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A Note from the Author!

I often think about this question: Should everybody be a woman?

I mean, it sure would make things easier. We could do without male clothes for the most part. There would be less of a struggle between the sexes. Women could attain equality without a blink. And so on.

Then I think of something that Alyce, my bestie, once told me, when I brought this up with her.

“Who would we have to beat?”

Man, that Alyce. She always sees right through to the heart of the matter.

Now, I have to admit, I didn’t get it at first. Alyce is hard core, and she is ahead of me on so many things. But one day I was riding in an Uber and the driver told me a joke.

“Do you know why God made so many stupid people?”

“Uh…why?”

“So I could feel smart.”

I got that, and then, like a domino falling in my mind, I got what Alyce had told me. Like, really got it.

Do you know why God made so many men?

So women would have something to feel superior to.

So not all men should be women…only the special ones.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


The Making of a Sissy Boy!

He was hooked on her,

feminization and femdom!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

John met Mary at a bar.

She was the gay one. Wearing a mini skirt and plunging top she whirled and danced and laughed gaily.

John watched her from a corner table. She was bright and vivacious, charming all with her smile and laughter. Her 38 inch boobs didn’t hurt, either.

John smiled as she danced into a fellow’s arms, swung with him, then abandoned him. She had gone through a half a dozen fellows, trying them out, then discarding them.

The funny thing was that she wasn’t there for the drinks.

John heard man after man offer to buy her a drink, and man after man she turned down. She just kept laughing, her eyes bright like she was on something, but nobody knew what.

But, God, she was a looker.

John waved a hand at the waitress and shortly was sucking down a bourbon and Coke. He listened to the music, watched the girl, and wondered how he could succeed where a dozen guys had failed.

How could he make her like him, go with him, share some of her magic with him.

Hmmm.

And he decided to try backwardsitus on her.

John finished his drink, stood up and went to the bar. He faced away from her and ordered a beer. He nursed it. He watched her in the bar mirror.

Guys were clapping, her skirt whirled up to give flashes of what looked like metallic colored underwear. Her boobs almost fell out of her blouse.

Only a matter of time.

She danced. She kissed men on the cheek and moved to the next man.

John positioned himself, watched her coming his way, then turned so she would bump into him.

She bumped, but he was ready, “Oopsy,” he called out, laughing, and he protected his mug from spilling.

“Oh, sorry, man,” said her partner.

She laughed, abandoned her partner, who frowned, and they circled the small floor.

She was light on her feet. Her chest pressed against his. She hugged him and laughed at him. Then he looked at his watch and smiled at her. “I’ve got to cut this short.”

He stepped away from her, and she blinked.

The one that got away.

He said, “You’re a good dancer, hope you’re not offended.”

“Oh, no.” She grabbed his arm, stopping him from leaving. She was used to being the winner, to controlling the boys, but here was one who wasn’t smitten by her flirting ways. “Where you going?”

He stopped, looked down at her. Backwarditus had worked, she wanted what she couldn’t have, and now it was time to stick the skewer in.

“Oh, nowhere…” But he was tugging so very slightly, trying to get away, which mad her hold him all the harder. Then he shifted back to her, frowned, and said, “You’ve got something in your eye.”

“What?”

“Bit of dirt, I think. Here…” He pulled out a handkerchief, dipped the corner into his beer, and dabbed at her skin right next to her eye.

“I’ve got…oh…thank you.”

He grinned. “Now you’ve got a clean spot.”

She smiled, not sure what was happening, and stopped him yet again.

“Aren’t you going to buy a girl a drink?”

He glanced around. People were looking at them, but guys were starting to look away. Somebody else had caught the fish.

“Well, I guess. You haven’t been drinking too much, have you?”

“No…no. I don’t usually drink at a place like this.”

John waved at the bartender for a couple of beers, and he and Mary sat down at a table. She was gazing at him like he was a real, genuine curiosity.

“Really? The way you were dancing I figured you were imbibing freely.” Translation, drunk as a skunk, but said with offhand humor in such a way that she actually chuckled.

“The waitress brought their beers and John took a sip, watched her carefully. Said, “You really are the most beautiful woman I have seen in…well…”

He hesitated, and she couldn’t resist. “Since when?”

“Well, I had this puppy once. Cutest thing. Loved her breath. Puppy breath we called it. She was beautiful.”

He was speaking offhand, yet gauging her carefully, and waited until she started to open her mouth.

“Gotcha.”

She laughed. Girls loved to laugh, and he knew she was smitten.

The good news was that he wasn’t one of these cads, just looking for a good night. He thought she was beautiful, and he wanted to know her, as opposed to just dancing a minute with her.

“You are beautiful, though. What’s your name?”

For a moment she vacillated between leaving and staying, but John put on the innocent look so good, and he had been fun, and… “Mary.”

“John and Mary. We sound like a cliche.”

They talked then, exchanged stories. He was careful to keep her chuckling, and he applied backwarditus in his words, very gently pulling away, letting his words dwindle at the end of the sentence a little so she had to pay closer attention to him.

After a while he asked, “Where do you go to drink? Usually, I mean.”

She smiled a very secretive smile. “Oh, I’ve got my places.”

“Big secret, eh?” He withdrew a little.

“No…not a big secret. Just…a secret.”

“Are you going to ply me with liquor until I pass out and then whisper it into my ear?”

She was looking around. She did have a secret, and it did look like she was dying to tell someone. So John bought a couple more beers, and they were starting to feel real rosy, and then she told him she would tell him her secret if he came home with her.

That was it. That was backwarditus succeeding. Now he just had to be relaxed and let her lead him.

“Well, I guess I could, if you promise not to,” he took a breath and ticked off his fingers, “hurt me, molest me, pull down my pants and spank me, steal my car, make me write bad checks…” he went on with all his conditions and she finally shoved him.

“Go on,” she said, laughing, with a lustful look in her eyes.

He allowed her to clamp onto his arm and take him out of the bar. Not a few young men looked after him with jealousy in their eyes.

They crossed the parking lot to his Jeep. “Ooh, a rugged man,” she quipped. “Can you follow me?”

“Over hill and dale. Where’s your car?”

Hers was a red Miata. They stopped behind his car and shared their first kiss. It was wet and warm and wild. It was a delicious mingling of tender flesh and stout hearts. It was her pressing up against him, putting one of his hands on her ample bosom and encouraging him.

Then she slapped him, stepped back, and laughed. “Follow me, John, if you want to get lucky.”

John followed her, and she drove slow enough that he was assured of getting lucky. She’d speed up for a block, then go slow and let him catch her. It was classic boy/girl game adapted to cars.

She lived in an apartment, parked underneath it, and waited for him to park and join her.

They kissed again, and he fell in love with the shape of her lips. He placed his hands on her butt and sculpted them, and she squeezed back against his hands, and pushed her chest into him, and couldn’t stop kissing him.

They walked up the stairs, staggering a bit—they had had a few beers, after all—and stopping every few steps to chew on each others mouths.

Her apartment was small, but tidy. It was girly without being too girly, and she had a collection of books that included classics by Marco Vassi, Grace Mansfield and Ann Michelle.

But they weren’t there to read, no matter how salacious the material. They were there for two things. A secret and a fuck.

Mary poured a couple of drinks, bourbon and Coke, and they sat on the couch and made out for a good, long time.

Then she whispered, “You haven’t asked me about my secret.”

“I figured you were just trying to get into my pants.”

She snorted, then sipped, then sat up on the edge of the couch.

She was wearing that short skirt, a mini skirt, and the metallic colored underwear. She lifted the skirt, pulled her panties down a couple of inches, and showed him her secret.

Like a Tex Avery cartoon, the ones with the would who whistles and his eyes pop out and his tongue flaps in the breeze, John reacted. His mouth opened, his tongue rolled out to the floor, his eyeballs bulged out a couple of inches, and…he was surprised. She had a secret, all right.

Mary held a pair of ben wah balls in her hands. Her eyes were lit up with excitement, and John realized that she was scared.

Scared of what, though? Revealing her secret? Afraid of what he might think?

“Oh. My. God!” he stated slowly, as his mouth closed and his eyes retracted into their sockets. He reached out a hand and she placed one of the balls in it, then, hesitantly, the other one.

He was careful. He realized that he had just been entrusted with part of a person’s life. He showed nothing but admiration and awe.

Slowly, Mary relaxed.

He hefted the balls, they were about the same size as his testicles, but heavy. They appeared to be made of steel.

“This is why you’re so…so happy! Why you don’t need alcohol.”

She shook her head.

He raised his eyes to her face, slowly lifted her balls to his mouth and kissed each one. 
“Now I can say I’ve kissed your most precious part.”

She actually gave a little shiver.

“What do they feel like when they’re inside you?”

Her arms went down, fists in her lap, she fumbled over the next few words. “They…they roll around. They stimulate me. They feel so good.”

“Do you have orgasms?”

“Sometimes.”

“Are they like big orgasms? Out of control?”

She nodded, bit her lip, took the balls back. Her eyes watching him avidly, she inserted first one, then the other.

His eyes were wide as the balls disappeared. “Don’t they fall out?” he whispered.

She nodded, took a breath, and forced herself to speak more clearly. “They do. That’s why I wear very thick underwear, or tummy shapers. If they do come out they will eventually fall out of my panties, but I can usually make it to a restroom and reinsert them.”

“Oh, my God!”

They sat on the couch, staring at each other, and he suddenly realized how turned on she must be.

“So you go dancing, and without being penetrated you have orgasms with everybody you dance with.”

She nodded.

“Are you close to an orgasm now?”

She nodded harder. Her eyes were twinkling big. She was breathing hard.

John moved closer.

She moved closer.

Now realizing what he was doing, he touched her breast and she quivered. Her mouth was open and inviting.

He took her in his arms then, and he kissed her once again.

Now he knew, she couldn’t hide, and that knowledge excited her even more.

John didn’t even try to get inside her. He just pushed her back on the couch and kissed her and fondled her. His hand went down to her mons and cupped it. He squeezed her pussy, and he could feel resistance inside. He could feel the hard surface of the balls, and as he squeezed he could feel the balls roll around inside her. Slipping past each other, rolling around and around, pressing against her most sensitive tissue, waking up nerves the way a cock never could.

Mary began to moan.

In a way, it was sex without the sex. She was going to cum just from him touching her. MPA. No Poke Attached.

She looked up at him and there was a vulnerability to her, a desire in her eyes. Take me over the edge. Make me cum…and cum and cum.

John slid off her and knelt at her side. Her legs were spread and he missed her mouth at ninety degrees, a perfect match. His hands slid over her breasts, palming, cupping. He removed her blouse, then her bra. She stared up at him, almost afraid, but too excited to be truly afraid.

He bent his head and kissed her nipples. He reached down and manipulated her crotch.

She groaned and arched her back.

She was willing to take the balls out and let him in her, but he didn’t want that. He wanted to see her cum.

And she began to quiver and groan, and then the shaking of her pelvis signified that she was cumming.

He pressed on her mons. He could make the balls move by pressing, and they would move slowly, then slip, and she would feel the suddenly shift of round weight inside her and jerk.

“Oh…oh…oh…” And just when it looked like it was over, she would start again.

For an hour John pushed her into ecstasy. When he was done, when she finally couldn’t take any more and pushed him away, she was a sodden mess of happy.

“I can’t…no more…”

He lifted her tenderly and she put her arms around his neck and her head against his chest. He carried her into her bedroom and slowly undressed her.

The room smelled intensely of sex.

She was trying to sleep now, yawning, yet holding to him.

He picked her up again and walked her into the bathroom.

“What are you doing?”

“You stink,” he whispered to her. “My fine, feathered bitch.”

She laughed, leaned partly against the wall and held on to his shoulders, and he turned the hot water on.

While the water warmed up he took off his clothes. She smiled, her eyes half lidded, and felt his peeny.

“Nice,” she mumbled. “You wanna do it?”

He shook his head as he took off his socks. “You’re done,” he said.

She nodded, and he moved her into the shower.

Ten minutes later she was actually sleeping in the shower, held up by him.

Careful not to slip on the tiles, he helped her out of the shower. “Wanna sleep.”

“You will,” he assured her as he dried her off with a big, fluffy towel.

Then he carried her into her room. He pulled the sheets back and laid her down.

“Get in,” she said.

He dried himself off, turned off the lights and slipped into bed with her.

She turned against him, smelling fresh, and hugged him. Her naked breasts teased him, and one of her small hands crept down and held his tool.

He hadn’t cum. This wasn’t his time. It was her time. And it felt good. He felt so satisfied because he had satisfied her. And he was glad he hadn’t squirted, and he lay there in the dark, her holding him, and his penis throbbed ferociously, and he suddenly found out that there are greater things than just jamming it in and squirting madly. He was more excited than he had eve been in his life. And he honestly felt like he was in love.

But how could that be? He had just met her!

He decided that he was only infatuated, that his feelings would pass, probably when he did finally squirt.

Then, tired, a bit drunk but coming down, in spite of being incredibly erect, he slid into sleep. the last thing he remembered was her hand very gently squeezing him.

Sunlight burst through the part in the curtains and danced through the room. Dust specks hung in the sliver of light, and John became aware that he was awake and erect. Not necessarily in that order.

He opened his eyes.

Hers were already open.

She was still holding his cock.

“Have you been holding me all night?”

“Yes. I think.”

“Oh, God! I have to pee.”

She gripped him tightly. “No.”

“I’ll piss in your hand! In your bed!”

“Nope.”

She held him tightly and he realized that she was right.

“I’ve got morning woody. I have to pee.”

“Nope.”

“My bladder is going to explode.”

“Not your balls?”

He grinned, and groaned, and said, “Those, too. Please. Let me go.”

“Nope.”

Then she slid her feet over the edge of the bed, pulled him and got up. And held him tightly while he got up.

She led him across the room to the bathroom. She positioned him in front of the toilet and smiled. “Do it.”

She released the strength of her grip, but she still held him. Now he could pee, and he sighed as the stream came out.

She watched his penis, she angled it here and there.

He kissed her hair.

“You have a lot of piss in you.”

“Oh, yes.”

She gripped tightly and he stopped pissing. Half done and desperate, he stared at her.

“What if I only let you piss halfway. How often would you have to pee?”

“Twice as often, I suppose.” He shivered and wiggled his hips.

She kissed him then, and let him pee.

There they stood, her half twined around him, him on two spread, shaking legs, the sound of urine in the basin.

Until, drip…drip…and she shook him off.

“Fuck, lady.”

She put the toilet seat down then and stood on the lid. Her arms were over his shoulders and she nibbled on his lips. “Nobody ever did what you did to me last night. I am yours forever.”

He smiled. “I loved it. You were out of control. I couldn’t believe how many times you came.”

“Would you like to cum?”

His cock was bobbing between her legs, and he stared at her. He was a cocksman. He screwed everything with skirts. But…what if he didn’t? What if this was the start of a pure relationship? What if they just…remained friends?

“What if I didn’t.”

She held his face in her hands and smothered him with kisses. “That is an exciting thought. It’s so exciting I almost feel like I could cum again.”

“Let’s have breakfast and talk about it.”

She nodded. “Let’s go out and eat.”

They got dressed, and kept exchanging looks, and grins. When they went down the stairs she placed her hand on his bulging groin. In public she took her hand off him, but as soon as they got in his car she placed her hand on him again.

“I want to make you so horny you’ll explode.”

“I don’t think I’ll explode. I don’t think it’s medically possible.”

“At least let me try.”

“Okay.”

Trading grins they headed down to a local cafe.

Inside the cafe, amongst the tables of lone diners and family, the smell of bacon and eggs, they found a corner booth. They made orders, then just sat and looked at each other.

Nothing to say.

They were strangers, after all. They had shared dances and drinks and bed, but they knew almost nothing about each other.

And there was a certain aphrodisiac atmosphere to that condition.

Mary suddenly reached into her purse. She took out two ben wah balls and showed them to him below the edge of the table.

“Incorrigible,” he approved.

“Excuse me.” She slid out of the booth and headed for the bathroom.

John sat and watched the people in the restaurant. A chubby couple in a corner who didn’t talk because they had, during their life together, said everything they wanted to say.

A kid whining that he wanted a cell phone Tommy had one why can’t he have one everybody had one and he….on and on.

Tommy grunted and thought, not uncharitably: Kid needs a slap on the butt.

Not much chance of that in these times.

Then he looked back towards the corridor that lead to the bathroom.

Mary slid through the door and smelled the rank smell of public bathrooms. She entered the stall and it was worse. How could some women smell so bad?

She wiped down the ring and placed a gasket on it. She sat and listened to the pleasurable relief of water draining. When she was done she bent over a bit, felt her pussy, and slipped one of the balls into her. Then the other.

Instant pleasure. Instant and complete and incredible.

She stood up, wiggled a bit in the hips, which seemed to help the balls sit, then left the bathroom.

John stared, and felt her excitement across the room. Her face was lit up with that secret glow that sex imparts. She almost gave off light, she was so hot.

She walked across the room, and he realized that she must be keeping her legs closed. He remembered that she hadn’t put on thick underwear, or a tummy shaper. She must be in danger of the balls falling out.

She slid across the red plastic bench towards him, turned her head up and leeched on to his mouth.

He was not a public kisser, but he couldn’t resist. Still, he couldn’t endure. He stopped the kiss and she looked languid and sexy and she curled up against him. “God,” she blurted in a low voice. “I want it.”

“Could you wait till after breakfast?”

She laughed, placed her hand in his crotch under the table and said, “No.”

They giggled and laughed and talked nonsense, and it was weird. They were like brand new lovers who had known each other for years.

The waitress came, deposited their food, and smiled at them.

Mary ate rapaciously, like she was having sex. Which she was.

John couldn’t stop smiling. She was infectious. She was making him horny just by being horny.

Eating bacon was like sucking a cock, and she sucked, then sucked her fingers, then licked his.

She nibbled at her toast. Biting little bites like she was chomping delicately on the head of his penis.

She lifted a spoonful of eggs to her mouth and said, “I’d like to eat your eggs.”

He nodded, grinned, and wondered. “Is this what it’s like to suck a cock?” He sucked a strip of bacon into his mouth, feeling the grease gather on his lips.

She kissed him, licked the grease off his mouth, and said, “I suppose.”

“You suppose? Don’t you ever…uh…you know?”

“Suck a dick? Nah. Don’t have to. Not when I’m feeling a little ‘ballsy.’”

They chuckled and ate more.

“So you’ve never sucked a cock?”

“Sure. But not for years. Yours is probably the first cock I’ve touched in over three years.”

“Really?” he was amazed. She was a very sexual creature and he couldn’t imagine her not screwing.

“I discovered the ben wah balls, read the Eighty Shady Greys, or whatever it was, and started experimenting.”

“So you don’t fuck and you don’t blow. You just…masturbate?”

“Don’t have to. I just wear the balls and have orgasms. No work, no bother. Feels good.”

She sipped orange juice he watched her red lips gather in the water.

“You’re expert at kissing.”

“That’s all I do. When I wear the balls it’s all I have to do.”

“How often do you cum?”

“It varies. Sometimes I cum once or twice. Sometimes I’m in a fevered state all day long. It’s weird, though. Sleeping with the balls in is frustrating, not horny. I guess it has to do with motion, walking around, that sort of thing.”

“Wow.”

She nodded, showing her teeth in a great grin.

They walked out of the restaurant holding hands. Mary was giving a funny twitch every few steps, victim to the ben wahs in her pussy.

John was amazed. And impressed. And jealous.

Imagine, living a life where one is sexually stimulated 100% of the time. Where one is in a state where a climb up stairs might cause a massive orgasm. Where simply driving the car and feeling the bumps on the road come up through the car seat is enough to set off multiple orgasms.

“What do you want to do?” he asked.

“Hit speed bumps,” she laughed. “The faster the better.”

He took her on a tour of the town, looking for all the speed bumps. Every time he hit one she would groan and put her hand between her legs.

Then they stopped at a park and walked around a small lake. They held hands, swung their hands as they walked, and kept looking at each other.

She was excited, and she excited him. He was the wake of her sexual atmosphere, unable to let go of her hand, wanting to throw her down and make made love to her.

But, he realized, did he really want to make love? Or did he just wish he could be like her, hornicized and loving it?

They passed a small restroom. His and hers. And he led her by the hand around to the back of the house. There he pushed her up against the wall, explored her mouth with his, and gripped her mons and shook it.

“Fuck!” she whimpered into his mouth, bursting into a series of small explosions.

John kept her there for fifteen minutes. Laughing, manipulating her pussy, and watching her explode again and again.

Finally, she pushed him away. She staggered out in front of the outhouse and stared back at him. “You’re bad for me,” she whispered.

He sauntered out into the sunshine, hands in his pockets, dick erect in his pants.

“I’m good for you, and you know it. You don’t have to wash my semen out, no messy spot on the bed. Nothing but fun, fun, fun.”

They sauntered back to the car, again holding hands, and as soon as they were in the car they were holding glands.

She came twice more, then he let her slump down in her seat and he maneuvered the car out of the park.

She was tired now. She had been popping all the previous night, and now she was popping again.

She shifted, leaned against him, and yawned. “We’ve got to stop this.” She was serious, but knew she was addicted. As long as John played with her she couldn’t say no.

She thought about saying ‘no.’ Why should she? She was enjoying it. Nobody was getting hurt. Why should she stop what was so much fun.

Next to her, turning the wheel and working the peddles, John was in deep thought, too.

He had never found anything so deeply soul satisfying as getting Mary off. There was something about having her shiver in her arms and groan that was more satisfying than actually screwing.

Oh, yes, he wanted to screw, badly. But the longer he didn’t, the more excited he felt. It was like by making her squirt he entered a plateau of heaven. And he liked it. He liked being excited, he liked the way his cock was so insistent.

Would not cumming hurt him? Would have a back up of semen in his sex organs damage him?

No. It wouldn’t. There were people who lived their whole lives without sexual accomplishment. Priests had vows of celibacy. And there were nuns. And when people got too old, they still lived good, long lives.

So squirting wasn’t necessarily necessary.

It was just fun.

But could he make himself abstain? Could he restrain himself?

It would take a lot of willpower. A lot of discipline.

But he could do it.

He glanced at her, leaning against him, hugging his arm. He could feel her breasts on him. She had just cum her brains out, but her nipples were stiff and rigid and poking into his arms.

She didn’t seem to mind him not having an orgasm. In fact, in spite of her offering him a fuck, she seemed quite happy that he remain in a perpetual state of horniness.

So, should he cum? Or was living without a purer way to go?

He pulled up in front of her apartment.

“Come on,” she said, pull his hand.

“I’ve got to check in at home,” he said.

She was disappointed. She wanted him to diddle her some more.

“You aren’t dumping me, are you?”

Her face looked so sad and he chuckled. He grabbed her long hair gently and pulled her to him. “Honey, I’ve got to think about this. But the chances of me leaving you are zero to zip. I just need to think.”

“About what?”

“About whether I should let you seduce me.”

“You mean fuck you?”

“That’s what I mean.”

She stood next to the car and bit her lip. “It sounds final.”

“No…no. I just want to think. I’ll come over tonight, if that’s okay.”

“And get me off?”

“Definitely. I want to do that. I live for that.”

“And get you off?”

“I don’t know.”

She said nothing.

“This is the most honest I’ve ever been with a woman,” he explained. “Right now everything in me is gravitating towards everything in you. I want you, but can I do it without…without…”

“Without cumming,” she breathed.

He nodded.

“I’ll help,” she said breathily. “I’ll tease you and deny you. I’ll make you climb the walls, and you’ll get nothing.”

“Nothing but your lips. I love your lips,” he kissed her again, losing himself in the svelte feel of her mouth.

“You come back tonight and I’ll tie you up if I have to. I’ll get you a chastity belt. I’ll BDSM you until you’re begging. But…come back to me. I need you. God. I need you!”

He opened the door of his car, she stepped back, then stepped in and squatted in front of him. She cupped his groin with her hands. “Honey. If you come back to me I’ll do this to you, and not let you cum, until you are certifiably crazy.”

They were forehead to forehead now, touching lips, touching tongues, breathing each others air.

“You promise?” he said.

“Oh, baby. I promise. And if you don’t come back then I’ll fuck you. That’ll teach you.”

“How will you fuck me if I don’t come back?

“You won’t find out if you don’t come back.”

They laughed, hugged, kissed, and she fondled him for an hour. Then she leaned back from him. She spoke seriously. “I just got a great idea.”

“What.”

“What I’m going to do with you.”

“Well, what?”

She stood up, closed the door, and gave him a most serious and sincere look. “You come back tonight and I will blow your mind. I’ll make you think that me walking around with balls up my gina is kid’s play.”

She was intense, and he couldn’t help but wonder.

“Wow.”

“Go. And come back. And throw all hope aside.”

He went, and couldn’t wait to come back.


PART TWO

John sat in his apartment and thought. And thought and thought.

Going without orgasms? But he loved orgasms!

Would Mary let him have an orgasm?

Would she insist on a hand job, or his masturbation? Or would she lay down and spread her legs for him?

What would having an orgasmless life be like for him? Would his viewpoint change over time?

No matter what he thought, however, his thinking process was tainted by the fact that he had a big, juicy boner in his pants.

He looked it up on the net and saw what he was considering as ‘existing in the excitation phase of sex.’

But he also came across endless stories of chastity and tease and denial.

What he was thinking, apparently, wasn’t all that unusual. It took an unusual man to appreciate it, to ‘get off’ on it, without getting off, and…was he one of those kinds of men?

He thought about wearing a chastity tube, an idea which had often excited him, but which he had never had the opportunity to experiment with.

Oh, he liked to be horny, and delayed his own self-induced orgasms often. But this was Mary. Was he really willing to turn control of his sex over to her?

Hmm.

Mary. A vision of loveliness. Those breasts were incredible. Her lips were educated. And she got him so hot with her endless cums.

One thing was certain, no matter how deeply or long he thought, he was going back over to her house.

At about four he hopped in his car and drove back.

She was waiting for him. She had a drink ready, and a smile that was eager and downright rapacious.

“Well?” she asked, walking him into her apartment.

For answer he turned and grasped her mons.

She gasped, and squirmed, and he knew she had the balls in.

“What if I want to cum?”

“If you want to…then you should. You might want to try the alternative first. It’s up to you.

She grabbed his pants and kneaded his dick head.

He was hard already, and he groaned with the delicious feeling of being manipulated.

“Careful,” he said.

For answer she kissed him, pushed him down on the couch, and said, “There is one other thing.”

He could hardly breath, and he rasped out, “What?”

Her eyes were like agates, boring into him, desperate for his horniness. Not his sex, but his horniness.

She crawled up his body and whispered in his ear. “Let me put the balls in you.”

He jerked. His whole body quivered. It was such an insanely beautiful idea. He had been jealous, and here was a chance to experience what she experienced.

“Are you sure?”

“I looked it up on the net, all afternoon,” she giggled,  unbuttoned his shirt and kissed his nipples.

“Sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander,” he mused.

“We can put all sorts of things up your butt. If they’re light we need to make sure we have a string or something so you can pull them out. If they’re heavy—if you put in the balls of steel they will be so heavy that they’ll fall out.”

“But how can I wear something that is heavy?”

“You will build up muscles, and you will learn to control your muscles. You can learn when to relax and let the balls fall out.”

He pushed her back and sat up, his mind turning over the possibilities.

“Of course you’ll have to wear something that will catch the balls in the beginning. You don’t want to lose your balls and have them slip down your pant legs and roll across the floor.”

They laughed at that idea.

“So…shit. Yes. I’ll try that. Will it hurt?”

“We’re going to have to get you to relax. If you’re tight at all I don’t think we can do it. But if you relax, then tighten up…I think it’ll work.”

“Wow.”

“The good news is that I have a few toys that I used, and which should help you.”

John sat on the couch and considered. “So we put some balls up me…then what? Go dancing?”

“Probably not at first, but…I don’t know. We play it by ear. I know that I’m going to be having fun setting you up.”

She was kneeling on the couch, facing him from the side.

He thought and thought, and she said, “Come on. Let’s try it. Nothing to lose.”

So John nodded.

John had a couple of drinks to get ready. He wanted to be loosy goosy and ready to fly. Mary got out a few toys and put them on the coffee table for him to inspect.

There was a little dildo. A prick only a couple of inches long. More of a keyfob, really.

Then she had a curved glass rod with small balls on the ends.

A prostate massager held his interest. It was like a butt plug, but it was curved and bulbous at the end.

And, of course, she had a few dildos, and even a strap on, though the strap on leather was pristine and looked like it had never been used.

John picked up the items, one at a time, and turned them over and felt them and felt a little squeamish in the butt. He couldn’t believe he was going to do this. He had never been one for playing anal games, but falling in with Mary had certainly altered his universe.

“So how do we do this?”

Mary picked up the little pecker, held it up and said, “Start small and go big.”

John gulped.

Mary stood up and took his hand. “Come on, lover. We best do this with you lying down and all comfy.”

They entered her bedroom and John stripped and lay down on his back.

Mary took his penis in hand and stroked it.

“Careful,” he cautioned.

“I will be,” she assured him. She hefted his balls. “Man, these feel full.”

“They are full. It’s been a couple of weeks since I emptied them.”

“How did you empty them?”

“Uh…there was a girl I met…”

She was not put off by his story of a conquest. She picked a glob of lubricant out of a jar, put it to his butt and said, “So much for her.” She grinned and began greasing him up.

John groaned. He hadn’t expected it to feel so good.

Mary held his penis and lifted and his crotch went up. This gave her better access and she slipped a pinkie into him.

“Oh, fuck!” he wheezed.

For a long minute she lubed him, then she took the little peeny and pushed it into him.

It slid in quickly and John again groaned.

“Lord, this is easy. You sure you haven’t done this before?”

“Uh, uh.”

“Well, you’re a natural.” She was now screwing him with the little dong. Running it in and out, swirling it around, making him jerk this way and that.

Then she took it out and said, “This is no challenge. Let’s try this.”

She put the prostate massager into him and his eyes opened.

“I feel like I’m going to pee!”

“That’s not pee. You’ve got a lot of pre-cum coming out.”

He bent his head up and looked down. She scooped a bit of the pre-cum up in one hand and pushed it in his face.

It caught him by surprise, but he let the slime enter his mouth. It had a slightly salty taste, but wasn’t bad.

“How’s that taste?”

“Oh, God!” he blurted.

Mary smiled. “Well, let’s play with this for a while. She moved the thing around in him, watched his reactions, and enjoyed the way he jerked and twitched.

An hour later, having gone through all the toys, they were ready. Mary held up one ball and smiled.

“That looks so big.”

“It is big, but you’ve handled everything so far. Spread your legs and relax.”

The ball was harder. There was no give to the steel. But it was slick and shiny, and with a little lubricant it went in as easy as a ball bearing turns. Of course it was a pretty big ball bearing.

She held up the second ball. “How you doing?”

“I feel full.” His voice sounded a little strange, but he wasn’t in any pain, just surprised.

She applied lube, pushed the ball against him, and it slipped in.

“Oh, God!” It sounded like he was praying.

“Hold still, lover. I need to put your panties on.”

His panties consisted of the stiffest, tightest tummy shaper she had.

She pulled it over his feet, then tugged it up his legs.

“That’s tight!” he observed.

“Got to keep the cherries in the box,” she quipped.

It took several minutes, but she finally had it snugged up tight. She worked to get the area around his asshole tight, and his face was red when she was done.

“Okay. Stand up.”

John was in a daze. In essence, he was being screwed by a pair of steel balls. They were firmly in place, but they didn’t seem to be in any danger of falling out.

He stood up, and it felt like his legs were sweating and nervous shivers ran up and down his legs.

His butt felt…full. Real full.

She made him take a step and the balls rolled inside him.

He almost fell. Had to grab on to her.

At that moment the full effect of the balls struck him. It felt like he was cumming. Not a big orgasm, more like a ‘drip’ orgasm. He took another step, and it felt like he was walking into a large, golden cloud.

Mary stood in front of him, held his arms, and guided him across the room like she would guide a big baby just learning to walk.

“Oh, fuck…oh, fuck…” The balls rolled and rolled, and Mary started giggling.

“What?”

“You’re getting a little wet spot on your front.” She touched it, licked her finger, and exclaimed, “You’re cumming! You’re actually cumming!”

“I…I feel like it.”

“What does it feel like?”

“It’s like I’m in a big cloud, a sexy cloud. I’m erect down there, but that’s not what I feel. I feel the balls rolling, and every time they roll it’s like they’re touching something, and that something pushes out a drop. I can feel the drops going up my shaft. But the tummy shaper stops me from having a full cum. A full orgasm.

“It sounds like the balls are rolling against your prostate.”

“Yeah…uh…yeah.”

They reached the kitchen table and turned around. They practiced walking for several minutes. He sipped some bourbon, became a little more coordinated, and finally sat down. And groaned and wiggled his butt on the couch.

Mary was giggling to the point of laughing. Like he had felt her, she was feeling him. His excitement was exciting her.

“Wait here, let me go put my balls in.”

John gulped and nodded and sat back on the couch. He laid back, and just the change of posture caused the balls to roll in his hole.

Mary ran to her bedroom and got out her balls. She got already had a very strong pussy, so she didn’t have to worry about having an extra strong tummy shaper or anything. she just slipped the balls into her and stood up, and staggered from that first moment of excitation, then walked back into the front room.

John struggled to his feet. They held hands and watched each other, and they couldn’t stop giggling. They were both being fucked. They had their sex organs in a high state of excitement. They were both semi-orgasmic.

“Let’s take a walk.”

“Okay.”

“But we have to dress you the rest of the way.”

John was only wearing the tummy shaper. He was a little stupid from his excitement, and he looked at himself. “Oh.”

John tried to put on his shorts, but had a rough time lifting a leg. Finally he had to sit down and Mary helped him.

Then she handed him a shirt. Except it wasn’t a shirt. It was a blouse.

John could hardly speak. He let her put it on him. It was female, but it was dark out, and…he couldn’t object to anything right now.

She buttoned the blouse up the back and he laughed, and groaned, and put his hand on his crotch and pressed.

Then Mary reversed course. “Take off your pants.”

“What? Oh…what?”

She unbuckled him, tugged, and the shorts slid down his legs.

“What are you…”

“That blouse gave me a great idea.” She went into her bedroom and came out with a skirt.

John was holding onto the end of the couch. He wanted to object, but he was just panting like a dog that had run a race.

The skirt went on him easier. She fastened it and he looked down at himself.

“We need to shave your legs, but…how do you like it?”

“Lady…right now if an atom bomb went off I’d like it.”

She laughed, touched her lips to his—he was so dazed he didn’t even kiss back—and said, “I think an atom bomb has already gone off…in your butt!”

He chortled, almost fell, and she went for some high heels.

“I can’t…I can’t…”

She kept trying to get his feet in the slightly too small heels. “You’ve got something in your man pussy. You’re getting screwed. Just like a.woman. So why not make you look like a woman!”

With that she managed to get the last shoe on his foot. She stood up and made him straighten up.

His face was red, looked a bit strangled, and he garbled out, “This is worse!”

“What’s worse?”

“I can feel the balls even more. My hips are tilted and…oh, fuck!”

“Good!”

She looked through her purse, found some lipstick and rolled it across his lips. John had nice lips, full for a man, and the red color made them look even fuller.

“Oh, baby,” whispered Mary. “You are the hottest thing since lava. Come on.”

Mary led him to the door. Now he walked really funny. His hips were tilted and constricted. His feet were angled like he was climbing a hill. The balls inside him kept pressing on his prostate, sending surges of heat through his whole groin area.

Then he had to walk down the stairs, and everything became super intensified. He bent his legs and placed his high heel and tasted his own lipstick. His groin was on fire, throbbing with an intensity unbelievable. Then another step, the balls rolling across his anal cavity.

With each step they rolled the other way. Side to side, and he found that his hips were swaying with each step.

Mary stayed under his arm and he gripped a railing with the other one. Step by step, until he reached the bottom.

Mary giggled. He had a truly stupid expression on his face. He was seriously overloaded with sex.

She turned to him at the bottom and kissed him. She felt the lipstick on his lips and it truly excited her. It was like kissing a woman, but a woman with a manly feel to her.

John leaned against the wall, tired of walking, and she pressed against him. She almost climbed his body to get to his lips, and she put her hand down and felt his groin.

His cock was trapped by the tummy shaper. It stood up against his belly and she could feel his balls compressed under the material.

She suddenly found herself feeling…his tits!

But he didn’t have any. But he was dressed like a woman and Mary went with it.

He felt her hand brushing his hard nipples through the thin material of the blouse.

“Oh, baby,” she whispered. “We need to shave your legs and get you some boobs. You’ve got long enough hair, we can style it, and…”

“Wait…wait!” he gasped.

He was grunting, and his hips were jerking.

“Are you trying to cum?”

“Oh…yes! God…I’m going to…”

She slapped him in the groin, under his cock, and his balls took the  brunt of the impact.

“Fu-u-u…”

He almost fell, but she held him up.

“I had to do that,” she explained, holding him, his head against her breasts. “I can’t let you cum.”

“No…no…” he spoke in a strangled voice, trying to recover from the slap to his testicles.

“You must not cum. That’s the whole point.”

“I know…I know.”

“Now, come on. Forget about cumming and let’s walk.”

They walked out to the car and stared at it.

“There’s no way I can drive right now,” he said in a breathy voice.

“I probably could.”

He looked at her. He was like a man on life support. He clung to the side of the car like it was a life preserver and he had just fallen overboard.

“Wait here.”

Mary dashed back upstairs.

John wondered why it seemed to be affecting him so intensely. It seemed to be more intense than what Mary experienced.

Then Mary was back. She helped John around to the passenger seat.

John sat down, and it was like he was getting an anal massage. The balls stopped rolling, but it felt like they were sitting right on his prostate.

Mary got in the driver side.

“How can you stand it?” asked John as she turned the key.

“Practice.”

As John looked at her it seemed that she was having here own troubles. But she was still in better shape than him.

Mary drove around town. She knew what would drive John crazy, and she did it. She drove through potholes and over speed bumps, and John cried out with pleasure.

“Let’s go in for a drink,” she said as they passed a bar.

“I…can’t…not like…this…”

“What do you mean you can’t? What are you…a sissy?”

This caused them both to laugh hysterically, and they found that laughing caused as much ‘ball roll’ as anything. John laughed and convulsed with the feelings exploding in his heinie.

After an hour of this demented playing Mary drove back to her apartment.

John was now a limp sack of sexual deprivation/overload. He opened the door, then just sagged, leaning out a little bit, but unable to get out.

Mary was feeling pretty saggy herself, but she was in better shape than John. She came around and opened the door all the way and caught him as he started to fall. then she helped him up and walked him up the stairs.

John’s muscles were all sore. He was, believe it or not, tired of being on the exciting edge. He had had all the tease and denial that he could stand. He held to the rail and pulled, and she tugged, and he made it to the top of the stairs.

“Ok, honey, let’s get those balls out of you.”

Before he could sit, or fall, down, Mary tugged off his tummy shaper.

It didn’t take but a second, and the steel balls rolled right out of his backside. He groaned, then collapsed.

Mary tried to get him up, but she couldn’t. He was out. Shrugging, she went to her room, stripped, took out her own balls, and slid between the sheets.

The next morning John woke sore. His whole body was sore. Every time the balls had rolled, it appeared, his body had flexed, and now all those muscles were sore.

“Hello, sleepy head.”

He rolled over and saw Mary. She was sitting on the coffee table with a bowl of cereal. She had been watching him sleep.

“I didn’t even make it to the bedroom.”

“Nope. You almost didn’t make it up the stairs.”

John sat upright.

“How’s your ass feel?”

He blinked, wiggled. “Sort of okay.”

“Sort of?”

“Well, I feel weird down there, but a good weird.”

“Wanna fuck me?”

He stared at her.

“Yes.”

“Are you going to.”

That was the question. “I don’t think so.”

“Why not? Don’t you like pussy?”

“I love pussy. But I love something else more.”

She nodded, ate a spoonful of some kind of sugary version of Cheerios, and studied him.

“I’ve never met anybody like you.”

“I know,” and he wasn’t bragging. He just knew she was right.

“You love sex, but you don’t want to cum. You’re up to experiencing anything and everything. Are you a sissy?”

“I don’t know,” he said honestly. “I don’t want men, I don’t want a peeny up my backside…”

“But you like other stuff up there.”

He sighed. “I sure do.”

“So what do we do with you?”

He shook his head slowly. “Whatever you want. It’s pretty obvious that I am sotted with you.”

“Do you love me?”

“Yes. Probably. I don’t know. I don’t even know if I know what love is. But…I want to be with you. You’re exciting. You’re crazy. You make me feel things I didn’t know existed.”

They were silent for a moment, lost in their own thoughts.

“I think, before I commit to any sort of a relationship, that we should make love.”

“You mean…I put my penis in you?” Frightening thought, that.

“Nope.”

“What do you mean?”

“I put my penis in you.”

He blinked.

“I’ve been wandering through life, wondering what love was. Sort of like you, I suppose.” I love women, but I never wanted to make love to one, until I saw you as a woman. But if you’re the woman, then what am I? I love sex, maybe a little too much, but sex with you is different, fulfilling. Depriving you satisfies me, but in a deeper way than I ever imagined. Can you live a life without an orgasm? Constantly on edge? You’ve had the balls up there. Can you have me up there?”

“We’d be reversed,” he observed. “I’d be the woman and you’d be the man.”

“We’d be walking around all day, horny and excited, using vibrators and things and…can you do that?”

“What about…are we doing this just by ourselves? Or do we let the world in to our secret?”

“We see what happens.”

Then he said something that had been bothering him. “Who’s in charge?”

She didn’t even hesitate. “We are. We choose what we do. We accept what we do. We live a life that the world doesn’t know of, but would die of envy if they did.”

Then they were silent for a while.

Then she crawled on to his lap, ground her pussy against his manhood. Kissed him. Kissed him good. Lost herself in his lips, and he lost himself in hers.

Finally, holding her, his head against her breasts, he said, “I’m going to want breasts. They don’t have to be big, but I’d like to be able to go out as both man and woman.”

“That’s easy to live with.”

“What about hormones.”

“I don’t know. We research, then we decide.”

They were holding each other, rocking slightly, and he said, “Go put on your dildo thing.”

She backed off his lap, leaned down to kiss him. She whispered, “You won’t be sorry.”

She went into the bedroom and he heard her buckling the strap on on. He thought: I’m already not sorry.

Then she called out, “John?”

He stood up. “Yes?”

“I need you.”

John walked into the bedroom.

END
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PART ONE

“This place is spooky.” Debby placed her foot on the step and tested it. The wood was old and rotten, the nails rusted and coming out of the wood, there was a loud creaking sound.

Debby was 18, ready to go to college, and spending the summer partying with her friends. She was halfway between five and six foot with hair that waved onto her shoulders.

Jeff was six inches taller, a football player, and in love with Debby. He moved his bulk past her, making the steps creak even more.

Chris was surfer cut blonde. He was slender, agile, and always had a smirk on his face.

Jeff reached the porch and the boards squeaked ominously.

Chris took  hold of Debby’s elbow and made her mount the rickety steps.

“Hey!” she objected, not wanting to be hurried.

The house itself was a 100 years old. It had three stories, gables, and boards were warped out of true, shingles were missing, and the turret at the top looked like the Leaning Tower of Pisa.

“What’s the matter?” asked Chris, snickering at her fright.

“I don’t want to fall through the floor, for one,” Debby snapped.

“Hey, quiet, guys.”

Jeff gripped the door knob on the wide door with the iron bands and turned it.

EEEK! The door protested as he pushed the door open.

The inside of the house was creepy. It had spiderwebs and bats, dust on everything, and once white sheets over the furniture.

“Brrr!” said Debby.

Chris pulled the sheet off a couch and sat down. “Ow!”

“What?”

“I sat on a spring.”

Jeff risked his flashlight to examine the couch. “Uh oh. The spring is rusty. You’re going to need a tetanus shot on your ass.”

“Fuck. Just what I didn’t need.”

Chris was on his feet now, rubbing his face.

“Did it break the skin?” asked Debby.

Chris wiped a hand over the spot that had been poked and looked at it. “Nope. No blood.”

“Good thing,” said Jeff. “Vampires are drawn to blood.”

“I vant to dreenk your blud,” Chris imitated Count Dracula.

Debby: “They don’t drink your blood anymore.”

“What do they do then?”

“They change you into girls.”

Jeff and Chris snickered.

“Oh, that’s good.”

“I vant to vear your bra.”

“And your panties.”

“Shut up, you idiots, Debby grinned. “Let’s go upstairs.”

They walked softly through the big living room. While the outside seemed to be falling apart, the inside was in great condition. Sure, the floors were dusty, but under the dust they were polished wood from ancient trees.

“Look at these pictures,” Debby spoke from halfway up the stairs.

Jeff and Chris  stopped just below her and looked at the pictures.

One picture was an old man with the most expressionless expression any of them had ever seen. He sat on a chair and glared at the camera with dark eyes. He was wearing an old suit from the turn of the century.

The next picture showed a woman with three children. The children were all girls, preteen looking, and dressed in the ugly pinafore style of the day. Their eyes were like the old man’s, dark and piercing like shards of agate.

“Ugly suckers,” mocked Chris.

“Shut up,” remarked Debby.

“Yeah, dude. Show a little respect for the ugly.”

Chris laughed.

Debby moved up the stairs quickly. The floor boards didn’t creak in here, so she wasn’t worried about falling through.

Debby and Jeff walked down the long hallway. Funny, it looked almost clean up here, and they opened doors and peeked inside.

Chris strolled nonchalantly behind them. “What’s the story on this old place?”

“Old man Paffle had three sons,” tossed back Jeff.

“The picture was of girls!”

“Yeah.”

Chris frowned and was silent for a minute. “So that was what the ‘changing into girls’ remark was.”

“Yeah. There’s a whole legend about men changing into women in this place. Better hide your nuts.”

“I think hiding your nuts might go along with the program,” said Jeff.

As Debby and Jeff made their way down the hall their voices were getting fainter.

Chris stopped to peer into a room, however, and didn’t notice that.

The room was a nursery. There was a rocking chair, a crib, a bunch of toys in a box and a dresser low enough to change a baby on.

Chris sauntered around the room. He opened the low dresser. There was a stack of fresh diapers in the drawer.

What the heck? The house was a hundred years old. What were fresh diapers doing in the drawer? He stepped up to open a drawer and stepped on something soft. He looked down and was disgusted. Somebody had left a freshly filled diaper on the floor.

“Oh, crap,” he muttered. He used one of the fresh diapers in the drawer to wipe off the goo. “Yuck. What a smell.”

He moved around the room and came to a closet. Inside the closet was a clothes pole and a steamer trunk. He bent down and opened the trunk.

Clothes. Of course. And girl’s clothes, at that. He picked up a dress and realized the clothes were designed for a pregnant woman. They were voluminous, especially in the belly area.

He picked the dresses out, one at a time and examined them. The dresses gave way to long sleeved shirts, all bulging up front.

He pulled out the last of the dresses and looked into the trunk. He found undergarments. First were the giant bloomers a pregnant woman might wear. Then were the corsets.

Corsets? Chris was amazed. What woman would squash their budding baby like that?

And, finally, at the bottom, he found…bras.

Chris was like any other young man, he liked to ogle boobs. It was incredibly exciting to feel a girl up while kissing her, to feel their chests against his when dancing.

He spent a lot of time on the net looking at porn, and he really loved looking at big, beautiful breasts. Large, with stiff nipples, and he had imagined, at one time, that he was in love and destined to marry Alana Anderson.

And now he was holding the holder of all his dreams. Thick material that embraced what he wanted most to touch and taste.

Brassiers.

Except this wasn’t a normal brassier. At the top of the cups were little buttons. Curious, he undid one of the buttons, and the front of the bra flapped down.

For a second he couldn’t figure it out. He even thought that maybe he had broken the thing. But, no. That button was there for a reason. But what…and the light burst in his skull.

This was a nursing bra! It was extra big, it had extra big cups, and the flap was so women could take out their breasts and feed their little cherubs.

Chris was inundated with images of women through time nursing their children. Of babies sucking on nipples, of the flow of warm milk.

He could even feel his own nipples getting excited.

He giggled at the idea of nursing, and he buttoned the bra up again and felt the material, ran his hands around on the inside of the cup. The material was soft. And…what if he put it on?

He snickered. The idea…it was ludicrous. Yet, it appealed to him.

He went to the door of the closet and looked out. He couldn’t even hear Debby and Jeff.

He closed the closet door and held the bra up. Moonlight was coming in through a high window and it made the whole closet bright. How weird. Such a small square of light, and yet he could see everything.

Put it on, the idea arrowed through his mind.

He was wearing shorts and a tee shirt and tennis shoes. HE could slip his tee off, put on the bra, and feel what it felt like…

Imagine the big bosoms filled with milk hanging in the bra. The milk streaming out of his nipples. How he would look with real, live boobs.

As if dreaming, not really in control of himself, Chris pulled his tee shirt over his head. He dropped it on the floor and held the big nursing bra.

Inside his pants his penis was having a party. It was bobbing and trying to get out. Man, this was exciting!

He held up the bra and tried to figure it out. Arms go through there and there, straps over shoulders, and…could he reach behind himself and fasten the clasps?

He snaked his arms through the shoulder straps and wiggled so the thing fit. And it did fit. In fact, it was sort of tight, and he imagined he could feel the weight of the thing.

He reached behind and fumbled with his fingers. It was difficult, but he managed to make the little hooks fit through little holes. He pressed, and the hooks flattened out. There was even little flaps of cloth and he pulled them over the snaps. When he was done the back of the bra was smooth against his skin.

And his chest suddenly felt heavy. It felt like he was carrying little melons. Well, maybe not so little. Either big cantaloups or small watermelons.

He giggled. He put his hand under the cups and lifted.

Damn! It felt like he was actually lifting real boobs.

He jumped up and down, and the bra cups bounced just like they were holding real boobs.

He wiggled his arms and the bra felt even more natural.

He walked out into the nursery and went to the window. IT was bright as daylight outside. The moon was really working overtime.

In the front yard was a tree, and beyond that a big pond. Under the tree a shadow moved, and Chris frowned. That couldn’t be a person out there?

No way,” he grinned. Lifted his boobs up and pointed them at the shadow under the tree.

The shadow moved, and Chris had a moment of feeling that his heart was stopping, or jumping, or something.

He walked back into the closet and started to take the bra off, then stopped. He had left some bloomers hanging over the top of the trunk. He picked up the bloomers and stared at them. For being over a hundred years old they were awfully nice feeling. The material was soft, not really stretchable, at last not much, and they were big and baggy.

Funny. Baggy pants. Sounded like a joke. He held up the pants and examined them.

The hems were drawn in and their were little, tiny flowers spaced around them.

The waist was stretchable. They might even…no! No! He couldn’t put them on!

Or—he looked around, glanced out of the closet, no sign of anybody—maybe he could.

They would fit. A little tight at the waist, but…he giggled. Would he have a baggy, old granny butt if he put them on?

His cock said yes. His cock was pounding. He needed to jack off. And what better way of jacking off than in a big bra and bloomers? Man, that would be truly delicious.

He unbuckled his belt and slipped his shorts down his legs, then he pulled his BVDs off.

His cock was erect, dancing, pulsating. He stroked it a couple of times and groaned. Oh, baby, this was going to be a good on.

He put one foot into the bloomers, then the other. He pulled them up tight.

Oddly, while his cock was pounding harder than ever, it didn’t show in the front of the bloomers. It was harder than ever, almost bringing him to his knees with throbbing desire, but…he reached down and felt the bloomers. No bump. Weird.

But he was so excited.

And he had to see himself.

He walked back out into the nursery. There was a mirror on the back of the solid, wood door. He swung the door closed and looked at himself.

He was amazed. His chest looked real. It poked out and felt heavy and everything! And the bloomers made it look like he had a large, round rump.

Again, he giggled. In a way, he looked girly. The way his chest and bottom bulged, it sort of made his waist look small.

But not really small, and he frowned. He needed to make his waist look tiny if he was going to pull this off.

(Pull what off he didn’t know)

What about…what if…he put on one of those corsets in the trunk?

He grinned. He was more sexually excited than he had ever been in his life. Though he had no bump in his bloomers he felt like he did. He felt like his cock was going to spit any second!

He almost ran back into the closet. He dug into the trunk and found several corsets. One looked shorter than the others, like it was built just for the waist. It opened a little at the bottom so it would sit on top of his hips, and it opened a little at the top so his boobs (if he had any, snicker, snicker) would flare out and look even bigger.

He wrapped the corset around him and fastened the snaps, then he started pulling on the ties. It was very awkward, but he felt very flexible for some reason. He pulled the ties together and actually made little bows. He did this all the way up his back, then reached over his shoulders, pushed his hair—he didn’t remember it being this long—aside so he could pull the top of the corset tight.

As he did this he found it harder and harder to breath. It was like the corset was doing its own tightening. His ribs felt compressed, and he gasped a bit, but he figured it was just the exertion, and holding his breath, and…and it was done.

He went back out to the mirror and stared at himself.

He looked like he had the body of a girl. He had his own slenderness, but the bloomers and the corset and the bra made it look like he was stacked, and he had a sexy ass, and his waist was wasp thin.

Just like one of those women in the old time catalogs.

He grinned and used his fingers to brush out his hair.

He frowned. His hair seemed awfully long. He didn’t remember it being this long. He was going to need a haircut.

He turned, pirouetted for the mirror. His hair lifted up a little. Yes, it certainly was long. He looked at the dresser and saw a bowl of bobby pins.

He picked up one of the pins and pursed his lips. His lips, which felt a little…plump.

He stopped frowning, tried to make his lips feel normal, and put his hair up.

He had never put his hair up in his life, but it felt natural, instinctive, and he piled his hair on top of his head and used a couple of pins to keep it in place.

In the mirror he more closely resembled a girl in the fashion of a hundred years ago.

But he was nearly naked. Wearing just underwear. What would people think? (He had vague images of Jeff and Debby) If he was to go around near naked? Showing off his large milk sacs. They would be disgusted!

He walked back into the closet and began looking at the dresses. Now they didn’t look so old fashioned and dowdy. They still looked old, but they had shape to them. He picked out a dress that would conceal his underwear, but…his shape would still be somewhat visible.

After all, being pregnant wasn’t a crime, and women should be proud of their place in society.

He pulled the dress over his head and pulled it down his body.

It fit perfectly. And it had a series of buttons up the front so he could unbutton, unflap, and feed the baby.

He laughed, his voice sounding very distinct and solitary in the emptiness of the closet.

Feed the baby. Hah! As if he, Chris Johnson, could feed a baby! Just because he had stiff cups and the bra was so heavy it felt like real boobs, that didn’t mean he could feed a baby!

He walked into the room and happened to glance around, and he saw a pair of high heels.

Not a pair of heels with modern spikes and slings and such, but an older pair, a granny pair, maybe even an old witch pair.

He kicked off his shoes and slipped his feet into the heels. Now he was a couple of inches taller, and he walked over to the mirror.

Perfect. He was perfectly shaped. He looked like a fecund, young lady. And his lips were larger, more feminine. And his eyes, they seemed to be bigger, and richer.

And if he was going to nurse a baby all he had to do was unbutton these buttons. He worked his now slender and delicate fingers down the row of buttons, undoing them one at a time. It exposed his corset and bra.

Then he would simply undo the button at the top of the flap over his boob.

He undid the button.

And, then…then…he stared.

His chest, which was flat, was…something was wrong…a big boob…it flopped out.

Big and fat, like it was full of milk.

Dazed, dizzy, he felt the tit. He felt it in his own body.

He touched the nipple and a shock went through him. His nipples weren’t supposed to be so big and sensitive!

And…he squeezed the boob slightly around the nipple and a squirt of milk arced through the air.

Chris dropped down on his knees. the world whirling. Reality going crazy. He collapsed on the floor, one boob hanging out from his nursing bra. Little droplets of milk forming.

“This place is spooky,” repeated Debby for the umpteenth time.

They were climbing the stairs to the next story.

“You’ve said that before,” Jeff commented drily.

“But why is it so light?”

“The moon coming in the windows?”

“Yeah, but it’s almost as bright as daylight. I mean, I can see everything!”

They reached the next story and looked into a room. It was the master bedroom. There was a four poster bed with a canopy, two long dressers, a vanity table, a couple of cushioned chairs, and a bra hung over the foot of the bed.

“Isn’t this supposed to be old? Like a hundred years old?”

Debby laughed. “Somebody was here before us.”

Jeff grunted. “Yeah, the Bobbsey Twins.”

Debby looked at him. “Who are the Bobbsey Twins?”

“There were some books written about them a long time ago.”

“So you’ve been reading girl’s books?”

Jeff turned a little red. “Nah. Of course not. I just saw them on a shelf in my parent’s house.”

“So your parents are little girls?”

“Now you’re being stupid.”

Debby snickered and picked up the bra. She felt the big cups and said, “Too big for me.”

“Cow boobs.” Jeff snickered.

“Don’t be disrespectful to womankind,” muttered Debby.

“Hey, boobs are boobs,” he responded. And he was eyeing Debby’s boobs surreptitiously. The bra, the talk of boobs, he was getting excited.

“You’re a boob.”

He laughed, then put a hand on her shoulder and turned around. “You know, uh…how much I like you?”

His face was turning red, visible even in the gloomy light of the moon.

“You do?” She turned coquettish in an instant. She was a beautiful girl, and she knew how to play the boys.

“Oh, yeah.”

A typical boy, he had turned into an octopus and had his arms all over her.

Debby pushed him away and grinned. She liked Jeff, but not that way. And he was sort of an oaf when it came to respecting women. She raised her hands to fend him off, and realized she was still holding the bra. She pushed it at his chest and said, “Put it on.”

“What?” he stepped back in shock. “Put on a bra? Are you serious?”

Jeff was a straight arrow. He couldn’t even imagine what she had just said, and to have her say it…unbelievable!

“Yes. You say you love me. Prove it. Put on this bra.”

“How will prove that I love you?”

“It’ll prove that you’re willing to go to any lengths to get a kiss.”

“A kiss,” he repeated dully. Now that was an idea he liked!

“Yes.” Debby didn’t know what was driving her, but she was impelled, and it was exciting. Just think, to make the big captain of the football team do anything she wanted…to make him obey her. Now that was something!

He held the bra and looked at it. It was a bit wispy, it was stretchy. The cups were certainly big enough.

“Not only that, but I’m going to find some more clothes for you!”

“What? No!” But inside was a voice saying Yes!

“Get out of your clothes right now. Put that on, and…and when you’re dressed up we can kiss.”

He stood, a dumb ox, his male urges making him stupid, and breathed hard.

Debby was built. She was stacked. She was the prettiest girl in school. And he could kiss her if…if…and he suddenly wanted to put the bra on, and whatever else she found, worse than anything he had ever wanted.

He would take her in his arms. He would hold her and kiss her. And maybe he could cop a feel. Maybe he could even put a hand down in her crotch and feel her up.

Debby turned to the dressers and opened them.

One was full of male clothes. The other was filled with female clothes.

She rummaged through the female clothes and found panties and corsets and nylons and garters and…everything!

She tossed panties at him, a corset, nylons.

Jeff moved back. “I’ll do it,” he breathed, excited, his cock throbbing mercilessly. “So help me…I’ll do it.”

“And I’ll find a brush to comb out your hair.

Jeff kept his hair cut short for the football team, but now it was flowing over his ears, reaching to his shoulders, and neither of them took note of this incredibly anomaly.

Jeff kicked off his shoes and socks. Eyeing Debby hungrily, he pulled off his shorts and tee shirt.

He looked at the bra then, and realized a simple truth. He didn’t know how to put a bra.

“I’ll help you,” said Debby, seeing his dilemma.

He was naked, his cock was sticking straight out, and he had a lot of cock.

Debby had never been with a naked boy, and she was a little timid as she walked to him, looked down at his monster, and then reached up to him.

At that moment, if Jeff had simply reached down, hugged her, and kissed her, it would have all been over.

But he didn’t, and for a simple reason. Something in him was telling him that he had to put on that bra. And those other clothes she was compiling on top of the dresser.

She held the bra up and he put his arms through the straps. She reached around him, hugged him in essence, and fastened the bra.

The bra was stretchy, but it felt right. It felt like it fit. And the cups immediately filled up and felt…full.

Debby noticed this, but thought maybe the bra was stiff in the cup material, like built in falsies.

His cock was sticking into her belly. She felt the hard point pressing against her abdomen, and she grinned. “Wow.”

She reached down and gripped it, and Jeff almost fell down. The sensation of being squeezed and stroked was amazing.

Unfortunately for him, she let go and went back to the dresser. “Try these,” she threw him panties. “And these and these and…” he caught garters, nylons, and a dress made of silk hung down, touched his cock, and he swooned.

“Well? Put them on!”

Jeff sat down on the bed and figured things out. He had seen people put on nylons in the movies, so he figured out how to ‘unroll’ them up his legs.

His body was big, and the garter seemed to be too high, but when he stretched the straps down and attached the snaps it all seemed to work.

In fact, he felt sort of…dainty.

He was big boy, six foot four, but when he was wearing the panties and the bra he seemed shorter.

Debby snorted. An illusion caused by moonlight.

Jeff put on a corset, stretchable panties, then pulled a sleek dress over his head.

He wasn’t totally fashionable, more like 1950s fashionable. But that was quite beautiful.

Debby pulled him in front of the mirror on the back of the door and began brushing his hair.

His hair was long now, and shiny. She brushed and brushed, and as she brushed the hair seemed to actually grow longer, like she was, by pulling the bristles through his hair, pulling his hair out and making it longer.

“God,” whispered Debby. She wasn’t one for women, but this was different. The apparent she in front of her was a he, or was she? At any rate, Debby’s heart was pounding harder, and her crotch was getting hot…actually getting moist!

Jeff stared at himself. “Is that really me?” He appeared even shorter. Only a couple of inches taller than Debbie. But that was impossible!

“That’s you, baby,” murmured Debby breathily. “Put on some high heels and you’ll be tall again.”

There were heels right next to the dresser and Jeff balanced on one foot and put on one, then balanced on the other foot and put on the other.

For a second he seemed taller, then, an illusion shattering, he actually seemed shorter. Shorter than Debby! Even with the heels on.

“Didn’t work,” he said, but when he started to take the heels off Debby stopped him.

“No. Wear them. I like being taller than you.”

Chuck nodded. He actually liked being shorter, and he couldn’t stop looking at himself in the mirror.

Debby watched him for a moment, then an idea struck her. She opened the dresser drawers for the male dresser. It was a treasure trove of stuff.

Neatly folded and pressed pants. Shirts that needed cuff links. String ties. Spats and sock garters. And very shiny black shoes. Short boots, really.

She began taking items out, holding them up to herself, and imagining herself wearing them.

The underwear, not very sexy boxer shorts, looked way too big. But when she put them on they actually felt a little tight. And it even felt…she could imagine…a dong hanging down in the folds of tight cloth.

The pants, too, were way too long, but when she pulled them up her legs they were just perfect. Oddly, the material made her legs fell…hairy. Wasn’t that weird?

The shirt was an ancient boy beater, tin straps on the shoulders, and she pulled it on easily, and her chest filled it quite nicely.

Funny, she didn’t have boob definition now, but the dress shirt was tight. And flat. And it was blood red. Now why had she chosen such a garish color? But on looking into the drawer she realized that all the shirts were that same bloody color.

She would have said ‘WTF,’ but she was too anxious to finish dressing.

She put on the garters and pulled up the socks. She found cufflinks in  a top drawer and fit them on her wrists. Then the tie.

The tie was pure Simon Legree. It was thin and looked like it was made of snake skin.

She pawed through the drawer. All the ties looked the same.

Weird, but the weirdness didn’t bother her.

Nothing bothered her, and she sat in a chair and slipped her feet into the black boots.

She stood up and stamped her feet and grinned.

“Now that’s stomping good!”

She looked down on Jeff, who was looking up and was feeling a little fearful.

“What…what…”

Debby grabbed Jeff’s dress and pulled him to her. She kissed him. She kissed him hard. She mashed her lips onto his and stuck her tongue rudely into his mouth.

Jeff was scared. Something was wrong. This was wrong. But he didn’t know how. What was happening?

Debby reached up and felt her chin. It itched, and now she knew why. She had the beginnings of a goatee. It was rough and bristly and she curled her lip in a sneer. Still holding Jeff she snarled, “You girls. You prick teasing bitches. When are you going to learn who’s boss?”

Jeff tried to get loose. He pushed, but his football muscles were no more. In fact, it was hard to push with his shiny, red fingernails.

“What do you think you’re doing?” Debby laughed at his frantic efforts to get loose.

She kissed him again. Hurt his mouth with her own.

Jeff gave a grunt that turned into a squeak. His voice was changing. He was weak. He was small, especially compared to the now hulking Debby.

She reached a hand up and squeezed his breasts.

“Ow!” Jeff tried to brush her hand away, and couldn’t figure out what she was squeezing. After all, he didn’t have tits!

But, unfortunately for him, he did. They had grown within the confines of the dress, and he had quite a healthy set of boobs. They are large, and tipped with extremely sensitive nipples.

Debby pulled on his nipples, right through the cloth, and laughed as he struggled.

Then Jeff did the only thing he could, the only thing that came to mind.

He brought his knee up.


PART TWO

Debby was a girl. She had a vagina.

Or so she thought.

In her new ‘Simon Legree’ clothes she apparently a little extra. She felt like she had balls, and she felt those balls malforming and pressing up against her pubic area. She let go, and grabbed her groin. She turned a deathly shade of white and fell to her knees.

She barfed.

Such did a young girl learn the drawbacks of male testicles.

Jeff, now terrified by how helpless he was in his smaller body, turned and ran.

If he had been his normal height and weight he would have laughed, fought back. But half his weight and several inches shorter, he knew he had to get out of Dodge. There was no way he could fight back against Debby.

Unfortunately, he ran right out the door and collided with Chris.

Noses bumped, boobs bumped, and they both fell back, sat on the floor, and stared at each other.

“Jeff?” Chris stared in shock.

“Chris?”

From the room behind Jeff came Debby’s new, gruff voice. “I’m going to kick your fucking ass to the damned moon!”

Who would have thought a sweet, innocent, little girl like Debby knew such coarse language?

But she did, and the boys suddenly realized that girls had a dark side to them. They jumped to their feet and ran down the hallway.

Debby staggered out of the bedroom. Males do recover fairly fast when kicked in the balls, and that was a good thing for her.

But bad for Jeff and Chris.

She saw them running up the stairs at the end of the hallway. The smart thing would have been to go down the stairs, but they weren’t thinking clearly. They were thinking about hiding, and not getting away. A small point, but one which resulted in their going up the stairs.

Debby stomped down the hall, holding her nuts, and picked up speed as she recovered.

She came to the stairs and ran up them. She was as big as Jeff had been, and she had his muscle and speed.

She reached the top floor and looked down the length of the hallway.

Architectural error, there was only one stairway, so the boys were trapped. They would have to get past her to go down the stairs.

Debby went into the first room. She ran to the closet, checked it, then ran back to the hallway so nobody could get past her.

She checked the next room. Nobody.

The next room, the next room.

At the end of the hallway she checked the last room. Nobody, and she came out of that room and looked at the stairs.

It was a short, circular flight leading up into the turret. Debby grinned, and started up the stairs.

Inside the turret Jeff and Chris were terrified. They wore dresses. They had tits. They felt like their very psyches had been changed; they felt meek and mild. They felt…’girly.’

They crouched on the floor across from the turret door and watched that door. They shivered and huddled together.

There wasn’t much in the room, just a telescope on a tripod for looking over the fields. It was in front of a window to the side.

They heard Debby mounting the steps.

They had locked the door, and suddenly the knob rattled.

Debby was here!

The door shook.

“Open this door you little fucks!”

Chris and Jeff held on to each other.

BOOM! Debby kicked the door with her black boots. They weren’t made for kicking, but she had the weight and the door began to crumple from the first kick.

BOOM!

“EEEE!” Jeff and Chris screamed.

BOOM! The door flew back, the lock mechanism busted, and banged against the wall.

Debby stepped into the light, and she was terrifying. She had a gruff beard, her eyes were bloodshot, and she looked pissed.

“Where the hell do you sissies think you’re going?”

She stomped across the room and grabbed Jeff. She lifted him up by one arm and shook him.

Jeff sobbed, kicked and flailed with his hands, hitting Debby with his little mitts.

“All I wanted was a little fuck! Is that too much to ask?”

Chris slid along the wall, and came up against the base of the tripod. He cowered helplessly.

Debby turned to Chris, Jeff dangling in her grip. “You stay right here you little shit! I’ll be back for you!”

Debby turned and dragged Jeff across the floor. She went down the staircase, Jeff bumping on each step.

In the turret Chris sobbed. He was a guy, but he couldn’t stop crying.

Still, something had to be done. He couldn’t just wait for Debby to come back and get him.

He crept across the floor, looked down the stairway and then descended. He could hear Debby screaming at Jeff as she dragged him down the hallway.

Chris looked down the hallway just in time to see Debby turn down the far stairs.

Since Debby wasn’t after him right now, he managed to scamper down the hallway. She looked down that stairway, but Debby was already out of sight.

Now Chris hurried. He didn’t know what to do, he was scared, but he had to find out what Debby was going to do to Jeff!

Debby dragged Jeff down to the first floor, then headed across the big room towards the kitchen in the back of the house.

Jeff tried to yell, to twist out from Debby’s hard grasp, but there was no way he could match, or even hope to exceed, Debby’s strength.

Through the kitchen they went, and Debby opened a door just past the kitchen. She made Jeff move down some vary dark steps. There were no windows here, but they came out in the basement, which was ringed with a half a dozen, small windows. Here the moonlight increased again, and Jeff looked around.

A table and chairs were piled in a corner. Next to them were some crates. There were small rooms on the other side of the basement. He could hear the frantic scattering of rats as their domain was invaded.

Through the semi-gloom they went, being illuminated briefly by the small windows, then entering gloom only to be illuminated again.

At the far end of the basement was a structure. It was a big cross made of thick beams. It had leather straps hanging from screws, and Debby threw Jeff against the cross. She pulled the straps over his wrists and buckled them. Then she did his wrists.

“Kick me in the balls, will you,” she growled. “I’ll teach you. And I’ll teach Chris, too. You girls think you own the world, well, we’ll see.”

Jeff begged, “Let me go! I just want to leave.”

“I’ll let you leave with a burning ass. I’m going to teach you a lesson!”

“But…Debby…it’s me! It’s Jeff! Something has happened.”

“Something happened all right. You showed me no respect. Now I’m going to show you a little disrespect.”

Debby grabbed the back of Jeff’s dress and pulled. R-I-I-I-P!

His back, now slender and sexy, his football muscles gone, was revealed.

Debby took in her breath. She had been thinking of whipping him, and still wanted to, but the sexual component had been added in.

“Debby! You can’t do this! I’m a guy! this house changed us! Don’t you remember the tales? The house changes people’s sex? Makes them do crazy things?”

Debby stood there, gazing at Jeff’s backside hungrily. She had ripped his dress almost off, but there was still a bit of dress covering Jeff’s butt.

Debby stepped forward and gripped Jeff’s dress above his butt.

R-I-I-I-I-P!

Jeff was still wearing panties and bra, but ass was beautiful. It was round and sexy and Debby reached out and cupped both his buns. She lifted, and that caused Jeff to feel sensations in his asshole, and in his pussy.

“Hey!” he squirmed.

“Hey, yourself,” grunted Debby. She backed up to a bench and picked up a whip. “Get ready, bitch. I’m going to teach you your lesson, and then maybe you’ll want another lesson. A dick lesson.”

Jeff screamed, “HELP! HELP!”

“There’s nobody here,” said Debby, taking a position a few feet behind the helpless Jeff. “There’s nobody to save you. There’s no-“

CONK!

Debby fell to her knees and dropped the whip. Her arms hung down and the world was half black. What had happened? What had—

CONK!

Debby went to sleep.

Behind Debby Chris stood. He was holding a rolling pin he had found in the kitchen.  He had swung as hard as he could, but his girly muscles hadn’t been capable of putting Debby down with one stroke. It had required two.

But now Debby was lying on the floor, face down. She was making a groaning sound, but she was obviously out of it, and it would be some minutes before she actually came to her senses.

Chris jumped over Debby’s body. “Jeff?”

“Oh, God! Chris?” Jeff tried to look over his shoulder.

“Hold still. Let me get these buckles.

Quickly, Chris undid the leather straps.

Jeff turned and hugged Chris. Their breasts pressed together, and Chris imagined he could feel a spurt of milk within his bra.

They turned and looked down at Debby.

“What are we going to do with her?”

“I don’t know, but we can’t let her leave, and we can’t leave ourselves.”

“Why not?”

“We need to figure out how to change back to our own sexes.”

That struck Jeff. Yes. He had to get his old body back. Tits were cool, and he wished he could take the time to play with them, but…

“Come on, drag her over here.”

They each took an arm and pulled, and they dragged Debby to the big cross. They pulled her up over the cross, but she was too tall and she bent over and her upper body fell through the top angle of the cross. Try as they might, they couldn’t get her upper body back up, and that meant they couldn’t strap her wrists to the cross.

“Use the lower straps for both her ankles and her wrists.”

That worked, and shortly Debby was tied down, bent over, and her big, male butt was jutting out from the cross.

Chris and Jeff sagged and sat, and considered their situation.

“Heysoos,” muttered Chris, what happened?”

“I don’t know. Debby wanted me to wear these clothes, but everything changed when I put them on.”

“Wait a minute! You changed into a girl when you put on girly clothes?”

“Yes,” Jeff looked up at Chris, feeling the excitement in his voice.

“That’s what happened to me. I put on these clothes and…and I changed.”

Jeff blurted, “You put on those clothes by yourself?”

“Well, uh, yeah. But I think the house had something to do with it. It was like something came over me and I had to.”

Jeff looked at his friend. He couldn’t believe what he was thinking.

“You wanted to be a girl?”

“No! I just wanted to try on these clothes.”

But Jeff wasn’t buying it. “You always wear your hair long. You’ve got a soft manner about you. I think you’re a sissy deep down.”

Chris opened his mouth to protest, but something happened. Maybe it was the house demanding truth, maybe it was something in Chris. But, whatever, he admitted the truth.

“Okay. I’ve always…wondered.”

“Wondered what?”

“Wondered what it would be like to be a girl. Wondered what it would be like to have breasts, a vagina. What…what it would be like to make love as a girl.”

“You’re a sissy? Really?”

“Well, not all the way. I still like girls, and I like playing with my dick, but…yeah, there’s a part of me.”

Chris sounded a little bit miserable, and a tear came to his eye.

“Hey, it’s okay. People are different. Okay?”

Chris nodded, wiped his eyes. “Okay.”

“Besides, we’re not going to talk about what happened here tonight. Right?

“I’m not saying shit,” Chris vowed.

“And neither am I.”

Then the boys were silent. They had their own thoughts, their own problems to come to grips with. Suddenly Chris asked, “So what do we do now?”

“About turning back into ourselves?”

“Yeah.”

“I don’t know. Do you think, maybe, if we just got out of these clothes everything would go back to normal?

They studied each other, hoping, and they began to feel a little better.

Chris had a little bit of ripped dress on him and he took it off and tossed it aside. He stood in panties and bra and stared at his friend. “How do I look?”

“Like a girl,” responded Jeff sadly.

“Maybe it’s the underwear? That’s when I seemed to change, so maybe if I just…”

“That’s a weird bra you’ve got on. It’s got that big button at the top of your…of your…”

“That’s cause it’s for milking. Watch.”

Chris undid the button atop one cup. The flap fell and his boob popped out.

Jeff’s eyes widened at the sight of the perfectly formed mammary.

“That’s nothing,” grinned Chris. “Watch this.”

Chris grabbed his boob and squeezed, and moved his hand towards the nipple.

Milk squirted out. It was a thin stream that arced over the basement floor.

“Holy…wow!”

They looked at each other. Men, but…two girls. Their breasts almost touching. One of the breasts oozing drops of milk.

Their faces were close together, Jeff licked his lips. Chris moved his face closer.

They were girls! Dammit! They weren’t two boys making out! They were girls.

Their lips touched gently. They felt the softness of their plump lips. Chris felt Jeff’s boobs. He reached behind Jeff and undid the bra.

As the back strap came loose the shoulder straps lost their weight, and the cups lost their shape.

Jeff looked down. at Jeff. He was suddenly growing taller.

“Take off your panties!”

Jeff reached down and pressed his panties with his thumbs. As the panties slid down he felt his cock coming back. The flatness of the whole bulged, sprouted, then stuck out. His cock came up, bounced up hard, and slapped against Chris’s belly.

“Oh, my God!”

They stood, inches apart, and Jeff was a man. He was back to being the tall footballer. His hair was short again. His lips were not plump and his face had masculine angles and planes.

But Chris was still a girl.

They stared at each other. A man and a woman. A man with a big boner, and a woman suddenly catching her breath.

“Should I take my bra off?” asked Chris.

“Please, don’t,” said Jeff.

Then Jeff was moving forward. He didn’t have to move far. He wasn’t holding Chris, he was holding a girl, and his cock was hard as a baseball bat and felt that long.

Their lips met and slithered. Their breathing came together. Jeff held Chris in his arms and bent his head and began to suck on Chris’s tits.

Milk came out, hot and sweet, and Jeff moaned. He liked boobs, and this was the best. He had never tasted anything like this in his life.

Chris muttered, “How are we going to fuck? If I take off my bloomers I might change back!”

“Maybe just pull your bloomers to the side a bit?”

The two boys, or one boy and one girl, or whatever they were, felt electric. They could do this! They could fuck!

Chris lay down on a crate and pulled the crotch of his bloomers to the side.

Jeff stared at the perfectly formed pussy. It was hot, it was wet, it was everything he had ever wanted.

In the back of his mind he knew that Chris was a boy. But he wasn’t a boy now!

Would he be fucking a man?

But Chris was a girl! He had a pussy! Jeff found himself moving up to the edge of the crate. His cock was in his hand, and his cock was hard!

Chris was breathing hard. He was anxious. He had a it of the sissy to him, and he needed to feel this. He needed to do this. This was going to determine what the rest of his life was about. If he liked this, he might end up gay, or getting a sex change, or something.

Or maybe not.

It all depended on what happened in the next few minutes.

Jeff touched Chris’s pussy with the head of his cock. “Is this okay?” He was asking himself as much as he was asking Chris.

Chris answered, “It’s got to be. Everything happens for a reason.”

Jeff looked at Chris. He studied the female eyes, the long hair. He looked at Chris’s exposed boob, leaking milk.

Damn! This dude was not a dude! He was a girl!”

Jeff pushed in.

It was amazing.

Chris drew in his breath and felt his groin expand, become larger, accept Jeff’s dong.

Jeff felt the wonderful sensation of vaginal walls holding his penis. “Oh, fuck,” he said, meeting Chris’s amazed gaze.

“Do me,” whispered Chris.

Jeff began to go in and out. It was like heaven was holding his penis. He quickly felt himself getting close.

Chris felt like the world was changing, the universe was changing. He felt like he was expanding, couldn’t breath, was being flung out to the far stars. He felt like he was at the center of a super nova, and there was no going back.

Jeff felt the trigger within, he felt the surge of semen up the shaft, then he was squirting, his penis spewing wildly, and his legs grew so weak he had to hold on to the crate, to Chris, and let it happen.

For a long minute they lay on the crate, in each other’s arms, wondering at what had happened. they were brought to by Debby’s voice. The male Debby’s voice.

“What the fuck are you two faggots doing?”

Chris and Jeff stood up and grinned at each other. What the fuck indeed!

“Let me loose! Get me off this thing, or I’ll beat your asses until you never sit down again!”

Jeff and Chris moved up behind Debby. “You know, Debby, I love you as a girl. But as a guy you’re a bully bastard.”

“A real fuck wit,” agreed Chris.

“You fucks better let me go!”

The boys sighed. “I guess we better.”

“But we better change her back, first. I don’t feel like letting her thrash us.”

“True.

Chris grabbed Debbies pants and pulled them off. It was awkward, the way she was bent, but it worked. Then he began pulling her boxers off.

“Wait a minute,” Jeff blurted. “She isn’t changing!”

It was true. The boxers were half off but she still had a big, fat penis.

“What the fuck? Will you assholes get me out of this?”

For a moment the two boys ignored Debby. This was weird.

“Why isn’t she changing back?”

And, after a long minute of intense discussion they realized: “Maybe because she hasn’t cum?”

“Really?”

“I came and I changed.”

“What are you two bozos talking about?”

“Listen, Debby, you have to have an orgasm if you want to change back into a girl.”

“I do? No I don’t! I don’t want to be a girl again!”

But the boys ignored that last statement. They were intent on getting things back to normal.

“How do you want to get her off?”

“I don’t know. I’m a guy so I don’t want to touch her penis.”

Which left Chris licking his lips and wondering.

Debby was cool, but as a man she was an asshole. But he was going to have to get her to cum.

“I can’t fuck her like that.”

“If we let her loose she might fuck you on her own.”

“Yeah, but she might fuck you, too. You want that?”

“Uh, no.”

“So how about a blow job?”

“You can give a blow job?”

“I hope so.”

“But you’ve never given a blow job before,” Jeff spoke suspiciously.

“No. But how hard can it be? You just suck, fondle nuts, and since I was a boy I know what feels good to a cock, right?”

“Well, I guess so.

Chris got down on his butt and moved underneath Debby.

“What the fuck are you doing?”

Chris turned his back to her, positioned his head, pulled the crotch of her boxers to the side, and stared at her big cock.

And it was big. It was long and it had two big nuts at the base. They hung down a little, but he could put his mouth around that big piece of meat.

Interested, compelled, Chris opened his mouth and took in Debby’s big peeny.

It was massive, overwhelming, and Chris knew that it would fit better in a pussy, but his mouth it had to be.

“Hey! Fuck! I don’t want some sissy sucking on my schlong!”

But Debby had no choice. They had to change her back, and Chris went to work.

He sucked voraciously, remembering what he liked. He hefted her balls and stroked her head, and Debby started to respond.

“Oh, crap. What are…God! A sissy!”

“But it feels good, right?” pointed out Jeff.

“Fuck, shit!” Debby said.

The boys were surprised to find out what a little potty mouth their friend was.

Chris kept up the work. He slapped her nuts lightly, and he chewed on the head, and finally he said, “Stick a finger up her ass! It’ll remind her of how much fun it is to have a pussy!”

Jeff moved forward, licked his finger, and inserted it.

Debby gasped and almost instantly started cumming. “Oh, God! Oh, God Oh, God!” she cried out as stands of pearls went down Chris’s throat.

And Chris liked it. He liked the taste, the texture…he liked the whole thing.

Finally, Debby was done, and they pulled her boxers off.

Instantly she shrunk. They took the rest of her clothes off, helped her to her feet, and she was back to normal.

And embarrassed. She was naked and her best friends were staring at her with big grins. Of course they were all naked, except for Chris, so it didn’t really matter.

“You idiots,” she blurted. But she was no longer bully boy Debby, she was soft and sweet and their friend.

“Well, okay,” Jeff turned to Chris. “You’re the last one. Take off your bloomers and let’s see what the real Chris Johnson looks like.”

Chris grinned, and felt a little sad, and pulled down his bloomers.

And remained the same.

A vagina.

And he took off his bra, and though the milk stopped, he had tits. Real, live tits!

“What the fuck!” he exclaimed.

Debby’s mouth opened in surprise, and she blurted, “It doesn’t just change you…it changes you into what you want!”

“You mean I’m going to be a girl from now on?”

Debby and Jeff looked at each and shrugged.

“What’ll my parents say?”

“I have a feeling,” mused Debby, “that everything is taken care of. Look at the pictures on the stairs. Those people probably changed. Maybe even many times, but I’ll bet the world changed to accommodate them.”

“So I’m a girl,” marveled Chris.

Then Jeff blurted, “And I’m not a virgin!”

They all looked at each other.

Debby: “But I am.”

Jeff grinned. “Don’t worry, I’ll help you with that!

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


Sissy by Lesbian!

His wife wanted a female lover!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Slow down!” she snapped.

Joe dutifully slowed down, and sighed. He turned and waited for his wife to catch up.

“Don’t look so impatient. You’re the one who wanted me to wear heels.”

Joe smiled. “Well, you are pretty sexy with your butt lifted up like that.”

Nancy strode past him, her heels going click, click, click.

The sound made his dick hard, and he studied his wife’s very fine ass.

Nancy was a babe. With a capital ‘BABE!’

Her legs were built of taut, curvy muscles, and they ended in a round pair of cheeks that set his heart on fire. The roundness of her derriere sloped in to a tight, waist. Above the waist were her world class knockers. A dream in any man’s world. Then came the face with plump, cherry red lips, a pert nose that tipped up very slightly at the end, and blue eyes that made him shudder with lust. All topped with a wave of blonde that shone in the sun.

He was a lucky man, and that was true.

Heck, as far as men went he was sort of average. Not ugly, strong enough, a little thin, but…she had fallen for him. Gods be praised.

But she was also a little unhappy with him. Not always, not a lot, but sometimes she would give him a look, or talk a little snappy, and he would know that she was irritated.

Ah, well. He was doing the best he could.

Smiling, watching her ass sway, he followed her through the mall. They went up the escalator and he sighed, his boner sitting up and begging, and he watched her delicious buttocks.

They reached the second floor and she stopped to look in a window.

He moved up next to her and she said, “You really need to walk a little slower. You’re always charging off. You make me wear these heels, and then I have to struggle to keep up.”

“Sorry, babe. Just call me twinkle toes.”

“Tinkle toes?”

He frowned, then realized she was laughing. Tinkle toes. Oh, boy. Don’t let anybody hear that.” then he thought about it. Tinkle toes. He asked, “What does that mean, tinkle toes?”

“It’s like fart knocker, or snickerbocker. It’s just a word.”

She stepped sideways and examined a dress through the window.

“Well, at least it doesn’t mean I tinkle on my toes.”

She turned and looked at him, and her face was very quizzical. Suddenly she reached into the shopping bag she was carrying it. He had bought a present for her sister, and it was decorated with ribbons and bows and little jingle bells. She made him hold the bag for a second and ripped off a ribbon and a bell. She took back the shopping bag and handed him the bell and ribbon.

It was round, about as big as a dime, and had little slots on it. There was a little ball inside to give it the jingle sound.

“What am I supposed to do with this?”

She smiled in the most insidious way. “I want you to go into that little boys room over there, go into a stall, and tie the bell on the head of your cock.”

“What?”

“You heard me. Just wrap the ribbon around the groove on the head of your cock, attach the jingle bell, and report back to me.”

“This is stupid,” he held the bell and the ribbon loosely.

“This is a lesson in how to walk at the appropriate speed.”

“I can walk just fine.”

“But can you cum?”

He opened his mouth to speak, and quickly shut it. Nancy had a bad habit of punishing him by refusing sex, and he was a man who loved sex.

Very carefully he said, “Honey. I don’t think we need to do this.”

She smiled a sly smile and said, “Now.”

“But—“

“Do you ever?”

She only had to say half the sentence. The whole sentence was; Do you ever want to have sex again?

He did, so he turned and pouted and slumped his shoulders and walked towards the bathroom.

Nancy watched him cross the mall and enter the bathroom, and she smiled. He was a sucker for sex, and he had never realized that she wasn’t for a simple reason: he was too small.

Inside the bathroom it was cool. It had the usual smells associated with a bathroom. Soap, poop, mingled in a sad attempt to make the place standable.

It wasn’t.

He stepped into the first open stall, pulled his pants down, and sat down.

He could still hear the mall music, faint and designed to dull the mind.

Being a horny sort, his dick was already half hard. Heck, having watched his wife’s sexy body saunter through the mall it was definitely half hard. And, his hand taking it in hand, it was getting harder.

He smiled. He liked the bit of excitement in his balls. He liked how it got long and hard and even got a drip of pre-cum on the tip.

When his cock was hard enough he tied the bell to one end, and the other end to his peeny.

It dangled into the bowl. Not long enough to reach the water, but…it sure made him hard.

Maybe this wasn’t going to be so bad, after all.

He stood up and pulled up his underpants. His underpants kept the bell from hanging, and he was suddenly inspired.

Nancy wanted to hear him jingle, and he better make himself jingle, or he wouldn’t be getting any.

He pulled the little slit on his BVDs apart and pulled his cock out. It hung down and he pulled his pants up.

The bell could be seen, but nobody would know what it was, if they did happen to see it.

But nobody would really see it. They would have to examine his groin closely, study his crotch, and people didn’t do that. They glanced, peered without showing it, and that was all.

He buckled his pants, opened the stall door, took a few steps, and saw the nefariousness of Nancy’s plan. If he moved too fast he jingled, and that would make people stare at his groin.

Oh, fuck!

He exited the restroom and walked across the polished floor to where his wife waited with a smirk.

He was careful to move at just the right speed. Sometimes he moved too fast and…’jing jing!’

So he moved at a sedate, peaceful rate. About ten times slower than he usually walked.

“Hello, Joe. How’s things?”

His face was red and she laughed. People walking by ignored them.

She hooked his arm in his and walked through the mall.

“Oh, God! He said, when she sped up and pulled him along. His jingle bell tinkled and he grew redder.

With the jingle bell on his cock she was able to walk just barely faster than him.

“Come on, honey,. Let’s get a move on.”

Jing jing!

“I can’t!” he protested, slowing down.

She moved slowly with him for a moment, then blurted, with a big grin, “I never knew how irritating it was to have to walk so slow.”

She pulled him faster.

Jing jing!

He pulled back, walked at a pace where he wouldn’t jingle.

She pulled him faster.

He resisted.

He was becoming dour faced. She was laughing more and more.

Finally, she said, “Well, I can’t walk as slow as you.” She let go and walked away.

She tap, tap, tapped across the hard floor. He struggled to move fast enough to keep up. He tried to figure out how to walk with a smooth gait in the groin area. He slid, rather than walked, and tried to catch her.

“Crap,” he mumbled to himself. Then he noticed that people were looking at him and chuckling.

It looked like he was following his wife, trying to catch up, and he looked stupid. It looked like she was in charge and he was forced to walk several feet behind her.

“Slow down,” he murmured. Now his face was bright red.

But, if anything, she sped up.

Heck, if she had walked this fast when she was following him then they wouldn’t have this problem.

Ahead of him Nancy was in heaven. Having her husband follow her like a little slave had empowered her, and she felt a surge of power that filled up her body, and especially her groin.

It was sexy to have him following her like a little boy. And she noticed that people were looking after her more and more.

They saw him, they wondered who he was chasing, and they saw her, and…she wondered if she was leaving a little wake of boners behind her.

Probably. And that just made her hotter, and…wetter.

Heysoos Xristo on square wheeled skates! She liked the power! She liked being in charge! She was going to have to do this more often!

In fact, a subtle making of the mind, she was going to have to do this always!

Behind her, Joe struggled to catch up.

They sat in the car and Joe turned the key. The motor roared to life and Joe muttered, “That was stupid.”

Nancy sat in the passenger seat, her back to the door, and smiled. “Can’t take it, eh?”

“I can take anything!”

“Anything but a bell on your little peewee.”

He glared at her, “That’s enough of that. My dick is just fine.”

But she was feeling big and powerful, and it had always bothered her. “No, it’s not just fine. Let’s face it, honey lover of mine, your dick is on the small side.”

“It’s big enough to make you happy.”

“No.”

That was the big blink of Joe’s life. That was the slap heard round the world. That was his male ego being totally and ruthlessly emasculated.

“What?” His voice sounded a little desperate. And it should have. For, after all, Joe did have a substandard penis.

Average was six inches. Big was eight inches. Small was four inches.

Nancy leaned towards him, squeezed her arms together to showcase her ample boobs. “Joe, let’s be honest. You aren’t the biggest tool in the shed.”

“I’m fine!” But his voice cracked.

“Sure. You make me happy. But how times have I had to ask you to get me off with your mouth, or just your fingers?

“But women often take a little longer.”

“The longer it takes a woman to cum…that is proportional to the size of the dick.”

“It is not!” he croaked.

“Small dick takes a while. Big dick happens faster.”

Now Joe was silent. Silent and hurt and desperate.

The truth was that he knew he wasn’t the most endowed stud in the stable. In fact, he was the Shetland pony, the miniature, with a miniature dick.

“Well…well…” but he didn’t know what to say. The truth was the truth.

And Nancy, feeling a little guilty at handing out this dollop of hurt, sat back and frowned.

Yes, she had felt powerful, and sexy, and she wanted that feeling again, and always.

And she could walk faster than him, and make him follow her like a little puppy, but…the real root of the problem was his dick, and that problem wasn’t going to be solved by belling him. Or insulting him.

No. There had to be a better solution.

By the time they got home Joe was extra horny. Listening to that bell, feeling the light weight tugging at his cock, it was causing his balls to heat up and his cock to stay harder.

Jing! And his cock jerked a little.

Some ten or twenty seconds later, Jing!

“Oh, baby,” he murmured, coming up behind Nancy when they were in the kitchen and nuzzling her neck.

Nancy shrugged him off. “Not now, honey. I have some thinking to do.”

Joe tried to wrap his arms around her and she slapped him in the groin.

“Ow!”

“No means no, Joe.”

Joe, sulking, went into the entertainment room and turned on a game. Damn! Didn’t that woman understand? Didn’t she know that he was horny now? And that he needed relief now?

He sat and watched millionaires snap bats when they struck out. Big babies.

Nancy went into the computer room and began googling.

‘What do I do if my husband’s penis is too small?’

There were a lot of answers, and they were very enlightening.

‘Leave him,’ was the cruelest.

‘Don’t ever tell him he’s small,’ was moderately popular, but…not realistic.

How can you not talk about the elephant in the room? Especially when the elephant is only a couple of inches tall? When excited?

A biggie was the advice that ‘a dick doesn’t matter, love does.’

Deep in thought Nancy went out to the kitchen and poured herself a wine spritzer. Then she threw the liquid in the sink and made a bourbon and Coke. Serious thought required serious lubrication.

She stood in the kitchen for a moment, sipped her drink, and listened to the chatter from the entertainment room.

“Sammy is a clutch player. If anybody can bring in that run, Sammy can.”

And Nancy thought: A clutch player. Brings in the run. He digs in and swings…CRACK!

Joe yelping out a “Way to go!”

Was Joe a clutch player? Could he do what she needed?

And then the truth: But what did she need?

She made another drink, swirled it and bit her lip, then went into the entertainment room.

She walked in front of the big screen and told Joe: “Turn it off.”

Frowning, Joe clicked the remote.

Nancy handed him his drink and sat down on the edge of the couch. He was on the other end, half laid back to watch the game.

“Joe, what are we going to do about your dick?”

He went into instant confusion, and hurt.

“What do you mean? What’s wrong with my dick?

“It’s too small,” Nancy spoke bluntly. Rip off the bandage.

He tried to make a joke out of it. “It’s long enough for me.”

But she wasn’t going to let him out of it. “It’s not long for me.”

Now Joe looked really hurt, and confused, and humiliated. He didn’t say anything.

Nancy said, “I love you, but, walking in front of you in the mall, listening too that bell with it’s little jing jing, I realized that I need more out of our relationship. Now, you can feel hurt if you wish, but life is life, your dingle is too small, and what are we going to do about it?”

Joe mumbled a bit, and he wanted to get up and just leave, but he forced himself to stay.

“What do you want to do?” he threw it back at her.

“Well, there are several possibilities. We can look into methods for making your dingus bigger. Maybe that exercise called jelquing, or one of those suction tube things.”

“Or maybe we just cut it off,” Joe spat out the words bitterly.

“It’s not your fault, Joe, and if that’s a solution, then so be it, but…”

She shrugged, watched him.

“What about toys?”

“Definitely. We need to explore those. What about cucking?”

“Some other guy fucks you?”

He was aghast, but she just took it in stride. One more possibility.

The air seemed to be going out of Joe, and that wasn’t what she wanted. She wanted a solution; she didn’t want to break him.

“Sit up,” she said. He did and she moved closer. She unbuckled his pants and for a second he tightened up.

“Relax, Joe.”

She pulled out his peeny and they looked at it.

It wasn’t big. That was for sure.

He seemed to deflate even more.

But, in spite of all the mortification and sense of plummeting self worth, his cock was hard.

She bent down and took him in her mouth. She deep throated him and licked his balls.

Lack of self worth evaporated and he groaned with the pleasure.

She looked up at him. “So you get pleasure. I can give you all the pleasure you want, but I need some pleasure, too. Sometimes I can’t even feel you down there. I lay back and wait for you to squirt, and I clean up the mess without ever getting off myself. Is that fair?”

“No,” he mumbled, suddenly feeling a twinge of shame.

“So, we’re going to try some things, and some of them may seem demeaning, even shameful, but…we’ve got to do this, Joe. You’re already getting off. From the feel of it, your small dick affords you big orgasms. Shouldn’t I be allowed those orgasms, too?”

“Well, uh,” he was looking down, “I guess so.”

“Yes, so,” she agreed.

“So what do you want me to do?”

“Well, first, we need to keep you belled.”

His mouth pursed in disappointment,. He was having a hard time with this, but…he had to do it.

“I’ve got a bigger jingle bell, and I want you to wear it.”

He was puzzled now. “But what does wearing a bell have to do with the size of my dick?”

“Honestly? I don’t know. But I do know that when you were walking behind me, when I heard that bell dingling, it made me feel good. It made me feel horny. And powerful. I need to feel that way all the time. And let’s face it, the hornier I am the more you’re going to get some. Right?”

He couldn’t disagree with that logic, and he nodded, be it a bit sourly.

But this whole thing was sour to him.

“Okay.”

“Listen, honey,” she stroked his little weenie and prepared to say the thing that had been sitting in the back of her mind since she had belled him.

He looked at her.

“The fact is that I have big sex organs, and you don’t. That has to go for something. Maybe I’m designed to be the power in this relationship. Maybe not. But we have to find out, right?”

He didn’t shake his head, or nod, or do anything. But inside he was shaking, and not with fear. There was something exciting about all this.

Yes, he had a small dick, but maybe, just maybe, there was a way to change this to their advantage.

Nancy went and got the big jingle bell. She used the same ribbon they had used earlier, and she tied it to the end of his dick.

Joe stared at the decoration hanging from him.

“Move around,” said Nancy.

Joe walked around the room, and the sound was quite plain.

“Walk slow.”

He walked slowly, and the bell stopped jingling.

“Walk fast.”

Jingle, jingle, jingle.

“Do jumping jacks!”

As Joe jumped up and down the sound of the bell filled the room.

Nancy smiled. This might not be the whole solution, but it was a step in the right direction.

“Okay, Joe. I think we’ve made a start.”

“Can I take it off now?”

“Oh, no. And I don’t want you wearing any clothes. Not around me.”

“What about when I go to work?”

“I want you to wear the bell there, too. I want you to wear it all the time. I want to know that somewhere in the world you are jingling for me.”

She grinned, and he couldn’t help but respond to her cheer.

For the rest of the day he walked around the house naked. He jingled when he walked, and she listened to him as he moved around and smiled. And she realized that it wasn’t just the fact that he had a small dick, it was the sense of power over him that she was gaining.

“Are you going to take off your clothes?” he asked at dinner.

They were sitting at the kitchen table. The top was glass and she could watch his penis bobbing up and down, hear an occasional ‘jing,’ and she smiled.

He was naked, powerless. She was clothed, power. “I think not.”

Joe was disappointed, but he was also erect. He was in the middle of the ‘excitation phase’ of sex, and it was quite heady to be int hat position, and to be kept in that position.

They didn’t make love that night. Joe wanted to, but Nancy was plotting out their sex life and didn’t want to be bothered with his mess.

“But don’t jack off,” she said, as she climbed into bed. She was wearing a comfy, old gown. He was naked and breathing hard.

She turned on her side, away from him.

He tried to cuddle, to spoon, but she didn’t feel like it. Then she had a thought. Why not?

“Joe, go get that sleep mask. It’s in the dresser in the spare bedroom.”

Puzzled, but too horny to say no, Joe trotted through the house, returned with the black mask.

“Put it on.”

He did, and stared at the nothingness of the mask.

“Okay. You may eat me. You can even use your fingers, but you must do it with the mask on.

It was exciting. Joe felt his way back onto the bed. He slithered under the covers and felt for her body. With the mask on he had to rely on other senses, and other senses became heightened.

He felt the soft flesh of her thighs. He gently opened them.

He smelled the exquisite aroma of her pussy. His nipples became quite hard as he lowered his head and moved forward.

His tongue felt the combination of hot skin and wet flesh that is a pussy.

She arched her back, thrust her hips up, and Joe was captured between her thighs.

Nancy sighed and enjoyed the feeling of her helpless lover. God, that was good!

He lapped, and licked, and loved, and Nancy felt her heat ratchet up. She felt his tongue slick along her wetness. She began to climb the mountain.

She held his head, pushed his face into her mound, and…and…BANG!

She had never cum that hard in her life!

She was shaking, and shaken to the core.

Yet, even in that supreme moment, she knew she needed more.

She pushed him away and turned away from him.

Joe lay on his side, facing her, his dick erect and pointing at her buttocks.

But it was too small. Her vagina he could feel, if she had spread her legs and raised them up and presented her pussy. But he had tried entering her from the rear before, and that just didn’t work.

He was too small.

And now he was so damned horny he couldn’t believe it!

She had cum, a big cum, from the feel of it, and left him high and dry.

Just shoved him away.

He had done his duty and that was it.

And something strange happened. Joe liked it. He liked feeling horny. It felt, at least for a moment, that his peeny was bigger. It was harder, and the illusion was that it was bigger.

It wasn’t, but the horniness provided him an illusion. His cock felt so big and stiff.

So he turned over, faced away from Nancy, and touched his cock.

Fuck! That felt good.

And a sleepy mumble came to him: “Don’t you dare jack off.”

Joe almost sobbed, but his heart was pounding so fast, and…he lay there and reveled in the feeling of his erection.

For the next few days that was how it went. Joe walking around naked, and Nancy calling out, every once in a while, for him to move so she could hear him.

He would jump up and down and she would smile. And it made her feel so powerful, and power made her horny, and by night time she would require him to satisfy her. Orally.

She loved it, but it was only the start. She ordered stuff off Amazon, and by the next day things began arriving.

“Here you go, Joe.” She handed him a chastity tube.

But he was too small. His dick kept flopping out.

She could have gotten him super tiny sizes, but…she didn’t want to spend the money. At least, not on that. She put the idea of chastity on hold, something to be looked into later.

She bought bigger bells, and that worked. She loved it when he walked through the house, jingling away. She always knew where he was, and when he was jingling and she wasn’t there, she knew he was horny.

And he was horny a lot!

She called him to her. “Joe, are you doing okay? Is this working for you?”

He usually answered yes, that everything was fine, but she analyzed his expressions, judged his emotions, and tried to keep him happy.

Fortunately, being horny made him happy.

During those first few days she started dressing sexier, too. She wore revealing clothes, flimsy bras, and deliberately tantalized him.

He liked it.

At least, he groaned and made whimpering sounds.

She ordered herself more sexy clothes, and then she made a discovery.

“Joe,” she said, as she opened a box with a sexy peignoir in it.

“Yeah?”

“But this on.”

She tossed him her little nighty. It was short, and see through.

“What?”

Her gown was long, and opaque. She said, “Put it on. I want to see you in it.”

So Joe put his arms through the thing, pulled it over his shoulders, and she almost fainted.

She could see his body. Slender, with a small dick with a bell on it. But she could also see the potential.

He was slender. What if he had breasts?

Ding! Ding! Ding!

What if she…feminized him?

What if…?

Her mind alive with possibilities, she snapped, “Take that thing off.”

Joe was confused, but amenable. His hard dick made him amenable. He took off the nighty and placed it on the end of the bed.

Nancy took out a corset, one that only covered the mid section, and tossed it to him.

“Put this on.”

“Why?”

“Because I want you to. Now hurry.”

She watched as he fumbled with the thing. Her snatch was downright wet as he figured out the hooks. She was breathing hard.

It wasn’t tight on him, but it wasn’t loose, either. It could be tighter.

Nancy pushed him face down on the bed and climbed up and straddled him on her knees. She began pulling the ties tighter, tighter.

Joe gulped, and began taking shorter breaths.

“This is crazy,” he muttered.

She just smiled and tied him up and down, tighter, tighter.

At last she let him up, and her vision was proved, and given power.

His waist was skinny, and his chest and butt flared out. It was feminine.

She gave him the nighty again and he put it on.

It was incredibly sexy. A faux feminine body. His chest actually looking like it might have a bit of cleavage. His little dingus hanging down with the bell hanging from it. All semi-disguised by the transparent nighty.

“Oh, baby,” she licked her lips. “Come here.”

Joie went to her and she began brushing his hair.

His hair was a little long, not much, but by wetting the brush and turning it out she gave him a bubble cut. His hair framed his face, and was even more sexier.

She kissed him. The power made for the sex made for her pumped up desire.

She reached into his nighty and felt his peeny. It was so small that it fit in her hand with no problem.

“It’s like a clitoris,” she whispered to him.

Joe was turned on. He was excited. Wearing these things, her hand on him…he gulped.

“That’s what the problem is. You don’t have a cock, you have a clitoris, and we have to start treating it like a clit. Your clothes, your body…we need to…we need to…”

“What?” asked Joe, hoarsely.

“We need to bring the real you out.”

The real me,” he repeated.

“The real you. The one that wears sexy clothes and does what I want you to.”

“Are you trying to change me into a woman?”

This was the point. This was make or break. Nancy could hardly breath for the excitement exploding within.

“I think I am.”

Joe was silent. then, “What am I supposed to do?” His was a protest, and despair, and desperation, and…plea.

“Whatever I want,” she returned. Then: “Do you like what is happening? Does it excite you?”

Joe nodded dumbly.

“So why not let it happen? Why not evolve? Why not find out the truth of yourself?”

“But…but…”

She waited, and he popped with a wail.

“But I don’t want to be gay!”

She held him then, hugged him, her hand still on his tiny weeny. “Oh, honey,” she soothed him. “It’s not gay to be feminine. It’s cross dressing, and trans, and maybe, if we let you keep your weeny, a bit of shemale or lady boy or whatever. But it’s not gay. You don’t want men! You want women! You want me! And I want to explore this. I want to see you as a woman.”

He sniffled. “Would I have to clean house?”

She laughed. “Only if you want to.”

“And you’ll still love me?”

“From what we’ve gone through so far…yes. I will love you with all my heart. But I want to do things to you. I want to change you. I want to…I want to…” and words failed her.

And words failed Joe.

She sat on the bed, holding and hugging him.

He pressed himself against her, a sob in his throat. This was big…this was really big, and he wondered if he could go through with it.

But he didn’t have a big weeny, and he wasn’t much of a man, and seeing himself in a nightgown and a corset, his cock belled and hanging down, a little stiff and jingling, he realized: I want this. I’m afraid, but I want this.

And so the decision was reached.


PART TWO

Nancy didn’t waste time. She made appointments with doctors, bought bigger toys, and read up on all the things they were going to have to do with Joe.

Then came a few days of waiting. Waiting for the doctor’s appointments, waiting for the mail to arrive.

She loved feminizing him. She loved opening packages and taking out sexy underwear. She ordered him a couple of breast forms and she came extra hard when he wore them around the house, and then knelt in front of her and satisfied her.

She held the back of his head, leaned against a wall, and when she came she had to hold on, and he had to support her, her legs were that weak.

She made him wear panties. She thought his little peeny bump sticking out was the cutest thing she had ever seen. But the first time she put him in a dress she realized his bump was a problem.

Not for her, she liked to touch it and fondle it and caress him till he was shivering and dripping.

But it made his dress poke out. Very unfeminine, that.

So she bit the bullet and pulled his cock down between his legs and taped it there. Now the dress fit perfectly. With the corset on and the bigger boobs he looked exactly like a woman. Except, his hair needed to be longer.

Well, she would wait on that. A month or two and he wouldn’t need a wig or anything.

She also realized something else that wasn’t very feminine.

“Joe,” she said, “Take off your dress and underwear.”

For a second Joe leaped to a conclusion. She wanted to fuck!

But nothing could be further from the truth. As soon as he was naked she tossed him a bottle and said, “Do this.”

He examined the bottle. Nair. He looked at her, looked down at his hairy legs, and headed for the shower.

He couldn’t be a woman with hairy legs, could he?”

And that opened the door to cosmetics. Make up.

The next morning he woke up and Nancy was already moving. She had his panties and bra out. She helped him with his corset. She squeezed him into a tight dress with a high collar and no arms.

“Your arms are too big,” she said, feeling them.

“I don’t want to go through a biceps removal.”

She laughed. “You idiot. Hormones will take care of that. But for right now, sit down.”

He sat in her vanity chair and examined himself in the mirror.

He had a feminine, be it short, hair style.

His face, while not strong in the manly sense, with a jutting chin or anything like that, was…soft.

His chin wasn’t strong, his face was oval, and his lips were plump.

Not blubbery plump, just a little thicker than the normal male’s.

Nancy sat on his lap. His dick was taped back, but it was exciting to have her on him, on it, even if he couldn’t poke the stubby, little thing into her.

She picked up a thin bottle from her vanity table, pulled the applicator out and began painting his lips.

“Hey!” he blurted, “That’s hot!”

“Should be. It’s got things like cayenne pepper in it.”

“What’s it for?”

“It’s called lip plumper. Sit still and watch.”

She got off him, grinned, and he watched his reflection. Almost visibly his lips plumped. Now they looked a lot more feminine.

She put lipstick on him.

He stared at his face like it was that of an alien. “I…uh, wow.”

Then sat back on his lap and worked on his eyes, put on mascara and lengthened his eyelashes. Plucked his eyebrows.

“I’ll show you how to put on primer, foundation, and all that stuff. But this is just so I can get a feel for you.”

She rubbed a bit of color on his eyes, and he was stunned. He looked more and more feminine.

Then she got off him. “Have you ever worn nylons?”

“No!”

“Get ready for a thrill.”

She helped him put on panty hose. “I’ve got some garters coming in the mail, but for now we’re making do.”

He stared at himself in the full length mirror.

He realized that he could pass for male or female. It was just a matter of make up.

She kissed him gently on the lips, careful not to mess up his make up, and that was it for the morning.

And all morning, all day, he walked around and felt like a different person.

Hell, he was a different person.

Nancy had thought the medical side of this whole thing was going to be the most difficult. She read horror stories on the net of people who had to see psychiatrists and go through months of interviews and stuff.

In fact, they walked in, the doctor was a woman, and she was amenable right from the get go.

In fact, though she was amenable, she was also a trifle bored.

“I get a lot of people wanting to do this,” she remarked. “Also, the medical authorities have loosened up some of the rules.”

After filling out a couple of questionnaires Joe sat in the doctor’s office.

She gave them a prescription and asked, “Would you like a super booster shot right now?”

Joe wasn’t sure, but Nancy smiled and said, “Of course.”

The doctor produced a syringe and a small bottle.

“This is the latest in hormone therapy. You’ll notice results within a week. The pills will augment, and you’ll be off to the races.”

“How long before he gets boobs?”

“He’ll start changing by next week, you should see small bumps within a month, and—“

“Is there any way to make it happen faster?”

“Breast implants. Or something called ‘vacation boobs.’”

“Vacation boobs?”

“Some doctor out in New York developed the procedure. We inject a solution directly into Joe’s chest. He would walk out of here with boobs. We can make them as big or small as you would like.”

It was telling that the doctor had stopped speaking to Joe and was focusing on Nancy. It was obvious that she had figured out who made the decisions in this family.

“Let’s do the vacation boobs.”

“Okay. I can make them permanent or so they’ll be absorbed by the body after a month or so. Which do you want?”

Nancy controlled herself. This was exciting. This was ‘Femme’s R Us.’ She spoke slowly, thoughtfully, hiding her sexual excitement. “Permanent. When can we do this procedure?”

“I’ll check.”

The doctor had been talking while holding the syringe. Now she blotted Joe’s arm with alcohol and stuck the needle into his biceps.

Joe didn’t like shots, and he felt woozy.

The doctor put a bandage on his arm, and he stiffened up. Then he relaxed. Odd that the thought of a little needle like this would bother him.

A week later he was laying on the table and his eyes were big. The doctor had larger needles, and a couple of gallons of solution.

“This won’t hurt at all, Joe,” she said, smiling.

She made a lot of little marks with a grease pencil, measured injection sites, and Joe was feeling woozy before she even started. When she put the first needle in his pectoral he fainted.

Which was fine, because he missed the other 300 needles.

He woke up and stared down at his chest. It was mountainous!

A nurse was cleaning up and Nancy was sitting in a chair and waiting for him.

“You’ll want to wear a bra from now on,” said the nurse. “Your boobs are going to be quite heavy, and you’ll need the support.”

“Okay,” Joe swung his legs off the table, felt the weight droop on his chest, and quickly folded his arms. Yep. they were heavy, all right.

Nancy and he left the office and headed right for a bra store.

Joe had to get used to his new boobs, and wearing a bra. Every morning he put on his bra, and as the hormone shot took effect he found it easier and easier.

It was easier because his arms actually got a little thinner, and he had just enough flexibility to reach behind himself and fasten the hooks.

Speaking of the hormone shot…Joe did notice the effects within a week. His whole body got weird, felt like it had a flu, but it was just the shifting of fat within his body.

It wasn’t a gargantuan redistribution of fat, it was more of a subtle earthquake. But it opened up the pathways for further redistribution. It was the first snowball in an avalanche.

At the end of two weeks, when Joe received his boobs, his hips were slightly fatter, his waist was shrinking, and the doctor even commented that with the vacation boobs and the hormone shots Joe was going to have the biggest set of ta tas north of Disneyland.

To which Nancy merely smiled and replied. “Oh, goodie.” And thought: A new kind of playground!

Joe was now wearing full make up and dresses all the time. Work had been surprisingly easy. Nancy just called his boss and asked for a week off because Joe was transitioning.

Joe never could have done that, but Nancy was his rock in these changing times.

She was also getting all the sex she could ever want.

She had been a little stand offish, thinking things through, but when Joe got his tits everything changed.

No sooner had they arrived home from the doctor’s office, Joe feeling out his new bra, than Nancy called him into the bedroom. “Joe, get back here.”

Joe followed her into the bedroom. She took her clothes off and lay back on the bed and said, “Don’t get undressed, just make love to me.”

“I can’t get undressed?”

“I don’t want your weenie. I want you. I want a lesbian lover. NPA.

NPA was short for ‘No Poke Attached.’

Joe knelt by the bed and went to work. When Nancy was properly primed, he crawled up on her body, and Nancy had the thrill of a female making love to her.

She fondled Joe’s boob gently, kissed his nipples, and hugged his head between her boobs.

Joe loved it. He even loved the fact that his dick popped the tape off and his peeny poked out.

Poked out, but not in.

Nancy fondled it through his panties, went down on him, but didn’t let him cum.

“Please! Please!” he begged.

“Ha!” she replied.

Shortly after that she was gurgling with pleasure, her eyes rolling back and her toes curling.

Joe sat on the bed afterwards while she stretched and luxuriated in the afterglow of a monstrous cum. “Aren’t I ever going to get to cum?”

She sat up next to him, put an arm around his shoulder and held one of his breasts with one hand. “Honey, why would you want to?”

“Well, uh…I still have nuts, and they are producing semen, and it would be nice to, uh, relieve the pressure.”

“Well,” she yawned and stood up, “Good luck with that.” She chuckled, then walked towards the bathroom.

Joe’s face had fallen.

Nancy turned at the bathroom door and said, “Don’t worry, honey. Suffer for a week or two, and I’ll fix you up.”

Which didn’t reassure Joe. It had been a long time since he had had an orgasm. Though his nuts were small he could feel how full they were.

“Okay,” he whispered.

In spite of his lack of sexual release, Joe was in heaven. His body was shaping up, or down, depending on your viewpoint. His boobs, already artificially big, were getting bigger. His hips were widening. His face was becoming softer, and his lips were plumper, and Joe’s eyes actually seemed to be bigger, and to have more detail.

He loved his female look, and every night he would take the tape off his penis and look down at it and wonder.

Do I need this?

For the first month after his shot his penis had been very excited. He was hard all the time, and he got used to pooching his butt back a little bit to relieve the pressure. But the second month it seemed more…harmless. That was the word for it. Harmless. Not a threat. Not a masculine tool for fucking, but a dangle that just hung there. His erections were now softer, and his cock actually seemed a little smaller.

He sat on the bed and studied it, held it, and considered, Do cocks shrink?

It looked like it had. It had been just over four inches when this all started, but now…now it looked like under four inches.

Nancy walked into the bedroom and saw him sitting on the bed, staring at his penis.

“What’s the matter, babe?”

“What good is a cock?” he asked, raising his head to look at her.

She held her position and considered him. He was beautiful. He warmed her heart. It was one of God’s great mistakes that she hadn’t been born with a cock. She would have loved to show him what good a cock is.

Instead, she just said, “For some people it’s everything.”

He looked back and and murmured, “It disappointed you.And now it’s disappointing me.”

She sat down next to him. “How so?”

“I don’t know. It just hangs there, doesn’t do much. It wasn’t big to start with, and now…” he grunted, and left his disappointment unstated.

She nodded, then, “So, what do you want to do? Do you want to have it removed?”

He shrugged. “I’m scared of needles. My fear of knives is substantially higher.”

Nancy reached out and grasped his peeny.

He gave a little gasp.

“As long as you feel the pleasure… maybe you should keep it.”

In truth, Nancy wanted him to keep his dingus. She knew that altering his body in such a manner, removing the nuts or penis, was going to affect his sex drive, and underneath it all it was his sex drive that kept her in charge.

“I suppose.”

“Do you want to back on hormones?”

“No!” That seemed to surprise him.

“Are you doubting everything because of sexual frustration? Because I don’t let you cum?”

He frowned. “I don’t know. Maybe.”

“So maybe if I could get you off, then maybe you’d be happier, able to handle your situation better.”

“But how could you do that? My pecker is smaller, it’s softer. My nuts are full, but I seem to be lacking in a delivery system.”

She snickered. “A delivery system. That’s good.”

He smiled wanly.

“Okay. I can get you off, but doing so is going to…it’s going to change your attitude.”

He gave a half chuckle. “As if I haven’t changed my attitude already.”

“As if,” she agreed. “Well, come on. Let’s go do a little shopping, get out and about and think about it, and if you want me to get you off tonight I will.”

Now curious, Joe tilted his head.

“Come on.”

Nancy changed her clothes, threw some panties at Joe, and Joe finally started to move.

Nancy drove and Joe sat beside her. It was a beautiful day, and Joe looked out the window and had dour thoughts.

To get rid of his dingus was a big decision. He remembered thinking about that once upon a time, but now things were different.

Nancy pulled into the mall parking lot and found a space. They got out of the car and started walking across the parking lot. They were both wearing heels, and the click, click, click of them seemed to help. At least Joe was smiling when they reached the mall.

But maybe it was just the female pleasure derived from shopping.

They wandered through the stores, and they were aware of men looking at them, checking them out.

“Think they’d still want you if they knew you had a penis?”

Joe laughed. That circumstance, being wanted, was pleasurable, but…impossible.

Even if he had his thing cut off it would still be impossible.

Sure, he could have a vagina built, but…those weren’t really that big a deal.

They were sitting in the food mall, sipping lemonade, when Joe said, “I want to keep it.”

“Okay.”

Nothing more needed to be said.

They finished their lemonade and went looking for shoes.

And dresses and underwear. They stopped at Victoria’s Secret and Nancy whispered, “Do you know what Victoria’s secret is?”

Joe looked at her.

“Victoria is a man!”

Joe’s eyes opened, “Really?”

“No. But that’s what everybody thinks.”

“But what is the secret then?”

“It’s named after Queen Victoria, a time when the body was completely covered and the body was considered the big secret.”

“Hunh!”

They wandered through the store, examining apparel, material, and having a good time.

“My secret is that I love you like this,” said Nancy.

“Like a woman?”

“Yes. Like a sister. Like…like a lesbian.”

“So how are you going to make love to me?”

“That’s for me to know and you to find out.”

Shortly after that they returned home. They had dinner, which Joe prepared, and then washed the dishes afterwards.

Nancy made a couple of drinks and sat on the corner of the counter and watched Joe.

They laughed, they joked, and she called him to her and kissed him on the mouth.

Finally, the dishes done, Nancy said, “Are you ready to have sex?”

“Sure.”

His excitement quotient was ratcheted up, and he followed her out to the front room.

Joe was puzzled. The front room? Sure, they had christened the room when they first moved in, and it wasn’t unheard of to have sex in the big room, but this was getting curiouser and curiouser.

“Have a seat, I’ll be back.”

Joe sat down. He considered himself while he waited. His boobs were very big, very sexy. His body was completely feminized. His hair was long and styled into soft waves that reached his shoulders.

How was Nancy going to fuck him? How was she going to get his dick big and fat, stiff and rigid, able to penetrate her pussy?

Nancy walked into the room. She was carrying a strap on, and she tossed it to Joe.

Joe caught it and looked at it. It was big. Nine inches. With swirly ridges and bumps along the length of the shaft.

“Put it on.”

“Me?” He had had the idea, when seeing it, that she was going to use it on him.

“Yes, you. You didn’t think I was going penetrate you, did you?”

“Well, I sort of thought.”

“Not tonight. Some other night, sure. But I want to break you in tonight. And to break you in properly I need to divest myself of all desire. The best way to do that is to get a good, big cock in my hole. Now put that thing on and come do me.”

Joe did as he was told, and a minute later he was eating, slurping, and her pussy was getting truly wet.

Finally she pulled him up, kissed his wet lips, and told him to do her.

It ranked up there with the oddest things Joe had ever experienced in his life.

He was fucking without a dick. Without, at least, his own dick. And that meant he was balls deep, and didn’t feel a thing.

But Nancy did. She felt every inch of that huge dong. She lay on the couch and he penetrated her and she grabbed the cushions and felt him drive into her.

“Oh, God!” she groaned as he split her in two. “You’re black, you’re a monster, I can feel all of you opening me up.”

For the first time Joe realized how much he had been missing, how much his wife had missed, by having a small penis.

The look in her eyes. The way she arched and tilted her hips. It was like she forgot who he was and just wanted him to bang her.

Always, before, she had watched him, been aware of him, had not lost herself in the frantic banging of sex.

But now…now…

She cried out and held onto him. She scratched his back and bit his shoulder, and every mark she gave him made him feel more like a man.

A fake man…but a man.

Then she was done. She lay under him, peaceful for the moment, and shoved him away. “Give me a minute,” she asked.

He pulled out, sat up next to her, and wondered what she was going to do.

A half hour later, all rested, Nancy entered the room and she was carrying towels and a couple of pillows. She placed the towels on the coffee table, then the pillows. “Hop onto the table. Elbows on one pillow, knees on the other.”

Puzzled, Joe did as she asked. He was in a dress and his butt was elevated. His breasts hung to the table.

Nancy moved to a position on the couch and began feeling his breasts.

Joe moaned.

“Nice, eh?”

He nodded.

She moved a hand back to his ass and began rubbing his cheeks. “It’s about to get nicer.”

“Okay,” he gulped, feeling the heat rising within.

She pulled down his panties and lifted the dress.

“You see, I could simply fuck you. I could put on a strap on and screw you, and there are times when I’ll do that. One cannot underestimate the value of a fuck.”

“Okay,” Joe’s voice sounded ragged.

“However, there are times I won’t feel like fucking, or getting fucked, and on those times I’ll simply drain you.”

“Drain me?”

“I’ll tickle your prostate until the cum seeps out of you. You won’t get a big orgasm, but you’ll feel good, and, most important, the pressure will be off. You won’t be moping about, whining about your sex organs. You’ll know that when it gets too bad i can always do this to you.”

Joe was frozen. Her hands were massaging him, his tits, his ass, and he felt so good. Yet, what was this ‘draining’ thing?

Nancy produced a small tool. It looked like a butt plug, but it was curved and had a little knob on the end.

“What’s that?”

“This, my fine, feathered hubby, is a prostate massager.”

He gulped involuntarily. The odd thing was this whole thing was turning him on.

Nancy put the tool into a jar of lube and moved it around. When she pulled it out a big glob of the slick stuff was stuck to the knob end.

She moved behind him and said, “Spread your cheeks.”

Joe reached behind and gripped his cheeks and pulled them apart.

Nancy put the tool to his brown button, worked it around, and pushed it in.

Joe jerked, and his mouth opened. He felt the thing sink into him, then he felt Nancy turn it, move it, and position it so it was pointed down towards his pecker.

She began to work it, moving it gently up and down. He felt the knob moving over something inside him.

“I think I’ve got it,” murmured Nancy. “First time, too.”

Joe felt like peeing. He controlled the sensation, pulled his muscles tight. His voice sounded a little strangled as he deal with the sensation of having a full asshole. “Take it out.”

“Why?”

“I’ve got to pee.”

“That what the towels are for.”

Joe looked back between his legs. Under the folds of his dress he could see a little bowl. It was the kind of bowl you put cereal in. He wondered what the fuck she was doing, then he let go. He pissed, but it wasn’t pee that came out.

A long strand of silvery slime reached to the bowl, then little clumps of sperm went down the line.

He felt golden.

Not blasted like a cum orgasm, just…a soft, golden feeling inundating him. And the more the stuff came out of him the better he felt.

“That’s it, honey. Let it all go.”

Joe did. He sagged, almost collapsed, his muscles went slack.

Then the stream stopped. Nancy reached between his knees and took the cereal bowl. She put it aside, then she stroked his little weenie. Then she sucked it, and the feeling was so warm, so loving, so wonderful.

She let go of him, helped him off the table and onto the couch.

He sat there, not exactly exhausted, but emptied. Drained.

He marveled. “So now I’m drained.”

“You are, honey. And you’ll experience a bit of relief, but only for a day. By tomorrow you’ll be all horny again.”

“But then you can do this to me again?” He sounded so hopeful.

Nancy shook her head. “No way, honey. I’ll do this to you maybe once a month, if you’re a good boy. If you behave yourself. The rest of the time you’re going to be horny.”

“But, can’t you—“

She interrupted him. “No, Joe. Now you’re a woman. I’ll screw you every once in a while, but I won’t care if you’ve cum.”

“You’ll live a life serving me. Making sure I’m happy. I’ll cum a lot, but you? No. You’ve got dishes to do.”

With that Nancy slapped him on the ass and sauntered out of the room.

END
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!
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He Became a Loving Daughter!

A peeping Tom, four mothers,

and a course in feminization!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

It was eleven in the evening, and Andy should have been home in bed. But when you’re a peeping Tom sometimes your clock is a bit off.

On this particular night he was standing behind a tall bush, just feet from a house with an open window. Through the open window he watched a woman take off her clothes.

First, she unpinned her hair. Long, golden waves fell to her shoulders. She waggled her head, shook her hair out, and brushed it back with her red tipped fingers.

The light was good in the room, and Andy had a perfect look from behind the bush.

Second, she took off her jacket. This exposed her white blouse which bulged out with her mountainous boobs.

Andy reached down into his pants and began playing with himself. His dingus was quite eager to be played with, and he stroked merrily.

Third, she took off her blouse and stood revealed in her black bra. It was a shelf bra, and her nipples peeked over the edges.

Andy gasped. He reached his other hand into his pants and fondled his balls. He had not seen the woman before this, and she was truly incredible. A figure like an hourglass, she was the hottest peep he had ever had.

Fourth, she took off her bra, and she waggled her boobs. After hours in the harness they were begging to be let out.

Andy felt faint. The way she moved, taking a step across the room, turning almost so she could be sure she gave the best show, it was incredible.

Fifth, the skirt. It was a pencil skirt that highlighted her round derriere. She slipped out of it and kicked it up to her hand and draped it over her vanity chair.

Then she sat on the bed and took off her nylons. They rolled down  her sleek legs and she tossed them to a hamper.

That left her in nothing but panties, and Andy gulped and worked his dong harder.

At this point she was in no hurry. She was out of confining clothes and relaxed. Her muscles were unwinding, and she sat on the bed and brushed her hair out. She turned her head this way and that, and her breasts swayed with her motion.

Her hand went up and down, and her boobs jiggled.

All that kept her pussy from being first class peep material was her panties.

Andy stared at her groin. One leg was up on a thigh and the other leg dangled. It opened her up, exposed her, and he could see the outlines of her labia.

Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Andy thought the litany. He licked his lips and felt himself getting closer and closer.

He was almost ready to blast off when two things happened.

One, a bright light shone on him from the left. Shocked, he turned his head to the left and opened his mouth.

Two, from the right two prongs stuck in his back and ZZZZZ!

If had still been conscious he would have smelled the light aroma of skin toasting. But he wasn’t unconscious.

From the left, from the direction of the taser, a voice chortled. “Got him!”

Inside the room the woman stood up and put on a bathrobe. She sighed. Thank God, they had caught one. She hated exposing herself night after night. Still, the job she was doing was necessary.

She closed the window and turned off the lights.

Andy became aware. He was lying on his front on a mattress. It was dark. He jerked as memories flooded in, and then groaned.

He had been peeping. He had sworn not to do that anymore, but he just couldn’t help himself. Peeping beautiful bodies was his addiction. He lived for the view of the buxom babe with the shapely figure, the red lips, taking off clothes and giving him a treat.

In truth, he had no girlfriend, and had never had one, which might have alleviated his condition.

But catching glimpses of shapely flesh in the night time was all he needed. Seeing a beautiful woman, especially undressing, or dressing, was all he needed that. That fueled his masturbatory fantasies, and allowed him to get off. And not just for a single peeping, but for fantasy fuel for weeks. The memory of those lovely women exposing themselves for him made him cum again and again.

He groaned. It wasn’t quite pitch dark. He could see the outline of a door on the wall above him and twenty feet away.

He moved, and realized three things.

One, the mattress was thin. It was old and he could feel threads that had come loose.

Two, he was chained.

He pulled his arm and felt the cuffs, or manacles, or whatever they were, dig into his wrist. They weren’t tight, but they were tight enough that he had no hope of getting out of the cuffs.

He tried to wiggle out, to pull the cuffs off, but they were there to stay.

Then he gripped the chain to the cuffs, traced it to a wall where it was secured with a big eyebolt in what felt like old cement.

He pulled on it, just to make sure, and all he got was the solid clank of imprisonment.

Three, he was naked.

His dingus was limp, and he remembered that he had been about to squirt his load when…what somebody must have clonked him on the bean.

But when he felt his head he detected no bumps or sore places of bruises.

He did have a slight soreness on his back, where he couldn’t reach. It felt like a mosquito bite. And the mosquito must have been quite large.

He felt around on the bed. There was a thin blanket. It wasn’t that cold, whoever had put him here had left it folded up on the cement floor next to the mattress.

He also had a thin pillow. It was on top of the folded blanket.

The chain reached about three feet, and he stretched out and tried to touch something other than mattress and blanket. All he felt was the rough cement of an old floor.

He unfolded the blanket and wrapped it around himself, more for modesty than warmth.

He sat back against the wall and thought about his situation.

He was prisoner, naked, caught by persons unknown for peeping.

That was the sum of his immediate experience, and he sighed heavily. He didn’t bother yelling, or calling for help. Whoever had him would make themselves known when they felt like it.

In the meantime, he was warm enough, and it was best just to think, to figure a way out of this mess, to make a plan.

Sometime, somebody would come for him, and he had to be ready.

Sitting on the mattress, huddled in the blanket, he suddenly felt something.

His dick. It was starting to surge. He was getting a boner.

Well, why not. He had been super horny at seeing the woman through the bedroom window.

He wondered what had happened to her.

Did she known he had been outside peeping? Did she know he was caught?

Well, he couldn’t expect much help from her, even if she did know about him.

He sighed, then slid down and tried to make himself comfortable He watched the lights int he outline of the door above him. He thought he might be hearing voices, but couldn’t be sure.

Oh, well. He pulled the edges of the blanket over him and closed his eyes.

The second time Andy awoke he heard voices. It was still gloomy where he was, but he cold see blacked out windows above him and ringing the room he was in. The room he was in was a basement. He didn’t bother trying to yell because he suspected he either wasn’t in town, or the place had been sound proofed, or both.

The door at the other end of the basement opened and he could make out legs descended the stairs, becoming visible as whole bodies, then, as they approached him,, he could make out features.

Four women.

Four women dressed in good clothes: pencil skirts, blouses, jackets.

Four women whose clothes didn’t disguise how good looking they were. Two brunettes, a blonde, auburn. Hair well kept, two past their shoulders, two their hair curled on their shoulders.

One of them was the woman he had been peeping at!

Four women that were well built, very well built, took pride in their appearance, probably even worked out, pilates, yoga, or whatever.

They stopped in front of Andy and studied him. They towered over him in their high heels, they wore make up. While they didn’t glower at him, they didn’t give off a friendly feeling. For all their beauty they stood in a line, no nonsense, and judged him silently.

“What’s your name, young man?”

It was the blonde. The women’s eyes were all dark in the basement, but he suspected hers might be blue.

Andy said nothing.

“Best answer,” stated one of the brunettes.

“Kidnapping is illegal,” Andy spoke, keeping his voice low, trying not to appear frightened.

“So is peeping. Doesn’t seem to have stopped you.”

“I never peeped.”

“We caught you.”

“Your word against mine.”

The brunette was doing the speaking, and the others were starting to smile. The blonde was outright smirking.

When nobody said anything for a moment, Andy asked, “What’s so funny?”

The ladies looked at each other, there were a couple of subtle nods. Then the blonde said, “It looks like we have our subject.”

There was something in the tone of her words that worried Andy.

“What do you mean subject?”

The auburn hair beauty began asking questions. “Do you feel any guilt?

“For what?” he protested.

“Are you aware that what you were doing was wrong?”

“Come on,” he scoffed.

“Have you ever been arrested?”

He stared, not willing to give any information.”

“Have you ever received counseling for mental disorders?”

“What?”

“Do you have a girlfriend?…do you have sexual thoughts for your mother?…How often do you masturbate?…”

And so on.

After a while Andy stopped answering, just stared at the woman, but she didn’t seem to care that he was non-responsive. Maybe she was reading his reactions. Hell, she could have been reading his mind for that matter.

But the one thing she missed, or perhaps she didn’t, was that during this whole time he had a raging hard on. Just a stellar boner, a stiffie that would not quit.

He was naked under the blanket, in the presence of four incredibly beautiful women, and…his cock was in high response.

But, in the end, they found out.

The blonde leaned down, grabbed a corner of the blanket and, before he could react, jerked the whole blanket off him.

He was caught, slowly stroking his weenie. His hand was going up and down.

His face turned a brilliant shade of red.

“Hey!”

He went from stroking to trying to cover himself up.

But the ladies didn’t laugh or go ‘ah ha!’ They simply pursed their lips, tilted their heads, and looked at his raging dong.

“Well, it’s a good size,” said the auburn haired lady.

“Maybe too big?”

On the other girls chuckled at that. “Big is better, honey.”

“I’ll say.”

“But how long can we keep him?”

That brought a thoughtful silence.

Andy was sort of panicked now. He had been caught stroking, and now they were talking about how long they could keep him? But keep him for what?

“What are you guys going to do?” He tried to be forceful, but it came out weak.

The ladies ignored him. They turned to each other.

“Okay, if we’re agreed, I’ll start building the furniture.”

“I’ll do a background check. We’ll find out who he is, and maybe then we can figure out how long we can keep him.”

“Once you know who he is. I’ll do an in depth on his family.”

The ladies nodded.

“Hey!”

They glanced at him, then turned back to their discussion. Still talking, they began to move towards the far stairs.

Andy stared, not sure what was happening, and they moved up the stairs, closed the door, and he was left alone.

Alone in the gloom. Naked, and now his blanket was out of reach.

But, still, his dick was rigid.

He slid back against the wall, then realized it was too cold, too hard.

He lay on his back on the mattress, his penis pointing up, and he just lay there, and felt himself, and wondered what the hell was happening.

An hour later the door opened again and one of the brunette ladies came down the stairs. She was holding a bowl, and she crossed the basement and placed the bowl on the floor and pushed it towards him.

Andy raised his head and examined the contents of the bowl. Breakfast. Eggs and sausages and a piece of toast with butter and honey on it.

He picked up the bowl and sat on the edge of the mattress. His penis poked out over the edge of the mattress and he began eating. there was no spoon or fork, so he was forced to use his hands.

He was hungry, and the food was good, be it mushed together a bit, and he shoveled it into his mouth.

The woman went to the far corner of the basement, under the stairs, and there was a slop sink there. She filled a bucket with water and brought it back to him. She placed it so he could reach it, then she went back to the slop sink, picked up a chair that was next to it, and came back and sat in it.

He ate, slowed down a little as she watched him so avidly, then sped up when it was obvious she wasn’t going to do or say anything. She just sat back, one nylon clad leg crossed over the other, and perused him.

He finished, pushed the bowl back to her. She ignored it, kept watching him.

Then: “You realize that if you get violent, if you try to harm any of us in any way, we’ll leave you down here to rot.”

“Where is here?”

“It’s a cabin in the woods. It’s used maybe once a year, other than that nobody comes up here.”

A moment of silence that stretched out.

“What are you going to do to me?”

“Whatever we want.”

She smiled. Her leg bobbed. One of her high heels hung from her instep by a strap, and it started bouncing.

Her lips were red. Her chest was a bit pointy, and he realized that she was one of these women who liked the 1950s look. Bullet bra.

“People are going to be looking for me.”

“Fifty miles from here,” she said, standing up, picking up his bowl. “If you behave yourself you’ll get out of here alive. It’s your choice.”

She turned and walked across the basement, up the stairs, and through the high door.

Andy sighed. He was nervous, that was a sure thing. He had been made prisoner, and these ladies, while they looked good, didn’t seem to be working on all eight cylinders.

All those questions.

Being kept nude.

He reached out to the bucket and looked into it.

Water.

His hands were dirty, but this was the only water he had. And what was he supposed to do when he had to pee? Or go number two?

He licked his fingers thoroughly. Then he dipped the tips into the water and scrubbed his fingers.

And was thirsty.

He scooped his hands into the water and drank.

Then he sat back, lay down, and closed his eyes. He wasn’t tired, but there was nothing else to do.

Bang. Not loud, but he opened his eyes.

The brunette, same lady, had closed the door and was coming down the stairs. She was now wearing overalls and a long sleeve shirt and work boots.

She was carrying what looked like a tool kit. She placed the tool kit in the center of the basement, turned and went back up the stairs.

And came back down a minute later carrying a Skilsaw.

Then she began bringing lumber down the stairs.

Andy watched, and realized she was very fit.

She brought down lengths of planks, thick beams, what looked like cushions, chains, and all sorts of construction material.

Andy sat cross legged, his cock hard, and watched.

She put a couple of pieces of wood into a small joint thing and made a standing triangle.

Then another one, and she connected the two together.

A saw horse. Hunh!

Another sawhorse.

She brought down a big piece of plywood, arranged it on the two sawhorses, and had a table.

She was not only strong, she was smart. She maneuvered the material by balancing it and walking it and levering it.

She brought down a coil of extension cord and a a couple of clamp lamps. She clamped the lamps to beams, connected them, and flicked a switch.

The basement was flooded with light.

She smiled at him and said, “Let there be light.”

She was the carpenter of the bunch, and she made another sawhorse type thing, but smaller, with handcuffs attached to the legs.

Then she brought down a motor, fastened it to the floor with masonry screws, and laid out lengths of chains.

She brought two smaller motors down and put them on opposite sides of the basement, and a little bit in front of the third saw horse. He realized the third sawhorse was more of a bench as she fastened cushions to the thing, sanded edges, and attached chains.

But what the fuck was it for?

Lunch time, and she had done an amazing amount of work. He could see how the bench thing worked, but…but why?

She brought down an igloo cooler, placed it next to her chair and sat down. She opened up the cooler, brought out a sandwich, took it out of the wrapper and tossed it to Andy.

“Catch.”

Andy caught it. It was tuna fish, and it was one of the better tuna fish sandwiches he had ever eaten. It had good mayo, the right amount of little bits of celery and onions, and….it was delicious.

She ate her own sandwich. Took out a can of Coke and rolled it across the floor to him.

He opened it, and never had a can of Coke tasted so wonderful. The bubbles wafted up his nose, the sweet syrupy taste had just the right amount of tang, and…he had to be careful he didn’t just guzzle the whole thing.

“The drain is over there,” she pointed to a floor drain, painted black, about three feet south of the mattress. I suggest you be very careful. Make sure you pee without splashing. We’ll be pouring bleach down the drain, but it might get stinky if you aren’t neat.”

He nodded.

“We’ll bring a bucket down if you need to go number two.”

He finished his Coke and crushed the can with one hand.

She stared at him, leaned forward slightly, and crushed her own Coke can with one hand. “Ha!” She grinned.

And she went back to work.

The afternoon passed, and about four o’clock he heard a car door slam. It sounded like it was far away, but it was probably right outside the house.

The brunette, who he had come to think of as ‘Brunette number One,’ paused, tilted her head to listen, then continued with her work.

Andy had figured out how the thing she had built worked now.

Two chains went from the motor, through some rings on the floor next to the bench, to his hands.

The other two chains came in from the sides, and they were going to be for his feet.

They were going to pull him onto the bench.

But what for? What were they planning?

At five o’clock Brunette One put down her tools and walked up the stairs. Andy heard her talking to somebody.

He sat and stared at the bench. Why? What were they planning for him?

He went to the drain, he could kneel right in front of it, they had measured this out, and he aimed his stream at the grate. He did pretty good, no undue splashes, no mess.

He returned to the mattress and sat down.

The door at the top of the stairs opened and Blondie came down. Brunette One followed her.

They inspected the bench Brunette One had been making in low voices. Andy couldn’t really hear much but an unconnected word or two.

Then they turned to him.

Blondie: “He’s got no criminal record. Not much of a family, either. Apparently he takes off whenever he feels like it. Neighbors say he’s a rude, little fuck. Is disrespectful to his father, who is his only close relative. Mother hasn’t been in touch for years.”

“Well, that explains him, somewhat, and it sounds like he is right for what we want.”

Brunette One said, “What do you say, Andy?”

He frowned. They knew his name, and they had found it out pretty darn fast.

“About what?”

“Would you like to have a little fun?”

“I’d like to get loose.”

Both girls snickered.

“I’ll bet.”

“Well, rest up. Tomorrow we’ll get started.”

“What happens tomorrow?”

But the girls were done with him. They turned and crossed the room, climbed the stairs, and went into the main living area of the house.

Later, they brought him dinner. Mashed potatoes, peas, a pork chop. No Coke. Damn.

He ate, and it was pretty good. Heck, he was eating better than normal.

After dinner the bowl was taken away, his blanket was kicked over to him, and his water was checked.

No word was spoken.

It got darker, the sun was apparently going down, and the gloom turned into pitch darkness.

He jacked off.

Heck, he was bored, there was nothing else to do. He positioned himself near the grate, jerked, and squirted his seed into the grate.

Then he lay under his blanket and thought about things.

Life.

His mother whom he hadn’t seen for years. His father, who was drunk and didn’t know whether he was coming or going.

Mostly he thought about girls he had peeped. He remembered their bodies, he fantasized about them, he built scenarios, and wished he could just walk into a house, Hi, I’m home! And walk into the bedroom and lay down and fuck.

He ignored the fact that he was a virgin.

And the night passed.

By morning he was ready to masturbate again. The sun had risen, the darkness had receded to gloom, and he was stroking himself again.

Well, what else did he have to do.

The door opened and the four women trooped downstairs.

They wore nothing.

Nothing but high heels and make up.

Their breasts pointed out, there was no excess flab, they were toned and sexy and…he stared so hard he thought his eyeballs would fall out and roll across the floor.

And his boner pounded so hard he thought he would squirt blood.

Auburn walked to one side. She stood next to one of the smaller motors and pulled on some thin gloves.

Brunette One and Two went to the motor in front of the bench.

Blondie stood in front of him. She pulled a chain towards him and said, “Put this on your right wrist.”

Andy thought about digging in then. Maybe telling these bitches off. Making demands. He wasn’t one for following directions.

But, oddly, he was scared. And it wasn’t the fact that he was chained and helpless, it was the fact that they had no clothes on.

“Or we’ll leave you here. Your choice.”

Andy still hesitated, but not for long. He wasn’t in any kind of a position to protest.

He attached the chain to his right wrist.

She moved one of the chains in from the side. “Your ankle.”

Staring at her, nervous, biting his lips, he attached the chain.

Then the chain to his other leg.

“Now listen,” she said, speaking very intently. “If you don’t do exactly as I say the girls will turn on their motors. You will be stretched out and I will undo your left wrist from the wall. At that point you will be dragged screaming and kicked, banging your elbows and knees on the hard, cement floor. You’ll probably scrape some skin off in the deal. Or…” she paused, held up a key, “You can loosen your left wrist and put the last chain on it. We will turn the motors on, but gently, and you will be slow walked to the bench. Your choice.”

She tossed him the key.

Andy fumbled the key, but managed to catch it in his hand.

He stared at the woman. He wanted to threaten her, to curse her, to jump up and run out of this place.

He loosened the cuff holding his left wrist and attached the chain to his left wrist.

Blondie nodded. “If you behave yourself this can be quite the treat. More of a treat than anything you’ve ever experienced.”

She stepped back, gripped one of the chains leading to his feet, and yelled out, “Okay. Go for it.”

The girls turned on the big motor in front of the bench. The slack took up, and Andy was forced to move forward. The girls on the sides kept his leg chains tight. He couldn’t leap or jump or attempt to get out of the situation.

Step by step he was pulled forward. His feet straddled the bench and he was aware of how hard his cock was.

The chains from the sides were fixed to trigger snaps connected to eye hooks screwed into the floor. He had a little room, his legs weren’t uncomfortable, but he was definitely caught.
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The girls at the sides moved to help the girls by the motors. The chains connected to his wrists went up to the roof and through eye hooks, then down to the ground and more trigger snaps. He ended up standing upright, his arms up and slightly out to the sides. His cock was pointing to the front, and it was quite hard.

The women relaxed, took off their gloves, pulled up chairs and began to chat.

“Well, that went easier than I thought.”

“Boner boy was quite amenable. Hey, Boner Boy, can we get you something?”

Andy stared at Brunette One. “A Coke.”

They all exchanged glances.

Auburn said, “He could have asked to get out, but he asked for a Coke.”

Andy pushed his luck. “And bourbon.”

The women all laughed.

Andy was quite nervous, standing spread eagled, his dick so vulnerable, but their laughter helped.

“Why didn’t you ask to get free,” asked Blondie.

“You went to this much trouble I figured you wouldn’t let me go. But a Coke…that’s easy.”

The women chuckled and nodded.

“He’s learning to think,” observed Blondie.

“Well, shall we get him to sit down?”

“Better give him a little orientation, first.”

Blondie said, “We’re going to loosen your leg chains, let you sit down. Take a look at the bench.”

Andy looked down.

“That slit between your legs is for your cock. That’s when you lie on your belly. You’ll notice their is a padded loop for your face. We can make adjustments if the bench proves painful in any way. We actually want you to be comfortable.”

“What are you going to do to me.”

They all chuckled then.

“Whatever we want, when we want, and all that we want.”

“But…but…”

“Why you?”

He nodded.

“Because you’re a creep who nobody will miss. Nobody is going to come looking, no police reports, no stupid rules will apply to us.”

“But I didn’t do anything to you!”

“You’re a peeping Tom. That means you walk through life keeping your little secrets.”

“And that,” said Auburn, “means that you have low morals.”

Brunette Two piped up, “You’re perfect for what we plan to do.”

Andy was silent. For a second he felt like crying. They were all bigger and stronger than him. He wasn’t a tall person, and he was slender, and he had been bullied all his life, and he had become convinced that no woman would ever want him.

Thus, he had turned to peeping.

But now he was caught, and about to be punished for what had become his circumstance.

Blondie was astute enough to see his feelings. “Don’t cry, honey. It’s not going to be as bad as you might think. In fact, you behave yourself, do what we say, and it might just be the watershed of your life. It might end up being the most pleasurable life experience a guy can have.”

But Andy couldn’t help it. In truth, his attitude towards life was false bravado. He acted tough, but only in his own mind, and scratched enough the truth came out.

Tears.

The four women watched him for a moment.

Auburn One, “I didn’t expect that.”

“He’ll get over it.

The others nodded.

Then, as the tears leaked out of Andy’s eyes, the four women stood up and worked the motors and chains and sat him down on the padded bench.

When he was situated Blondie patted his cheek. “Don’t worry, honey. You’re in good hands.”

It was the most incongruous thing anybody had ever said to Andy.


PART TWO

The women all stood up and came to Andy.

He stared at them, and gulped. A big, loud gulp.

Blondie reached down and placed her hand around his prick.

He jerked, his whole body twitched, but there was no way he could get away.

And, did he want to?

This was a beautiful woman laying her soft hands on him.

He looked down and saw her red nails. He looked up, and her face was close to his. Real close. And getting closer. Those red lips, her breath, her breasts actually touching his chest.

“Hello, Andy,” she whispered, then she touched his lips to his.

He was terrified, but…in a good way. He was a virgin. No woman had ever touched him down there. No woman had placed her gentle, plump lips on his. No woman had kissed him. Never.

His heart did a rhumba in his chest. He couldn’t breath. His eyes actually fluttered.

Blondie chuckled.

Meanwhile, as if this sensation overload wasn’t enough, Brunette  One had a hand on his butt. She was stroking a finger up his crack, running it right over his brown button. A sort of a yelping bark erupted from his throat and his chains rattled.

Auburn was touching his nipple and kissed the back of his neck.

Brunette two had a hand under his balls. She patted them gently, and he started twitching every time her hand patted.

And they didn’t stop!

They changed positions. Brunette Two kissed him, put a hand around the back of his neck and Frenched him.

Blondie knelt down and took him in her mouth. She took over his balls, too, bouncing them and causing him to jump up and down. If it hadn’t been for the chains he would have jumped right through the roof.

Auburn hugged him from the rear, her face against his back, her breasts pressed against him, her hands rubbing his nipples.

Then Brunette One pushed a finger into him. He squeaked, and all the girls laughed, and went back to work.

And they played with his cock so that, even though he had jacked off the night before, he was ready to cum again.

But they stopped short and didn’t let him shoot.

After a half hour of this he was breathing hard, stunned like a donkey hit on the head with a two by four.

“What…what…” his eyes were bleary and he looked back and forth.

The ladies just chuckled, and stepped back.

“Okay, ladies, he understands some of what we need. Let’s lay him down and take advantage of him.”

Working the chains they laid him on his back on the bench. His arms dangled down a little uncomfortably, but his dingus was straight up in the air.

“Now that is a thing of beauty,” whispered Auburn, stroking him gently, squeezing his testicles and kissing his tip.

“Okay, back off. Let’s prep him.”

Andy raised his head and looked at the girls. They were each biting the end off little tinfoil type packets.

Rubbers!

Blondie put the first one on him. It was tight, but he could still feel through it. When Brunette Two put a condom on him, however, sensation was blunted quite a bit. When Brunette One rolled the tight thing down his prick he could feel almost nothing. And he noticed that, in addition to being lessened by the number of rubbers, sensation was growing…numb.

“I can’t feel anything!” he protested.

Blondie said, “That’s because there was numbing solution in the first rubber.

At that Auburn rolled the fourth sperm catcher onto his penis, and he truly couldn’t feel a thing.

Blondie threw a leg over his face. She lowered her pussy to his mouth and said, “Get it wet. Dry rubbers aren’t all that comfortable.”

Andy licked, and her vagina became quite moist.

“I’m putting some lubricant on him.”

He knew Brunette One was handling his cock, but he felt nothing.

“Wait a minute?” He looked around.

“Nonsense,” said Blondie, and she moved up to his dingus and sank down on it.

Andy felt nothing. He knew he was screwing, it was his first screw, but he felt nothing!

Blondie went up and down, the look on her face was of supreme satisfaction. Her eyes were closed and she moaned.

Meanwhile, to pass the time until their turns, the other girls were playing with Andy. They teased his nips. Brunette One pushed her finger into him. Auburn kissed him mercilessly.

He loved it, but…but…but he was scared!

Scared or not, his cock knew no fear. It stayed erect and served the girls well. Blondie had a massive orgasm, so intense she had to be helped off him, then Brunette Two moved over his face, demanded he prepare her, then she sank onto his cock.

“Oh…Oh, God!” Andy moaned. He wanted to feel things. In his mind he knew he was getting fucked, and it was the horniest thing that could happen. But he couldn’t feel it! He couldn’t feel the velvet walls sliding over him. He couldn’t feel the pulse of vaginal muscle. He couldn’t feel the squeeze as they climaxed!

Brunette Two finished, and Auburn demanded his attentions, and his dingus.

Brunette One seemed obsessed with his heinie. She had two fingers in him now, and she was sliding them back and forth. Thank God she had used plenty of lube!

Andy found himself bucking in synch with the fingers up his bunghole, and rising up and giving a good plunge to the woman on top of him.

“Oh, yes!” Auburn yelped as he drove into her, then she pulled her nips and went over the edge.

Andy wanted to cum. He couldn’t cum. He just bucked automatically, and in reaction to his rear end reaming, and drooled.

He was, he knew, out of his mind, and…it didn’t matter.

If he died now, if his heart gave out and he exited his body, it wouldn’t matter.

He was no longer a virgin.

But, God, did he want to squirt.

Now he was sorry he had squirted the night before.

Finally, Brunette One took her fingers out of him and mounted him. She didn’t need to be lubricated. Reaming him had made her so wet she needed nothing but his big, pulsing, condom wrapped cock.

He stared up in wonder as she slowly rocked back and forth. He cried out in pleasure as the women twisted his nipples and his balls.

Then Brunette One was done. She sagged forward, her breasts touched his chest, and she smiled into his face.

She kissed him. A slow, languorous kiss that rocked his world.

Then climbed off him.

Breathing hard, the ladies sat down in a circle around Andy. Blondie and Brunette Two were gently rubbing their pussies. All were smiling.

“Well, ladies,” said Blondie. “Round one is done, are we ready for more fun?”

Light cheers erupted, but it was obvious they needed a bit of rest.

Auburn giggled. “Look, he’s still humping.”

It was true, Andy was moving his hips up and down, just as if he was still in pussy.

“Hey, Andy, are you ready to cum?”

“Unh…” he moaned.

Blondie moved forward and grabbed his rubber covered cock. She pressing down.

Andy pumped.

She frowned, then slapped his balls.

That stopped Andy. And he lay there, breathing hard, coming back to his senses.

“Somebody want to get him a Coke? He’s earned it.”

Brunette Two stood up, headed for the stairs. “I’ll get us all Cokes.”

Blondie let go of Andy then, and sat back. “I suppose, now that you’ve been christened, you’d like to know what this is all about.”

Andy gulped yet again, and nodded.

“We four ladies are without men. Two of us are divorced, and not about to marry. Two of us have mates that have passed. And how does one replace the love of their lives?”

Andy watched blondie. He was in love. She was so beautiful.

“So we are four, and very horny, and without recourse to honest, responsible men.”

“Hey, hey!” Brunette Two nodded.

“Do you know how hard it is for ladies like us? We’re all about thirty, we’re all pretty damned good looking, we’re all well off, and all we get is worn out men who failed at marriage, or horny young things that know no better.”

Brunette One came down the stairs. She didn’t just bring Cokes, she brought Cokes in glasses with ice and straws. Her breasts jiggled as she walked, and she passed out the drinks. When the girls had all taken their Cokes and were sipping, she held one to Andy. It had a bend over straw and she put it in his mouth.

He had been fucked to a fare thee well, and he had had no idea how thirsty and desperate he was for cold liquid. He felt the icy cold fluid soothe his throat, and the sugary syrup energized him and helped bring him back to reality.

Brunette One sitting next to him, feeding him his Coke, Blondie continued her story.

“So we four decided to do something about it. We decided to find somebody who could service us. But there are problems with that. We couldn’t just take out an ad, ‘Needed: a hard man to screw without consequences.’ No. That wouldn’t work. And do you know how many freaks would answer that ad? And then we might actually get arrested. So we decided to ‘interview’ prospects.”

She paused to sip, then continued.

“We needed somebody who was young enough to stay horny all the time, and who could recover quickly if he did happen to squirt. We needed somebody who wasn’t morally bound up, who didn’t have a wife,. We needed somebody who, even if he did tell the police, wouldn’t be believed. I mean, can you imagine? ‘Officers! I was kidnapped and fucked against my will!’”

The four ladies all chuckled at that scenario.

“So we set up a trap. We needed somebody young, low morals, inexperienced, maybe a little desperate. One of us is a psychologist, and she came up with the idea of a peeper. Another of us has access to law enforcement, she was able to find out who you were, what your situation was.”

Andy thought about it. It sounded logical, and it explained everything, and even why they had asked him so many questions.

“So you see, Andy, we were built for each other. We will give you as much sex as you can stand, maybe more, maybe too much, and you will satisfy us. Win win. Right?”

Andy stared at the four women. They had fucked him, but they seemed eager for some kind of answer from him.

He was a little hoarse when he said, “Right.”

The women relaxed, and Andy knew why. They weren’t going to get arrested for kidnapping. And, more, they were going to get their jollies on him.

And, for the first time since he had been captured, Andy relaxed.

Life became a series of drawn out sexual vignettes. Now that they had broken him in they took their time. Usually only one at a time. They would screw him until they were tired, then head upstairs and another would take their place.

Day after day. Into the night. Humping and pumping.

Blondie loved to be eaten, and she tired out his mouth with gusto.

Auburn loved to just ride him slow, teasing his nipples, torturing him with her appetite.

Brunette One liked his bunghole. She loosened him up, and she even brought down a strap on and showed him the fun in that.

And it was fun. It was a whole, new, sexual world.

“You’re not going to leave here and be gay from me doing this, are you?” she asked one night.

Andy shook his head. He liked anal, but…thanks to her again, he liked giving it to her anal, too.

Brunette Two liked to tease him. She liked to pull the rubbers off him and just suck and suck until he was ready to pop, and then back off.

Andy would be groaning and twisting and pulling on the chains, but she just laughed, waited, and did it again.

One day, while Brunette Two worked him, she miscalculated. He had an ‘accident,’ and filled her mouth with whiteness.

Surprisingly, she didn’t care. She filled her mouth, then kissed him. Kissed him until he was forced to take his own seed. When they were done, when their mouths were messy and empty, she whispered, “Are you going to be so willing to cum again? Or are you going to try extra hard not to squirt?”

He had no answer, but the look in his eyes made her laugh.

And the days passed.

It had been April when he was first captured.

From talking with the. ladies he learned that it was June. He had been there almost two months, living the dream, and…feeling antsy.

Yes, he was getting the dream, but…freedom.

He wanted to be free, able to walk about on his own.

He was tired of being on the bench. Sitting up, bending forward for the rear entry, or bending back and laying on his back.

Oddly, it didn’t bother him that they were so sparse in letting him cum. He knew they were trying to keep him hard for their pleasure. And though it was frustrating to be in condoms all the time, or to be edged mercilessly, when he did squirt it was amazingly intense, and…he didn’t mind all the build up.

But…freedom.

In the first week of June he was stretching. Nobody was about, and he realized that he could reach the trigger snaps. Blondie had worked him to a dozen cums, then gone upstairs to relax and recover a bit. The other women were also upstairs. It had been a long day, and they were all happy, dozing, watching a little TV.

But Blondie had neglected to pull the chains tight. They often had them loose so he could service them better, but now he could reach the trigger snap with his right hand.

A dim light occurred in the back of his mind.

He could get loose.

Freedom.

But…he realized, if he broke loose while they were still awake they might overpower him, and he would never get another chance. He decided to take the chance, to wait until they were all asleep.

Time dragged like an elephant with two broken legs. He listened, heard the murmur of TV, heard chatter as the girls walked back and forth, listened as the sounds became less and less.

Then the basement was totally black, and he knew all were asleep.

He reached up and, in the darkness, felt his way around the trigger snap and pressed, and lifted, and…the chain dropped!

It hit the floor and for a moment he was terrified that the sound had woken the girls.

But it hadn’t.

He now had a free hand, and the trigger snap on his left hand went easily.

He bent over and loosened the two snaps down there. He stood up and stretched, and exulted.

He was free!

Andy knew the basement well. He didn’t need lights. He walked to the stairs and crept up.

The door was unlocked and he entered a kitchen. There were lights from the stove, a night light in the hall, and he crept to the hall and listened. Four bedrooms, four light, snoring sounds.

He entered the living room, went to the front door, opened it, and stepped out.

He was free!

He was on a porch, the house was old, made of wood, and situated in a forest.

He walked down the steps into the moonlight. He realized his nakedness. His eternal boner pointed the way, and he wondered where he was.

But, no matter where he was…he was free!

Barefoot, he started walking down the driveway. Then stopped. Off to the side was a clothes line, and several dresses, and assorted female underthings, fluttered in the light, warm breeze.

He went over to the clothes line. Panties. He rubbed his face against a pair and wondered who they belonged to. Which delicious pussy was encased by these sexy things?

He took a bra off the line, and was totally excited. Which of the four sets of boobs filled these awesome cups?

He put the bra on. He didn’t have to, he wanted to. He wanted to feel something of them. He wanted to remember what they had done to him always.

He selected a dress. He couldn’t tell what color it was in the light, it just looked greyish, but with a swirly sort of a pattern going around it. He put it on.

Good. He was dressed. He wouldn’t be arrested for nakedness.

He started down the drive again, then stopped.

Next to the front door on the porch had been a line of shoes. He needed shoes if he was going to walk.

He mounted the steps and inspected the shoes.

The girls rarely wore shoes in the house, he never heard the click, click, click of high heels.

Except when they visited him.

He loved the sound of their heels clicking on the steps. The click, click, click…reminded him of them.

He tried several pairs on, and found one that fit him well.

Of course his toes stuck out a little, and he had ugly toes, but…they were okay.

He buckled them on, then descended the stairs. He started down the drive, and stopped.

Freedom!

But what was freedom?

The ability to go places and do things.

But what did he really want to do?

His dreams, ever since puberty, had been to have a woman love him. To have sex. To be happy.

Now he had four women loving him. He was nothing but a peeper, but they talked to him, treated him with kindness. And they made love to him like there was no tomorrow!

Where could he find a woman to suck him like Brunette two? Or a woman who wanted to just fuck without all the BS that people sometimes passed out?

Where could he find a woman, like Brunette one, who would please his asshole until he drizzled squirtem and just laugh. And drink from him. And share with him?

Wasn’t the four women a different kind of freedom? A freedom of dreams attained?

He took a few more steps down the drive, then he turned and looked back at the cabin in the woods.

Four women, dedicated to pleasing him.

And they were. They asked him what he liked, they brought him Cokes whenever he wanted.

He took a few more steps, then looked back again.

The cabin looked so lovely in the moonlight, and he felt a profound sense of loss. No more loving women treating him like a sex object.

What freedom was he running to?

What woman would do what these four did? And so happily?

He took a step back. It felt good. It felt like the house above him was a refuge, a place where he could be.

He backed away from the house, his feet going ‘click, click.’

Bad. No pleasure. His cock sagged.

He walked towards the house, halfway back to the house.

Good. Happy. His cock bonered up and pointed at the house.

He took more steps, and found himself at the bottom of the stairs.

And he knew: freedom is in there! Freedom is what those women give me.

And…Where am I going?

He mounted the steps. He tip toed across the living room floor, past couches and under a wall mounted set of antlers.

Where could he go? he wondered. Where is better than this?

He tiptoed down the stairs, across the basement, and looked at his prison.

But one man’s prison is another man’s freedom.

He sat down, fastened the snaps, and waited. Morning would come, and he would either sob at his stupidity, or rejoice in his wisdom. He suspected the latter, for as the night progressed he felt happier and happier.

Blondie brought him down his breakfast, and maybe wanted a little up and down. She froze at the bottom of the stairs and dropped his breakfast.

Andy had forgotten to take off the women’s clothes. He had gone for a walk, and he was back, and…Blondie’s mind stuttered to a stop.

She walked back up the steps, could be heard calling, then all four of the ladies walked down the stairs.

They stood in a semi circle, looking at Andy their faces were shocked.

They retreated to the bottom of the stairs and had a discussion. Andy could pick up bits and pieces.

“How’d he get out?”

“He’s wearing a dress!”

“That’s my dress!”

And: “Why’d he come back?”

After five minutes of astonished discussion the ladies came back to him.

Blondie released the snaps and helped him to his feet.

Andy was now scared. He was scared like when he was first captured. What if they made him leave?

“Come along,” Blondie said. She led him up the stairs, and the other three women followed.

They entered the kitchen and Blondie walked down the hallway to the bedrooms. There were six bedrooms total in the cabin, and four were taken. Blondie took Andy to the last bedroom on the right. It had a bed, a dresser, a writing table that could be a vanity.

“This can be your bedroom,” she said. then she turned to him. “”Do you want to be a girl?”

“I don’t know.”

“Well, let’s try it. We all wanted daughters, and you’d be perfect. Mind, you’ll still have to wear male clothes sometimes, but mostly you’ll be naked, especially when one of us are hungry for you.”

“Okay.”

“Would you like to go to town and get some clothes? Or would you like for us to select clothes for you?”

“You can choose.”

Blondie nodded. She glanced at the other women, and they all were nodding. They all were pleased.

“Very well. Now, take off these clothes. Return them to where you found them. Then go downstairs and get ready. Taking an unauthorized walk, stealing clothes…you’ve been a bad boy.”

“He needs to be punished,” blurted Auburn.

The other two ladies nodded.

“Very well,” said Blondie. “Make sure you’re chained tight, and we’ll spank you today. Would you like to be spanked?”

If spanking was the cost of freedom, then so be it. He nodded.

Andy went outside and took off his dress. He hung it up on the clothesline and noticed that it was blue with a white swirly pattern.

He took off his panties and bra and hung them up. He was sorry he had worn them and gotten his male scent all over them.

He walked back to the porch and took off his high heels. That was a relief.

He walked back into the house, past the ladies who were discussing his antics in hushed voices, and down the stairway into the basement.

He sat down on the bench and once again put his wrist and ankles in chains.

Sitting in the gloom, he was happy. His cock bounced and little tears came to his eyes. He was home.

He was free.


EPILOGUE

It had been a long summer, but it had been worth it.

Andy had learned how to clean, and cook, and do the laundry, and a hundred other things.

He could take a strap on with the best of them, and loved every inch of penetration.

He was usually naked all day, but during the evening the ladies taught him how to be more feminine.

They really did want a daughter, and he was perfect. He was learning how to do his own make up, and he had a complete ward robe.

They were even talking about getting him his GED and sending him to college.

Of course he had a lot of work to do before then.

He had to learn how to walk and talk like a girl. And he had to learn about boys.

Not that he wanted to. He was quite happy servicing his four mothers. But, a daughter has to do what a daughter has to do.

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 Politics of Feminization

He was the next governor…if he did what he was told.

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“I can’t fucking believe it,” she snarled.

She being Alyce Wainsworth, the leader of the Republican party in Maricopa county.

Henry Henderson sat in the hospital bed and hung his head. “I’m sorry.”

Yes, that Henry Henderson, the one running for governor of Arizona.

“You couldn't keep your kink in the bedroom? Like the rest of us?”

“I just wasn’t thinking.”

“I’ll say,” Alyce murmured, staring out the window in the hospital room. She had a view of the parking lot, which contained a dozen news vans, a score of reporters, and hundreds of John Q. Publics.

Alyce was a good looking woman. A bitch, according to some, but that was just their perception of a woman who worked in a man’s world and got things done.

She was slender with big breasts, brunette locks, and a smiling face that lulled reporters.

She wasn’t smiling right then.

“Maybe it won’t be so bad.”

“Are you serious?” snapped Alyce. My phone is off the hook, and the questions aren’t merely leading. ‘Does candidate Henderson identify with any particular sex?’ ‘Did candidate Henderon’s wife divorce him because of his chastity tube?’ ‘Does Candidate Henderson go to Tijuana for donkey parties?’”

“Yes, but—“

“Hold on. I talked to the doctor who’s going to give a public statement. Here he is.”

On the pavement below a white coasted individual sauntered up to a podium. A dozen microphones were thrust into his face, and high above Alyce Wainsworth turned up the sound on the TV.

“Is Candidate Henderson gay?”

“Were you able to remove the chastity device without castrating Henry?”

Even the reporters chuckled a bit at that one. It was stupid, but it revealed the group think at work here. And the questions got even worse.

“Is Candidate Henderson attracted to male nurses?”

The doctor had awry expression on his face as he held up his hands for silence. After a half a minute the reporters settled down and the doctor began to speak.

“I’m Dr. William Scott. Mr. Henderson is my patient.”

A slight murmur arose form the crowd of sharky, snarky reporters and the doctor waited it out.

“Mr. Henderson was received at the hospital at 3:14 this morning. He was involved in an automobile accident. While there were some superficial cuts to his legs, there were no serious injuries. Mr. Henderson is undergoing treatment. He is expected to be released later today. However, there is a possibility that we will keep him overnight for observation.”

The doctor was done and started to step back from the podium.

“What about the pink underwear and the chastity device?” a reporter called out.

Dr. Scott leaned back to the microphone.

“I have no comment concerning such things. This falls under the realm of patient privacy.”

Which statement unleashed the barrage.

“Was he wearing a bra?”

“Word has it the chastity device had to be cut off.”

“Is Candidate Henderson transexual.”

To his credit, the doctor actually looked disgusted. He said one last thing into the mike, “You guys ought to get a life.” Then he walked back to the hospital.

The clamor rose in the parking lot, but fell in the hospital room as Alyce turned the TV down. While she was pleased with the doctor’s handling of the reporters she had a very unhappy expression on her face.
“Heysoos had a baby and wept,” she whispered.

“What is this going to do to my campaign?” asked Henry in a very low tone of voice.

Alyce’s lips were twisted as she faced the handsome, wavy haired man. “We’re polling right now. But I wouldn’t bet on your future.”

Henry stared at his lap and sighed. He loved politics, and the fact that he did a little cross dressing was no big deal. At least, not to him. He frequently went out dressed up underneath. He regularly wore articles of women’s underwear, corsets, garters, even the occasional bra, and what did that have to do with his plans for the economy? Or the bill to protect workers? Or even his national aspirations?

Nothing. It had nothing to do with anything. But he was about to be crucified, excoriated, and his entrails burnt at the stake.

“Mr. Henderson? Ma’am?” A nurse poked her head into the room. “There’s a Miss Johnson asking to see you. Says she knows you.”

“Let her in,” Henry mumbled.

“Send her away,” Alyce snapped.

They looked at each other.

Henry looked back at the nurse, “Let her in.” Then at Alyce. “What else is there to be done here?”

But they both knew what was to be done: Alyce wanted to rip his flesh off with her bare teeth.

But, even Alyce recognized that there was no real purpose to that action. She picked up her briefcase. “I’ll head for headquarters. I want to be on top when the polls come in.”

“Alyce?”

“What?” she answered in a surly tone.

“I’m sorry.”

She sighed. “We all are.” Then she was out of the room.

And Jenny Johnson entered the room.

Henry found himself smiling.

Jenny came to his bedside, leaned over and gently hugged him. Then she kissed his lips softly.

“Are you alright?”

“I’m fine. I can’t believe it, but I’m fine.”

“I went to bed after you left. I didn’t know anything till I turned the boob tube on this morning. How did it happen?”

“Some drunk driver. T boned me.”

“What about you?”

“My blood came back okay. Besides, I only had two drinks, and that was before…before we had our little session.”

Their session, her with a ping pong paddle and him with a boner that couldn’t get up. Her teasing his encased cock, and him in her underwear. Her playing with his back hole and him groaning and grunting and loving it.

She smiled wanly, remembering, then said, “So what does Alyce the Dragon think?”

Henderson grinned at his girlfriend’s nickname for the political boss. Then he grew sober. “She didn’t say anything specific, but it’s obvious she thinks my political career is over.”

Jenny shook her head. “Just because you like a little fun and games.”

“I guess people will think a man who wears panties and gets off on a little chastity and tease and denial isn’t a real man.”

Jenny grinned. “When I unlocked you last night I found a real man.”

He grinned. “Thanks.”

“So, what now?”

“Probably private life. Maybe I’ll have more time for fun and games.” He shrugged.

She smiled. “I’d like that. In fact,” she looked around to make sure nobody had come into the room, “I wouldn’t mind reaching my hand under these covers and corking up your bunghole with my thumb.”

“Oh, you bitch,” he whispered. “You wouldn’t!”

“Why not?” her hand snaked under the covers.

“Oh,” he gasped as she grabbed his penis. “Because I’m a sick man.”

“You’re sick, all right,” she agreed, stroking him and flicking his balls with her fingers. “And I’ve got the cure.”

He didn’t disagree.

The next morning Henry was out and about. He was a little sore, but no big thing. He had suffered worse when playing baseball in college.

Oddly, he had received no word from Alyce. He was sure she was going to be all over him. She was a control freak, and the best in the business when it came to politics, and he fully expected her to rake him over the coals for his little ‘shenanigan.’

But, she hadn’t, and he had spent a nice night with Jenny and was feeling pretty good, considering his political career was in the trash compactor.

He went to Starbuck’s and bought a latte. A little cinnamon on top, mmmm.

Then he went through a carwash. People recognized him and pointed, but only one person came up to him. A lady who asked him for a signature.

She didn’t mention his panties or sexual proclivities, and she acted a little starstruck, so he signed her little notebook, shook her hand, and she went on her way.

He stopped at Ronnie’s Barbershop for a shave and a haircut, and Ronnie filled his ear with rumor.

“Henny,” he quipped, Ronnie always called him Henny, Henry figured maybe it was some kind of east coast speeching, “Ya coulda knocked me over. Wit a feather. I never figured you for one of dem guys.”

Henry sighed. He would have been put off, except he had been coming to Ronnie for years. Decades. And Ronnie had a mouth that never quit, an opinion that wasn’t shit, and he actually listened. And cared.

Henry had talked to Ronnie a lot about his divorce.

“Ya know, them reporter guys come to me. Wot. They did. Uh huh,” snip, snip. “And I told ‘em I don’t know nuttin’. Dat’s nuttin’ wit a capitola zee-roe. How long you been wearin’ da panties? Anyway.” Snip. “I tole my wife it doan matter. Dese guys on da Tee and Vee, dey don’t know shit. Less dan shit. I says to Emmy, I says, you watch, Henny’s da man. He bounce back and I be votin’ fer him. I always be votin’ for you. Ya know, I…”

Ronnie went on and on, and Henry quickly figured it out. Ronnie was an astute observer of human character. He knew what Henry needed. Peace and quiet, and respect. And in his own verbose way, Ronnie was delivering. By the time Henry left the barbershop he was actually smiling.

“You’re a good man, Ronnie. I thank you.”

“Tain’t nuttin’.”

Henry doubled the barber’s tip.

Finally, full of caffein and trimmed down to size, Henry headed for the office. The Republican election headquarters for Maricopa county.

He drove past the guard, who smiled when he waved him in.

Was there anything in the smile? Henry didn’t think so. Some people weren’t very political, didn’t even watch the news. Guy probably didn’t know anything.

He pulled around to the back of the building and pointed the car into his parking space.

His parking space, but probably not for long. He sighed, and stepped out of his car. And a security guard ran up to him. Gun flapping on his belt, huffing because he was a little overweight, the security guard slid to a stop, and just in time.

Reporters had jumped the fence and were running towards him.

“Right this way, Mr. Henderson. I got your back.”

Henry walked towards the back entrance to the building. He thought about running, but discarded the idea. He didn’t want to look like he was running away, or had something to hide. So he sauntered, and when a reporter came from the side he actually lifted a hand and smiled and waved.

Then he was in the building. Rude questions splatted against the steel back door, and he sagged against a wall. The guard pulled the door shut and turned. He was breathing hard.

“Man, they told me to watch out for you, but…sheesh!

Crap.

Double crap.

He used to love the limelight, the quick repartee, having his picture taken. Even kissing babies was okay.

“Have they been here all morning?”

“We have to kick ‘em out every 15. Fuckers don’t…pardon me. Damned paparazzi don’t learn.

Henry was a bit stunned.

This…this rabid assault on him. Well, he had experienced the friendly side of reporter’s, and now it was time to suffer their bites and claws.

He straightened up, straightened his tie, and walked the short corridor to the big room. The guard caught up and walked behind him. He opened the door and stepped into…

CHAOS!

It was three months before election, they had just started, and the room was normally twenty people, lots of empty desks, and the rush about to start.

But now the rush had started.

There were a hundred people, no empty desks. The rooms on the sides of the big room were filled with small meetings.

Technicians were hooking up computers and stat boards.

Everybody was talking, working, frantic.

Henry blinked.

“Ms. Wainsworth told me to bring you to her.” It was the guard.

“Oh.”

People began noticing him, waving to him, calling out greetings. From a panty clad kinkster he had become…what? A conquering hero? How the fuck had this happened?

The guard led him across the room, and he waved and greeted back, and even shook hands. As if with admirers. Not workers who were doing a job, but admirers. What the fuck was going on?

To the stairway on the far side of the room, and up the stairs. Down a hall and into a room.

Henry stopped.

Alyce was at the other end of the room and a dozen men and women were paying close attention to her. So close they didn’t even notice him.

Alyce noticed him though, but she ignored him for the moment. He was glad, he was trying to figure out what was going on.

“Polls are showing 50/50. That’s unheard of. We’re going to blitz the transformational sector, get their support, get them to work for us.”

Transformational sector? What the heck was that?

“We need a campaign plan for turning white 50s, and…”

Henry realized it was a full on brainstorming session, a month ahead of schedule, and with a ton of new faces, faces he hadn’t even vetted.

Henry watched, was noticed by one fellow who glanced back, and immediately had a surprised expression on his face. The fellow nodded happily, then gave his attention back to Alyce.

Finally, “Okay, gents and ladies, do we have a firm grip on what we’re supposed to do? Any questions?”

Alyce was thorough, and there were none.

“Then keep me updated on any new developments and we’ll meet tomorrow.”

The group got up, more people noticed Henry, and several of them introduced themselves.

There were looks, very appraising looks, but none of the condemnation or even ridicule that he had been expecting.

Finally, the room was empty, except for him and Alyce.

“Good morning, Henry, have a seat.” She indicated the seat at the head of the table.

She tapped her cell as she went to her own seat, at his right hand. She sat down, crossed her nylon clad legs, and said, “Jimmy, Henry’s here. Can you come up and give him the run down? Yes. Exactly what you told me. Don’t worry. Yes. Five minutes. Okay.” She hung up.

She sat and stared at Henry. She was actually breathing hard, and her excitement level was out the roof. She was like a mother lion looking at a rabbit. And the rabbit was already doused in barbecue sauce and had two broken legs.

Henry stared back.

“No doubt you wonder what is happening.”

“Not really,” he understated. That was one of his charms. When he understated something the newsies loved it. Great sound bytes.

Alyce snorted. “Have you seen the polls?”

“I haven’t bothered, after the other day,” he shrugged.

She grinned, and gave a belly chortle, then she leaned forward, like a shark about to sever a seal. “You have blown the world up.”

“What?”

“The media started running scandalous shit, then the public response came in. Outrage. Anger. How dare they speak ill of a fellow transitioning.”

“Trans…but I’m not…”

Alyce waved her hand.

“Politics is perception,” she stated the truism confidently. “The public likes you, your little mishap has gone national, and the powers that be only want one thing.”

“Votes,” Henry answered.

“You could be a fellow with two dicks on your forehead, but if the public likes you…the party is behind you.” She shrugged, and smirked, and even laughed in victory. It was obvious that she felt that she had the coat tails of a sure thing.

“But I don’t understand. How could people—“

The door banged open and a thin geek entered the room in a rush. He had a big three ring binder under one arm. “Sorry to take so long,” he hurried up the side of the table and sat down opposite Alyce, his eyes were on Henry, however. “Pleased to meet you, sir. Jim Hanford, down in stats.” He looked at Alyce, who sat back and waved her hand for him to continue.

Jimmy opened the binder and began slowly flipping through charts and other graphics.

“These are the first polls, right out of the gate. They are backed up by reports of calls to TV stations. People were really upset.”

He pointed to stat after stat, bars rising, or sinking, depending on the viewpoint.

“Here’s this morning’s latest. You’re up to 50% and still rising. Your opponent actually dropped 14 points. That’s unheard of. We think…”

Henry was actually getting a little overwhelmed, and he forced himself to stay calm and focused.

Finally, Jimmy was done. “And that’s it, sir. Even with the ‘day before’ surge, we predict a solid victory.”

He sat there, stared at Henry.

Henry looked back and forth between the two. “I honestly don’t know what to think.”

“Jimmy’s got a theory.”

Henry looked at the geek again.

Jimmy cleared his throat. “This is all new data, proper analysis have to be run, but…I took psychology as a minor, not a professional opinion, but—“

“Just blurt it out,” Alyce quipped.

“Okay.” Still, Jimmy looked down for a second, then met Henry’s confused gaze.

The world is half men and half women. Half the men wish they were women. Half the women wish they were men. This is an emerging theory, slowly gaining traction, but the rise of the stats, the popularity of transitioning, Lesbianism, homosexuality…it all fits. You can read an article about this in the May Psychology Today magazine.”

“Wait a minute…wait…”

Jimmy closed his mouth and waited.

“Are you saying that half the world is not the sex they are? No, that’s not—“

But Jimmy was nodding.

“Poorly put, but essentially correct.”

“Which means, ‘Governor’ Henderson,” Alyce chimed in, “That your little kink has garnered you literally 50% of the vote. And we haven’t even started counting the straights who at least have an open mind.”

“But that’s…that’s…”

“That is every person who cross dresses is going to vote for you. That’s 20 to 30 percent of the male population, or 27 to 41 million males. Add to that 25 million people who have same sex relationships, and you’re talking about a base of over 50 million voters. Die hard voters. People who would vote for you if you were purple and from another planet. And we haven’t even started taking open minded housewives into account. Even Trump only had a base of 25%. You are suddenly ahead of everybody else, and your star is only rising.”

“I…but…” Henry was flabbergasted. From a race where he stood a  small chance of winning he was suddenly the Golden Boy.

“So there’s only one thing I have to know…”

“What?”

Alyce smiled, lips only, curling up while her eyes remained cold and calculating. “What color panties are you wearing?”

Henry walked down the stairs, dazed, and yet managed to wave and greet the huge staff that had been put together literally over night.

He had two hours before his next meeting, and he had been given one task to do.

He glanced out the back door, saw the coast was clear, and ran for his car.

Reporters were hiding in the parking lot, waiting for him, but he had always been good at stealing second base, so he made it, slammed the door and locked it, and gave a sigh of relief.

He left the parking lot, windows up and ignoring shouted questions from the reporters at the entry gate. He drove across town and arrived at Jenny’s apartment.

Up the stairs, knock, knock, and she opened the door for him.

“Holy crap!” she blurted as she hugged him. “How did anybody find out about me?”

“Reporters?”

“The phone is ringing off the hook. It’s insane.”

“Well, brace yourself, baby, it’s about to get worse.”

“What could be worse? You want a drink?”

“Sure. Let’s have a couple of drinks, then settle on the sofa.”

She made him a bourbon and Coke, a vodka and Seven Up for herself, and brought the drinks into the living room. “What are you doing?”

Henry was peering behind curtains, looking under lampshades, lifting wall pictures and staring behind them.

“Checking for bugs.”

“Seriously?”

“Absolutely.”

“I haven’t been out of the apartment since I got back from visiting you, so I don’t think there’s any bugs.”

“Just being safe,” he said, drawing the drapes.

They sat down on the sofa, Henry turned on the music from his cellphone and placed it between them. They could talk, but they were muffled by drapes, disguised by the white noise of rock and roll, and close together.

“Here’s the deal,” Henry began, “This thing, being caught with panties and a chastity tube, the politics are such that I might actually get elected.”

“Really?”

Henry nodded. “But there are a few things that must happen.”

“Like?”

“Like I need a girlfriend. Some one who is okay with my kink, and actually embraces it.”

Jenny snorted a little chuckle. That was her all over.

“You won’t have to say anything…just smile mysteriously, and…I don’t know if you’ll like this…but they want to move me into a mansion.”

Jenny tilted her head in question.

“It helps them keep tabs on me, people to guide me every day. Big downstairs. But nobody goes upstairs.”

Jenny raised her eyebrows in question.

“Except for the person who is…who I’m, uh, dating.”

“Dating,” she snickered.

Henry actually looked a little embarrassed, “Yeah. Uh, so what they want is for you to move in with me.”

Jenny’s face went complete bland. No expression. Watching.

Henry hurried, “You don’t have to sleep in the same room if you don’t want. We can even treat it like a business arrangement. You’ll have a staff, and they’ll liaise with my staff, and we get seen together. You can even have your own half of the upstairs. If you want.” Henry was dwindling fast.

For a moment nothing was said. Jennie’s face might as well have been made of stone, then: “So let me get this straight. You want somebody to put your panties and bra on you, giggle when somebody asks a question about being the girlfriend of a transvestite, and hold your key.”

Henry blinked. The way she had said ‘hold your key.’ there was something there.

“Well, uh. Yeah. But…I don’t want you to…God, I know it sounds weird.”

Jenny leaned forward, whispered so her voice almost couldn’t be heard over the music. So you would be running for office, and I could dress you up, maybe even put a little make up on you. Give you a set of boobs—just some small falsies, mind you—and you would be nothing but horny for me.”

“Well, uh…”

“With all the women throwing themselves at you, I would control your cock.”

Suddenly, Henry had a boner.

“I don’t—“

I would take out your dick and play with it, suck it, maybe slap your balls a little, and you would have to say ‘Yes, ma’am,’ and ‘no, ma’am.’”

“I didn’t think that—“

Henry was getting real horny now. He was breathing harder and his face was turning red.

“And you wouldn’t be able to squirt unless I let you.”

“Fuck,” he whispered, pulling at his collar to loosen it. He could feel the perspiration dripping under his arms.

“You would come home, your cock screaming for release, and I might tie you down, slap your ass until it’s red, then let your cock out, make you eat me, stroke you until you’re about to cum, and then…” she gazed into his eyes intently.

“Well, I…”

“No.”

Henry blinked.

Jenny reached into his crotch, unzipped him. He didn’t have a chastity belt on now, nor even panties. She pulled his dick out and stroked it.

“Why not,” he managed to ask over the trembling of his body.

“You want me to be the little mistress hiding in your upstairs. I don’t think I like that.”

“But that’s not what I exactly meant.”

“I know what you meant, I know I can manipulate you to be my little pussy sucker, but that’s not all I want..”

“But what do you want then?”

“I want to live openly. In your bedroom. And if you don’t like it then you will be sleeping in the little doggie bed on the floor. I want to walk down the stairs and have everybody know that there is power behind the throne. I want to go to parties and events and be treated like an equal. Do you actually think I would settle for being the live in girlfriend? Walk down the hall and give a blow job and then go back to bed? Did you?”

“I don’t know what I expected,” Henry answered honestly. “This is all new to me. And…and…”

“And what?”

“And I don’t know what Alyce would say.”

“Then let’s find out.”

An hour later they walked into the building, up the stairs, and into the conference room that Alyce had staked out. A half a dozen people were in there, working diligently, but Alyce took one look at Henry and Jenny and  sat back in her chair.

“Everybody, take a break.”

Not knowing what was going on, confused people left the room. Alyce watched as Jenny and Henry walked up the side of the table. Henry was going to sit in the right hand seat, which would have been appropriate as Alyce was in the head seat, but Jenny tugged at his sleeve and guided him to the second seat. She took the right hand seat and faced Alyce.

Two women. Strong women. One a bit dominating in the bedroom, to put it lightly, and the other a bit dominating in the political arena. To put it mildly.

And, the dim thought in the back of Henry’s head, two women who effectively controlled him. He had actually never thought about that aspect of it.

He was ‘the man,’ the next governor, if the statistics had anything to say about it. But there was a woman behind ‘da man,’ as Ronnie would have put it. Two women.

And the two women were staring at each other. Contemplating. Measuring. Gauging.

After a minute Jenny said, “He’s wearing purple panties and a matching bra. Nylons, of course. A new chastity belt is in the mail, a much more secure one, but he won’t be driving much anymore. He’s also wearing a bra. We’ll discuss make up. A few light touches will accentuate him, but I will liaise with your people on this.”

Alyce said nothing for a long minute.

Jenny held her gaze.

Then: “What do you want?”

“Visibility. To be treated like an equal.”

“Can you take advice?”

“I can. And I can follow it. But I reserve the right to disagree. Again, I will liaise with your people, but I will not be silent if I disagree.”

“What if we overrule you.”

“Then I’ll spank Henry when we’re alone.”

Alyce snorted at that, and Henry could tell they were coming to an agreement.

Well, of course they would. Two strong women, but both on the same track. Sure, they would disagree, but there was enough strength in them to enable them to get along.

Regardless.

Then Alyce said something out of left field. Henry should have expected it, but he didn’t.

“Polls say Henry should transition.”

“What?” Henry blurted.

They both ignored him. They held their gaze and he could feel their mental conversationing go right over him.

“Not a problem.”

“Wait a minute! I’m not going to—“

Jenny turned to him and placed a finger on his lips. “Lover, you must have noticed how turned on I get when you go en femme. You must have noticed how my pussy drips when I order you around. And you must know that no other woman can do what I would do for you. We get along…and I am in charge…and the world understands without taking note. Now, Alyce is about to say yes, but before she does she has to understand just how together we are. She can’t have any doubts as to our relationship, and the dynamics of that relationship.”

“What are you—“

“Henry,” she snapped, her voice taking on that authority that he loved, that tone she used when she whipped his ass and made him beg. “Stand up.”

He was caught. He had to. She knew it…and he knew it. He stood up.

“Undo your zipper.”

Henry looked at Alyce.

Alyce was watching him like the cat watches a mouse. A skinny cat and a fat mouse. He expected her to drool any second.

Feeling like he was outside of his body, he undid his zipper. His cock was already hard—heck, it had been hard since Jenny had put him in bra and panties.

“Get your cock out.”

He reached in and pushed his panties down. His cock flopped up through his zipper.

He was afraid to look at Alyce now. He was captured by Jenny.

“Place your hand on it.”

He did, feeling faint, but unable to stop himself.

And, the coup de grace: “Stroke it.”

He began to move his hand up and down the shaft.

God, it felt good.

Henry risked a glance at Alyce. No change of expression.

His cock was red, hard, felt so hard he couldn’t believe it.

“Fondle your balls with your free hand.”

He was almost sobbing as he took his balls in hand and began massaging them.

Jenny turned to Alyce. “This is what I bring to the table, and no other woman can do this to him. Not like I can.”

Alyce nodded.

Jenny: “You may cum.”

He felt it, like he had felt it before. That white lightening of ignition, that haze of sharp sensation that exploded within him.

His hips began to lurch and spasm, and his jizz shot across the conference table.

“Okay,” said Alyce, and the two women shook hands.


PART TWO

“What do you mean you won’t transition? We’re talking 20 points in the polls!”

“I don’t feel like it.”

Jenny and Alyce were on one side of the table and Henry was on the other. They were intense, he just sat back. He hadn’t cum for a month, he was desperate, but this was his body they were talking about.

“Give me a reason,” Alyce glared at him.

“It’s my body.”

“Not good enough,” stated Jenny. “If you start to transition you get 20 points, you win the election. Without those 20 points it’s still a toss up.”

“I’m still a man.”

“You’ll still be a man. Even with tits on your chest your dick will get erect and you’ll be able to fuck.”

“Says you. I’ve read the reports on hormones.”

Jenny and Alyce looked at each other. They knew they had finally reached the tipping point, and Henry wasn’t going to be tipped. Each of their faces revealed the question: ‘What are we going to do.’

“Well,” Henry said, “I’ve got that meeting with the boy scouts…” He started to rise.

Jenny said to Alyce. “I’ll take care of it.”

Alyce nodded, and in that nod was the message, ‘You’d better.’

That night she pulled out the big guns.

“You realize you’re being silly.”

“It’s silly to want to stay a man?”

She soughed, “After all this time. Look, Henry, you love dressing up. You like looking like a woman. You even wear falsies.”

“Sometimes,” he grudging admitted.

So what’s the difference if you had your own perky, little set of boobers? Look! You’re even getting a boner over it!”

“I’m erect because I haven’t squirted in a month, and because you’ve been sucking and stroking me all night.”

They were upstairs in the mansion, and though there were a hundred people working under them they were alone.

“Ha!” Jenny laughed. She stood up. “Come with me.”

She walked out of the room and he had no choice but to follow her.

She led him down the hall and into a spare bedroom.

The mansion was well furnished, and this bedroom was no exception. It had a big poster bed, the mattress was thick and the wood was well polished.

“Clothes off and face down.”

“I don’t think I better.”

“Why?”

“Because you’re just going to torture me and try to make me do a real transition.

She laughed, then stepped to Henry, put her arms around him. “Of course I am.”

“Then I don’t want to.”

She lowered one hand, snaked it into his pants, under his panties. He gave a sudden sigh. He wasn’t wearing the chastity belt and his cock was hard as a rock.

“Henry, I’m going to tie you up and give you the best fuck of your life. I’m going to make you cum so hard that semen squirts out of your ears. And you can go ahead and tell me no to transitioning all you want. It won’t change what I am about to do with you. Furthermore, if you still don’t want a little change in your life when i’m done…I’ll even go to bat for you with Alyce.”

He looked at her suspiciously.

“For real. Besides, what are you going to do? Refuse to let me play with you for the rest of your life?”

“Yeah, but…what are you going to do to me?”

“Make your dreams come true.”

“Becoming governor is a dream come true, and I don’t need boobs to do that.”

“You might, you might not, but I’m going to make that dream come true that is inside you. The one you won’t admit to yourself.”

“I still don’t trust you.”

“Henry, You’ve had your dick in my mouth and I didn’t bite it off. Now sit down, lie back, and let me give you the fuck of your life.”

There was a monstrous part of Henry that didn’t want to. But there was a bigger monstrous part of him that did. And his dick was on the side of the bigger monstrous part. He sat on the edge of the bed.

Jenny began undressing him. She pulled his pants off and he sat, revealed, in pink panties. They were high cut, his legs were shaved, his nylons stretched down his smooth legs.

She took off his jacket and his shirt. He was wearing a half bra from Hommemystere. His shaved pectorals looked bigger, being framed by the bra as they were.

“Mmm. You smell good,” she said as she got out the ties and started tying him.

He didn’t say anything. For the first time he was actually scared. And yet…what could he do?

“Have I told you how I got started?” She opened a dressed drawer and pulled out a paddle. She swished it through the air, smiled, and put it on top of the dresser.

“No.”

She pulled something else out of the drawer. Tied as he was, Henry couldn’t make out what it was. Again, she smiled, and she put whatever it was on the dresser. She came and sat on the edge of the bed.

“I was young, wanted to do well on a school paper. There was a boy in class who was very smart. Too smart. He said he’d write my paper if I touched his penis.

“Well, who am I to say no to that. I touched it, I stroked it. I even made it squirt. Then he said he wasn’t going to write the paper. So I flunked that assignmnet.

“The next time he offered to write a paper I said sure, if he wrote the paper first. He wrote it, and I got him to let me tie him up, then I touched him…with a ping pong paddle. I gave him the worst spanking he ever had. And here’s the funny part. After I finished spanking him I discovered he had cum.

“Can you imagine that? Squirting just because some girl is spanking you?”

She had Henry on top of a couple of pillows, his butt pooched up in the air, and she stroked his cock.

“When I went to college, courtesy of some very finely written papers, I gave hand jobs and blow jobs. Ten bucks a shot. I made enough to pay for my own apartment, buy clothes, eat.

“One boy got rough with me. Slapped me around. I promised ten boys blow jobs if they got rough with him. Man, they stripped his clothes off him, shaved his head and painted him green. Then they turned him loose on campus.

“I thoroughly enjoyed blowing those boys, and they became a sort of protective society.

“When I graduated, with honors, I might add, and I didn’t even have to have anybody write papers or take tests for me, I went into business as a dominatrix.

“And somewhere in there I lost my virtue. And fucking was good, but I actually enjoyed the power of dominating men more than sex. In fact, you’re the first person I have ever actually had sex with on a regular basis.”

Henry was grunting and moaning. She kept getting him right up to the point of squirting, then backing off. Again and again and again. His hips were moving up and down and he was gasping.

“Anyway, I lived that life for a while, and finally retired. I had investments, didn’t need to work, and then along comes you. And you, I might say, are perfect. You love to give me power over you. You are not demanding, and you are comfortable giving in, letting me have control. And, now, to top it off, you are about to be a powerful man. Do you know what is better than being a powerful man?

Henry wiggled and she slapped his ass. “I said, do you know what is better than being a powerful man?”

Henry managed to blurt, “Two powerful men?”

Jenny laughed merrily. “Oh, good one. No, it is being in a control of a powerful man. You’ll control millions of people, and I’ll control you. Do you understand now why I want you to win?”

“Huh…huh…” He was thrusting his hips into her hand, trying to get over the edge, but she kept her hand loose, gave him no traction, and the horniness was mind boggling. He had virtually lost the ability to think.

“So, are you ready?”

“Unh…” he begged.

She let go of him and got off the bed. She reached for the top of the dresser and brought down a tangle of straps. She stepped into the harness and buckled the buckles.

Henry stared. She was wearing…a dildo?

He began to struggle harder. Her dick was big, bigger than his, and he didn’t want that thing going up his ass.

“No! No!”

“Don’t yell too loud or people will hear.”

Henry yelled. “HELP!”

Jenny giggled and stuffed her panties into his mouth. Then she took his panties and pulled them over his head. He was temporarily gagged.

He began to buck and twist and try to escape.

She grabbed his balls and squeezed. He lurched up in pain.

“Hold still, my little bitch boy.”

He had no choice now. He still struggled, but he couldn’t escape the iron grip of her hand.

She put a finger in a jar of vaseline and scooped out a large glob of lubricant. She pushed it onto his brown button, she pushed it into the brown button, and she began to insert her finger.

Now, truth, they had played this game before, but only with a finger. He knew she intended more this time.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” She moved her finger in and out, stroked his dick, and he felt his butt betray him.

“Shtoff!” He blurted through the gag.

She moved two fingers into him and he arched at the unfamiliar fullness. Yet, it didn’t hurt. His nerves were responding. It was feeling good. Real good.

She took her time, in and out, around and around, swirling motions that touched his innards thoroughly.

“Ahhh…no…”

The gag fell out, but he was still having a hard time talking. He couldn’t breath, he was gasping, and the pleasure was exploding in his butthole.

She answered by sliding three fingers into his butt. She whispered. “This is just about the same size, the same diameter. The plastic poker is going to go deeper though. You’re going to feel sensations you never felt before. Are you ready?”

“Please, please don’t do this.”

She knelt behind him and placed her dick at his hole.

He was gulping, wiggling, his mind a blasted maze of protests.

She shoved forward gently.

The plastic dick began to fill him up. He arched his back, he struggled against his ties, but it was starting to feel really good. Really, REALLY good.

“That’s it, lover boy. Relax, give in, it’s going to feel as good as you can relax.”

Suddenly he went limp. It was in, there was nothing he could do. He was impaled.

Jenny smiled and began pumping into him. Slow, gentle strokes that penetrated to his depths.

He couldn’t help it. The sensations, the rippling pleasure that gripped him, he raised his ass back against the dildo.

“There you go,” she grinned.

He pushed back again, and again.

Then they were fucking, her entering and pressing, him pushing up against, trying to get every single inch of the big dong in his butt. Then she pulled out, and he corkscrewed his butt, trying to milk every last bit of sensation out of the act.

In and out, and now he was sobbing, but not for pain. She was expert, and he hadn’t gotten pain. He had gotten overwhelming pleasure.

In and out, back and forth, two bodies humping, pumping, bumping.

She slowed down, made him want to go faster. She reached a hand under him and stroked his penis. With her other hand she rolled his balls in her hand.

He grunted, and bucked, and he felt that peculiar muscular contraction that led to a great orgasm.

But she pulled back, eased off, and whispered to him. “I could fuck you and make you cum, but you have to make yourself cum. It will be ten times better if you just relax and let it happen.”

“I…I…can’t…my butt…”

“Your butt is a sex organ, your hole is a vagina, a male vagina, and you can cum using your vagina…but you have to relax and buy into it. You have to give up and let it happen. You can’t do this like a man…you have to do it like a woman. Let it happen. Come on, now. Let it happen.”

Henry was confused. He understood her words, but they were alien to the male set of his mind.

A man fucks, he takes, he dominates.

He was being told to get fucked, to give up, to let her have him.

For a long couple of minutes he struggled, and she was patient, giving him hints and encouragement.

Then he felt it, way down below the waves, something…something…

“Make yourself relax…give it up…”

Henry tried, oh, how he tried, but try is anathematic to not try, and relaxing meant not trying.

And, finally, maybe just because he was tired, maybe because he actually figured it out, that deep, down something began to surface. It was like an octopus that had to be convinced to grab his leg and drag him down.

Slowly, he relaxed. She shoved in and he didn’t just go limp, but made his muscles not contract, and made his energy unwind, and suddenly…he felt it.

And it scared him. It was big, an eternal wave washing over everything, and he was frightened that if he let it it would wash over him, obliterate him, and there would be nothing left.

Still, she whispered in his ear, and he sobbed, and he tried to not try, and…and…

“AHHHH!” His back arched and he was lifted up, high, held high, unaware of his body, only aware of the white light that held him in suspension, apart from the world, apart form even himself.

He had no thoughts, just the purity of being dashed down and split into fragments. He totally gave up.

Jenny smiled. she stopped moving and let his butt milk her plastic peter. She could feel his mess in her hands, a huge mess, and his contractions, had he not been tied down, would have thrown her off the bed.

But he was tied down, and he lurched and surged, and, finally, he began to come down.

Jenny waited, motionless, and felt him finally and totally relax. She pulled back and her big dick slid out of his ass.

She got out of bed and he gave a snore.

She slid off the bed and began putting things away. She untied him and he didn’t even move.

She slipped under the covers, put her arms around him, and went to sleep.

“Candidate Henderson is wearing a red romper today.” Betsy Hoffman spoke into the microphone breathlessly.

“Is that red for Republican?” asked Jim Candy, her mate at the announcing booth.

“It is, did you see the booths outside the stadium?”

“I never would have believed it. Tee shirts with pictures of red panties on them and the logo ‘The boss wears panties!’ Rompers modeled after Candidate Henderson’s. They’re even selling bras for men.”

“I’ve seen them, Jim. Some of the men are even putting them on over their shirts.”

“And there’s no telling what’s under their shirts, is there?”

They both laughed.

“Betsy, what do you think of his recent surgery.”

“Understated, but with flair. He has the perfect size and shape. Polls have shown that the American people—“

But what the American people were thinking would go unremarked, for on the screen Henry approached the podium.

“He’s about to speak, let’s listen.”

On the stage Henry was feeling good. His new boobs were just enough to make him feel feminine, yet not enough to compromise his masculinity. He knew his form was male, but edged with femininity. He had been receiving compliments all day.

Jenny talking him into ‘vacation boobs’ was the right way to go. He could wear them a few weeks, and then make a decision. Personally, he thought maybe another cup size would be nice, but Jenny had said no, and he did listen to her.

Now that the election had taken on more fashion and less back biting politics he listened to her more and more.

Wear heels today, go with the bell bottoms, you’ll need some light lipstick to pull that off.

And he carried a purse, a ‘murse,’ everywhere. And he had even had a couple of planned photographs of him opening his compact and touching pad to face.

But the nicest thing was that he smelled good all the time. He smelled of sachet and perfume, roses and sweetness.

He tapped the mike and smiled at the cameras. He liked the fact that his make up forestalled perspiration.

“Ladies and gentlemen, my name is Henry Henderson and I am running for governor of the great state of Arizona.”

Cheers swelled. Hats were thrown in the air. Signs bobbed up and down. Interestingly, some of the signs weren’t Republican red, but Henry Henderson pink.

“I stand before you…I stand for you…all of you.”

More cheers.

“When I was first approached on running for governor I had no idea that…” On he went, calling for unity, calling for an end to hate, calling for people to join as one country, regardless of race or gender.

And the crowd loved it.

He could see people for hundreds of yards, up into the stands, holding their cellphones and snapping pictures.

“An interesting thing happened the other day. I was talking to Jenny and she pointed out that—“ A massive pain shot through his body. He was falling back. People were rushing towards him. Bodyguards were…what had happened…what had…he looked at his hand…it was red. What…what…?

Darkness, vast, consuming darkness.

Jenny had not been on the stage, she had been talking to Alyce about the tee shirts being proposed. She wanted pink, a choice for ladies and transgenders, but Alyce had been holding to the idea of Red for Republican.

Then the sound of a backfire. How odd. There were no cars here, high in the luxury boxes of the stadium.

Then a swell of sound, tinged by shrieks and…screams? What was going on? Irritated, Jenny looked at the monitor, just in time to see Henry collapse. Then a wall of bodyguards were shutting out the visual.

“What? What?” she asked, unsure of what was going on, her mind protesting what she had seen. Not to her. Not to Henry. Not…

Big men rushed into the room. Bodyguards.

“Come this way, ma’am.”

Then she was screaming. “Henry! What happened to Henry!” But there was no answer, nothing but the strong arms lifting her off the ground and rushing her out of the room to a secure location somewhere.

“Henry!” she screamed. But there was no answer.

Betsy and Jim held to their posts down on the field. They had been at a long table, elevated, and watching the speech, then a shot had rung out and Candidate Henderson had collapsed, a smear of red ruining his romper.

“Candidate Henderson has been shot! Bodyguards are surrounding him now. Everything is chaos down here!”

“The shot came from nowhere, the shooter is nowhere,” Jim Candy sounded a bit inane, but he could be excused given the situation.

“Here come a phalanx of police. They are forcing their way through the crowd.”

“Again, Candidate Henderson has been shot. We have no word on his condition, but we will stay on the scene and bring you the latest, breaking news as it…”

On and on and on.

Henry heard voices. He felt like he was on a boat, on rising and falling on waves, and the voices were somewhere below him. What were people doing swimming in the ocean? And what were they saying? He couldn’t make out what they were saying, so he simply relaxed. It was easy to relax now, because he had learned to give up. So he gave up and his boat floated away. No more voices.

Drifting in a comfortable cloud. Sitting on the cloud like an angel, but there were no harps. There were some sharp sounds…people shouting…no…whispering…what was going on? And the cloud drifted on.

“Henry.”

He awoke, blinked his eyes, he was utterly confused. He was in bed, but what was he doing in bed?

“Henry, I’m here. It’s me. Jenny.”

And it was. He focused on her voice, and then her face, and he slowly became more and more aware.

“Wha hap…wha…” his throat felt like it had been scrubbed with Brillo pads and he gulped. Suddenly a straw poked between his lips.

“Suck gently.”

He sucked, and cool assaulted his throat. He gulped, then managed to whisper, “What happened?”

People were whispering. He focused on Jenny.

“You were shot.”

“I was…shot? Why?”

And that was the question. A question he would deal with the rest of his life. He had been talking, happy, representing people, bringing them together, and then…shot.

He became more aware. Several doctors were staring down at him, no emotion on their faces. A couple of nurses were in the background. Alyce? Where was Alyce.

He focused on Jenny again. “Why was I shot?”

Jenny was close to sobbing, she held his hand and stayed close to him.

“They haven’t caught him. Nobody knows.”

“Why would somebody…” and he drifted off in his thoughts. He wasn’t too firmly there right then.

Then he came back. “Where was I shot?”

“I…you were…”

“Ma’am,” one of the doctors stepped forward. “It might be easier if I explain this to him.”

Jenny squeezed Henry’s hand. “He’ll tell you. He’ll…” then she was moving back, sobbing, and the doctor moved into his view.

“Mr. Henderson. You were shot with a high powered rifle. The bullet entered your pubic area directly above your penis. While very bloody, and painful, your body has sustained no permanent injury, except to your sex organs.”

“My sex organs?”

“The bullet effectively removed your penis and testicles.”

“My…my…my…”

Stuttering, then crying something, then somebody adjusting a drip and he drifted off.

Henry woke up, and knew he was under sedation. Or maybe just so many painkillers that it might as well be sedation.

He looked around. Jenny was in a chair, sleeping. Alyce was at the foot of the bed, sitting in a chair and reading out of a binder.

He watched her for a second. Then he must have, or something, and her eyes flicked up. She smiled. “Welcome back.”

“Crap,” he whispered.

She got up and came around the bed on the side Jenny wasn’t sleeping on. She held a straw to his mouth and he sipped.

“So, how’s the election.”

“Actually, it’s going pretty good.”

He blinked.

“You’re ahead in the polls. By a lot. The sympathy vote, you know.”

“Oh.”

“Doctors say you’ll be recovered enough to walk in a month. The election is next month, you should be walking by the time inauguration rolls around.”

“Wow.”

“Yeah. Wow. The Democrats are screaming that it’s all illegal, that you should be removed for inability before you even take office, but we all know they’re full of shit.”

“Hunh. Did they catch the shooter?”

“Nope. In the wind. Not a trace. They found a place on the hill outside the stadium where they think he shot from, and they’re investigating every sniper in the country, but…” she shrugged.

He looked at Jenny.

“You’ve got a rare one there, big boy. She’s been here 24/7 since the shooting.”

“When was it?”

“Four days ago.”

“I’ve been out for four days?”

“And a few hours. But who’s counting.”

“And I really have no…no…”

Alyce shook her head ruefully. “Gone. in the wind. Not a trace.”

While her manner might have been termed a little unfeeling, it was exactly what Henry needed. He needed the no nonsense blurt of exactitude that she offered.

“Oh.”

Then he closed his eyes and drifted off to sleep.

And awoke to voices. “You should have woke me up.”

“He was only awake for a minute, and you need your rest.”

Dully, Henry wondered how long he had been out. Not long. He cleared his throat.

“Henry?” Jenny was by his side, holding his hand.

“Hi, babe, what’s the haps?”

Tears began streaming down her cheeks, but she was smiling. A bit grimly, but smiling.

They talked for a couple of minutes, and Alyce watched. Then she picked up her briefcase.

“Alyce?”

She turned back to him.

“I don’t want to be governor.”

She stepped over to the bed and looked down with no expression. “We can discuss all that later.”

“No…I need to say this. Part of the healing process.”

“Okay,” she was biting her lip. She had a lot invested in this man, and she didn’t want a ten ton fly in a pint of ointment.

“I’m going to be healing. Operations and hormones. And, I’ll be honest, I’m not going to be the man I was. I know that.”

Alyce opened her mouth to speak, but Henry stopped her with a palm. “Here’s what’s going to happen.”

And he talked…and Jenny and Alyce listened. And amazement came to their faces.

Henry was walking by inauguration. He took the oath of office and walked down the capitol steps without any aid. No wheel chair nor cane, nothing but the arm of his loving wife.

There was much celebration, and much conjecture as to what would happen in the governor’s mansion, but a month into office it was obvious what his administration would be like.

Betsy Hoffman and Jim Candy sat at a curved desk and spouted for the news.

“Mrs. Henderson has presented several executive orders. There has been a flurry of legislation, and there is much conjecture as to where the governor is.”

“The bills were signed, and by him. There are witnesses, but once again we see a governor in absentia.”

“Still, his wife is doing a wonderful job,” Betsy put in. “Today she was wearing a delightful blue outfit, setting a fashion standard that…” They driveled on, trying to make the news of the day sound more exciting than it was.

A year later Henry walked into the conference room in the Governor’s mansion. Alyce and Jenny were heads together over the latest strategy, and they didn’t even notice him.

“Oh, you’re up!” Jenny rose and kissed him.

“Well, haven’t seen you for a while, how’s it feel being a woman?” asked Alyce.

“Pretty good, actually. I love the tits,” he looked down at his chest.

“They’re bigger.”

“Now that I’m no longer a man Jenny and I figured…” he shrugged. “How’s the planning going?”

“Wonderful. But let me ask you the million dollar question.”

“Which is?”

“Jenny is doing wonderful, but are you up for campaigning? Next time around?”

“I don’t know. It means coming out, getting into the rat race and all. I didn’t ever want to do that again.”

“Yeah, but you’ve had a year to think about it, and, Henry?”

“Yes?”

“You are the best at campaigning. People vote for you.”

“But will they vote for me as a woman?”

“Probably.”

Henry twisted his face and raised his eyebrows in question.

“I do know one thing,” Alyce said.

“What’s that?”

“If you campaign, Jenny will do all the heavy lifting. When you win you won’t have to do anything but look pretty.”

“Hunh. Yeah. I guess. You know, way back when, when this all got started, Jenny said something to me. She said she wanted to be the power behind the power.” He looked at Jenny. “Do you remember?”

Jenny said, “I’d rather be the one who controls  the man who controls a million people.”

Alyce smiled and nodded.

Henry said, “I understand that now. And I like it.”

They were silent then, thinking their own thoughts.

Alyce broke the silence, “Well, if you do decide to campaign, and you win, they’re going to have to rename The White House. They’re going to have to call it The Pink House.”

Henry chuckled, and Jenny got a far away look in her eyes.

END
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PART ONE

The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name.

I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor.

So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.

Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater!

“This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.”

I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out.

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

“Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city.

I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend.

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house.

Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love.

Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust.

But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life.

So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming.

I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled.

I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through.

Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that.

I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off.

I like sex, but I like good sex.

If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.

But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die!

So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off.

Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house.

Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum—

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels.

She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly.

But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova!

So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life.

The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah!

Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes.

Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized.

I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous!

On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone.

Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy.

I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot!

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way!

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.”

“Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it.

“Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.”

“No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.”

“I know. I heard your phone.”

Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!

“But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief.

“Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out.

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing.

Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.

I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off.

After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive.

If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’

Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over.

“Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.”

She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist.

She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.”

“Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say.

But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly.

It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris.

“I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.”

“Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff.

“There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.”

“You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.”

She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?”

“No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.”

She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.”

I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus.

“Okay.”

She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?”

We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life.

First, there were the cobwebs.

“I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.”

Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web.

We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely.

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me.

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

“A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke.

Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at.

We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out.

I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs.

We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.”

I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.”

She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’

Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed.

‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water.

“Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.”

“This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs.

And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.

After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in.

Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.”

We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry.

We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping.

“It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.”

Man. The red-faced thing again.

But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at.

“Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted.

She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.”

On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad.

Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days.

“Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me.

Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face.

But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail.

On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip!

A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there.

“Oh, crap,” I said.

Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!”

I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking.

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.”

She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor.

In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage.

“Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.”

I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner.

Well, she knew that.

But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart.

She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide.

“Sorry,” I said.

She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad.

My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound.

She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.”

“Huh?”

“When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.”

There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened.

“But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.”

“I…”

“I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.”

I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged.

She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.”

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

“Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.”

She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in.

“Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.”

“What…what about you?”

“Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.”

Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.”

I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock.

She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends.

Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.”

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

“But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.”

She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up.

She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.”

I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.

“Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.”

I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders.

“Okay. Open eyes.”

I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink?

And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene.

She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?”

My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it.

She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

“Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t.

“I…I can’t wear—“

“Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.”

Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have.

“Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs.

More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist.

She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand.

After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard.

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths.

She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?”

“Oh, yes.”

She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?”

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.”

My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand.

“Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking.

I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?”

She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook.

“Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.”

She turned and ran upstairs.

I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything.

I went to the front door and walked home.

That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed.

On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that?

“You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti.

I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.”

“Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.”

I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy.

I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.”

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

“Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.”

“Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.”

Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!”

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine.

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing.

That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised.

Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise.

Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed.

I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in.

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.”

“I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.”

“Oh, okay.”

But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy.

I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered.

We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while.

Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings.

“Did you know the old lady who lived here?”

“Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.”

I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working.

But I could feel her thinking.

She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks.

I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

“Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.”

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking.

“I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…”

She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.”

I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.”

She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.”

I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks.

“I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?”

“She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.”

Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me.

It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped.

“It’s called a Coke High.”

“Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.”

I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking.

“Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

“Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’

“So the man did.

“And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up.

“Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side.

“And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.”

She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side.

She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.”

She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her.

Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry.

She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth.

“Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?”

I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind.

“Sure.”

“Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.”

Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind.

Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice.

“Okay.”

And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me.

And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder.
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