

“That’s what you have to come to grips with, an unwillingness to see beyond your masculinity. Do you see?”

He nodded. “I see, but…”

“But it’s crazy,” she finished for him. “I understand. Some of the things I came across in learning what role I am to play in this little romance stunned me, but…we’ll make it.”

He nodded, not sure they were going to make it, but acknowledging what she had just said.

“So, I have things to do, and you need to start your lessons.”

“Lessons.”

“Yep. I downloaded them to your computer last night. The folder is on your desk top.”

“Oh.”

She stood up and smiled down at him. “You are the most courageous man I have ever seen in my life.”

He actually blushed a little, she was so sincere.

Then she left.

He sat at the table and sipped the remainder of his Coke.

He had lessons. Lessons to teach him how to be emasculated. Lessons that doubtless had to do with wearing women’s…’stuff.’

God, he couldn’t wait for this month to end.

He opened the folder and began reading the first lesson. It basically welcomed him to the program and explained how it worked.

He was surprised, though he shouldn’t have been, to learn that there were electrical connections on his chastity tube.

The lesson demonstrated pleasure, God, that felt good! And pain. FUCK! He didn’t want that again!

After that lesson he took a short quiz. It was easy, and he passed it first time, and received a jolt of pleasure that really felt good. His penis sighed and struggled, but…c'est la vie.

The second lesson, talk about punishment and rewards, learning to accept the fact that a person could be wrong, and must have a willingness to correct.

He passed the test, received his pleasure, and found himself looking forward to the jolt of zing a ding ding for being smart.

Of course, he knew all about rewards and penalties, so it all made sense.

As long as they didn’t zap him with a big painful zinger.

The third lesson, and the fourth, and…he was surprised to find out how late it was.

He had been engrossed for hours.

He was at the end of a lesson so he shut the computer down and went out to see Jane.

He was of a curiously mixed mind. He had sharp glops of testosterone fueling him. He hadn’t cum in ages. He was not supposed to drool and demand of his wife.

And he was curious. She hadn’t used the pain and pleasure feature of the chastity tube. But when he found her in the kitchen he saw a little fob hanging around her wrist.

She came to him, greeted him with a massive kiss, and drew back and asked, “So how’s it going.”

“I don’t know. I feel calmer. I’m hornier, but…” he shrugged.

“Well, have a seat and—“

“You didn’t use the shocker on me.”

“You didn’t know about it. Now you do. Would you like a touch of pleasure?”

He nodded.

She pressed the fob and his knees weakened and his eyes glazed, then he came back and realized that he was holding onto the table.

“Wow. That was interesting.”

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“I used a higher setting. I’ve really been dying to see how this works. Would you like some pain?”

He shook his head quickly.

She chuckled. “No problem. Let’s eat.”

They ate hamburgers and fries, and he was ravenous.

“Sorry,” she said. “No seconds. You’re on a diet.”

“Why?”

“So you can fit in a sexy dress.”

That was a blinker. After all she had told him, and the way the course had prepared him, that remark just came out of the blue.

As the days, and the lessons, progressed, Ron changed.

First, as she had promised, he began to get more energy. Testosterone was building up in him, and it was the gift that kept on giving.

Second, he was learning he had to behave differently. Things he would have bulled ahead and done, he found himself discussing with Jane. No more impromptu decisions that might affect them both.

Third, he started doing light chores around the house.

It started with a simple course on how to do the laundry. To pass the test he had to do the laundry, and get a passing mark from Jane.

Jane, however, was not satisfied with his performance.

“You need to fold certain things, and you need to hand wash my underwear. Machines are rough on underthings.”

“But it takes too long!”

“Sorry,” though she wasn’t. She was just watching him, waiting.

“Well, I think you should tell the computer I passed.”

She shook her head.

“Jane!”

He felt the pain in his balls, it felt like somebody had just spanked them. Hard.

He almost fell to his knees. He slumped against a wall to hold himself up.

“OW!”

She waited. “I’m following the program. The setting is up, so the next one is really going to rock your world.”

He was confused, and hurt. His wife had just hurt him. “But why did you do that?”

“You weren’t just argumentative, you were disrespectful.”

“But I just wanted…” he stopped.

She had raised her hand and held the fob ready.

“So I’m just supposed to give in?”

She said nothing.

“But…I can’t…”

“One of the hardest things is for the male to give in. To submit. It starts with the realization that you were wrong, that you can make a mistake.”

He stood there, breathing like a bull, wondering what to do. Then he turned around and walked into the house.

Now Jane was curious. She had zapped him, and she was supposed to zap him again if necessary, but…he was heading for the computer.

She watched from the doorway as he pulled up the program. There was a file for asking questions, and he typed in, “My wife zapped me unfairly.”

He expected an advice, a way around the problem, a way to bring Jane under control.

A window opened up and Tweety bird was waggling its finger at him. “I tawt I taw a puddy tat!” Again and again.

He actually jumped out of the swivel, stared at the screen, then turned and glared at Jane.

“You can’t—

ZAP!

He fell to his knees.

She showed no emotion, but she felt like her heart was breaking. She was hurting her husband. She wanted to go to him, beg forgiveness, throw the fob away.

But the program had warned her of such emotions and thoughts, so she merely turned and walked away.

Ron put his hands down, he was on all fours. then he lay down on his side and curled up.

Heysoos! That one had felt like a heavyweight punch…to the groin!

He breathed slowly, calmed his racing heart, then got up.

His legs were shaky and his mind was muddled.

He walked back to the garage and did the laundry properly.

Days passed, and they went through a period where he resented her.

She accepted that, and trusted the program when it said he was just going through things.

He learned to do housework. He learned about cleaning the kitchen, and he had to volunteer, which caused Jane a great smile.

He learned how to cook.

Simple dishes. Then more complex. Then zesty dishes that would put a smile on a five star chef.

And he still had a lot more to learn.

He stopped resenting her.

He became cognizant that she was his lifeline. She was the possessor of rewards and punishments and he had to earn her trust and goodwill.

He was taking care of the house, fixing dinners, and still supporting them with his internet work.

And he still had more energy.

His energy was easily ten times what it had been before.

And she rarely had to punish him. And she was finding more and more chances to reward him.

His mind was changing.

He was changing, and 25 days into the program he went to her.

“Jane? Ma’am?” He liked to call her ma’am. It reaffirmed that she was truly in charge.

“Yes, honey?”

“If…uh…at your convenience?”

She smiled. “Spit it out.”

“I need to learn about make up and..and stuff.”

“Wonderful!” She accepted it without batting an eye. “I’ve bought you lots of things, shall we start tomorrow morning?”

“That would be good.”

She moved to him, and he shivered.

Their relationship had totally changed.

He still had all his autonomy, but he preferred to ask her permission, or at least get her seal of approval.

He moved silently around here, and was always aware of when he should interject a comment or ask a question.

And he loved her.

Loved her with a passion he had not, before the program, known could exist.

In the morning, after a good night’s sleep, she saw to his depilation by handing him a bottle of Nair.

He was careful when using the product. He didn’t want to go bald.

Unless Jane wanted it.

When he came out of the bathroom, his skin quivering with new sensations, she was waiting for him. She sat him down at the vanity table.

“I know you know a lot of this stuff from your lessons, but I’ll go over it anyway.”

“Wonderful,” he spoke sincerely. Once he would have called her for nagging, now he was hanging on her every word, and didn’t care even if it was nagging.

But Jane had been doing her own program, and she rarely nagged now.

Working together, they cleansed his pores and primed him, put foundation and color on his cheeks.

“You know, we should probably put you on hormones. That would reduce your beard.”

“Okay.”

She said nothing, but was incredibly pleased inside. That he would come around so easily. The program was a dream.

They discussed hues and shadows, and he learned how to soften his face.

They shadowed his eyes, trimmed his brows into fine arches, lengthened his eyelashes.

Staring at himself in the mirror he knew that he was beautiful.

His hair was sort of short, and he had other little discrepancies, but he could easily see the woman trying to emerge.

“I think we’ll let your hair grow naturally. No hurry. But…I’d like to look into implants.”

“Breast implants?”

“Yes. What do you think of that?”

“Wow,” his voice was breathy, actually sounding a bit feminine. A lot feminine. “I think…yes. That would be wonderful.”

Jane was thrilled with his answer, and she brushed his hair and said, “Let’s get you into some lingerie.”

He pulled up some panties, which fit nicely with his cock all locked up.

He slipped into a training bra, and wished he could fill real cups.

Then, OMG, a garter belt and nylons!

He felt like his heart was going to burst!

“Okay,” Jane said. “One last thing.”

He looked at her with doe eyes, trusting, loving.

“Let’s paint your nails.”

“Oh, yes!” he clapped his hands.

They did his nails in the living room on some newspapers. She did most of the work, painting his toes a bright red.

“You’re going to have to learn to take care of these yourself.”

“Okay,” he watched in fascination as he was transformed.

Then she gave him long fingernails, glued them on and painted them and put on a coat of hard enamel.

And he was done.

He stood in the foyer, in panties and bra and nylons, and stared at himself.

His dusky, sparkling eyes. His red lips. His beautiful wife next to him.

“Wow.”

She smiled. “Double wow.”

Then she turned to him. “Have you reached the lesson on milking?”

He took a breath and swallowed and said, “I have.”

“Would you like to be milked tonight?”

“It’s the end of the month next week. I was sort of hoping that we could…you know?”

“I know. But, honey, I hate to tell you this, but I don’t really feel like it.”

His expression fell.

“I’m not saying never, but…it’s recommended that I don’t screw you until you’ve reached the very end of this program.”

“The very end?”

She nodded. “So I can milk you, and…and I have the option of cuckolding you.”

The look in his eyes. His heart was breaking, but…the look in his eyes, he was accepting it.

“So the sooner I get done, then maybe…maybe I should hurry up.”

She nodded.

“So…can you milk me tonight?”

Again, she nodded. Then she kissed him gently, and gave him a zap of pleasure. He was coming along, and she was very happy.

They ate a small dinner, then sat on the patio and sipped bourbon and Coke.

They talked about things. Their life, the program, how he felt after almost a month of being locked up.

“I love it and I hate it, but even the hate is filled with love.”

She chuckled. “I have a confession. I’ve been using a vibrator.”

“Really?”

“A lot.”

They laughed, and sipped, and when dusk fell it was time.

They went into the living room and she told him to get up on the coffee table.

He set some cushions in place and knelt on all fours and waited for her.

She entered the room with a vibrating prostate massager.

She sat on the couch next to the table and greased the prostate vibrator.

He waited patiently, his heart racing. He couldn’t wait to see what this was going to feel like.

Funny, when he was a manly man he never would have let anybody put anything into his butt.

But he was changed now.

She reached under him and touched his nipples, pulled them gently.

“I can’t wait for you to have breasts.”

“Me neither.”

She inserted the prostate massager and he found himself gasping for breath.

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah,” he blurted.

“Then here we go.”

The buzz of the vibrator was low, but it was easy to hear.

He could feel his innards shivering.

She angled it to touch his prostate, and suddenly, just like that, semen was pouring out. It dripped from his cage and his back bucked up and he trembled as he was emptied.

It took a minute, and it was an incredible minute. A minute of paradise.

He had a thought towards the end: he wasn’t going to need sex with his wife.

He wanted it, and he wanted her, but…this was good. And, heck, maybe that’s why she preferred a vibrator over him.

It was something to think about, but right then he was occupied. The last drops of semen wee expelled, and she took the vibrator out.

He sagged, then couldn’t help himself. He went to his elbows.

He lay on the coffee table, his belly touching the mess he had deposited on a pillow. His butt was up in the air.

“Not yet, honey. Some other time,” and she slapped his ass.

He grinned.

She put the prostate massager aside and whispered to him, “But, don’t worry. I’ve got a strap on waiting for you.”

He nodded, and laid there, and wished for that time to hurry up.


Epilogue

At the end of the month Ron had agreed to a full year in the program. He was milked monthly, and two months later he received some enormous vacation boobs. Temporaries that would last until either he decided to get permanent implants, or started his hormone treatment.

Three months into his year long program he started on a hormone treatment.

After six months he had small boobs that were developing nicely. That was when Jane began using the strap on instead of milking.

Milking or strap on, he was constantly horny, and constantly loving it. Life was turning into a golden glow.

At nine months he was living like a woman, and at twelve months he graduated from the Dream Lover program.

But he would never really be off it.

There are always things to learn about being a woman.

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


I Made Him My Sissy Slave!

An example and instruction of real femdom

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Things are changing around here.”

I was standing on the patio. Steve was laying on the lounge, six empty beer cans on the table next to him. He was supposed to be cleaning the pool, but the pool was filthy, and he was laying there, drunk, his penis out of his pants, sperm all over him.

“Wha…wha…” he looked around at me blearily. His eyes were bloodshot and he was simply dazed.

I stomped across the patio. Well, I walked, thinking stomp, but my high heels were clicking.

He focused on me. “Baby!” He grinned a stupid grin.

I kicked his lounge chair and he grunted, “Hey!”

“Get up and get to work!”

“Fuck you say!” he mumbled. He started sorting through the cans, looking for a full one. He finally found one and upended it. It only had a couple of warm glugs in it. Disgusting.

“What have you been doing all day?”

“I came out here to take a swim.” He looked around owlishly. “I guess I forgot.”

He was blithering. He didn’t really even know what he was talking about.

I sat down on the lounge chair next to him. I was wearing a pencil skirt, a thin blouse, and my black bra underneath. I had full make up on, and I had just spent a day working my finger to the bone. And I come home to this. The house was a mess, he was drunk, and…and…

“Aw, whasha matter?” He slurred.

“You, you asshole!” I blurted.

He didn’t like it when I called him an asshole. He was usually pretty complacent about things, but calling him an asshole always provoked a negative and quick response.

“Well, fuck you,” he blurted back at me.

“What have you done all day?”

“I worked.”

“Doesn’t look like it.”

“I got tired. Needed shum relax…make myself think.”

“When were you going to…”

I stopped. He was eyeing my tits.

I stood up and clicked away.

He stood up and followed me. He wasn’t even aware that his pecker was hanging out the front.

He grabbed my shoulder and turned me around. “Baby…”

I slapped him in the face.

And he slapped me…with a fist.

I fell back against the doorframe and stared at him. My eyes were big. Well, one was. The other one I had covered with a hand.

He mumbled sheepishly. “Shorry, baby. But you can’t…I don’t like it when…”

I turned around and ran into the house. He didn’t follow me this time, and I headed for the bedroom. I continued through the bedroom into the bathroom. It was just further away from him. I sat on the toilet and sobbed.

There is something so shocking about being struck. Women yell, we cry, but we don’t…well, I had to be honest, I had slapped him.

But it seemed so unfair! I was out selling houses, working long hours, and he was sitting around, getting drunk and playing with himself.

And that hurt, too. Why was he playing with himself when he had me?

I wanted a little loving! I was good looking, I was horny, and he spent his time on the internet and jacked off.

What was wrong with me?

And, another moment of honesty, there wasn’t anything wrong with me. I wasn’t unduly demanding, only asking that he did what he agreed to do when he stopped working and tried to be a writer.

A little pick up after himself. That was all. I wasn’t a screaming harridan demanding that he clean the house with a tooth brush!

But what did he do. Drank and masturbated and…and hit me.

I had been crying for a half hour, and I started to calm down. I touched my face. He hadn’t hit me hard, more of a drunken pawing, but I couldn’t go to work with a bruise. I stood up and turned to the mirror.

Fuck! I had a shiner. And it was a beaut. A big, black circle around my left eye. No way to hide this with make up.

I tried. I cleaned off the area, put on primer and foundation, and I could see that it wasn’t working.

If I went in like this everybody would see it. And it looked exactly like what it was: a punch in the eye.

I sat and sniffled some more. Then I stood up and went out to get my cell phone. I looked out the patio window and saw Steve sitting there, starting on another six pack. Fuck!

I got my cell phone and returned to the bedroom. I dialed my work number.

“Gina?”

“Hey, girlfriend, how they hanging? You need a boob job yet?”

That’s Gina, always joking.

“I’m sorry, but I’ve come down with something. I won’t be in tomorrow.”

Silence. Then: “Anna, what’s wrong.”

“Nothing is wrong. I just feel a little punk.”

“No. There’s something wrong. It’s in your voice.”

“Look, I’m sorry, I don’t feel well enough…so I need a day off. Maybe two.”

“Okay.” But I could tell it wasn’t okay.

Oh, it was okay that I take a day off. I rarely did that, and I make a lot of money for the company.

But I could tell she was thinking thoughts that I was asking for un-okay reasons.

“I’ll reschedule your appointments, take as much time as you need. I’ll call you later.”

I hung up, sniffled some more, then decided I needed to do something. I had to take my mind off of everything.

I changed into shorts and a tee and went out to the kitchen.

The kitchen was a mess, and when I looked out the window at the patio I could see Steve, popping another top, tilting a can, guzzling more beer.

I began doing dishes. Mostly his dishes. Mine were stacked neatly, soaking, and his were just thrown into the sink, encrusted with egg and syrup. Coffee stains. Bits of crust. Slob.

I washed and scrubbed and managed to get his dishes clean, then I put everything in the washer and started a cycle.

Good. Work is good. I already felt better.

What’s next? Laundry.

I went to the bedroom and grabbed the hamper…and realized I would have to make two trips. Steve was supposed to help out a little here, but his help consisted of putting more and more clothes in the hamper and letting everything pile up.

I took the two loads out to the garage and started one. I was bending over the machine, pressing the start button, when I heard Gina.

“Anna?”

I didn’t turn. Suddenly I was crushed. I put a hand over my face to cover my bruised cheek. I stayed bent over.

I don’t know why I hadn’t heard her car, but she had driven right up, seen the open garage door and entered.

“Anna? Are you all right?”

She touched me and I straightened up and turned away from her.

Gently, she touched my shoulder and turned me around. She took my hand away from my cheek. She didn’t gasp, but I could feel surprise emanating from her.

“Steve?”

Tears over flowed and I nodded.

“Man, that’s a beaut.”

I nodded, then I was in her arms. She held me, patted my back, and told me everything would be all right.

We sat in the kitchen and drank coffee. Oddly, she was calm, very calm.

“So you complained, he touched, you slapped, and…” she eyed my eyeball.

“I know…I shouldn’t have slapped him, but…but he has been so lazy and slobby. He was supposed to be working on the great American novel. I would support him and he would write…and he could do it! He’s been published, and he’s won a couple of short story prizes. He’s been to conventions and talked to editors…people want him to write.”

Gina glanced out the window. Steve was laying unconscious on the lounger. Twelve empty beer cans about him.

“Doesn’t look like he gets much writing done.”

“No. Once he stopped working he wrote for a while, then he started watching the…the internet.”

“Porn?”

I nodded.

“And he doesn’t seem interested in sex. All he wants to do is drink beer and lay around. No work, not even any play. Just a drunken bum.”

“Hmm.”

“Gina, I don’t know what to do.” I placed a hand on her forearm and pleaded.

She said, in the most simple manner, “I do.”

I blinked. Her calmness, her certainty. It gave me hope.

“Come with me.” She stood up and straightened her skirt.

“What? But I have the laundry in and—“

“Laundry is more important than your marriage?”

“No, but…”

She took my hand and pulled me up and led me through the door into the garage, then out to her car. Shortly we were zipping through town, the top down and our hair blowing, the Beach Boys crooning about  ‘God Only Knows.’

Just riding with Gina was a kick. A relaxing kick. It was like she was on top of the world, in charge, and anybody who hung around her started feeling that way.

“You know, Jack wasn’t always the nice, well behaved hubby that he is now.”

“What?”

Her husband was a dream. He opened doors, made compliments, and always smiled.

“In fact, Jack had a drinking problem.”

“Like Steve.”

“Worse. And he was into the porn stuff, and it finally came to a head. One day he beat me. Not just punched me a good one out of blind self defense, or drunken revery, or whatever. But beat me.”

I stared at her.

“I decided, on that day, that he would never hit me again. But he did. And I endured, and suffered, and put up with it, and always…always…”

She glanced at me. “He would punch me in the night, usually in the body so nobody would see the bruises. During the day he would drink and watch porn. It seemed like the more he watched the less he could get it up and the more he wanted it…and blamed me for his inadequacies.”

“But he’s so nice! How did you…what changed him?”

“I changed him. I trained him. And it started with a simple, little booklet. A story, actually.”

I was intrigued, to say the least, but our conversation was truncated as we had arrived at her home.

We entered the house and she led me back to her office. She put me in her swivel chair, reached up to a book shelf, and handed me a book. It was glossy, with a beautiful brunette on the cover. The brunette was giving a level, knowing look. The author was Grace Mansfield, and the title was:

Self Respect Through Feminization

The Big Book of Feminization

Volume Four

“Page 132. Take your time,” and she left the room.

I looked at the cover for a long minute, tossing things around in my mind.

Feminization? Make Steve into a girly man? Hunh!

Did I really want to do this?

But Gina said she had done it, and this book was the key. I opened to page 132 and the title leaped out at me. ‘How to Make Your Husband into a Sissy Slave.’ WTF? I looked at the first sentence and was shortly engrossed.

In fact, my world started to come undone from almost the first page.

It was the story of a woman and her man. The woman was in the medical profession, and the man was a writer. A writer, like Steve wanted to be.

The man wanted to explore his feminine side.

I grunted a small grunt. As if Steve would want to explore his…then I stopped. Would he? Femininity was a mystery to all men. Why wouldn’t he? And…did Gina’s hubbie want to explore it before she…she…

I leaped back into the book again.

A half hour later I was done. It was a quick read. Just a short story, but it was concise, and it wasn’t just a how to, it was an example. And it looked VERY easy to follow.

If I wanted to encourage Steve to be a woman.

But, why wouldn’t I?

He was failing as writer, and as a man.

Men don’t hit women.

If I made him into a woman he would understand this.

And, I have to tell you, there was a wee bit of heat in my thoughts, and even in my groin, thinking all this.

“What do you think?” Gina plopped into the chair next to me and I swiveled to her.

“I’m intrigued.”

“I thought you would be.”

“So how do I do it? How do I start?”

She began to talk then, and we talked for several hours.

Jack came home, gave her some flowers and kissed her cheek, and went to make dinner. And that was the moment that everything became real. If she could train her husband…then, dammit, so could I!

I arrived home just as Steve. began to stir. I walked through the kitchen and saw him sitting on the lounger. Holding his head and looking stupid.

Okay, maybe that ‘stupid’ remark is a bit harsh. But I was pissed, and I had a plan, and…and I had to get over all that. The key to the plan was not to ream him a new one, not to throw all his bad behavior in his face, not to treat him like shit.

The key to the plan is to make him like you, make him agree to do the things you want him to do because he wants to.

Okay. Let the games begin.

I finished the laundry and heard him enter the house. Then I heard the shower start up. Good. Fresh body, fresh clothes, but…the clothes. Hah!

He finished his shower, stepped out and dried off. He dropped his towel on the floor, making yet another mess that I would clean up, or not, but wouldn’t bitch about. No more bitching for me.

He went to his dresser, I was timing this in my mind, and took out his underpants and—

“Anna?”

I grinned. I was sitting in the living room, turning the glossy pages of a fashion magazine.

“Anna?”

He walked down the hallway and appeared in the arch. He was naked and holding his new panties.

Panties.

Baby blue with a little fringe. High on the thigh and a thick stretch band. The cutest thing was the little white bow in the front, right under the label.

“How come you don’t answer me?”

How come, you savage? I smiled, “Sorry, dear. I was really engrossed in this magazine. They have the cutest outfits and—“

“Never mind about that,” he rode roughly over me. “What’s with these?”

“Those? What about…oh! You mean those.”

“Those!” He mimicked me. “Yes. Panties. Where is my underwear.”

“Your underwear was getting a bit worn, but they didn’t have mens so I got you those.”

“I can’t wear these! I can’t—‘ he stopped talking and looked at me. “You’ve got a black eye.”

The idiot. He didn’t even remember punching me.

“I walked into a door,” I said glibly.

He frowned, almost like he was trying to remember something.

“Anyway, they were on special, I thought you wouldn’t mind, after all, who’s to know, right? So maybe you could try those out, and I can get you some manly men underwear next time.”

“You…I can’t…” he was obviously torn between panties and my black eye. “You really walked into a door? How’d you do that?”

“Oh, you know, just wasn’t watching what I was doing. Say, that’’s a mighty nice dick you’ve there.”

He looked down. Of course he looked down, the dope.

“Come here.”

I leaned forward. I pursed my lips, which lips, I might add, I had just painted the most glorious and deepest red.

Like a zombie he stumbled forward, his penis already starting to swell.

I took hold of his meat and held it in one hand and rubbed the head with the other.

“Say, this really is a nice penis. Awfully big, though. I wish I had one like this…”

“Like…?”

“Like this. Oh, not on me…in me. Balls slapping my ass, nice and deep, and then squirting. Yes, I would like a good dicking.” I let go of his dick then and looked down at my magazine. Completely ignored the dope.

“Uh…”

I looked up innocently. “What?”

“Did you, uh…want to…” he motioned towards the bedroom with his head.

“Oh, no. I’m a little busy right now.”

Mixed signals, always send them mixed signals. While they are trying to figure things out their minds are delightfully confused…and receptive.

“But you’re just reading a magazine.”

“I know, and it’s giving me some great ideas. Tell me, would you like me to look like a shlump or a beauty queen.”

“Uh…”

“Because this magazine will help me look the way you want me to look. I think I’ll grow my hair. Or maybe get a wig. Tell me, would you like to fuck a redhead?”

“I…I…”

“And I don’t know about boob jobs, I’m plenty big already, but if I wore some sexier bras, maybe a half bra, let my nips out to breath a bit…you know…”

I was back to looking at the magazine, mumbling.

He stood there, his dick large and jutting.

I looked up, “And, please. Could you try on those panties? Just thinking about you  in them is turning me on.”

He stood there and blinked.

I giggled. “Go on now, shoo. Let me think about being beautiful for you.”

A little stiff legged, he turned and walked back towards the bedroom.

I read the magazine and waited. Gina had told me it would be like this, she had accurately predicted his behavior, and so far she was spot on.

A minute later he was standing in the arch, wearing his baby blue panties. “Uh, honey?”

“Yes?” I didn’t look up.

“I’ve got them on.”

I looked up, and raised my eyebrows. “Wow! That is sexy! come here.”

He grinned, a bit stupidly, and came to me.

His cock was ludicrous in the panties. It really didn’t fit.

“Wow, your cock is so nice. Is it comfortable?”

“Oh, yeah!” He wasn’t about to admit to discomfort, not with my hand rubbing the front of his panties.”

“That is really something.” I pulled the waist band down and his dick sprang out, nearly slapping me in the nose. I grabbed it and held it firm.

“Oh,” he groaned.

“I should probably get you something a little tighter. After all, your cock is so hard, I don’t want it showing.”

“You don’t?” Slight confusion.

“No…no. I like it all confined and sexy, trying to get big. I think confining it like this makes you horny. Or maybe it’s just wearing the panties. Women’s clothes are so sexy. Don’t you agree?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“I’ll have to get you some more women’s underwear. It really turns me on. Does it turn you on?”

I was holding his cock. Of course women’s underwear sounded sexy. Heck, I could cut off his big toe and he would find it sexy.

I kissed the head of his cock, then put it in my mouth. I glanced up at him and he was totally gone. Enraptured. You could have slapped him on the back of the head with a ball peen hammer and he would thought he was orgasing.

I sucked the head, stroked him, then tucked him back in his panties.

“Hey…but…”

“Not now, honey. I’m busy. Besides, didn’t you say you were going to cut the lawn this week?”

He blinked furiously. He had said no such thing, but he wasn’t about to argue with me.

“But…but…”

“Shoo, now.”

Shoo? I couldn’t believe I had said that, but it worked, and he shoo-ed. He went away, and shortly I saw him out in the front yard, running the lawn mower back and forth. In shorts. And he was wearing tight, blue panties underneath.

Oh, I loved it. And it had been so easy.

Gina had said you can’t appeal to a man’s top head, you have to appeal to his bottom head, then you can do all his thinking for him.

She was so right.

The lawn was done, and he came in, took a shower, leered at me, and…

“Let’s go to dinner.”

He blinked. His mouth opened a little. “What?”

“Come on. Let’s go to dinner, and I’ll play with your dick while you eat your burger.”

He grinned. Dope.

So we went to Bones, a nice place with good good, and we sat in a booth.

He ordered a steak, while I nudged his balls with a nylon clad foot.

He squeaked a bit, but managed to mashed potatoes, and I inserted my foot up the sleeve of his shorts and felt my nylon toes slide of his satin penis.

Oh, baby. It was slick.

I think the waitress knew what was happening, because she eyed him, giggled, then turned to me.

I ordered, she went away, and it was just Steve and I. My toes and his package.

“Are you feeling a little over heated?” I asked, mock concern.

Oh, he was overheated. He was flushed and excited. “Maybe a little.”

“Good. Because I have some bad news.”

“Oh,” that was a change up and he frowned.

“I’ve got a yeast infection.”

“A…what?”

“An infection in my pussy.”

Gina had told me to use crude language, so my pleasure palace was no longer a vagina. It was a pussy, or a hole or a slit or a…cunt.

He blinked. “But…how long before…”

“I don’t know. I’ll pick up some medicine this afternoon. But last time it was a couple of weeks before it cleared up.”

“Two weeks,” he was dazed, and from the look on his face it appeared that his favorite puppy had died.

“That’s okay, dear. It’ll be okay.” I knew what he was thinking, and I said: “Of course  that means no sex…”

“Oh…” Two puppies had died.

“But…well, I can play with you.”

He brightened up.

“Of course you shouldn’t cum.”

“But…why not?” desperation.

“Well, honey, it’s just not fair. If I can’t cum then you shouldn’t cum.”

“But…why not?” He was thinking of all the times he jacked off, and I got curious.

“How often do you masturbate?”

“Oh, not often.”

Gina had said to assume, and plant your accusations in his face.

“Oh, come on. This morning I caught you drunk with your dick out and semen all over the place. Now, tell the truth. How often do you take out that big cock and stroke it…and spew your white gold all over the place.”

“Oh, every once in a while.” Evasive.

“Come on, stud. Tell me how often you unload those big balls of yours. It’s just us, and if you can’t tell me…”

And he finally admitted, “Almost every day.”

Instead of getting mad, like the old Anna wold have, I put an expression of delight on my face. “Oh, my God! What a man!”

He grinned and I could see him swell with pride. Time for the other shoe to drop.

“But will you be able to withhold yourself? Until I’m over my infection?”

“Well, uh, I…”

I had cleverly phrased it so that now he had to defend himself. He wasn’t even aware of how I had switched it on him.

“I mean, you’ve got such lusty appetites…can you save yourself for me?”

“Well, I could,” he finally blurted.

“Oh, that makes me hot. You saving up all your semen, weeks and weeks, and then, finally, when my pussy is all hot and ready to go…can you imagine what your orgasm will be like?”

“Well, uh…” His mind was working. He was buying into the ultimate sexual explosion. The mother of all cums. Oh, baby.

“You know,” I nibbled on a French fry, put it between my red lips, “The thought of you saving up all that good juice just for me…it’s really making me hot.”

“Really?”

“God, you are so hot…such a fucking stud. Wearing panties, and maybe a bra, and your cock filled to bursting with semen. Heysoos, if this wasn’t a public place I would tear my clothes off and lay on the table and let you fuck my pussy until the cops came.”

He laughed, and I could feel his penis throbbing under my stockinged foot.

Then he frowned. “A bra?”

“Oh, don’t worry about that,” I chuckled. “We’ll do that later. Right now I want to talk about how big your cock is.”

Now that I was into it, I was stunned by how easy he was. I could manipulate and redirect him to my heart’s content.

More important, I actually was getting turned on. Gina had warned me about this, how I would get turned on and want to have a big fuck, but that I should control myself and draw it out.

Steve had been a dope, a rude fool, and he needed a lesson. If I let his worm squirt there would be no lesson. By making him desperate he would get his lesson.

If I let his shoot his sperm he would just go back to being rude, crude and socially unacceptable.

If I made him wait, he would have motivation to…improve.

Heck, I could already see that.

But I was going to have to do something about my own burgeoning desires. I really wanted to have a dick in me.

We finished dinner and went home, and he wanted me in the worst way, but I just kept shaking my head and reminding him of my infection.

Honestly, if I hadn’t been adamant he would have fucked me. No matter my supposed condition. Men really don’t have self control.

I finally left the house, supposedly for medicine, but really to just get away. From him…and from my own desires.

I walked into Gina’s house.

“How’s it, girlfriend?”

She was eating ice cream out of a container and watching the news. Jack was in the garage working on something.

I sat down on a couch opposite her, scrunched forward and squeezed my pussy. “Oh, fuck!”

She laughed. “I told you.”

“But what am I going to do? I’m wetter than a mop in a hurricane! I need relief.”

“Then get relief.”

“What?”

“Come here.” She led me to a guest bedroom. She went into a closet and brought out a box. The box was a foot cube. She opened it and brought out…my eyes widened…she put it on the guest bed.

A dildo. Black. I always wondered what a black man would be like. This would be big enough to let me know.

And another dildo. A weird shaped one. “Look, it’s a dog. Bark! Bark!” She laughed and placed it next to the black one.

And another one. A bi-i-ig one. Like in long. “Nei-ei-eigh! Gina imitated a horse.

And another one, with weird ridges.

And more, with built in vibrators, and other bells and whistles.

“Ding! Ding!” Gina made like she was pulling a handle down. “All-l-l aboard!”

I couldn’t help it, giggles began bursting out of me. This was incredible, surreal, unreal.

Now, I’m going to go talk to Jack, and I won’t be back for a couple of minutes. Do you understand?” She gave me a significant look.

“Wait…I’m supposed to…you don’t—“

“Yes. You understand perfectly. Unless you want to go home and give in to your subbie hubbie.”

I stared at the toys on the bed.

“I’m just supposed to lay down and…and…”

“Sheesh!” she took my hand and drew me to the bed. She pushed the dildos to one side, turned me, and pushed me back. I sat.

“I saw the look in your eyes when you saw Mandingo, so…” she picked up the big, black dildo.

“Wait a minute. I can’t. Not with you…”

“Nonsense.”

She grabbed my shorts and pulled, and, I have to tell you, I might have wiggled a bit to help her.

“I really…that’s too big…I need to go…”

But she was quick and ‘professional.’ She lubed up the black dick, sat next to me and slid it between my legs.

“Oh!” I gasped, feeling the huge head of the thing press into my most sacred spot. then it was in me, sliding up towards my heart, taking my breath away and reducing me to a puddle of heated nerve endings.

SLAM!

My eyes widened. Jack had just come in!

Gina grinned.

I whispered, I protested.

“Jack!”

I would have struggled, I think I might have given a half-hearted ‘strug,’ but it’s hard to move with an over-sized black dick up your hole.

“Yeah, babe?”

He entered the room and stopped. And stared.

I turned eighteen shades of red as he stared at me, then he grinned. “Oh.”

“Yeah, a little help. Start sucking her boobs.”

By now she was jacking that damned dildo in and out of me at a feverish pace. I tried to push his hands away, but he felt my boobs right through my shirt, and then slickly inserted his hands under my shirt, and even under bra.

“Oh…fuck!” I groaned, and the groan came right from the heart of me.

Gina pushed that big cock into me, she rotated it, and I could see the muscles on her arm working.

Steve now had his lips on my nips, and he was sucking and pulling. I felt like somebody had wired my pussy directly to my cunt, and shivers and quivers ran through me.

“Go, Steve. She’s gonna pop.”

Steve went, and suddenly my struggles stopped, my back arched upward, and my pussy started jerking.

“FU-U-U-UCK!”

I came so hard that Gina later said she was afraid I was going to break the dildo.

But I didn’t, and I crested, held for thirty seconds, the longest cum I had ever had, then began to fall back down the mountain.

“Fuck,” I whispered. “Heysoos…I don’t…fuck…”

Gina and Jack backed off and gave me room. They watched me and I came back to awareness of the world. I heard her say, “You’re going to have to wear your chastity tube for a while. She’s going to be really horny, and she’s going to need this room. A lot.”

“Sure,” he agreed amenably.

“And she’ll be showing up whenever she has the urge, and you know what that’s like.”

“Indeed, at all hours of the day.”

“Excellent.”

Gina helped me to a sitting position. I could hardly move for the warmth suffusing my body. “Okay, girlfriend. You won’t be horny for a day, maybe two, but then I expect you’ll find an excuse to come visiting. The key is under the mat if we’re not home.”

“Really?”

“Of course.”

“But…” my objection died on my lips. I mean, what was there to object to, really?

Jack said, “Is she taking control of Steve?”

“Yep.”

He grinned. “Poor sucker. He’ll never know what hit him.”

Gina turned to him. “”Did sucking her tits make you horny?”

He stared at her, the blood rushing to his face. “Hornier.”

“Good. I need a good cum before I go to sleep.”

“And me?”

“You need a good not cum before sleep.”

“Oh, man,” he wheezed, and there was desperation and love and everything in his manner.

Gina turned to me, “Show yourself out, girlfriend. And let me know how it goes.”

Then she led Jack out of the room.


PART TWO

I arrived home an hour later. I was late because I stopped at the pharmacy. I had told Steve I needed medicine, so medicine I must have. Of course, the medicine was not exactly for yeast infections. In my bag was my own, newly purchased dildo, a small one, for when I couldn’t get over to Gina’s house, and a couple of bottles of wine.

Steve was watching TV, and I quickly put everything away as he popped up and came into the kitchen.

“Hey, babe,” he gave me a big, juicy kiss. It had been a long time since he had done that! It was pretty obvious that keeping him horny was working.

He saw my wine. “Did you pick up a six pack for me?”

I immediately reached for his crotch.

“I think you’re going on a beer diet,” I said, as I zipped him down and pulled out his hog.

“Oh,” he didn’t even object. I had successfully sidetracked him. Heck, what man wouldn’t rather have a blow job than a beer, right?”

I sucked voraciously, stroked, and reached into his pants for his balls. Quickly, much more quickly than I expected, he was ready to cum.

“No, no,” I pushed his hard dick back into his pants. It was quite a push and I was giggling as he yelped. “Sorry, babe, but you know the rules.”

“Rules,” he said sorrowfully, adjusting himself in his pants. His dick was like an iron bar in there, and he had to adjust fiercely. “I don’t see why you can’t give me a blow job.” Was that a little bit of a whine in his voice? Gina had told me he would go through a whining stage, but this was awfully fast. But, then, he was awfully horny.

“We talked about that, honey. You do what I want and I’m going to make you cum so hard your balls explode. I mean, literally, explode. They’ll be big and blue, and then they’ll just go BANG! And you will be laying there, unable to move, so much sperm shooting out of your poor dick that a fireman is jealous.”

He grinned. His mind was working. And he didn’t even realize I had upped the stakes on him. It had gone from the promise of a cum to him doing what I said. And he didn’t notice, or at least object. Man, this denial stuff was REALLY working.

“Now, let me ask you…can you control yourself, or should I get you one of those chastity belts?”

“Chastity…what?” His eyes went wide.

“Sure, like the knights of old did to their maidens, but this time it’s in reverse. This maiden wants to make sure her knight isn’t putting his big, old lance into,…you know…somewhere…unauthorized squirting.”

“I don’t think I need one of those,” he said, worriedly. Poor boy, thinking about the loss of his manhood.

“But you don’t intend to cum anyway, right?”

“Well, yeah, but…”

“Well, we can think about it. In the meantime, it feels like you went back to wearing your bad, old tighty whiteys.”

Well, they’re more comfortable, and—“

I put a red tipped finger over his lips. “But it’s so hot. And you want me horny, don’t you? For your big day?”

“Well, yeah…”

“So you’ve been a bad boy, and I’ll go shopping for some more comfortable panties for you. Maybe I can find a matching bra.”

“I don’t think…”

He was starting to firm up, too much too soon, so I backed off and dropped to my knees. He immediately stopped talking when I took him in my mouth.

I spent a good five minutes working him up, letting him down, working him up, and finally letting him go.

“Oh, God!” he blurted. “Honey! I’ve got to cum.”

“Nonsense,” I said. “Now, go turn the shower on and let’s get ready for bed. Maybe I can play with you for a while.”

Instanter, he was off. I heard the shower roar into life, and I giggled. This was too easy.

A few minutes later I was dried off and ready for bed. I brushed out my hair and watched him, laying on the bed and watching me. He couldn’t take his eyes off me, and I felt this warmth inside. Heck, I had just had the orgasm of a lifetime, and this scene was making me horny all over again. It was then that I realized that power is an aphrodisiac. The more power you have, the more you push those poor men around, the more powerful…and SEXY…you feel.

I slid under the covers and he was all over me. Kissing, fondling, rubbing. Finally, he was fingering me, then he stopped.

“What about…should I…?”

“I don’t think it’ll hurt my yeast infection. Just wash your hands afterwards.”

He went back to making love to me. He kissed every square inch of my body, he rubbed my chest until my boobs were pink and hot, and he sucked on my nipples, then, wildly kissing me, he focused on my vagina.

I thought I couldn’t get off again, but he kept working, seemed intense and zealous, and finally, I popped. It wasn’t a big one, but it was good. Heck, all orgasms are good, right?

We lay there afterwards, breathing heavily, and I could feel his thoughts. His dick was massive, and erect, and poked the covers up so much he was hogging them.

“Thank you, honey.”

“Uh…”

“It is so nice of you to help me out while I can’t…you can’t…you know?”

“I know,” he didn’t actually cry, but there was a hidden sob in his voice.

I stroked him a few times, then I turned over and slid into a wonderful, satisfied and contented sleep.

Tuesday, and I had spent the day shopping. Well, the evening. I worked hard, and I had a good time, and I made money. And I realized something.

I was fixing myself up extra for Steve, and I was feeling perky and proud of the way he was responding to me, and this was carrying over to work. People in the office were smiling at me more, and customers were going out of their way to open doors for me and ask my opinion.

They were responding to me being a woman. And I loved it. I mean, I always dressed nice, but now I was dressing, and acting…sexy. I had made a big sale late Tuesday, which is normally not a good day for sales, and the guy had even flirted with me, as if him buying a mansion from me might get me into his bed.

Hunh! Nice try.

But…it sort of made me think.

I had been slaving, when I could have been queening…and what price was I really wiling to pay?

I could fuck the guy, Steve would never now, he was so besotted now he might not even care, if he could only have the promise of being able to boff me himself.

So the secret to being a queen was not putting out, but teasing mercilessly. Hmm.

Anyway, after work I stopped at Gina’s house for a quick session, and walked out an hour later, shaky legged and shuddering with relief.

Gina and Jack laughed when I came out of the bedroom, and Gina walked me to my car.

“Man, you were really wailing in there.”

“Oh,” I was a little embarrassed.

“Next time, ask Jack to come suck your titties. He’s got his chastity on, and he would love it. A little treat for a good slave, you know?”

We air kissed, then I waved as I headed for home.

“Hey, babe,” I called as I entered the house.

He presented himself, front and center, and gave me a big kiss. It was delicious, but I was all horned out. I patted his dick and handed him a sack. “Time for a fashion show.”

He looked into the bag and his face fell. “Oh.”

I took the bag back and lifted out a matching bra and panty set.

“What’s the matter, is my big man not man enough to be really sexy?”

“Well, no, but…”

“Go make us a couple of drinks, and we’ll talk about it.”

I patted his dick and pushed him towards the kitchen.

So he was a little reluctant. No big deal. I was getting pretty good at handling him. Besides, he hadn’t had any beer since this thing started, and it was time to give him a reward.

A couple of minutes later he stepped into the living room with two drinks.

I put a haughty expression on my face, but still revealing a smile. “You know I like my slaves to be naked.”

He grinned, a bit sheepishly, and stripped out of his clothes.

“Excellent, now serve me, and let me inspect my property.”

He stepped up to me, his big boner jutting out, and handed me my drink.

“Milady,” and he bowed. All fun and games. Heh.

“Thank you, my slave.” I reached out and took his prick in my hand. “Nice. And has my property been properly treated today?”

“Properly…?”

“I expect my property to be shined up, with a pink ribbon on it.”

He gawped. “A pink…”

“Drink your drink, lout.” I said dismissively.

He sat down on the couch across from me and stared at me.

I was fully clothed, pencil skirt and blouse, a fifties style bra showing my ‘torpedoes.’ My legs were clad in nylon and perched atop patent leather high heels. The calves curved sexily, and I licked my red lips.

He looked up. He looked down. He looked up. There is something about being fully clothed while your man is not. Maybe it’s just that power thing again, but, whatever it is, it sure felt good.

“Now, about your production today. Did you write?”

He smiled. “I actually did.” Then he frowned. “But it was hard. I kept thinking about you.”

“Tut tut,” I admonished. “If slave boy ever desires his world shaking cum he will force himself to labor faithfully.”

“Labor faithfully, yeah.”

I giggled, and he smiled.

He was responding beautifully, doing what I wanted and loving it.

“And you didn’t drink any beer today?” I knew the answer to that one, because I had thrown his beer out.

“No, ma’am”

Ma’am. I liked that.

“Very good. Now, as soon as you are properly accoutered I will allow you to massage my body.” I licked my red lips, “My…whole…body.”

“Oh, fuck,” he breathed.

“You do realize what properly accoutered means, right?”

He gulped. “I have to put that stuff on.”

I laughed and leaned towards him, “Come here. On your knees.”

He fell forward and knee walked to me. I took his penis in my hand. “Don’t deny me this, stud. You know how hot it is when you wear sexy underwear.”

“Yeah, but…”

I kissed him, stroked him, palpated his testicles. He groaned, and his whole body was shivering.

“Now, come on. Put on your new clothes and show off.”

I let go, and he got up and went to the bag. He took out the bra and panty and looked at them, then at me. Then he opened the packages.

I watched as he stepped into the panties. I had gotten some frilly ones, a little more lace, but a little more pouch. I think they were actually designed for a man. A sissy man. At any rate, he fit wonderfully.

I touched his package. “Oh, heysoos. That is so beautiful. Then I scrunched my crotch and reached one hand to my pud and squeezed. I bit my knuckle and looked up at him pleadingly, hungrily.

He grinned, no doubt he thought he was seducing me, getting closer to his goal. He didn’t know that I had just had a wonderful orgasm at Gina’s house.

“Now, the bra…”

He looked at it, figured it out, and actually managed to get it on right the first time.

“Oh, this is good,” I was on my feet, adjusting straps. I had gotten the smallest cups, and there was still a bit of material, but his pectorals were emphasized.

“Oh, fuck!” I whispered, kissing him, sticking my tongue in his mouth, squeezing his crotch…hard.

He groaned and his knees buckled a bit.

We made out for a while, and I was getting horny. I couldn’t believe it. I had just squirted my brains out at Gina’s, and I was ready to go again! I was starting to really like this sex stuff.

Finally, I let him take my hand and lead me to bed. In the bedroom he started to undress me, but when he reached the panties I stopped him.

“You know…” I warned.

“Honey, I’m so darned horny I wouldn’t care if you gave me syphillis.”

“But I’d care. I wouldn’t do that to you.”

Then, out of the blue: “But can I get you off?”

Oh, how I exulted. “Of course,” I thought of my recent orgasm, “But I’m a little tired, I might not be able to…”

“Let me try.”

So I did. I lay on the bed and he massaged me, played with my private parts, kissed me until I thought my lips would fall off, and…no go.

“I‘m sorry, honey. It was just a long day.”

Oh, the look on his face. He really wanted to get me off. And it made me think. He was giving up his sex life to improve my sex life. This was astounding, and incredible, and delicious.

All of which didn’t stop me from sliding into Gina’s ‘phase two.’

I put him on his back and sat on him. I felt his dick poking up between my cheeks, and it felt so good. I looked down at him. “Honey…”

“Yes?”

“You are wonderful…”

“But?” he frowned.

“Are you well endowed?”

“What? Of course…I’m larger than most.”

“But are you really? I mean…”

“What do you mean?”

“Oh, nothing.”

And leaving him with that bit of confusion I whirled around, laid on my side, and went to snoring. And I could feel him, while I slowly dropped off, wondering what the fuck had just happened.

What had just happened was Gina’s genius. She had told me that if you tell a man his dick is small he will get hornier, be anxious to prove himself.

As if Steve wasn’t horny enough already. Heh.

I bought some breast forms on Amazon and they arrived a couple of days later. Again, I spent some time at Gina’s—she was right about me needing to be satisfied every couple of days while I worked Steve over—then returned home.

“Hey, babe,” I called. Steve hadn’t heard me come in, but he rushed in when I called. I handed him a drink.

He was wearing a robe, and his panties and bra. I didn’t mind this because he always claimed that writing required a certain degree of relaxation. And Lord knew he wasn’t getting relaxation from sex. Quite the opposite, in fact.

“What’s this?” he asked, taking the drink and sipping.

“I’ve got a present for you.”

He looked happy, and then, when I pulled out the breast forms, he didn’t look unhappy.

“Oh, wow! You got them?” He took them and felt them.

I was a bit surprised. I thought I would have to bully him into them. But he was getting used to wearing sexy under clothes, and he took the breast forms and slipped them into the cups.

“I think I need bigger cups.”

“No more training bra for you,” I agreed.

Still, he was sexier than fuck! His tits protruded delightfully. But… “You need a tummy shaper.”

“What?”

“You need a tummy shaper. All that beer is showing up. So you need a tummy shaper, or even a corset, and you need to start regularly exercising. We need to get you back in shape.

In my mind I wasn’t thinking of male shape, though. I was thinking of female shape.

“Oh,” he looked a little crestfallen. He had been so happy about his boobs, and then I rained on his parade. I quickly grabbed his groin and squeezed and smiled at him.

“But, man, those boobs of yours…they are turning me on!”

He grinned. Rescued from the dungeon of despair by a quick grope. God, I loved men.

So now I had him running around the house, in panties and bra, with a big set of boobs, and within the week I had him in a tummy shaper. He was getting close. I almost had him in a dress, and then it would be a short stroll to make up, but something happened before I got there.

I arrived home a little early, walked into the house and…no Steve.

“Steve?”

No Steve. What had happened to my little puppy dog?

I walked through the house and found him in the computer room. Wearing his manly, stinky clothes. His dick out and slack. Empty beer cans in the trash.

I backed out of the room.

Shit. He had back slid. Back to his inconsiderate, smelly self.

Yet, Gina had told me that this might happen, probably would happen, and she had told me what to do. She said a moment of weakness on his part is the land of opportunity for me.

I was in the kitchen, fixing dinner, when Steve came out.

“Hi, babe.” He was wearing just his robe and tighty whiteys.

I didn’t say anything.

I could feel him frown.

“I said hi.”

I ignored him. Washed the peas. Mashed the potatoes.

“I guess you can see I’m not wearing the girly stuff.”

I turned to look at him, and burst into tears and ran out of the room.

When in doubt, use tears, that is the big gun. No man can resist them.

I ran down the hallway and slammed the bedroom door.

“Hey!” He called after me. Then I heard his feet in the hallway, then he tried the doorknob. “Honey?”

I made sure my crying was loud enough.

“Babe? Can we talk about this?”

I cried.

For the next fifteen minutes he begged and pleaded, but I ignored him.

Tell the truth, it was easy to cry. After all, I wasn’t just crying for a bad suit of clothes,  I was crying for the end of my power. I was crying for the end of my super sexy feeling. I was back to being a shlump wife.

Finally, he stopped begging. I heard him walk away.

I went without dinner, just left everything out in the kitchen, and whiled away the evening.

Finally, it was time to go to bed.

Steve tried again.

“Honey? Let me in. I need my toothbrush.”

I slid it under the door.

“Babe? We have to talk!”

No. We didn’t. I went to sleep, and let him sleep on the couch.

The next day I woke up early, got dressed extra sexy, and walked out of the house.

He stared at my uptilted head, my red lips. I was hiding my crying eyes behind sunglasses.

“Honey, we can’t keep going on like this! It’s not like I did anything terrible.”

Well, of course he did. I got into my car and went to work.

And sold lots of properties. I guess there was something appealingly sad about me.

Gina noticed it, and we talked, and she thoroughly understood. “Come by and have an orgasm tonight. We can have some wine and laugh it up.”

Good advice, so I did.

Then I went home, strode past Steve and into the bedroom and closed the door. But couldn’t lock it. He had done something to the lock so I couldn’t lock him out.

I went into the bathroom and locked that.

Shortly he tapped on the door.

“Honey. We’re married. Married couples talk these things out. Now…come out and let’s talk.”

I said nothing.

His voice, very low, said, “Look, I’m sorry. I know I drank beer again, I know I broke the rules. But I was having such a hard time with…with the transvestite stuff.”

That was what I was waiting for. An apology. Gina had told me it was coming, and it had arrived. I unlocked the door.

Steve stood there in his robe. Tighty whiteys.

I said, “The queen doesn’t talk to peasants.”

“I’m not a peasant. Or a slave. I’m a man.”

“Did you enjoy all those big boners?”

“Sure. Yes. Of course, but—“

“Did you enjoy dressing up for me? Making me horny? Getting me off?”

“Of course I did, but—“

“Then why are you revolting?”

We were silent for a long, long minute. I could feel the arguments roiling in his head.

“I didn’t feel like a man.”

“Could have fooled me. You’ve never been harder. I was really looking forward to having my way with you. I was going to give you the best cum in the history of the world, and now you’ve ruined it.”

“I’m sorry.”

“The best cum! A cum that men everywhere would have envied!” I pushed his chest, forced him back into the bedroom.

“But—“

“Well, it’s pretty obvious that you don’t like to cum.”

I walked past him, headed for the kitchen. He followed right along, begging and pleading and blathering, and apologizing.

We talked long that night, and I talked him down. I made him realize how silly, and serious it was, to deny a wife the chance to express herself. I convinced him that being a woman in the house was a blessing, and that he should embrace it.

Finally, we were sitting at the kitchen table, and I lowered the boom.

“Steve, I don’t think our relationship is going to last.”

Talk about the BIG guns.

He started crying.

I said, “Steve, if you want to win me back, if you want to convince me that you’re serious, then you’re going to have to do exactly what I said.”

He was ashen, tears were flowing down his cheeks, and he finally broke. “Okay. Anything. Just…just…”

I put a hand over his mouth. It was a sexy move, the first sex he had experienced this night. I explained what I wanted, and his eyes grew wide.

Yet, as I talked, I noted that his dick grew hard. Really hard. He had just jacked off, but his dick was soaring at the thought of what my words portended.

When I was done he said nothing, and I actually wondered if he was going to give up, leave me. After all, these were not baby steps I had just proposed.

Then he nodded. His eyes were scared, he was gasping for breath, but he gave in.

“Okay,” I said. “Go get your clothes on and let’s get started.”

A moment later he was in the shower. He was using my Nair, and ten minutes later he came out, all hairless and fresh. He was still breathing hard, gulping, but there was a resignation growing within.

He put on his bra and panties and his tummy shaper. He rolled up nylons, exulting at the feel of nylon on his now bare legs, and stepped into a pair of high heels. I handed him a blue dress and he slipped into that.

His body, from the neck down, was a woman’s.

“Sit there,” I commanded.

He sat down at my make up table. I pulled up a second chair and went to work.

This is cleanser…this is primer…” I explained what each of the products was and what they did.

“This is foundation,” I brushed his face gently. Down below his hard on was a monster. Even though he had just cum, he was dripping.

I reached the eye stage and began brushing shadow on, then applying pencil and mascara.

Finally, I put on lipstick, and had him stand up.

He was tall, and gorgeous, and 95% woman. All he lacked was the hair.

I handed him an old wig of mine. It was long and luscious, and he slipped it over his scalp. I helped him fasten it down.

“How do I look?”

“Now you’re making me happy.”

He smiled. It was small, but it was a start.

I pierced his ears, he said ‘ouch,’ and I put in some sparkling string earrings. They hung down and swung gently.

I gave him some rings, and a set of bangles.

Finally, I spritzed him with perfume.

“Oh, my God!” he blurted as he looked at the mirror.

100% woman. Body and clothes. Everything.

“What do you think.”

“I…I…”

“Be honest. Do you like what you see?”

He nodded. His lips were tight, but he nodded.

“How’s your dick?”

“It’s hard.”

“Okay, we’ve reached the make or break point. I expect you to look this good all the time. I’ll help you, we can get you your own wardrobe, your own make up, but I expect you to stay like this.”

He gulped.

“You won’t drink beer anymore. But I will allow you a small bourbon every once in a while.”

“Okay.”

“And I will order a chastity belt. Your days of being a swinging dick are over. From here on out I own your manhood. It does what I want when I want, and don’t you dare even think about complaining.”

“Yes, dear,” his voice was so low I could hardly hear him.

“And if you do this I will, some day, allow you to put your dick in me.”

He gulped convulsively.

“And now comes the important part.”

He said nothing, just looked at me with wide, frightened eyes.

“It’s time for me to make you mine. It’s time to consummate our new relationship.”

“Do we…do we have to?”

I grunted, showing my displeasure.

“Come with me.”

I led him into the bedroom. I caught a glimpse of us in the hallway mirror. Two beautiful woman, one taller, a little thicker, but obviously a woman. That really made me horny.

I led him into the bedroom.

“Onto the bed, all fours.”

He crawled up on the bed.

I took off my clothes. This was going to be a reversal of the clothed female naked male. Sort of.

I scooped out a handful of lube and put it on his ass. I smoothed it into his hole, stuck a finger into his hole and rubbed it around.

He shivered, but his dick was stiff, throbbing and dripping.

“Remember,” I said, as I put the tip of my cock to his butthole. “You will never do what you just did. From here on out you are a different person. I am in control and you will do what I say. I don’t want to ever be disappointed again.

“Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Good.”

I slid the cock into him.

I wasn’t rough, and he was lubed, but it was a shock. He arched his back and I had to hold his hips in place, then I was all the way in.

“Oh,” he said. “Oh…gosh.”

“No more beer,” I pulled out and thrust in.

“You will wear your make up every day.” In and out.

“You will learn to behave yourself as a good girl should.”

I moved in and out, reaming his butt, swirling so it must feel like I was stirring his innards.

He began to cry, but not tears of pain. Tears of joy. Gina had told me that men like getting it up the butt, and she was right.

“It’s okay,” I said, softly, soothingly.

He nodded, gulped, and cried some more.

Then he began to push back. He started to fuck my dick with his male pussy.

I got a little rougher, and he began to twist and moan.

I made sure that I stayed in control.

After ten minutes I felt him suddenly shiver and relax. I reached down and felt his penis. Semen was dripping out. I had pressed the prostate enough, and it had squeezed the sperm out his shaft.

“Oh, God,” he said, his voice soft and wondering, “It feels like I’m pissing.”

“Good. You want to pee.”

Then he started to come down. I gently took my penis out of him, turned him around and held him.

On the bed was a mess of cum.

He held on to me, snuggled against me. “I never…I didn’t think it would be like that.”

“What did you think? Bangs and booms?”

I didn’t think anything. I just…it felt good. And I feel warm and wonderful.”

“Better than an orgasm?”

He nodded. Then he turned his head and looked up at me. “I want to do it again.”

“We will,” I reassured him. We will.”


EPILOGUE

I continued feminizing Steve, and he loved it. He is female 90% of the time, and we are discussing hormones and boob jobs.

Gina was astounded. I had taken Steve further than she had taken Jack, and it gave her a whole new set of ideas. I would say ‘poor Jack,’ but he is getting all excited.

There is something truly delicious about making your man in to a woman. They change. They become more considerate. They learn what the other half is really all about.

Most of all, they learn about themselves, and that is a good thing.

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


THE 21 STORY BUNDLES!
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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!

GO TO:

21 STORIES!


Do you have all the bundles of

THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD?
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each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:

The Best of Grace Mansfield


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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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!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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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.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


Here is the first part of…
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The Long, Hot Feminization!

Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!

PART ONE

The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name.

I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor.

So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.

Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater!

“This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.”

I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out.

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

“Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city.

I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend.

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house.

Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love.

Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust.

But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life.

So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming.

I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled.

I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through.

Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that.

I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off.

I like sex, but I like good sex.

If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.

But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die!

So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off.

Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house.

Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum—

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels.

She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly.

But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova!

So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life.

The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah!

Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes.

Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized.

I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous!

On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone.

Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy.

I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot!

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way!

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.”

“Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it.

“Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.”

“No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.”

“I know. I heard your phone.”

Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!

“But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief.

“Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out.

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing.

Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.

I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off.

After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive.

If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’

Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over.

“Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.”

She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist.

She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.”

“Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say.

But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly.

It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris.

“I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.”

“Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff.

“There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.”

“You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.”

She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?”

“No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.”

She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.”

I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus.

“Okay.”

She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?”

We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life.

First, there were the cobwebs.

“I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.”

Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web.

We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely.

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me.

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

“A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke.

Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at.

We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out.

I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs.

We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.”

I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.”

She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’

Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed.

‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water.

“Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.”

“This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs.

And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.

After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in.

Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.”

We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry.

We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping.

“It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.”

Man. The red-faced thing again.

But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at.

“Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted.

She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.”

On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad.

Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days.

“Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me.

Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face.

But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail.

On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip!

A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there.

“Oh, crap,” I said.

Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!”

I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking.

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.”

She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor.

In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage.

“Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.”

I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner.

Well, she knew that.

But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart.

She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide.

“Sorry,” I said.

She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad.

My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound.

She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.”

“Huh?”

“When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.”

There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened.

“But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.”

“I…”

“I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.”

I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged.

She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.”

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

“Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.”

She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in.

“Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.”

“What…what about you?”

“Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.”

Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.”

I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock.

She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends.

Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.”

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

“But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.”

She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up.

She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.”

I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.

“Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.”

I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders.

“Okay. Open eyes.”

I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink?

And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene.

She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?”

My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it.

She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

“Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t.

“I…I can’t wear—“

“Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.”

Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have.

“Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs.

More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist.

She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand.

After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard.

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths.

She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?”

“Oh, yes.”

She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?”

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.”

My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand.

“Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking.

I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?”

She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook.

“Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.”

She turned and ran upstairs.

I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything.

I went to the front door and walked home.

That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed.

On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that?

“You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti.

I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.”

“Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.”

I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy.

I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.”

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

“Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.”

“Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.”

Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!”

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine.

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing.

That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised.

Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise.

Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed.

I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in.

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.”

“I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.”

“Oh, okay.”

But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy.

I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered.

We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while.

Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings.

“Did you know the old lady who lived here?”

“Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.”

I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working.

But I could feel her thinking.

She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks.

I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

“Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.”

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking.

“I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…”

She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.”

I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.”

She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.”

I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks.

“I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?”

“She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.”

Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me.

It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped.

“It’s called a Coke High.”

“Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.”

I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking.

“Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

“Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’

“So the man did.

“And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up.

“Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side.

“And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.”

She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side.

She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.”

She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her.

Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry.

She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth.

“Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?”

I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind.

“Sure.”

“Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.”

Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind.

Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice.

“Okay.”

And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me.

And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder.

This has been the first part of

The Long, Hot Feminization!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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