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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!
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A Note from the Author!

Life is a journey, and every little experience in life is a little journey.

So how is your journey going?

Are you brave or timid?

Do you explore or hide?

When you listen to other people, do they scare you or encourage you?

Really, when you think about it, these are the only boundaries for our individual journeys.

I rad ‘On the Road’ by Jack Kerouac, and I found it very cool, a little padded at the end, but inspiring.

You simply uproot everything you know and go for it.

Very inspiring.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Feminized by a Karen!

Male into female the hard way!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

If you want to see a ‘Karen’ in action, google it.

But to cut to the chase, a Karen is a woman who is shrill, bullying, illogical, nasty, thinks she knows best, thinks she owns you, screeches like a harpie, and…you get the idea?

So this story is dedicated to Karens everywhere.

And, that said, a friendly warning. This story is a little over the top. So be prepared for some really weird shit.

Just sayin’.

And, I love animals, especially big, furry labbies.

So NO animals were harmed in the writing of this story.

In fact, I took the time, during the writing of this story, to give my labbie a treat, to scratch behind his ears, and to tell him that ‘be glad you’re not human!’

Okay, guys and gals, and especially to Karens…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I want you to have a smaller cock.”

Jerry stared at his wife. “A…what?”

Karen was a babe. Good, curvy body. A nice face with long, blonde hair and innocent, blue eyes.

Jerry was an inch shorter than her, and weighed the same, which,  though without boobs, made him similar in shape.

“I said your cock is too big. It hurts, and I want you to get a smaller one.”

They had been married for two years, and they were very compatible. This was the first Jerry had heard of this complaint, however.

“I don’t know if you know it, but cocks aren’t interchangeable. I can’t just unscrew it, trade it in, screw on another.”

“Of course you can. There’s all sorts of new medical procedures that—”

“Wait a minute. What do you mean it hurts?”

“It does! You put it in and it makes me itchy and all hot down there.”

“That’s what it’s supposed to do! That’s called making you horny and hot and bothered and…I don’t think you realize what you’re asking.”

“I do. I’ve done some research, and I know exactly what I’m asking.”

Jerry shook his head in disbelief, and she kept going.

“I’ve done research on the perfect size for a cock. The average size of a cock for a man…”

“Not a woman,” he quipped, a bit nastily.

The ignored him. “The average size is five inches when hard. Since the average height for a male is 5 foot 9, if you do the math the perfect sized cock, for a man of your size, is 4.3 inches.

Honey!” he was aghast, “You’re talking about me losing an inch of my peter!”

“But it’s for the best, don’t you understand?”

“I understand you’re proposing body modifications for…haven’t you ever heard? If it’s not broke, don’t fix it.”

“But it is ‘broke!’” she protested. “Every time you put it in me it hurts, and if that isn’t broken I don’t know what is!”

Jerry fumed, and sulked. “I’m sorry. I just don’t see the need to…to chop off an inch of my happy ding dong!”

“Well, you should. What kind of a man doesn’t look out for his wife, in times of sickness and health.”

“You’re not sick!”

“I feel pain when you put it in me, and pain is the result of being sick. So—“

“Whoa! Wait a minute! Feeling pain is not being sick!”

“Is so.”

“Isn’t!”

“Listen here, Mr. Jerry Springer! If you think I’m going to put up with a lifetime of you abusing me—“

“I’m not abusing you!” he shouted.

“Right there! You’re raising your voice, and if that isn’t abuse then I don’t know what is! Besides, before you interrupted me, the point I was making is that if you are causing me pain, and doing so willingly and regularly, that IS abuse!” She shouted the last at him. The argument was getting out of control.

He turned and left the room.

Karen opened her mouth in surprise. He never walked out on her when she was laying down the law. He must really be upset about his over long penis.

Well, he wasn’t going to treat her this way! She stood up and followed him.

He was in the kitchen. He didn’t drink much, but he had gotten down a bottle of bourbon from the cupboard. He poured ice and bourbon into a tall glass, added Coke, and began drinking.

He wasn't much of a drinker and he started coughing right away.

Karen walked up to him and grabbed his shirt front. “You listen to me, Mr. I said your dick is too big, and we’re going to do something about it! Do you hear me?”

He ignored her grip on him and lifted the glass to his mouth again, and she shook him.

She was a little stronger than him and the shake made his drink spill down his shirt front.

“Hey!”

“I asked if you heard me.”

“I heard you!” he managed to get some booze into his mouth.

“So what do you have to say about that?”

He stared at her, his eyes dark and unforgiving.

“I say bull puckey.

“Bull whatey?” She was in shock that he would speak back to her.

The reason she had married him in the first place was that she wanted somebody who would do what he was told. The idea that he wouldn’t…it was inconceivable!

“I said, I’m not going to chop off my weenie…I’m not going to castrate myself just because you get hotter than you’d like. And if you were any kind of a woman you’d listen to what you’re saying, and realize that you’re being foolish.”

“I…I…” She was nonplussed, and she slapped him.

Jerry held his cheek and stared at her. For a second she thought he was going to cry, but he just rubbed his face, then took a big glug.

She pulled on his shirt, hauled him across the kitchen and almost literally threw him into a seat at the kitchen table. She sat down opposite him.

For a long second he waited. Then he blurted, “What?”

She spoke in a low tone, a soft tone. It was very unlike her, but she hadn’t expected him to resist her idea.

She said, in a sweet voice that he had never heard before. “Honey, when men want their woman to get larger breasts, they do it.”

He blinked and frowned. He hadn’t expected this.

“And when the woman’s ass gets a little on the large size…she goes to a gym and works out. And it’s all for the man.”

“It’s healthier not to have a fat ass. And it looks better for the woman to have big boobs. You can’t lay this stuff on men.”

“Would you like me to have bigger boobs?”

He gulped. He did. She knew it. But he wasn’t going to fall into that trap. “No.”

She slapped the table suddenly, her anger spiking. “You do so! You’ve told me so! Don’t you start lying now just because you want to hold on to that over sized King Kong ding dong of yours!”

“Wanting to remain at least average is not unreasonable,” he countered.

“It is if you’re hurting me!”

“Getting hot and itchy isn’t pain!”

“You can’t tell me what pain is!”

“And you can’t tell me to get my cock chopped off just because you don’t like it when you get hot and bothered!”

They were standing now, glaring at each other.

And now it wasn’t Jerry that turned and stomped out, but Karen.

Jerry had talked back to her! And in a mean voice! If that wasn’t spousal abuse she didn’t know what was!

She went into the bedroom and slammed the door. Then she had herself a good cry. She lay face down on the bed and kicked her legs up and down. She sobbed and bemoaned what a cruel husband she had.

Her father had never spoken back to her mother, and up to now Jerry had never spoken back to her.

And over such a small thing as making sure she wasn’t harmed by his penis.

Finally, she stopped crying, and she considered the situation.

He was a brute, and if she didn’t nip that in the bud then things would only get worse. She had to do something to bring him back under control.

And that meant she had to do something about his over sized weenie.

Whether he liked it or not!

So she thought. And thought. And thought…and came up with a plan.

She got up, dried her eyes, looked at herself in the mirror, and put on a happy face.

She walked out of the bedroom.

Jerry was sitting in a recliner, drinking that stupid drink and watching a stupid football game. He looked up at her, and he looked a little wary.

For a moment she was tempted to slap him again, but…no, she had a plan and she should stick to it.

“All right, Jerry,” she said, facing him.

“All right?” Her acquiescence seemed to startle him.

“All right. I won’t ask you to shorten your penis for me.” Even though you should! she thought.

Jerry nodded, but he was still wary.

“Did you want to apologize for raising your voice to me?”

That seemed to relieve him. Perhaps he thought he was going to get off easy?

“I’m sorry I raised my voice, honey,” he said.

Yes, he did think he was going to get off easy.

“Very well, we’ll just forget about this little incident.”

“Oh…good.” Then he blurted, “Thank you.”

“No problem, dear. You go ahead and have your drink and watch your game. I’m going to go fix dinner.”

“Thank you, dear.”

Karen turned and left the room. She was satisfied she had defused the situation, but if Jerry thought it was really and truly over…he was badly mistaken.

Jerry did think it was over. He was a man, after all, and didn’t really understand the nefarious depths to which angry women would go. He didn’t understand that rage, once kindled in a woman’s heart, no matter that he couldn’t see it, would grow like a wild fire.

But he also didn’t see it because she kept it hidden. and she kept it hidden because she had an outlet for her anger, and that outlet was realized by her enacting her plan.

Karen served him a big, juicy steak and a smoothy.

He looked at it and his eyebrows dipped slightly. “A smoothy for dinner?”

“I just thought it would be easier for you to take your fruits and veggies,” she answered.

“Oh, well, sure. thanks.”

The smoothy wasn’t too bad. It had a banana in it, an apple, an orange, some sort of green veggie, he thought maybe kale, and a few other things.

“And I put some protein powder in it for extra energy.”

“Protein powder.”

“Good for you, keep up your strength and all that.”

He sipped the smoothie, found it palatable, and sucked it down.

Karen smiled happily.

And so the days went, fine meals and a smoothy for breakfast, lunch and dinner.

What was even better, Karen didn’t carry through on any threat to deprive him of sex. In fact, she matched his needs, and then some.

In fact, she was amorous every morning, soon as he woke up, and sometimes she woke him up.

She would play with him, stroke him, give him head, and…measure him.

He should have realized something was up, but he was just so happy to have sex, and one doesn’t jinx a fuck by asking dumb questions like, ‘What’s that ruler for?’

So he relaxed, got his jollies, and life went on.

He went to work, he watched football on the big screen. He did his chores, sucked his smoothies, and life was turning into peaches and cream. Until the day something bad happened.

Karen woke him up at dawn. the sun was peeking through the window, birds were chirping and pulling worms out of the earth, and Karen rolled over and elbowed him.

“Come on, stud, do me good.”

Jerry yawned, came fully awake, and had a woody. The good, old morning woody. Nice and stiff, but filled with urine.

“Okay, babe,” he said, jumping out of bed and running for the bathroom. “Just let me drain the lizard real quick.”

Karen lay in bed. She was in a peignoir because flimsy clothes excited a man. She listened to the stream in the toilet. She wandered a hand down to her pussy and stroked herself.

Damn if she wasn’t getting used to this early morning rollover.

Jerry sauntered back in. He swaggered like a man with a swinging dick. Except, that’s all it was doing.

It was swinging. Limp. Not stiff.

When he had taken his pee he had drained all the stiffness out of his dingus.

He didn't realize it, unfortunately, and just climbed on the bed and knelt between Karen’s legs.

Karen smiled and spread. She was feeling hot and juicy. The itching was there, but it somehow it had stopped bothering her as much as it had.

Jerry pushed his weenie as if to enter her, but it was like teaching a worm to stand on its head. It just folded and crumpled, turned to rubber and refused to enter.

“What the fuck?” grunted Jerry.

“Yeah! What the fuck! Are you going to do me, Jerry?”

“I’m trying!” he said, but Mr. Happy ain’t so happy!”

“Well, get happy!”

She reached down and began stroking him, but there wasn’t much to stroke. It was limp, like a rubber band. It had no real heft, no rigidity, and as much as she tried, it wasn’t working.

“Finally, frustrated and upset, Jerry pulled back. He knelt on his knees and looked down.

His dick just hung there, limp and worthless.

Karen sat up and stared at it.

“What’s wrong with that thing?”

“I don’t know. It’s never done this before!”

“Well, get it hard!”

“It doesn’t want to get hard?”

Karen reached forward and took it in one hand. It laid across her palm, and she slapped her other hand down.

“OW! What the…why’d you do that?”

“I just thought it might work,” she said, not bothered at all by the pain in her husband’s voice. He was a guy, he could take it.

She grabbed his balls then and squeezed.

“Ow!”

He tried to get away, but she had a grip on him, and she was applying the pressure.

And…his penis started to get hard.

“Quick!” she yelled. “Stick it in!”

But when she let go and laid back for him, he jumped out of bed and ran into the bathroom.

“What the hell’s wrong with you?” she cried, coming after him.

“It hurt!”

“It always hurts! I told you so. You always wanted to fuck when it hurt me, so now you got to fuck when it hurts you!”

But Karen had underestimated her husband’s reaction to pain. Besides, his dick was already going down again.

He stood and rubbed his balls and didn’t care. Pain had reduced the sex drive right out of him.

“I ain’t fuckin’ no more,” he blurted. He dried the tears on his face and went back into the bedroom to get dressed.

From that morning on Jerry was mostly limp.

Sometimes he would get a little hard, but it wouldn’t last long. By the time he got his pants off his dingus would be soft again.

Of course, there was always his morning woody.

Once Karen realized that he would be hard in the morning until he peed, she insisted that he drink a couple of glasses of water before bed. Then, when he tried to get up and relieve himself during the night she wouldn’t let him.

“Hey! I gotta go!”

But she would grab his dong when he tried to climb over her and hold it with one hand and start ripping clothes off with the other.

“Not till you do me!” she cried.

She pulled him down to her spread legs and force him into her.

He hated it. He had to pee! And it was painful! And though she came—she wouldn’t let him up until she had—he never did!

So the days passed, and she got a bit of pleasure, but not much because who wants to screw some lout who’s complaining how it hurts so much when you’re trying to get off.

And the sex act, for him, became an act of torture!

So he went to the doctor.

“I don’t see why you have to waste our money on a doctor,” she groused as they entered the doctor’s office.

“Aren’t you curious as to why I can’t get it up in the morning?”

“You get it up just fine,” she mumbled.

“Fine for you. But one of these days I’m gonna piss in you and then you aren’t going to think it’s so funny.”

She didn’t say much to that, just say down and started looking at her cell phone.

Jerry filled out paperwork for a couple of hours, proved he had lots of insurance, then was shown to an exam room.

The nurse asked a bunch of questions, measured his vitals, and, finally, the doctor entered.

Her name was Lisa Prentice, and she was pretty good looking for a doctor. Heck, she would have given Jerry a big, old boner, if he had been able to get boners.

“Hell, Jerry, “I’m Dr. Prentice. What can we do for you today?”

Now came the embarrassing part. “Well, uh…I’m having trouble, uh…with…you see…I didn’t—“

“He can’t get it up, Doc,” blurted Karen. “Damn thing just lays there like a dead fish. I stroke, slap it beat it, and it just lays there. Hell, I even tried putting my mouth on the thing. Nothing works except making him wait to pee.”

Doctor Prentice gave a blink. Not too many women were this forthright.

“So he wants to know what you can give him to make him stiff again. I mean, he’s pretty worthless the way he is.”

On the inside, Karen was gloating. She was sure that being limp for a while would make him smaller. And smaller was what she was shooting for when she started giving him the smoothies.

“Well, Jerry,” she turned her attention back to her patient. “Before I prescribe anything we have to make sure there isn’t something wrong.”

“Of course there’s something wrong,” remarked Karen. “He can’t get it up. If that ain’t wrong I don’t know what is.”

“Nevertheless,” the Doc said, “We have to follow medical procedure.”

So, Karen watching in disgust, the doctor thumped on his chest, pounded on his knee with a rubber mallet, listened to his heart and lungs and kidneys and what not, looked into his orifices, the ones on his head, and finally got down to business.

“Please take your clothes off,” she asked.

Turning bright red, Jerry slowly disrobed. He took his pants off and stood in his underpants.

“Those, too, please.”

Jerry wanted to die he was so mortified. He slid his underpants down his skinny legs and there it was, the hanging dick. Mr. Stiffless.

Doctor Prentice sat down on a rolling swivel and took his manhood in her hands.

Yes, he was certainly limp, and he didn’t respond to any palpitations.

“Told ya so,” snapped Karen.

“Okay, Jerry, turn around and bend over the table and we’ll check your prostate.”

Jerry turned and bent, and Doctor Prentice smeared a glob of lube into his asshole.

Karen’s mouth opened. His asshole? What the fuck?

The Doc felt around inside him, wiggling her finger this way and that. “I don’t feel anything abnormal,” she said.

“What are you feeling?” asked Karen, suddenly curious. She liked the way Jerry just stood there, all docile, the doctor’s finger up his ass.

“If you point your finger down and crook it slightly, you can feel a little bump, sort of like a walnut. That’s his prostate. Jerry is a bit swollen down there, but nothing to be alarmed about. Very inconsequential. But he does feel like…oh, my.”

“Oh, no!” moaned Jerry. “I’m peeing.”

Karen’s mouth opened up as big as the Grand Canyon. A big, healthy stream of semen was gushing from his penis.

“Sorry, Jerry,” said the doc. “You’re not peeing. Rubbing the prostate loosens the muscles, then the semen stored up can come out. And it looks like you’ve got a lot of semen stored up down there.

Jerry’s legs were trembling, his face was red and he put his head down to hide his face.

“Please, don’t be embarrassed, Jerry. This is all very natural.”

“Heysoos,” marveled Karen. “How much does he have in there?”

“Quite a bit. How long has it been since you ejaculated, Jerry.”

“Months,” mumbled Jerry

“Well, you’ll feel better now. That’s a lot of pressure that is being relieved.”

“Will he be able to screw me after this?”

“Well, we haven’t gotten to the bottom of his problem, yet. Normally, he would be able to have sex, and he would even be much more excited, but being drained like this he would be able to stay erect, but he wouldn’t be able to have an orgasm.”

“Good Heysoos in a whore house. I never even thought of that.”

There was an eagerness in Karen’s eyes as she stared at the final dribbles of Jerry’s sperm dripping onto the floor.

The mess done with, the doctor wiped her hands off, handed Jerry some wipes, and said, “Everything seems pretty normal. We’ll do a blood work up, however, and totally make sure.”

“But you don’t have any idea why he’s so darned limp.”

“Not until we’ve checked his blood. It is rather curious. Lack of functionality with no obvious reasons. Well, we’ll see. Good seeing you today.”

A week went by, and Karen was in a pondering mood.

To see Jerry all bent over and leaking. He lost all his baby batter without even getting orgasm. What a thrill!

She began looking on the internet and researching all about ‘male milking’ and ‘draining the prostate,’ and that led into a profound and far reaching research into anal orgasms, and…she would sit back and wonder, eyes in the distance, at taking care of Jerry like this all the time.

Just think: no more mess, mo more wet spot on the bed. And if he did ever get hard again…he would last forever, or at least until she was done with him.

Hmmm.

Jerry, during that time, just worried. He wanted to know what was wrong with him. He had never heard of anybody in his family being unable to squirt, so why had this happened to him?

Well, whatever. A week later and they were back in the doctor’s office.

They weren’t in an exam room this time, and Doctor Prentice sat behind her desk and studied a file. “Well, Jerry. We know what has happened to you.” She was frowning and puzzled and curious all at the same time.

“What?” he leaned forward in his seat anxiously.

Even Karen was curious, though she shouldn’t have been. After all. At heart, she knew what Jerry’s problem was.

“Yes. Are you transitioning?”

“What?” his voice rose up into a squeak.

“Transitioning. Changing your gender? Are you changing into a female?”

“What? No! Why would I do that? Are you crazy?”

His harsh words didn’t bother her. She just turned a form around so he could read it and pointed at a line.

“Your blood has a large amount of methyl enedioxy methamphetamine, also called MDMA. This is the chemical used to transition people. It is not natural and must be put into your body. So are you taking pills? Injections? What?”

“Doc! I swear! I’m not taking—“

It hit him like a ton of gold plated bricks falling a thousand miles to earth and landing right on top of his curly headed cranium.

Smoothies.

He looked at Karen.

Karen, at first, tried to bluff it out. “What?” She made the word sound stupid and unrelated. A perfect example of ‘I don’t know what you’re talking about don’t look at me’ in a single word.

“The smoothies,” Jerry said.

“What smoothies?” But she knew the jig was up.

“You said you’re putting protein powder in the smoothies. What else are you putting in them?”

“But I never…I wouldn’t…”

Doctor Prentice had sat back and was following the back and forth of their conversation.

“You put something in my smoothy to make my dick smaller.”

“Smaller?” Doctor Prentice frowned. She had talked to many men who wanted their dick to be bigger. But…smaller?

Karen, desperate but not cowed, turned to Prentice. “His dick was too big, Doc. It made me all hot and itchy down there. A woman can’t be all hot and itchy down there, can she?”

Doctor Prentice said nothing. She just watched, and, truth be told, her mind was sort of blown.

“You put that stuff, that MDMDMD crap, into my smoothies! You’re deliberately making me limp!”

Karen broke. She snapped, “I didn’t think it would make you limp! I thought it would make you small!”

“But I didn’t want to be small!”

“But I want you to be small!”

“Hot and itchy down there is normal! It’s called being turned on!”

Karen turned to the Doc. “Doc, can you talk some sense into this lunkhead? Can you tell him that a hot and itchy pussy is wrong?”

There was a moment of silence, and both Karen and Jerry waited for the Doc to say something.

“Well, uh, as much as I hate to be part of this little disagreement, Jerry’s right. Hot and itchy is normal for a woman who is excited. It is par for the course when it comes to getting…” she paused and searched for words, then gave up and blurted, “horny.”

Karen’s mouth opened in stunned surprise. “What? What are you saying?”

“That hot and itchy is normal, and sex is the solution,” said Jerry.

But Karen was staring at the doctor. She wanted the answer from her.

“I’m afraid he’s right. When a woman gets aroused her vagina becomes moist, she experiences an itchy feeling, and…she’s hot. Mind you, not all women are the same, but you should be experiencing some of that in whatever proportion when you…get aroused.”

There was a dead silence in the doctor’s office then. Deader than a fish in a pond that has just been dynamited.

“No,” she whispered.

Then, horror of horrors, the idea that if she had been wrong in this, then maybe she was wrong in other things.

But, being a Karen, she pushed things aside and tried to resume her bullying.

“But Jerry was too big!”

“How big was he?”

“A little over five inches,” said Jerry, sadly.

“Very little,” said Karen.

“That’s normal. Now if he was eight inches and you complained of hurting, I might understand, but if he’s only five inches…it shouldn’t hurt at all. In fact, you might even be wanting him to be a little bigger.

Jerry muttered, “I think, with this limpness, that I might be smaller than five inches. But I can’t get hard enough to measure.”

“But when he puts his pee hard on in me…it…it…”

“What?” asked the Doc.

But now Karen was speechless. She realized that in the past couple of months, having given Jerry the MDMA, he had stopped hurting her.

But it wasn’t because he was smaller, it was because she was getting used to it. Her hole was getting large enough to accommodate his penis.

“Think about it, Karen. Babies come out of your hole. You can easily accommodate large, uh…objects. Penises.”

Her voice shrunk to a whisper. “Could he be…did I make him…too small?”

“We won’t know until he gets off the MDMA, and he shouldn’t get off it for another four months.”

“But why? Why can’t we take him off it right now?”

“Because you can’t start a medical procedure and stop it halfway. You have to take it to completion, then do another procedure, uh…should you wish to make him larger.”

“Can he be made larger?”

“We won’t know until the MDMA has run its course.

“Then I won’t be able to have sex for four more months?”

“Maybe not then. It depends on the second procedure, when we try to reverse what has been done to you. We don’t even know if your penis can be made to be large again, or even to squirt.”

“Oh, my God!” Jerry started to cry.

Karen sat in shock. Yet, in the depths, she was thinking. Yes, she had screwed up, but…

“Doc?”

“Yes?”

“So when we make him bigger again, how big can we make him?”

“Well, that depends. We have the chemical route, in which we can, hopefully, make him as large as he was.”

A sour looked crossed Karen’s face. Now that she was getting used to cock, and realized that big might be better, she wanted him to be bigger.

“Of course there are other routes.”

“Like what?”

“Two come to mind. One is an implant, in case he doesn’t get erections. In that case we insert a tube in his penis, take out one of his balls and replace it with a squeeze bulb. In that case you can squeeze him to an erection, and we can put in the size of tube you wish. We could also put in a titanium rod. It would just hang there, but you could lift him up by hand, ride him, and…that would work.

“The second option is a transplant. We can take a penis from another source and graft it on.”

“No!” Jerry’s voice broke. Tears were still coming down his cheeks, but he was trying to stifle them so he could hear the options.

“What other source are we talking about.”

“Human cadavers, for one.”

“A dead man’s penis?” Jerry was horrified.

“If you didn’t want that, we could look into crossing species.”

“Crossing species?” Karen was blank.

“Sure. Select the animal you want and take his penis. There are some pretty big and gnarly tools out there. Of course it’s not a real animal penis, it is a human penis that has been surgically altered before the person died.

“No!” whispered Jerry.

Karen just smiled.


Part Two

“I’ve got boobs,” wailed Jerry.

It was a couple of weeks after they had gone to the doctor, and Jerry was standing in the bathroom and looking in the mirror.

Karen entered the bathroom and nodded. “Yep. Looks like they’re going to be pretty big ones, too.”

“But what am I going to do?”

“Wear a bra?” Karen shrugged. She studied his form. She liked the way his body was reshaping. If she had known the MDMA was going to do this she would have given him the drug years before.

She liked cute men.

“But I’m a man!”

“Are you?” she moved around him. “Your ass is a little more rounder. You never had much muscle, but you’re getting a little more fat on your body. It looks like your face is getting softer, too. Or maybe the fat in your face is redistributing. Anyway, I like it.”

Karen might have liked it, but Jerry was pretty shaken up. He could see that his body was changing from a straight arrow into a curvy hourglass. Oh, it might be a while, maybe a couple of months, but he was on his way to being (choke) feminine.

“I’ll pick up a bra for you. Maybe a matching bra and panty set. After all, that little weenie of your doesn’t need a pouch to contain it.

Jerry turned and walked out of the bathroom. Moisture was building in his eyes when Karen grabbed his arm and turned him. Don’t walk out while I’m speaking to you.”

“I wasn’t…I just wanted to get dressed.

Her grip was tight on his forearm, and Jerry was a little surprised at how strong she was.

But she had always been as big as him, and now that the MDMA was working its magic he was losing muscle mass. That meant she was going to be stronger than him!

Still, he tried to remove her hand from his biceps. “Let go.”

“Don’t be rude!” she gave him a shake, then pushed him away.

“I’m not—“ then he stopped complaining. He was just digging himself in deeper.

But it was too late. Karen followed him, then went to her dresser and pulled out a bra. “Put this on.”

“I don’t want to!”

“I said…put this bra on!”

“You can’t tell me what to do!”

That was the wrong thing to say because she obviously could.

She grabbed his package, it fit quite easily into her hand, and lifted.

“EEE!” he squeaked, going up his toes.

“Now let’s get something straight, bozo,” she snapped into his face. “I’m in charge, and you will do what I say!”

“But…let me…go!”

“No! Not until you agree to put that bra on.”

“Okay! Okay! Just…let go!”

But she didn’t. Her face was so close to his, and he was so desperate that she…leaned forward and kissed him.

She lowered him a little, grabbed the back of his head, and raped his mouth.

The transition from pain to pleasure was greatly appreciated by Jerry, and he found himself kissing her back.

“Heysoos,” she whispered, maneuvering him towards the bed. “You make me so hot. You’re so…helpless!”

And he was helpless. She was not only stronger, she had his most precious and sensitive part in her grip.

She spun him around, fell back on the bed and pulled his head down. “Get me off, bitch!”

She had never sounded happier, and she moaned and groaned loudly as she forced his face onto her pussy.

For a long minute Jerry did as he was told, “Lick that, suck my clit, stick your tongue in…”

She suddenly heaved and shuddered and had a world class orgasm.

“Holy sweet heysoos on a bicycle with no pedals!” she gasped.

Jerry thought he might be able to get away from her, but she recovered quickly. She sat up and said, “Now put that brassiere on!

She did, and she placed the bra and panty in his hand. She sat down on the edge of the bed to watch him get dressed.

Slowly, Jerry slipped into the bra. He fastened it, slipped it around so the cups were in the front and pulled the straps over his shoulders.

“Excellent,” nodded Karen.

“But it’s a bad fit! I’ve got too much material in the front!”

“You’ll grow into it.”

She was right. Within a week he was filling the cups, and her predictions that he would be big were right on.

What she hadn’t anticipated was that he would like female underwear.

Once he was used to it, which coincided with him filling the cups, he found that he enjoyed being ‘in harness.’ He liked the subtle restraint, the way it made him feel. He even liked looking down and seeing the growing mounds on his chest.

And the way his body was becoming more shapely.

As a man he had been rather like a stick. Straight, no curves or real angles.

Now he was soft and shapely and he could wear bright fabrics that showed off his new shape.

He began to dress himself, to choose his own garments, and Karen found she had advice to give less and less. Which didn’t make her happy.

She was a Karen! She was supposed to be in charge!

But what could she do now that Jerry was embracing his new condition?

At that point they might have gone through a crisis. Her yelling, maybe even physically bullying, but she found something that was softening her ‘Karen-ism.’ Sex.

No, he didn’t have a working peeny, but that tongue of his, and seeing him kneel in front of her and service her…it was such a heady feeling. There was nothing better…except…giving him sex.

She found that she liked doing what the doctor had done. She absolutely loved getting him up on the bed on all fours and doing him.

At first he complained, but only a little.

After all, it was pleasurable for him, too. And now that he was no longer a functioning man….

But that led to other things.

It was perhaps three months after the doctor when she came home with a shopping bag.

Nothing unusual in that, but what she took out of the shopping bag was rather unusual.

“What’d you buy” asked Jerry.

“We need some penetration, honey.”

“What?”

“Jerry, it’s a penis,” she held up a tangle of straps and a dildo.

“What…what’s that for?”

“I need something to replace your worthless penis. I figured this might do it.

At first she had Jerry buckled the straps around his hips. The big dildo jutted out over his teeny weenie, and for a while he acted like a real man.

He experienced a groaning, moaning woman writhing and twisting under him.

But only for a while.

One day he screwed her, and it was so odd, being on top, being in the ‘in charge’ position, for a change.

And it was frustrating. He hadn’t been milked for a week, and he was horny.

Not that being milked didn’t leave him horny, anyway, but he was, courtesy of watching her get off under him, extra horny.

He rolled off her, and his fake penis was sticking straight up. Just like his real penis used to.

He looked down, then grabbed it and stroked it, pretending, wishing, and…

“Stop that.” Karen snapped, slapping his hand away.

“I can’t help it,” he whined.

Spur of the moment inspiration, she unbuckled the strap on.

“What are you doing?”

She stood up and buckled the thing on her own hips.

Now he was alarmed. “What are you…you aren’t going to…I don’t…”

“Shush, little boy,” she murmured, and she turned him over.

Jerry didn’t resist. He was broken in by the weekly milkings.

She made love to him. She used lots of lube, and she rammed and jammed and slammed and crammed and…

“Oh…oh!”

“What?” she asked, reaching under him to hold his little dingus and small balls.

“I’m…I’m…OH!…OH, FUCK!”

She felt him shuddering, quaking, and her eyes opened.

She quickly pulled out, but it was too late.

He kept rocketing a little stream of semen from his limp peeny.

“You didn’t!” she exclaimed.

“Oh, yeah!” he collapsed on the bed. “I did.”

That didn’t make Karen happy, she liked him frustrated and horny. Him being always horny made him awfully compliant.

Still, there wasn’t much she could do about it, so…she came to grips with the situation and realized that he would, every once in a while, especially when she was screwing him, have an anal orgasm.

Oh, well.

Then it was time for the six month doctor’s appointment.

Doctor Prentice was amazed at the changes six months had wrought in Jerry.

He was not a man. He was a shapely wench with big boob, make up and high heels. His legs were smooth and shiny with nylons. His lips were red and pouty.

No, he wasn’t a man anymore.

“Do you experience any erections at all?” she asked, making notes in his file.

“No,” he answered.

Karen smiled next to him.

Karen, if anything, was looking a little harder, more manly. She had gained a bit of weight, not much, but enough to take the thrust out of her boobs. She was cutting her hair shorter, and she wore jeans and flat shoes. Male, athletic shoes.

“Well, then, it’s time to discuss options. Do you want to continue the way you are, Jerry?”

“Well, I—“

“He needs a penis.”

This seemed bizarre…why would a woman need a penis?

But Doctor Prentice was not there to judge or question, she was there to medicate and slice open human beings.

“So what kind of penis can you give him?”

“There are several options open to us. If you’ll look at this catalogue…”

The Doc placed a thick book on her desk and turned it so they could read it.

Karen and Jerry leaned forward and began flipping pages.

It was the ‘’Penis R Us’ of catalogues. Big dongs, little dongs, colored dongs, misshapen dongs. Asian dongs, Russian Dongs, black dongs (this section needed fold outs), Eskimo dongs…and so on.

The first half of the book was human dicks, and as they flipped into the second section Doctor Prentice said, “Those are all from recent cadavers. This next section are animal simulations, also from cadavers. Let me reassure you, no animals were harming in the making of those dicks.”

“None?”

“Oh, no. To be truthful, those penises you’re looking at came from people who had had themselves surgically modified. Animal DNA doesn’t go too well with human DNA. Of course we have injected some animal DNA to get the full effect, but only minuscule amounts.”

Jerry blinked. After the human dicks he had just seen he had not expected that a human could do much more. But what he was looking at…wow!

There were penises that looked like they had come off of horses, elephants, alligators, gazelles, kangaroos, polar bears, gorillas, sheep, varieties of dogs…and more.

“The nice thing about these dicks,” pointed out the good doctor, “is that you not only get a dick from a cadaver, human and in perfect working order, but you get the benefits of surgeries that make humans into animals, but without having to suffer under the knife yourself.”

“That’s amazing,” blurted Karen. Her eyes were gleaming as she slowly turned the pages. Every once in a while she would stop and consider one dick or another.

Jerry was aghast. Fascinated, but aghast.

He was going to have his own minuscule weenie removed and one of these monsters grafted on to him.

“What’s that going to do to my figure?” he asked. “Won’t a big dick show through my dress?”

The doctor frowned.

Karen just said, “Don’t worry about that. We’ll tie it down or something.”

And they continued searching for just the right penis for Jerry.

There was the echidna penis. It was based on a small, spiked animal, much like a porcupine. Karen liked the fact that it had four penis heads, and it alternated which heads it used. Jerry would be able to screw her with two heads, then immediately recover and screw her with the other two heads.

A close up, however, revealed that the penis, like the body of the animal, had little spikes on it. That ended the fascination for Karen.

The dolphin penis was another option. It was more like a hand, and could grope, fondle, grab, and all sorts of things. The problem with this one was that it didn’t last long. It could squirt multiple times an hour, but sex was actually only about ten seconds long.

Jerry liked the idea of the flatworm penis. It was built like a sword, and it was designed to actually pierce the flesh of the female.

Karen put the nix on that one.

Neither of them liked the whale model. It was nicely shaped, but it grew up to ten feet and it spewed gallons of squirtem.

The eyeless cave insect gave them much food for thought. The male had a vagina that held the sperm, and the female had an appendage that could vacuum up the semen.

Considering that Jerry looked female and Karen was actually more male appearing, that was an appealing choice.

All considerations, however, ended when they came across the chromodoris reticulata, a type of sea slug.

The ‘chromo,’ as they referred to it, or him, or whatever sex a slug was, had a removable penis.

That is to say it screwed, then the penis broke off and the slug grew another one.

“Oh, my God!” breathed Karen in awe. “Can you see that? We wouldn’t have to tie it to your leg or make you wear a chastity tube or anything. We just screw until I break it off. You’re flat in the mons then. No unsightly boner bump. Then, when I’m horny again we get you all hot and bothered and you grow out again, and I can break your penis off all over again!”

Oddly, Jerry liked the idea.

As a female he liked the idea of not having a penis. And most of the time, until she got him excited, he wouldn't have one. Then, a little slap and tickle, and he would boner up and out, and when he was done…zingo bingo, no more peeny!

“Can we have special modifications?” asked Karen.

“I don’t see why not,” responded Doctor Prentice.

So they spent an hour specifying size and shape and color and all the other things that go into picking out the perfect penis.

The next couple of weeks were exciting and excruciating.

Exciting because, darn it, Jerry was going to get a penis! A brand new (off a cadaver) tool that would give pleasure wherever it went into!

Excruciating because they could hardly wait. Each second took a minute, and each minute took an hour, they waited and grinned eagerly at each other and their horniness built.

Finally, the big day arrived, and Karen took Jerry to the hospital for the operation.

Jerry couldn’t stop grinning. He was a woman in shape, but he so looked forward to having a big, old boner again.

Karen kept grinning because, quite honestly, Jerry was a little easier to push around when he had a boner.

And the dick of a sea slug was supposed to be big and horny and…and…she couldn’t wait.

It was a lengthy operation. After all, the doctors had to excise his useless appendage, put the new one in place, reattach all sorts of blood vessels, and, of course, the tubes that he peed and squirted his semen through.

But the doctors worked as quickly as they could, and several hours later Jerry was rolled out of the operating room.

He was woozy, but smiling. “They did it, didn’t they.”

“They certainly did, lover,” Karen cooed.

But while the time waiting for the operation was excruciating, the time waiting for his new weenie to heal was even more excruciating.

After all, he had a penis again! A big one that worked! And Karen couldn’t wait to sample it.

By this time she had forgotten all about hot being hot and itchy had bothered her. She wanted hot and itchy. She wanted Jerry’s new peeny!

The days passed slowly. Fortunately, Jerry didn’t have to worry about hard ons, yet. He still had enough MDMA in his system that he wasn’t going to get an erection.

So he didn’t break his stitches, and Karen tapped her foot impatiently, and…it was time.

One month after the operation the doctors told Jerry he was good to go.

Doctor Prentice gave him a big, blue pill.

“What’s this?” asked Jerry.

“It’s super viagra. Now that the MDMA is out of your system this little baby will kickstart you.”

Jerry took the pill and looked at it. He looked up at the doctor. “Should I take it now?”

“Sure. It’ll take about a half hour to be absorbed, and then you’ll have your very first sea slug boner.

Jerry popped the pill, grinned, and he and Karen headed out for the car.

Karen drove. She liked to drive because she was dominant and knew much more than Jerry. This day, however, she didn’t want Jerry to get a sudden boner and get distracted and get in an accident.

Jerry was content to sit in the passenger seat and stare at his crotch.

“Oh, boy. Oh, gosh. I can’t wait.”

He felt his groin.

“Feel anything yet?”

“I think I do, I must, oh, hurry! Let’s get home quick!”

Karen drove too fast, but managed to avoid cops, and soon they were pulling into the driveway.

They hopped out of the car and ran into the house and back to the bedroom.

“Take off your clothes,” commanded Karen.

Jerry did so. He ripped off his dress, tugged off his nylons, slipped out of his panties and…there he stood.

He was wearing a bra because he had to. He was too big not to. But the rest of him was naked, and the sea slug penis hung down between his thighs.

Being human under all the modification, they had had to search for a large size penis, and they had found one. Some poor, old man had had a ten inch boner, and that was the one they had bought. But, except for size, it was not human in appearance.

It was a motley yellow, and it looked like jello. They could actually see through it. The see through ‘color’ merged into his fleshy balls. They could see his penis slowly throbbing.

It was the blood pumping through it. There was so much blood in the dick, so much blood pulsing through the veins, they could watch it throb. It was like a beating heart.

Karen grabbed it and started stroking. They watched how the big sacs inside the tool changed shape with her stroking. They could see the urethra, big and ready to deliver its mighty load.

“Do you feel anything?” she whispered.

“I do,” whispered Jerry back.

Slowly, the blue pill, the super viagra, took effect. More blood pumped in, the spongy caverns filled up, and the motley penis began to swell.

“Oh, God! Oh, God!” Jerry chanted.

“Oh, yeah, baby, come on!” Karen spoke to the weenie as if it was a child.

Inch by inch the thing grew. It changed colors as blood was tinted by the yellowish skin. Now it looked like a big, fat see through sausage, six inches long, and it was still growing.

Karen put her mouth to it and suck on the tip.

There really wasn’t much of a tip, however. It was all so smooth.

But she wanted this thing to get big, so she sucked and sucked and—

“FUCK!” Sperm shot up the inside tube and erupted into Karen’s mouth.

“GAH!” she spit out the offending brew and looked at his dick in disgust.

“I’m sorry,” said Jerry, laying back and turning into jelly himself. “It just happened.”

Karen was furious, she wiped his goo off her face and spat it out. For such a quick squirt there had been an amazing amount of cum.

“Well, crap,” said Karen.

Jerry was almost asleep.

She had wanted that thing inside her. But he must have been so horny that…well, no big deal. The sea slug was supposed to recover quickly.

She grabbed his weenie again, gave one stroke, and…the thing fell off in her hand!

“EEEE!”

Jerry’s eyes popped open. He looked down, saw his detached penis, and screamed.

“NOOOO!”

Karen threw the penis across the room. It hit the wall and, because it was covered in semen, and possibly some sort of ooze given off by the sea slug bit of DNA in it, it stuck to the wall, then slowly started to slide down.

“What did you do?”

“I didn’t do anything!”

“But your penis fell off!”

“I can’t help that! I didn’t know that was going to happen!”

For a long minute the two babbled and yelped and carried on, then Jerry felt it.

“Look!” he said, and he pointed at his groin.

His penis, or at least the base where his penis had been broken off, was starting to grow out of his body.

“It’s getting hard again!”

“Oh, God!”

Fascination overtaking terror, they watched as the yellow penis of a slug extended further and further. And this time it was hard from the get go! No waiting to recover from MDMA, just hallelujah here’s a dong!

“I’m going to fuck it this time,” snapped Karen.

“Be my guest,” Jerry grinned.

Karen pushed him back on the bed. She didn’t dare touch the thing with her mouth this time. She began fondling Jerry’s boobs, she squatted over him, she began lowering herself.

Like it had a mind of its own, the dick elongated and shot up her pussy.

“Oh!” blurted Karen. She wasn’t even half way down, but the penis wiggled in her, then began to squirt. “What the fuck?”

It squirted furiously for a few seconds, and she tried to drop down and take advantage of the moment, but then it was done.

“Hey!”

And it broke off in her.

Karen got the strangest look on her face. She straightened her legs, stood on the bed, and felt the yellow penis moving around inside her.

Jerry sat up and looked at her dripping pussy, and she tilted her hips forward so she could see her vagina, and the dick shot out of her hole and hit Jerry right in the mouth.

“Ack! Poo! Gah!” He wiped his mouth, spit out bits of sea slug gruel, and generally gagged.

“What the fuck happened?” bellow Karen.

Jerry crawled out of bed, staggered to the bedroom and washed his mouth out.

Karen picked up the second, broken off penis and followed him. She threw the thing into the toilet and flushed.

“What the hell did you do?”

Jerry looked up from where he had his head under the faucet. “I didn’t do anything! It just…happened!”

“But that’s twice your dick has broken off! And I’ve gotten a mouthful of sperm, a pussy full of sperm, and…I still haven't been fucked!

“I’m sorry! It’s not my fault!” then Jerry felt something. He looked down.

“Oh, no!”

His penis was growing again, for the third time. And it was a beaut. If they ever saved the best for last, this was it. His dick was big and yellow and not quite so see through, and it was stiff and hard and pulsing, and…Jerry wanted to fuck again. He had been blown and fucked, and he had had tremendous orgasms that, truth, were too short.

He wanted a big one! He wanted a volcano to blow the top of his head off!

He looked at Karen.

“Oh, no!” she said, backing away. “I’ve had enough of this!”

“But, honey,” Jerry cooed, advancing on her.

“Don’t honey me!”

She turned to run, but she was up against the bed.

Jerry jumped forward, his big penis thrusting forward.

She climbed onto the bed, and for a split second her rump was in the air.

Jerry leaped, and his third dick, slimy from two previous fucks, slimy from being a sea slug dick, went right into her…asshole!

“NO!” she screamed.

But it was too late. The big, yellow dick went all the way into her, wiggled around, squirted a gallon, and…broke off.

Jerry howled like a madman, then quieted down because the orgasm had ended so quickly.

Karen sobbed.

Her mouth was tainted, her pussy was full, and now her asshole…her asshole had been…pleasured!

She hadn’t known it, but she was one of these rare and wonderful women who liked getting it up the poop chute! And to inflame matters, the third sea slug penis was stuck up there!

She climbed gingerly off the bed. The dick rubbed around inside her.

She waddled across the floor. It moved back and forth inside her.

She put her panties on, and every move caused that dick to surge against her sensitive innards.

She thought she was going to cum a dozen times, but an unattached penis just doesn’t have the drive that an attached penis does, and she was left high and dry, right on the edge, time and time again.

“Oh, no!” she cried, shuffling, trying to move so she wasn’t stimulated, out of the house.

She managed to get into the car, and she drove across town to the hospital.

All the way, every bounce, every speed bump, she groaned and tried to cum.

She was pulled over by a cop for running a stop sign, and while he lectured her on the law she squirmed in the seat and tried to get more traction for the dick inside her.

The cop finally let her go, and she managed to get to the hospital.

And when they removed the penis from her rear she gave those doctors a piece of her mind!

“I thought you knew,” said Dr. Prentice, “the sea slug has a penis that comes out of its body. It is disposable, but it only gets three orgasms, then it’s done.”

“But…we never would have done this if we had known!” said Karen. Jerry sat next to her. He looked very satisfied. That last orgasm was going to last him for the rest of his life.

“Didn’t you read the fine print?”

“We just looked at the pictures! We didn’t even know there was fine print!”

“I’m sorry, but you signed the release forms, and the fine print was also in those.”

“But we didn’t even read all that stuff!”

“I’m sorry, but if you didn’t read the fine print then the hospital can’t be held liable.”

Karen sat quietly for a long time. That was unusual. Not sitting, but being quiet.

“How are you doing, Jerry?”

“Oh, gosh, I’m fine.” He gave Dr. Prentice a sappy look.

“And do you still feel like you’re in the middle of an orgasm?”

“Oh, yeah. All of life is just a big O. It’s like heaven. I’m going to be happy for the rest of my life.’

Dr. Prentice smiled. “I’m glad to hear that, because there is no—“

“Wait a minute!” Karen broke her silence.

Prentice looked at her.

“We want another operation. We want an elephant’s dick, or a camel’s, or something that will last.”

“Sorry, but Jerry’s system has already suffered the trauma of one operation. He couldn’t possible go through another one.”

“Okay, then we want an implant! I want a tube implanted, and I want squeeze bulbs made out of his testicles!”

“Well, I suppose we could—“

“No.”

Both women looked at Jerry.

“Did you say something?” asked Karen, narrowing her eyes ominously.

“I said no.”

Karen glared at him, started to open her mouth to tear him a new one, but he spoke first.

“I’m done. You’ve had your way with me, and now it’s done. I’m happy now, and I want to stay that way.”

“Don’t you dare talk to me that way. You’ll do what I say when I say it, and—“

“Shut up.”

Karen’s face frozen in shock.

Jerry stood up.

“You’ve maimed me and disfigured me. You gave me drugs and altered my body. The good news is that I like my new body, and the double good news is, for me, I’m finally not horny. I’m cumming. Right now. My whole body is charged with energy and I am in the middle of an orgasm, and it will likely last the length of my life.”

“But…Jerry?”

For the first time in her life Karen had lost control, and, like all bullies, she reverted to begging.

“I’m sorry! I’ll make it up to you!”

But Jerry turned and smiled at the doctor, shook her hand, and walked out.

He would live a long, life, free from horniness, but more than satisfied forever.

He was an orgasm.

As for Karen, she had lost her whipping boy, she was frantic with horniness, and now her husband wouldn’t even fuck her!

Karen bowed her head and sobbed.

And she never realized that all this had happened for the simple reason that, at heart, she was a Karen.

END
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Feminization for a Practical Joke!

He thought he was clever,

until he was feminized and bent over!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

What do you call a lesbian dinosaur? A Lickalotopus.

What's the difference between kinky and perverted? Kinky is when you tickle your girlfriend with a feather, perverted is when you use the whole bird.

I bet you can't tell me something that will make me both happy and sad at the same time," a husband says to his wife.

She thinks about it for a moment and then responds, "Your penis is bigger than your brother’s.

Why does Santa Claus have such a big sack? He only comes once a year.

A family's driving behind a garbage truck when a dildo flies out and thumps against the windshield. Embarrassed, the mother says, “Don't worry, dear. That was just an insect.?

“Wow," the boy replies. "I'm surprised it could get off the ground with a cock like that!”

Hope you enjoy the joke!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

June stirred. The bed was shaking very slightly. Just waking up, sleepy, groggy, she tried to figure out what was happening.

Was it an earthquake? Something else? What was going on?

Then she heard the grunting. “Unh…unh…oh, yeah!”

Her eyes flicked open. She knew that sound! It was Joel, he was…he was…she flipped over, but it was too late. The last drop was wrung out of him and she knew what had happened.

“You son of bitch!” she yelped. She felt her hair, her long, luxurious, golden, blonde hair, and felt the goo.

Joel was laughing as he rolled out of the bed.

“Thanks, babe. I needed that!” He swaggered away from her, across the room to the bathroom.

She sat up and tried to wipe his sperm out of her tresses.

Her hair was a mess, he must have unloaded a ton on her.

She heard him in the shower, singing lustily.

“Nothing could be finer

than to be in her vagina

in the morn-orning!”

He was happy as a clam, a clam that had just cum all over his girlfriend’s hair.

She got out of bed and went into the bathroom.

You son of a bitch!” she repeated as she began washing her hair in the sink.

“Hey, honey! Top of the morning to you!”

“Why did you do that!”

“What?”

“You know what! Why’d you jerk off on my hair?”

He opened the shower door a crack and looked out, “But, honey, I was so horny I just had to. I mean, after not squirting last night…can you blame me?”

“You fuck!”

He laughed, closed the door and continued showering.

Then she chuckled. That son of a bitch. She had been too tired last night. They had partied hard, and she just wanted to go to bed, so she had begged off sex. But that’s one thing she shouldn’t do with Joel.

Joel was the consummate practical joker, and it was inevitable that he would get back at her.

Jacking off in her hair. What a clown.

At that moment he opened the shower door and stepped out. He started toweling himself off, an innocent look on his handsome face.

“I’m going to get you back,” June said, looking at him in the mirror, but she couldn't keep the gruff look on her face. She looked down to hide her smile, but he caught it.

He tickled her, cupped her buns and kissed the back of her neck.

She laughed and turned and they hugged. “I swear, that wasn't funny.”

“I know. It was cruel and unusual. They passed a constitutional amendment against men masturbating on women. I should be punished.

She grabbed his now limp weenie. “I promise you, I’ll get you back.”

“Oh, please! No! Not that!”

They were both laughing now, and they commenced to get dressed and headed for breakfast.

Joel worked on the internet from home, and he spent his days in the computer room.

June was a consultant. This day she had an early appointment, then a lunch date with her best friend, Shiela.

“He what?” blurted Shiela when June told her how she had awoken that morning.

June shook her head. “He is a practical joker, and that’s the bottom line. And, when you get past the irritation, it was sort of funny.”

“Funny is one thing. But…that’s disgraceful! That’s disrespectful!”

“Of course it is. But somehow he manages to pull it off.”

The girls talked over their chicken salads and wine, and June listed  Joel’s history as a practical joker.

“He put glue in a hand sanitizer. I squeezed and squeezed and couldn’t figure it out…”

“He taped a coffee cup to the top of the car when he kissed me good bye. People were honking at me all the way to town and pointing at my roof….”

“He reset all the clocks in the house! I was frantic, thought I was an hour late, and I ended up being an hour early!”

With each example of Joel’s genius for jokes Shiela snickered, until she was out right laughing.

Finally, she said, “You really should get him back.”

“I’ve tried, but he has a sixth sense about this. He catches me every time, and usually manages to turn it around on me.

“Hmm,” Shiela got a far away look in her eyes.

“What?”

“What if you had help? Somebody he didn’t know. He’d never suspect them, and…” she shrugged eloquently.

“Really?” June was intrigued. “Did you have somebody in mind?”

“Well, I do. But…I have to warn you, they tend to be over the top.”

“How over the top?”

Shiela thought about it for a moment. “More over the top than Joel.”

“Really?” June wasn’t put off at all. She wanted somebody who was a bigger practical joker than her husband.

“The guys I’m thinking of…they are truly wild characters.”

“How wild?”

“Do you remember that guy who they found buried up to his neck in the cemetery?”

June’s mouth opened.

“That was them.”

“I remember that guy. He went into a bar and woke up in a grave. He was totally freaked.”

“The back story is that the man’s wife was a sister to one of them, and the guy had been bullying her. So they decided to teach him a lesson. And except for a few women who know the true story, the guy doesn’t suspect his brother-in-law at all!”

“That’s really pulling it off!”

“And do you remember Billy Saxton?”

“Billy…” June frowned. “Wasn’t he the one arrested for murder?”

“He was, but that’s not the story. Billy was bugging a girl, like stalking her, peeping at her at night. He threatened to show naked photos of her on the internet. Somehow these two fellows found out, and they stole his license plate late at night. They put it on a car that looked exactly like his, then put a body half under the car, hiding just the face. They made it look like the body had been stabbed and sliced, did a wonderful job of make up, then they took a photo and sent it to the police.”

“And the police arrested him? The guy who was bothering the girl?”

“They did. They charged him with murder, but there was no body, no evidence, nothing…except a badly shot photo. He was eventually let go…but he got the message and never went near that girl again!”

“Oh, my God! How do I meet these maniacs? I need them to teach Joel a lesson!”

“I can hook you up with them, but you have to remember, these guys are serious. To them, Joel would be a lightweight. These guys are the real thing.”

“As long as there is no permanent damage, that’s fine.”

“Okay. I’ll introduce you, but that’s it. After that I’m outa there.”

“Deal.”

They fist bumped over their salads.

Two weeks later June met Shiela at ‘Yesterday’s Bar.’ It was a run down shack with a clientele so scruffy the bikers stayed away from it.

Shiela led June to the back of the bar and they sat down at a booth.

“So where are these guys?”

“They’re checking you out.”

June looked at her friend.

“They want to make sure you aren’t under cover, being followed, or that sort of thing.”

“Really?”

“Really. These guys are the real thing.”

“Wow.”

“These guys are so bad that they can walk through a place like this and nobody will mess with them. Nobody, but nobody wants to be on the receiving end of one of their jokes.”

“That’s almost scary.”

“I told you, they’re serious. They consider practical jokes a craft, and they take them seriously. I told you about Billy Saxton. They don’t hesitate to put somebody in prison. They consider themselves the Robin Hoods of practical jokes, and to teach a lesson to an amateur, which is what they consider Joel.”

“They aren’t going to hurt him, are they?”

“Nah. They have a code of honor.”

“Practical jokers with a code of honor. That’s something to think about.”

“One of the—“

Shiela was interrupted by the sliding of two bodies into the booth. They were so smooth both girls gave an eek!

“Hey, Shiela,” one of them said, then turned to June. “You must be June. I’m Chuck and this is Rick. I hear you have a job for us.”

Chuck was five eight, about 160 pounds. He had piercing eyes and a mouth that curved up.

Rick had longer hair, was a couple of inches taller, and rimless glasses.

“Uh, hi,” June shook hands.

“So who’s the bozo?”

Shiela nodded encouragingly and June explained, “It’s my husband, and he’s not a bozo. He—“

“Every target is a bozo to us. No insult meant.”

“Oh.”

“What does he do for a living?”

June gave the two men data as fast as they asked for it, and that was fast. They collected information including a picture of him, his hours, places he liked to hang, friends, hobbies, the car he normally drove, and on and on.

Then Rick asked, “What’d he do that you want him done?”

June turned a little red. “Well, it’s just that he’s always playing jokes. One time he…” she explained a few of the jokes that Joel had played.

“No, no,” said Chuck. “We want to know what his big joke was.”

“What’d he do that set you off, pushed you over the edge.”

They both stared at June in a fixed manner.

Now she was really red.

“Better tell them the truth,” suggested Shiela.

“He…I refused to have sex one night and he…the next morning, he jacked off on my hair while I was. sleeping.”

The two men watched her for a few seconds, then they looked at each other and grinned. They sat back.

“That’s good.”

`”Infantile, but good.”

“I doubt if he could ever be professional…”

“But he’d be a fun one to get.”

“Sounds like he might be a bit of a challenge.”

“Let’s make it more challenging.”

The two men stopped talking and faced June.

“What?” Odd, these guys didn’t feel dangerous at all, but they were…nerve wracking.

“Okay, we’ll do him. And we’ll do him good. But we have a condition.”

“You’re not going to hurt him, are you?”

“Negative. We have a soft spot in our heart for fellow jokers. But this condition…”

“Yes?”

“Tell him.”

“What?”

“Tell him that you hired two fellows to prank him. Let him know what’s coming. It’ll work on him, set him up, and when we do spring it on him…it’ll be all the better.”

“Jokes are always better when they are preceded by anticipation.”

“You want me to tell my husband that you’re going to play a practical joke on him.”

“Yup,” nodded Chuck.

“Don’t tell him about Shiela, and just say you met us here. That you were talking to a girl, you don’t know her name, and she gave us our names. You don’t know our last names, so that doesn’t matter.”

Chuck took over, “Tell him that you don’t know when. It’s important to be sincere. Make yourself be sincere.”

They looked at each other, then nodded.

“When are you going to do this?” asked Shiela.

They didn’t hesitate. Rick said, “Two weeks. Bring him here and we’ll do it.”

And it was settled.

June went straight home and dropped the bomb on Joel.

“Honey, I’ve hired a couple of guys to prank you.”

He was reading a comic and he looked up with a puzzled half smile. “What?”

“I said, I’ve hired a couple of fellows to play a practical joke on you. Well, not exactly hired. When they found out that you considered yourself a practical joker they offered for free. They don’t take kindly to amateurs, which is what they consider you.”

Joel put his comic down. It was a Batman comic, and, coincidentally, the major villain in this issue was the Joker.

“Wait a minute. Somebody’s going to prank me?” His grin showed a certain degree of incredulousness. “Me?” He started to chuckle. “Somebody’s going to play a joke on me?”

June was doing the dishes. She listened to him with a hidden smile.

“Do they know who they’re messing with?”

She turned to him, dish towel in hand. “They said they won’t hurt you physically, but they couldn’t guarantee your mind wouldn’t be totally messed up when they were done.”

“Me? My mind?” He started to laugh. “You have got to be kidding! In fact, what you just told me…that’s the big joke, right?”

“You’ve got a couple of weeks, then I’m to bring you to a certain bar where they will work their magic.”

“What bar? Where?”

“It’s called Yesterday’s Bar. You can check it out if you like. But I’m supposed to bring you there on Friday night in two weeks.”

Cal, smirking, his lips bubbling with laughter, got up and went to the liquor cabinet. He mixed himself a Coke High, which is what a mixologist calls a bourbon and Coke.

Snickering, he sipped, and he said, “Honey, you’ve given me a present. When I’m done with these guys they won’t know what hit them. Who are they? I mean, what are their names.

“They go by Chuck and Rick, but I don’t know if that’s their real names.”

“Doesn’t matter,” Cal pronounced. “They’re going down,  and that’s all that matters.”

June turned to Cal, patted his cheek, kissed him, dipped her hands into his pants and took a hold of his weenie.

“You know what else they told me?”

“What?”

“They said that anticipation is worse than death itself.”

Cal laughed. “Now I know they’re going to lose.”

“Oh?”

“Sure. That’s a line from a Steven Seagal movie.”

She had stopped rubbing him for a moment, now she renewed her efforts. He groaned with the pleasure. “I’ll give you an hour to stop that.”

“Turn the hourglass over, honey. Your hour has started.”

For the next two weeks Cal didn’t worry. But he kept thinking about it, about him being the victim of a practical joke. And thinking about served the same purpose as worry. It distracted him, made him wonder, and by the time Friday night rolled around he was curious. And he was a bit distracted by that curiosity.

How did two bozos plan to trick him when they told him what they were doing? When they told him when and where he was to be tricked.

Obviously, these guys had no clue. They were the real amateurs.

Thus, in a slightly nervous but over confident state of mind, Cal got dressed and prepared for his night out.

Bars are pretty casual, so he wore jeans and a bomber jacket, and athletic shoes. He was fresh scrubbed, his teeth were brushed, and he was ready.

Grinning and ready.

June was dressed to the nines.

Women could show up at a bar wearing anything, but women who cared enough to be beautiful were extra appreciated.

She wore a tight dress with cleavage and a high hem.

“Don’t you think that’s a little risqué?”

“I think it’s just what the doctor ordered,” she responded, putting the finishing touches of her make up on.

Cal sat on the bed and watched, and marveled at how good looking his wife was.

“So they’re going to get me tonight.”

“So they say.” She dabbed at her lips, making them red and shiny. “Of course I only met them once, I have no idea how any of this is going to play out.”

Cal shook his head slowly. And they thought he was the amateur.

They got into the Mustang and Cal drove. He took his time, the top was down and the night was warm and sultry.

A half hour later he pulled into the parking lot of Yesterday’s Bar, then into a slot at the back. Almost immediately a van pulled in next to him.

Cal took June’s hand and they sauntered across the lot and into the bar.

The bar was about thirty feet wide on the inside, but about fifty feet deep. It had the usual booths with fake, red leather, a few high tables with high stools, and a dozen TVs, all on sports channels.

It also had a large number of scruffy looking characters.

It was a rough bar, but this was apparently topless night, so all the thugs were on their best behavior.

Guys with tats and beards abounded, but were extra polite to the beautiful women who had showed up to try and win the prize for best boobs, biggest boobs, nicest nipples, and so on.

“You oughta enter the contest,” Cal whispered into June’s ear. “With your boobs you’d win the biggest prize.”

“Better get me drunk, first.”

“I can do that!”

Grinning, he found a table, then waved to a waitress. Shortly they had a wine spritzer and a bourbon and Coke, and they they were sitting back and enjoying the music, and the hundred jostling people moving their bodies in dance.

“This is quite the place,” Cal yelled over the noise. “You ready to show your titties, yet?”

“Nobody has asked me politely, yet.”

Cal chuckled. “Please, honey, would you show the world your boobs? It is a sad world, and only you can perk it up.”

“Okay.”

“Really?” Cal brightened up. “You’re going to do it?”

“No joke,” she laughed. “Better give me a couple of shots, get me in the right frame of mind.

Cal raised his hand for a waitress, gave her an order for two shots and another bourbon and Coke. When the order was placed and the waitress left, he turned to June.

“Baby, you got the best boobs. You’re going to win, and we’re going home rich!”

“I hope so,” she murmured.

“At that moment a couple that was dancing moved off the dance floor. The guy had latched onto the girl’s lips and was kissing her madly. He backed her up and her butt hit Cal and June’s table. And, at that moment, she…farted!

“PHHHT!”

Cal’s eyes opened in shock.

“Hey!” He stood up to fend the two people off before they could fall onto his table.

At that moment, when he moved the girl, gently, the waitress arrived.

It was the perfect storm, perfectly coordinated, though Cal had no clue.

The dancers, the farts, the waitress arriving with their drinks, even June agreeing to dance in the topless contest…it was all careful planned.

The waitress was pushed off balance and dropped her tray of drinks onto Cal’s lap.

Cal felt the platter against his chest, and the icy cold sensation of cold booze pouring onto the front of his pants.

“Oh, fuck!” he shouted.

And, the perfect storm continuing, everything kept happening.

The dancer guy apologized. The dancer girl called him an asshole. The waitress used a towel to blot his crotch, then was terribly embarrassed as she realized that she had touched his groin, and June stared in shock.

She hadn’t known that everything was going to happen. She had just been told to tell Cal that she would enter the contest. She was as surprised, maybe more surprised, by all that had happened.

Not that it mattered, Cal was distracted, and that was all that mattered.

Slowly, the situation righted itself. The guy calmed the girl down, the waitress gave Cal the towel and let him do his own blotting, and Cal sat down and looked around.

Then he turned to June and grinned. “For a moment I thought that was going to be it. That was the big, practical joke.”

“Honey, I had no idea that was all going to happen.”

“I believe you.”

The waitress returned. Her face was red, and she was continuing to be apologetic. Not too apologetic, but just apologetic enough. She handed Cal more towels, she placed a couple of bourbon and Cokes and four shots of whiskey on the table.

“I am so sorry. I never spill things! There won’t be any charge for your drinks, and I brought some extra.”

Then the owner of the bar showed up. He was apologetic, too. And he told them their drinks were free, and…and the band was playing and the music was good and everybody was happy.

The situation was resolved, Cal had a wet crotch but no ill feelings. Accidents happened, and there was no way that spillage of whiskey down his front could have been planned.

“Thanks for being so understanding,” the owner, whose name was Butch, smiled and picked up one of the bourbon and Cokes. He held the glass up and toasted Cal.

Cal picked up a glass, and the two men drank to each other.

Clunk. The trap slammed shut. The joke was started, and Cal had no idea. He was caught, clean and neat, and never suspected a thing.

And, a perfectly crafted practical joke, he wouldn’t even know when it was done.

The sun peeked around the edges of the blinds. It was a beautiful sun, big and yellow and shedding light giving light over the surface of the earth. Birds sang praises, nocturnal animals shivered and hid, and human woke up and realized they were, once again, alive.

For a day is a slice of forever.

Just as a night is a slice of unconsciousness, a reminder of death, a time to forget the follies of life.

Cal sighed. He felt nice. Sort of golden hazy. He knew he had had too much to drink, but for some reason he wasn’t hung over.

He was in bed, and on his back. The sheets were pulled up to his neck, and he opened his eyes. The ceiling. Nice ceiling. The headboard posters rose up above his head.

He had gone to that place, the…uh…Yesterday’s Bar. They were supposed to pull some kind of practical joke on him, but he guessed he had showed him. They hadn’t pulled a joke on him, at least he didn’t remember any joke, and he would have remembered.

He sighed again. A nice, deep, satisfied sigh.

“Are you awake, honey?”

“Oh, yeah.”

June was laying next to him, and she turned to him and put her arm over his chest, and something felt weird. But whatever was weird, he was distracted by her next words.

“Did you like your practical joke.”

“Huh? What joke?” He turned his face towards hers.

“You don’t remember, do you.”

“What are you talking about? Nobody got me last night. I’m fine.”

“Glad to hear it, honey,” then she buried her face against his side—which made something feel funny—and snickered.

“Hey? What the fuck?”

She raised her head, and it was obvious she was trying not to laugh. And not just trying not to laugh, but trying not to bust into side splitting, knee slapping, gut busting laughter.

Cal blinked and stared at her. His face was confusion, and he wondered what the hell was going on with her.

So he asked her.

“What the hell is going on with you?”

June lost it. She rolled away and laughed. She laughed loud, long, filled the room with ear splitting shrieks of laughter.

She laughed so hard she fell off the bed, but even that fall didn’t dissuade her. She kept laughing and laughing.

“What the fuck?” Cal went up on one elbow to look at her, and then he got it. “AIIIEEE!” he screamed.

June laughed even harder.

Cal had a pair of huge breasts.

But that was only the start of it.

They sat at the kitchen table. June was in her silk robe, purple with cranes flying across it.

Cal was in his dragon robe, red with dragons flying across it.

A his and hers set they had picked up in Chinatown.

Cal was also wearing a brassiere. He didn’t know where he had gotten the bra, just that it was on the chair next to the bed, and he needed it.

The normal boob is ten pounds. The normal ‘big’ boob.

His boobs weighed twenty pounds apiece. They were monsters. They  hung in the bra and the shoulder straps cut into his shoulders.

And, on top of that, if boobs weren’t bad enough, he had long, red fingernails. And red toenails.

“What did you do to me?” he asked, staring at his fingernails.

“Told you. Rick and Chuck are world class jokers, and now you can say you’ve been gotten by the best.

He looked down at his massive cleavage. It was like looking into the Grand Canyon. If the Grand Canyon had two Mt. Everest’s one on either side.

“But…how will I go out in the world? I can’t wear anything that wouldn’t show these things off!”

“I wouldn’t worry about that.”

“Maybe you wouldn’t, but I’m definitely worried.”

“Well, the truth is, the world has already seen you.”

“What do you mean?”

“I’ll show you when we’re done with breakfast.”

“Oh.” He was puzzled. He didn’t understand. His mind was totally and entirely blown.

“So, since you’re the bigger woman…I’ll take a hard boiled egg, a banana and an orange for breakfast.”

“A…what? And why should I fix you breakfast? You always fix breakfast!”

“I used to, before I became less of a woman. compared to you, of course.”

“Honey, my head is starting to hurt, and I really don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Oh, you will. But to get there you’re going to have to fix me breakfast. And not just today. And I want you to take a little pride in your appearance.”

“Pride in my…what the heck is going on?”

“Honey, you are twice the woman I ever was. And just as you expected me to look my best, I expect the same from you.”

“I don’t get it.”

“Then fix breakfast. And I’ll tell you what…one of my last official acts as the woman of this household, I’ll get you a drink.”

“A drink. For breakfast.”

“When you see what has happened you’re going to want a couple of drinks.”

He shook his head, then, nothing for it, his curiosity riding his embarrassment over his magnificent boobs, he got up and fixed breakfast.

He put water in a pan and boiled an egg. It was awkward with his red nails, but he managed it.

June handed him a drink, and he quaffed it rather rapidly. Which caused her to just pour him another.

“Take it easy,” she said. “There will be plenty of time for booze after…”

“After what?” He clutched the glass in his hand and saw his red fingernails gripping the slick surface.

“After you find out,” she said mysteriously.

He sipped his second drink, peeled and orange and arranged the wedges on a plate.

This was very difficult because of his nails, but he moved slowly and figured it out. And did a little under his breath cursing.

He peeled the banana and sliced it. Finally, he ran the hard boiled egg under the faucet until it cooled, then peeled it. He was surprised to find that bits of egg shell had gotten onto the slope of his breasts.

He brushed the bits off, into the sink, and shivered as his hands went over his nipples.

He placed the breakfast in front of June and sat down opposite her.

She ate, tidy, little bites, and watched him, and kept bursting into little fits of giggles.

“What the fuck,” he breathed. Then, in a louder voice, “You’ve got to tell me whatever…whatever…”

“One more surprise, before I tell you,” she said, sliding a wedge of orange into her sexy mouth.

“For Heysoos’ sake, what?”

“Have you looked in a mirror this morning?”

Instinctively, he touched his face. Everything was there. He had a nose, ears, mouth…then he jumped up and ran from the room. He heard June guffawing as he ran.

He entered the bathroom and looked at the mirror.

His lips were bright red. And it wasn’t lipstick. It wasn’t sticky, it was…his lips were…stained.

He remembered June talking about a new product, lipstain instead of lipstick, and how it would last for weeks.

And he had been stained.

He felt his mouth. He rubbed. His lips stayed red. He held his hand over his mouth and staggered back towards the kitchen. He sat down at the table, and June leaned over and pulled his hand down.

“Get over it,” she said, stifling more laughter. “I’ve already seen you, and so what?”

“But…but…”

“Have another drink, honey. It looks like you need it.”

So he poured yet another bourbon and Coke. He was drinking his breakfast this morning.

He sat down again. June was finished with her breakfast. She sat back and spread her arms. That opened her robe and showed her large breasts. Large, but small compared to his.

“So, you want to know what happened last night.”

He nodded.

“Okay, but I’m not going to tell you.”

“Huh? But you said…”

“I’m going to show you.”

He stared at her.

She picked up her cell phone. Tapped her finger on the face, making little clicking sounds as her fingernails touched the glass, and said, “Last night, you might not remember this, but a girl spilled a drink on you.”

Instantly an image flashed into his mind. He saw the dancers, the waitress tumbling through the air…even…he smelled a fart!

“I remember!” he blurted.

“Good. You see, you were given a roofie.”

“A date rape drug?”

“That’s right. And when you’re under the influence of a roofie you are quite compliant. You follow instructions. And you even respond to suggestions as to when you can remember what happened. When I show you these images they will trigger your mind and you will remember.

June smiled, handed him the phone and said, “Happy trails, honey.”


Part Two

The roofie didn’t take hold for about fifteen minutes.

For those fifteen minutes Cal sipped his drink, ingesting more of the chemical, and slowly losing track of the world.

June watched, and didn’t understand what was happening. Cal was just getting slower, and stupider, and complaining. “It’s getting hotter. Don’t you feel how hot it is?”

Rick slid into the booth, as did three girls. It was getting crowded.

“Hi, Cal. I’m the guy who pranked you.”

“Oh…cool…I guess. Can you turn the heat down?”

Rick smiled, “Oh, I can do better than that. I’m going to cool you down. Girls?”

The three girls, giggling, stood up and pulled Cal from the table.

June was instantly worried, and she blurted, “Is he going to be okay?”

“Absolutely. We just gave him a roofie.”

“So that’s why he…”

“Yep. And don’t worry. No after effects, except the kind that you want. Would you like to watch?”

“Watch what?”

“Cal’s fall from grace. His entry into a new world. The playing of a joke that he will remember all his life.”

“I…I guess.”

“Excellent. Let’s have a drink, then check on him. And, I know we said this before, but thanks for this opportunity.”

“Oh, okay.”

June was confused, but Rick was charming, and she and he sipped some suds, then he stood up and escorted her to the backroom.

The girls had worked fast. They had Cal naked, and they were rubbing Nair all over his body.

Cal stood there, a rather stupid look on his face.

One of the girls said, “You’re gonna love this, honey. All those ugly, little hairs gone. Your skin will feel just marvelous.”

Cal smiled.

Rick placed a folding chair for June to sit on, and she sat and watched.

“Can I talk to him?”

“Sure.”

“Hey, Cal?”

He looked at her. The girls were starting to wipe the Nair off him. Not surprising, considering his naked state and three beautiful girls working on him, he had a king sized boner.

“Hi, honey.” He looked at her like he was seeing her for the first time.

“How’s it going?”

“Pretty good.”

His eyes were sort of vacant.

She looked to Rick. “He’s not going to stay this way, is he?”

“Oh, no. It’s just like any other drug. It’ll last a few hours, then he’ll come down. We should have him back in bed by that time, and he’ll go to sleep and wake up remembering nothing.”

“How do you know he won’t remember anything?”

“Because we’ll tell him not to remember until he is reminded. We’ll load your cell phone with pics and videos. He’ll have no trouble remembering when he sees that stuff.”

“Oh.”

June turned back and watched the women work.

The women had him clean now, and he was baby butt bald. Not a hair on his body.

“How’s that feel, stud?” asked one of the girls.

“Oooh,” and Cal giggled.

Which made June giggle. She had never heard him laugh like that, and that was when she realized just how far reaching this practical joke was going to be.

“Now,” whispered Rick, “there is one thing we’d like to do with him, but we want your permission, first.”

June looked at the sober man who was pulling such a stupendous practical joke.

“We would like to give him breasts.”

“Give him…”

“I know,” he waved a hand in a gesture, “it sounds drastic, but they’ll be what are called ‘vacation boobs.’ A type of fluid is injected into his chest. The fluid will last a month or two,” he grinned suddenly, “or longer if you wish to have him redone. But for a month he’ll have a large set of ta tas. But…this is going over the top, and while we would do it to somebody we knew without a moment’s hesitation, we do need you to think about it and, hopefully, give your permission.”

“Why does he need boobs?” asked June, which was a sort of ridiculous question considering.

“So he can win the contest.”

June blinked, her mind sort of stuttered to a halt, then she burst out in laughter. “Oh, yes. Go for it. The bigger the better.”

Rick grinned. “I sort of thought you’d say that, but we have to be sure.”

“Oh, yes. Be sure.”

Rick smiled and left the room.

They were in the back of the bar, on a stage, the stage that would be used for the topless contest. They could hear the partying going on out front, but nobody came back.

The girls put a wig on Cal, and suddenly he had a long fall of golden, blonde hair. They pierced his ears and gave him danglies.

Then they began putting fake nails on him, and painting them and  his toes.

Rick sat in a chair, smiling goofily, and watched his transformation.

Rick and Chuck came back in the room, and they had a woman with them. June didn’t know the woman was a doctor for a moment, except by the large satchel she carried.

They had Cal climb onto a table and lie down, and the doctor began injecting a solution in circles around his pectorals. Shot after shot, and June watched in amazement as Cal’s boobs began growing, and growing, and…growing.

Finally, she was done, and Cal had monstrous pillows on his chest.

“Make sure he wears a bra,” said the doctor, packing up her needles and medical equipment.

The girls took care of that. They slid a sturdy half bra under Cal’s back, fastened it, then worked it up over his boobs. He was now the proud wearer of an official ‘over the shoulder boulder holder.’ His boobs swelled up, were lifted, and his nipples, hard as rocks, peeked over the top.

And he looked good.

They had him sit up, and he struggled because of the new weight on his chest, but he made it, and he was more than big.

He had the biggest set of boobs June had ever seen.

And he smiled stupidly and looked down at his tits and didn't think anything of them.

While the doctor had given him boobs the girls had managed to finish his make up. His eyes were sparkling, his lips were red, and he was gorgeous.

But naked.

Except for the bra.

“How soon?” asked Rick of Chuck?

Chuck checked his watch. “Five minutes.”

“Let’s go, girls. Five minutes!”

The girls pulled a pair of panties onto Rick. He still had a boner, roofies apparently didn’t shut down the sexual drive, and they tied it to his leg.

They rolled nylons up his legs and fastened them to a garter belt.

Then they put a dress onto him.

It was a sexy dress. Low cut, portholes on the sides, a hem that went down just enough that his tied down dick was hidden.

Everybody stood back.

Rick snapped pictures on his cell. Chuck took videos on his. The girls posed with him.

Cal had no shame or embarrassment in his condition. He stood and posed, and even acted sexy.

He might be a man, but men always know what to do when they are dressed up.

He posed like a vamp.

Then Butch came back through the curtain. “Got to do it, fellows, stand to the side. Curtain goes up soon as I make my speech.

“Got it, Butch.”

Butch stopped and looked at Cal. “That’s him?”

Rick and Chuck grinned.

“Man. I never wold have known. And what a rack!”

Butch slipped back through the curtain and addressed the gathering audience, while Rick and Chuck and the girls moved Cal and June to the wings.

“Folks! Are you ready for some bra busting action?”

Cheers.

“Are you ready for the breast bests in the world?”

That was his usual shtick, and the crowd laughed and cheered some more.

“Then, without further ado, Yesterday’s Bar is proud to present…Topless Night!”

The crowd raised the roof, Butch dodged to the side, and the curtains opened up.

Next to June the three girls had taken off their clothes to reveal skimpy bottoms, and nothing else.

“First up,” Butch yelled over the noise, “Is Leslie!”

One of the girls pranced out on the stage and dancing music started up. She was red headed and had sizable breasts. They were a little pointy, which was okay because her nipples were so stiff, and she played to the crowd.

“YEAH!”

“DO IT!”

The scruffy patron’s of Yesterday’s Bar showed their appreciation with whoops and yells.

After a minute of Leslie dancing Butch held up his hands and yelled, “Thank you, Leslie! You are the babe!” He turned to the audience. “Are you ready for the next beauty?”

The audience roared its approval.

“Sally!”

A second girl danced out of the wings. Sally had short hair, which wasn’t unattractive, but most guys tend to like long hair.

But hair aside, it was her breasts which were the center of attention.

They were bigger than Leslie’s, but not by much. The problem was her nipples were the flat kind. They didn’t stick out.

Still, you couldn’t tell it from the audience’s reaction. There was screaming and foot stomping and somebody threw a jock strap onto the stage.

Sally didn’t skip a beat. She picked up the jock strap, ran it between her legs and pulled it back and forth.

Men and women were pushing up against the stage, their arms reaching and their tongues drooling.

Sally moved forward and put a hand out. A can of beer was placed in it, and she stood back and struck a pose and poured the beer over her breasts.

On the stage June could feel the stage shaking as the front row pounded their fists on the wood.

Then, her minute up, Butch yelled, “Man! That’s the only way to drink beer!”

The noise from the audience actually threatened to drown him out, and he had the microphone and a big set of speakers.

“Okay, our third contest! Our own home grown…Missy Sanchez!”

Missy stepped out from the wings. She had fluffed and teased her hair and it flowed down and around. Her boobs were the biggest yet, and she strutted around that stage like a rooster that had just won the fight. She was pumping her fists, her breasts were bouncing up and down, and she went gymnastic.

She placed her hands on the floor of the stage and walked over her head. She did the splits. She did simple jumping jacks, and the noise could have been heard in the next county.

Hell, the next country!

She was a beautiful woman, and in the light her Latino features could be discerned. And her hot, Mexican blood.

She shimmied and she shook. She looked lascivious and hot and like she wanted nothing more than the cocks of every man in the place!

June was sure Missy had won, but the contest wasn’t over yet.

“Okay, everybody!” Butch yelled. “Are there any contestants from the audience? Come on, girls. get up here and show everybody what you got!”

There were several women that wanted to get up on stage. A couple were ugly, and one even had skinny boobs. A couple of them were quite beautiful.

But Butch had stacked the deck with his three contestants.

Still, it was great, and many in the audience knew many on the stage, and they screamed and yelled and had a great time.

Then Butch stepped out.

“Okay, people. I’ve got one last contestant. I’ve been saving her for the last. Are you ready for…”

Cal stared at the phone in a daze. He had seen himself being made up. He had seen himself being dressed.

He had watched himself being turned into a beautiful woman, no resemblance to a man, and he had remembered.

As he went through the photos his mind opened up and images flooding through him.

He remembered as if he was dreaming, but there was no doubt that the dream was real.

Then June reached over and took the phone. She turned on the video and handed the phone back.

“…CALLIOPE!”

Rick undid Cal’s bra and Chuck screamed in his face. “Hold your boobs up! Don’t let them fall!”

Cal was pushed onto the stage.

He stood there, mouth open, not understanding, naked from the waist up, holding his big, fat boobs up with his hands.

The crowd cheered. They screamed. They stomped their feet and pounded each other on the back.

It was the appreciation that did it.

Cal moved, a simple step, and the crowd reacted, and Cal figured out that he was supposed to move. Like the girls before him.

He danced tentatively, then began moving faster.

He held his boobs up, they overflowed his hands, but he pointed them at the audience and shook them, and the audience went stark, raving crazy.

Men screamed, and they all wanted to be up there licking and sucking on the biggest, best boobs they had seen that night.

Women screamed, even as they stared enviously at Cal’s big boobers.

From the side June stared in awe.

Cal was getting in the swing of things. He began moving like a stripper, strutting, teasing, exciting.

“Oh, my God!” She turned to Rick. “Did you tell him to do that?”

Rick knew what she was referring to, Cal’s sexy dancing.

“No,” he yelled back. “That’s all him.”

“Oh, my God!” June repeated.

“I guess he likes it!”

Cal danced, and though he was on a roofie, and unconscious, his subconscious came through. When he was done dancing it was obvious that he was the best of the night.

Butch stepped out on the stage and gripped Cal’s hand and held it up. “Winner!”

The crowd screamed its approval.

“Winner of the best boobs of the year!” And Butch handed Cal a small trophy.

“And now, in keeping with tradition, we open the kissing booth. Remember, the more you put in the cup, the better a kiss you’ll get.”

The crowd calmed down. Some of the men went back to drinking, but most of the men lined up along the side of the room.

Butch took Cal’s hand and led him down the steps at the side of the stage. At the bottom of the steps was a small booth, and Butch put Cal in the booth.

The first man in line held out a five dollar bill. When Cal reached out for it, a normal response, the man grabbed his wrist and pulled him forward.

Their lips met, and the man bent Cal over and stuck his tongue down into Cal’s throat.

Cal’s eyes were open, and confused, but he didn’t resist.

On stage June gripped Rick’s arm. “I didn’t know…”

“I didn’t either, but it looks like he likes it.”

Man after man came to the front of the line, they put fives and tens and even twenties into the little cup, and the cup began to overflow with green cash.

And the big, scruffy patrons of Yesterday’s Bar, and a few hard core women, mashed their lips to Cal’s. They kissed him, and passed him on, and Cal, it became obvious, was kissing back.

Rick took June down to the floor. He began taking pictures, chuck was still shooting a video, and June heard one man say, “That bitch can kiss! I’m going to go again!”

And June stared at Cal.

He was beautiful, and men were grabbing his tits now, and he was getting into the kisses. Man after man, and June began to giggle.

Oh, Lord!

But the night wasn’t done.

It was late, and the bar was going to close.

Cal had a small box, which June carried around, that was filled with money. Lots of money.

The kissing booth was closed and Cal sat at a table and grinned as people passed him, smiled, said sweet things to him.

June sat next to him, and wondered if the people thought that maybe Cal was a lesbian, sitting so close to her.

But, no matter.

Chuck came to the table and sat down. “Pretty good, eh?”

“The best,” agreed June.

“Is it the best, Cal?” Chuck asked.

Cal nodded. He still had that goofy look in his eyes.

Chuck turned to June. He was holding a bag in one hand and he handed it to her.

“What’s this?”

“If you want to. No pressure. But it looks like Cal might enjoy it.”

She looked into the bag and gasped.

It was a strap on.

She looked at Chuck.

“Ask him. If he says no, then it means no. But there’s a bed up on the stage, and Rick and I will be shooting pics and vids. We’ll try to stay out of sight, but…” he shrugged.

June sat and stared at him.

A strap on.

She looked at her husband.

He had started this. Him and his stupid practical jokes. But this…was this going too far?

She looked at him. Perfectly made up. Big chest. Wonderful dress.

But it was his sexy manner that made her blink.

He danced like a woman, flaunting and teasing and arousing.

He was comfortable in his dress, in his lingerie.

He was already used to the extra weigh on his chest, and he walked like a pro in his high heels.

And he had jacked off in her hair.

And jumped out and scared her.

And hooked an airhorn to the toilet so that when she sat down she got the scare of her life.

And he had played his practical jokes with impunity. Nobody calling him out. Even if the joke was too raw, people didn’t get upset, or got over their upset.

And this was what decided her.

Consequences. He should experience the consequences, all the consequences, of a practical joke.

She turned to Rick. “Okay.”

In the kitchen Cal stared at the video. His hands were shaking as he realized that he’d kissed hundreds of men.

And he didn’t just realize it, he remembered it. He remembered the rough mouths, the plump mouths, the soft mouths.

He remembered the way they turned him and held him and even felt his boobs.

His shame was endless, his face redder than a cherry, because…because…he had to admit it…he liked it.

A sob escaped him, and June reached over and took the phone from him.

“I’m sorry.”

And she was. But there was no place to go but forward. Whether she had made a miscalculation or not didn’t matter.

Cal had to know.

He had to experience the consequences.

“Do you want to see anymore? I can lose this…you don’t have to—“

“No. I did this.” He looked up at her, his eyes wet and shiny. “I did this to lots of people, and I never realized…but…I guess I have to see it now.”

June handed him back the phone.

June led Cal up to the stage. It was quiet now. The bar was closed and the workers were cleaning up, and Butch was counting the cash.

Nobody would disturb them.

She didn’t even see Rick or Chuck.

The bed was in the middle of the stage, illuminated by lights. There were no covers, just a simple sheet tucked in tight.

June led Cal to the bed, turned him and sat him down.

He stared up at her. Trusting. Innocent. About to get his just rewards.

“Honey,” said June, “I’m going to ask you a question, and I need you to answer it honestly.

He smiled.

“I’ve got a strap on, and I’d like to fuck you with it. My question is…would you like this to happen?”

Cal didn’t hesitate. “Oh, yes.” He was positively beaming with delight.

June had her answer, and she took off her sexy dress.

She stood, beautiful in lingerie, and she took the strap on out of the bag. She figured out the straps and fastened it around her hips. The penis pointed outwards, a real hard on, and Cal reached for it.

June blinked. He reached for it. No hesitation.

She watched him suck on her plastic peter. His eyes kept flickering up, almost as if looking for approval.

She began to move her hips back and forth.

Her dingus moved in and out of his mouth. Then she was shocked…he took her fully, deep throated her, and she knew this was natural for him.

Or maybe he just practiced.

But on what? She was sure he didn’t go out and screw men, give blow jobs to them.

Had he been practicing on bananas or something?

She didn’t know, and suddenly it didn’t matter.

He sucked, and he reached under the straps and began fingering her.

Oh, God!

She moaned, screwed into his face harder, and moaned again.

Cal could no longer hold the phone. His hands were shaking too much, and he laid it on the table and watched the end of the video.

Tears fell from his eyes, big, thick drops that caused a puddle on the table.

June watched him, and she was a mix of emotions.

Was the pain too much for him?

Suddenly, she had misgivings.

She had been wrong. She should never had entertained the idea of playing a practical joke on her hubby. She should have just left it up to him, let him jack off on her hair, play his pranks.

That was him. Not her.

“Thank you,” he said, and she physically jerked in surprise.

Thank you?

“I never realized that my jokes could have…other effects. I just saw thought I was being clever.”

“Then you’re not mad at me?”

He gave a huff of breath. “Mad? How could I be? You’ve given me an epiphany, a massive one. Along with playing the most incredible practical joke I ever imagined. I mean, I know those two guys did it, but you…you did it and followed through and…oh, my God.”

June slid around the end of the table and squeezed in next to him. She kissed him. Deeply. Longly.

When they came up for air she asked, “And you’re not mad about…these?” she hefted one of his large boobs.

“Well, I should be, but…” he looked down. “They’re sort of cool.”

“And the lip stain we put on you? And making you dance in front of all those people?”

Again, he huffed, then said, “That’s the joke, and I’m going to have to live with it.”

She put her head against him then. Just leaned and enjoyed the feel of him, the magnitude of him.

“By the way, how much did I win?”

She looked at him with grin. “Seventeen hundred and change.”

His jaw dropped. “What? Seventeen hundred? Are you serious?”

“No practical joke this time, lover.”

“I just won seventeen hundred bucks for dancing around like a fool and…and…showing my tits?”

June couldn’t stop smiling.

Cal looked down at his chest. He was wearing a bra because he had to. But suddenly he didn’t mind.

He looked up at her.

“So when is the next topless night?”

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


Caught Crossdressing!

What would his wife do

when she found him feminized?

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Hello, sweet ones!

This story is about a man who likes to crossdress. That describes half the male population of the world, eh?

But he’s not honest, and he keeps his secret from his wife! And one should never keep secrets from their wife, right?

So when Leo is caught he is deathly afraid. Is this the end of his marriage? Will his wife ever get over it?

Read on, lovers, and find out for yourselves!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“These consultations are getting a bit old,” Tammy said as she folded clothes and placed them in her suitcase.

“Tell me about it,” Leo said. He was sitting on her vanity chair, watching her pack. “How long are you going to be gone this time?”

“Four weeks.”

“Ouch.”

She sighed, held up a dress, frowned, then tossed it to the hamper.

“So what do you do on those long, lonely nights?”

“Same thing you do, probably,” she said.

Not likely, he thought.

I watch a lot of TV, look for good books, sometimes I’ll go out for a dinner.”

“With who?” he grinned.

She chuckled and gave him a meaningful look. “With big dicked studs who haven’t had any for weeks and weeks.”

“Thanks,” he said drolly. “I really needed to hear that.”

Tammy laughed. “I make friends with some of the companies i consult with. Girlfriends, and we go out and have wine and get a little nasty.”

“Nasty, eh?”

“And what do you do, Mr. high and Mighty?”

He was polished at evading such queries. “I watch some football, surf the net. Go to sleep early.”

“Yeah, right. You probably polish the knob.”

She was looking at him intently now.

“That’s funny, you can joke about it. I didn’t even joke, and you’re all over me.”

“That’s ‘cause I know men.”

“And all men are sexed up horn dogs.”

“Nope,” she said. “Just you.”

She came to him then and sat on his lap on the chair. She touched her lips to his lightly, careful not to mess her make up. “You know,” she wondered aloud, “I really would like to see if you’re as pure as you say you are.”

I’m not! he thought.

“I’d like to install cameras, maybe make you wear on of those chastity things, see what kinds of things you’re watching on the internet.

“I watch the Bachelorette in the evening. During the day I watch The View. And when I’m—ERK!”

She had reached down between his legs and grabbed his favorite part. She held it tightly, squeezed slowly, and watched his face.

“Du…du…don’t!”

His face was red and he was trying to get his hands down so he could pull hers off.

She hugged him and twisted and whispered into his ear. “You probably masturbate ten times a day.”

“I…I…don’t. Pu…pu…puhlease! Let go!”

She did, and pushed away from him. He groaned and held his package.

“That hurt!”

“Big strong man,” she laughed at him.

“Bit, strong man has little, weak nuts.”

That made her laugh and she continued packing.

That had occurred on Sunday afternoon. That evening, while he was looking at the financial news, she headed next door to see her best friend.

“Come on, in. How about some wine?”

“You betcha.”

The girls sauntered into the kitchen where Sally poured Tammy a half a goblet of white wine, then topped it with half a glass of Canada Dry.

“Oh, that works,” Tammy said, sipping gratefully.

They adjourned to the patio and enjoyed the sunset.

Sitting, sipping, trading quips, Sally finally asked, “So what’s horn dog hubby going to be doing while you’re away?”

“Oh, I don’t know. But I sure wish I did know. I mean, it’s that old thing, what do pets do when their owners are away…what do hubbies do when they are left alone.”

Sally stuck her tongue in her cheek and made a jacking off motion in front of her mouth.

Both girls laughed, then Tammy said, “Seriously, haven’t you ever wondered?”

Not really, but…if you really want to know, why don’t you find out?”

Tammy snorted. “And how would I do that?”

“Do you remember when we went to that garage sale and I picked up those cameras?”

“The ones that hooked up to the computer? Weren’t you going to set them up around your house?”

“I was, but I didn’t, and I’ve still got the cameras.” Her face was smiling, but her eyes were intent.

Slowly, Tammy got it. She leaned forward and said, “Are you saying what I think you’re saying?”

“How long will it take him to drive you to the airport?”

“An hour.”

“And an hour back.”

“The cameras are very small. I can tape the red light on the front that shows they are working. I can use thumbtacks, the ends  overlapping the base of the cameras. Where would you like them?”

“Oh, my God!” Tammy’s eyes glowed with excitement. “Let’s see, one in the bedroom, one in the computer room…if anything is going to happen those are the places I would set them up in.”

“You can pick them up on your computer and send me the videos.”

“Live stream, baby.”

“And Leo will never know.”

“And you can find out what he looks at on the computer. You see see if he masturbates. Anything he does…you can see. And if you can’t, if he’s in the wrong room, I can set up other cameras. Give me your spare key—“

“It’s under the flower pot on the far right on the porch!”

“—and we can get to the root of how bad boys can be.”

“What do you think he does?”

“Oh, jacks off. Watches porn. Isn’t that what most men do?”

“I don’t know.”

“Well, you’re going to find out.”

Both girls giggled and sipped their wine.

The next morning Tammy was up early. Self sufficient, she had her bags out to the car before Leo was even up.

She came back in the house and nudged the bed with her knee.

“Let’s go, bozo. Time to take me to the airport.”

“Wha…? Oh.”

He sat up, a little tired, then realized what was happening.

“Hey! We never made love last night!”

“Your loss. Now come on.”

“But you were talking to Sally all evening, and…come on. You’re going to be gone a month!”

She tossed him his pants.

“Too bad, so sad.”

Inside she was gleeful. He was going to be horny, and whatever the result of his horniness, she would get to observe it.

What was her husband going to do when she was gone?

“Aw, honey…”

But she was out the door.

Leo pulled on his pants, yawned, brushed his teeth, and finished getting dressed. He wandered out to a plate of scrambled eggs and bacon. Tammy was just finishing her breakfast.

“Hurry up. Don’t want to be late.”

Leo sat, and she chuckled when she saw the bump in his pants.

“Got a boner, eh?”

“No thanks to you!”

“Oh, much thanks to me. Now, eat.”

Ten minutes later they were in the car and zipping down the street.

Eleven minutes later Sally dashed through the side yard and tried to the garage door.

It was open. No need for the key. Yet.

She was carrying a small cardboard box when the she entered the house.

She smelled the aroma of bacon and eggs and sighed. Well, the sooner she was done the sooner she could have her own breakfast.

The bedroom was set up perfectly for what she wanted to do. The dresser had a big picture over it, and above the picture was a small shelf. She got a chair, climbed onto the dresser, and put the camera between a little, boy blue statue and an oriental bowl. The bowl was a dark shade and not much light got up here. She put the camera far back, adjusted everything, checked the feed on her laptop, and grinned.

She had a perfect view of the room. She could see all four posters on the bed, and several feet to the side. She could even see int he dresser drawers!

The next stop was the computer room, and this was more difficult. She wanted to see what he was watching on the screen, but she also wanted to see his face and front. She finally decided on two cameras.  Again, there was a perfectly situated shelf, and, a bonus, it was filled with stuff. Stuff like old computer wires, old cell phones, an ancient VHS player, even cameras.

The one facing the computer screen was totally out of sight behind the VHS player. The one facing the chair Leo sat at was the problem. The far corner of the shelf faced Leo’s swivel, and since it looked a thim, he could look at it.

So how perceptive was Leo? That was the question.

Sally stepped up on a short filing cabinet. She tried to move everything as little as possible. She set the camera up behind a coil of wires, shifted a small radio that had seen better days, and stood back.

She could barely see the lens of the camera. Yes. That might do it. If Leo was not perceptive.

But then what man was?

She checked the feed on her computer. She now had three views on her screen. One of the bedroom at the lower right. Two of the computer next to each other on the bottom.

Hmm. She had three more cameras, but she only needed one. She just wanted a fourth view to fill out the screen.

She finally decided to put one above the refrigerator at the end of the kitchen. This would show the kitchen and the hallway, the length of the house.

She set the camera in place, checked her feed, and looked at her watch.

Forty-eight minutes. Not bad.

She ran home and checked her desktop. Everything was perfect.

She sat back, checked her watch again, and grinned. Oh, Leo. Poor baby. You have not a clue!

“Don’t let the plants die,” Tammy said as they walked her through the terminal.

“I won’t.” He smiled. He was used to these last minute instructions.

“And make sure you don’t forget to mow. I don’t want to come back to a shaggy house.”

“A shaggy house. That’s a good one.”

She grabbed his arm and pulled him to the side. She put her hands on both sides of his face. “And I don’t want you doing anything disgusting, like play with yourself.”

“What?” He put on an incredulous look. “I never do that stuff!”

Actually, she had no reason to think he did, and that was the point of her warning him. She wanted to put the bug in his mind. Play with yourself! Play with yourself! And how better to do that than to simply and directly keep mentioning it. Try not to think of the color purple and it’s too late, you have to think about it to not think about it.

She kissed him then, right behind the potted plat at the airport, and it was a scorcher of a kiss. And while she was kissing she brushed her hand against the front of his pants.

“Oh, heysoos!” he whispered, his boner surging. “You don’t screw me before you leave, and now this…”

“I’ll stop if you want,” she nibbled on his ear and bumped his boner harder.

“I think you’re going to miss your flight, baby.”

“Ha!” and she backed off.

A minute later she turned, right before she stepped into the hallway for the plane, and waved to him. She was grinning and he felt his dick pushing out at his pants.

Then she was gone. For a month.

He didn’t bother to wait and watch the plane take off. He headed through the terminal, into the parking lot, and drove for home.

He smiled, thinking about what he was going to do.

If Tammy had known Leo’s little secret she never would have bothered trying to excite him.

He was already peaking.

Sally was in the kitchen, doing the dishes, when Leo drove into the driveway. She saw his car through the window and turned off the water and headed for her computer. Shortly she was watching four screens and waiting for whatever was about to happen.

And it might be nothing.

He might spend a boring four weeks watching TV and reading, and working on the computer.

But she didn’t think so.

She thought that Leo, like every other red-blooded man, had secrets.

He was too nice, too calm, too polite. Behind that innocent facade there had to be some deep, dark secret.

Leo walked through the front door and showed up on Sally’s computer. He walked through the house. Into the living room, and the light momentary dimmed in the camera. He must have closed the blinds.

She chuckled and rubbed her hands. Here we go!

He came out of the living room and turned into the kitchen. He walked right towards the camera and for a second Sally thought he must have seen the camera. Then he passed out of sight, the picture was obscured by the back of the door into the garage, and she realized he was going into the garage.

The garage? For what? He didn’t have laundry or anything, what was he doing?

Then the door shut and she saw him walking back through the house. He was carrying a big cardboard box.

Huh? What’s in there?

He entered the bedroom and she moved her gaze on the screen.

He placed the cardboard box on the bed, then took off his clothes.

Sally watched avidly as he took off his pants, then underpants. His cock was BIG!

Part of it was that it was hard, a world class erection. Part of it was that it was a big cock. Oh, that lucky girl, thought Sally.

Now he was smiling. He stroked himself a few times, then walked into the bathroom.

Crap. Out of sight.

She figured he would pee and come back out. But the minutes dragged on.

Now she wished she had set up a camera in there, but that was not feasible. There was no place to hide it, and she didn’t think steam from the shower would be good for her little cameras.

But what was he doing in there?

The minutes passed. Fifteen minutes, and Sally went to the kitchen for a Coke. She came back and set the Coke on her desk just as Leo came back into view.

She stared. There was something different about him.

He toweled himself off, and she wondered if the lighting had changed. Or maybe her camera had developed a glitch. It wasn’t an expensive camera after all.

Then she blinked.

Oh, my God! His hair!

His body was whiter, and that was because his normal crop of hair was gone. Off his chest, out of his groin…he was hairless!

Nair. He must have used Nair!

She gave an uncontrollable giggle, and in her heart she knew that a show was just starting.

Men don’t make a point of locking all the doors just to use Nair in the middle of the day.

He reached into the box and took out…something.

Sally frowned and her eyebrows dipped. She bit a lip and leaned closer to the screen, tried to see what he was holding.

He was standing next to the bed, but with his back to her. He was fiddling with his groin.

What the heck was he doing?

Then he turned around and she gasped.

He was wearing something over his cock. It was a silvery tube of some sort, and…she realized what it was. A chastity tube.

Leo was wearing a chastity device! He had locked his cock up! He was in penis prison!

Leo took something else out of the box and walked towards the camera and out of sight. Back into the bathroom again.

Now what was he doing?

He came back out and she couldn’t tell anything. He did walk a little funny, but what did that mean?

He walked to the bed, reached into the box and got out four handcuffs. He put them on the posters of the bed, laid towards the center of the bed.

He tied something to the top right poster, and it took Sally a long moment to figure out what it was.

A key!

She knew, intuitively, that this must be the key to the handcuffs.

He reached into the box again and pulled out lingerie.

She watched in amazement as he put on panties and a bra. He had big falsies that he put in the cups, and his body was now looking pretty female.

He put on a corset. Pushed the falsies up a bit, made his ass flare out. It made his waist look much smaller.

She watched, and laughed, as he drew the strings as tight as he could. A corset could be difficult to put on, but he did an adequate job.

Sally wished she was there to pull the strings just a little tighter.

He put on nylons, and he was dope enough not to realize that putting nylons first would have made the corset easier.

But maybe he liked the struggle? Maybe there was a piece of him protesting, and this little thing was his way of speaking out against what he was doing to himself?

Maybe?

Maybe not.

Maybe he was just a dope who didn’t know how to get dressed as a woman.

Of course, he was doing a pretty good job of it, that one idiosyncrasy aside.

He took a dress out of the box. A tight, blue number. High enough to hide the line of the falsies, tight enough to really make his body feminine.

He wiggled into the dress, pulled it down, slicked the sides with his hands.

Sally sat back. “Well, well,” she murmured aloud. “Where do we go from here?”

Where he went was to the bathroom. Damn it.

But he was only in there a couple of minutes, and when he walked out she saw that he had brushed his hair, he always wore it long and now she knew why, and given him a bubble coif.

He once again reached into the box. This time he took out classic high heels. Black, shiny, patent leather. Three inch spikes. He stepped into them and as he turned to appreciate their look Sally realized: he did his toes! His toes were bright red!

Her mind somewhat blown, she watched as he walked out of the bedroom and she turned her gaze to the kitchen camera and watched him sashay down the hall.

And sashay it was. He was walking slowly, but she could almost hear the heels clicking on the wood floor. His hips were moving back and forth in a perfect imitation of a woman’s. He placed his feet one in front of the other, and his chest jiggled ever so slightly.

And she realized that the chastity tube hid the boner, kept it under control.

In the kitchen he reached up into the liquor cabinet, his hands passing right in front of the camera, the opening of the cabinet door temporarily obscuring her vision.

Then the door closed and she stared at…Old Grand-Dad 114.

He left it on top of the fridge and retrieved a glass from the dishwasher. He added ice cubes from the dispenser in the front of the refrigerator, then poured Old Grand-Dad into the glass. Finally, he opened the fridge door and got out a can of Coke. He poured a bit of the liquid into the glass, swirled the glass, and took a big glug.

He was only three feet from the camera and sally could see his adam’s apple going up and down.

He lowered the glass, smacked his lips, and he looked so happy.

He turned and, carrying the glass, headed back to the bedroom.

Sally watched his ass sway, and was almost turned on by how perfect it was.

In fact, she suddenly waved a hand in front of her face to cool herself off.

Whether it was the forbidden act of spying on him, whether it was seeing him naked, or…dressed as a woman, she was turned on. She could feel the heat in her loins, and knew she was getting wet down there.

He walked into the bedroom and sat down at the vanity table. He wiggled a bit, and she wondered if he had sat on something, because he would occasionally give a strange wiggle of his butt on the chair.

As he began to work, Sally wished she had a camera on the table for a close up, she wanted to watch this. But the one camera above the mirror did an adequate job. She could still see him applying make up. She just wanted a close up.

He took his time, cleansing his face and putting on primer. He had obviously done this before, because he knew everything to do, and he was very polished at doing it. No hesitation or thinking about it.

She watched as he applied foundation, then began adding color to his cheeks.

Lord, he was good. He put just the perfect amount of blush on his cheeks. And that was something because he had a male’s skin color. He was using female make up on a male face, and making it work.

He leaned forward and brushed darkness onto his lids. He carefully held his eyes open and drew the eyeliner on.

He took a moment to pluck his eyebrows, not too much, but enough. He could transition back to being a man and nobody would blink, but as a female he would shine.

He put clips on his ears and smiled, then he rolled a bright red lipstick onto his lips.

When he finally stood up and turned fully towards the camera Sally was astonished.

Gone was the man, presented was the woman.

He did not look male in any fashion.

She wondered if he worked out to make his chest thinner, his legs curvier. Did he work out physically to assist in his transformation?

Probably.

In fact, she thought definitely.

He was just too perfect not to have. And the sureness of his movements, his confidence…yes. He spent his life preparing for those times when his wife was out of town.

While the cat is away the mice…mouse…will play.

But the best was yet to come.

Leo, now fully made up, and totally looking like a woman, strutted down the hallway.

Yes, his heels must be clicking loudly.

He poured himself another drink, but this time he placed a straw in the glass. He sipped a bit, Sally had a perfect view of his lips puckering around the straw, then headed back for the bedroom.

He took a few big draws on the straw, then sat on the bed.

And turned and lay on the bed.

He bent over and, with much effort and contorting because of his corset, he fastened the handcuffs to his ankles.

Then he lay back and reached out for his left hand. He clicked the handcuff shut. He had only his right hand free, but he didn’t bother with it for a second.

He reached down and pulled his dress up. He again contorted and managed to  pull out a…butt plug!

“Oh, my God!” burst out of Sally’s lips. That was what he had done earlier, in the bathroom. That was why he walked funny at first, and why he had suddenly achieved a lady like sway in his rump! That was why he gave the occasional wiggle while sitting on the vanity chair!

He was wearing a butt plug!

She could imagine the tight sensation running through him. Having a butt plug up the heinie was about as close as a man could come to being a woman, and…and it wasn’t, as she blinked and watched what he did next.

He reached up to his pillow and took out a dildo.

Sally’s eyes opened extra wide. Her mouth was ludicrously open.

He slid the dildo where the sun doesn’t shine.

He finally reached up and worked his wrist against the handcuffs until they snapped over his right hand.

He was caught now! He was laid out, his body trapped, and he began wiggling against the bed. He wiggled, and the dildo moved around, and he groaned loudly. She didn’t have to hear it, just watching, Sally knew he was groaning.

Oh, Leo, what fantasies you must be pursuing.

Dressed as a woman.

Your dress up and your panties down.

A penis stuck into you.

Are you going to get off?

And that became the question of the day. Was he going to ejaculate from his…workings?

Was he going to squirt inside his dress and spew his semen all over the place.

Leo wiggled, and his face became red. He was moaning, definitely loudly.

He pulled on the handcuffs. He jerked and moved his hips up and down.

How deep was that dildo? Sally wondered.

Then she realized something.

Her hand was in her crotch.

She was rubbing her mons.

She was terribly turned on.

Without taking her eyes off the screen she stood up and began taking off her clothes.

Leo writhed and twisted and pushed his buttocks down, taking more and more of the forbidden fruit into his bunghole.

Sally pushed off her panties and pulled off her bra. She sat on the chair again, and she grabbed her mons and squeezed.

A thrill shot through her.

She watched Leo squirm, deeply in the throes of lust. All alone and in love with himself.

She put a finger in herself. Two fingers, and began pulling up, rubbing for the G spot.

She wondered how much he loved his wife. He did love here, this was obvious. He was a good husband, and he watched her with eyes that revealed a depth of love.

But he was splitting that love with his own perverted desires.

Now he was humping up and down, landing on the base of the dildo. It had to be all the way in, and he was wiggled to sour his insides with the thing.

She put three fingers in, and grabbed and pulled her tits with the other hand. From breast to breast, pulling on the nipples, squeezing her fat glands with a hand.

Now he wasn’t the only one moaning.

In the silence of her house, not thirty feet from where Leo lay, she groaned and dug into her pussy.

On the screen he was frantic! Going up and down like a rabbit! A spastic effort at ejaculation.

“Go, Leo!” burst from Sally’s lips. Her voice was alone in the house, but she felt a bond with the man on her computer screen.

He was going to get off! He had to get off!

And so did she!

Then Leo arched his back high, held it for an amazing ten seconds, then slammed his hips down, driving the fake penis to its deepest, and white fluid began seeping out of his chastity tube.

A lot of semen.

He was getting everything out!

Seeing this, Sally had her own orgasm. She arched her back, held it, and her eyes rolled back and she saw whiteness. A golden haze enveloped her, held her, and then…she slumped back.

Fuck! What a bomb!

On the computer screen, on his bed, Leo slept the peaceful sleep. He was sated, satisfied, and his dick no longer struggled in the chastity tube.

At her computer Sally, dazed, grappled with her thoughts.

She looked at her watch. It was still hours until Tammy landed.

She might be able to get through before then, while Tammy was flying, but…no. Just wait.

Too much to think about.

Leo was a kink.

And it was turning her on.

Oh, she wasn’t about to steal another woman’s husband.

Besides, it was the kink that was exciting her, not Leo.

He was a great guy, but…that wasn’t the magic.

The magic was seeing him laid out, fucking himself, a woman.

What would she tell Tammy?

That was easy. The truth.

In fact, she didn’t have to tell her anything. She just had to send her the videos.

And what would she think when she found out that her man had a deep, deep secret.

What would she think?


Part Two

Tammy stared at the screen. She had arrived, checked in, and checked back with Sally.

And had received a couple of hours of video. Since she didn’t have to start her consulting until the morrow, she had sat on the bed, in her robe after a shower, and…lost her mind.

Seriously.

Her mind was somewhere else. Where, she did not know.

Her husband was a crossdresser. Or worse.

Or maybe better, depending on how you looked at it.

The question was, how was she going to look at it once her mind returned.

Ding ding!

Her cell phone rang. Her mouth slack, her eyes shocked, she picked up the phone. Upside down, and answered it.

Then realized and turned it right side up.

“Tammy!”

“Sally!”

“What do you think?”

“I…I…I don’t know if I’m capable of thought.”

“I know, isn’t it incredible? Isn’t that the greatest thing you’ve ever seen?

And that decided it, that one moment of non-judgmental opinion, delivered from her friend.

“Great?” mumbled Tammy.

“I mean, how men will go to that much trouble for an orgasm? And, man, you got to admit…that orgasm must have been out of this world.”

Tammy slowly came to her senses. Her friend thought it was funny. And what she was saying, about what Leo was willing to do, how far he was willing to go…her mind started to settle down.

She finally managed, “Amazing.”

“I’ll say. So how do you want to play this?”

“What do you mean?” And Tammy looked down. Her robe had come apart a bit and she was looking at her own pussy. The curly hairs of a little landing strip. The wet folds, the way her clitoris was…rigid.

Rigid?

And then she realized, looking down past her robe, that her nipples were standing straight out.

Was she really getting hot over this?

But she was!

“Tammy?”

“Uh…yes.” Tammy pulled her robe shut.

“What do you want to do?”

“I’m not sure what to do.”

Her vagina was moist. In fact, it wasn’t moist, it was fucking wet!

“Hey, girlfriend, your hubby is doing nasty things to himself. Do you want to guilt him? Trick him? Shame him? You certainly can’t be willing for him to keep doing this kind of stuff!”

“Uh…”

“Can you?”

Tammy put a hand on herself, down there, and felt her folds. “Well…” He had made her so hot! Just by dressing like a woman! And…and getting off like that.

She didn’t know that men actually liked it up the pooper.

She thought that was reserved for gays, and that somehow it felt hurtful.

But, she continued thinking, why would gay men do it then, if it was painful.

Which meant—a little light bulb going off inside her cranium—that it didn’t hurt.

That it felt good!

She was rubbing herself now, trying to relieve herself of some of the frenetic heat that was coming out of her gland.

“Tammy? Are you listening?”

“Yes…yes…” She tried to stop feeling herself. “Look, don’t do anything. Just record it al. We need to think. We need to come up with some kind of plan.”

“Okay, but…Tammy?”

“Yes? Oh please, hang up, I need to finish this!

“He’s not doing anything bad. He’s just…playing with himself. No crime against that, right?”

“No…no crime.” She was breathing hard, rubbing harder. She looked down at her nipples. The material of her robe was sliding back and forth across the nipples with her motion. She was going to do this. She had to get off the phone.

“Listen, don’t do anything, just get all the evidence you can get. I’ll call you tonight and we’ll figure something out. Okay?”

“Okay. Are you all right?”

SHUT UP! her mind screamed.

“Yes…yes. I have to go. There’s a boss on the line.”

“Okay. I’ll talk to you later.”

“Yes. Talk. bye bye.”

Click.

Tammy rolled back, her robe came open and she spread her legs.

“Oh, fuck!” she wailed, and her hand became a blur.

Leo awoke, and he was in the most pleasant place. His frantic desires, desires which he hid from his wife, had been satisfied.

He was okay.

His balls were empty.

He sighed, felt as good as he ever had in his life, and looked up at the handcuff on his right hand.

He smiled and felt for the key he had tied around the post. It was tied by a thick string, no chance of it falling off. If that happened he’d probably die before the month was up. Die dressed up like a woman with a dildo up his butt.

There were worse ways, he supposed with a grin.

He worked his right hand around, managed to get the key, and inserted it and twisted. the cuffs fell free.

Lord, he had had to practice that move a lot of times.

He undid his other hand, sat up, and released his feet.

Free, and no longer obsessed with being a woman.

He got up, got undressed, put everything away nightly, but left the box next to the bed.

He used cold cream on his face, then went for a shower. The water sluiced down upon him, rinsing his sex sweaty body clean.

Then he dried, put on shorts and a tee, and some athletic shoes, and went on with his day.

He mowed the lawn. Usually he mowed it every seven days, but he did it every ten when Tammy was gone. Three mows.

And he did similarly with all his jobs. Letting them go until the last minute. Then, when Tammy came home, he would do one big cleaning and pretend he had been working all month.

Rrrrrr! He ran the mower back and forth.

“Hi, Leo!” His next door neighbor, Sally, waved.

Leo smiled. She was looking mighty fine, and he loved the way she went around in a bikini or just a robe.

Today was just a robe, and he stopped to chat.

How’s work, how’s life treating ya, yadda yadda, yadda.

Bullshit small talk while he pretended to look her in the eyes, but he was really sneaking glimpses of her tremendous ta tas and her nifty nipples.

Her face was pretty good, too. Full lips which she always kept plum, red and moist. Even set eyes that showed intelligence, but not too much.

Leo hated it when women looked at him and were too smart, seemed to look right through him, seemed to know what he was thinking.

Of course, no woman had ever seen the real truth of him, the dildo loving, autogynephiliac.

“I asked when is Tammy due back?”

“A month,” he made his boob wandering mind come to attention.

“That’s probably the secret of your marriage.”

“What?” He wasn’t  tracking. What was she saying?

“Science has proven that when married couples take small vacations from each other the marriage is stronger.”

“Well that’s interesting. I never thought about it.”

She smiled. Right. You never thought about it while you were doing transvestite self bondage and sticking a big old plastic hog up your poop chute.

“Well, think about it. I’ve got something in the oven, so talk to you later.”

“Okey dokey.”

And they parted. Leo to mow his lawn, and Sally to her bedroom where she was about to put something big and plastic with good vibrations into her own oven.

The days passed, as they are wont to do.

Sally kept her eye to the computer screen. she checked it constantly, but Leo seemed to have gotten his fantasies out of his system.

Which irritated her no end. She wanted to watch. Sure, the videos were good for a squirt or two, but having seen them once…she wanted more.

She wanted to see what he did next time.

Even if he did the same thing, it was real, it was really happening, and that would be so much more exciting than just watching the videos.

Tammy called every night. And even during the day, taking time out for work.

“Has he done it yet?

“No!”

“Damn! What’s wrong with that boy?”

The girls giggled. What had once worried them as sick and perverted was now become their choice of masturbation.

They wanted new videos. They wanted to see what else he had in his repertoire. They wanted to see him dressed up and tied down and getting off!

Leo puttered around the house. Unaware of the aggravation and anticipation he was causing, he got up and cleaned out the gutters.

He left dishes in the sink, only cleaning them every two or three days, when the mood struck him.

He got dressed, like a man, and went to the store.

He put on his biking outfit regularly and went for daily ten mile jaunts.

“Damn!” observed Sally. “I would think that that outfit wold be a little kinky, or that he would wear panties underneath them, or something!

But Leo just watched a little TV, caught a game and sipped at a single drink, and worked a crossword puzzle while the game was on.

No big excitement there.

Then, about the fifth day after his sexual adventure, he got out the box, put on the chastity tube, and…that was it.

“What’s stopping him?” groaned Tammy.

But he just watched a game on the TV, read a book, and took a shower.

He often took a shower. Usually once a day, but often after sweaty work. Nothing unusual about that.

But this day he took a longer shower. And when he came out he was holding his package and looked a little…frantic.

Just a little. A tightening of the eyes. Thinner lips.

“He’s going to do it,” pronounced Sally.

Tammy agreed. It had been seven days. Leo and her usually made love every three or four days. Without her to excite him, however, he was taking longer to get excited.

But now, his cock caged, a look in his eyes, he was looking like he was getting ready.

The next day he put on panties and a bra. It was Saturday, and he stayed inside. Cleaned the garage, did the laundry, did the dishes.

About three in the afternoon he put his falsies in, and he started wearing high heels. Not the big ones, just some low ones.

And…he glued on some fake nails. And he painted them a bright red.

Oh, yes. He was getting close.

But he didn’t do anything.

At the end of the night, in spite of looking a bit hot and sweaty, sexually speaking, he simply went to bed.

But the next day, starting about noon, he went for it.

Again, Sally watched him. As did his wife on her computer.

They watched him get everything ready.

They watched him get dressed and made up.

They stared in astonishment as the amazing transition he went through.

Man to woman, in just a couple of hours.

Then he was walking around the house, strutting and sashaying, clicking in his high heels and sipping bourbon and Coke.

Then, to the bed. the handcuffs. The dildo. The frantic, pounding, lusty ride, and…he was done.

So were Tammy and Sally.

His excitement was their excitement, and they had used their own dildos to accomplish what Leo did with his.

Different holes…same song.

And it was over, and they knew for how long.

The second week passed, and he did it again. It was almost a ritual. He deviated here and there, but he was taking his time, doing the same things, achieving the same results.

And the girls could hardly stand it.

They wanted him to put on a show every night!

They wanted to get themselves off every night!

But Leo was regular, if nothing else.

The third week passed, and he got himself off for the fourth time.

The girls were beside themselves.

Yes, they were getting off every time he did, but they wanted more!

They had never thought of themselves as being addicted to sex, but it was obvious, even to them, that they were.

Then the fourth week began to pass, and they knew they were running out of time.

After all, Leo would get off, and they would be left high and dry, no squirts for them, until Tammy left on another consultation.

But consultations that lasted a month were few and far between. It might be a year before she got another one.

They were going to have to do something; they were going to have to bring matters to a head.

But…how?

By the time Friday rolled around they had a plan. And it was a doozy!

Friday, and Leo locked the tube on himself.

God, he loved the feeling of not being able to get erect. It made him hornier and hornier, so horny that with a day or two he couldn’t stand it.

But he didn’t need to.

Saturday he wore lingerie and heels and pranced around the house.

He was getting so damned horny he couldn’t stand it. But he sipped some bourbon, and that relaxed him enough to get to sleep.

Then Sunday arrived. Super Sunday.

Leo was to pick up Tammy the following day, six at night.

He would blast off on Sunday evening, recover, clean the house on Monday, and pick her up. He would be scrubbed squeaky clan, the house would be in fit shape, and…he would be able to stand the wait until the next time she left.

A little past noonLeo began getting ready.

He had a drink, put on some lingerie, and watched a game.

His weenie was surging, trying to get loose, anxious to squirt.

No squirt for you, bozo. Not yet.

A little later he put on a dress, nylons, brushed his hair, and began putting on make up.

Sally watched on her computer. Her heart was pounding. She couldn’t wait!

He finished his make up, had his butt plug in, and was walking in the back yard.

Sally ran out to the fence and peered through a knothole.

Leo was gorgeous. If she didn’t know he was a man she never would have guessed.

He went back into the house, and she returned to the computer.

He got onto the bed, removed the plug and replaced it with a big, old snake of a cock.

He began to hump and writhe. The grand finale was here, and it was time.

Leo was going crazy. He was struggling against the cuffs, and the dildo was moving inside him. He knew he was going to squirt. Any minute now, he could feel it coming. He was going to—

Sally was wearing a totally black outfit. She wore a bulky shirt under a sweat shirt and, a sudden inspiration upon preparing, a thick dildo was strapped to her leg.

Her hair was tucked up under a ski mask and all that could be seen of her was her eyes. Her eyes, which had no make up on them and which she kept slitted.

“AIIEEE!” Leo screamed.

Sally was holding a gun. It wasn’t loaded, but she acted like it was.

“Got ya!” she yelled in a deep voice.

Leo reached for the key to the cuffs, but Sally moved forward, snaked a hand out and grabbed them. She broke the string and jumped back.

Leo was totally caught.

She moved around the bed, making sure the handcuffs were tight.

He was fastened to the bed and there was absolutely no way he could get free.

“What…what…let me…go!”

Sally couldn’t stop grinning under the ski mask.

Leo struggled. He thrashed back and forth. He pulled on the cuffs, but the bed was sturdy and he wasn’t going anywhere.

Sally moved to the bottom of the bed. She reached up and gripped the dildo and slowly slid it out.

Leo groaned, then gave a grunt as it left his hole.

Sally backed up to the door, holding the dildo in one hand.

“You can’t do this! Who are you?”

Sally left the room.

That was the longest night of Leo’s life.

He lay there, tormented, destroyed, wondering what was going to happen to him.

He had been caught, but he didn’t know how.

And whoever had caught him had managed to break into the house without making a sound.

It was almost like they knew what he was doing.

He lay and heard a clock ticking from the other room.

He thought the person who had confined him was still there. He heard dishes being done. He heard the TV. He heard soft footsteps through the house.

But she didn’t come back, at least, not for a while.

His dick, in spite of the fright, was trying to get hard. It was still in the cage.

He wished that whoever it was would take the chastity tube off. He wanted to be done with horny. It was time for him to put on the sedate mantel of quiet respectability.

He lay, and worried, and was all sexed up.

About eleven or so, he really didn’t know exactly when, the person who had broken into his room entered again.

It’s a woman! He thought, taking the time to inspect her. She was trying to disguise her face and figure, but women walk. Certain way. They don’t have nuts to keep their legs apart. So…it was a woman.

Which realization did him absolutely no good.

So it was a woman? He couldn’t break free and overpower her, and she didn’t seem to hear him when he tried to speak to her.

“You have to let me go.”

She was holding, of all things, a bed pan.

“Who are you?”

She slid the bed pan under him. In a gruff voice she said, “Pee.”

just one word. Not enough for him to identify her. And he might not even know her. Probably didn’t.

She shook his caged cock, not at all averse to handing him. “Pee!”

He tried to talk, but she pressed on his belly, and he groaned.

He was going to have to pee. He needed to, but did this mean she was going to keep him there through the night?

The sound of tinkling filled the room.

Leo felt a little relief and sighed.

When he was done she took the bed pan away and left him with one word.

“Sleep.”

He had a hard time sleeping. He was still dressed like a woman, and that meant the confining feeling of the bra and the corset. He also had a bad case of ‘dick won’t stop moving.’

It just kept moving and wiggling and trying to get hard.

About three in the morning he nodded off.

And woke up an hour later.

Then he got a couple of hours of sleep, and later, another hour.

But he wasn’t tired when the day was in bloom. Short on sleep, he was long on sexual excitement.

The woman in black entered his room with another bed pan. He emptied himself, asked questions to no avail, and…waited.

Tammy was due home that evening.

He had a dread feeling that that was why he was being held.

He would see his wife, or she would seem, and…what would that do to their marriage?

But he hadn’t done anything really bad! He hadn’t knocked over a bank for killed somebody. He hadn’t even cheated!

But…there was no telling with women. She might get screwy over the situation and kick him out of the house.

What would he do?

The day passed, and the figure in black came in and fed him. She wore latex gloves so he couldn’t even identify her hands.

He could see red tips in the fingers of the gloves, but not enough.

Who was she?

Why was this happening?

What was going to happen to him?

At six that evening Tammy stepped off the plane. Sally was there to meet her, and she was grinning.

“He’s waiting?” asked Tammy.

“Oh, yes.”

The girls giggled, couldn’t contain themselves, and they walked through the terminal. An hour later they were pulling into Sally’s driveway.

“So, are you ready?” Asked Sally.

“Oh, baby. I was born ready!”

the two women crossed the lawn and entered Tammy’s house.

It was quiet in the house, but they could actually feel Leo’s presence downtime hall, emanating from the bedroom.

“Honey, I’m home!”

They stood in the foyer and smothered their giggles.

No answer. But they could feel him, They cold feel his emotion, his panic.

“Honey? Are you home?”

The sounds of struggle. Handcuffs against bedposts, and the bedposts were winning.

Tammy walked down the hallway, taking her time, letting her heels sound on the floor.

“Honey?”

Looking into bedrooms. “Not here. Hmmm. I wonder…”

Last room before the master bedroom. “I wonder, could he be sleeping?”

Behind her Sally was holding her gut, trying not to laugh.

Tammy jumped into the room as if to surprise Leo.

Leo yelled, “NO!”

He was laying in his dress, his legs spread enough to give a view of the chastity tube.

She screamed, “AIIIE!” and jumped back in the hallway.

“No…no…!” Leo sobbed.

Then Tammy stepped back into the room, laughing and laughing and laughing.

Sally followed her, holding a cell phone and videoing everything. And she was laughing and laughing.

Leo was terrified. He was panicked, and scared, and his head was raised. He burbled, “No…please…honey…don’t…please…”

Then, as the girls continued laughing, he stopped talking. His pale whiteness gave way to redness, and he turned the brightest red in history.

Tammy laughed and laughed, and she came up next to the bed and looked down.

Sally was on the other side, and she kept filming.

“Tammy?” He whispered.

“So this is what you do when I’m not around!”

“It’s not…what it…”

“What? It’s not what it looks like? I find that hard to believe.

Leo looked at Tammy. “You’re the woman in black.”

“Guilty.”

Tammy reached over and felt his boobs. “Lord, you really went all out, didn’t you?”

“I…but…”

“I mean, you really look beautiful. Oh, a little worn, and scared and tired and all that, but you’re really beautiful.”

“I’m sorry.”

“For what? Being beautiful?”

Little tears were trickling down his cheeks.

Tammy dried on and said, “Oh, you silly boy. If you had only told me.” She looked up at Tammy. “Where’s the thing you took out of his butt?”

“On the table next to you.”

Tammy turned, picked up the dildo. “My, this is big.” She held it up and waved it in the air, then she looked at her friend again. “And you took this out of his ass?”

“Yep.”

Tammy moved down the bed. One hand held the dildo and the other trailed along his body.

“I can’t wait,” she said. “We can dress him up all the time, and we can even get him a set of implants. Nice, big boobies. Would you like that, honey?”

Leo was giving light struggles, still crying, his face still red.

“And you found it right here?” Tammy put the dildo at his anal entrance.

“That’s the place.”

She looked at Leo. “And you really like it?”

“I…I…I…”

Very slowly Tammy inserted the dildo.

Leo gasped, then stopped struggling.

It went in smooth and easy, and Leo groaned loudly.

“No!”

“I think, said Tammy, working the tool around, “That this is one of those times that no doesn’t mean no. Am I right, honey?”

Leo was gasping, and now his struggles weren’t to escape, but to feel more of that wonderful dick substitute.

For a long minute Tammy played with him, fondling his balls, bringing him closer and closer, then she stopped.

Leo gulped loudly and looked at her.

“Ask me,” she whispered.

He lay, mute, and was scared.

“Ask me and I’ll keep going.”

He breathed, “Please.”

“Please what?”

“Please…get me off.”

“Please…fuck you?”

He nodded.

She gave him a jab and he lurched upwards with the pleasure.

“Fuck you with a dick?”

“Yes! For God’s sake! Please!”

She pushed it in and out, she stirred his innards, and right when he was starting to roll his eyeballs, when his toes were curled and he was about to let go of his seed, she pulled It out.

“What…” he didn’t understand, He had been on the edge of a great cum, and now…now…

Tammy held the dildo up.

“Honey, for you to get a cum is going to take some work.”

“What? What are you…”

“Our relationship is changing, you see. I think I’ll be wearing the pants in the family from now on. And this,” she waggled the dildo, “Will be in those pants. From now on you’ll be cleaning and cooking, and if you do a good job I’ll lay you down, or bend you over, whichever you prefer, and give you what you want.”

“But…honey…”

“And, Sally has some chores for you to do. So you’re going to stay the way you are, all dressed up, and you’re going to earn your release.”

“You aren’t going to …how can I cook and clean if you don’t untie me?”

“Oh, we’ll let you out of bed, but that,” she shook his cock cage, “stays on.” And this,” she put the dildo between his legs and tickled his brown spot, “will be your reward.”

“But…”

“So, honey, as soon as you agree, to Sally’s cell phone, which will be considered legally binding, then we can let you up and you can start earning your pleasure. Do you agree?”

It took a moment, but he was caught, and, face it, this was what his fantasy was all about.

He nodded.

“Say it aloud, please.”

He gulped, turned to Sally’s cell phone and said, “Yes.”

END
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Author’s Note

I often get emails from girls asking for advice. Many of them are men  pretending to be girls, and except for returning cheerful comments, I don’t answer most of these queries.

But an answer should be presented.

The best advice I can give is don’t go too far too fast. And…most important…be aware of what is really happening, not just in your man, but in yourself.

This story starts out sweet, but it takes a turn, and then Mickey, the wife, begins going too far.

So how far should you take a man?

Read on, and decide for yourself. You’ll see all the stages of feminization, and you can decide for yourself when you think Mickey has gone too far, then apply that knowledge to yourself.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I feel like crap,” Mick groaned. She sat down on the toilet and groaned.

“Oh, no! Can I do anything for you?” Her husband, Jack, knelt down next to her.

“No…no. It’s just my period.”

He felt her forehead. “You’ve got a fever.”

“And my insides feel like they're making knots.”

“No party for you, young lady. It’s bowl of soup time.”

Mick looked up at Jack. She was a beautiful woman, shapely down below, gorgeous in the face, and smart, to boot. Right then her face was drawn, pale, and her eyes had a bad look in them.

“Thanks for being understanding.”

“Come on, let’s get you in bed, and I’ll call the Johnson’s.”

“You’re not going to tell them I’m having a period, are you?”

He laughed. “Mrs. Johnson, please excuse Mickey and I tonight, but she’s on the rag. Of course I’m not going to. I’ll make up a better excuse, like I got arrested, or you had a baby. Something they’ll believe.”

She groaned, but she smiled, and Jack helped her up. He walked her slowly into the bedroom and pulled the covers back for her. She slid under them and he lifted her legs, then tucked her in.

“Let me make a phone call, then I’ll bring in an ibuprofen and some chicken noodle soup. You okay with chicken noodle?”

“Uh huh,” she nodded and curled into a ball.

Jack left, and she shivered a bit as she listened to him.

“Hey, Cal, I’m sorry, but I’m really feeling under the weather…yeah, it might be the flu…no, it’s not bad, but I certainly didn’t want to bring something over to your house…..oh, sure. We’ll do it next month. Sure, say to Karen. Thanks.”

Click.

She smiled. He had even taken the blame for her. Now that was a husband.

She heard him clanking pans in the kitchen, then she heard the microwave go off.

She smiled. And shivered. And tried to relax.

Periods always hit her hard. She would get headaches, flu like symptoms, and, of course, a big gift of blood.

‘Part of the price for being a woman,’ Jack would say. Jack always seemed so understanding.

He walked into the room with a hot bowl of soup and a pill on a tray. “You want to sit up?”

“No,” she muttered, sitting up.

He sat next to her and watched her pop the pill, then spoon soup into her mouth.

“You want some crackers?”

“No. I just want to eat and go to sleep.”

“Okey dokey.”

“I’m sorry.”

“And you should be,” he chided her, laughed at her.

“Oh, shut up.”

“Well, what have you done to be sorry for?”

“Having this period.”

“Nothing to be sorry for. That’s nature speaking up.”

“And…I’m sorry for the other thing, too.”

He gave a playful growl. “You mean I was going to get lucky tonight?”

“You were going to get the works.”

“The works? The whole works? Penetration and everything.”

“I wouldn't go that far,” she said, smirking.

I should have known. You’re just playing with me.”

She was finished with her soup now, and he stood up, picked up the tray. “I’ll be back to see if you need anything.”

“Okay,” she snuggled into the covers and closed her eyes. The soup had been perfect, and now she was ready to pass out.

He left the room, and when he returned, after washing the bowl and spoon, she was producing soft sighs of snores.

He smiled, turned off the light, and closed the door, leaving only six inches for him to hear her through.

Jack checked the house, made sure the doors were locked, fed the fish, then retired to the computer room.

He sat down at the computer and was very aware that he had a big boner.

Of course he did. Seemed like he always did.

Even when he was growing up, past puberty, he had had a stiff problem. Now he was going to do what he did then to handle it.

A little porn, a stroke or two, and he would be good.

He fired up the computer and went searching.

Lately, he had been getting off on chicks with dicks.

He wasn’t gay, he still liked women, but to see a woman with a penis, or, more properly, a man with tits, screw…that was exciting.

But it was likely just a phase.

Two years ago he had been into muscular woman. He loved seeing these super built weightlifter women grab a boner and act like they were going to twist it off.

Then, last year he had been into lesbians who fisted. God, that had turned him on, seeing slender women making love to other women, but when it came time for penetration they would use their whole fists.

Of course they would. They didn’t have weenies, so what else were they going to do?

Now he was into trans people screwing women.

He didn’t want to see them screwing men, which sort of proved he wasn’t gay, just screwing women. Preferably big chested women.

He thought of Mick, sleeping her period off. Now there was a woman with a chest.

He salivated at the thought of her big double Ds. He his weenie got a little stiffer. Man, he was going to have to get off!

He went searching. Went through Porzo and found a category that looked ripe. He rubbed his pants as he scrolling through dozens of ins and outs, ups and downs, slobbery kisses and his excitement grew and grew.

Finally, he was ready.

He found a cumpilation on the computer and started it up. He freed his cock and began stroking. Oh, Lord, this was going to be good.

He reached under his shirt and rubbed his nipples. He squirmed, and wished he had thought to put in a butt plug. He—

The door opened.

Jack half leaped out of the chair. He let go of his cock and tried to look like he wasn’t doing what he was doing.

“Jack. I wanted to—are you jacking off?”

Mick stared at him. She was obviously feeling better, and…she had caught him.

He had figured she would be out of it for a couple of hours at least, and probably till morning. Now he tried to stuff his cock into his pants.

She started to grin and pushed her way into the little room.

“Oh, my gosh! You are!”

She rounded the corner of his desk and looked down at his weenie. It was so hard he hadn’t been able to get it in his pants. It stuck up, pointed towards the ceiling, and it was throbbing and dripping.

“Jack Donahue!” She laughed. “I caught you! You bad boy! Playing with your weenie like a high school kid.

Jack’s face was red, he looked so-o-o guilty. “I’m sorry, I didn’t…”

He stopped talking.

She knelt down and looked him in the face.

He tried to look away.

She reached up and grabbed his face with one hand and forced him to look at her. “Hey. It’s not like we all don’t do that. And it’s not like you don’t have cause. After all, I was supposed to give you the works tonight, remember?”

“Uh, yeah,” he mumbled.

“So instead of getting all embarrassed, just get that big hog out and show me how you’re going to rassle it down to a decent size.”

He wouldn't have, he was incapable of movement, but she reached into his lap and gripped his dong. She began to stroke it.

“Is this what you were doing, Jack?”

“Uh…” It felt so good. Her hand was better than his hand. It was so soft and knowing.

She stroked him, leaned down and kissed the tip. She used her other hand to cup his balls.

“Is this what you wanted?”

He nodded. Still shamed, but pleasure was rapidly pushing guilt to the side.

“Then show me.”

She let go of his cock, put her hand on his hand, and moved his hand to his cock.

“Uh…” he had a panicky look in his eyes.

“Oh, go ahead,” she whispered. She rose up and kissed his ear. Her boobs touched his shoulder, came close to his face. “Jack off, Jack. Show me how it’s done.”

He started stroking. His hand moved up and down, but he still couldn’t look at her.

She encouraged him with sexy whispers and kisses.

But he couldn’t do it. He couldn’t get off. There was something about her being there, watching, and he just…couldn’t.

So she took matters in her own hands.

“It’s okay, Jack. I know you’re embarrassed, so let me help you out. Let me do the work.”

She moved her hand up and down. She kissed him, her hot lips mashed against his mouth, her tongue pressing forward.

Jack groaned, and now he felt it; he felt the surge of the urge. He felt the semen boiling down deep, and he knew he was going to cum.

“That’s it, baby,” she said, and she moved back from him, used her free hand to polish his knob.

He managed to look at her. His eyes met hers, and that was all it took.

He felt it shooting up the shaft. The world turned hazy and golden. He spewed semen into the air. Some of it even got on the computer screen.

Mickey started laughing for joy as she watched his body jerk back and forth.

“That’s it! Do it!”

He shot out a good ten streams, then collapsed.

Mick kept stroking, but softer, letting him come back down easily.

“Oh, heysoos!” He blurted.

“Good, eh?”

“Oh, God! The best!”

“Was it the best you’ve ever had?”

“Oh, yes!”

“Then we’ll have to do it again.” She let his dick flop on his belly and stood up. Laughing, she left the room.

And Jack was left dazed and confused.

He couldn’t believe that his wife had just given him a hand job. She always preferred real sex over hand sex. She had even said she thought that hand jobs were a little wasteful, nothing but masturbation, and why should somebody choke the chicken when they could have the real thing?

But now she had given him a hand job, and it had actually been better than ‘real sex.’

Oh, man. And he hoped she would do that to him again.

After the big strokathon Mick went to the kitchen. She fixed some toast with butter and honey on it. Something solid to accompany the soup. Then she headed for the bedroom again.

She looked into the computer room, saw Jack just sitting there, wallowing in the wonderful satisfaction of having just had an extraordinary orgasm.

“That good, eh?” She chuckled, and continued down the hallway.

Jack finally got up and went and made himself some toast. Hers had smelled good, and he felt like he needed a bit of sustenance after that massive squirt.

He made toast, slapped on the butter and poured on the honey, ate, then went to check on Mick.

She was snoring in a most dedicated manner, and he knew she wouldn't be waking up soon. Probably until morning.

Still, he didn’t want to risk disturbing her. He got a blanket out of the hall closet and went into the living room. He laid the blanket over the couch, lay on it, and folded the thing over him.

After his massive cum, and his tummy settling meal, he was ready to sleep. Soon he was snoring lustily, lost in dreams of hands going up and down and his balls emptying. It was the first time he had ever had a wet dream (minus the squirt) after an orgasm.

But he didn’t complain.

Mick’s periods were always on the heavy side. She would get a blast, including the headaches and nausea and stuff, then several days of weak discharge and lesser symptoms.

Sometimes she got cranky, but she tried to control that.

Jack always tried to just be there for her.

It was usually pretty rough, though.

But she felt pretty good the next morning.

Her headache had evaporated over night, and her belly felt calm, so she only lay in bed a short while.

Jack wasn’t there, and she missed him, so she finally got up, performed ablutions, then went searching for him.

He was in the front room, half wrapped up in a blanket. The other half of him, the lower half, was exposed.

She giggled and sat down next to the couch.

He was snoring, but he had a woody.  He said woodies were pee hard ons, but that didn’t mean he didn’t like them.

Mick moved her hand next to it. She moved her hand up and down and closed the distance between her palm and his flesh.

She touched it, stroked it softly.

Jack moaned, but didn’t move.

She kept her touch soft, and kept stroking.

He groaned again, and spread his legs a bit, giving her even better access.

She was smiling, and she wondered if he could actually cum again? And while sleeping!

Jack mumbled something, and his hips went up and down very slightly.

Suddenly he shot semen into the air. At the same time his eyes jerked open and he looked around in confusion.

Good morning, sunshine,” Mick moved forward and kissed his mouth.

“Huh…what? Oh, God! Did you just…?”

“I certainly did. How was it?”

He lay there, staring at the ceiling, but not really looking at anything, more just trying to figure out if he was still there. “It was…good. But…I just came last night!”

“And you came this morning. There’s obviously more to this handjob thing than you’ve been letting on.”

“But I never masturbate!”

“You were last night when I caught you!”

“But…before that…I never did. I was just extra horny last night, and…”

“And I guess we didn’t completely drain you. Or perhaps hand jobs are just your very special thing.”

He struggled to his elbows. “I guess. I don’t think I’ve ever enjoyed sex so much in my life.”

“Well, good. Now get up and clean up, and I want some breakfast.”

Having just given him two squirts only hours apart, she was feeling a little bossy. After all, even though there wasn’t much work in making him squirt that way, it was still work, and she needed to be paid.

Jack rolled out of the blanket, looked at it, then bundled it up and headed for the garage.

“Don’t drip!” She called after him.

He looked down and saw he was still leaking semen.

God! How much had he cum?

He held the blanket under his cock to absorb the last few drops, put the blanket into he washing machine, and headed back into the kitchen.

Breakfast, eh? Well, he could do that. He was feeling a little appreciative of what she had done for him—he couldn’t get over having been drained while he was asleep—so he whipped up some eggs and French toast.

They ate out on the patio, watching the sun rise over the trees, listening to the birdies sing to each other.

It was very peaceful, especially since he had been so well drained.

“So, what does the day hold for you?” She asked.

“I’ll do a little work on the computer, watch the game, be at your beck and call.”

She laughed. “Work on the computer? Like you did last night?”

He blushed. “Not exactly.”

“Oh, hell, Jack. Do it if you want to. I’m having a lot of fun draining you, and since we don’t feel like screwing while I’m on the rag…enjoy yourself.”

“I’d rather enjoy you.”

His meaning was clear. He didn’t mean enjoy normal sex, he meant enjoy her hand. Her hand, better than her pussy, or even his own hand.

“Well, you keep treating me good and I’ll keep treating you good.”

“Deal,” he said, sipped a bit of OJ.

“Of course, cleaning the house helps, too.”

He soughed. “I’ll bet.”

“Tit for tat, baby.”

“Tat for tit,” he agreed.

They finished eating and lay back on recliners and enjoyed the growing heat of the morning.

“What wonderful life,” he murmured.

“Jack?”

“What?”

“Do you think there’s anything to a name?”

“What do you mean?”

“People being on their names. A guy named Carpenter, he might be good working with wood.”

Jack chuckled. “And a guy named John Crapper…you can rest your case.”

But she wasn’t done. “I was reading and some scientist said that people with certain names, the same names, can actually look the same. They had lines around their eyes, the shape of their mouths, they’re responding to their names.”

“I guess that’s possible. Sound reasonable, actually, but…what’s your point?”

She looked at him. “My point, Jack, is you. Jack.”

He blinked.

“My…you think that me getting off so easy is…my name is Jack…so I respond to being jacked…off?”

She turned on her side and faced him. “Exactly.”

He looked at her for a long moment, gave al little shake of his head. “That’s…” he stopped.

“I know.”

“That’s crazy.”

“But…true?”

He turned on his side and faced her. She reached out and took one of his hands in hers.

“Your name is Jack.” She said it with significance, as if she was saying the whole phrase: Jack off.

“I think that’s crazy.”

“But it’s got you, doesn’t it? It’s making you think, isn’t it?”

“Well, yeah. I guess it has.”

They lay for a long moment, looking into each others eyes, pondering what she had brought up.

Then he said, “Of course, we need proof.”

“And where are we getting that?”

“I think you know,” she responded, letting go of his hand and reaching down for his penis.

She took it in her hand and watched him.

He began to grow. He couldn’t’ help it. It wasn’t him, his prick had a mind of its own.

Which is not to say he didn’t enjoy it.

“What do you say, Jack…is the proof at hand?”

Jack gulped, and damned if he didn’t feel that old, familiar surge within. Could he cum three times in twelve hours?

Maybe, maybe. It was sure worth a try.

The next couple of days were sexless. Mickey went through the hard part of the period, but was feeling pretty good by the time the weekend rolled around. So good they decided to go out for dinner on Friday night. She was still spotty in her discharge, and she didn’t feel like sex, but she took pity on Jack.

They were getting ready, and Mick took the usual hour to get ready, and halfway through her preparations Jack came in and lay on the bed and watched her.

“How’s it going, Jack?”

“Pretty good.” He had his hands behind his head and was propped up on the pillows.

She glanced at him while she was putting on lipstick, and stopped. “But?”

“But nothing,” he grinned. “I’ve got the most beautiful wife in the world. Absolutely nothing wrong.

She stood up and turned to him, and she literally took his breath away. Her dress accentuated her figure and her face would put a model’s to shame. She swayed over to the bed and looked down on him.

“Jack, wives see all and know all. There isn’t something you’d like to tell me?”

“Nope?”

She reached down and patted his bump. “What about this?”

“Oh, that,” he gulped. “”I’m not complaining.”

“No, you aren’t, but it’s been a couple of days, and you’re probably hurting.”

“Well, uh…I…”

She unzipped him, unbuckled his belt. She moved her hands slowly because unbuckling his belt with long fingernails is trying.

“You mean to say you aren’t looking forward to a little action?”

“Well, uh…it hadn’t crossed my mind.”

“Bullshit, Jack. Sex crosses your mind. Seven times every minute. I read a report that claimed that. Is it true?”

“Probably.”

She had his weenie out now, and it pointed towards the ceiling and throbbed. She gripped it with one hand, reached under and cupped his balls.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered.

“I know,” she said, “You want some, but you don’t want to put your nice, clean cock into my horribly dirty pussy.”

“I never—“

She squeezed his balls and he made a little ‘erking’ sound.

“Don’t lie,” she said. Her hand was moving up and down, her other hand was rhythmically squeezing.

“I wouldn’t lie to you.” His hands were now down by his sides, his hands wrapped into he sheets in fists and his knuckles showing white.

“You’d better not,” Mickey said.

They were quiet now, except for Jack’s breathing and the even sound of her hand fapping on him.

“You know, Jack, this is so easy, and you say it’s better. And, let’s face it, I don’t like wiping your mess off me, or sleeping in the wet spot…maybe we should just forget about sex and I just get you off this way all the time.”

Jack was swallowing rapidly. His eyes were shivering and starting to roll up.

“What do you think of that?”

“I…don’t…”

“Would you like that? Never to be in my pussy again? To only get hand jobs? Could you live with that? Answer me, Jack.”

He was on the edge now, and his whole body was twitching.

Jack stumbled over the words.

“Would you like to get only hand jobs from now on?”

Jack didn’t know what he was saying, he was so deeply into the motions of her hand, the coming eruption of semen in his testicles. He just wanted her to keep going, to finish him off, and things short circuited in his mind.

“Sure.”

Mickey blinked. She had been playing the game, running a fantasy on him, and she actually didn’t expect him to say yes.

She thought Jack was addicted to her pussy, but now he had answered that he wouldn’t mind hand jobs for sex.

She smoked slower, which delayed the coming release, and she thought about his answer.

It would be nice and neat. No mess. Sometimes a sweaty body laying on her was an irritation. Sad…but true.

But she liked cock.

But she also liked her vibrator.

So what if she did as he asked? What if she did only give him hand jobs from then on? She liked giving hand jobs, he actually seemed to cum harder, or at least he had the last couple of times.

Maybe she should consider this. It could be a fun game. A little kinky. And she had the stray thought that maybe it would make him hornier, that he would become desperate for her snatch, and start begging.

That thought warmed her up. She had always liked the idea of men being the pursuers, but marriage tended to end that. But what if by giving him nothing but hand jobs he returned to that mode of pursuit?

Hmm.

She smiled thinking about it.

“Ugh…ugh…”

Jack was trying to release, and she realized that she had slowed down. She sped up, removed her hand from his balls and started polishing his skull.

It took about ten seconds after that. Ten seconds and Jack was quaking, crying out, his body lifting up as he shot out ropes of semen.

She studied him then, watched him relax and bath in the afterglow. She had stopped the mess from shooting all over the room because her hand was on his knob. His semen had dripped back down over his balls and made a mess there.

His eyes were closed and he looked so happy.

She smiled. Yes, she was going to have to try this hand job only method. She wiped her hand on his shirt and stood up. “Let’s go, lover. Time to party.”

He looked down at the sperm smeared all into his groin.

She laughed and went to finish her make up.

Dinner went well that night, and she was impressed by how well Jack treated her.

He was always nice to her, but now he seemed very relaxed. He was attentive, held up his end of the conversation, and didn’t look at other girls.

Mickey checked off items in her mind.

Doesn’t look at other women. That was a big bonus. If she hadn’t emptied him he’d probably be looking around like a man on the hunt.

Pays attention to me. Of course he does. Because he’s had the desperation of needing a fuck removed from him. And, of course, there’s nobody around to distract him. They were in a crowded room but they were alone.

He doesn’t have that ‘male edge.’ That was an interesting one. All males were always on the hunt, and they were competitive and demanding, and now he was sweet and innocent and pleasant.

She mused on these points as she ate her chocolate mousse.

She watched his interactions with the hostess, and was even surprised when he gave her a nice tip.

Now Jack was a nice guy, and he did his best to interact with people, but this was different. And it was just because she had taken the time to get him off before their ‘date.’

Funny, she had always been under the impression that men should be not be rewarded for their behavior until afterwards. And maybe that was true for some men. But it didn’t seem to be true for Jack.

Yes. She was going to have to do this again. It was definitely worth looking into.

They returned home and, instead of, after a long day, having to lay down and let him get his jollies, he simply got undressed, kissed her, rather passionately, actually, then went to bed.

After Jack was sleeping Mick rubbed one off. Right there, while he snored. It was actually fun and even exciting. She rubbed her button, inserted a couple of fingers and hooked her G spot, and used one hand to pull her nipples.

Jack slowed his breathing, as if he was going to wake up, but he didn’t, and she sped up again.

She was facing him, his back, and she studied his strong physique. It excited her, and she imagined sex, but kept it to herself.

Jack snored.

“FU…unh…” Then she managed to quell her vocal eruption. She lay there, heaving, her hips twisting, and she tried to still her motion so that Jack wouldn't wake up.

It made her orgasm even harder. She gasped silently. Her pussy was turning into lava, her nipples were on fire!

Then it was over and she was done.

Her breathing returned to normal and she moved forward, put an arm around Jack.

He slept.

And she thought about the past week.

Usually periods were a time for no sex, irritation, and a vague dissatisfaction with life.

This last period had been almost…joyful.

Jack had been happier, much happier, and he even indicated that the sex was better.

And now she had had a big squirt, NPA.

NPA…No Poke Attached.

She had never imagined that sex without the dick could be so great!

Yet it was.

And with these thoughts percolating around in her cranium, she slept.

The following morning she awoke. Jack was already up and in the shower. She quickly slid out of bed and headed for the bathroom.

“Nothing could be finer than to be in her vagina in the mor-orning!”

He sang the song happily, soaping his underarms, and she slipped into the shower and took over the soaping.

“Well, well, how’s Miss Sleeping Beauty?”

“Not sleepy,” she answered. She soaped his groin up thoroughly, made a regular bubble bath out of it, then used the soap as lubrication to jerk him.

“Oh, yes,” he moaned.

He kissed her and rubbed his body against her.

“Easy, bozo,” she muttered, stroking him harder. “Who’s in charge here?”

“You are,” he gave in easily.

She leaned against him then, slowly stroking, feeling him, letting him feel her breasts.

But, this time he wasn’t able to cum.

After a long couple of minutes Mick looked up at him and whispered, “It doesn’t look like you’re going to climb the mountain today, Jack.”

He was gulping, his hips were writhing, but he agreed. “You’ve emptied me too effectively, girl.”

“Then you should hold on to it. Maybe this afternoon, or tonight. Is that okay with you?”

“It has to be.”

She laughed. “You’re so funny. You’re dying to squirt,. Even when you can’t, you can’t help yourself.”

He nodded as she let go. “It’s the gift that keeps on giving.”

She maneuvered him out of the shower and said, “Bye, bye, Jack. Time for a girl to have a little alone time.”

Jack’s face was open his eyes wide and his mouth open to ask her, Are you going to jack off?

But she was too fast, closing the door on him, giving him only a glimpse of her big boobs and erect nipples, and her hand closing in on the downstairs.

Jack stood outside the shower for a moment. Listening, wanting to get back in, then sighed and dried off and went to get dressed.


Part Two

The following weeks, what Mickey would eventually refer to as ‘the break in period,’ was fun.

It was fun because Jack was getting jacked.

He was getting jacked in the morning, jacked in the evening. He would get jacked in the shower, or even in the kitchen. Give it a day and she would seek him out and jack him.

And she took care of herself after he was jacked, or when she was alone for a while.

They loved it.

Jack was getting softer and softer, personality wise. He was constantly drained and his testosterone never had a chance to build up and become rude.

Mick, taking control of their sex lives, was feeling her oats. She commanded, and he followed.

Get in the shower, Jack, I don’t want to spill your seed on the floor.

Come here, Jack, we need to take that edge off. Thought there was no edge.

I’ll drive Jack. I want you to play with yourself, and when we get there I’ll take over and we’ll get you off.

Jack loved it.

And so did she.

A couple of weeks after her period they went to a party. The party they missed the first time, and Mickey learned something there.

First, she got him off good before they left for the party.

During the party he was relaxed, paid attention, and even downright fun.

The other guys at the party were a little tense, vie-ing with each other to be the top dog.

Jack, by not competing, was, amongst the women, the top dog.

He didn’t override the conversation in a male fashion, just listened politely and found hi opportunity to say what he had to say.

“What are you doing differently with Jack?” Lana asked Mick.

“What do you mean?”

“He’s so well behaved!”

Mick thought about that. Well behaved. She had never considered him in those lights, but he certainly was well behaved. Definitely better behaved than when he was in charge of his own orgasms,

And, there was no talk back, he did chores quickly, and didn’t blink when she asked him to cover her chores, or just do extra.

And it was because she had, metaphorically speaking, her hand on the throttle.

Jack was tamed. The thought burst upon her, and she marveled.

All it took was her taking control of his sex.

She enjoyed the party, and noted that several of the ladies seemed to be homing in on Jack.

Of course they were. Their own husbands were competing, not paying attention.

They were driven by their dicks, by their surging testosterone, and they weren’t fit partners.

It was a strong thought.

“You did well, Jack,” Mickey said when they arrived home.

“It was a fun party,” he smiled happily.

She turned to him and focused on him and really thought.

In a way, he had become the perfect man. But could she make him more perfect?

Of course she could.

“Jack?”

“Yeah?”

“Let’s have a drink. I have a plan I want to talk over with you.”

“Okay.”

He mixed a couple of light bourbon and Cokes and they sat outside on the patio. The night was dark and the stars were bright, and they sat silently and sipped.

“Jack, do you like the way we’ve been having sex?”

“Oh, yeah.” He smiled in the darkness.

“Well, I want to change it.”

He turned to her. “How so?” He wasn’t frowning, but she could hear the concern in his voice.

“I know, if it’s not broken, don’t fix it. But you can always make something better, can’t you?”

“Uh, yeah.” He was careful.

“I’ve noticed that there were a couple of times during the last couple of weeks when you couldn’t get off.”

“You emptied me pretty good.”

“Jack, when I lay my hands on you I expect you to squirt. Always. Period.”

“Well, sounds nice in theory,” he was actually worrying. He didn’t know why, except that he was finally getting enough sex, and he didn’t want that to change.

“Jack, I want you to tell me about when you masturbate. I want you to tell me the little things you do. I want to know what I have to do to make you squirt every time I touch you.”

“Well, uh…”

He was shutting down. He was embarrassed. He wasn’t like a woman, who could talk about anything and would for hours. He was still acting the male, locked into his own world.

“Okay, let’s start with something easy. Do you touch your nipples.”

“Uh, well…”

“Jack?” She warned him.

“Well, yeah. Sometimes. I guess I do.”

“Do you pull them, rub them? What?”

Jack answered, tentatively, as if he expected to be chastised for an incorrect answer.

“There aren’t any incorrect answers, Jack.”

She got him another drink and kept interrogating him, and slowly Jack began loosening up. Finally, he came out with a surprise.

“I like using a butt plug.”

Mick almost shrieked for the truth of it. She could feel it. And she had never expected this revelation.

As a woman she used a dildo, a vibrator, but had never played with a butt plug. But…she had one.

“Jack. Go to my dresser, bottom drawer, in a box in the back…bring back the silver butt plug with the little, blue diamond.”

Jack found himself moving through the house as in a dream.

That was his secret, the butt plug thing. He never expected to reveal that secret, and now, courtesy of whiskey and a woman who just kept working him, he had.

He found the plug and brought it back.

“Where’s the lube, Jack.”

He stood, frozen. “You want me to put it in…now?”

She didn’t argue or clarify. She commanded. “Go get the lube.”

Jack returned to the house, found the lube, and returned. He was moving in a daze, not sure what was happening, but feeling an excitement he had never felt before.

Mickey lubed the little tool. “Turn around Jack, bend over.”

Jack did, and he could hardly breath for the excitement crowding his mind.

Gently, she applied lube to his rectum. She worked in a big glob, spread it around, made sure he was lubed all the way in.

“I want you to relax, Jack.”

He did. He breathed, deep breathes, and she put the tip of the plug to him.

It went easy. Much easier than Mickey had expected.

Jack gasped as he was filled, and the thought went through his mind, as it did every time he used a plug: This is the way women feel!

She slapped his ass and he stood up and turned to her.

His cock was straight out, trembling, hard as she had ever seen it.

The look in his eyes, it was pure love.

She stroked him, watched his eyes in the darkness. “What do you think, Jack? Is this the way we should be doing it?”

“Oh…oh, yes.” He gulped frantically, his head nodding up and down quickly.

“Good, then let’s go to bed.”

She let go of Jack and went into the house.

Jack stumbled after her. His knees were weak and his mind was weaker.

She cold creamed her face, showered, and hopped into the sack.

Jack was so confused he sat sat and reached for the cold cream, then realized what he was doing. Trembling, his asshole singing hosannas, he got undressed, showered, then came to bed.

Mick had watched him reach for the cold cream, and she had sudden realization.

I’m imprinting on him. I’m in charge, and he wants to be like me.

It was a profound realization, and it would lead to more open doors in the future. Right then, however, she just rolled on her side.

Jack slid in and moved to her. He cuddled, his arms around her, and she felt his dong press into her crack.

She turned her head and glared playfully at him. “Now, Jack. If you can’t control your dingus then I’m going to have to control it for you.”

“What?” He didn’t understand. He always spooned her. And if his dick was hard, which it usually was, then it led to sex.

This time, however, she rolled all the way over and faced him.

“Jack, I’ve been too lax with you. You need a spanking.”

“I…do?”

“Yes.” She held his weenie in one hand…and slapped it with the other.

“Oh!” He groaned. She had slapped hard enough to wake him up, but not hard enough to hurt. It was a healthy sting.

Watching him struggle with his thoughts, watching him accept this new concept, she stifled a giggle.

She had given him all the sex he wanted, and he had responded, but where do you go from there? You can’t give a guy more when you have given him everything, and the only way to go was…the opposite direction.

Denial as a tool.

She slapped his dick again, and again he groaned.

He tried to hug her, but she pushed him back and slapped him.

Now he was caught. He loved the slaps, wanted the slaps, but they made him want to grab her, to love her, and she wouldn't let him.

Which made him want all the harder!

Slap…slap…slap…

She took her time, massaging his testicles in-between slaps, giving him time to anticipate.

Jack was crying, caught in a zone bounded by sex on one side, and pain on the other.

If he could just get enough of one, or the other, then…things would cancel out and …he had the fantasy of getting a hand job.

Not a fuck, he was beyond that.

Just her soft hands stroking, instead of slapping.

“How’s your plug, Jack?” She asked.

“Gu…gu…good!” He shivered.

And he came.

Right then.

Oodles of squirt.

Long ropes.

Pearl necklaces.

He shuddered and shook and couldn’t do anything but shudder and shake.

Then he was empty, wondering what had happened, not even knowing who he was.

“Night, honey. You sleep in the wet spot tonight.”

She turned over and was snoring within seconds.

He lay there, his heart pounding, trying to figure out how to think.

Finally, he got up, cleaned himself off, and laid a towel over the gist on the sheet.

Five minutes later, still stunned, he went to sleep.

Mickey had made the transition from giving him sex whenever he wanted it to giving him sex when she wanted to.

Jack was dazed by everything, and he didn’t object.

He didn’t complain when she refused him for the next week.

He listened to her masturbating one night, and he didn’t say anything.

But it made him harder and harder.

She made him wear a plug often. And usually for long periods of time.

He loved it.

Then, one night she plugged him, stroked him, and made him eat her to a cum.

And she didn’t let him squirt.

He was shaking when he went to sleep, and during the night he kept moaning and giving little shivers.

Mick didn’t notice because she was sleeping the sound sleep. Not a care in the world.

“We’re going to a party tonight, Jack.”

She was sipping coffee and reading the newspapers, and he was doing the dishes.

“Yes, dear.”

She smiled at his backside. He was wearing a plug and an apron.

“Jack?”

“Yes?” He turned to her. He looked cute, naked except for the apron.

“We’ve got to do something about your boner.”

“I’m…but…I thought you liked my boner?”

“Oh, I do! But it’s on display all the time. When we walk into a store you’ve got the big bump, and it can be very embarrassing for a woman when her husband is out of control.”

“Oh, I’m sorry.”

“And, Lord knows, I jack you off enough.”

‘Uh…” He didn’t know what to say to that, so he just made a sound and hoped it was the right one.

“I suppose I could spank your peeny more, but that just seems to excite you. That’s certainly not a solution.”

“No, dear.”

“How about a chastity tube?”

“Uh…”

“That’s it. I’ll get you one this afternoon. You can wear it to the party. Won’t that be wonderful?”

“I guess.”

She turned back to her newspaper, and Jack, somehow relieved by the end of the conversation, continued washing the dishes.

Purchasing a chastity tube was easy. Mick simply went down to the local sex supply store and bought one.

It was plastic, had a ring for the package and a tube for the cock. What else did she need?

At four o’clock Mick started getting ready. She picked out her best lingerie, which included a half bra and crotchless panties and nylons.

She dressed, was aware of Jack staring at her like she was the end of the world, and put on her make up.

Jack sat on the bed as if in a daze.

He was plugged, horny, and…

“I’ve got your chastity tube,” Mickey offered, smiling at him in the mirror.

“Oh,” he didn’t really understand what she was saying.

Mick frowned, ever since she had reduced his hand jobs, and had plugged him, he seemed thicker.

Sometimes it was like he didn’t even understand the English language.

She reached for a little box sitting on her vanity. She tossed it to him.

“Get dressed, Jack.”

She turned back to her make up and watched him in the mirror.

Jack’s hands were actually shaking as he opened the little box.

He extracted a velvet pouch, purple, and opened it.

He shook out a ring, a tube, some numbered, plastic ‘locks,’ and a real lock.

It wasn’t big, he could probably break it with a pair of pliers, but…he wouldn’t.

He had no trouble putting the ring around his cock and balls. The tub, however, wouldn't even fit over the head of his penis.

He sat there, holding the tube to the head of his dick, and Mick finally sighed and stood up.

“Honestly, Jack. Do I have to do everything?”

She held him in one hand and slapped him with a ruler.

SMACK!

“OH!” The pain was real, and he had a shocked expression on his face as he looked up at her.

SMACK!

“Oh, that hurts…”

“It’s good for you, Jack.

SMACK!

Smack after smack, and his weenie shrank.

Just like that.

She stopped, and Jack quickly put the tube.He fastened the lock, and just in time. His dinger was starting to grow.

He watched at first in fascination, then in dread, as his penis filled the tube, then struggled to expand further.

But it wasn’t going anywhere.

He groaned and bent a little at the waist.

Mick returned to her vanity table. “Finish getting dressed, Jack.”

Jack stood up, was bent forward slightly at the waist.

Mick chuckled. He liked how he looked, stricken and chastened and…and relying on her.

The party wasn’t a success.

At previous parties Jack had been polite and reserved, but attentive and considerate.

Now he just followed her along. He didn’t speak much, and when he did speak he didn’t always make sense.

The guys avoided him. There was something about Jack that disturbed them.

The girls talked to him occasionally, but it was like they were just sticking their toe in the water. They watched him, and some of them even giggled.

He was no longer the charming Mister Mickey, he was the Down’s Syndrome Miss Jack.

After the party they were driving home, and Mick let it out.

“I was disappointed in you tonight, Jack.”

He turned to her, he was in the passenger seat and she was driving.

“I’m sorry, what did I do?”

And she thought, yes, what did he do?

She was cognizant enough to realize that he was only doing what she had trained him to do.

She had softened him up. She had over sexed him, then made him beg for sex, and finally used denial to control him.

But…what else was there to do?

She wasn’t sharp enough to realize that she had gone too far.

It was one thing to take a man’s masculinity, it was another to give it back to him.

The only path she could see was more of what she had been doing.

“You…you…” She went quiet.

But she was not willing, or able, to turn back from the direction she was going.

They arrived home and she strode through the house, her heels clicking loudly and angrily. She entered the bedroom, got out a pair of panties, and when he entered the bedroom she tossed them to him.

“Put these on.”

Jack held the panties. He felt the thinness of the material. He ran his hand over the smooth surface.

So unlike his BVDs.

He took his clothes off, was revealed in his chastity tube.

“And use Nair before you do.”

He looked at her.

“Are you deaf?” She blurted. “Get the Nair and take off all your hair.”

“Even on my head?”

“No! Just your body.”

Jack stumbled into the bathroom.

She sat down at her vanity and began cleaning her face. She could see Jack spraying his body with Nair. The spray turned to a gel, and Jack smushed it all over his body.

“Get your groin well,” she called.

“Yes, dear.”

Twenty minutes later, she was in bed, he stepped out of the bathroom.

He was caged, plugged, and he slipped not he panties.

She watched, and her heart took a leap. Yes. He was cute. Just a little work on his body and…

“Very nice, dear. Come to bed and let’s snuggle.”

Laying in bed, feeling him laying up against her, she sighed.

It felt good, but there was no more dick poking her in the rump. And he wasn’t holding up his end of conversations any more. It was more like he was just listening, trying to figure out how to please her.

If I had wanted a moron, she thought, I would have married one.

The cage bumping against her fanny was..ridiculous. But she wasn’t about to take it off him.

And she certainly wasn’t about to take the plug out.

She needed him dripping and ready at all hours.

So why did she feel this vague unease seeping through her?

Because if I wanted a moron…

But she paid no attention to her own thoughts. There was too much left to be done with Jack, and, besides, she liked being in control.

Funny, she used to like listening to people, getting their ideas, presenting arguments to the contrary, but now…now she was satisfied with people who listened to her, and…compliance.

She began to feel like she was the only smart person in the world.

Days passed, and Jack was more and more under her control.

He was cleaning the whole house now, doing things that were normally considered ‘woman’s work.’

He was also doing all the yard work.

He did everything that Mickey wanted him to do. He washed the patio because he had dropped a banana on it. He washed windows, replaced shingles, and was very busy all day long.

And when he wasn’t busy she would call him in to her and stroke him.

Sometimes she would suck his nipples and wiggle his butt plug.

Sometimes she would unlock his chastity tube and stroke him until he was hard as a rock, then spank his weenie and lock him up again.

And the orgasms became more and more infrequent.

She didn’t deny him completely, but she certainly took him to the edge of his limits.

But, as the days passed, she had something in her, driving her, and she knew she had to do more.

If she could do more, if she could prove her control complete…then she would be satisfied.

She began reading books, looking on the internet, and the essence of her search was for the next step.

She did, to be honest, not know where she was stepping to, except that it was…’the next step.’

And Jack, becoming a gibbering fool, was no help in the matter.

“Jack?”

Jack entered the bedroom and stood waiting.

“Get on the bed. On all fours.”

Jack climbed up on the bed and assumed the position.

Mickey held a weird kind of dildo and Jack was curious.

“What’s that?” He asked, as she got out the lube and greased it up.

“It’s a prostate massager.”

“Oh?”

She greased him up, running her fingers around and exciting him so that his penis went wild in its cage.

“It’s for massaging your prostate.”

She took out his plug and pushed the dildo in.

He gasped. It was only a little bigger than a plug, but Mickey was moving faster than she normally did.

“It’s to massage your prostate. That will cause you to cum.”

“Oh,” he murmured, focusing on the little thing tickling his insides.

Mickey began moving it up and down, and every time she did Jack felt like he was going to pee.

“I think I need to go to the bathroom.”

“Nah. Just go ahead and piss. I’ve got a towel under you.”

After a minute Jack couldn’t help it. He began to urinate, and he heard a sigh of pleasure from Mickey. How could him peeing cause her pleasure.

But he also felt pleasure himself. As he pissed he felt a strange, comfort work through him. It felt good. It almost felt like after he had had an orgasm.

“What’s happening?” He wondered, enjoying the feeling.

“I’m draining you. You’re not pissing, you’re cumming.”

“But…but…I don’t feel an orgasm!”

“Orgasm?” She laughed. It was sort of a brittle laugh. “We don’t need no stinkin’ orgasms!”

When she was done, which meant when he was empty, she pulled the prostate massager out of him. She put it on the towel that was now soaked with his cum.

“Clean this mess up,” she stated, and she left the room.

Jack did so, and for the first time, he had the feeling that something was wrong.

He had done everything Mickey had told him to. He was wearing chastity and plugs and…and he always felt good, but it almost felt like she had no use for him.

How could that be? But it seemed the more he was in love with her, the less she was in love with him.

After cleaning up he went out and asked her. “Mickey? Do you still love me?”

“Of course I do. Now get to your chores. The laundry is piling up. Start there.”

Jack went to the laundry. He wasn’t assured by her answer.

But then neither was she.

When he walked out of the room she wondered if she really did love him.

He was nice, polite, considerate, but…he was too nice, too polite, too considerate.

And as her feelings for him waned, she became increasingly disillusioned with her own masturbation.

She was missing foreplay. She wanted somebody to suck her nipples because they wanted to, not because she told them too.

And she had no idea that she had caused this situation.

She could have slowed down a little, taken stock of how Jack was adapting, and even how she was adapting.

But she hadn’t, and, truthfully, she had no idea that she had made mistakes.

They went to a party, a halloween party, and Mickey went as a vamp. She wore a tight costume with a plunging V for a neckline. Her big boobs were on display, and the men in the party lusted for her.

And they ignored the guy in the dog costume that scampered at her heels.

Liquor was poured, and Mickey got a perverse pleasure at feeding her hound too much. By midnight Jack was lurching around, out of control, and she finally took him into a bedroom and told him, “Bad dog!” Then she made him lay down at the foot of the bed and go to sleep.

She walked out into the hall and was immediately met by a fellow named Tony.

Tony had been after her all evening. He was a big, aggressive muscular brute, very different from Jack’s mild mannered slenderness.

He grabbed her around the waist and moved her up against the hall wall.

“I been looking for you,” he grinned and he groped her breasts and mashed his mouth against hers.

Mickey started to fight back, then she stopped.

Sure, she was married, and her husband was sleeping in the next room, but there was something about being forced, being shoved out of control, that excited her.

It had been so long since she had been taken like a woman should be taken.

Tony pulled her dress apart and leaned his head in. HE mouthed her nipple. He was too rough, too hard, but…that was okay.

Mickey was excited by being controlled, forced to the will of this caveman.

Then, the party going in the next room, music playing and people shrieking, he lifted her dress, unzipped his zipper, and plunged into her.

She felt his cock. It wasn’t long, but it was thick, really opened her up.

She was back to the wall, feet off the ground now, and she felt him plunge into her, and she stopped breathing.

Oh, God! She thought. I need this!

Jack was out of her mind now. He might as well have been in Alaska.

Tony slammed her against the wall and her head hit the wall, and…she loved it.

How long had it been?

And the party went on.

Mickey drove and Jack sat in the passenger seat.

Jack was looking out the window. He said, “You left me in the bedroom.”

She was silent. Her pussy was sore, and she was thinking of how hard she had cum.

“Was that you banging against the wall?”

She looked at him, and said nothing.

Did he know? She didn’t know.

Did he suspect? More than likely.

Did she care? Not at all.

They entered the house and Mickey told him, “Go get on the bed. Get ready for me.”

He scampered down the hall.

“And leave the dog costume on!”

He nodded.

She strode after him, her heels clicking, her mood savage.

Funny. Good sex usually left her feeling good. But the encounter with Tony had left her unsatisfied.

How long had it been since Jack did his job?

Fucking Jack!

She entered the room and Jack was on the bed on all fours.

She went to her dresser drawer and took out a strap on. She had bought it months before, but had never used it. Tonight seemed like it was time.

Jack had a flap at the bottom of his costume, and she unbuttoned it. She grabbed his tail, which was sewn onto the flap, and lifted.

His pink panties were revealed, and she reached in and pulled them down.

Jack’s rear orifice was revealed, and she moved forward. She took out his plug and pushed into him.

Jack squealed, because she hadn’t used any lube. There was a little lube left from the plug, but that wasn’t enough to soften the impact of her big hog sliding into him.

But, once in, it was okay.

Back and forth she went, savaging him, enjoying it, and though she was brutal, Jack was enjoying it, too.

He liked being filled.

He was weened away from normal sex, and even hand jobs were a thing of the past.

So he enjoyed the sensations, and didn’t even wonder if he was going to have an orgasm.

After all, he had been drained before they went to the party, so why should he?

“Fuck, Jack,” she cried out suddenly. “Fuck!” And she was crying, large tears streaming down her cheeks. Then, “Why didn’t you stop me? Why, Jack? Why?”

But Jack just moaned and had a good time.


Epilogue

Within the year Mick had divorced Jack.

She had a series of affairs, then grew disillusioned with men. She became a lesbian for a while, then gave up sex for the Lord. She grew older, her looks faded, and she became homeless.

On this day she is likely sitting under an overpass, reading and rereading a slick advertisement for Jehovah’s Witnesses.

Jack lived a solitary existence. He worked in a warehouse, and he didn’t date or look for a girlfriend.

He knew he could never find anybody like Mickey.

Such a sad tale, but there is something to be learned.

When is too much too fast a problem?

It is a problem when the person doing the feminizing has no self awareness and even loses sight of her partner as a living, loving human being.

Let this tale, as exciting as it is in some ways, also be thought provoking.

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


The Ladies’ Sissy Society!

Conquering the world by transforming men!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“The test results are back, Mr. Thompson.”

The lack of expression on the doctor’s face, she was prepared to tell us something was wrong. When there is nothing bad in your test results the doctor comes out with a grin, cracks a joke, or is otherwise cheerful. It’s when they have no expression on their face that you have to worry. I looked at my husband.  He knew it, too. “So what do the results say?”

“Let’s sit down.”

Uh oh. Worse and worse. If it’s god news they don’t worry about you falling down and hitting your head.

Jack and I sat down on the office chairs. I reached out and patted Jack’s hand.

He looked at me and smiled, but it was a weak smile.

The doctor’s name was Abdalia Jones. The sign in front of her office proclaimed she was an M.D., F.A.C.O.G. A doctor that was a ‘Fellow of the American Congress of Obstetricians and Gynecologists.’ Which meant that she was a qualified obstetrics and gynecology doctor, and an expert in Reproductive Endocrinology and Infertility. Which, when you took all the fancy words apart, meant that she was qualified to help us find out why we couldn’t get pregnant.

Well, I knew why I couldn’t get pregnant. Jack didn’t however, And the fact that she was looking at Jack and not me…that meant it was likely Jack that was shooting blanks, or some such.

“Mr. Thompson,” she was a black lady, a little overweight, who reminded me of Stacy Abrams, but with a kind expression on her face. “Mr. Thompson, tests show that you have elevated levels of acylglycerols with a complication of inverted sasol olefins. In addition, you have almost no surfactants.”

Both Jack and I sort of glazed over. We didn’t understand the words. The good doctor realized this and translated her prognosis into English.

“You haven’t been producing enough sperm. This has caused a severe imbalance in your body.”

“So I need to produce more sperm,” he didn’t look unhappy at that.

“However, there is a complication.”

“What?”

“You need to produce more sperm, but you shouldn’t have an orgasm.”

“What?” We were both confused by this contradiction.

“You haven’t been producing enough sperm. You need to get erect, get excited, and let your testicles do their work.”

“But if I’m supposed to build up all this sperm, why can’t I get rid of it with a, with a…”

“Have you ever heard of an orgasm spoken of as ‘the little death?’”

Jack nodded.

“It is a fact that your heart speeds up during sex.” She paused, letting us stay with her. “If you have an orgasm your heart will have to work extra hard to bring up the semen, but you don’t have enough semen, and the resulting strain on your heart…it is possible that your heart will actually stop and you will die.”

“But…I don’t…you’re telling me that I have to produce more semen, but having orgasms could be fatal?

The doctor put up her hands in an effort to calm Jack. Slowly, his breathing came under control.

“I want you to take deep breaths, Mr. Thompson.”

While Jack tried to get himself under control I affirmed, “So Jack has to somehow manufacture more sperm, but he can’t let any of it out because of his heart.”

The doctor nodded. “Precisely. While it is more complicated than that, it is also just that simple.”

“So how do I get rid of sperm without orgazing?” Poor Jack, he looked so confused.

At the same time I blurted, “So you’re saying that one more orgasm could kill Jack?”

She managed to follow us and answer us both. To me she said, “Yes.” And to Jack she continued with, “There are things you can do to alleviate the matter.”

“What?” I asked quickly.

“First, we have to put him on an estrogen rich diet. This will cause an equilibria of mutually immiscible ionic liquids. He’ll still produce sperm, lots of it, especially with the medicines I will prescribe…”

We glazed over again.

“That will cause a common anion of basic character that should…” blah, blah, blah. Whatever happened to common English?

“Of course, you will notice certain side effects.”

“What kind of side effects?” asked Jack. His lip was trembling. To be told that one more orgasm would kill him…I could imagine how fragile and shattered he must be.

“Well, you might experience swelling in the hips, a certain redistribution of fat cells, and puffiness in the chest. Maybe even a degree of gynecomastia.”

“Jack is going to grow…boobs?”

“Maybe, maybe not, it all depends on certain variables. In addition to the gynecomastia, your skin may feel a little bit…soft. Also, your penis may shrink a little, very important to keep it excited, to lessen the degree of shrinkage.”

Jack was blinking. Slow blinks. Like he was shuttering his eyes, like he was trying to shut out all this bad information.

“Let me get this straight,” I blurted. “You’re saying that Jack can’t cum again? Never again? But we should play with his cock and keep him…producing sperm.”

“I would not say never. There are certain, ah, exercises that we can can have Jack do, and after several months we can retest him.”

I was still trying to put it all in understandable terms. I asked, “So Jack should…get excited…but not have orgasms.”

She nodded. “It’s actually very beneficial for him to get erections. When his penis is in a state of excitement his testicles will tend to produce biphasic phosphonium cations. You should strive to cause his penis to be erect several times a day. He can be limp the rest of the time, let him have a period of rest, but…” she shrugged.

“Oh, God!” Jack put his head in his hand and I heard a light sob come from his gut.

“It’s okay, Jack. It’s okay.” I put an arm around him.

“Now, let me prescribe some medicines…”

A half hour later, with a handful of prescriptions and the advice to look into ‘chastity belts,’ whatever they were, we were out the door and on our way home.

“My life is over,” Jack was sobbing, actual tears overflowing his eyes, dripping on his lap, which made it look like his penis was leaking.

“No, it’s just temporarily on hold.”

“But we can’t have a baby, and we can’t have sex…what else is there?

“Jack, don’t be half empty, be half full.”

“If I have one more orgasm I’ll die. How can that be half full?”

“It can. We’ll figure out how to make this be a benefit. We can’t just give up.”

“Maybe you can’t,” he spoke in a mutter.

We arrived at home, pulled into the drive way and got out. We didn’t speak at all as we walked into the house.

Next door, Mandy was watering her bushes, and she waved and gave a cheerful “Hi!”

Mandy liked to wear bikinis, and she had very large mammary glands, and I was glad when Jack didn’t even bother to look at her.

Then I was sorry. My man wasn’t going to get to have any more sex, ever again.  Or at least for ta long time. Except for erections. Which he had to have.

“God!” I blurted as I thought about the dismal prognosis.

Jack passed through the foyer and turned to the left. The kitchen. I watched as he took down a bottle and poured himself a libation.

“That’s not going to help.”

“It’ll help me feel a little better.”

Well, I couldn’t argue with that. So I said, “Pour me one, too.”

He did, and added a splash of Coke, and handed me a drink.

He guzzled his Coke and bourbon in a second, made another one, then sat down at the kitchen table and sank into a deep, deep funk.

I stood by the sink, watched Mandy bring out a bucket of soapy water and start washing her car. Her big boobs flopped around with every step. I sighed. I had big boobs, but not like hers.

“Would you like to have your first…erection session?”

His head was hanging, but he nodded. “Might just as well get started.

“Okay, let’s head for the bedroom.”

“There were several treatments we could do, and all involved excitation of his penis…as long as he didn’t cum.

We went into the bedroom and he sat down. He looked like his best friend had died, which, in a way, I guess it had. Or, at least was dying.

“How you want to do this?”

“Just lay back and let me do this.”

He lay on the bed.

“Better take your clothes off.”

He sat up, divested himself of his pants and shirt, and lay back again.

His penis was already erect. Good, this wouldn’t take too much time. I began stroking, and he began breathing harder.

“Remember,” I cautioned, “if you get close, let me know.”

For ten minutes I stroked him, and he came close a couple of times, but told me and I quickly backed off, waited for his excitement to go down.

“Oh, geez!” he muttered at one point.

“What?” I let go, alarmed that he might have an accident.

“It’s okay. I was just wishing you’d use your mouth.”

“Huh!” I grunted. “This is a medical procedure. We’re not doing this so you can get your jollies.”

He frowned, and shortly after that was trying to thrust his hips, get a little more traction on his penis.

“No, no. None of that.”

He sighed and tried to control himself.

A few minutes later I was done, and Jack was really done. He was red in the face, gasping, and desperate to cum.

“Maybe we better look into that chastity tube thing?”

“I don’t want to wear one of those.”

“If it’s for your health, babe?”

“Yeah, well. The cure is worse than the disease.”

“Don’t say that!”

He heard the concern in my voice and he sighed. “Sorry. But it’s hard.”

We looked at his dick, aware of the double meaning. “It certainly is,” I quipped, a light jest, and perhaps inappropriate in the face of his terrible illness. “Okay, get up and get dressed. And don’t play with yourself.”

“I can’t even play with myself?” he whined.

“We don’t want to risk an accident.”

Slowly, he put his pants back on. When he was buckling it up I left the room.

That afternoon Jack was pretty despondent. I shortly realized just how important sex was to a man. As a woman I wasn’t as driven. Oh, I liked it, a lot, but…but it wasn’t as big a thing to me as it was to John.

“Why don’t you do some work around the house, take your mind off it?” I suggested.

He went out front and started pushing a lawn mower. Pushing very slowly. And he pushed slower and slower, until he was just standing there, his hands on the handle, his thoughts a million miles away.

I was going to go out and chide him along, I put my dish towel down and looked out the window and…Mandy was there.

And Jack was talking animatedly.

I watched, fascinated. Mandy was putting her hands to her face, which caused her breasts to lift up.

John moved his arms, making some point.

She said, I could read her lips, ‘Oh, no!’

What were they talking about? What was he saying to her? Surely he couldn’t be talking about his medical condition! That would be way too embarrassing.

But I didn’t like the way she stood and squealed and showed off all her flesh. I went to the door, opened it, and they looked over to me.

“Jack, time to play. Hi, Mandy.”

Jack turned red.

Mandy smiled vacantly.

I chuckled inside.

Jack said good bye to Mandy and trudged up the front walk. He entered the house and went into the bedroom. I was waiting.

“What were you talking to Mandy about?” I asked, as he dropped his drawers and climbed onto the bed.

“Politics,” he answered. “I was telling her that I didn’t think Trump would get re-elected.

“Huh,” I grunted. So Mandy was a Republican. One more thing about her to be suspicious of.

I grabbed his cock, and I must have grabbed it a little too hard, for he said, “Ouch!”

“Sorry. Let me get some lube on my hands.”

A moment later I was all lubed up and stroking his cock.

Jack had a nice penis. It was eight inches, nice and thick, and had a big, round head. His balls were also big, and now they looked a little swollen.

Jack started breathing harder.

“Don’t get too excited, bozo.” I warned.

“I won’t,” but I knew he was lying. Me stroking him like this, he was going to get close, and I knew he had no self control. Even if his life was at stake, he had no control.

He started to lurch a bit, so I slapped his balls.

“Oh! Ow!” he groaned. “What did you do that for?”

“Control yourself, Jack. Try not to enjoy. it so much.”

“Oh, geez. Oh, geez.” He put an arm over his eyes and gave a squeaky sort of sob.

I stroked him for ten minutes, my eye on the clock, then let go.

“Oh…no!” He moaned.

“Remember, Jack,” I said, as I wiped my hands off in the bathroom. “This will save your life.”

When I came out he was putting on his pants, trying to stuff his big cock into his pants, and he was crying.

“I’ll look into the chastity tube thing.”

He didn’t say a word. I could tell he was just feeling sorry for himself.

I pulled up Amazon and typed in ‘Male Chastity Devices.’ Man, there were a lot of them, and they had a lot of bells and whistles.

Plain chastity devices.

Chastity with urethral tubes to go in the head of his cock. Chastity with ball separators. Devices with butt plugs. And my favorite, the one that interested me the most, electric chastity.

I sighed as I read the description. Ladies, this wonderful device will certainly keep your man on his toes. You can control his speech, make him clean the house, even manipulate what he thinks about.

Wow. What a lot of benefits! I sat for a moment and day dreamed. In my mind I could see Jack cleaning the house, nothing on but his electric chastity tube.

If he didn’t do a good job, or wasn’t working fast enough…ZAP! he would leap into the air and land and whirl around and glare at me. He would rub his balls and scrunch a bit from the pain, then I would simply lift the remote and he would immediately turn his attention back to doing a good job.

Huh. Yeah. I liked it.

But in the end I ordered a little, black cheapie. $15. Just a ring for his balls, a tube for his cock, and a lock for the whole thing.

I knew I would need the lock. After only two sessions of erecting him he was already looking a bit piqued. And I knew it would only get worse.

Of course, I could order some other devices. Just in case. Spares, or maybe, and this made me giggle, something to hold over Jack’s head.

Yes. He was going to be out of control, and I needed all the leverage I could get.

I put the super duper chastity belt in my Amazon ‘cart.’ It was metal, with a built in lock that couldn’t be picked. And a ball separator and a urethral tube. And, my favorite, shock potential. If I decided I needed it…yes, it should be quick and ready to order.

Then I frowned, and decided this was too much too soon. I put severel other devices in the cart and just left them.

DING A DING A DING!

My cell phone went off. Damn. It was time to get Jack excited again.

The chastity tube, the cheapie, came the next morning. I do so love the overnight feature on Amazon. I unpacked the thing eagerly, and held it up to the light.

It was small, would fit in my hand, and the lock wasn’t very secure, but that was all right. If Jack couldn’t control himself I had other devices ready to order.

I called out, “Jack?”

He was in the back yard. Sitting on. lounge chair, drinking a bourbon and Coke, and no doubt feeling sorry for himself. He slunk in like a dog about to be neutered.

Well, I guess that wasn’t a bad analogy. “Yeah?”

“Play with yourself for ten minutes. Your chastity device was delivered.”

“Play with…aren’t you going to…you know?”

“Jack,” I lectured, “It’s time you learned to do for yourself. Now get that cock out and start stroking it.

He whined, “I could have just stayed out on the patio and played with myself.”

“So go back. Play with yourself in front of God and everybody. But…start playing!”

He sat down on the bed and started playing with himself. it was less than impressive. His dick only got half hard and he just sort of pulled it half heartedly.

“Jack, get going. Get that dick hard.”

“It doesn’t want to.”

I sighed, “Okay, go in and watch some porn.”

“Really?” He brightened right up. He knew I was not a fan of porn, and I often checked his internet history so he didn’t have much opportunity. This was a medical emergency, however, so I was okay with it. Anything so I didn’t have to sit there and stroke his cock.

Then I had a thought. It had only been a couple of minutes, but I knew Jack had a short fuse, so I went into the computer room, walking softly, and stood behind him.

He was watching the screen so intently he didn’t notice me. He didn’t even take note of my reflection on the screen.

A girl named Ava Devine was pushing a lava lamp up her pussy to the tune of the Moonlight Sonata.

Whacking off to Beethoven, I snorted.

Then I realized Jack was about to squirt.

I reached into his lap and slapped his hand away, and just in time. A big drop of cum drooled out of his head. I grabbed his dick and squeezed it. “JACK!”

He started to thrash around, his hips were pumping and he desperately wanted his semen to spurt. I had a good grip on him, however, and nothing came out.

“Let me go!” Jack begged, trying to loosen my fingers.

“Calm down and I will.”

“But…but I need to…” then he sank back and gave a sob.

I waited a minute, then released him.

“That hurt,” he cried.

“Then you shouldn’t have let yourself get so excited.”

“But, the pictures…I had to!”

“Jack, you are out of control, and there is only one cure.”

He looked at me.

I held up the little box with the chastity tube in it. I took out the pieces to the thing, rings and tubes and lock.

“Oh, no,” he whispered.

“Oh, yes. Now put this on.”

He took it and tried to get the tube over his cock. “Ow! It won’t fit!”

“It will when you get soft. Now get soft!”

We looked at his cock. It was hard and big from his almost accident, and it was obvious that he needed help.

“Okay, come with me. And bring that thing.”

He picked up the pieces of the chastity tube and followed me into the kitchen.

I took out a large glass. It was so large that I often used it as a vase. I filled with ice cubes, then water, then I placed it on a chair. “Put your dick in this.

“But, but…”

I grabbed his ear and twisted.

“OW!”

I maneuvered him over the glass of ice water and made him squat.

“Oh, ow! That’s cold!”

“Get used to it.”

He stood there, in a half squat, his dick shoved into that glass of ice water, and slowly his penis began to reduce in size.

“Oh…oh…oh…” he kept mumbling. He bit his knuckle and tried to think of other things.

Finally, he was small enough, so I straightened him up and pushed the tube on, the ring on, and connected them, then I slid the lock into the loop and clicked it.

Oh, the sound of that little click. Jack looked like a giant had stepped on him, he flinched so badly, then he looked down.

His once big penis was now an inch and a half of scrunched up weenie. It tried to get erect, but it couldn’t. It just pushed and squirmed and little bits of his skin pushed out the tiny windows on the thing.

I giggled.

“I don’t think it’s so funny.”

“Oh, go watch some porn.”

He brightened up.

Hey, I didn’t like it, but Jack needed a little freedom here, and that was about as free as I was feeling. Let him watch, and get horny, and maybe he would produce more sperm. But there was no way, with that thing strangling his dick, that he was going to release any of that sperm. Which was most excellent. Doctor’s orders, you know.

I went outside and relaxed on the lounge. I dipped myself into the pool, enjoyed the sun, and watched Sex and the City on my little laptop. I smiled a lot that afternoon, and that really was the point at which I began to wake up.

Jack inside, engrossed in acres of flesh and the manic in and out pounding of porn stars, he didn’t bother me. I didn’t even have to fix him lunch.

I wandered in at one point and glanced into the computer room. He was sitting, hunched over, his eyes glazed, and watching some girl fist a man. Hmm. I would have to peruse his history. After all, if he liked that kind of stuff, it might make my job easier.

Then I went back out to the pool, poured a wine spritzer, and tuned in a few more chapters of Carrie and friends with their subtle philosophies and fashionable clothes.

Ahhh.

Night time came, and Jack was still watching the net. Again, I watched over his shoulder. He was focusing on Milfmovs, clicking desperately, going from sex scene to sex scene.

I cleared my throat.

“Wha!” he near jumped out of his skin.

“It’s okay, Jack. It’s okay.” I placed my hand on his trembling shoulder. I glanced down at his caged cock. It was so cute, red and throbbing and yet not being allowed to grow. It was even dripping.

“Would you like to watch some more?”

“Uh…well…”

“Well, if you fix dinner, and then let me play with you, and then put your dick into the ice water again…with NO complaint…”

Jack’s eyes took on an instant of thought, then he acquiesced. “Okay.”

“Excellent. I would like a salad with bits of chicken in it. And a small baked potato with Hollandaise sauce. And some lemonade. Yes, lemonade.”

Jack was so horny he couldn’t help himself. “Okay Yeah. I can do that.”

I went back out to the pool. I could hear Jack cutting veggies. A half hour later he brought out a tray with my salad and potato and a tall glass of lemonade. “We’re about out of boiled eggs and potatoes.” He said, as he placed the tray on the table next to me.

I sat up and swiveled and smiled. “It looks delicious, Jack. Why don’t you just cook some more eggs and potatoes?”

“Now?” he looked like he was going to cry.

“I can’t play with you for a while, anyway, so…” I shrugged.

His shoulders a little slumped—he so wanted to get back to the internet—he walked back into the kitchen. I heard the rattling of him getting out the big pot for the potatoes, and I smiled.

Now I should say, at this point, while I nibbled down the delicious salad and potato, that I didn’t plan this. It was doctor’s orders, but having to play with him, even just a couple of times, I felt like he owed me. After all, it was my Saturday, too, and I wanted to do a little laying around, and…Jack was handy, and he was just sitting around and playing with himself anyway, so…so why not use him?

I finished my salad and called out. “Jack?”

He was in the computer room again, and I heard him sigh, but he turned down the light background of moans and groans I had been subjected to all day and came out.

“Yes?”

“Dishes. Then we have to handle you.”

He brightened up at that. He ran the dishes in, scrubbed them madly, and I heard the dishwasher start up. I smiled when I heard Jack come back out on the patio.

I had put the key on a chain around my neck, I didn’t trust Jack not to find it and have a little unauthorized fun, and I took it off and unlocked his little cage.

SPROING! His dick got hard so fast, had I been standing in the way it would have knocked me down. I mean, it was a serious boner!

I put my hand on it and started stroking, and at the same time I clicked on the Sex and the City movie. The first one.

Jack’s legs started shivering and shaking. I could feel his cock dripping all over my hand. Good. He was producing lots of sperms.

“”Isn’t that wonderful?” I asked.

“Wha…wha…?” he responded.

The tutu Carrie is wearing is the same one she wears on the show’s credits…”

“Oh…oooh.”

I looked up at him, his eyes were closed. Feeling a bit perverse I stopped stroking him and said, “Now, Jack. If you don’t pay attention you won’t learn anything.

“Oh…what? Please…”

I stroked him again. He sighed and closed his eyes.

I stopped and slapped his balls. They were big and red and he jerked and grabbed his package.

“Bad Jack, not paying attention. Now put your dick in ice water and get that tube back on.”

Jack actually gave a small sob and went into the kitchen. He came back with the big glass and put in on a small table and squatted over it.

I put Carrie on pause and studied Jack. He was shaking, and little tears were coming down his cheeks. I could see his dick slowly shrinking, and I loved the groans he was making. I giggled.

“What?” he looked at me, his eyes tortured and his head tilted slightly to the side.

“You look so cute like that?”

“Cute? Hornier than hell? My balls wanting to explode and not being able to squirt?”

“Oh, come on, Jack. It’s for your own good. So get over it.”

His dick was now shrunken, so I said. “Pop the tube on, Jack, then go back to your porn.”

He got the tube on, sighed in frustration, then returned to the computer room and the endless miles of humping, pumping, rumping men and women.

I put on the second Sex and the City movie.

I smiled.


PART TWO

“Good morning, Mr. and Mrs. Thompson.”

We greeted the doctor and sat down in front of her desk. I was reminded of a month previous, when we had had the bad news. Then we had been nervous, unsure of ourselves. How things had changed.

Jack was a blithering mess. All he wanted to do was watch porn and have me play with him. Boring.

I, on the other hand, was feeling pretty good. Jack was making the dinners and doing the laundry and helping out quite a bit. All in the hopes that I would have the extra time to stroke him a bit more. Which was fine, but I was getting a bit tired of his whining and begging.

“So how is it going?” Doctor Abdalia Jones asked, opening Jack’s folder and perusing it.

“Pretty good,” I said. “Of course, Jack is a getting a bit puffy, but you told us about that.”

“Is his penis shrinking?”

“Maybe a little bit, but he gets so hard it doesn’t make much difference.”

“Hmmm. Yes.” She looked up at me. “Erections are good. Is he dripping?”

“Oh, Lord, he is dripping so much he has to wear padded undies. Stand up, Jack.”

Red-faced, Jack rose. I patted his butt, ran my hand over his rump so she could see the line of his Depends.

“Excellent.”

“Sit down, Jack,” I commanded. Jack sat.

“Jack, let’s get you up on the exam table.”

We followed her down a hall to an exam room and Jack climbed up on the exam table.

“Shirt off, Jack,” commanded Dr. Jones. Funny, I noticed she was taking a more peremptory attitude towards Jack. Apparently I wasn’t alone in pushing Jack around. I wondered if there was some sort of essence exuding from Jack, asking to be bullied.

Jack took off his shirt, and I was struck by the little mounds of flesh growing on his chest.

Of course, I noted them daily, but I tended to put it out of my mind. Now, him sitting on the table, officially being examined, I couldn’t help but notice.

They were round, like tits, but a little flabby. His nipples, surprisingly enough, seemed to be larger, and were standing out a bit. I frowned. “Jack?”

He looked at me.

“I think you’re going to need a bra.”

“What? No!”

Doctor Jones was thumping his chest. “Shh, let me listen.”

Jack glared at me, but the doctor’s next words quelled that attitude. “She’s right, you know. You need something so that your skin doesn’t sag and become malformed.”

“But…a bra?”

“Shhh.”

She listened to him for a few minutes, had him cough, looked down his throat and into his ears and even up his nose. She stepped back.

“Topside seems fine.”

“What about these?” he hefted his mounds with both hands.

“Not of concern. Take off your pants, please.”

Jack’s face was corkscrewing, and I thought he might refuse. So I barked, “Drop the drawers, mister! Now!”

Quickly, Jack unbuckled and started shucking his trousers. Shortly, he stood before us. His legs were a bit spindly, but his ass had definitely swelled. Unfortunately, so had his belly.

Doctor Jones grabbed a big punch of his belly flesh, a whole roll of flab, and shook it. “Okay, Mr. Thomson. We need to put you on an exercise program.”

“But, I…”

“You need to control this.” She looked at me. “I would suggest that he wear a corset, too.”             

“What?” Jack squeaked.

I ignored his outburst except to say, “Jack, you’ve really let yourself go. This is really embarrassing to me. So we will address this as soon as we are home. Is that clear, young man?”

He opened his mouth, but at the fierce look on my face he shut up. His face was really red now.

Doctor jones said, “That is the way to handle them. I wish all my patients were this well behaved.”

Jack opened his mouth again, doubtless to protest, but before he could say anything Dr Jones grabbed his chastity tube and lifted it.

Jack went up on tip toes.

She turned it this way and that, gave it a few tugs as if to ensure that it wouldn’t come off.

“I do so love these.”

“They are wonderful,” I agreed.

“Okay, we need to measure Jack’s sperm. Jack, I’d like you to turn around and bend over.”

“With the tube on?”

“Of course,” the doctor said.

I merely looked to the side and muttered, “Sheesh!’

Jack bent over.

“Place your hands on the table and bend further.”

Jack tried, but his belly was a little large.

The doctor sighed, then went ahead with the procedure. She took out a round, dick shaped thing. It was large at one end, small at the other, and there was a handle on it.

“This is called a prostate massager. You don’t need a lot of lube, but  at least a little bit is advised.” She scooped a touch of lube out of a container and pushed it into Jack’s asshole.

“Eeek!”

“Shut up, Jack,” I snapped.

She pushed the prostate massager into Jack’s rectum. Jack would have straightened up, but she pushed his back down. I slapped his ass for good measure.

She swirled the thing around, and I noticed how Jack trembled and moved his butt in response.

She tilted it to a certain angle and said, “The end inside him is rubbing up against his prostate now. Here, feel it.”

I put my hand on the handle and moved it as she indicated.

“Feel the little bump in there?”

“Why, yes!”

Jack groaned. “I gotta pee.”

“Control yourself,” I admonished.

“No,” said the doctor. “This is the one time he is allowed to let himself go. Go ahead and pee, Mr. Thompson.”

“Ahhh!” Jack moaned, and he lowered his head and placed it on his forearms in relief.

Amazingly, a thin, stream of semen drooled out of his cock.

I looked at Doctor Jones in surprise. She put a cup under him to catch the semen, then smiled at me while the cup slowly filled. “The prostate is a muscle. It controls the output of liquid. Jack thinks he’s peeing, but he’s not.”

“I’m not?” asked Jack, dreamily.

“Nope.”

“Oh.” He sounded like he really didn’t care.

“Now, the downside of this, if you consider it a downside, is that tomorrow he is going to be extra horny. He will be stimulated, but his mind has been fooled. He will be empty, and producing even more  sperm than usual, but he won’t be able to cum. If you wish to have sex with him, tomorrow, or even this afternoon, will be the best time. He won’t be at risk for a heart attack, and you can enjoy him at your leisure. If you’re into such things.”

“Hmmm,” I pondered. I hadn’t had a good dicking a in a while. This might be interesting.

“I have been horny lately.”

“Then, by all means, use him as you wish. It will allow you to sate your desires, and that will reduce any desire you might have to take on a lover, unless, of course, you wish to.”

Jack raised his head tried to look around at us.

“Hold still, Mr. Thompson.” She pushed his head back to the front. “Enjoy yourself. It’s as close to an orgasm as you will come.”

Jack sighed. The string of semen issuing from his cock was slowing down.

“H’s almost done now.” She turned to me. “Feel free to do this yourself. At home. You may take this prostate massager, if you wish. It’s a sample.”

“Why, thank you. This will be good. Perhaps I can save a little wear and tear on my hands.”

“Are your hands giving you problems?”

She left the massager in Jack’s ass and turned to me. She examined my hands.

“They just get a little tired of constantly jacking Jack.”

“Yes, I can see where that would be a bother. To contract carpel tunnel from having to play with your husband too much, that would be bad.”

She turned to Jack, who was feeling his butt and trying to figure out the handle of the prostate massager. She slapped his hand away and said, “Jack, you need to have more concern for your wife.” She turned to me. “You can have him wear a butt plug and that will reduce the amount of stroking you have to do.”

“Really?”

“Oh, yes. In fact, the more butt plugging you do the less stroking you will have to do. And the more you massage his prostate like this,” she turned and pulled the massager out of his ass. It made a big, wet, smacking sort of a pop, and Jack jerked upright and grabbed his ass. “The more often you can have sex without worrying about all that messy semen.”

“And it does nothing but make him healthier.”

“Quite. A few months of this and he’ll be in the pink of health. No heart problems, able to hold a job and make money for you well into his old age.”

“Well, I certainly thank you, doctor. This has been quite eye opening.”

“Not a problem,” she smiled and peeled off her gloves. “Mr. Thompson, wipe your butt and take your wife home. She has some issues you need to address.” She winked at me, and I winked happily back.

“This is crazy,” Jack blurted, as we drove home. I was driving because Jack was squirming around. Apparently he hadn’t gotten all the lube out of his ass.

“It’s crazy that the doctor wants to save your life?”

He didn’t have much to say about that.

We arrived at the house and Jack stepped out of the car gingerly.

“What’s wrong?”

“I’m all sticky back there. I need a shower.”

“Hold on, bozo.”

He turned and stared at me. “I’m not going to have you washing all your germs and fluids and sticky ass stuff off in my shower.”

“But, I’ve got to—“

“Go in the back yard.”

Puzzled, he went, and I followed. I unrolled a bit of garden hose and told him, “Bend over. I’ll spray you off.”

“But—“

I slapped his ass with a fold of the garden hose.

“OW!”

“Do it.”

Rubbing his ass, he bent over, and I turned the water on.

“Ow…oh…oooh!”

I directed the stream of cold water directly into his asshole, and he shivered and jumped.

“Hold still!”

I angled the hose a bit and cleaned his rectum from all angles. Finally, I was satisfied. I turned off the water and said, “You may jump in the pool now.”

He did, and that water was a bit cold. He yelped, swam to the other side and climbed out.

“What’s the matter?” I asked.

“It’s cold!” his teeth were chattering.

“What a baby. Go fix me a drink, and don’t get dressed.”

Jack frowned, but did as he was told. Two minutes later Jack was handing me my drink. He was still shivering a bit, but that was okay.

I took him into the bedroom and told him to lay on the bed. He did so.

I unlocked him, and his penis sprang upright. And he was HARD! He hadn’t cum in a couple of months, I had been playing with him, his dick was like an iron rod, quivering with anticipation and excitement.

“Oh, God!” he blurted.

I slid my panties off, then, on a whim, took off my dress. I stood before him, large boobs, wet pussy. His eyes were round like pies.

I climbed onto the bed, and he started to shift, to move around as if he was going to get on top. the last thing I needed right then was to have some slobbery, horny fool laying on me.

“Stay there,” I commanded.

He had a whiny look in his eyes, but he did as I told him.

I spread my legs and climbed on top of him. I took his cock—was it my imagination? Or was it smaller—and slid down it.

“Oh, God!” He groaned and arched his back as the pleasure consumed him.

This was one of those few times when I agreed with my husband. It did feel good, to have that thick rod sliding against my flesh. I settled down and started to move my hips.

“Fuck,” he whimpered. “Fuck!”

He pushed up, and I didn’t mind, it just gave me that much more access, pushed his dick just a little further into me. I ground down on him, and he wheezed helplessly.

For long minutes I enjoyed myself. I pulled my nipples, felt my breasts, and patted my pud, all the while sinking down and twisting my hips around.

Suddenly, Jack couldn’t take it any longer. With a mighty grunt he flipped me over and dropped his weight on me. My eyes widened as I felt him go even deeper. Then he began to tilt and pull, twist and push, and I was getting the fucking of my life.

For long minutes he kept it up, and I felt him getting closer and closer, but…he never arrived. I remembered what the doctor said, and grinned. He was going to think he could cum, but not be able to. And this was going to drive him to give me the fuck of my life.

In and out, his whole weight pushing, his dick corkscrewing out, rubbing every square inch of my love channel.

God!

I started to cum, and it wasn’t one of those tepid, little squirts. It was a mind blasting, pussy busting, OMFG orgasms! I shivered and shook and clung to him, and finally, after heaven had infected my mind, and then run its course, I sagged back.

He kept fucking. Driving in and out, no matter that I was done.

“Hey!” I pushed him. “Get out! Get off me!”

He got, and he stared at me stupidly. “But I was…I was…”

“No you weren’t.” I sat up. “Now, go take a shower, and put your chastity tube back on. I have to take a shower, then we have to discuss your underwear.”

He got into the shower, but he didn’t shower fast. He stalled. I think he was thinking about what was coming.

Well, tough.

I got in, pushed him out, and spent some time washing my lovely body.

Jack stood outside the shower, toweling himself off, his erection so big it was ridiculous. Eventually he went and got a glass of ice water and reduced himself to an appropriate size.

“Okay,” I said, tossing my towel at him so he could hang it up. “Mother left her coset here, so we can use that.”

“I don’t want to wear a corset!” Jack complained.

“Doctor’s orders.” I went into my closet and found the box I had stored mother’s clothes in. I always meant to throw them out, but now was glad that I hadn’t.

I returned to the bedroom and tossed the corset at Jack. He caught it and looked at it distastefully.

“Put it on,” I commanded.

“Look, don’t you think…”

“Yes, I do. But you don’t. Now, put it on.”

He struggled into the thing, and I remember how tightly mother had kept it. I loosened a couple of the ties so he could fit into the thing, then I pulled them tight.

“Ahhh!” he gasped “I can’t breath!”

“Whiner,” I observed. I pulled the lower edge down over his cock cage. It left no bump at all. Excellent. And, to top things off, it had little straps dangling for nylons. how cool was that?

But, first, I had to put his bra on him. Helpless man, he didn’t know how to buckle it in front, spin it around and pull it up. But I helped him, and shortly I was pulling the cups over his boobs.

Geez,” he complained, for about the 83rd time. “This is tight.”

“If teenage girls can stand it, then so can you.”

He didn’t have much to say to that.

I stood back and looked at him, and the difference was amazing.

He had once had a manly frame, a few muscles, not much fab, but now he had a pudge shape, and it was only the coset that gave him any kind of shape. But, it did give him shape. His boobs were pushed up and emphasized, his hips flared out, and that made his waist look quite a bit smaller than it was.

“Not bad,” I murmured.

He tried to pull on a pair of pants, but he couldn’t bend. He looked at me helplessly.

“Oh, good Lord, Jack. You have really let yourself go. Can’t even bend over for your flab.”

“But it’s the cors—“

I interrupted his speech by flinging a dress into his face.

He pulled it off his face, looked at it, looked at me, and said, “What is this?”

“Well, you can’t go out in your underwear now, can you?”

“Yeah, but…this is a dress?”

“If the shoe fits…” I shot back.

He looked confused, and hurt, and about to cry. I went to him, took the dress out of his hands and straightened it out.

“Jack, Jack, Jack. When are you going to grow up?”

I pulled the dress over his head, it slicked down over his body, and was a perfect fit.

He looked at the mirror in surprise.

“I’m glad you haven’t gotten a haircut in a while.”

“Wha…but you said not to, that you—“

“Shut and sit, Jackie boy.”

I pushed him into my make up chair. I took out a pair of scissors and began trimming him. It took a while. Especially when he started objecting about me plucking his eyebrows.

“You’re a scruffy sort, Jackie Thompson, and it’s time you took a little pride in your appearance.”

“But you’re making me look like a girl!”

“Correction. You’re making you look like a girl. And not producing enough sperm, that’s definitely a girl outlook. And now you have breasts and everything. Honestly, Jackie.”

I had managed to make his hair into a sort of bubble cut. I sprayed it with hairspray and stood back. I smiled.

Jackie looked at the mirror and was about to bust out in tears.

I reached down under his dress and managed to find his chastity tube. He straightened up and blinked. Tears were forgotten as I massaged his helpless member.

“Jackie,” I said. “It’s time you embraced what you are.”

“But…what are you…”

“You’re a girl, Jackie. You’re a sweet, little, air-headed muffin. You have a penis that is shrinking,” thought it wasn’t, at least not by much, “and your face is changing. Admit it, my love. Admit it and I will stroke your penis and massage your prostate.”

He said nothing. But he was moving his hips in conjunction with the way I was pulling on his tube.

“Admit it, or I shan’t.” I let go of his tube and stepped back.

Poor Jackie. He didn’t know whether to stamp his foot or beg.

I moved forward and grabbed his penis again. It was hot inside the cage, and I could feel it pulsing as it tried to break forth and escape its plastic prison. “Admit it…” I whispered.

I backed off, dropping his cock like it was a snake. “Or don’t.”

He whimpered, and he whined, “But…but Barbara…”

I moved forward and grabbed his cock yet again. I stroked him and kissed him passionately. “Admit it…”

I stepped back, leaving his hips thrusting his lips listing. “Or not.”

I think I would have stopped, eventually, with this sweet torment, except that it was fun. It was fun to see him gasp and his body twitch and jerk, then to relieve it, then to start it up all over again.

Finally, he broke.

He fell to his knees, and burbled, “Okay. I’m sorry! I’m sorry. I’m what you want me to be.”

“No, no,” I said, lifting him to his feet “You’re what you want to be. Admit it now. You want to be a pretty, little girl.”

Sniffling, trying to put his arms around me, he said, “I just want to be a little girl. Please…please…”

“Very well, sit down here.”

I sat him at my make up table and went to work. I cleansed his pores and primed away his creases and imperfections. I shaded him and colored him, giving him a softer look, one that took advantage of the girlish shapes of fat redistributing through his face. I colored his eyelids, lined his eyes, and put plumper on his lips. Oh, God, did his lips, now round and full, look sexy, so I colored them a bright red.

Finally, I was almost done.

I sat back and looked at him. “You’re going to have to shave your legs, in fact, your whole body now. Or you can use Nair. Maybe we can even afford a little waxing. But you are going to have to take care of your appearance. I can help you with the make up, but only for a while. Then you have to do it yourself. And we have to get you some clothes, some dresses and other outfits. Do you understand?”

He nodded solemnly.

“Now, here are some high heels. Try them on.”

He did, standing up and swaying a bit, but at least he didn’t fall down.

“Excellent,” I said. “Now, sit, and I will do your nails.”

He did, and he was very cowed as I did first his hands, giving him fashionable stilettos, then his toes. I giggled as I did his toes. I gave him little stilettos for those, too.

“Are we done,” he whispered, thoroughly subdued.

“Oh, no. We have to put on nylons.”

I showed him how to get past the little points on his toes, then unrolled the stockings up his legs. Even though there was a trace of hair, it was beautiful. Delightful. Amazing.

Then we put on his shoes.

I stood him front of the mirror and began taking pictures. First a series of stills, then a slow video.

He actually began to preen with all the attention. Standing with his back straight, and even pushing his chest out a bit, which made his boobs appear even bigger. I smiled. My hubbie was going to have a mighty nice set of tits when I was done with him.

Finally, he was all dressed. Completely made up. A totally different person. Much sweeter, more demure and respectful. Changed, he was a better woman than he had been a man.

As a man he had been a proud puppy, striding around like he was a conqueror. Like he had a pair between his legs.

Well, those days were over.

“What do I do now?” he asked. His unsureness was quite appealing.

“Well, you wanted me to play with you. How about we do that?”

He grinned, and he said the most revealing thing, “That’s what women are for, you know.”

I almost laughed. He was so close, and yet so far.

“Hop up on the bed, Jackie. On all fours.”

He climbed up on the bed and knelt, and I lifted his dress. His rectum was perfectly presented, but I gave his cock a pull just for the sake of it all. “Push that butt up.”

He did so.

I went to my dresser and pulled out a box. I opened it and took out a large dildo. Also in the box was a mess of straps.

“I saw Dr. Jones the other day,” I said, as I attached the straps around my waist.

“You did?” Jackie looked over her shoulder at me.

“Oh, yes. I’ve actually known her for a while.”

“Before you took me to her?”

“Oh, yes. Though I was a bit surprised when she demonstrated her methods on you.”

“What did you…what did she say?”

“She said you’re coming along fine. She also gave me this particular prostate massager—“

“It looks like a dildo, a strap on dildo.”

“What’s in a word,” I shrugged. “Anyway, she said I should use this prostate massager when you finally decided who you were.”

She was silent, digesting my words, wondering at what was happening to her.

“The truth of the matter, dear hubbie,” I slathered lube on her asshole, “Is that you adapted perfectly. You didn’t resist, but instead embraced, and you have become a woman. A very lovely woman.”

“I don’t understand?”

“You don’t have to understand. You just have to relax and take this.”

I moved between his legs, touched the dildo to his brown button. He jerked and quivered, and, I have to tell the truth, I was quivering, also. I had been getting a weekly fuck, and it was VERY satisfying, but the constant process of changing Jackie, it was getting to me. I was horny for this. I was dripping with the need to complete my husband’s change into womanhood. And this was, really, the last step. After this we would have exchanged power. I would have his manly assertiveness, and he would have a deprived woman’s caution and gentleness.

I began to push the dildo into him.

He grunted, but my work with the prostate massager over the weeks had prepared him well. The head popped in and he gave a little squeak. “Eeek.”

I chuckled. “You are such a virgin.” Then I began to push it in deeper.

He took it for a couple of inches, then he flattened out, just fell forward. The doctor had told me this might happen, however, and I went with him, riding him down. He lay flat on the bed, but my big penis was still inside him, impaling him, and going deeper.

“Oh…oh…”

“It doesn’t hurt, does it,” I whispered into his ear.

“No…no…” He gulped. “It feels…good.”

I smiled and began pounding into him. Sliding in and out, taking my time, angling against his prostate occasionally.

He began to grunt with my efforts, and he pushed back up, but I didn’t let him get back on his hands and knees. I wanted him helpless under me, unable to do anything but enjoy…and succumb.

“Give it up, baby,” I kissed his ear. “Give up and let yourself be a woman.”

He tried, and he was succeeding.

I said, “You can have an orgasm this way, if you want.”

His ears pricked up.

“It’s called an anal orgasm, and it can happen, but you have to want it, to give up to me, to forget about everything except being a woman.”

He was groaning, trying to push his butt up, but I allowed him only enough to raise his ass a bit, then I pushed him back down. Again and again.

“Oh…oh…”

After long minutes, he began to shiver. He began to jerk, and I could feel him lose control.

“OH…OH…”

It happened. I could feel his whole body lock up, then give up. His hips were crazy, spasming, and it was all I could do to keep my dildo firmly impaled in his ass.

“Oh, God!” His voice was ragged, like his throat was ripping. “I’m…I’m cuming.

I laughed, and kept pummeling his bottom, and his penis began to spew semen.


EPILOGUE

I sat in a row of chairs, smiling. I was wearing a man’s suit, but with high heels. My make up was severe, and my lipstick was dark and almost electric shiny. My hair was pulled back in a tight ponytail. One leg bobbed and my high heel dangled deliciously. My breasts pushed the suit out wonderfully, and I was the quintessential picture of the new woman.

Next to me Jackie sat, looking beautiful in a dress, with her own high heels and very feminine make up. Her breasts were unusually large.

At the front of the room Dr. Abdalia Jones was giving her speech.

“I have been called a man hater, and a Lesbian, and all manner of things. And it is not true.

“I just believe that men should not rule the world. Nobody gave them the right, they just took it, then subjugated the rest of us.

“My mission, as a doctor and a member of ‘The Ladies’ Sissy Society,’ is to find women who are willing to take back control of their lives. This includes undoing the false authority of the men who would rule us.

“Through a method of feminization we strip away a man’s belief in himself as the dominant factor in society, and replace it with a belief in women.

“Some day there will be enough of us that we may come out in the open. Some day there will be enough of us that society will tip and change of its own accord. Until then, however, we will work through more subtle means.

“Having said that, I would like to introduce Jackie Thompson, recently converted to our beliefs.”

Jackie hesitated, then stood up. Handclaps started, and she managed to smile.

Good Jackie.

END
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A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!
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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.
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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.
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Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!
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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!
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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.
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