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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

According to some sources, to be feminized is to look like a woman. To be a sissy is to ‘be’ a woman.

It’s a fine line, and it’s easy to blur, but the point is this: when is looking like a woman, wearing the clothes, the make up, and so on, not enough?

When do you have that gut urge, that inner drive, that compels you further, maybe even to the point of medically changing your sex?

I think that is the dividing line. Not just wearing the dress, but altering what’s inside the dress.

If you disagree you can let me know at comments on my website. Just google ‘Gropper Press.’

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


The House of Orgy!

BDSM and Feminization,

the lesbians made him confess what he wanted!


A Note from the Author!

Ever been in an orgy? No, two or even three doesn’t count. I mean a full blooded orgy with a dozen or more people, naked and sweating and drunk and happy and sucking on or fucking anything and everything within reach.

That’s what I envisioned when I started this story, but I took a left turn and the orgy softened up and I headed for BDSM land.

Except, is sex BDSM?

Oh, yes. Especially the way Barry gets done in this story. So have fun, and let me know what you think in the comments at https://gropperpress.wordpress.com.

Do you like the twist I put on this orgy? Can sex be torture?

Let me know, and…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I really want to know.”

Cara looked at her husband and shook her head. She was sitting at her vanity brushing out her long, wavy Auburn tresses. She looked back at the mirror, smiled at her emerald colored eyes. “Honey. You don’t want to mess with it.”

Barry sat on the bed and sighed. “You say that every time I ask you. What’s the big secret?”

“It’s not a big secret, but if I told you it wouldn't be a secret at all. And then what is the use of having it be secret?”

“Huh?” Such complex thought went right over his head. Barry was a rugged looking caveman type. He liked hunting and fishing. He drank beer and crushed cans. He watched every game in the football season.

She turned to him, her breasts bulging over her half bra, her nipples excited, her eyes amused. “Honey. It’s a secret because we don’t want anybody to know.”

“But don’t you understand? That’s why I want to know!”

She turned back to the mirror and picked up a tube of lipstick. She turned the base and leaned forward. Her lips took on the kissy look, and she rolled the rich red onto her mouth.

Sproing! Barry had a boner.

She looked in the mirror as she painted her mouth, holding the laughter in. She knew that it was the simple acts that gave him rock hard erections. The way he was twisting on the bed indicated he had just gotten a king sized stiffie.

“What’s the matter, honey?”

“Nothing,” he groused.

She chuckled as she screwed the pillar back into the tube. She turned to him, and he took in his breath.

She was in lingerie, bulging boobs, kissable mouth, legs crossed and showing her wonderful flesh.

“Honey. This is your night of nights. Tonight you have my full permission to drink all the whiskey you want. You can turn on the net and crank up the porn. You can even jack off if you want to.” She smiled and spread her legs. Her lips were visible through her panties. “Though why you would want to I have no idea.”

“Oh, crap!” he muttered. “You’re doing this to me on purpose.”

“I am? What am I doing?”

“Teasing me! Showing me your body, getting me all hot and bothered before you go out.”

She smirked a bit. She wouldn’t admit it, but that’s exactly what she was doing. She liked leaving her man so horny he couldn’t stand it.

“So where are you going?” he persisted.

“Well, let’s see…” she mused. “I’ve asked you not to ask, so…I might be going to meet a boyfriend. A black one with a big dong that hangs to his knees. Or maybe I’m going to a Lesbians Convention. We’re going to put on strap ons and do each other till dawn. Or…I’ve got it! I’m going to a a Harry Potter Convention. But instead of wands we’ve got dildos. And we’re going to change ourselves into mystical creatures and fuck ourselves silly.”

“Argh!” Barry snarled.

Cara stood up and went into her walk in closet. She took a short, tight, slinky, stretchy dress off a hanger. It had a porthole for excessive cleavage and a slit up the side. She slipped into it easily, being careful of her make up.

Barry’s jaw dropped a bit. It was bad enough seeing her naked, but when she put something on something kinky, and this dress was kinky, it only made her parts more tantalizing. He wanted to leap over to her, rip the dress of and show her what his dick was good for.

Not that he didn’t show her every chance he got.

She returned to her vanity and popped earrings through her lobes. She was aware of his eyes devouring her. Of the way the bulge in his pants was throbbing.

She walked over to him and placed her hand on his groin.

Yep. Throbbing. Pulsing. Pounding like a drum at a rock concert.

“Honey,” his voice had that adorable whining quality that she just loved.

“No,” she whispered, and she closed her hand, squeezed, made him whimper. “There are some things you don’t need to know. Don’t want to know. Things that only women should know. Now you stay home like a good hubby. Watch porn. Play with yourself. I’ll be back tomorrow at dawn.”

With that she touched her lips to his, gently so as not to mess her make up, and walked towards the door.

He followed her, was compelled by the saucy sway of her round hips, the jiggle of her ample breasts, the way she looked back over her shoulder and laughed at him.

“Honey?” His voice wasn’t his own anymore. It was like the whimper of a hungry puppy. Wanting, but unsure of what to do to get the human to fill his bowl.

Cara picked up her purse, slung it over her shoulder, and walked out the. front door.

At her Lexus she clicked the fob, beep, and got into the shiny vehicle. It was white with gold trim, and just looking at it reminded him that was what she was like. White with gold trim.

And, man, would he like to sink his dipstick in her engine right about then.

She started up the car, gave a chortle in his direction, and backed into the street.

He was a lost soul as he stared at her tail lights. And that was the moment he made his decision.

She couldn’t do this to him. She couldn’t just ride off and leave him with his dick. She couldn’t stay out all night only to slink in at dawn, dragging, good only to collapse in bed and pass out.

He would smell a bit of liquor on her, but not too much.

Mostly it was her eyes. The look of satisfaction. The way she walked. No longer clicking her heels on the floor, but just trudging, exhausted, done for, needing sleep and only sleep.

To sleep till noon, and not want sex for a week. Sometimes two.

He had had enough. Enough of her taunts. Enough of her knowing eyes mocking him.

He went to his office and picked up his phone. He had installed ‘Find your phone’ apps on each of the cells, and he pulled up hers.

An overview of the streets, a toy car was her, zipping through town. He watched and could tell when she hit a stoplight, when she turned a corner.

He took his time and he got ready, glancing at her phone every once in a while as he got dressed.

He was a manly man. He had been in the navy, Special Operations. For those in the know…SEALs.

He had learned stealth tactics with the best in the world. Real ninjas, not the Hollywood kind who only wanted to sell books and videos to wannabes, but the kind who living their lifestyle.

He had taken every course there was on reconnaissance and infiltration.

He could sneak with the best of them.

First he poured himself a slug of bourbon. Gulped it down, and had another.

Fortified, he showered, then pulled on stretchy underwear. The kind that had a ring to secure his package, and a pouch big enough for his balls.

They were pretty big balls, too. The size of baseballs. His pecker was just a little bigger than normal, eight inches, but his balls…whooeee! Big.

He pulled on black, stretch jeans. They were lightweight, good flexibility if he needed to climb anything, or perform any gymnastic type of movement.

A black tee and a black hoody. He put a watch cap in the big front pocket of his hoodie. It was black with a window for his eyes.

Checked the ‘Find Your Phone’ app. She had stopped, and he knew where.

She had stopped in front of Liela Fieldings’ house.

Liela Fielding. Divorced. A massive rack that she liked to tease men with. Lips that pursed when she spoke, inviting any and all to kiss her.

What the hell was Cara doing at Liela’s house?

He took another slug of whiskey. He had a slight buzz now, and that was the way he liked it.

Heat in his gut, warmth in his skull, a comfortable feeling that took a lot of edges off.

He pulled on black socks, black sneakers and went to his wife’s vanity table and looked down.

Eye shadow, mascara, hmmm. That was close enough. He wiped his hands with mascara and rubbed his skin around his eyes. He gave himself a little mask, and he looked like a human raccoon.

He looked at the tube of lipstick she had used. God, that was sexy stuff. Why did women get all the sexy stuff? Why didn’t they make cosmetics for men?

He sighed and ignored the gold tube. He was tempted, but he would have to be a lot drunker to put that stuff on. It was exciting, enticing, but…he was a manly man.

He was ready. Oh, except for his flask.

When he had been in the SEALs he had always kept a flask. Even in the field. It was necessary on a gold night of watches. It was perfect for when men were hurt, wounded, needed something to take the edge off.

He filled the flask with bourbon and headed out to the garage.

There, on the side of the garage, pristine and looking like a stallion ready to fuck, was his GXXR.

His 1000cc motorcycle, sleek and black and fixed up the way he liked it.

He opened the garage door, then started up the beast.

Rrrrr.

Not RRRRR, but rrrrr.

He didn’t want a loud bike, though they were useful for letting cars know there was a motorcycle around.

He wanted a hum in the night, so nobody knew when he was around.

He kicked the kickstand and let the trigger out.

Zzzzz went the motor, and he went up the street like he was slinking. Slinking on the fastest motorcycle on the track.

Okay, Cara, he thought. Let’s find out!

Then his tail lights were gone.

Barry loved nothing more than to drive with a slight buzz. Just a slight one, though. He didn't want to risk a ticket or, God forbid, going down.

This night was perfect for riding, and he was extra careful about his cruising. No cops for him.

He crossed town sedately, stopping at the occasional traffic light to check his phone.

Yep. Cara was still at Lielas. But why? What was she doing there? Was this her big stop? Her party? The place where she had been going once a month for nearly a year?

He didn’t know, but he was going to find out.

Liela lived in back country, out past Morgan Hill. She had a country estate, tri-level on the side of a hill. She was the only one on the hill, and she had a wonderful view and plenty of privacy. Nothing but coyotes and the occasional skunk.

Barry cruised through the low hills, great bike riding country with swoops and straights that energized the heart and imagination. Once it had been nothing but the occasional farmer, then regular farmers had moved in, grew everything from tomatoes to artichokes in the fertile land. Then it became vineyards. Small ones with fancy names, and the ‘gentlemen farmers’ who owned silicone valley moved in.

They moved in and the place was quiet until the weekend bash, the software engineers invited up to the boss’s house.

This was not the weekend. It was a Thursday night, and the place was quiet as a very religious mouse in a graveyard.

Barry cruised around Lielah’s hill. He slowed and his motor became a whisper that not even that graveyard mouse could hear.

He looked up the hill and noted the brightly lit lights. There were half a dozen cars lined along the winding driveway, and he could hear music over the sound of his bike.

Hmm. A party?

He made a couple of passes without lights, looking for the perfect place to stash his machine while he went up the hill and reconnoitered on foot.

Just beyond the second driveway past Lielah’s, only a hundred yards, was a large sign. It was a base of rocks, six foot high and ten feet long.

‘Leaving Morgan Hill.’

On the other side of the street was another sign, a ‘welcome’ sign, and next to that one were a bunch of badges. Elks, Mooses, Odd fellows. that sort of thing.

Barry rode his bike behind the sign and put the kickstand down. The ground was hard enough that the kickstand didn’t sink into the earth, and he left his helmet locked to the bike and sauntered up the road.

It was light, and he stuck to the left side of the road and the dark shadows. No cars came zooming up the road, so his walk went unnoticed, even by the ‘farm dogs’ the Siliconers kept to protect their grape plots.

He arrived at Liehal’s drive and now he was temporarily in light. He frowned and hoped the fence and walked into a small apricot orchard. Hidden in shadow again, he walked straight toward the house, and went up a 45 degree hill. Two hundred yards and he was below the stone wall that lined the driveway.

He walked below the stone wall for a hundred feet. He could see the roofs of the cars lining the driveway, then he was below the house proper.

He gripped the wall and hoisted himself up quick and smooth, rolled over, and laid on the earth.

Nothing.

No dogs.

No chickens or pigeons. Not even a black cat.

For a couple of minutes he just looked around.

He was on flat earth, behind some trimmed bushes that curved away from the driveway and around Lielah’s property.

Nothing happening, just the music from the house, and he crawled under the bushes and circled the backyard.

It was flat. A swimming pool. And a cluster of rocks. Big rocks. Boulders. Like a giant zen garden of sorts.

A few trees. A diving board. open ground.

Except for the boulders.

He was at an angle to the house. From the way the lights lit up the area he knew he could come up on the boulders once he had them between him and the house.

He crawled, just a slither of his body across the earth, in the shadows, like a snake on his belly.

The party was going pretty good, and as he rounded the yard and came up behind the boulders he listened to the music.

They were playing the album from ‘Fifty Shades of Grey.’

Fifty Shades. One of Cara’s favorites. She watched the movie all the time, all three movies, and once she had even played with ben wah balls in her pussy.

God, she had been hot that night!

And she had taken all that hotness out on him.

But then she had tried to work the ben wah balls into his butt, and he drew the line.

“What if the string breaks?” They were connected by a simple string that didn’t look too sturdy.

“Then we’ll take you to the emergency room and humiliate the shit out of you!”

She had been drunk at the time. She was always more playful when she was drunk.

“What if they roll up into my body?”

“We’ll get a pooper scooper and douche you out the manly way!” She thought that was hilarious, but the humor was lost on Barry.

“Well, I think not,” he had stated, feeling a bit offended that she would even think he would do such a thing. His butt was sacred, as far as he was concerned.

Now he listened to the seductive music, the sinuous rhythm, the beat that seemed to align with sex organs.

Lying in the dirt behind the boulders…he liked it.

Of course he was a little high.

There were three boulders and her crawled between two, got out his cell phone and held it out behind the third boulder.

He didn’t want to risk showing his head, but nobody would see a little patch of darkness at the base of the boulders.

He angled his head, lined up the cell, and watched the screen.

A dozen women, most in stages of undress, bikinis, and one fully naked.

They were all holding wine glasses, and from the colors of the drinks Barry guessed they were all sipping wine coolers.

Cara liked wine coolers, and he knew that she could take a lot before she became incapacitated. she could drink all night and still make it home, which matched up with the condition she returned home in from one of these shindigs.

The house was a very modern ranch style, a big living room and kitchen, and two wings set at ninety degrees, the patio, then the pool, then a short lawn…then the bit of zen earth with boulders.

The women were in the house and it looked like swim time was over. They danced with each other, sometimes at a distance, sometimes cheek to cheek.

Like lovers.

Two women were on a couch, humping like it was the end of the world.

Well, not exactly humping. They were doing something called tribbing, where their crotches were scissoring together.

A couple of women watched, standing in pose, elbows in hands that held drinks. They seemed to be discussing the action.

But the interesting thing, Barry noted as he watched, was that women kept going down the hallway on the left.

Occasionally women went through the hallway on the right, but they came back with fresh drinks, so that was probably the kitchen.

But the hallway on the left…hmm.

And they came back whispering, heads together, as if amazed. Their heads were together, they giggled, and…something was happening in the left wing.

And Cara was nowhere to be seen.

Was she in the left wing?

If she was, why didn’t she come out?

Barry turned on record and videoed the scene in the house for several minutes. His phone picked up the sensual music, the gyrating semi-nude bodies.

The bouncing tits and the swing asses. The kissing and tribbing. A house full of orgy.

He retracted the phone, checked it, sent the video to the cloud.

Okay. Time to find out where his wife was. Time to find out what was really happening in the back bedroom.

Barry wiggled backwards, away from the house, keeping the boulders in between him and the house.

Under the bushes again, then a circle to the left.

The circle of bushes ended up against the side of the house.

Barry got his feet under himself and darted across a three feet pathway of octagonal, red brick.

He put his ear to the house and listened.

He cold hear voices, mostly muted, but some pieces of sentences he could hear.

“What will she…”

“Turn it….way.”

Sounds of women muttering, a crowd sound that he couldn’t differentiate the voices of.

He crawled along the house to a side window. The wing went further, but there was no light in the further room, so the action, as he had already heard, was happening here.

The drapes were drawn, except for a part at the bottom. He stood up and put his ear to the glass, and the voices came through better.

“Okay. Take deep breaths.”

What? he wondered.

“Okay, I’m starting.”

A loud groan.

“Okay.” And the mutter of the crowd. But not just a mutter, now he could make out the mutter of remarks, sounds of admiration, even gasps of…of…delight?

“Spread your legs apart. Okay, ladies, watch what she does when I…”

The sound of a yelp, then a laugh, and a moan of…happiness.

What the fuck were they doing in there?

Slowly, aware that somebody might catch a sudden movement through the split at the bottom of the drapes, he moved sideways, expanding his view of the activities in the house.

Bodies slid sideways, and he saw that the women were all clustered on one side of the room. To his left. To his right he could almost see…he moved to the left more and looked to the right through the part in the drapes.

A body was standing in front of him. This body was clothed, but as she shifted her position from one leg to the other he could see hair, part of a profile of a face, and…it was Lielah!

She was standing with her back to him, wearing shorts and a stiff, white shirt. Looked like a man’s dress shirt. Sort of.

“I’m going to turn up the juice now…”

Her arms moved and a shriek came from across the room. Then, “More! Again!”

He could tell from the sound of her voice that Lielah was smiling. “Can you see the response? Let’s add a bit of a wave to the signal…”

“Oh…oh, fuck! Please! Just finish me off!”

The women watching all chuckled, and the looks in their eyes…avid jealousy!

Barry was thoroughly confused. What was Lielah doing? and what were the crowd of women reacting to?

He put his face against the glass and tried to see around Lielah, and then Lielah moved. She walked forward, and though she stayed in between Barry and whatever was in front of her, Barry could see the shape of…of a chair or something. But, no. It was thick in places, the way the legs were spread…it was like some kind of doctor’s chair, but the legs were spread and he could see the bare flesh of a woman.

Then Lielah stepped to the side and Barry had a full view.

Cara! Laying in a chair, a doctor’s chair for gynecological exams, the legs spread, and…and leather straps securing Cara in place.

Her arms were strapped, her legs, her belly.

The legs were pulled apart wide and Barry had a first class view of his wife’s pussy.

A pink slit, slightly parted.

Shaved. Plumped up and moist.

And several electrodes attached to her.

One electrode went right up her ass. He could see a bit of the silver tube, but most of it was inside her.

Clamps keeping her labia apart. Wires to the clamps.

A suction tube, clear, around her clitoris. The air was sucked out and her clitoris looked large in the little tube. And a wire to that.

And other wires ending in little suction cups attached to her pussy.

And a big dildo pushed right in, with wires to that!

Barry looked faint. He knew Cara was a bit of a freak, but this…to be the object of…of…

What was this? It looked like an orgy, but here in the back room it looked like…like…what?

Inside the room Lielah adjust an electrode. She stepped back, and this time she didn’t block Barry’s view. “Okay. Now this will cause her to edge uncontrollably. She won’t be able to cum, but…watch.”

Lialah turned a dial on a remote. In the chair Cara started wailing.

“OOOOO! FUCK!”

Lielah turned the dial down, then up, then down, then up.

Cara waned, relaxed, then waxed, and arched. up and down her hips went. Her eyes were crazed, desperate, and drool leaked out of the corner of her mouth.

Barry held the phone to the window and started recording.

For the next ten minutes he watched, and sent videos to the cloud, his wife screaming for orgasm, sighing in relief as she was backed off, then begging piteously

Lialah, however, worked the remote like the pro she obviously was. She kept Cara on an unbelievable edge.

If Barry had ever thought that sex couldn’t drive a person crazy, he learned differently that night.

Finally, he had enough proof.

But…proof of what?

He had everybody’s faces and their responses, and those responses, and his wife’s, proved only one thing. It was all consensual.

The women were watching avidly. They wanted to be there.

Lialah was the bell of the ball, she was the MC, the Master of Ceremonies, and she loved the reactions and responses.

And she really loved how Cara was reacting.

And Cara, there was absolutely no doubt that she wanted to be there.

Now Barry knew where his wife was on those nights she told him to have a drink and watch some porn and even jack off.

She was being tossed through a wringer of massive proportion. She was being sexually laid open.

Had she danced naked with the other women in the house? Had she kissed them and even tribbed them?

Of course she had. A woman couldn’t be the ‘tester’ of the electronic device that Lielah was playing with unless she had exhausted all other possibilities.

She had fucked and sucked to her hearts content.

No men. Probably no men had ever…she was true in that respect. Maybe she had taken a dildo up her pussy. She certainly had one up her butt, so he didn’t doubt she hadn’t experienced the plastic peter up her pussy, but…no men.

That relieved him, sort of.

She wasn’t cheating on him, there wasn’t emotional involvement. She was just…jacking off. Jilling off. Whatever women called it.

She was getting off, but in a way that Barry had never imagined.

She was being penetrated, delved into, teased, her pussy and even asshole used. Her tits were flushed, and he saw a couple of big suction cups on the floor next to the chair. And smaller suction cups for her nipples.

When he thought about it, when he eventually would, it was a compliment to him that she needed so much mechanical attention to improve on what he did to her.

But these thoughts didn’t smooth the mighty maelstrom in his mind. His confusion and puzzlement.

Eventually, given the time, he wold have been able to resolve this sexual conundrum, but right now it was a blast to his face, to his logic, to his peace of mind.

His wife, getting super diddled by electronics. Women cheering. Lielah chatting with the crowd, pointing out things that were happening like a happy car salesman.

It was too much. He was overwhelmed. And he knew he had to get out of there.

He crouched, his head down, breathing deeply.

He had to leave. He couldn’t risk staying here any longer. Not because he  was afraid of being caught, but because his mind just couldn’t take it any longer.

He slowly moved to the left, and that was his mistake.

If he had moved to the right, back the way he had entered, he would have been safe.

But he wanted to get away, and it was faster to move to the left, he could dart across the path, run down the driveway, and even if somebody aw him…he would be gone.

So he stepped to the left.

A spigot stuck out of the house. A bit of pipe formed into a square fed and supported the spigot. It was invisible.

He tripped, fell, and put his hand out.

He was okay so far. He could catch himself, except for the rattle snake he landed on.

California was once the home of the Grizzly. It was the state bear, as shown on the state flag. But it might as well have been replaced by the rattlesnake.

The bears were pretty much gone, but the rattlesnake was quite common. It crawled and slithered through shadows, only rattling its tail when put upon.

Now it didn’t even have time to be put upon. Barry’s hand landed right on it.

The rattlesnake moved, a lightening dart in the dark. invisible, but Barry knew exactly what it was.

He had been around the world with the SEALs. He had encountered crocodiles in Australia. Giant ants in Panama. He had been threatened by wild dogs, attacked by Kimono Dragons, and had even eaten tiger in Vietnam.

But he couldn’t stand snakes.

He hid it, he worked around it, but…snakes terrified him. Terrible, guttural terror.

He heard the hiss and the rattle and knew, and his terror overwhelmed him.

He felt the bite on his arm, and his imagination filled in what he couldn’t see. Two curved fangs digging deep into his flesh, gallons of poison injected right into his body.

The specter of death, but he didn’t know that the snake had only bitten cloth. It hadn’t injected a load of poison into him. But he sure thought it had.

He screamed and leaped straight up. Not thinking. And struck his head on a half open bathroom window.

Clunk, he was down.


Part Two

There are different levels of unconsciousness.

There is deeply unconscious, don’t hear a thing, sleepy time.

There is semi-conscious, not able to move much, maybe a groan or two, unconscious. The mind registers, the being watches, it’s like a dream happening, but it’s real.

There is dazed and confused, able to move a bit, maybe even make sense, but the person isn’t really there.

Of the three basic states of consciousness Barry was in number two.

He lay on the ground and looked up. The window he had conked his head on opened up and a woman stuck her head out and looked around…and down.

“Hey! There’s a man out here!”

Actually, the women in the room where Lielah was conducting her seminar, or whatever it was, hadn’t heard anything. Barry’s scream was heard, but assumed to just be the laugh of some woman with a hand goosing her.

But when the woman in the bathroom burst into the room and shouted at Lielah, “There’s a man lying down outside!” the place went wild.

Women flocked to the doorway, tried to get through, giggled and shoved and grabbed butt. They weren’t scared of a man lying down. There were a couple of dozen women in the house and they were all high and wanted sex.

Lielah ran to Cara and took off the electrodes and undid the leather straps. Another woman helped her, and it didn’t take long, but Lielah was the last woman out the door.

Except for Cara, who struggled to her feet, tried to walk and had to hold onto the wall, the door jam, or whatever happened to encounter her groping hand.

Sexually speaking, she was beaten to a pulp. And still horny. Definitely horny. She had been electronically teased for an hour and she was a puddle of mushy muscles and dazed senses. All her attention was on her steaming pussy.

God. She wanted to fuck!

Thus, while the women headed for a couple of doorways, one at the dark room on the side of the wing, and the other through the sliding glass doors, Cara just stumbled to the kitchen.

She was drenched with sweat. Her hair looked as if it had been used for a mop. Her whole naked body was slick and shiny with sexual perspiration.

She made it to the kitchen and put her head under the faucet. Dimly, she realized she was alone. Not another woman in the house. All of the women had gone somewhere.

Cara was too muddled to think about that, to even care. She just kept her head under the faucet and rinsed her head off.

A half a dozen arrived at Barry at the same time. They were followed by a thick trickle, then Lielah.

“He’s unconscious!”

Barry blinked his eyes and registered that a ring of female faces were above him, looking down on him.

“Back up, girls. Let me see.” Lielah knelt next to Barry. That the man was barely cognizant, that his eyes were open but barely shifting, told her that he was likely unconscious.

She looked up and saw the open window.

She reached for his head and gently pulled his watch cap up.

He was handsome. His eyes had make up on him and looked like he had a mask on. So he was a sneaker. Probably a peeper. But how had he come upon them? Everybody in the group was sworn to secrecy, and nobody in the group wanted to risk losing out on the experiences had at the house.

“Snake!” muttered Barry.

But there was no sign of a snake, and he hadn’t been bitten anywhere.

He was coming to. She felt his head and her fingers traced the bump.

“Okay, girls, let’s take bozo here into the house.”

“But what are we going to do with him?”

Lielah thought. She had a few pairs of handcuffs, but that was awkward. What did they do? Handcuff him to something? Cuff his legs together?

No. They had to restrain him better than that until they found out who he was and why he was here.

“Take him to the chair. We’ve got restraints there.”

The room. Where Lielah worked her remote and took women to the peaks of orgasm.

All of the women exchanged glances. There were a few giggles, but the mood was one of anticipation. They had all experienced the chair, had been tormented sexually until they were out of their minds.

Now they had a man.

Six woman picked Barry up. They could feel his muscles, they kept looking at each other, wondering at what they were about to do. They didn’t know what they were going to do, but they all had this intuitive feeling that it was going to be good.

Through the sliding doors and the main room. Down the hall and into…’the room.’

They placed him on the specially configured chair. They strapped his ankles and wrists. They fastened the big belt over his belly, and another one that they normally didn’t use over his chest. Then one around his neck.

Barry was fastened down. He couldn’t do much more than wiggle, and he was starting to come out of his daze.

A score of women were gathered around him. Staring. He picked individual words and phrases out of the mumble.

“Handsome. …do you think he’s got a big…”

“Why was he out there? Was he peeping?”

“Look at his cell phone!”

One of the women had picked up his phone from where it had fallen from his pocket. It had closed and she couldn’t open it.

If she had been able to the whole game would have been over right then. Everybody would have seen his contacts and recognized Cara’s name. But it was locked.

“Hey! You! What’s your password?”

There was no way in holy hell that Barry was going to give up his password. He had gone through training drills in the SEALs on how to not give any data past name, rank and serial number.

“Come on, give!” A hand slapped his face. It wasn’t a heavy hand, more of a wake up call. And it succeeded.

Tim came roaring back to consciousness, and he suddenly realized he was in bad doo doo.

He was fastened to that weird chair his wife had been fastened to. His arms and legs, his whole body, was incapable of movement.

The women saw his eyes flicker, and they grinned and made snide remarks.

Then Lielah stepped into the room.

“Good morning, whoever you are.”

Lielah knew Barry. She had met him a few times when out with Cara. But Tim was all in black, he had a few whiskers, and that black mask of make up around his eyes. It was just enough that she didn't know who he was.

Barry saw that, and now was determined that he wouldn’t say anything. He was in ‘prisoner of war’ mode, and he wasn’t going to say a word. He had to get loose, find Cara, and get the hell out.

Lielah smiled. “Listen, Mr. Man With No Name, ‘ve haf vays to make you talk!”

The women in the room laughed and nudged each other at Lielah’s imitation of a German interrogator.

Barry just lay there and assessed options. Of which there were none. There was no way he could undo the straps, he didn’t have any wiggle room, and two dozen women watching him put the nix on any escape attempt, anyway.

“Well. We have a problem, ladies.” Lielah looked around with a smile. “And I think we have a solution.”

The women grinned, knowing what was coming.

“After all, he is in our little chair, and haven’t a few of you wondered How well a man could handle our little love techniques?”

The women gave little cheers as their eyes lit up with glee.

In the kitchen Cara was coming back under control. She was till burning up in the pussy, but she was able to walk, to talk, to sort of function like a human being. Sort of.

If she could just stand the throbbing desire to get off.

She turned off the faucet and looked down the long hall. All the women were gathered at the sex room. All of them. Damn, Lielah must be really running somebody through the sexual wringer.

She sighed. She wasn’t jealous, for she had just been through the sexual wringer, and was still in it.

God, did she want to cum!

Holding her pussy in one hand, squeezing her mons and groaning, she walked, a little bent at the knees, a little hunched over, through the main room and out into the night.

She stepped into the swimming pool and was swallowed by the water.

She hung there for a moment, supported by the water but about a foot under the surface.

Oh. The relief. Not to her pussy, that needed a cum badly. But to her body.

Then she floated up, lay on her back, her breasts exposed to the balmy, night wind. That light breezed brushing over her over stimulated nipples.

Oh, fuck. She had never felt like this. Always before she had been edged to an excruciating, mind blowing peak, then pushed over the edge.

But now she was at the peak, and she had never been pushed over the edge.

Briefly, she wondered what had happened. Something about a man, but…she was so sexed up at the time she hadn’t really registered anything.

But the wondering only lasted a second. Her body was too desperate for climax to try and solve problems that made no sense.

Her feet touched the bottom and she stood. She brushed her fingers over her nipples and moaned. She squeezed her mons, then began to finger herself.

Oh, yes. Oh, fucking yes! And her hand began to move faster.

In the room Barry stared at the women. They were looking at him like he was a juicy bit of freshly barbecued steak at a convention of wolves.

They licked their lips and stared. A coupe of them placed their hands on his legs. The ones who had no tops, or half bras, had highly excited nipples showing.

Boobs were flushed and pink, and one woman was actually frigging herself with her fingers.

“Come on!” somebody moaned. “Let’s do it!”

Lielah gave a big smile. “First, we need to prepare our little victim. Jane. There are a pair of sharp scissors in the drawer in my bed stand. Could you, please?”

Jane was a buxom blonde with wet, blue eyes. Hungry eyes. She dashed out of the room and was back in a literal jiffy. She handed the scissors to Lielah.

“Don’t!” Barry growled in a deep voice. His voice was a little hoarse from the whiskey he had drunk earlier, and he was trying to disguise it. At any rate, Lielah didn’t recognize it.

Cara might have recognized it, but she was outside, getting herself off in the pool.

Lielah held up the scissors. They gleamed in the light and she snipped the air a couple of times.

“Now then, Mr…you know, I don’t know whether I should call you Bozo or handsome…but, I shall suggest that you not move. These are sharp scissors. Very sharp. And I don’t want you bleeding. Got that?”

Barry said nothing. He just glared.

Lielah began snipping up the side of his pants. The material parted smoothly, except when she came to the folded over lines of the seams.

Women moved up and touched him.

Lielah smiled down at him as she worked through the waistband. “You know, I have the feeling that we’ve met some place before. But…I just don’t know.”

Barry growled, “Cruel and unusual punishment.”

Lielah just chuckled throatily. “Honey, when we get going you’re going to know it not cruel, but it sure is unusual.”

One of his legs was exposed all the way up and women pulled it back and under.

“Hmm. You’ve got some muscles. Glad to hear you aren’t one of these slovenly fellows who doesn’t take care of himself.”

She worked up the other leg, and the pants were in two parts connected by the crotch.

Lielah unzipped him, unbuckled him, and lowered the pouch he kept his package in. It was a a bit stretched out because of his hard cock, and she took his shaft in hand and moved it around.

“Cute. He’s got a c-ring. A cock-ring. Look, girls.”

In spite of his situation, Barry was embarrassed. After all, it was kinky underwear, not your normal BVDs.

Lielah cut the ring loose from the material supporting it, and now Barry’s package was totally in a cock ring. The ring had three sizes, and Lielah unsnapped the loosest size, which Barry preferred, and put it to the tightest setting.

“Oh,” groaned Barry.

His cock stood straight up, the blood rushing more in than out, and the girls cheered his swelling boner.

Next, she cut through the crotch of the pants and the women pulled all the pieces of his pants away.

Barry wasn’t a hairy fellow, but like nearly all men, he had some hair on his legs. And a hairy crotch.

The women stood back and gazed down at his legs, and the light jungle above.

“Nice,” murmured one of the women.

Another woman looked like she wanted to reach out and grab his boner.

Enhanced by the cock ring his dingus stuck up like a rocket ship. Like it was ready to blast off.

His balls were tight and shiny, the skin pulled tight by the protrusion of his cock.

“My, my,” muttered Lielah. “Christmas has come early. She handed the scissors to one of the other women. “Do his shirt, please.”

The other woman began snipping up his waist. Like Lielah had with his legs, she had to work around the leather straps that confined him.

Barry felt the scissors snicking, he felt the cold steel brush against him, but there was nothing he could do but not panic.

Lielah and another woman took off his shoes, and now Barry was totally naked. Naked as the day he was born. Naked and with that big, thrusting, throbbing ding dong between his legs.

One of the women braved it then. She reached out and curled a hand around Barry’s tool.

Barry jerked, closed his eyes, and opened them. “Leave me alone. Let me go.”

“When we’re having such fun?”

“Fun for you,” he snarled, keeping his voice gruff.

“And fun for you.” Lielah turned to the others. “Girls, for the best connection we must have a clean interface. We can’t have hair getting in the way.”

Grins all around, the girls knew what to do. One woman left and came back with a bottle of Nair and a couple of hand towels. She began spraying the stuff onto his legs, his body, his arms.

His groin and armpits.

Other women massaged the chemical into his flesh. Shortly he was completely covered. He even had Nair on the parts of his back that pressed against the chair.

“You…can’t…do…this!” Barry raged, but his struggles were weak and the chemical began to heat up his skin.

Quickly, the girls wiped his hair off.

Barry was the outdoors type, but it was the start of summer and he hadn’t been out all winter. His skin was a lovely white with mere hues of bronze here and there.

“Oh, lovely,” one woman breathed. She kept wiping his skin even though the Nair was gone. Her soft hands worked up to his groin.

“Play as you will, girls. Everybody should take a hand, but don’t let him cum.”

The girls all placed their hands on him. They laughed and sighed and felt his warm flesh.

It was a turn on for Barry, too. He tried not to be turned on, but his throbbing pecker told the truth. He was turned on.

“What are you doing?” he gasped.

“Having fun. How did you find out about us?”

Barry clamped his lips together.

“Doesn’t matter,” Lielah curled a hand alongside his cheek. “You’ll talk.”

“Won’t!” And Barry really thought he wouldn’t. But he didn’t fully grasp the idea that women were the more vicious of the species.

Lielah just smiled.

Meanwhile, the women were having a ball. His balls. They held and squeezed, palpated and laughed when he jerked with the pain that wasn’t totally a pain.

One woman placed her mouth over his cock and sucked lustfully, then backed off when she deemed him too close.

Lialeh had a suitcase open on a chair next to Barry. She reached in and took out wires and tubes and electrodes and other items.

“Okay, girls, let me in.”

The women parted and Lialeh put electrodes on his balls. One electrode on each side. She put two sets of electrodes on his shaft. She set a small tube atop the head of his cock and sucked the air out of it with a hand device.

Barry gasped as his pulsing pud expanded to fill the small tube.

“We would put an electrical lead to your penis, but that always makes men come too fast.”

“Don’t do this!”

Lialan put the ends of the leads to a machine, plugged them in, then started checking connections with the remote she had been using on Cara earlier.

“Why not?” she spoke without looking at him, her attention focused on the remote. “I suppose, thinking about it, that you heard about what we do up here, and you wanted to see for yourself. What better way to see than to do. Eh? Okay, ladies, are you ready for the show?”

There were giggles and laughs and nods all around, and Cara walked into the room.

“What is this?”

Cara had gotten herself off, several times, and was finally able to think. Her own ministrations were good, but not as good as the machine that had driven her to the precipice. She was wet from the pool, naked, and drained. And sort of frustrated, too.

She stared at Barry.

Barry stared at her.

He was naked and had that stupid little raccoon mask of cosmetics around his eyes, but she recognized him.

And Barry saw that she recognized him.

Never had he been so embarrassed. He was so mortified that he couldn’t even speak. Couldn’t confess. Just lived in his shame.

Cara being a newcomer to the room, the girls let her pass by and she stood over her husband, and gave not a clue that she recognized him.

“We’re about to ask this fellow a few questions. Find out why he’s here, that sort of thing. You’re just in time.”

Cara nodded. “I can already tell you what he is. He’s a jealous man.  A nosy man. But I doubt if you’ll get much out of him.”

“Oh, I think we will. Nobody to stop us, we can edge him until he’s begging to talk.”

Cara nodded and gave a half smile. “Well, I’m tired, but I’ll leave you to it.”

Her eyes were speaking volumes to Barry. So you were jealous. You were suspicious. You couldn’t trust me. Well, here you go, baby. Enjoy the misery.

His eyes were sending messages, too. I’m sorry! Please forgive me! Get me out of this!

But Cara wasn’t going to get him out of this. She knew what ‘this’ was. She had been taken to the brink of insanity herself, a few times. And curiosity wasn’t going to kill this cat, but it sure was going to teach a lesson.

Some of the ladies asked her to stay, but Cara simply smiled and said, “No. I’ve got my trusty hubby at home. I think I’ll go satisfy myself on him. He’s a real man, not like this sniveling wimp.”

She started to turn to leave, then stopped. She turned back and her grin was truly devious. “You know, I see he somehow lost his clothes. You might want to decorate him before you send him on his way.”

With that she did leave the room. A short while later her car could be heard zipping down the long drive.

Well, the ladies heard it. Barry didn’t. Barry was too busy with other things than listening to cars driving away.

Lielah turned the switch and Barry’s head jerked and he looked at his cock.

“Excellent,” murmured Lielah. “That was the first setting, just to make sure all the connections are secure.”

She had two dials on the remote. One had ten selections, one for each electrode. The other increased intensity. Zero was nothing. Ten was…well, Barry would find out.

She turned one dial and then the other.

Barry jumped as his ball received a generous hum.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered as a delicate harmonic seemed to sooth his testicle from the inside out.

Another setting, another twist.

The electrodes all worked, and Lielah began working them in series.

Zip, zip, zip. Up his stuff. It felt like sperm shooting up, but it was only electrons.

“Lielah?”

“Yes?” Lialeh turned to one of the ladies.

“Aren’t you going to connect his anus?”

“Oh, my gosh! Thank you, Sandy.”

Barry watched in horror as the slender, silver tube was greased up.

“No! No!” He wiggled, but Lialah just pressed a button and the chair leaned back until his asshole was exposed.

Barry had played with his asshole. Every man has. It’s too delicious not to. But to have some stranger put something in him….no!

It went right in, slick as silk. The electrode was connected, and Lialeh tested the connected.

“AHHH!” It was a surprise, but more than that…it was heart stoppingly pleasurable.

From that moment on Barry would be converted to anal play. would even prefer anal play. Would eventually be reduced to begging his wife for anal play.

Right then, however, he just lurched so hard the girls thought the leather straps might break.

They didn’t.

Lialah began playing with Barry’s body.

There are musical instruments. There are little toot flutes that kids run around piping on. There are instruments that play a rich, single note, and the musician runs up and down to make melodies. Then there are more complex instruments. The guitar, the piano, others.

Lielah didn’t play the mouth flute, or a tuba. She played an instrument as complex as a piano, and she was a maestro of the finest order.

She turned one dial, then the other, and sensations ran through Barry’s body. She slowly increased the pressure, and mild, soothing melodies were transformed into raging concertos.

Barry felt every note she played. Sometimes he mumbled, drooling, and went along with it, even enjoyed it. Sometimes he screamed with the violence crescendoes of sexual stimulation.

Chairs were brought in and the ladies all sat around and sipped wine and whiskey and made remarks and suggestions.

The hours passed, and Barry forgot who he was.

He became a sodden, spluttering mess, dying to cum.

He jerked and twitched, quivered and jumped. Sometimes he closed his eyes and sometimes they were jerked open with a gasp.

Lialeh not only used electricity, she used her hands. She held his cock and felt the electricity shimmy up and down, and knew when to back off.

“No cummies for you, my dear,” she whispered.

Several times ladies moved in with damp hand towels to wipe the perspiration from him. He was given water freely, and, finally, whiskey.

And, after an hour, Lialeh turned up the heat. She used both the electronic remote, and physical punishment.

Barry lurched up, the anal electrode made him shimmy and shiver, then his nipples were pinched, and he was spanked.

He was in no real pain, but he cried. The world as he knew it was being changed, and he was being changed with it.

‘Don’t’ became ‘More!’

Sputters of saliva became pleadings to get off.

“Make me cum! Make me cum!” He begged without knowing who he was. And that was good, and it was bad.

“Who are you?” asked Lielah, bring him to the edge once again.

“I…don’t…know!” through gritted teeth, and he was serious. Lielah frowned. Had she taken him too far?

No. But her questions weren’t going to be answered. Would he be able to resist her after all?

But Lielah wasn’t one to accept defeat. She turned up the voltage, increased the arpeggios and played his body even faster. She increased his desire by blasting it even more.

She went from playing Bolero to William Tell. Her mastery of the remote was incredible and her audience watched in awe.

She even took the anal electrode out and use various instruments on him. Dildos. Fingers.

A fist.

But, in the end, she found she had gone too far. She had passed Barry’s breaking point, and he lay there, sobbing with sensual frustration, wondering who he was, wishing he could cum.

Just one time. One, little cum.

Nope.

Lielah released him when the sun came up. As the golden rays crested the how hills behind Morgan Hill she undid his straps.

Some of the women were still awake. Some of them slept in each others arms.

Lielah herself was tired. Yet, not disappointed. Yes, the man, whoever he was, had beaten her. But for her it wasn’t just the contest, it was the experience of playing the man, raising him and lowering him, making him beg. and plead…and then denying him.

“What…what?” stated Barry.

“We’re going to let you go, whoever you are.”

“Oh.”

He didn’t think about clothes. He just looked down at the dick that had never squirted. He wanted to squirt.

“Girls, somebody have some clothes for Mr. Nobody?”

The few ladies still awake chuckled, and articles of clothing were produced. But since there was no man living at this house all the clothing was…lingerie.

Barry stood, dazed, not even understanding that he was a man. He had a dick, but his ability to think was so far gone not even that registered as significant…other than the desire to squirt it.

He stood in panties and bra and they put a dress on him. No telling whose it was, but it fit him. Fit him rather well, actually.

And make up.

The sun was shining full in the big window as they painted his face, applied primer, foundation, blush.

They did his eyes, and they made the raccoon mask even more ‘raccoony.’ The whites around his eyes were black, and his eyelashes were long and lined.

Lipstick. Red. Crimson. Moist looking, making his lips plump and delicious looking.

And one of the ladies had a pair of high heels that fit him. They slipped the heels on him and put little padlocks through the holes and the round, metal buckles.

They helped him to his feet.

“How’d you get here, Mr. Nobody?”

“I don’t know.” He shook his head, looked down at his black dress. He saw boobs. One of the women had stuffed nylons into his cups and he actually looked like he had boobs.

“Can you get home if we let you go?”

All he heard was ‘let go.’ That was all he needed. He stumbled through the front door and began the journey down the long and winding driveway.

He walked funny, his ankles wobbling over the heels. His ass, because of the heels, swayed back and forth. He looked like a woman. And, in a way, he felt like one.

He reached the bottom of the drive and looked both ways. He was starting to think that he might be somebody, and that he might even be able to figure it out, but it was just a vestigial memory that made him walk to the right, towards the big sign on the side of the road.

The sign woke something else up in his memory, and he saw the motorcycle. He knew it belonged to him.

He had hidden the key under a big rock, along with his wallet. He unlocked the bike, put on his helmet and headed for…somewhere…and the longer he rode the more he remembered where he was going.

Cara heard his motorcycle. She was laying on the couch, a cold washcloth over her eyes.

She heard the garage door open and the sound of the big motor. She stood up and staggered out to the kitchen.

Barry entered the kitchen at the same time she did. He stood there, a man in a dress. Little boobs and shaved legs. Nylons. Lipstick and a bandit’s mask.

He was sad, and his dress poked out because of his hard on.

Cara was hurting. A wild night of drinking and partying and more sex than a body could stand…without the real relief of pecker or machine.

But the sight of him, standing there so forlornly, looking…female.

She started to laugh, and laugh, and laugh.

And, finally, in spite of his dazed state, or maybe because of it, he started to laugh, too.

Cara walked to him, paused for a moment, a look of glee on her face, then kissed his red lips.

“Come on, stud. Let’s go to bed.” She took his hand and led him back towards the bedroom.

Stumbling, tripping, sobbing, Barry followed along.


Epilogue

A month later Cara sat at her vanity table. She was wearing a good dress, one that showed a lot of cleavage and legs. She put on her make up carefully, and her heart was pounding.

Tonight was the monthly get together of her group. She had had long talks with Lielah, and Lielah had finally found out who the mystery man was.

More important, Lielah apparently had bought a Sybian for the group to play with. Oh, man, her pussy itched just thinking about it.

On the other side of the room Barry was getting ready. He was wearing black panties, black bra and black nylons. He pulled a black dress over his body, then put on his black high heels. He had the area around his eyes blacked out, and a black watch cap atop his head.

“Are you ready?” asked Cara, standing up.

“Yep.” He stood up and faced her.

Hand in hand they headed out.

END
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Please Step-Mother…Feminize Me!

Don’t deny me any longer!
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Poor Rod. His hip is broken and he’s in a wheel chair for the summer.
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Maybe Rod isn’t so unlucky after all!
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Part One

“I’ll be gone for two months. Can you handle it?”

Sherry smiled at Roderick. “He’s only a boy. I’ve handled a boy or two in my life.

Roderick was fifty, in trim condition, but his hair was starting to turn a steely grey.

“Yes, but he’s an injured boy. And he’s always been a handful anyway.”

Sherry, who was thirty, went to her husband and pressed up against him. Gripped his hands in hers, kissed him gently.

Roderick’s breath caught. Why Sherry had ever married him, a man two decades her senior, he didn’t know. But he did know that when she touched him, especially when she kissed him, or reached right into his pants and felt him, he was a gone goose.

He had no defense against the beautiful woman.

“Oh, Lord,” he wheezed, hugging her.

She chortled. “You’re so easy.” Her large breasts poked him in the chest and her hands slipped behind his belt and dove down.

For a long minute she excited him, then she drew her hands out. “I better not get you too excited. Unless you’re going to sneak into the airplane bathroom and masturbate.”

He snorted.

“Now finish your packing.”

Roderick had his suitcase open on the bed and he put folded shirts into it, ties, slacks, everything he needed for a two month stay, and hopefully not longer, in China.

Sherry sat down on the bed and watched him prepare for his flight. “I know about the accident, but what’s this about him being a handful.”

“Tell you the truth. I don’t know.” He frowned as eh packed socks. “It’s just that when he was a child he was always unhappy. He was sort of mama’s boy, which pleased my wife no end.”

“But not you.”

He grunted. “No. Not really.  At any rate, I knew he was troubled, and he would get in trouble, pick fights, act surly, just be downright rude, but his mother protected him and I could never get to the bottom of it.”

“Maybe I can.”

“Honey, if you could, I would love you forever.”

“You already do.”

“Yeah, but I mean I’d really love you forever.

She laughed.  “Well, I’ll give it a try. I mean, I’m not his mother, but I am a woman.”

“Really?” he queried dryly.

“You hadn’t noticed?” She quipped back just as dryly.

He stopped packing and inspected her. “I knew there was something different about you.”

“Bastard!”

“Bitch!”

And they laughed together.

Then Roderick said: “You know, he might not respond to you. He loved his mommy, and he might not want a substitute.”

He raised an eyebrow at her as he talked.

“If I fail I fail.”

“But, whatever, don’t worry about it. It’s his problem, whatever it is, not yours.”

Roderick went on packing, and a few minutes later he was sitting on his suitcase and snapping the lock closed.

“Better not open that suddenly,” said Sherry, eyeing the bulging case.

“I can see the headlines. Man killed by exploding suitcase.”

“Yikes! It’s not too late to take two!

“Sure it is. You ready to rock and roll?”

“All night long,” she grinned.

He carried the suitcase and she carried his briefcase. Inside the briefcase were the plans for the merger deal he was working out for the Chinese.

“Two months,” she said as they walked towards the curb. “What a vacation.”

“A working vacation.”

“Still, the land of The Great Wall, kung fu monasteries, the Forbidden City. What a blast.”

“I’ll send you pics.”

“You’d better.”

The taxi was waiting and the trunk was up, so he bypassed the waiting driver and tossed his suitcase into the luggage compartment. A second later and he was sitting in the backseat, the window down, and Sherry was kissing him deeply.

Then he was gone. Nothing but a hand waving out a window, then the taxi was around the corner and on the way to the airport.

Sherry sighed and headed back up the walk. Two months. Damn. What the heck was she going to do for kicks?

Roderick was passionate, but not nearly passionate enough for her young blood, and now she didn’t even have him.

She closed the front door, checked all the doors and windows and headed for the bedroom.

She took off her blouse and stared at her body. Her boobs were nicely big. Too big? Nah. A woman can’t have too big boobs.

She took off her shorts and turned sideways. Her ass was still good. No sag, and she could twerk with the best of them.

Then she leaned towards her vanity mirror.

Her face was free of imperfections. She expected crow’s feet to pop up next to her eyes every day, but so far she had managed to dodge that bullet.

And there was no grey in her hair.

She bared her teeth. White, strong, and surrounded by some very sexy lips, if she did say so.

Looking in the mirror she studied how they were shaped in a perfect M.

She smiled, and was fine, then frowned. Damn! She needed more sex. And what little she did get was gone for a couple of months.

Well, poop.

She wiggled out of her panties and bra, knelt and reached into the bottom drawer of the dresser and took out her vibrator.

Ah, yes. A big, industrial model. A cord to the wall; no sissy batteries to run out of juice and leave her high and dry.

She jumped onto the bed, bounced, and spread her legs.

She started with her nipples, running the vibrator around the pink nips, focusing for a moment on the tips.

Oh, fuck! Roderick had fucked her last night, why was she so horny?

Because she always was. As a young girl, as a college student, as a professional, she had always had a high sex drive. Real high.

She had dumped more than a couple of boyfriends just because they couldn’t keep up with her.

Then Roderick came along. Not the highest of sex drive, but he loved her, and…he tried hard. He went along with her kinks, loved to tie her up and spank her, didn’t mind thrusting his fingers into her until she had a couple of juicy orgasms.

He was content to wait, but not to deprive. What a guy.

She lowered the vibrator to her groin. She pressed the tip against the flat flesh right above her clitoris. Her flesh shimmied and the vibrations went down into her sex.

Oh, yeah. Those were subtle vibrations that really got her in the mood. As if she wasn’t already in the mood.

She slid the vibrator to to the clitoris, pressing tip against tip, and her legs gave a sudden kick and shook. Her toes curled, then relaxed.

And down the length of her slit. Pushing aside the labia and taking advantage of her natural moistness.

She was gasping now, and she reached up with her other hand and gripped a nipple.

She gave her nip a twist and the moan erupted from her throat. It was that sublime combination of pain and pleasure.

Oh, she thought. This is going to be a good one!

Then she was holding her mons with one hand, pushed the vibrator between the fingers and right into her cunt.

“Fuck! Fuck!” she whimpered, her eyes were closed and all her attention was on building that big wave deep in her pussy, letting it happen, climbing the mountain and falling off the other—

DING DONG!

Sherry’s eyes flicked open. Oh, fuck! Not now! Not when she was so close!

DING DONG!

One can tell when a horn honk is impatient, just reminding you to wake up, or building in outrage.

Move your ass you stupid fuck!

In the same fashion one can tell whether a doorbell is patient, friendly, full of neighbors with flowers, or angry, irritated, on the edge of rage.

This doorbell was the latter.

The way it was held down, loud, happening again and again.

DING DONG!

Somebody was on her doorstep, and he was one pissed puppy.

For a moment Sherry thought about just ignoring the bell. Just letting whoever it was exhaust themselves and go away.

DING DONG!

But when it kept continuing, and continuing, and continuing, Sherry knew she was going to have to find out who it was. If only to give that person a piece of her mind.

She slid out of bed, shoved the wet vibrator under the pillow, and pulled on her Dragon robe.

DING DONG!

It was silk, sheer, deep red with golden dragons fluttering around. It was a present from Roderick, and  she loved it.

For a second she thought about getting out her old, tatty one. Why show her better side to whoever was ding donging like the world was ending?

She trotted down the hall, holding her robe tightly so it wouldn’t come apart, and unaware that the taut cloth pulled across her breasts were really showing her nipples off.

She saw a shadow through the tall pebble glass window next to the door.

DING DONG!

Son of a…she pulled the door open.

“Where the fuck have you been?” It was Rod. The son. The son who had been in an accident. He was in a wheel chair with a cast high on his leg. He was wearing a tee shirt and a pair of jeans that had been cut to hell for him to wear.

Rod was twenty. Third year of college. And she had never met him.

Oh, she had spoken to him on the phone, and he had sounded a bit surly, but other than that, he was a nobody in her existence.

Oddly, for all his irritating manner, he was a handsome kid. He wore his hair long, he was athletic, when he wasn’t hampered by a broken hip, and  his eyes were soft.

But the softness just covered up the mean streak.

“Rod! How wonderful to see you,” she lied. “I wasn’t expecting you until tomorrow.”

“Obviously,” he sniffed.

He tried to roll his wheel chair over the threshold, but the tires couldn’t quite make the half step up.

“Here, let me help you.”

She squeezed out of the door and got behind him.

“Turn me around,” he snapped unhappily.

She did, and she pulled, with him pushing on the tires, the chair up into the house.

He sighed as he looked around. It was a grumpy sigh.

For a moment Sherry chastised herself. Getting impatient with a boy in a wheel chair. Think how he must feel!

Then she noticed that he was staring at her robe. And smirking. And he had a boner! It was just a bulge in the altered shorts next to his cast, but it was pulsing. That was a boner, all right.

Fuck! She pulled the robe tighter, which didn’t help. It made her nipples stand out like a pencil erasers.

Then, getting flustered, she said, “Your father figured you would rather be in the guest room, right next to the master bedroom.”

“Right next to you.” He was leering at her breasts.

“I’ve got to change,” she stated abruptly.

“Not on my account.”

No, on mine you hopeless shit, she thought.

“I’ll be out in a second to help you get settled.”

She scampered down the hall and into the bedroom. She could feel his eyes on her ass as she went, and they were so intense she thought her buns were going to be scorched.

In the hallway Rod rolled his wheel chair down the hallway after her. He turned into the guest room, but not before he yelled. “My bags are out front.”

Sherry pulled on her panties and arranged her bra. She stepped into her shorts, pulled on a loose sweatshirt—that should hide her nipples—and tie some athletic sneakers on her feet.

A quick hand through her hair, a glance at herself in the mirror, and she was ready. She was determined to be a non-sexual person for this horn dog son of her husband.

“So how was the trip?” she asked cheerfully.

He was sitting in the middle of the guest room, staring at the window. “My bags are outside,” he said.

Son of a bitch! She turned and, without a word, went to the front door, opened it and retrieved his bags.

She brought them back to the guest room and placed them on his bed.

He wheeled his chair around and faced her. The sexual smirk was gone, but there certainly wasn’t any good humor.

“Would you like a sandwich or something? It’s going to be a while before dinner.”

“No.”

Sherry gave up.

“Okay.” Blunt. She turned and left the room.

She went down the hallway towards the kitchen and heard his door close behind her. And lock. Click. And something that sounded like a curse, but she was almost to the kitchen now and couldn’t quite make it out.

In the kitchen she went straight to the liquor cabinet. She brought down a bottle of rum and got out the Coke.

She got ice chips from the refrigerator ice maker, added half Coke and half rum, and took a big glug.

Ah!

That son of a bitch.

Well, Roderick had said he had problems. They hadn’t talked it out, but she had been warned, and she had told him she could handle it.

Well, so much for that. If he didn’t change his spots she was liable to take a club to him.

Another glug.

Then, holding her glass of rum and Coke, she sashayed back to her bedroom. The rum was good stuff and it was biting already.

She closed her door, locked it—click—and took her clothes off.

Just because she had a neighbor didn’t mean she wasn’t going to finish what she started.

A moment later and the vibrator was vibrating, and so was her clitoris. Then she was digging deep and sailing in the clouds.

Oh, fuck! Yes!

She kept trying.

At dinner she asked about his schooling. She asked about his trip home. She asked about the accident.

He returned monosyllabic answers and stared at his plate.

Spaghetti. Everybody likes spaghetti. Juicy strands and chewy meatballs.

Rod didn’t.

At least he only picked at his food, said as little as possible, and excused himself.

Frowning, Sherry did the dishes, threw out good food, delicious food, and tried not to be insulted.

During the evening he stayed in his room. He spent a lot of time on the internet, but he wasn’t a gamer. He was a reader. He just read books on his iPad.

His door was open and she asked if there was anything she could do for him before she went to bed.

“Try not to make so much noise,” he answered dully.

Noise? And it was clear that he was referring to her jilling off that afternoon.

Her mouth tight, her expression carefully controlled, she walked out of the room. Her face was red and she wanted to turn around and go back and scream at him.

Breakfast. The same, sullen attitude. He ate half his bacon and eggs, mumbled something and rolled back to his room.

More reading.

And she detected a body odor. Yuck.

Lunch, he ignored her. Except for side glancing her body, her breasts, and not even trying to hide the leer on his face.

Dinner he attended, and asked for a whiskey.

She gave him one. No appreciation, no mention of thanks. He just gulped it down, ate some meatloaf, and rolled back to his room.

And so it went. Day after day. Him sullen and uncommunicative. Her getting angrier and angrier.

There was no reason for him to be rude.

On the fourth day she broke.

He came for breakfast, nibbled some sausage, and started to roll away.

“Eat more.”

“What?” his face was a snarl.

“Eat more. I don’t like to waste food.”

“I do.”

They glared at each other.

“You stink. Take a bath.”

That shot home. Oh, he still had the mean expression on his. face, but he had blinked.

Sherry was not loathe to push the advantage. “Did you hear me? You stink! And if you don’t wash yourself I’ll shove you in the pool and let you drown.

He blinked a couple of times. He started to turn towards the hallway.

Sherry almost leaped over the table. She grabbed the rear handle of the wheel chair and spun it around so he was facing her.

“What the fuck is it with you? Why are you so rude?”

“Leave me alone.”

“I just want to help and you treat me like shit.”

“I want to go back to my room.” Was that the glint of moisture in the corner of his eyes?

“Not until you agree to take a bath.”

“I can’t.”

Sherry didn’t get it at first. She thought he was just refusing. “Then I’ll push you in the pool and—what?”

His head was down now. Hanging. His hair in his eyes, and she suddenly realized that the hair in his eyes was deliberate. He had moved his head forward to put the hair in his eyes so she wouldn’t see that he was crying.

She brushed his hair back and he tried to flip it forward again. Yes. Tears.

“What?”

“I can’t!” Then he yelled, “I can’t! The fucking cast won’t let me! I stink like this and I hate it and there’s nothing I can do about it! Are you satisfied now, you bitch?”

She backed off, her turn to blink, and he turned his wheel chair and rolled down the hallway.

He couldn’t wash himself because of the cast. He had gotten the cast on a month ago, and that’s probably when he started stinking. Putting up with his own body odor. People staring at him, maybe even saying things. Like she had.

Well, she could fix that.

Sherry went into the kitchen and ran a bucket of sudsy water. Warm. She picked up a couple of wash clothes and got them wet, then headed up the hallway.

The door was open, he was facing the window and reading again. She knocked.

“Go away.”

“Nope.” She spoke quite cheerfully and entered the room with the bucket and the clothes.

“Didn’t you hear me?” He half turned with a quick push on the wheel. He snapped his iPad shut, but not before she saw what he was reading.

Grace Mansfield. Well, that certainly gave a big clue to his personality!

Then he saw the bucket. “What are you doing?”

“Washing your stinky ass.”

“Get out of here!”

“We can do this the easy way or the hard way. The easy way is you let me clean you up. The hard way is I dump this bucket of soapy water on you and let you clean yourself up. Which will it be?”

He tried a ploy guaranteed not to work, “I’ll tell my father.”

Sherry burst into laughter. “Me, too. And when he hears how stinky you let yourself get he’ll thank me.”

“You fucking bitch!”

“Yep.” She placed the bucket of suds next to his wheel chair. “Now, I’m going to take off the filthy shirt you’re wearing. I’ll wash it and get you something else to wear. If you do anything but cooperate…” she smiled evilly in warning.

He was stuck. He believed her. And…he was stinky. He was a little tired of smelling himself.

She leaned over him, her breasts right in his face, and lifted his shirt.

His flesh was good, just dirty. His hair needed a wash. But it was his groin that stunk to high heaven.

Sherry tried to breath through her mouth and began scrubbing him. She worked up and down his arms, then soaped up his pits and scrubbed with the wash clothes.

“Damn,” she said cheerfully. “I need more water. Don’t run away.”

As she left the room with the bucket and clothes she noticed again that he was staring at her breasts.

She smiled as she walked down the hallway. So he was horny. Now that she was getting something done she didn’t care. Heck. Men were always horny, and she enjoyed it.

She came back to the room and considered how to wash his groin.

“We’re going to have to get those pants off you.”

“I don’t want to cut up any more.”

“That’s okay. I can cut them up. But half that evil aroma you’re exuding is from those rotten pants. And I do mean rotten.”

“I don’t have any underwear on.”

“Me neither,” she lied.

His eyes bulged a little and she chuckled. Horny, eh? Well, there’s more than one way to skin a horn dog.

She reached for his pants and he batted her hands away.

“I warned you,” she growled. She was ready to push his chair out to the patio and dump him in the pool, but something stopped her.

There is a time to bully, to use the stick, and there is a time to use the carrot.

Whatever was going on with Rod, he needed the carrot far more than the stick.

For a second she was befuddled. How was she going to do this. Then it burst on her.

“I’ll let you feel my tits.”

His eyes opened up wider than high beams in a coal mine.

She smiled.

“You…but you’re…dad…”

“Your father, if he smelled you now, would be more than happy for me to get groped. And, who knows. I might do a little groping of my own.”

Rod didn’t move,  and she reached down and unbuttoned his shorts. She pulled, asked him to wiggle, and pulled them out from under his ass and the cast.

“Gah!” she blurted, holding the cut offs at arm’s length.

She ran from the room, all the way to the garbage can outside, and deposited the rotten pants.

She came back into his room and wiped her brow. “Whew. That was ripe!”

He sat there, as if paralyzed, with the most incredulous expression on his face.

At first she was puzzled. Why was he looking at her so funny?

She dunked a washcloth into the soap bucket and headed for his groin.

She let the water slosh over him, and she rubbed his lower belly and approached his cock.

She thought his stillness was because he was embarrassed, then it dawned on her. She stopped scrubbing and looked at him. She was literally inches from him, face to face, and she asked, “Well?”

“Well?”

“Do you want to grab my boobs or not?”

“Oh…uh…”

Shy boy. She grabbed his dry hand with her wet one and brought it to her chest. “Cup it. You can play with the nipples, but be gentle. Got it?”

He was in heaven and didn’t believe it. He nodded, and his hand started to move.

She stayed bent over his lap, him feeling her up as she pushed her hand down into the crevices of his groin.

The cast was about two feet long and stretched up to his waist on the outside, but only to his groin on the inside.

She moved her hand down, further, and he gasped.

She had touched his manhood.

She grinned at him. “It’s okay. Just keep feeling my tits.”

Now his hands moved over her mounds almost frantically. He was gulping and gasping, and so busy that she managed to get down and wash his penis and balls.

His penis was already erect, and she moved her hand around his balls, massaged them thoroughly, and stroked the shaft.

He gasped, and she realized he was about to have an ‘accident,’ so she backed off.

He whimpered, and she smiled at him. “Feels good, eh?”

He nodded.

“I don’t want you to be rude to me anymore. Okay?”

“Okay,” and now he was acting a little ashamed.

She kept washing him, taking longer than she needed to, but now that she had him talking that was okay.

Finally, his cock and balls and his asshole, and all the areas around those regions clean, she moved down to his legs.

His hands were actually pleasant on her tits. She was a female horn dog, anyway—a horn bitch—so she loved the feeling of him sliding his hand over her tits, making her nipples stiff.

And her pussy was getting downright wet. Heck, she had splashed some soapy water, gotten it on her groin, and that was probably good. If she hadn’t gotten it wet then her natural wetness would have shown up.

The rest of him was pretty easy, and she soaped and rinsed and was done.

Rod was a changed boy. He had been angry, irritated, rude, downright mean. Now he was confused. He couldn’t keep up the mean emotion, all he could do was want to hold her tits again.

And his cock! Oh, Lord, his cock was plain to see, rock hard, moisture squeaking out of the tip.

“Well. That was fun.”

He looked down at his lap, his face red. “What about…what am I going to wear?”

Sherry chuckled. “Why wear anything? I’ll get you a blanket and you can just wrap it around yourself.

“But…”

“But what? You don’t like being naked in front of me?”

“Well, uh…”

“Look. I’m going to have to wash you again, and I might even feel like just getting a grope or two. When I’m in the mood.” And I’m always in the mood!

Rod mumbled something and nodded.

Sherry went to the hall closet and got him a blanket. She wrapped it around him, and gave his penis a squeeze, then kissed his forehead.

“And if you want to grab me that’s okay. As long as you’re gentle I don’t mind.”

And that was it. The stallion was broken. He was still unhappy, it showed on his face, but he wasn’t taking it out on her.

But she had decided to take it out on him.

An hour later she came into his room. He was sitting as if playing video games, but he was really just sitting there, thinking.

She walked up to him and started pulling the blanket off him.

Reflexively, he held an edge of the blanket, “What are you doing?”

“I have to check something.”

“What?”

“What do you care?” She grinned and pulled her robe aside.

He gulped and ogled her finely shaped breast. “Go on. Feel, and I’ll check you over.”

Timidly, he reached out a hand and felt her tit.

“Oh, fuck,” she whispered. “That feels good.”

She was closer to him now, and she pulled the blanket off enough so she could reach down and feel him.

His shaft was stiff, and as she grabbed it it began to throb.

“What are…you checking?” he managed.

“Just wanted to make sure it was stiff. Would you mind putting your mouth on my nipple and sucking a little?”

“Oh…” his mouth was hot and he sucked gently, pulling on her sensitive part until she thought she was going to swoon. She finally pushed away and staggered back.

“What…what were you checking?”

“I just wanted to make sure you were hard. See you in an hour or two.”

She went into the kitchen and did dishes. She knew boys, and she knew that his penis wasn’t going to go down any time soon. He was going to be dwelling on his pecker for the next hour or two, until she came back and…and she blinked.

Oh, crap!

She darted out of the kitchen and ran down the hallway, her chest juddering and her pussy moist. She was just in time.

“Unh…unh…unh…” The fapping sound.

She charged into the room and slapped his hand away.

She was just in time. His penis was visibly throbbing and a single drop of white had seeped out of the end of his cock.

“Hey!”

“Honey! You can’t masturbate!”

“Why not? I was just going to cum! God! You’ve made me so horny!”

She held his hand. His big cock was standing up in his lap. Yes, he was about as close as he could get to squirting.

“Rod. If you cum you’re soft, and what’s the fun of playing with a soft dick? Any dick I play with has got to be big and hard, or it’s just not worth it.”

“But I can’t stand it! I’ve got to cum!”

“If you cum I don’t play with you. Is that what you want? To sit in your room with your soft penis and think of what could have been?”

“Well, no, but—“

She shushed his mouth by placing her hand over his lips.

“Listen. As long as you stay hard I’ll play with you. The day you can’t get it up it’s over. Now, do you have the self-discipline to keep yourself rock hard for me? Do you?”

“I don’t…” he was almost crying. He was frustrated, and all his anger had been subverted into horniness, and he wanted that horniness.

Horny was better than mean any day.

“Should I get a pair of handcuffs and cuff your hands down? You could still wheel, but you couldn’t touch yourself.

For a moment he blubbered, blathered, made no sense, then, his eyes watering, he nodded.

“Okay. I’ll go get a couple of pairs of handcuffs this afternoon. Can you last that long?”

He nodded, and his head moved up and down jerkily.

She made it easy for him. She reached down into his lap and grabbed his balls.

Not his pecker, because that might make him shoot his load. Just his balls. She rolled them in her hands,

They were inches apart, breathing heavily, her hand sexing him up, and he kissed her.

It was a quick shot. Just a movement forward, which surprised her, but which shouldn’t have. Then she was kissed.

“Oh, my,” she murmured. “You’re not falling in love with me, are you?”

He turned bright red.

She smiled and tousled his hair. “It’s okay, you can, and I’ll love you, but I’m married to your father. Now, control yourself. I’ve got to get dressed and go out.

With that she let go of him.

He gulped.

And she laughed to herself on the way out of his room.

This was going to be fun!


Part Two

She found handcuffs at a tactical store. It supplied officers with uniforms and other gear. At first the grizzly, old fellow didn’t want to sell to her.

“Oh, come on. I can get these over the net and cheaper.”

But it was her smile that convinced him.

A typical man, he was semi-shaved, overweight, and never got any.

If he had a girlfriend she was out of town. Forever. If he had a wife she liked his paycheck, and that was about all.

“Two?” he finally asked, his eyes looking down into his display counter, but really scoping out her breasts in the reflection in the glass top.

“How about four.”

And his horniness got the best of him. “Must be some kind of party.”

God, she was horny. Playing with Rod had really woken up her juices. Add to that the fact that she was feeling kind of perverse, and she decided to make the old man’s day.

“Well, I want to make sure my boy friend is secure while I take his balls in my hands and kiss his cock.” She looked up and spoke with bland innocence. “Tell me. Do men like women to play with the shaft? The balls? Or the tip of the penis.”

The chubby guy swallowed.

“I, uh…I like the tip.”

She placed a hand on his pudgy finger, “But then they come so fast.” She was looking right into his eyes now, and his pants were bulging like there was no tomorrow.

For a long moment he just mumbled somethings, and couldn’t look away from her.

Her eyes. Her breasts. Down to her crotch.

I’m going to have to show my camel toe, she thought with a smile.

“So you would like it if I got down on my knees and took your big, stiff penis into my mouth.” As she spoke she moved her lips obviously. Focusing his attention on her mouth.

DING! The bell over the door rang and Sherry held his hand for a moment, then let go. “I guess you’d better get me those handcuffs.”

Two cops entered the building and walked over to a rack to inspect uniforms.

The old man grabbed four pairs of handcuffs, stuffed them in a sack, and pushed them at her.

He was so excited he was drooling.

“How much?”

“No charge. Just…just come back some time.”

“Oh, I will. Do you have any whips and chains?”

She thought his heart was going to stop, and she smothered a grin all the way out of the store, then, once in her car, she blurted a big, “HA!”

Men.

The funny thing…she had always known that men were this easy, but outside of a few bedroom partners, she had never allowed herself to be so free.

Working over Rod, however, had set something free inside her. She drove home quickly, anxious to deal with the poor boy.

Rod was waiting for her, a stupid grin on his face. His now sappy face.

“I did it. I didn’t touch myself!”

“Oh, honey, that’s wonderful!”

She emptied the bag of handcuffs onto his bed and he stared at the little boxes. “Why so many?”

She opened boxes and checked that she had keys. “You’re not going to be in a cast all summer, and I thought maybe I’ll have to tie your body down, make sure you don’t force yourself on me.”

“I wouldn’t do that!”

What a difference a little slap and tickle makes. He had gone from pissed off to puppy dog anxious, and all in a couple of hours.

She pulled the blanket off him, revealed his body, his cast, and his throbbing penis.

“Honey,” she said as she snapped one cuff over the arm of the wheel chair and to his wrist, “there’s no telling what a horny, sexy man will do once he’s got a boner like yours.”

She attached the other cuff, stood back and smiled.

Rod looked down at his cuffs. He looked up at her, and was uncertain.

He could roll his wheel chair, he had that much leeway with the cuffs, but there was no way he could touch his penis.

“Oh, honey, don’t look so sad!” She knelt in front of him, put her elbows on his knees and smiled up at him.

He had a wonderful view of her breasts.

“I’ll spend a lot of time playing with you. I like playing with you. And I really like playing with your stiff cock.”

He gulped. His pecker stood up, his cuffs rattled briefly, and she shifted her position to give him a better view.

“Can you…can you play with me…now?”

“Of course I can!”

She reached into his lap and began stroking him.

“Oh…” he wheezed, and he closed his eyes.

She moved down and to the side and he looked at her, and realized what she was doing. She was putting her breast right on top of his mitt.

He turned his hand over and squeezed.

“Oh, yes,” she spoke dreamily. “That’s so nice!”

For a long minute he fondled her boob, then she stood up, leaned down and kissed him, and said, “I do have housework to do.”

“Oh, God!”

“But you feel free to play with yourself.”

“But I can’t!” he almost wailed.

“I know! And it’s really turning me on!”

She left him to clean the house.

The good news was that as big as the house was, it wasn’t much to clean. It took Sherry an hour to dust, vacuum, do the dishes, and throw in the laundry.

Done, she headed for the liquor cabinet. Nothing like a pick me up, even if you were already up.

She searched through Roderick’s large collection of spirits and chose Templeton Rye. She had never tried Templeton, but it was supposed to be Al Capone’s drink of choice.

“What are you doing?” Rod wheeled into the kitchen.

Sherry glanced over her shoulder. “Honey, are you stalking me?”

His face turned red, which was an admission of guilt.

She laughed, got down two glasses, and said, “That’s okay. You can stalk me all you want.” She poured straight Rye whiskey into one of the glasses and sipped.

“Gah!” She made a face and offered the glass to Rod. “Tastes like shit. Try it and tell if you agree.”

He took the glass, sniffed, then sipped. “Oh, fuck!” he looked around for a place to spit it out, then just swallowed with a big grimace.

“That’s supposed to be Al Capone’s favorite drink.”

They looked at the bottle with distaste.

“But let me show you some magic.”

She added ice cubes, filled the glass halfway, then filled the remainder with Coke.

“Try it now,” she extended the glass.

He sipped, was prepared to gag, and blinked. “Hey!”

“Not bad, eh? So Coke is good from something else besides cleaning your toilet.”

He handed the drink back to her, but she waved him off. “It’s yours,” and she made another drink.

They drank companionably. Him in his wheel chair, glancing at her bust, and her leaning her butt against the kitchen counter.

“Why does liquor have to taste so good?”

“Well, you could leave out the Coke.”

“Nah,” and they grinned.

And had another drink.

Sherry had a buzz on, and it was warm and golden and all that a buzz should be. And she knew that Rod, not as experienced at drinking as her, would be feeling it.

That was exactly what she wanted.

“So, the third drink in hands, she calmly asked, “So why did you show up with such a piss poor attitude.

He looked down, mumbled, and sipped.

“Nah, none of that.” She knew she was taking a chance, but she figured he was too horny, and now too drunk, to lie.

“I…I’m in a wheel chair.”

“Nope. Your pop told me you always had an attitude.”

He said nothing.

So she pushed him.

“He said he loves you, but you have a bad attitude, especially towards him.” Nothing. “And he said you’re a mama’s boy.”

He looked up in anger, his face red, and she knew she had nailed it. It was the mama’s boy thing.

“So why does being a mama’s boy bother you?” She talked then, just to give him space to breath, to let him come to grips with what was bothering him. Then, “You know there’s two types of boys, and women always choose one or the other.”

Curiosity crossed his face.

“There’s the bad boy. Always in trouble. Swears a lot, maybe even a bit of a bully. Then there’s the soft boy, a bit effeminate. I guess a mama’s boy would fit in that category.”

“I’m not effeminate!”

Bingo. Me thinks thou doth protesteth too much!

“No. But maybe you’d like to be.”

He spun his chair around angrily and she snapped, “Eat my pussy?”

He froze.

He knew exactly what she meant!

“You turn around and fess up and I’ll let you eat my pussy. If you don’t then you’ll stay in handcuffs the rest of the summer, and I won’t let you touch me!”

He was paralyzed, caught between the devil and the deep, blue sea. Or between his shame and his lust. He was frozen with his hands locked to the arms of the wheel chair, his dick in the air under his blanket, and his building desire.

God! He wanted to cum!

She spoke softer. “Heck. I can tell you’re a soft boy. I’m always drawn to those types. I don’t want a bully for a lover. I just love to be a bully. A sex bully. You know what I mean.”

He sat in the chair, half out of the kitchen, and suddenly his shoulder shook.

He pushed the chair a foot, and stopped, his shoulders shaking.

Another foot, and his sobs became audible.

Sherry had broken him. Once again. She knew it.

She strode after him, no hurry, and rounded the wheel chair and squatted in front of him.

His head was down, his hair in front of his face, and tears streamed down his cheeks.

She brushed his hair aside, wiped his tears. “Tell me, honey. It’s okay now. Just get it out.”

Through choking sobs he told her. He told her about his mother always wanting a girl. Dressing him up in private, even putting make up on him. And he was warned never to tell his father, that his father wouldn’t understand and would try to take him away from her.

Sherry listened, and her heart was breaking. To listen to such a sad story, of a young boy being used in such fashion.

When he was finally empty she reached out and lifted his chin and raised his eyes to hers.

“Rod. It’s okay. There’s nothing wrong with you.”

“You don’t understand.”

She was quiet, waiting for the exclamation point.

“I LIKED IT!” And he sobbed piteously from the bottom of his soul.

Sherry didn’t waste time. She didn’t want him to backslide, to get surly again. He had confessed, he was relieved, and she had to make it so he couldn’t get pissy again.

“Come with me.” She turned and walked towards her bedroom.

Rod followed her timidly. He felt good, cleaned out, but he was nervous. What was his confession going to do their relationship?

Sherry went into the bedroom and pulled the chair at her vanity table to the side and motioned him to come to her.

He rolled up to her and stared.

She picked up a tube of lipstick. Lipstick was the most obvious, and the most powerful of weapons in matters like these.

She grabbed his chin with one hand and painted his pout with the other.

Now his eyes took on a glazed look. He was stunned, knocked on the head and wondering what had happened.

She then took a brush and began brushing out his hair, styling it, spritzing it with a bit of hairspray and making it more feminine looking.

“What…what…”

“Honey, what you did isn’t wrong. I’m not going to say your mother was wrong, either. But maybe you should have had more choice. Who you are, what you are, the way people see you…it’s your choice.”

She wasn't going to get into the full face thing, the primer and the foundation and all, and she really didn’t need to. His skin was young and soft, and with just the highlights he would be more than feminine.

He would be gorgeous.

She shadowed his eyes, used eyeliner, and smiled at him.

His face was red, and while his heart felt like it had stopped, his pecker was pounding.

The blanket had come half off him while she worked and she looked down at his tool.

“God, that is gorgeous.”

“You said…you said…”

“I did.” She stood up and moved forward. “You’ll have to lean forward a bit.

He leaned and she lifted her dress. She wasn’t wearing any panties.

It was an awkward angle, but it worked. His hands were trapped on the arms, but she tilted her hips and his mouth fit nicely.

He sighed, and began munching.

“Oh, Lord,” she breathed out.

She loved being eaten, and the fact that she had a literal captive audience was almost more than she could stand. In fact, in less than a minute she jerked and groaned, her hips started twitching and she held onto his head for balance. She came on his mouth, and it was once of the best cums she had ever had.

“Oh…oh…yes…” Then she collapsed forward, still holding onto his head, but her chest leaning onto his face.

Rod was in heaven. He was buried in boob, and a sweet burial it was.

She took to washing Rod daily. She played with his dingus and kissed him, and every once in a while she would let him perform cunnilingus on her.

And she would fellate him, careful not to let him pop his cork.

She took away his blanket and made him wear a negligee. Soft and silky and his penis could be seen through it at all times. Hard and dripping. Ready for the action that would never…quite…climax.

She left his hands cuffed most of the time, and he didn’t mind. He liked being confined, and sometimes she would see him give a half hearted struggle and grin.

Which made her grin.

She had never had herself a personal, sex starved prisoner, and it was more fun than a barrel of monkeys fucking.

And, after two weeks, she asked him, “Do you sleep in your wheel chair?”

He nodded.

“Isn’t it uncomfortable?”

“Yeah, but my bed is a bit narrow, and it’s awkward getting out of the wheel chair, and…he shook his hands and the cuffs rattled.

It was her turn to blush. “I never even thought. What a dope.”

“That’s okay.”

“Well, we’ll take care of that tonight.”

That night she invited him into her room. She put curlers in his hair, covered his face with cream and cleaned him, and uncuffed him.

“What am I supposed to do?”

“Come to bed.”

The grin that broke out on his face was ear to ear.

She helped him out of the chair, supported his unwieldy cast, and helped him onto the big bed.

He lay on his back and sighed. “Oh, my God!” he whispered. “A bed.”

“The small things in life, eh?” she grinned.

She got undressed while he watched. Not that she had much to take off. Unless she had to go out she usually wore simple things. Bra and panties. Nighty, that sort of thing.

She lay down next to him and pressed her boobs against his side.

She played with his nipples, kissed him, then brought her hand down to his groin.

“Oh, God!” He turned to her. “I need to cum.”

And it was true. He had been weeks with her teasing him, and he hadn’t had sex for months before his accident, and…he was primed.

“Too bad,” she teased. Then she put her mouth on his and showed him what a real kiss was.

When she was done he was almost sobbing. His penis was so hard, and—

“I’m married.”

“I know,” his voice broke.

“And I don’t want you jacking off.”

“But…why?” Oh, Lord, the begging in his voice!

“Because men shouldn’t be able to just squirt and go on their merry way.”

“But I need to cum! You know I need to cum!”

“There is another way.”

He looked at her. “There is? What way?”

“You like dressing up. You like being feminized. Would you like to go all the way? To make love like a woman?”

“I don’t know what you mean.”

She explained about prostates and draining, male milking it was called, then put the choice up to him.

“If you want, I can do that to you.”

“I don’t know. That seems…pretty…far gone.”

“Honey, if it didn’t feel good gays wouldn’t do it.”

“But wouldn’t that make me gay?

“Not unless you do it with a man, and that’s your choice. What I’m concerned with is relieving you a bit. And, mind you, it is only a bit. When I’ve milked you you’ll still be horny, but you’ll also be empty, and your system will work to replace what I’ve taken from you.”

Still, he was undecided, so she used the last argument in her arsenal. “Rod, if I drain you you’ll be empty, unable to cum, but your dick will still be stiff. If you can’t cum, then I can let you in me.”

His head snapped to her. “You mean…fuck you?”

She smiled, a bit ruefully. “Since you won’t be able to cum it won’t be an official cum. It’s only sex if you complete the act.”

And he knew what she was doing. She was rationalizing so she could fuck him, and still stay true to his father.

“So, how about it. You want a little relief before those big, old balls of your explode?”

His grin told of his acquiescence. “When?”

“Tomorrow. Tonight I’ll play with you, and tomorrow I need to go to the store and get a few things. So…tomorrow night.”

“Tomorrow night,” he agreed.

And, the agreement made, Sherry went to work on him. She was determined that he be as absolutely as horny as possible. He had to be if he was going to get the most out of male milking.

They woke, and he was stiff with desire. Not just in the dick, but his whole body. She had kept him up for hours, playing with his penis, sucking on his nipples, even putting her fingers into him.

“You’ve got to be okay with this,” she whispered into his ear as she frigged his bottom.

He grunted and groaned, and began to realize that this might not be as painful as he had believed it would be.

She made him wear a bar and a nighty. She cuffed his hands because now she wasn’t sure he would be able to restrain himself. She had really worked him over the night before.

They had breakfast, she did the dishes and played with him, vacuumed and played with him, did the laundry and played with him, and played with him.

Rod was out of his mind with lust. His penis was dripping constantly, and she threatened to make him wear a panty liner.

When he went to play games, when she went to do her shopping, he found that he was having trouble concentrating. He ended up just sitting in his wheel chair and staring down at his dribbling dingus.

Then she came back and played with him.

It was a long day for Rod, but the best one he had ever had in his life.

Then they had a light dinner, and began drinking.

“None of that Templeton shit,” he stated.

“No way,” she agreed. She broke out the ten year old Pappy Van Winkle and they sipped it. Without Coke.

“Gah,” he said.

“You’re no gentleman,” she quipped, and poured in the Coke.

“Ah,” he said.

She sipped her own. “Gah!” And they laughed as she ruined her bourbon.

They drank, and they chatted, and after a couple of drinks they headed for the bedroom.

This time she did the full work up. She cleansed his pores, applied primer, and took her time.

Foundation and blush. Worked on his eyes. She blended light and blue and when she was done his eyes sparkled in their sockets.

Liner and mascara, making his eyelashes long and luxurious.

And lipstick. He felt the waxy substance adhering to his mouth, and he watched in the mirror as she dabbed and made sure everything was in the lines and plump and perfect.

She turned him to her and inspected her work.

He was gorgeous, and she felt her pussy getting more wet than a pussy had a right to be.

Lord, now she was having trouble breathing.

“Okay, honey, up on the bed on all fours.”

It was awkward, and he had to have a couple of pillows to balance out the weight and angles forced by the cast. But when he was finally in position it was perfect.

She had spread a couple of towels on the bed, and he was centered, and now she began to grease him up.

She pushed lube into him, swirled her fingers around, then inserted a prostate massager.

He was properly prepared and it went in with only a slight difficulty. And then it felt so incredibly good he was having trouble thinking about anything other than the pleasure in his heinie.

“Oh, yes,” he murmured.

She began to move the prostate massager around, making sure it was on the prostate, making sure she was getting the best contact.

He lay there, in heaven, and felt the wonderfulness of being filled. And he had been scared. Ha!

For long minutes she worked him, then he felt like peeing. She had told him it would feel like this, and he relaxed. Sperm began to leak out of his penis in a long, shiny string. He didn’t orgasm, but he felt so good. He felt like he had cum, but without the cum.

“Oh, yes. That’s it, honey. Doesn’t it feel good?”

“Yes,” and his voice cracked a little. He had never felt anything like this; it was better than the regular old guy into girl squirt. It truly was heaven on earth.

Then she was done.

She put away the massager, took away a cup filled with jizz, and helped him turn over.

“All right,” she whispered, and she was so terribly excited. She had had nothing but a vibrator all summer long, and she needed something more. A lot more.

She knee walked up his body and looked down at him.

He stared up, still in the throes of lust, still glowing with his being drained.

Then she sank down on him, gasped loudly, and began working.

And poor Rod, he thrust up, tried to screw, but he was not only limited by his cast, but he was empty. Nothing left.

But his penis was bone hard!

She ground upon him for hours, taking her pleasure, and he experienced the sublime pleasure of being used without consideration.

In a way it was like being used like an object.

Except that he loved her.

And the night whiled away.


Epilogue

Rod had just gotten the cast off. He was able to walk on his own!

He didn’t have the handcuffs on anymore, and he was free of the wheel chair, and he even had to use a cane for a while, but…he was free!

The first thing he did was put on nylons.

And walk around the house fully made up, in a dress, and…able to wear high heels!

Though not for long. His hip ached if he did wear them for too long.

“What do you think?” he asked for the umpteenth time.

Sherry laughed and rotated a finger. Turn around.

He turned, and his dress flared, and he felt so wonderful.

She clapped, and the phone rang.

Still smiling, she picked up her cell. “Yes?”

For a moment her face was smiling, then the smile became stiff, forced. Then it started to break apart.

Rod watched, aware that she was getting bad news.

Then she began sobbing. She hung up and put the phone down and covered her face and cried.

“What is it? What happened?”

She looked up at him, her face tormented. “Your father’s plane. It went down in the Pacific. No survivors.”

Rod experienced the same emotions Sherry just had. The somewhat of a smile becoming frozen, the face transforming into tragedy, and the tears.

They held each other and cried.

Finally, Sherry said, “I don’t know what to do. We had a prenup and…I don’t get anything. I don’t know where to go, what to do.”

Rod held her, felt her body so warm against his own.

“That’s simple. You stay here.”

She looked up at him. “Really?”

“Of course. You can stay here the rest of your life.”

With that, through sobs and tears, she managed to hold his face and kiss him.

And Rod held her and was totally happy.

Embracing, she whispered into his neck, into his soft, feminine hair: “You don’t want to cum in me, do you?”

He was silent, but his heart was pounding.

“Because I like it the way we’re doing it. I like it when you don’t cum and I do.”

He said, “That’s exactly the way I want it.”

They kissed again.

END
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


The Man Who Menstruated!

Feminization and sexual change!


A Note from the Author!

I always hear people talk about men having babies, and, yeah, sounds like a good idea. Maybe if they understood the true potential of a woman they wouldn’t be so…silly.

But a better idea is put forth in this story.

Heck, it’s easy to make a man menstruate, though I would check with a doctor before going whole hog. But…here it is, and don’t you just know what a period is going to do to a man?

HA!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

The party was going great guns.

Sally Watkins pulled down her blouse so all the guys could see her ta tas. and they were pretty nice ta tas!

Johnny Rogers tried to get her to go into a closet with him, but she said no, then went out and Phil Jimson bent her over the patio table and did the yippee ki yea, mother fucker!

Upstairs Lennie Griffith was getting his long schlong shlurped and trying desperately not to squirt too soon.

The music was bellowing, the whiskey was flowing like a river, and everybody was going to remember this party for a looong time!

Jim Carson was standing on the patio watching Shiela Wentworth get taken underwater by some guy who nobody knew. Shiela was hanging on the side of the pool, the guy was hanging on to her with his dick, and she kept trying to act nonchalant, like he didn’t have his meat stuffed all the way up her juicy hole.

Damn!” laughed Jim. “If I wasn’t married I’d jump in there and show him how it’s done!”

Todd, spilling as much bourbon as he was drinking, yelled to Shiela, “Hey! Shiela! Jim wants you next! You okay with that?

“What?” blurted Sally, her face red, trying not to show the fantastic pleasure she was getting from the stranger’s dick. “Okay with what? I’m not doing any..any…oh…fuck!”

They all laughed as Sally began thrashing her hips in the pool. It was obvious that something down and delightfully dirty was happening under the frothy waves.

That was the moment that Ann chose to rain on Jim’s parade.

Ann was the babe of the night, and not just in Jim’s lusty eyes.

She had a classical body, 36 by 24 by 36. Except the top 36 was probably more like forty, or at least double Gs, with the sweetest, most delectable, always rigid nipples anybody had ever seen.

When Jim wasn’t around the guys always talked about how Ann could win the ‘Miss Nipples International Contest.

But it wasn’t just the curves that made here every one’s favorite.

She also had a perfect oval of a face with plump, succulent lips, large blue eyes that looked like froth over a dam, and a pert nose.

But even that wasn’t the whole package.

It was her sense of humor, her always bubbling laughter, her quick wit, and the way she liked to make everybody feel like they were part of the party.

Except when she tugged his arm at the side of the pool she wasn’t trying to make anybody happy.

“Jim?”

“Eh? What, babe?”

“I’m sorry, but I need to go.”

“What? No! We just got here and—“

“We’ve been here a while and I need to go.”

Jim was too drunk to read the unhappiness on his wife’s face. “Come on, honey. The party is just starting to rock. We can’t go now.” And then he broke into a song, one which all his cronies joined in on.

Every party needs a pooper

that’s why we invited you.

Party pooper!

Party Pooper!

Ann’s face turned a delicate shade of red. Delicate but rich.

All the drunks laughed, a few of them clapped Jim on the back, and Ann finally had to do the unthinkable. She kicked Jim in the shins.

“OW!”

“We’re going now!” she hissed. She turned and walked, and now Jim was the recipient of all the gibes.

“Uh oh, Jim’s in trouble.”

“It’s ball and chain time!”

“Better hurry up, Jimmy boy, before she chops it off.”

And all the guys made chopping motions on their forearms.

Jim was now the one who was red. And seeing red. To get embarrassed with that…that ‘castrating’ motion, to have his wife drag him out of the party like he was pussy whipped…it was too much!

He stomped after her, his shoulders set in anger, his face a snarl, his backbone rigid.

Ann led the way through the party, between the wildly gyrating dancers, past the people smooching in corners, and through the front door.

Jim was slowed down, but he caught up to her when she reached the car.

“Hey!” he grabbed her arm and she turned to him by the side of the car. “What’s all that shit back there? Why did you embarrass me in front of everybody?”

Ann just looked at him with no expression. “Please. I have to go home.”

“Well, I don’t get it! I’m having a great time and you come along like good, old Debby Downer and ruin everything.

She had her hand in the door latch and was pulling, but he had his hand on the top of the door and she couldn’t open it.

“Jim! Let me in!” She was trying not to cry, but the tears were close.

“Not until you tell me what your fucking problem is! Are you on the rag or something.”

“Yes,” she whispered.

He didn’t hear her and continued to berate her. “I mean, I don’t get a chance to go to parties this, and I was really having fun, and…”

He went on and on, and finally she did the unthinkable. Again. She kicked him in the shins.

“OW!”

He had had enough. She was wearing high heels with little steel cups on the tips,. They weren’t soft like some heels, and it hurt!

He grabbed her arm and turned her towards the car. “Don’t fucking kick me!”

Then, for a full minute, he read her the riot act.

Ann just stood there and took it, then, after a minute he realized that her shoulders were shaking and her eyes were looking down at the ground, and they were hidden behind her locks.

“What the fuck?” He lifted her chin and she tried to look down, but he wouldn't let her.

The time of the drunken tirade was over. Now he became alarmed. Why was she crying? He had only been talking to her. That shouldn’t make her cry.

“Please. I need to go home.”

Finally, Jim acted like a gentlemen. He opened the door for her, closed it, ran around and got in his side of the car.

A few seconds later and they were cruising down the street, Ann crying softly on the passenger side. Tears dropped in her lap and she wouldn’t look up.

“Honey, what the heck is going on?”

She just shook her head, and when they arrived home she jumped out of the car and ran into the house and back to their bathroom.

Jim followed, and was bewildered. He truly had not a clue, and he followed her to the bathroom and tried the knob.

It was locked.

“Ann? Honey? Will you talk to me?”

“In a minute,” came the answer. But it was more like a half hour.

Jim sat on the edge of the bed. He took off his jacket and shirt. He put his cufflinks and tie and tie clip away. Finally he pulled off his pants and hung them over the back of the chair by her vanity table.

A half hour later he was sitting on the side of the bed, frowning, contemplating how bitchy women could be, when she opened the door of the bathroom and came out.

Ann had taken a shower, a rather long one, and had dried her hair. She was now wearing a tatty, old bathrobe, and it was wrapped tightly around her. Her face was clean of make up, and it was a very solemn face.

“Okay. You want to tell me what’s going on now?”

She stopped in front of him and just studied him for a second, as if measuring him for something.

“Well?”

“Jim. I had my period.”

“What? That’s all? You destroyed a great night just because…why didn’t you just slap a rag on your gash and keep partying?”

His crude way of describing her basic function was like a slap in the face. She shook her head sadly, yet she took the time to explain it to him.

“Jim, women are different. They have hormones. I not only had my period, I had a massive headache, and when I started spotting I couldn’t find a Kotex or liner or anything.”

“Come on! There were a hundred women at that party, surely one of them must have had a rag for you to borrow!”

“Yes, but you know I get infections. I have to be very careful and get only one type of pad.”

“Well, I just don’t understand it. I mean, I know I’m just a man and I don’t bleed all over the place—“

Ann flinched at his crudeness.

“—but I wouldn’t have made a scene like that. I’m going to have to face all my friends, and…well…I just don’t get it.”

“I know,” she said.

He was too drunk to pick up on the tinge of bitterness at his obtuseness.

“And if I could teach you, if I could just show you, maybe you’d be a better person.”

“Hey! I am a better person!”

“Well, Mr. Better Person, you’re about a half inch from sleeping on the couch tonight.”

Jim finally blinked. Even drunk and belligerent, he didn’t want to give up a chance at getting a little pussy.

But then, being drunk and belligerent, he said something that, if he had taken the time to think about it, he would have realized was stupid.

“Does this mean we’re not, uh…you know?”

“No! We’re not ‘you know!’ And it might not be ‘you know’ for a month or two!”

“Hey! Come on!”

“Jim, we’ll talk more about this tomorrow. But right now I’ve got a headache and my ‘gash’ is leaking all over the place!” She took a page out of his crude book with that last remark, literally slapping it in his face.

“Right now I just want to go to sleep. So take a shower and wash your stink off. And turn off the lights on your way because I need to sleep.”

With that she pushed past him and crawled into bed. She turned on her side, away from him, and closed her eyes.

Jim stood there for a moment, actually a bit befuddled. Man. Maybe she’s on the rag, but what a fucking head case!

Oh, well, that’s women for you.

Not realizing how crude and inconsiderate and even unkind his remarks and thoughts were, he turned off the light and headed for the shower.

Yeah. They could talk tomorrow, and maybe she’d be able to listen for a change!

The morning was bright and sunny and the sun lanced its rays directly into Ann’s eyes.

She smiled. For the first time in several days she didn't have the splitting headache. She didn’t have a queasy feeling in her stomach. She actually felt like a human being.

Then she frowned. She had avoided having any talk with Jim for the last few days, but she knew she was going to have to handle him.

He still had that attitude about her period. He didn’t understand that it was more than an inconvenience. He was, to put it bluntly, a bonehead.

So thinking, she rolled out of bed and headed for the shower. She stood under the hot spray, letting it sting her tender, white flesh, and feeling the sensuous feeling of the water sluicing over her breasts, her private parts.

She stepped out of the. shower and examined her body in the mirror. Without the filter of ‘being on the rag,’ as Jim so indelicately put it, she liked herself again.

Her body was tight from exercise and the right food.

Interestingly, Jim couldn’t say the same for his body. He was addicted to junk food, he didn’t exercise much, and it showed.

So, two things. Fix his attitude, and get him to change his unhealthy habits.

Lord. Talk about the mountain going to Mohammad!

She tossed on clothes and sauntered out to the kitchen.

Jim had gotten up early and he was cooking up a mess of bacon and eggs.

“Good morning,” he said cautiously.

“It’s okay,” she answered. “I’m over it.”

“So ‘the curse’ is over, eh? Good news.” His dry tones pissed her off all over again, and she opened her mouth to blast him, then stopped.

What good was it to hit him with a stick? He wasn’t going to understand. He seemed to be immune to logic.

“I just wish you could experience a period once. You’d change your mind real quick.”

“Ha! No chance! That’s why I decided to be a man!”

Yeah, a bull headed one, she thought. Then she blinked.

He was turning over the bacon. As the sizzling renewed with each flipped slice, she studied him.

Hmmm. Could she? Physically, there was no reason why not.

Actually, it was more the mental aspects of what she was considering that were more worrisome.

“Jim?”

“Yeah?” He pushed scrambled eggs around in the skillet and didn’t look at her.

“What if you could have a period?”

“Huh? Yeah. Right.”

“No, I’m serious. What if I could give you a period? What if I could make you bleed?”

“Aside from being gross, it’s impossible.” He pontificated ont he subject for a while, then she simply said, “Well, if you’re too chicken.”

That got his attention. “What do you mean…chicken?”

“You don’t understand something, so instead of looking into it, you turn around and run like…like a little girl.”

Oh, she had him now. He was a banty rooster, and to attack his manhood in such free fashion was asking for trouble. Or…an action he normally wouldn’t have taken.

As he placed the plates on the table she noticed how set his face had become. Oh, he was boiling!

She grinned inside. “It is possible. I’m a nurse practitioner and I can make you have a period.”

“How?”

“Easily and safely. But I don’t want to get into it. After all, I understand how the idea is sort of scary.” She dismissed the idea easily, and knew that her withdrawal would make him seek.

“Well, you’re crazy. And I’m not scared. I could have a period…if you really could deliver.”

He was trying to re-establish his manliness, but she wasn’t about to let him.

“Oh, I can deliver, but…no. You don’t have what it takes to try such an experience.”

“I do so!”

She put a piece of bacon in her mouth and chewed, looking very thoughtful.

“Well, I suppose we could, if you were serious about it. But…nah. It would scare you too much. I mean…having a woman’s function? No man could handle that.”

“I could too! If you really could I would do it.”

“Well, I could. I can. But…look, I’ll look into it, but I don’t want to waste my time if you’re going to go chicken on me.”

Now he was getting irritated. “You figure it out and let me know. Me chicken. Ha!”

She backed off. “Well, if you’re really going to be brave enough, man enough, then I guess we could…Okay. Give me a day and I’ll let you know.”

The matter settled, sort of, breakfast went on, and for the first time in a week Ann felt more than human. She felt downright giddy.

Why is this exciting me? she thought. She didn’t know why, but it was true. Her nipples were hard and her pussy felt like it wanted to be fucked.

Too bad. She had decided Jim shouldn’t get any for a month. He really had pissed her off.

Ann worked at three different hospitals. She was a Nurse Practitioner, and she was in demand. The result ended up being shorter hours as she rotated through the hospitals. Usually she worked three days a week, usually for 12 hour shifts. That left her four days to party, or do whatever else she wanted.

Right then she wanted to figure out how to give Jim a period.

The concept was simple. She just had to find a soluble bag that she could insert like a suppository. Just push a bag up into his heinie, let it dissolve, and watch the red dye come out.

But she didn’t want just dye. She wanted a sludgy sort of substance. She wanted to give him something that he would feel leaking down the anal canal.

Not that he wouldn’t feel it anyway, but a period isn’t just liquid, there are mucky, little ‘clots’ and things.

So, reality to be had, she talked to a couple of her friends, discussed it with doctors who knew her and were friendly to the idea, and she discovered something interesting.

There were all sorts of ‘dissolving packets’ on the market. These bags could take anywhere from one to three days to dissolve, thus enabling a doctor to give a patient a ‘timed release’ suppository.

And, it was easy to get ahold of them. With three hospitals to choose from it was simple to lift one from the supply room. So she lifted a few.

She filled packets with ketchup and put them in buckets of water. One dissolved in one day, one in two days, the other in three days.

And, the good news, the material of the packets tended to stick to wet surfaces. She noticed that all of the packets adhered to the sides of their buckets.

So the substance of her ‘period’ was good. Ketchup in a packet that would dissolve at some indeterminate time. But now came the tough part.

How could she make it give him a headache, and make him queasy, without hurting him.

This was going to be fun, but she didn’t want to risk Jim’s health.

But, the research was there. She just typed in symptoms in the big computer at one of the hospital and she found all sorts of medicines that had unfortunate side effects.

The chemical she found was actually a combination of triptans and caffeine. Between the two she would not only give him a headache, but he would feel very queasy.

She filled a packet with ketchup and her combo chemical and talked one of her friends into giving it to one of the monkeys in the lab.

This was the truly scary part. She wasn’t particularly fond of monkeys, but she didn’t want to hurt one of them.

But her friend, laughing at what Ann planned to do with this ‘packet of period,’ as she called it, assured her it wouldn’t hurt the monkey. Heck, it was a food product and like a coffee enema. The monkey would have a period, get a headache, and wonder what the hell was going on. But that was it. No harmful effects.

And, it went exactly as her lab technician friend predicted. The monkey got cranky, started leaking, and develop the unfortunate habit of licking ketchup off his fingers.

The stage was set.

Jim had forgotten about Ann’s plan to give him a period. Heck, he knew such a thing was impossible. It was just female blather. One more bright idea from the not so bright side of the species.

He was surprised, then, when Ann sprang the news on him one night.

“Honey. We’re going to give you a period.”

He grinned. That again! “Are you still on that?” he quipped with a twisted grin.

“Oh, yes. Of course, if you don’t want to…”

But she had challenged him before, called him chicken, and he rose right up to the challenge. “Ha!”

That one word, that blurt of a laugh, sealed his doom.

“Okay. We can start this morning.”

Then he was unsure, a bit dubious, but he had taken a stand, and, besides, this thing was silly. There was no way she could give him a period.

But after breakfast she pulled him into the bedroom and produced a packet. She had him take off his pants and underwear and bend over the bed.

“This is going to work, eh?” he was till trying to sound brave, but the feel of her fingers applying lubricant to his rectum was making him nervous.

After all, no man likes his backside played with. No real man.

“Absolutely. Tried and tested. How does this feel?”

Jim grunted, but actually wiggled his butt. “Not bad,” he stated casually.

Actually, it felt good. Real good.

He had never played with his asshole before. Well, except for the time the doctor wanted to check his prostate. But that was pure medical. this was…more than medical.

This felt like Ann was getting into it.

“How long are you going to lubricate me?”

“I have to be sure you’re ready. I’m going to give you a suppository, and I don’t want it to break apart before it even gets in.”

Besides, I really like this. Me putting my finger in your heinie is a very powerful feeling. It makes me feel like I’m the one in control. It makes me feel powerful.

Thus, she spent a long time ‘preparing’ him. And when she was done he was good and greasy, and she pushed the packet into his fanny with no problem. None at all.

Jim grunted. It was larger than he expected, but as it squeezed through his anal ring it changed shape and slid through easily.

Ann wiped his ass with tissues, getting him nice and clean, then slapped his ass. “Okay, honey. You’re good to go.”

“I hope you didn’t mean that literally,” he quipped as he pulled his underwear and pants back on.

She laughed. “Sorry. No.” But not really sorry. “But you’d better keep a pad with you. Or maybe a Tampon.”

“You’re kidding!”

A typical man, he had been quite selective in his thinking. He had thought period, but he hadn’t conceptualized something messy coming out of his butt.

“Nope. Speaking of which, let’s go over how to put on a pad, or to insert a Tampon.”

“You really expect me to…to put something up my butt?”

“Honey, there’s already something up your butt, and…why do you have such a big boner.”

He looked down self-consciously. It was true. All that playing around with his butt had excited him.

“Oh, uh, well, we haven’t done it for a few days.” More like two weeks.

“Are you sure that isn’t all of it? I mean…” she reached into his pants and grabbed him. “This doesn’t feel like a two week boner.”

“And what’s a two week boner supposed to feel like?” he spoke wryly.

“Well, I mean you didn’t have a boner before, but when I started playing with your asshole…are you a butt boy?”

“A what?”

“A butt boy. A man who likes his asshole played with.”

“I’m not a fucking butt boy!” But his face was red with embarrassment.

Ann thought about that little exchange a lot over the coming days. He hadn’t had an erection, then she played with his asshole, gave it a good reaming, and now he did. And when she had brought up the term ‘butt boy’ he had totally had a reaction.

And you don’t have a reaction unless there is something there. Some bit of truth.

Could he actually be a butt boy?

Hmmm.

But, her cogitations over his butt would take place over a few days, right then he was going to be ‘on the rag.’

“So when does it start?”

For a second she was blank, then she realized that he expected the period to start right away.

“Oh, not for a while.” She held a grin in.

“How long a while?” He looked at her suspiciously.

“I’m not exactly sure. The suppository will dissolve over the next few days. As to how long…you can let me know.”

“But I might end up…having the…the…” he was now having a hard time putting it into words.

“I know. But that’s the way it is. Oh, we women might get a little grouchy, have a headache or upset stomach, just a small one, then it hits. Out of the blue. We could be walking down the street, in the car, at work…” she shrugged.

“But I can’t…I have to work!”

“Shouldn’t interfere with your work. Just slap a rag on your gash.”

He blinked, and it took a moment for her crude statement to sink in. And to remember that he had started it. When he did realize it, however, he realized that she was just getting back at him, and he stiffened up.

He changed the subject. “How about us getting a little? I’ve put your…you know…thing up there…and—“

She shook her head. “No, honey. Not tonight. You have a headache.”

“But I don’t!”

She just smiled.

The day passed without event.

Well, except for the maelstrom in Jim’s mind.

He was really going to have a period! WTF!

He walked funny, and he felt funny, and it was all the power of suggestion. The packet wasn’t even close to dissolving. But his mind had picked up the concept and run with it.

He went and played golf. And every swing he was afraid he was going to pop the ‘bag’ Ann had put in him.

“Your play sucks today, Jim.” His golfing partner, a blonde stud named Allen commented. “That’s your fifth bogey.”

Then of all the things in the world a man could say to another man, Allen stumbled over the unthinkable. “What? Are you on the rag?”

Jim turned a bright red, and addressed the ball for a long time while he  tried to calm down.

The other golfers chuckled, and talked about other things, but Jim couldn’t stop thinking about it.

He. returned to the clubhouse and kept looking at the seat of his pants. Nope. Nothing. At least, nothing yet.

He returned home and complained. “Geez! This is frustrating…waiting for this thing to happen.”

“So relax. It’s only a period.”

Zing! He was reminded of his own words, his own description of her troubles, and his own troubles hadn’t even rally started.

They had dinner, and he sat gingerly.

Ann took note of the way he kept adjusting his seat in the chair and contained her smile.

After dinner they watched a couple of good, old 1950s sci fi movies. When she got up to make the popcorn he got up and checked his bottom.

Nope. Nothing there. Not yet.

But his heart was pounding and…he had an erection.

Ann glanced into the living room from the kitchen and smiled as she saw him look at his pants. He was really suffering. Poor boy, and he hadn’t even had the good news yet.

She put extra butter on the popcorn and walked back into the living room.

“I wouldn’t worry about it, or keep checking. You’ll feel it coming.”

“I’m not worried.” But it was like he was hanging onto his masculinity.

“No, but you sure have a nice ding dong.”

They looked down at the bulge in his pants.

“Well, if you’d put out…”

But they both knew it wasn’t that. But she wasn’t going to accuse him, not yet, and he was having trouble admitting it.

Thinking about his asshole all the time was getting to him.

Butt boy, she thought, and grinned inside.

The following day was Sunday, and it went much the way of Saturday. Jim did the lawn and washed the cars. Ann, watching from the kitchen window, grinned as she took note of how he was moving like his butt had a bomb in it.

Not long now, honey, she thought.

Monday morning came, still nothing, but Ann was pretty sure this was going to be the day.

“I put a couple extra pads in your briefcase,” she commented as she kissed him off for work.

“Great,” he mumbled, and he sure was unhappy.

But Ann was sailing on the clouds. This thing, him being under her control, so to speak, him about to ‘give birth’ to a whole new set of experiences, female experiences, was really lighting her candle.

When he had left she turned and leaned against the door and grabbed her mons with one hand.

“Fuck!” she breathed out as she squeezed. “Why is this making me so horny!”

She sighed and went about her business, and anticipated.

Jim worked at a car dealership. He worked on contracts and, fortunately, could arrange his time.

He was sitting at his desk, pondering over a deal one of the salesmen had brokered. The guy was new, and they should have had an experienced salesman looking over his…his…

Jim bolted upright. Suddenly his back was rigid, and it felt…felt…like he was…pooping!

But not pooping pooping, more like…runny pooping.

It was coming down his anal canal! It was slow and inexorable! He was going to shit in his pants! He was going to—

He leaped to his feet and ran for the bathroom.

In the bathroom he entered a stall, ripped his pants down, and just made it.

SHHHH…plop…SHHHH!

It was like he was pissing out of his butt! With a few…’clots!’

He looked down and saw the water swirling red.

“Oh, fuck! Fuck!”

For a moment he was in total panic! He was dying! He was bleeding to death!

Then he smelled the familiar odor that goes with making hot dogs.

Ketchup!

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered.

Out of a weird, unthinking foresight—he had been expecting this after all—he had grabbed his phone, and he had put a pad in his jacket pocket.

His fingers trembling, he took out his phone and poked number one. He looked down at the mess in the bowl. There was a lot, and it was a blend of soupy and thin, and real red!

No. He wasn’t going to put on a pad. Not yet. He needed to let this thing run its course.

TOOTLE TOOT TOOT!

Ann’s cell rang at exactly 10:17. She had a feeling, and that feeling grew as she noted the number, Jim’s, and answered. “Hey, babe.”

His voice was a whisper, it was shrunken and unsure. He sounded in a total panic.

“It started!”

“What started?” she asked innocently, chuckling inside.

“I’m…I’m bleeding.”

Jim bent down and glanced under the partition walls. Thank God there was nobody there!

“Oh? Has your period started?” She smirked and held a hand over her mouth.

“Come on!” Shades of the old bully, but just shades. “Don’t be so…so…”

“Jim! Honey! It’s just a period. Women have them.”

“But…but I’m not…”

“Oh, yes. You are. You’ve had your first period. Today you are a woman!”

On his end of the phone Jimmy started to leak tears, then he put his hand to his head. He was starting to get a headache.


Part Two

Jim was a quaking, shaking mess. After his short conversation with Ann—a conversation, which it should be noted, was very unsympathetic—he sat on the toilet and contemplated his miserable condition.

In just a few minutes his headache had swollen up and now was pounding away. He felt like a mule was kicking him him in the frontal lobes from the inside.

He held his hand, then forced himself to think. The initial flow had stopped, and it was time to put on a pad.

He unwrapped the thing and examined it. Ann had shown him how it worked, how to put it on, but it was different having to it on all by himself.

Still, it wasn’t rocket science. But the fact that he was having to work through a headache made it like rocket science.

He arranged his underwear around his ankles, figured out where the pad should be in relation to his asshole, and placed it.

A bit of adhesive helped keep the thing centered, and he wiped his ass, semi-panicking from the blood on the toilet paper, and pulled his underwear up.

Fortunately, he had did well. But it didn’t feel all that comfortable. But he could see why.

Women have their slit at the bottom. There is no package to get in the way.

He not only had a package, but he had to center the pad over his asshole, which meant he had to arrange it between his buns.

Still, though he was walking funny, it worked.

Before he left the restroom he called his boss. “Sam, I think I’m coming down with something. I really feel like…” blah blah.

But, in this day of Covid even the slightest sniffle is treated with concern.

“Head for home, buddy. Take a few days, call a doctor if you think it’s Covid.”

And so, at 10:45 Jim walked into the house. He was staggering, miserable, and holding his head.

“Jim? Are you all right?” For a moment Ann was actually worried. Even though she knew it was safe and tested, he scared her.

“I’m fine,” he blustered. Then: “I just need to rest.”

“Not yet,” she said. “You’ve spotted your panties.”

“Panties? What?”

She giggled as he twisted and looked down.

“I guess I didn’t place the pad right,” he mumbled as his face turned red.

“Well, come on to the bathroom. I’ll help you get fixed up.”

Now Jim was totally mortified. “I don’t…I don’t—“

“You do. And stop looking so ashamed. It’s just a period.” She wasn’t mocking him now, but showing him a little sympathy. After all, she knew how debilitating a period could be.

“But…but…”

But Ann took him into the bathroom and helped him undress. She pushed him into the shower. “It’ll help your headache, and I’ll get your pad ready. And, uh…Jim?”

He stood in the shower, the water not on, one hand on the spigot. “What?” His eyes looked bloodshot.

“I think you’re going to need a Tampon.”

“What?” He felt like crying. He was getting emotional, and his stomach roiled.

“You’ve had a gusher. And the pads don’t seem to sit well between your buns. I’ll get you a Tampon, and a liner. That should do it.”

Jim just muttered as Ann closed the door. A second later she heard the shower start up, and what sounded like a sob.

She grinned.

Oh, she felt bad for him, but not that bad. And it was a lesson he needed to learn. He was certainly going to be a little more understanding when this was over.

And that made her stop.

When it was over.

And she felt a flush come over her body.

Hell. Jim had had a boner. With all the fake blood coming out of him he was still horny. Or maybe it was making him horny.

But it was making her horny, too.

So why did it all have to end?

Thinking deeply, she retrieved the feminine products and went back to the bathroom.

Jim was toweling off and she had him bend over. She applied a bit of lube and pushed the Tampon up. “How’s that feel?”

In spite of his headache, Jim grunted. “Good.”

She latched on to his answer. Good? He didn’t complain…he just said ‘Good.’ And straightened right up.

And his dick looked even harder.

“Well, good thing we have the Tampon, because that erection you have will make a pad difficult.”

“Hey!” he said weakly, intending to complain, but he didn’t. He was too hurting to complain.

Then she sprang it on him. She hadn’t thought about it, it just popped out of her, but it rocked his world.

“Sometimes it happens, a girl’s first period really is a bit much. It looks like yours was, but don’t worry. Next month it probably won’t be that bad.”

Jim stared at her with no expression, but she could feel what was going on inside him.

Panic. Horror. Disbelief.

He said, “I’m not going to do this again.”

“Oh, yes you are,” she said firmly. “When I have a period you have a period.”

“No!”

“Yes.” Pause. “If you ever want to cum again.”

He broke. He moved into her arms and cried on her shoulder. He sobbed like…well, like a girl.

She patted his shoulder. His hair was long, but it needed to be longer. “It’s okay, honey. It’s a natural part of life.”

“But…I don’t want to have a period!”

“Sorry, honey. You’re a girl now, and that’s what girls have.”

Jim slept for an hour. He was tired, he was headachy and had an upset stomach, and he was bleeding.

When he woke up Ann was waiting. “We’d better change your Tampon.”

He thought she was going to change it for him, but she made him change it.

“Oh, yuck!” he said, pulling the red thing out of him.

Ann kept a straight face. “My, this sure is giving you an erection.”

“No! That’s just a reaction.”

“That’s right, a reaction. We’ve got something up your fanny and you’re having a boner reaction.”

He said nothing, but wanted to scream. But wanting to scream was common when little girls had periods.

He managed to seat the new Tampon and Ann congratulated him, then: “Honey, you’re going to be messing your pants.”

“No! I’ll keep changing the Tampon!”

“That won’t help, but there is a solution.”

“What?” He would have been suspicious, but he was too miserable.

“Why do you think women wear dresses?”

He blinked.

And she was lying. Woman don’t wear dresses because they have periods. But Jim was a man and didn’t know anything.

“But, I can’t…”

“Of course you can. Besides, your panty liner will fit better, and all you have to do to change it is lift and lower.”

Jim stood there, his mouth opening and closing as he tried to come to grips with what she had said.

Ann stood there and didn’t look down, but his dick was bobbing up and down like there was no tomorrow.

She stepped forward and put a hand on his dingus.

“Oh, fuck!”

“No, honey. You’ve got a headache.” But she was stroking him lightly. She ran her hands under his balls and rolled them in her hands. “But let me put you in a dress and you’ll feel better, and I’ll be able to do this more.”

“Then we can have sex?” He was begging. Pure and simple, he was pleading.

“Oh, no. Not while you’re on the rag.”

He made a big gulp, or a sob, she wasn’t sure which.

She gave him a good pair of stretch panties. His ass was a little bigger than hers, but the stretchy material should work.

She helped him pull the panties up and arranged the liner in them.

His hard on grew harder.

This is working, she thought as she kissed him. And she couldn’t stop kissing him. He was just making her so horny…she was going to need a pad pretty soon herself. She was getting so wet.

Then she gave him a summer dress. It was pale pink with a white zig zag pattern on the material. It was loose in the chest, and she frowned. Now that she was actually dressing him like a woman she wanted him to look right. She didn’t want any unsightly boners; she wanted him to have a camel toe, if anything.

But, one thing at a time.

And the one thing she really needed, more than anything, was to masturbate.

Now frustrated, she told him to go mow the lawn.

When he was outside, pushing the grass mower in his pretty dress, she headed for the bedroom and rubbed out a quick one. Then she stood at the window and watched him.

Yes. His hair needed to be a little longer.

And he needed boobs.

And make up and…oh, God! What was happening to her?

She had been a happily married woman, but now she was caught up, compelled to change her husband, obsessing on his femininity.

But, had she really been happy?

He had been a bit of a bully. Picking on her for having a period was only one straw in a broom full of straws, and the camel’s back had been weakening all along.

Now she was happy.

She was happy with a sister, not some bozo who wanted to just poke away, regardless of how she felt.

She watched him stride across the grass. He was still walking a little funny, but that would change as she got him more used to Tampons, and female clothing. And…and make up.

She sighed, and stepped into the shower.

Jim pushed the lawn mower and tried to figure out what was happening. He had been a manly man, earning a living and taking care of his wife.

Even though it sometimes seemed like she didn’t need taking care of.

Sometimes it seemed like she was always trying to boss him.

But he knew that wasn’t totally true. She was responding to him, to the way he was acting.

Sure, she nagged, but usually only two times. Once a month, which he understood now, and when he…when he got a little too manly.

Toxic masculinity. Was he guilty of that? He hadn’t thought so, but now that he was having a period, and wearing a dress, and…was so fucking turned on he couldn’t believe it…maybe.

He stopped and emptied the grass catcher, then went back to pushing the mower. He was in the backyard, and totally embarrassed, even though there were no neighbors to point at him and laugh.

But even if they did…so what?

It was his life, not theirs, and if they didn’t understand how debilitating a period could be…the hell with them.

He pushed. And as he pushed, as he had these strange thoughts, the Tampon in his ass moved enough to stimulate him. And his penis was sticking straight out under his dress.

Damn! If it wasn’t for the headache and the …the leakage, this could actually be pleasurable.

The Tampon moving in him, his penis so fucking rock hard…he liked it.

And that caused a raft of other thoughts and realizations.

Jim didn’t get his hair cut, and the people at work noticed it.

“Getting a little shabby up there, eh, Jim?” Sam smiled at him.

But Jim didn't care. His statistics were up, and that’s something no boss is going to argue with.

Besides, Ann had told him not to cut it. She told him she wanted him to look more beautiful. And since she had her hand on his penis most of the time, he acquiesced pretty easily.

He still wore a suit at work, but she had him wearing panties and bra, and garter and nylons, under his suit.

At home, however, he was expected to wear a dress, and even a dabble of make up.

It started with a pale pink that wasn’t much pinker than his normal lips, but it seemed like it was getting pinker, or maybe even more red.

And he was taking some special vitamins she had brought home for him. He didn’t know what they were, but it seemed that he was getting even more emotional.

More emotional than the periods he had every couple of weeks should have made him.

“Isn’t this more than I should be having?” he asked.

“Different girls…different menstruation cycles,” she replied.

He accepted her words, but often thought about his ‘cycle,’ and his situation.

She had her period every month. Regular as clock work.

She set him up on a two to three week cycle.

It seemed like one or the other of them was always on the rag, and it seemed like he was never going to get sex.

But, did he really need it?

YES!

But he didn’t know what to do to get out of the cycle she had him in.

The problem was…he liked it.

He had had a half a dozen periods now, and after the first one she had somehow eliminated the headaches. Without the headaches it was nice to feel the stimulation to his anal passage. Sure, it was messy, but…he had to face it now…his penis was more and more excited.

He liked the lingerie and the dresses. He liked the monthly stimulation. And, surprise, he really liked being horny all the time.

He was caught in the excitation phase of sex, and it was thoroughly enjoyable.

Yes, he would have cum in a second, had he the opportunity, but he never seemed to have that chance.

She was just too good at managing his periods, and…he loved the way she seemed to actually love him more.

He was constantly being accosted. Just walking through the house she would assault him. Push him up against a wall and feel his cock. Stroke him. Palpate his testicles. And kiss him, kiss him, kiss him.

Whatever this period thing was doing to him, it was doing double to her. He had never seen her so happy. She glowed all the time.

Which put him in a quandary.

“Ann?”

“Yes, dear?”

She looked up from where she was reading a Grace Mansfield novel.

“We should have a talk.”

She sighed, put the book aside, and faced him. And felt a thrill course through her pussy.

God! He was gorgeous! His hair was getting long, and the estrogen was making it shiny. It was also reshaping some of the fat on his face, making him look more feminine.

She was so glad she had decided to start him on Hormone Replacement Therapy.

“Okay. What?”

He sat down and faced her and dealt with his thoughts. He had asked for this discussion, but what did he really want to say?

“Well, I know those aren’t vitamins you’ve been giving me.”

She kept a straight expression on her face. She knew he would figure it out eventually, but she didn’t think it mattered.

“Why do you say that?”

“Because…I’m growing breasts.”

She exulted. Gave herself a mental fist pump to the sky.

“Oh?”

“And I think…I think my penis is growing smaller.”

Oh, yes. It was. It had shrunk an inch. She could tell when she groped him, and she was surprised it had taken this long for him to say something.

“How big are they?”

He pulled the material of his dress tight across his chest. She could see the outline of his bra, but she could also see that the material was pushing forth, that the nipples were stiff and prominent.

“Can I see them?”

He reached himself—he had lost muscle mass and grown more flexible—and undid the buttons. He lowered the top of his dress and showed his tits.

They weren’t big, but they were definite boobs. They thrust forward, were downright perky, and his nipples had grown quite a bit larger.

Without asking, Ann reached out and cupped his boobs. They were big enough to fill her hands. Eyeing him, watching him closely, she leaned forward. The nipple fit in her mouth. She could feel the texture, it was like a hard pebble, and she roughed her tongue over it.

“Oh,” Jim groaned.

She licked him a few more times, then did his other nipple.

Jim felt like he was going to explode. His balls ached, and thought they were slightly smaller he could feel the urgency in them.

The real thrill was the feeling like a bolt of electricity shooting from his nipples to his groin. He had never felt anything like that!

“Well, yes. I did think you needed to adjust your hormone level, and, yes., those vitamins are hormones. They seem to be working wonderfully. Don’t you agree?”

She leveled her eyes at him and almost dared him to object. But he had no intention of protesting.

“Uh, yes. But, uh…”

“Yes?

“It’s pretty obvious that you don’t want to make love to me anymore, and, uh, I wondered what you had in mind.”

“What do you mean?” She was actually a bit confused.

“I understand that you might not want my dick, it is getting shorter, and even shrinking in girth a bit, but…I really do like having sex. At least of some kind.”

Bingo. She got it. Butt boy speaks!

“So you’re having a period right now, correct?”

“Yes.”

“Then go ahead and have it, and next week I’ll figure something out.”

He grinned. “Thanks, honey.”

She almost came right there. He was weak, simpering, and the weaker he got, the more servile he got, the stronger she felt.

Then she grew thoughtful. He was right, but in more ways than one.

She didn’t want his little weenie any more. His submission was better than sex. But…should she give up sex?

She thought not. After all, she remembered those big orgasms he used to give her. They were great, and though she was out of practice, at least with real, meat weenies, maybe she should consider taking on a lover or two.

That whole week Ann spent thinking about sex with a stud. Somebody who could service her, but…just a booty call. She wanted the sex, but not the messiness of another man.

Heck, she already had one, and that was enough.

But, before she took on a lover she had to figure out how to give Jim relief.

Odd. When he was a man she felt a duty to lay down. But now that he was soft, she still felt a duty. But not to spread her legs. To…geez, she didn’t know. Spread his legs?

And that thought brought her to the solution.

Ann powered up the computer and typed in, ‘how do you give men relief without fucking them.’

At first there were the usual boring Google sponsored ads, usually magazine like articles. ‘How to turn a man on without touching him,’ and so on.

Then she found some more in depth writing, and amongst the writing she found a couple of possibilities.

At first she was surprised, but quite intrigued. She read, googled more questions, found porn sites, specified her questions, and…it was the simplest thing in the world to satisfy a man without giving him sex. In fact, it was a lot easier than giving him sex.

“Have a seat, honey.”

Jim was wearing a dress, and his boner was, as usual pushing the dress up.

She frowned at his bump, then smiled. Not much longer, and we’ll handle that.

He sat down at the dining table, and she sat catty corner to him. She had prepared drinks and she sipped and nodded for him to do the same.

He did. And as he sipped, and left the imprint of his red lipstick on the glass, she thought about how submissive he had become. He really enjoyed letting her make the decisions.

Well, she was about to make another one for him.

“Jim, I’ve researched it, and I know how to give you relief without the sex aspect of it all.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. So let’s get drunk and I’ll show you.”

“Is it that bad that I have to get drunk?”

“Of course not. But just like we used to go out, party a bit, and then have sex, this will be much the same.”

“Sex without sex?” he asked.

“Sort of.”

“Do I need to get turned on?”

It was an odd question since he was turned on all the time. She answered it blandly. “You don’t, but I think you’ll be turned on. Real turned on.”

So they sipped, and chatted, and she watched him closely.

He was actually acting more feminine than she did.

He liked to wear high heels more than she did, and he loved to make the clicking sound. Of course the clicking sound was a powerful sound, but it was the power of a woman. She didn’t need that anymore.

He liked to wear red lipstick, whereas she just liked a shade of pink now and then. So he was seeking female power more and more, and she was latching onto male power.

That was an interesting, little change of roles.

He liked dresses, she sometimes liked male shorts.

He liked his little weenie all pressed up inside his underwear, struggling to get out.

She liked the roominess of male pants.

So what was about to happen was okay. In fact, later on she would realize that there was no way around it.

Finally, he was a little high, and giggly. He was getting off on the little hints she was dropping. Hints like, ‘You’ll love it with me taking charge.’ Or, ‘You’ll find that dress really works with what I’ve got in mind.’

She was a little high, and feeling very, very excited. She could feel shivers running down her chest and right to her pussy. She was almost trembling, and she finally put a hand on his hand.

“Okay, honey, there’s two ways we can go. We can simply milk you. I play with your prostate until you just leak out. That’s a very horny method, you’ll be quite excited and unable to calm your dick down.”

“What’s the other method?” he asked, gulping loudly.

“A strap on. I simply do you until you lose your load. Again, you’ll be horny afterwards, but…” she shrugged.

Jim had never felt so excited. His penis was, in spite of being small, rock hard. His anus was literally quivering.

Either way, milking, with whatever that entailed, or the strap on, he was going to be relieved.

“So which do you want?”

“Do I have to…I think I need to experience both before making a decision.”

“Of course you do. But which do you want tonight?”

He really didn’t know, and finally he settled for asking her to flip a coin, then do whatever the coin toss indicated. Without telling him.

She flipped, grinned and didn’t show him the coin, and led him back to the bedroom.

He went eagerly.

When he had first had his period she had told him he was ‘now a woman.’

But that wasn’t totally true. He wasn’t a woman until he had sex the way a woman had sex.

But what was she going to do to him? Milk him? Or fuck him?

The answer came when she reached into her dresser drawer and pulled out a strap on.

He stared at the long, plastic dong and grew faint.

He was supposed to take that…that…big, thick club?

“Now you’ll see why women prefer dresses.” She pushed him over the bed, pulled up his dress and lowered his panties.

The air was cool on his brown button, and he jerked when she began lubing him.

She massaged his buttocks while she applied the lubricant.

“You’re going to love this, honey. Just remember to relax and let it happen.”

He blurted, “I’m going to lose my virginity.”

“That’s right,” she cooed. “Just like any young girl. When I’m done you’re going to be my property. And you’ll love it.”

He was shivering now, and his legs were shaking and he felt like he could hardly stand up. But he didn’t need to stand up. All he needed to do was stay there, bent over the bed, and learn the facts of life.

She took him then. And he cried a little, and there were a few drops of blood, but then the awesome pleasure of female sex took over.


Epilogue

Jim was going to work earlier now, because he had to get off earlier. He had to get off earlier because he had to fix dinner and do the chores that he hadn’t gotten to in the morning. things like the laundry, vacuuming, and so on.

When he got home he spent a lot of time preparing a delicious meal for Ann. While she rested in the recliner, reading the paper (or Grace Mansfield story), or watching women’s tennis on TV, he peeled the potatoes, washed the greens, prepared a salad, and cooked his steak.

These days he liked his steaks in little pieces, mixed in with a salad.

After dinner he washed the dishes, then came in and rubbed Ann’s feet.

She would relax, and if he was lucky, and she was in the mood, she would take him to the bedroom and drain him. Or, if he was really lucky, screw him.

On this night, however, she delayed, enjoyed the foot rub a bit longer, then cleared her throat.

“Yes, dear?”

“I’m been thinking.”

“Yes?” Jim didn’t always understand when Ann was thinking about, even when she explained it to him, and this night was no different.

“I think it’s about time we gave you a little Depo Provera.”

“What will that do?”

“It will help reduce your erections.”

Jim nibbled his lip a bit and worried.

“Does that mean you’re not going to have sex with me anymore?”

“Oh, honey, no! We’ll have sex as much as I want!”

Jim smiled. He was so emotional these days, and he dried a tear and controlled a sniff.

“Okay.”

“In fact, we’ll have sex tonight…”

Jim brightened up. His face lit up and he grinned.

“Just as you take this Depo Provera.”

Ann held out a pill. Jim stared at it, then reached out and took it. He held it for a moment and stared at it, then he looked up at his wife. “But we’re going to have sex tonight?”

Ann nodded.

“Okay.” And Jim popped the pill into his mouth.

END
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Part One

Sue stepped out of the Uber and stared down the long driveway towards the hospital.

It was as big as the White House, but whereas the White House had a rotunda, this ancient hospital had wings and spires and bars on the windows.

Outside of that, there really wasn’t much of a difference. Big, green lawn and a black, spiked fence. Bushes across the grounds.

Of course there was a statement in there, something about politicians and sexual deviants being comparable, but that’s all in the mind of the beholder.

Sue walked up the short outer drive to the little gatehouse. A bored guard with a big belly and a rough look to his eyes stared at her.

Actually, he more than stared at her. He dissected her lush frame with his beady eyes. He showed his appreciation for her narrow waist and round hips with the fat, wet tongue that licked his blubbery lips. He reached down below the level of the window and squeezed his groin.

How did Sue know he was playing with himself?

Because she had worked with the mentally ill for the ten years since she graduated from college, and she knew a groin grope when she saw one. She also knew that mental institutions sometimes had trouble getting good people, and there might not be that much difference between the guard and some of the inmates.

“Sue Northrup. Here to see Miss Rathel.”

He brought his greedy eyes up, a little cowed by the authority in her voice. “Yes, ma’am.”

He picked up a phone and tapped a number. “Miss Northrup is here for Miss Rathel.”

The mutter of a far away voice, then the guard hung up the phone.

“Reception is just inside the front door,” he mumbled. Licked his lips. Tried to keep his eyes up and away from her large bosom.

He was a lech, and probably a little bit low in intelligence, but he was smart enough not to mess with somebody of authority.

Even though Sue had no authority yet. She was here for the final interview.

The guard pressed a button and the little door in the double gate opened up. She ignored him, felt his pig eyes scoping out her nice, round ass, and walked straight up the drive.

She only made it twenty yards, however, when a golf cart careened onto the drive and headed for her.

She watched the thing zip along and slowed her gait. She intuited that this was a ride for her, and she studied the handsome young nurse in the driver’s seat.

He was an easy six feet, slender, but with a wiry strength. He had curly hair, eyes that missed nothing but still laughed, and a slightly crooked Roman nose.

And she could tell he was checking her out as he closed the distance. Hell, she could feel his handsome eyes size up her breasts, judge her face, and appreciate her long, blonde hair.

The golf cart stopped.

“Miss Northrup, I presume?”

“You presume right.”

He indicated the passenger seat and she climbed aboard.

With a jerk the cart started up, and she was thrown back a little bit.

Miss Rathel is busy right now. She wants me to show you the grounds, then the interview. Sound good?”

His voice was easy and good natured, but there seemed to be a a hidden edge in it. Something that should be obvious, but wasn’t.

“Sounds great,” she enthused. She was nervous about the interview and wanted a moment to compose herself.

Work at the Femwood Asylum was prestigious; it would be a fantastic mark on her resume.

Also, she would get the chance to interview the truly insane, and even to avail herself of the most modern equipment.

“My name is Randy, by the way. And I am, just in case you wondered.”

It was a bit impudent for an introduction, but she wasn’t going to quibble. She wanted this job, and the more people that liked her the better her chances were.

“Call me Sue.”

“Will do, Susie Sue. Over here is the basketball court.”

They passed a court that was clean and neat with nets on the hoops. A half dozen inmates, she could tell by their uniforms with the big red FA on the backs, Femwood Asylum, were playing a lackluster game of basketball.

Well, sort of basketball. They were shuffling after the ball, then tossing it up, seemingly without regard for teams. They were appropriately drugged.

He showed her the garages, the woods in the back, and stopped by a small lake. They were alone here, and he turned to her.

“Don’t want to get back too soon. So what brings you to Femwood?”

“Cutting edge methodology,” she had rehearsed the answer and made it sound natural and sincere.

“Well, you’ll find that here, that’s for sure. Do you know what type of inmates we specialize in?”

“Persons with sexual problems.” There, that covered everything.

“Well, you’re half right. She looked askance at him, and suddenly felt their closeness in the golf cart. She felt something else, too.

She felt heat in her groin. Damn. He was turning her on!

And the look in his eyes, his confidence, seemed to say that he knew what he was doing to her.

“We specialize in men and who have committed sexual crimes, but not just normal sex crimes.”

“I didn’t think you could classify a sex crime as normal,” she spoke dryly.

He grinned. “Touche. But my point is that you’re going to be dealing with men, and women, who have done bad things to good people, and just because they could. You’re going to find every kind of neurosis and psychosis. Psychopaths, sociopaths, panty sniffers, transvestites, people who have tried to alter their sex with mommy’s kitchen knife…and all of them with the potential of becoming violent with you.”

“I’ve studied martial arts. I’ve worked violent wards before. I think I’m qualified.”

He appraised her with cool eyes, and once again she felt the heat stir between her legs. “I don’t doubt you are, but I would suggest you be very cautious with the inmates, and even some of the doctors.”

“What?”

“Just saying,” his smile was charming. That was the trouble Every time he smiled she felt like he was trying to get into her panties.

“But the best person you can hang with is me. I’m a nurse, it’s my job to handle the tough ones, and if that means getting physical…you want to keep me in mind.”

Yet something in his words, a certain degree of arrogance, bothered her.

She had been fending off horny men all her life, and his arrogance, coupled with the heat in her groin, made her suspicious of him.

“Well, I’ve done my duty, and Miss Rathel should be ready by now. Are you ready?”

“I am.”

Randy started up the golf cart, zipped around the corner of the big building and into a parking lot.

“This is where they make deliveries. We can get in here, and I’ll tell the front desk you’re here while you meet with Miss Rathel.”

He stopped at the bottom of a flight of stairs and walked her up to the back door. He had a ring of keys and they entered the hospital proper.

It was gloomy in the old building, and she could hear the mumble of voices in a common room.

Randy walked walked her bast one and she observed patients playing card games.

He turned down a short hallway and they came to a door, the top half of which was pebble glass, and the word ‘Administrator’ was chiseled into the glass.

Randy tapped, turned the knob, and ushered her into the room.

It was a tall room with narrow windows. It was painted a light yellowish color, and the lighting was good only because of the windows.

Across the room was a large desk with a shiny top. There was a vase of flowers on one corner, an open folder in the center of the desk, and a computer monitor on the side.

Miss Rathel wore a white lab coat. She was reading the contents of the folder, and Sue had a moment in which to inspect her.

Her breasts were very large. Her waist was moderate, and her ass was…big.

Sue knew this without seeing much of it. But from the shape of her body on top, and the fact that the woman spent a lot of time sitting in her chair and going over reports pretty much said it.

Her hair was auburn, medium length with the ends flipped up. Her face was strict with shiny, red lipstick adorning lips that had obviously had some botox work done.

She looked up. Her steely eyes took in all of Sue and her mouth twitched very slightly.

“That will be all, Randy.” Not ‘thank you,’ but a dismissal.

Then, as Randy turned and headed for the door, she smiled, and the room lit up.

She had a great smile. One that conveyed happiness so intently it was almost impossible not to be happy with her.

“Miss Northrup. We have been looking forward to your being with us.”

Even tones, no nonsense, but very personable.

But Sue knew that psychiatrists specialized in personable. It was how they got their patients to talk to them.

“I’ve been looking over your record here, and…” and she chatted, asked an occasional question, and Sue knew it was all just show. The interview hadn’t started yet.

Then Miss Rathel asked a question that indicated the interview had started.

“How do you feel about sex?”

“Are you asking me as a person? Or as to my willingness to work with people who are obsessed with sex?”

“Yes.”

Sue took a breath and began outlining her education, her history as a sex therapist, and Miss Rathel stopped her.

“No, I mean…how shall I put this…we use sexual methods to treat these people. Are you okay with that?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

But Miss Rathel’s eyes sort of glazed over, like the lids on a reptile. “If you had to grab a man’s testicles and stroke him until he calmed down?

That was certainly an unorthodox question, and spoke of an unorthodox treatment.

“I don’t see any problem,” said Sue. Inside her chest her heart was doing a jig. Actually, there could be problems with that sort of approach, but she was determined. And if she had to grab some sicko by the package and deal with him…she would make it work.

“And what if you had to administer enemas, prostate massages, other treatments like those.”

“No problem,” she stated firmly, trying to believe her self.

There were other questions, but now that Sue was figuring it out, she answered the questions quickly and with a feel of sincerity.

Even though some of the questions did bother her.

After a quarter hour Miss Rathel stood up. “Well, your answers are all in order. But we have to make sure. You will be receiving training on some very state of the art equipment, and you will be dealing with some very unbalanced individuals, so we have to be sure. come with me.”

Miss Rathel strode for the door to her office and Sue leaped up and followed her.

They walked down the long hallway towards the back of the asylum. Miss Rathel’s shoes made very powerful clicking sounds.

That was strange. Most medical people she knew preferred thick, soft soles to protect the feet through a long day of standing on them. But Miss Rathel clicked her heels like she was trying to scare away demons.

“I would suggest you wear heels. The patients have been trained to respect the sound of heels, and it will make your life easier.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

They turned onto some stairs and went down to the basement.

The basement was large, and they walked down a corridor lined with pipes. they came to a door and Miss Rathel pushed it back.

The woman was hanging upside down on the far wall. She was naked and her legs were spread. A man in a white lab coat had pulled her labia back and clamped them open. He was taking pictures of the woman’s pussy with a large camera.

Miss Rathel walked over to the man. “How’s it going, Harold?”

Harold was a large, bullet-headed man. He had thick pores and blubber lips. He was sweating profusely and his little eyes looked Sue over.

“Wonderful, Miss Rathel. Shirley is responding wonderfully.”

Miss Rathel leaned forward and gazed down into the woman’s hole.

Sue moved forward and saw what Miss Rathel was seeing.

Not only had the labia been clamped apart, but there were very small electrodes placed on her wet, innards. Little wires ran from the electrodes to a large machine on a rolling table next to the girl.

“This is Sue, Harold. She’ll be working with us. I think electrode 4E needs to be moved slightly to the right. And what about the anal probe?”

“Right away, ma’am, and the probe is next.”

“Excellent. Remember, without the probe all readings will be skewed.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Come here, Sue. Get a close look.”

Sue moved closer, looked down at the pink gash. It was very moist, and the girl was making moaning sounds.

“Hush, Shirley. Harold, Execute right side in line.”

Harold flicked a switch on the machine on the table.

“AHHH!” moaned the girl. Her hips tried to tilt and Sue could see the soft flesh rippling up the length of her labia, but only on the right side.

“Very good. I’m putting the anal probe in.”

Miss Rathel picked up a long tube with ripples on it. She spread the girl’s cheeks and lowered the tube. It touched flesh and the girl moaned, and Miss Rathel pushed it in.

“Ah…ah…ah…” the girl grunted as each ripple went through her anal ring.

Miss Rathel attached the electrode that led from the probe to the machine. “Okay. Make her dance, Harold.”

Harold’s fat tongue went out of the corner of his mouth. It was wet and fat, and he licked along his lips, leaving a line of slobber on them.

He glanced at Sue and leered, and she had the feeling that he wanted to put his hands all over her body.

Then he flicked a switch and turned a dial.

The woman hanging upside down began to dance. Her legs twitched and jumped and her tits, hanging upside down on her chest, bounced.

She drooled and a keening sound came out of her mouth.

“All right.”

Miss Rathel leaned down and patted the woman on the cheek. “Good job, Shirley. You’ll be done in no time.”

Then Miss Rathel turned to Sue. “Please removed the anal probe.”

Sue had no trouble with that. She simply gripped the base and gentle worked it out.

“Very good. But you’ll need to be faster. And put this in.”

It was a short, fat dildo. No electrodes, no ripples, just a thick plastic dick with one groove in it, at the base, to hold it in.

Sue was sweating now, but she maintained her composure and slid the second device into the upside down woman.

“Oh, fuck!” whimpered the woman was was being skewered.

When the dildo was in place Miss Rathel nodded. “Very good. Let’s step to the side and let Harold get on with his work. Harold, I think Shirley is done for the day.”

Sue followed the older woman to the side of the room and they watched as Harold began pushing his large thumb into the girls vagina. With each jab the girl cried out. Yet she wasn’t crying in pain.

“I think you’ll work out. However, the decision is up to you. You’ll have to learn how to perform these procedures, and that means you’ll have to have the procedures done to you.

Sue blinked. “Me? You want to hang me up and…”

“Just like Shirley there. Shirley applied for work a month ago, and she’s almost through her apprenticeship. She’ll be done in a few days, and you’ll be able to take her place.”

“Isn’t that rather unorthodox? Applying psychiatric treatment to people who have nothing wrong with them?”

“Of course. But that’s what it requires if you’re going to learn how to think outside the box. Of course, if you think it is too much, or have other objection to the training methods, then this interview is at an end and you will be escorted to the main gate.

That was the rubicon for Sue. That was the step that would either soar her to the stars, or dash her to the rocks below.

As she stood there, contemplating, ascertaining truths about herself and her commitment, Harold let Shirley down. The naked woman collapsed headfirst, but gently, on the floor. Harold helped her stand up.

She was a good looking woman. Quite attractive, especially when viewed right side up.

She hugged Harold, and thanked him, then walked across the floor to the door. She was weaving, staggering, but under her own power.

She had withstood this new and rather strange treatment, and if she could do it…Sue made up her mind.

“I think I can be of value here.”

Miss Rathel smiled.

Sue was put in  he charge of Randy, and Randy gave her a tour of the inside of the asylum and acquainted her with her own living arrangements.

“I have to live here?”

“Of course. If we have a psychiatric emergency,” he grinned, “then all doctors and nurses have to be available.

He showed her to a polite apartment. It didn’t have a bathroom or kitchen, and it wasn’t too roomy, but all Sue could do was sigh. She wasn’t here for comfort, but to learn. Besides, she’d save a lot of money in rent.

He showed her the kitchen, which was commercial, but had a station for those who wanted late night snacks or to fix their own meals.

The library was large, but a bit untidy. The librarian apparently wasn’t overly enthusiastic about restocking the shelves, and in the right order.

There was a large fiction section, however, and Sue was surprised to see a collection of Grace Mansfield books.

Mansfield was a popular author whose work in such things as feminization and female domination was so astute that many doctors perused her works for inspiration.

The final stop on the tour was the bathroom. It was a big, tiled room used by both men and women.

“Not much for privacy, is it?” commented Sue, noting the fact that there weren’t any cubicles, just panels of plywood separating toilets. There were no urinals, so the men had to sit, and that right next to the women, on the thrones.

“No need,” smiled Randy.

She looked at him.

Randy had been friendly and cheerful the whole tour, but there had also been something else. A subtle excitement under his words. Almost a manic happiness.

This being the end of the tour, his job being done, he sat on, of all things, a changing table in one corner of the room. She leaned against the changing table next to his.

“Do you think you’ll like it here?”

“I think so.” But she was actually unsure. It was rather primitive, dated in facility and…strange.

‘Vibes’ aren’t usually held up as valid, but they are sometimes the most truthful of observations, and this place had a vibe she just couldn’t figure out.

Still smiling, his smile becoming a little ‘fixed,’ he said, “If you have any special needs I can attend to them.”

“You can…what kind of needs?” she cocked her head in curiosity.

“Oh, you know. It’s difficult to get to town, we’re uh, working all the time, and if you have needs.”

It dawned on her like a slap in the face. He was coming on to her. Well, she knew how to handle that.

“Are you flirting with me?” Right in his face. Accusatorially.

“Uh, no. It’s just that many of the lady doctors have needs. I help Miss Rathel with her needs, and lots of the other doctors.

She had enough of this. She glowered at him. “Are you saying you want to fuck me?”

Panic flitted across his face and he broke into a heavy sheen of perspiration. “Oh, no! I couldn’t do that!”

The thing was…he was serious. His whole demeanor had changed from ‘helpful’ to ‘despair.’

Being a psychiatrist she couldn’t let a mystery like this exist.

“Why not?”

For answer he gripped his belt buckle and undid it.

Sue stepped back. “Stop right there!”

“You don’t understand!” and his face had a strange, twisted begging look to it. He pulled his pants down and Sue would have looked away, except…the gleam of metal in his groin.

Her mouth opened and her head moved forward very slightly.

“Is that…are you wearing…”

“It’s a chastity tube. Miss Rathel requires all the male nurses to wear them. There used to be a problem with the nurses having sex with the patients, and to solve this…”

He dwindled off and Sue gazed at his face intently. He was a mix of glee and fear. During his tours of the place he had exhibited only the glee, which was easily mistaken for happiness.

Now she saw underneath the surface.

“Come here,” she commanded.

He stepped toward her, and he seemed a little fearful.

She put out her hand and put it around his chastity tube.

It was the most secure tube she had ever seen. It was made of metal and the lock was inset. No way to cut it off, and it looked like the lock was unpickable.

Underneath the tube his balls were big, and the skin stretched so they were large and shiny appearing.

She looked up at him. “Every male nurse?”

He nodded. “And male doctors.” It was obvious he was enjoying her inspection of his sex.

“But not the patients.”

“Some. Some not. It depends on the patients.”

“What about the female nurses, doctors?”

“”Oh, no.”

“Why not?”

“He seemed confused. Because they’re, they’re in charge. they can do what they want.”

“So you offered to fill my special needs. Were you speaking of sex?”

He nodded to. “Miss Rathel wants us always on duty.”

His words were glib, innocent, and that was the moment that Sue realized there was something a bit off about handsome Randy.

“So how were you going to…see to my needs if you are…” she stood up and glanced down at his package significantly.

“Oh, I’ve got an excellent collection of dildos. Miss Rathel has personally inspected them all.”

“She has personally…”

She was nonplussed. She had worked at many institutions, but she had never encountered a situation such as this.

“Oh, yes!” and he nodded. Happy, glee exuding from him.

“Well, I will let you…” then she stopped talking. She was curious. How far did this strange situation go? “So if I asked you to eat me out, right here, to perform cunnilingus on me, you would so so.”

“May I?” He seemed so eager to please.

Sue was conflicted. There were ethics to be considered. Except ethics usually were designed for interactions between medical practitioners and patients. Nobody cared about interactions between doctors and doctors, or nurses.

But she had to see how far this went. Then she could look into such things as ethics violations, and decide whether this was something to be reported to the medical board.

“Okay.”

His whole body jerked as if a switch had been thrown. He knelt in front of her, quickly, but not hurting his knees. He gently lifted her dress, and she felt him fumbling a bit, then pulling her panties down with his fingers.

She placed a hand on his forehead and looked into his eyes.

Soulful. Deep, brown pools. Happiness. And the desire to service her with all his heart.

She leaned forward, and she leaned back a bit, finding the changing table and giving him access.

His tongue was a marvel. He lapped up and down, hot and wet and darting in and out, slapping her pussy with its manic intent.

“Oh, yes,” he mumbled as his lips caressed her labia and his tongue wedged in between her soft lips.

Sue found herself trembling. She hadn’t had sex in a while, and to now receive it in such odd circumstances…her pussy lit up with heat.

“Ummm,” he held her buttocks with his hands as his tongue dabbed and painted and pushed her clitoris around.

Oh, fuck! thought Sue. This is wrong!

But it’s hard to say something was wrong when it felt so good!

His finger slid over her rectum and she gasped, and suddenly she realized that if she let this continue she was going to have an orgasm.

She went to push his head back, away, but her arms were weak. Her muscles were turning limp as desire took her over.

He pulled her buttocks harder, grinding his mouth into her snatch, and Sue thought, Oh, well. In for a penny…

The shudders began taking her body, and her mind dissipated into a golden haze.

The next day Sue filled out paperwork, met doctors and nurses, and was accompanied by Randy everywhere.

Randy smiled at her, but he gave no indication, caused no embarrassment, with the knowledge of what he had done to her pussy.

And, God, he really had done her good.

He had done her so good that Sue, when giving him the occasional glance, actually blushed. And she wondered whether the ethics of the situation were such that she needed to explore the situation further. After all, one incident doesn’t make a habit.

She managed to restrain herself, though by the end of the day she actually needed to masturbate.

She lay on her bed in the little room and tickled herself to a gasper. Then she lay there and thought about Randy, and the hospital, and the strange vibes she was getting.

She hadn’t seen any patients, but she had read records and had discussions with the medical staff.

And the medical staff was hiding something.

Male or female, doctor or nurse, a question about a patient’s condition would bring forth a look, or a nervous giggle, but even under the most direct questions, there was not much information coming forth.

She got up and headed for the bathroom. She took a shower, was still hot, and awake, and decided to go to the library.

She was wearing just a lab coat, it was late and nobody was up, and her nipples were rubbed by the material of the lab coat. God, what was it with this place? She had been eaten, and she had jilled herself off, and now she wanted more!

In this state she entered the library and perused the shelves.

And focused on publications concerning the Femwood Asylum.

There weren’t many, but the ones that did exist were highly complimentary. They described case history after case history, praising the results, and yet…there was almost nothing said about the methods that Femwood used.

Sue sat back and considered the matter. She was due to start training in these methods, but the only thing she had to go off of was the nurse, Shirley, who had been hanging from a wall with electrodes on her sex organs.

She had seen Shirley that day, working in a ward, smiling and dealing with patients who gazed hungrily at her breasts, and one of whom had actually groped her. Stuck his horny hand right under her coat and it looked like he had jammed his hand right into her pussy.

Was that what she had to look forward to? Getting her privates abused by  the mentally feeble, or even deviant, patients?

Shirley had taken it all in stride. She had just turned, removed the patient’s hand and spoken to him cheerfully.

Was that the reasoning behind the ‘training’ Shirley had received? And which Sue was about to undergo? To ‘immunize’ one against sexual advances?

If so, it worked.

But did Sue want to be so immunized? Wouldn’t it be better to have more control of the patients? To make sure they didn’t do such things?

But the methods of the Femwood Asylum were lauded widely, according to the publications Sue was now reading.

So… “OH!”

She jumped up. Two hands had caressed her shoulders.

“Randy!”

“I’m sorry!” he blubbered. “I just want to please you!”

Then he was on his knees, not eating her, but hugging her legs. “Please…please let me please you!”

Sue was startled, and a bit stunned.

He performed cunnilingus on her, he was chastised. He wanted nothing more than to administer to her ‘needs.’

Calming herself from the sudden startlement, she held his head and brushed his hair with her hand.

“It’s okay, Randy,” she said. “Just don’t sneak up on me. Clear your throat or something.”

“I will! I will. Only, please…don’t tell Miss Rathel I scared you!”

This was a surprising statement and Sue tilted his head so he looked up at her, and she looked down at him.

If she hadn’t been a psychiatrist she would have missed it.  But she was, so she didn’t.

Randy had startled her on purpose. And he had brought Miss Rathels name into it on purpose. He was setting himself up. He wanted to be reported.

He was scared, that was obvious, but he was eager, too.

And Sue wondered at Miss Rathel. And she thought, What kind of a hold does she have on her staff that they would be like this? And, the next thought, Is this something I have to worry about?

The odd thing was that she actually felt his fear, she empathized with him. She let his fear touch her because…because…it had a certain delicious feel to it.


Part Two

Randy came to her room early the next day.

She had used his tongue mercilessly the night before, and had even considered making him go get one of those dildos he was so proud of. But she hadn’t.

“Miss Rathel would like me to accompany you to the training center.”

Sue followed him out of the room and down through the corridors. and she was mystified by his attitude.

When men and women, or men and men or women and women, engage in sexual activities there is always a subtle attitude that occurs. Call it ownership, call it common secrets shared, there are usually knowing glances, smiles or revealing quips.

With Randy there was none of this. He serviced her, and it was like there no effect upon him. He was just the same, old smiling, happy fellow.

He offered service without the usually emotional baggage.

Well, time to dwell on that later. Right then, she had to deal with her training.

Harold was there, and she had an instinctive dislike for him. The way he peered at her with his sneaky, little eyes. How he glanced at her body and licked his lips. There was just something that didn’t feel quite right about Harold.

But he apparently had nurse credentials, and Miss Rathel trusted him, so…she was going to have to.

“Gu morning.” He had a way of cutting off his words, of slaughtering syllables he didn’t like.

“Good morning, Doctor…I don’t know your last name,? She looked in vain for a name tag.

“Jus Harold’s ‘kay.”

He was warming up the box on the rolling table, checking wires, setting up a chart for observations and results.

“Take off clothes.”

She felt naked already, just being in his presence. But he wasn’t looking at her with a leer right then, just making checks in boxes on his clipboard.

“Go ahead, Sue,” Randy smiled cheerfully.

Sue gave a light shiver, then suppressed it all. She was a professional, after all.

Sue knew she had to take everything off from observing Shirley previously. She slipped her lab coat off, her blouse and pants, then pulled her panties down and slipped out of her bra.

Now Harold did stare at her.

It unnerved her. She was professional, but he wasn’t.

He stared at her boobs, long enough to make her clear her throat, then he looked down at her pussy. He frowned.

“What?”

“Gonna need shave ya.”

Oh, crap. She didn’t like shaving. When it grew back it tended to be itchy down there. And she hated the bother of shaving all the time.

But Harold, for all his seeming slow wittedness, was ahead of her. “You wan shave or Nair?”

“I’ll try Nair.” Good. She hated the razor. She hated the quick growing stubble.

“‘Kay. Come here.”

Sue stepped in front of the wall where Shirley had hung on days previous.

Harold said, “Sit down, face wall. Cross legs. Like Indian.”

Sighing, she did so, and Harold placed fur lined leather cuffs around her ankles. Sitting cross legged as she was, ‘like an Indian,’ her pussy was plainly revealed. The labia were parted and her pinkness felt the coolness of air, and even the brush of air as he moved in front of her and created small air currents.

“You go up now.”

He pressed a button on a remote that hung down from the ceiling.

Sue saw the motor in the meeting of wall and ceiling. It was a winch, and it started reeling her in. Or up.

“Oh!” she yelped in surprise.

Her legs went up and her back was on the floor. She was dragged up against the wall. Her legs were pointed up and Harold stopped the motor for a second. He arranged the ropes holding her legs so they went to the sides and around little hooks on the sides.

He started up the winch again and now she was not only pulled up the wall, upside down, but her legs were spread.

The good news was that it wasn’t uncomfortable. The leather straps were comfortable, and large enough so that the pressure on her ankles was distributed.

The bad news was that she was upside down, blood pounded in her head, and she had never felt so exposed.

Her pussy was gaping and there was nothing she could about it.

She had automatic reactions, her muscles quivered as she instinctively tried to close her legs, but there was no way she was going to beat the ropes that kept her up and open.

Harold moved up to her. He was so close his lab coat brushed against her.  The coat wasn’t particular clean, and he had an odor about him. A stale, semeny sort of odor. Like he had been jacking off too much and had neglected to clean himself.

At first it felt like he was taking measurements. She could feel his digits brushing against the soft, pink flesh of her open pussy. Then she realized he was putting Nair on her.

She gulped and waited. After a while she felt a burn and told him, and he started wiping her clean.

Then Harold started doing something. His fingers danced over her flesh and she could’t image what he was doing.

“Hey!” she gurgled, being unused to talking while upside down.

“Hey,” he commented back, a way of ignoring her while acknowledging her.

“What are you doing?”

“Measuring.” He said the words almost soothingly.

Then he was attaching electrodes.

Sue hung upside down. Her boobs hung the wrong way from her chest, and it actually felt good, a relief on over used muscles. And she could feel his minute attentions to her slit.

She could feel him brushing the flesh to put it in position. She could feel him pressing the little round patches to hold the electrodes in place. She could feel him hold them in place with a finger, then gently tug on them, making sure they wouldn’t come loose.

Oh, fuck! she wheezed in her mind. She was getting turned on. The way he touched her, being so exposed…she could feel the heat build.

Harold took note right away.

“You get wet.”

She wanted to tell him to shut the fuck up. That was really crude, but she controlled herself. The best way to get through this is just to do it.

He backed away from her and she took a big breath. Looking at him from her upside down position she realized that her mouth was on his penis level. Oh, gah!

And she could see what looked like wet marks, stains, on his penis area.

Had he done this to Shirley?

Oddly, she thought ‘this,’ but didn’t really know what, exactly, she was referring to, except the general procedure.

He stepped back to her and he felt her putting lube in her asshole.

“Hey!”

“Hey,” he repeated.

She sighed, and he slid a probe into her.

“Oh, fuck!” She didn’t just think this, she spoke it aloud as pleasure invaded her anus.

Harold moved the probe around, literally ‘swirled’ it. Made sure it was nice and deep and comfy.

“‘Kay.” he said. he stepped back and picked up the remote that controlled the machine and the wires leading to the sensors attached to Sue’s cunt.

He smiled wanly, flicked a switch and turned a dial.

Sue’s back arched and she felt a sizzle of pleasure the size of a thunderbolt shoot through her pussy.

A moment later, or an hour, she came back to herself. She was soaked with perspiration and he pussy was on wonderful, glorious fire.

Harold made a check in a box on his clipboard.

He flicked a switch and turned the dial.

The voltage that electrified her sexual senses was different this time, but it was no less severe. She felt different parts of her sexual apparatus groaning with sheer, unadulterated pleasure. Her buttocks started clenching and unclenching, and she entered a white hot, hazy state of mind.

The world wasn’t real. The only thing that was real was the sharp smell of her sex overheating.

Then she realized she was still hanging, upside down.

A mark in a box.

A switch and a dial.

“FUUUUCK!” It felt like her pussy had split in half. Her nipples cried out, and she realized that Harold had, while she was dazed, put electrodes on her nipples. In fact, he had fastened two little suction tubes to her nipples, pumped them up until they were in contact with the electrodes inside the suction tubes.

Then she felt him moving the electrodes around, shifting their position on her pussy.

It felt like he was putting his fingers into her, actually jacking her, and she tried to focus, to find some sort of outrage, but…it felt good. Too good. Her expression of outrage became a simple murmur. “More.”

He stepped in front of her, and she realized that he had undone his zipper and his meat hung there. Big and flaccid. For a surly fellow Harold was surprisingly well endowed.

“Wha…”

He plugged her mouth, flicked a switch, and turned a dial.

One would think that a shock might make the mouth snap shut, clamp down and possibly sever any meat invader. But this medical procedure was not set up for that. This medical procedure made her mouth open wider, relaxed her throat muscles, and Harold pushed in, made the muscles open even further.

Sue didn’t even think of gagging, she just thought of the way her labia were quivering, of how her clitoris was shuddering. How she couldn’t think of anything but…more.

Sue lay on her bed. She hadn’t eaten. She had staggered out of the lab, feeling like she was walking bow legged, feeling like she was still cumming.

The morning had been more dedicated to simple things like measurements and taking base readings. The afternoon had been dedicated to, for want of a better phrase, approaching orgasm.

Harold had expertly taken her to the limit, time after time, pushed her to it, then backed off. He had made her shiver and cry out in ecstasy. Her hips had begun bucking, smacking against the wall, but he wouldn’t let her get the big bang. He had pushed his fingers into her pussy, his cock into her mouth, and spoken only to say things like, ‘Gu girl. Do ‘gain. Yeah.’ But he had not let her have an orgasm.

A curious thing had happened. She began to have little mini orgasms. They weren’t caused by the machine, at least not directly. They were her own generation, a way of compensating for the fantastic frustration she was experiencing.

So after the session, after being let down from the wall, she had come straight to her room, too blasted to do anything else, and collapsed on her bed.

She lay there, trying to think, trying to remember that she was a doctor, trying to still the shivers of orgasmic pleasure, orgasms that were not the complete thing, but her own manufacture, that still shuddered through her body.

This was special training? The doctors did this to patients and cured them?

Well, probably not, at least not to this extent, or to this specificity. But she did understand that she was going to have to learn to use this machine.

And a curious thing happened to her thinking process.

On one hand she was semi-delirious, shocked, literally, and…on the other hand, she understood how this could be beneficial.

She had seen the studies concerning chemical castration. It worked, but…side effects.

With some men it worked, with other men it drove them to more severe ways of expressing themselves. Ways that were injurious to themselves, and the public.

Some had even tried to cut their own member off.

Now, after only one day of training, she was already coming around to the way Miss Rathel thought.

There were advances to be made if she could but figure out this sexual thing.

The potential in being able to make women, and men, feel this eternal orgasm that was building in her was incredible.

Somebody is sex crazy, you give them an orgasm that won’t quit, so why would they want anything else? Why would they go out and commit their sexual perversions if they were in a constant state of orgasm.

Yet, she admitted to herself, it wasn’t a pure orgasm. Not a man/woman orgasm. There was something that—

Her door opened. Outlined in the hall light was Randy’s figure.

“Sue?” he whispered. “are you awake.”

“Oh, God. Randy. Come hold me.”

He tip toed across the room, curious with these cement floors, and she figured he was in a stealth mode of thinking for some reason.

He crawled onto her bed and held her, and Sue sighed and sunk into his arms.

She couldn’t help herself. She felt his chastity tube.

It was wiggling. His dick was trying to get hard. She had never felt such violent gyrations from a dick before.

“Let me fuck you. I brought my strap on.”

Again, she couldn’t help herself. “Oh, yes. Do me.”

He didn’t have a chance to put the strap on harness on. He took the dildo  out of his pocket and before he could do anything she grabbed his forearm and pulled his arm towards her.

She was juicy. She had been made juicy all day, and it was hard to turn something like that off. The dildo sunk into her, hard, and she pulled on his arm and cried out.

At last! No more of the little bits and pieces, of being taken to an almost orgasm in the most incremental fashion possible. Finally, she was getting what all the little shocks had hinted at.

“I have to go soon,” Randy whispered into her hair. “But new doctors always need a good orgasm after the first session. After many sessions. But you will make it.”

“I will? What will I make? Where am I going? Where will this procedure take me?”

“Shhh,” he tasted her mouth briefly, “You’ll find out in good time. Just…stick it out. It only gets better.”

A minute later Randy stood up and put his dildo in his pocket.

“Randy?”

“Yes?”

Sue didn’t know why she asked what she did, it just sort of popped out of her. “Does Miss Rathel know you’re here?”

He smiled, leaned down and kissed her again, but didn’t answer. He left the room, but she had divined the answer. The look in his eyes, the smile on his lips. Yes. Miss Rathel knew.

What woke her she didn’t know. Perhaps some bit of intuition, perhaps the rigors of her training were causing a bit of mental disturbance, or spiritual froth, or something, but she was suddenly wide awake, looking up in the darkness, wondering what had woken her.

Her body was still having light jabs of sexual excitation. She had slept in spite of these because she had been physically exhausted. But now she couldn’t have gone back to sleep if her life depended on it.

She slid her legs out from under the sheets and placed on the floor. the floor was cold, but it was a sheerly physical sensation that she welcomed. It reminded her that all was not sexual, that there were other senses that needed to be fed.

She stood up, wavered slightly, and brought herself under more control. She didn’t have any slippers, only the regulation high heels, and she slipped her feet into the and pulled her lab coat over herself.

God, her nipples were burning, and the material of the lab coat made her give a jerk. Such intense sensations.

She buttoned up the dress. It was night, she would eventually go back to sleep. No need to get fully dressed.

She walked, as softly as she could due to the time, down the bathroom.

What had woken her? What had bothered her?

She lifted the coat and sat down on the toilet and let loose.

Oh, Lord, that felt good. The tinkle of the stream, the gentle plop, plop. The session that day seemed to have adjusted her whole system. Yet she felt somehow refreshed. Tired, weary, but good for that.

She used the toilet paper, then went to the sinks. She splashed water on her face, felt her boobs hang down, and stared at herself in the mirror.

She had rings around her eyes. Dark rings. Not enough sleep.

Damn.

Well, she would get over it. A few days and she would be done, qualified on the machine, and…what the heck had woken her up?

Frowning, her lips pursed, she stepped out of the bathroom.

She was standing at an intersection of two corridors. One way led to her bedroom, the other way led back to the bathroom. To right right was administration, to the left were wards, large rooms for day use, and…the basement.

Awake, nothing else to do, still bugged by not knowing what had woken her, she headed in the direction of the basement.

She didn’t intend to go to the basement, she was just strolling. Not that there was any reason why she couldn’t go to the basement.

She passed rooms where patients slept. Most of them slept. Most of them responded to the heavy dose of sleeping pills they were given before bed. But some of them didn’t care about pills. They laid on their bunks and played with themselves. If they were male they jacked rapidly, eyes closed, their faces twisted with desire. If they were female that frigged themselves with their fingers, or whatever objects they could find.

These light sounds accompanying her, Sue traipsed down the hallway. The light of the moon came in through the periodic windows, through the reinforced screens and bars, and gave a noir look to everything.

She descended to the first floor, then stopped. She heard a hum. It was the hum of the machine. She didn’t know it could be heard here, on the first floor. It must be a trick of acoustics.

She came to the stairway that led down and listened.

No trick of acoustics now, she could hear the hum of the machine, and grunts and groans of…of a man!

A man?

Sue realized that she was a woman, that she had only seen Shirley getting the training, but…was there a training for men?

There had to be!

Now impelled out of curiosity, Sue descended the stairs. She passed through a pitch black section, then the night time lighting of the building illuminated her again.

Still, it wasn’t much in the way of illumination. There were no windows down here, only the semi-lighting of the yellow bulbs in the high ceiling.

She walked down the hallway and came to the room she had been receiving her training in. The door was closed, there was no light seeping around the edges of the door. Not here.

Further down, two doors down, a door was ajar. Light shone through the slight opening, and this was where the sounds of a man were coming from.

But not just sounds. Not the sound of footstep, or the chatter of voices.

More like intense groans and moans. Cries of agony that weren’t agony. Cries that were more like the sounds She herself had made that afternoon.

She walked softly, mindful of her heels, and came to the door. She pushed it another inch open, and she had a complete view of what was happening in the room.

Randy was hanging upside down. Naked. Shaved. No chastity tube now.

His dick was very large. Much larger than the simple dildo he had used to pleasure her with earlier.

His balls were monstrous. They looked like they were expanded, inflated, shiny and the skin stretched.

His hands dangled down and short chains kept them fastened to the floor.

His legs were held up by a winch similar to the one that had hoisted Sue.

Miss Rathel was standing front of him. She was wearing nothing, and she was fiddling with a probe.

“You’re doing well, Randy. Soon you will understand and be ready to graduate.”

She greased up the anal probe.

“You’re doing well with the new girl. Just be gentle and help her along. Remember how it was when you first started? Do you remember the confusion? How you thought everything was wrong? You even told me at one time that you thought it was all evil. Your very words. ‘Miss Rathel, you are an evil person!’” she chuckled. “But now you know it’s not evil. It’s just therapeutic.”

She placed the probe to his anus and it slipped in easily. in fact, it was almost like his asshole sucked it in.

Miss Rathel picked up her clipboard and made a few notes.

“Really. Me evil,’ she muttered, checking her boxes. “You are so silly. How can sex be evil? It’s a necessary part of life, and if utilized correctly, it can eliminate virtually all undesirable mental conditions.”

With that Miss Rathel flicked a switch and turned a dial.

Randy shimmied, that is the only way to describe it, from his head up to his toes. When the shimmy hit his groin he was burbling and drooling, and semen started to pour out of his cock.

Standing at the door, Sue realized that Miss Rathel was draining Randy. She was doing something called prostate milking. She was relieving his balls of the terrific load of frustration that being held in chastity had created.

Down below Randy gibbered and groaned and his hips went to lurching.

He liked it. He liked the sexual thrills shooting through his frame, making his usually imprisoned cock stand up and cheer.

Miss Rathel stood, clipboard in hand, and watched with satisfaction. Everything was going well. Everything was…she spun around. Sue stared at her large boobs, her smooth cunt. But there was something about her pussy, something…weird.

What made Miss Rathel spin about she didn’t know. Likely it was that same intuitive feeling that had awakened Sue. but, whatever, she saw Sue peering through the space between the door and the jamb.

She relaxed and smiled. “Come in, dear.” She seemed completely unembarrassed about being naked.

Apprehensive, Sue opened the door and stepped into the room. She had been peeking, and that seemed a bit rude.

“Come in, we haven’t had much time to chat—it’s been so dreadfully busy here. Come over here. I’ll show how Randy is progressing.

Sue crossed the room and stood next to the woman, glancing at Randy as he expended his seed and moaned and thrashed against the wall.

Miss Rathel made a mark on the clipboard and turned the machine off.

Randy went slack. Semen had poured out of his cock and drizzled down his body. He had sperm on his belly, sliding down his crack, dripping all the way down to his head, onto his face, and onto the floor.

Miss Rathell lifted his cock up and examined it. It was still stiff, but no longer throbbing. His balls actually looked a bit smaller.

“Very good,” muttered Miss Rathel, then she let his cock go and made notations on the clipboard.

“Why don’t you get a couple of chairs and let’s have a little talk. Randy needs some time to recover, and I could use a break. Would you, dear?”

Sue went to a corner of the room where several folding chairs were stacked. She brought two back and opened them up.

“Ah, yes.” Miss Rathel plopped down and relaxed. “It’s been a long night.” Her sex was on display. Her boobs were truly prodigious.

Sue sat down and gave a wan smile.

“Well,” said Miss Rathel, “You’ve had an introduction to our methods, and I’m sure you have some questions.”

Sue took in her breath. “I’m curious as to the theory behind it. Certain things I understand, but without the complete theory my understanding is not complete.”

Miss Rathel placed her clipboard on top of the machine, which was next to her, and stretched in the chair. There was a small pop from her back and she let out her breath.

“Ah, yes. Theory. The theory is simple. And, surprisingly, we don’t have to get into arcane mathematical formula to understand what is going on here.

Harold does the ladies during the day. We have several other technicians, but Harold specializes in training staff. I do the night time work with the male staff. During the day I have to do administrative duties, so that leaves me with only the night for training. Do you think sex is over rated?”

That made Sue blink. “Over rated? I’m not sure what you mean.”

“I mean, is sex ever as good as they make it in the movies, or especially the more pornographic publications?”

Sue thought about it. She had had good sex, and bad, but… “Not really. It can be, is on a few occasions, but…no.”

“Exactly. So why isn’t sex good?”

“But what does that have to do with mentally people?”

“Everything! It is my suspicion, and theory, backed up by many thousands of hours of careful study, that men, and women to a lesser degree, become perverted, become deviants, commit their various crimes, because of sexual frustration. They live lives where sex is never as good as it can be, and they manifest these disappointments with their behavior and actions.”

Sue had never heard of such a theory, but, in a way, it made sense.

“The proof is that if we relieve those frustrations undesired behavior diminishes. Less than desirable actions are not enacted by the patients. The world,” she paused for dramatic affect, “is a better place.”

“Oh, my Lord!” Sue’s eyes began to shine with understanding. “So when you put me on the machine, and excite my sex…”

“It reduces frustrations. Less frustrations make for better people.”

“And a better world,” Sue breathed out. She was enthralled, absolutely fascinated by the possibilities here.

She looked over at Randy. He was hanging naked, drooling, but slowly coming back to awareness.

“With women we simply excite them, bring them to the edge of orgasm. Day after day, and they become overloaded, their sex stops withholding itself, they become eternally orgasmic.

“With men we must drain them periodically. Tell me, have you noticed how large Randy’s member is?”

“Lord, it’s big.”

“That’s the, uh, downside.” She smiled, almost as if in apology.

“With all the excitation taking effect his sex organs swell. His balls increase in size, and his capacity for producing sperm increases. When he began, when he first came to us, he had little grape-sized testicles. Now looked at them!”

Sue did. They were glorious, the size of grapefruits.

“When we are finished with Randy, when he reaches the point where he is virtually living in a golden state of orgasm, his cock and balls will shrink a little, but only a little. He will have those over-sized organs pretty much for the rest of his life.”

Sue looked at the older woman. Now she understood, and she looked down.

Miss Rathel obligingly spread her legs.

It was harder to see on a woman, but her sex organs were quite pronounced. Her tits were obvious, but her labia were large, swollen, distended and glistening with juices.

It was exciting. To see a woman in that state of excitation, with such large sexual organs.

Sue looked up at Miss Rathel. “Will my…will I…”

“Yes, dear. Your breasts will become quite large. My breasts weren’t nearly as large as yours when I began this undertaking. But I’m sure that yours…well, they be large.”

“And my vagina?”

“Your lips will expand, your clitoris will become like a small cock. And it will feel really, really good. You’re already experiencing the shivers and quivers of a fully excited body. We will continue with your treatments and you become more and more excited. A month or two from now you will be in a constant state of orgasm.”

‘But I don’t understand! How will I be able to function if I am cumming all the time?”

“Once you get used to it it won’t be distracting, but empowering. You’ll live a life with no frustrations. It truly is something to look forward to.”

Sue was struck silent for a moment, thinking, her head lost in cogitations of wonder.

Miss Rathel picked up her clipboard and studied it. It looked like her break time was over.

“Are you going to make Randy cum some more?”

“No. I think he’s fairly well empty. See how his penis has gone slack? Even his balls look a little tired.”

Sue nodded. Miss Rathel’s observations were accurate.

“Now it’s time to put his chastity tube on. We must hurry before he recovers—they recover quickly, you know. Would you like to help?

Sue stood up and Miss Rathel instructed her on the finer points of attaching a chastity tube to a man. It was easy, and within a minute Randy was imprisoned.

And just in time. He was starting to come around.

“Unh…”

“Good morning, Randy. Shall we continue with our session.”

Randy smiled. Upside down, it looked like a frown, but it definitely wasn’t.

“As for you, my dear, you should probably try and get some sleep. You’ll be up on your own wall shortly, and though I know sleep is sometimes hard to come by…”

“Thank you, Miss Rathel,” Sue smiled and walked out of the room.

Now she no longer tip toed. Now she placed her feet firmly and listened to the click, click, click of female power. With every step her large brests juddered, and she had never felt more powerful in her life!

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


Bad Boy Medicine

Cheating husbands and women’s revenge!


PART ONE

“Eat your vegetables, honey.”

Was it my imagination? Or was Marcy snickering?

“Of course, dear.” I spooned the mixed vegetables into my mouth. Hunh, it tasted like she put a little extra butter on them. Oh, well. Vegetables were okay. Tasted like buttery cardboard, but I could stomach them.

Not that I liked them, but my mother used to give me heaping helpings of the darned stuff, and giggle, ‘Puts lead in your pencil.”

I was young and didn’t really understand, and when I got older I didn’t want to understand, but…here I was again, eating vegetables. And my wife, bless her heart said the same damn thing.

So I ate my vegetables and had no idea that it was all a nefarious plot.

“Are you going to be working late again?”

“Uh,” put down the guilt, up with the excitement. “Yep.”

“Poor dear.”

“That’s okay, I don’t mind.”

My wife just smiled. But…was there a bit of a glimmer in her eyes?

For a brief moment I worried that she might know.

But, no, she couldn’t know. No way she could know. I was safe.

So I finished my dinner, smiled, and went back to work.

I work at Hanson’s Guarantee downtown. Yep, I’m one of those financial advisor guys. It’s not a hard job. I talk to people on the phone, tell them to invest, or get the heck out, and get a commission.

To people who don’t understand money it’s hard, but I’ve got a talent, and I could do this in my sleep.

In fact, I have. I got a case of Covid last year and went home and did all my work. Nobody ever even knew I was sick, they just thought I had decided to work at home.

I drove into the parking lot and parked, got out and entered the building.

This time of night only a couple of us diehards are there. But I wasn’t a diehard. At least not about money.

“Hi, Mr. Jones,” the night guard called. I waved to him and went up the elevator.

“Hey, Johnny,” one of the other finance guys greeted me on his way out of the building. “Not enough punishment, eh?”

“Never enough,” I grinned. He went down the elevator and I walked back into the offices. Through the maze of the beginners, into the row of the Veeps.

I’m a veep. You make enough money they make you a Veep. We have over 20 Veeps. I’m one of the high producer Veeps so I get my own office, a key to the Veep bathroom, and an unGodly bonus at Christmas.

“Hi, Mr. Jones,” Stella Barretti, a very sexy secretary came out of an office. She looked a little tousled, straightened up her dress. Man, she looked good. The office she had just come out of was Sam Wither’s. Man, I didn’t know he’d been tapping her. I didn’t even know she was tappable. I’d have to look into that.

I opened my office, stepped in, closed the door, and she attacked me.

“Oh, Johnny!” She kissed me voraciously. She near sucked my tongue out of my head. Her arms were around me like pythons on steroids.

“Oh, baby,” I kissed her back. I felt her mighty and magnificent bazooms.

She was Shiela Constance. The best looking secretary, with the nicest set of bosoms and the most velvety snatch in the company. In the town. In the whole damn world.

Her hands started undoing my zipper, and in a half a sec she had the zip down and the monster out.

I’m a hefty lad. Over eight by a smidge, and chunky. Makes it look smaller, it’s so wide, until it gets time to put it down a throat. Oh, baby, that is the only real drawback to having a big dick. Some guys say you’re too big for the snatch, but that’s not true. Heck, babies come out of them snatches, and while my dick is big, it’s not as big as a baby!

No, the real drawback is that a lot of women can’t give head to it.

I know, the old joke, women have big mouths they should be able to…but…reality is that while women love to play cock queen, fucking the biggest dick they can, almost none of them want to suck on a fire hose that’s going to make them gag, and that before it even spews out a gallon of the good stuff.

“Oh, baby, I couldn’t wait.” She pulled my dick, and me, towards the couch against the wall. As she moved me she palpated my testicles and kissed the head of my big guy.

“Easy, girl, don’t make me cum before I get into you.”

She giggled, let go of me long enough to pull her panties down, then she bent over the arm of the couch.

Man, I was looking at grade AAA, prime, not government inspected pussy. With a capital P. And U…S…S…Yippee.

She was moist, and I was slick from her mouth. I gripped her by the flare of her hips and pointed my dick right down into her tunnel of love.

“UNH!” She groaned as I plumbed the depths. We felt my penis expand her walls, my big veins ripple along the length of her.

She reached between her legs and gripped my balls. She squeezed in time to my thrusts, and it wasn’t long before I was on the edge.

“Oh, baby,” I muttered. I began to squirt. And squirt, and squirt. I’m a big cummer, and the white drool leaked out of her hole and slid down her legs.

“Oh, fuck,” I finished, slapped her ass and stepped back.

“Fuck!” Shiela whined. “I didn’t cum yet.”

“Don’t worry about it, just give me a minute.”

She got off the couch, moving a bit awkwardly, and stood up. She grabbed a wad of tissues from the box on my desk and began wiping her legs off.

“They oughta invent a cumless cum,” she stated.

I laughed, sat down behind my desk and swiveled my chair.

I looked out the window over the big city.

I was on the top floor of a pretty good-sized building. I had it made. I had a wife to cook and sew for me, a girlfriend who took care of my other needs. I was wealthy, didn’t even have to come into work if I didn’t want…life was good. Really good.

Shiela pulled up one of the conference table chairs and sat next to me. “Want a drink?”

“Yeah, sure.”

She went to the bar in the corner and mixed a couple of light bourbon and Cokes.

I sipped, and enjoyed the twinkling lights, the idea that a million people were beneath me, living their small lives while I lived my grandiose one.

Finally, Shiela whispered to me. “Are you hard, yet? Johnny?”

I grinned, swiveled towards her, and—that’s when it hit.

From a leering grin I went to a kicked in the stomach groan.

“What?”

“My belly.”

It hurt. It felt bad. I put my hands over it, but even the touch of my hands hurt.

“Are you okay?”

“It hurts!”

I bent forward a little, but the pain, if anything, increased.

“Johnny?” Shiela was alarmed now.

I was alarmed, too. I felt like a mule had kicked me in the belly. I felt like my stomach was a miniature cement mixer, and my guts were going around and around.

Shiela got me dressed and helped me down to the lobby.

“Get me an Uber,” I said. “I can’t drive!”

The Uber pulled up in front and Shiela and guard helped me out to the Prius.

The driver took one look at me, “You ain’t gonna…” he looked at Shiela and the guard, “He ain’t gonna puke, is he?”

I lay across the backseat. I wished I could puke. But all I could do was feel the pain. Funny, it felt like the pain was lower now, in my lower intestines. And it seemed to actually be focusing. I felt shards of pain shooting down towards my groin. “Drive.”

“You ain’t gonna puke! you better not puke!”

“I will if you don’t drive.”

The driver took off, and fast. He was hoping he’d get rid of me before I could empty my guts all over his backseat.

“Oh…fuck,” I moaned. The pain was in my groin now. Right in my pubic area, above my cock. Shooting pains, hurting pains, no thoughts of a hard on now.

The Prius driver pulled up in front of my house. He helped me out of the car. “Thanks for not puking, man.”

“Unh,” I whimpered.

The front door opened as he got me up on the porch and Marcy took over.

“I’m sick,” I cried.

“I know,” Marcy managed to tip the driver, then she was walking me through the house.

“I’m really sick.”

“I know.”

I managed to look at her. I was miserable, my hair lank, sweat pouring off me, my stomach roiling like ben wah balls were fucking in my belly.

She didn’t look concerned. She was just acknowledging me.

“Call a doctor.”

“No need for a doctor.”

“But…but…”

She walked me into the living room, got me to a couch, and sat down…pulling me across her lap.

“Oh!” I was all fucked up, and now confused. What was she doing?

Marcy undid my belt and pulled my pants down.

Oh, she was getting me ready for bed. But why didn’t she do this in the bedroom?

She pulled my tighty whitey’s down. I felt the cool air on my fanny, and I felt like I was going to regurgitate my kidney. And spleen and liver.

“It’s okay, honey.”

“It’s…doctor…” I was whispering. I didn’t have the energy to speak.

“No, dear. You don’t need a doctor. You just need a little of this—“

SMACK!

I lurched upward. the sudden pain of her hand on my ass shocked me. I was sick, and she was spanking me?

SMACK!

Yet, even as I lurched upward from the pain on my ass, the pain in my belly lessened. I could feel it. It just…dimmed and damped and started to go away.

SMACK!

“Ow!”

SMACK!

“Don’t be a baby. This is what you need.”

SMACK!

“But I don’t feel well!” But I was feeling better.

She paused, rubbed my now sore fanny briefly, and said, “Johnny, you need this because…you’ve been bad.”

SMACK!

And…SMACK, SMACK, SMACK!

I woke up and the sun was shining. Marcy had just opened the drapes, the sound of them opening had woken me, and now she sat in a chair next to the bed and considered me.

“Oh,” I said. I expected there to be pain. I expected that my gall bladder had exploded and needed to be removed, but there was no pain.

“What?” I sat up. Actually moving quickly. Surprised by the lack of pain.

“Good morning, Johnny.”

“What happened?”

“You cheated.”

I kept control of my face. There was no way she knew. I started to push the covers back, to move my legs out, and she said, “I gave you some special ‘medicine’ at dinner last night. In your vegetables. If you used your penis outside of mariage it would result in you getting sick.”

“What? You gave me something?” I was trying to push away the other part of her statement, about me using my penis.

She shook her head sadly and I studied her closely.

My wife is beautiful. Big boobs, nice ass. Shiny blonde and always keeps herself in top condition.

So why do I cheat? I don’t know. Because I’m a man? She certainly wasn’t lacking in the fuck department, I could tap into her whenever I wanted. But there was just something more exciting about fresh poontang.

Look, I know I’m wrong. But that’s just me. I gotta have the good stuff, no matter how much good stuff is waiting for me at home.

“I gave you some medicine my grandmother told me about. You know my grandmother? The old crone?”

Oh, fuck. Her grandmother was from the old country, and I had once made the mistake fo referring to her as an old crone. Marcy never let me forget it.

“What…what was this medicine?”

“Bad boy medicine. That’s what my Grandmother called it.

“Bad boy medicine.”

It’s long lasting. Will last the rest of your life. The first stage you’ve already gone through.”

“The pain I was in last night.” then I remembered and my eyes went wide. “You spanked me!”

I did. And it was quite enjoyable. I remember my granny telling me how much fun it was to spank a man, but I didn’t understand. Now I do.”

She nodded slowly and thoughtfully.

“But…why? I was sick. I was in pain. And you give me more pain? That doesn’t make any sense!”

“It makes perfect sense. You had the pain because you were bad. I spanked you for being bad, and the pain went away. Believe me, if the pain hadn’t left…well, the fact of you having pain proved that you cheated.

I was sitting up, still slightly covered by the sheets, and staring at her.

“So you give me some vile concoction and risk my life because you think I’ve been cheating.”

“Medicine only works on people who have been bad.” She watched me.

I struggled with this. I didn’t want to admit to anything. I had heard horror stories of people who had been taken to the cleaners by a divorce.

I didn’t want a divorce. I loved my wife. but giving me some ‘old world potion,’ that was crazy!

She let me have my thoughts for a minute, then she dropped the second bomb.

“That’s the first phase. The pain. Then there’s the second phase.”

“What?”

“Lift the sheets and look at yourself.”

I blinked. What the…?

I looked down and lifted the sheet.

My penis was there. About half the size. Four inches, not eight.

Suddenly I felt the shock. My heart pounding so hard I thought it would bust out of my chest, the sinking feeling, like my stomach was trying to drop down and get out of my asshole.

I began to shake and stutter.

“What…what…what…”

If you didn’t cheat the medicine has no effect. You cheat and…” she shrugged.

I put my hand around the penis. Instead of holding a hunk of man meat I was holding a Vienna sausage.

“What…what…?” I looked up Shiela, down at my puny peeny. Up at Shiela.

She wasn’t smiling, but she was enjoying.

“But…what…why…Can you…”

“Can I do something about it? Of course I can. But you’re not going to like it.”

“What…do something! Give me the antidote.”

“Didn’t you hear me? It’s for life. No antidote. But there is a way to make it stop shrinking, even make it bigger again. Do you want to hear about the third phase?”

“Third…third…” I can honestly say I was mind blasted. Flabbergasted. Gobsmacked.

I felt like a herd of monkeys had just performed a cranial lobotomy on me and were dancing in a circle, playing catch with what was left of my brain.

“The third phase is that, should you choose not to take your medicine, your penis will disappear. It will shrink, and turn into a clitoris. Yes, my beloved husband who cheats on his wife, if you don’t take your medicine then you will turn into a woman.”

I still spoke, protested, but words didn’t come out. Just blitherings and drools, sputterings and mumbo jumbo.

Shiela finally smiled. “Would you like to know what the cure for your ‘medicine’ consists of?”

My mouth was trembling, jerking open to shut, jerking shut to open. My eyes were blinking. My brain was like a revolving door that just kept spinning and spinning and spinning.

“This is the funny thing,” Shiela said, a slight smile now decorating her face. “It’s going to sound stupid.”

I said nothing, just watched from my shuddering, quivering face.

“Applying pressure to the buttocks in an impactful manner tends to send shock waves through the necessary parts of the body. This tends to reverse the shrinking procedure.”

“What are you…” I was so confused.

“Spanking.”

“Spanking?”

“It causes a vibration which stops the shrinkage, and even makes the peeny big again. Isn’t it funny? Like hammering a nail and watching it come out the other side of a board.

“Spanking.”

“Would you like one now? It works pretty quickly. I could probably give you an inch with fifteen minutes of fanny tanning. A spanking a day make the peeny stay. And even grow bigger.”

“Spanking.” I was dumfounded and didn’t really know what to say.

“Come now. Lay across my lap. My hand is sore from last night, but I’ve got a hair brush that is marvelous. And we can get a ping pong paddle. Maybe drill holes in it so it will go through the air faster. Wouldn’t you like that? And then there’s belts—men love to get whipped with their own belts—and switches and, of course, all sorts of crops and whips. We’re going to have so much fun.”

“I don’t…do you…”

“Come, dear. Let me give you a spanking and you’ll grow, and that will make you feel so much better.”

“I…I…”

She leaned forward and took my hand. She sat down in a chair and said, “Look at your penis. It’s about four inches. When I get done it will be about five. That will be proof. Right?”

“I…I guess…”

SMACK!

Oh, my God! I didn’t realize it, but my ass was sore from the night before. Each smack, though not delivered as hard as the night before, was twice as painful.

“OW!”

“Oh shush up. Take it like a little boy.”

SMACK!

She picked up speed. I would have crawled off her lap, run for it, except that the pain was too much, and I was stiff and sore from feeling the stomach pain the night before.

SMACK!

SMACK!

Tears came to my eyes, dripped on her legs.

“Oh, he’s crying. What a baby.”

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

For ten minutes, though it felt like an hour, she spanked me. Hundreds of strokes. Finally, she finished, rubbed my ass with one palm, which made me jump, then pushed me off her lap.

“Oh, ow!” I cried, touching my ass and looking up at her reproachfully.

“Look at your dick.”

I blinked and looked down.

It was about six inches.

“Hunh,” she grunted. “I thought it would take more. I guess the extra pain from it being a hair brush, instead of just a hand, made it grow more. Want to make it grow bigger?”

“I…but…” Tears were streaming down my face.

“A little secret, not commonly advertised, but Granny told me that pulling on the penis would make it grow. And a blow job, pardon me, a suck job, would make it grow, and if you fuck and actually squirt, well, baby, that should really do it. In the marital bed, of course.”

“You’re…you’re…you want to suck on my penis?”

“No. Not a chance. There’s no telling where that filthy thing has been. And, let’s face it, you haven’t been trustworthy, I don’t feel like doing my wifely duty and laying down for you.”

“But then…what…what…”

“Jack off.”

“What?” My voice squeaked.

“Sure. Stroke your little peeny and cum. Your penis will actually grow a bit. Pull on it for a while, it’ll grow, and if you squirt, that should really make it grow. Why, heck. You could be back to normal in no time. Unless, of course, you have an aversion to playing with yourself.”

My ass was terribly red, and now my face was red. “You want me to…to masturbate.”

“Right here, right now, right in front of me.”

“Why in front of me?”

“I’m the one you did the bad thing to. Any sexual activity should take place right in front of me to have the best effect.”

“You’re kidding.”

“Look at yourself now. Six inches? You squirt and you’ll have your proof.”

I looked down at my weenie. Six inches. Throbbing and pulsing. Did it actually enjoy the spanking?

Traitor!

“Go on. Here’s some hand cream. Make it easier.”

She held out a tube and squirted a big glob of lube onto my hand.

“Oh, fuck,” I muttered. I was so sore I couldn’t sit on my ass. I tried to do it on my side. Shiela smirked, and I finally stood up. I began to slide my hand back and forth.

Oh, God, was I embarrassed. I was humiliated. It felt like the cells in my face were going to catch fire.

Shiela watched interestedly. “Hmm. Looks good.”

I whimpered, but kept stroking.

It was odd, it felt like it wasn’t even my penis. It felt small. Besides, I hadn’t jacked off for years, not since I was a teenager and had discovered that girls were better and easier than a hand.

“That’s it. A little rhythm.”

I glared at her, but kept stroking. I could feel an end in sight.

“You should play with your balls. Or maybe your nipples. It’ll make it easier.”

“Huh…huh…huh…” I stroked.

“I don’t have balls, but nipples, yes, they really get you going. Trying pulling on your nipples.”

“You…jack…off?”

“All the time.”

“Why don’t…you…take the…medicine?”

My hand was rubbing faster, it was a blur, and I could feel the semen roiling around inside.

“I’m not a cheater.”

“You…jacked…you…”

“I only jacked off when you shot too soon and left me wanting. That’s another thing, honey. You have been very selfish. Squirt and roll over and go to sleep. It’s not cheating, but it’s pretty rude. Don’t you think you should be getting me off?”

“I…I…”

I was close.

Shiela unbuttoned her blouse and reached inside. I slowed down, surprised, and watched. Was she going to fuck me?

Her hand went back and forth, two fingers inside her bra. She was playing with her nipple!

“Fuck!” I whined, and tried to pick up the speed.

She smiled, and the other hand went under her skirt. She wiggled a bit and I realized she had reached inside her panties.

“What…what…?”

“God. I know you find this embarrassing, but this feels good. If you cum I cum. Is that cheating?”

“I…I…” I began to spew. the white sperm just shot up the cock and surprised me, it was so violent. Drops flew across the room and landed on her feet.

“Oh! YES!” She came. The sight of me shooting my juices made her shoot hers. Her hips jerked back and forth, spasmed, and locked up. Her eyes rolled back a little, and I could tell she had had a good one.

As for my cum, it hurt. It hurt because it felt like somebody was pulling on my dick, stretching it out. I didn’t groan in pleasure, I yelped in pain, yelped with every shot of the sperm.

“Fuck,” I cried, and let go of my dick. It kept pulsing, and semen came out, but, most amazing, it was almost normal size.

“Fuck!” I repeated, and: “That hurt!”

“Yes. I thought it would. Having your dick pulled until it’s two inches bigger, that should hurt.”

Still, it was back to normal. Looked a little red, but…back to normal.

“Well, that was entertaining,” Marcy got up and walked out of the room.

I didn’t do much the rest of the day. What had happened seemed surreal, impossible. Like a memory that wasn’t real. but…could I doubt?

Looking at my cock in the afternoon, feeling it, everything seemed normal.

So, did it really happen?

It had, but I was trying so desperately to deny it.

So I worked from home, Marcy worked around the house, hummed a little, and ignored me.

She almost seemed happy that I was in such dire straits.

We had dinner. Sent out for Chinese and ate it while watching the tube.

I realized that my world had changed.

I was getting horny. I wanted to go fuck Shiela. I mean, that stuff didn’t really happen to me. It was just a dream. I drank too much beer, fell asleep and had a nightmare.

But Marcy was so smiley. And I was still giving an occasional shiver.

At eight o’clock I received a text. Just a question mark. It was from Shiela.

I texted back. ‘Not tonight.’ Then I sat and thought, and finally added, ‘Tomorrow.’

Yeah. Tomorrow. Tomorrow I would be over this bug or whatever it was. Tomorrow I meet up with Marcy. Tomorrow I would be feeling like a million dollars and I would work out my cock like it was in training for the Olympics. Tomorrow.

I went to bed, and Marcy snuggled up to me. Placed her hand on my cock. Yet she showed no interest in going further.

I sort of wanted to, but I sort of wanted to save it for Shiela. I wanted to prove that this cock shrinking, suck it back to normal shit was just that. Shit.

So, in spite of my hard on, I managed to go to sleep, and I woke up the next day feeling like a million dollars.

I looked at my cock. Yep. Old faithful. Standing up straight and ready to spew.

I was humming as I showered, then got dressed.

Marcy fixed me breakfast, no expression on her face, just sort of a…a ‘waiting attitude’ to her.

Let her wait.

I kissed her good bye—she was fine with a peck on the cheek—headed out for my car and zipped down the road.

“Zippety do dah…zippety ay. My oh my, my cock is shooting today.”

Can you believe it? Singing as I drove, so happy, ready to prove I was a man who couldn’t be dictated to.

I went upstairs, winked at Shiela as I passed her desk, and threw myself into my work.

Lunch with a couple of the guys, along with a couple of drinks, and back to the office.

Another wink at Shiela, who looked hot and horny and ready to go.

Then, along about five o’clock, everybody starting to go home, I picked up the phone. “Hey, babe. I’m sorry, but I have to work.”

“Okey dokey.”

No other comment. No snideness or bitterness. Just, ‘okay, go ahead and work. I don’t care.’

Hunh. I’d show the bitch. All this bullshit about a shrinking cock. Three phases. Hunh!

Six o’clock and everybody’s gone.

I smiled. I waited.

Click, my door opened.

Click, it shut.

I stood up, and Shiela attacked me. She kissed me so hard I thought our lips would become one. She grabbed for my balls and cock and began manipulating me in the most delightful manner. It wasn’t long before I was rock hard and ready to go.

She stripped off her clothes and bent over the end of the couch. Excellent. Doggy. My favorite position.

I stripped off my pants and underpants and moved up behind her.

She was wet and moist and dripping. Her skin was flushed and smooth, velvet to the nerves in my manhood.

I slid in, and it was delicious. It was like slipping into a hot bubbly bath while drinking a bottle of bourbon.

“Mmmmmm!” came out of me.

“Mmm?” Something was weird…

“MMMM!” What was that…what was…

“OW!”

I pulled out of her looked down. Right before my very eyes my cock was shrinking! It grew smaller…and smaller. It reached the halfway mark. Four inches. Then it continued. It stopped shrinking at two inches.

Two fucking inches? What the fuck!

I was moving around the office, and Shiela was following me. “What’s wrong? What’s wrong?”

“This!” I turned to her.

She looked at my cock. Laying in my hand. And she didn’t understand. then she figured it out. Two inches laying across my palm. Two, small, teeny weeny, little inches!

Fifty millimeters, but even saying that large number didn’t make my cock any bigger.

My cock was small. Shrunk.

Oddly, the pain had gone away. Maybe if I had stayed inside Shiela…but I don’t see how I could have. Two inches was so small it would have fallen out. I mean…two inches!

And, to make it worse, Shiela started to giggle.

“Hey!”

She giggled some more. “I can’t help it. It’s just so darned…cute!”

“It’s not cute!”

How could she call my tragedy cute?

“But it’s so small. Can I suck it? You’ve always wanted a blow job, and now it’s not too big.”

“No!”

I was actually afraid for her to take it in her mouth. What if…what if it got…smaller!?

“Oh, come on, honey,” she tried to stop giggling, but her face was broken out in a monster smile. “It’s not…it’s okay…we can still…” then she totally lost it. She started guffawing, bent over and holding her belly, laughing so hard I thought she would, literally, bust a gut.

“Shiela?” I implored.

But she wouldn’t, couldn’t stop laughing. She put on her clothes tried to stop, but couldn’t.”

“Shiela? Where are you going?”

“I…I think we’re done here.” She pushed on the door, leaned against the frame. She was laughing so hard she could hardly walk. She turned back to me, looked at my helpless face, my tragedy stricken eyes…and laughed even harder.

“Yeah, we’re done,” I whimpered.

She staggered down the hallway, down the elevator, and out of the building. But she whispered something to the security guard, and when I came down ten minutes later he was biting his lip and had a huge shit eating look on his face.

“Good night, Mr. Jones.”

I didn’t say anything. I was mortified. I couldn’t talk. But I hadn’t taken but a couple of steps outside the building before I heard him bust into a bellow of laughter.

I got in my car and drove home.


PART ONE

I didn’t say anything, but I didn’t have to. Marcy knew. She took one look at my hurt and confusion, and the bright red humiliation on my face, and she looked away real quick. Biting her lip and trying not to laugh.

To her credit, she didn’t laugh. But it was right there, her lips wiggling with the desire to bust out, the look in her eyes.

“So you tried to do it again, eh?”

My mouth opened. I wanted to say shut up. I closed my mouth.

What do you say to the truth?

“It’s supposed to be worse as you go along. How big is it?”

A bare whisper: “Two inches.”

“Oh, my Lord!” She clapped a hand over her mouth and physically held herself in. Held in the guffaws and titters and everything else that goes for laughter.

I walked past her, tears in my eyes. I went into the living room and stood for a moment. Then I walked into the kitchen. Then outside.  I was so messed, I didn’t know what to do. Finally, I sat down on a patio chair.

It was dark. About nine o’clock. I felt like screaming, shrieking, crying. In fact, I was crying, tears just kept coming out and leaking down my cheeks.

What was happening to me? How could this…how could my dick…what was I going to do?

A few minutes later Marcy came out and handed me a drink. She sat down in the chair next to me and sipped from her own.

“What now?” I asked, my manner completely subdued.

“What now what?” she asked.

“How do I get my dick bigger.” Yet I wasn’t asking, I was affirming, and expected her to step up and volunteer to tan my fanny.

“I don’t know. You could try to jack off, but two inches, that’s not much to grab.”

I stared at her. I had sipped my drink, and now I took a big gulp.

“Aren’t you going to…to spank me?”

“Hunh. You’d like that, but…no. Tell the truth, while I love you whining and crying and all, it hurts the hands.”

“Use a paddle,” blurted out of me. I was desperate. I wanted my dick back.

She thought about it, and said, “My arm will just get tired and sore. Besides, why should I help you? You’ve cheated on me. Maybe it’s time you learned what life as a little dick is like.”

“And that’s it? You’re just going to…to abandon me?” I paused, then threw it out. “You’re just going to laugh at me?”

She turned her head and considered me. There was enough light from the house that I could see her wide grin. “I’m not the one who decided to cheat, to break vows, to stick my dick in an unauthorized vagina.”

Nothing I could say to that.

“And, just so you know, do you know what happens if your dick doesn’t grow back?”

“What?”

“Phase three. It will eventually keep shrinking, turn into a clit. You’ll probably grow breasts, though granny was a little unclear on that. But, chances are, if you don’t handle this situation, you’ll end up being a little girl. Well, good night.”

She finished her drink, stood up and went back inside.

Let me tell you, those next couple of hours were the darkest in my history. Probably in all of history.

Robbed of my manhood. Threatened with becoming…what? A transgender? A woman? Sex change? What do they call it?

And what was the solution? Find somebody to spank me.

I began to consider. I could ask one of the guys at work to spank me, but…but they would laugh and make fun of me.

Maybe one of my old girl friends? Surely they’d be willing to slap my ass for a while, right?

But the more I thought about it the more I didn’t want that. I didn’t want people knowing about my little cock, and I really didn’t want people thinking I was a class AAA perv, asking for spankings.

Then I had images of myself wandering the streets, going from town to town, asking people to spank me.

It was not a reassuring thought.

Finally, I pulled myself out of my funk. I was going to have to figure this thing out by myself. So I went inside, to the computer room, and fired up the computer.

Yep, I was going to that place where you find al-l-l the answers. I was going to the internet.

Within an hour I had a solution.

The next day I set about implementing that solution.

First, I asked for a couple of weeks of vacation. I just called up one of the presidents of my company and asked for my overdue vacation time. Done. No problem.

And, I have to admit, I felt a sort of relief. I didn’t want to face Shiela and have her giggling at me. And she would probably tell everybody in the company. And even the security guard was probably telling everybody.

Second, I went to the hardware store. I bought lumber, nuts and bolts, a small motor, ping pong paddles, and various other bits and doo dads.

I returned home, and Marcy watched me back up the car and unload the goods. A twinkle in her eye, she asked, “What’s all this?”

“You’ll find out,” I answered, and I set to work.

First I moved all the boxes and crap out of the garage. Cleaned the place out good. When I was done there was nothing but the stuff I bought and a weight lifting bench, which had already been in the garage. I began to measure and saw, to fit and hammer. By noon I had the contraption more than half built. By that evening it was almost done.

Marcy kept coming out to see what was happening, and she finally got it. Her eyes went wide, she giggled, and went back into the house.             

The motor was mounted next to the weight lifting bench. I had drilled holes in the cement floor to make sure nothing would move.

On the side of the box was a flywheel. Attached to the flywheel were half a dozen ping pong paddles.

I tested fired the machine, and the paddles started revolving. I put my hand out and…

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

“Ow!” I jerked my hand back. A little too hard. I adjusted the speed, tried it again, and it was perfect. Hard enough to cause a bit of pain, but it wasn’t going to split my skin.

Marcy stood in the doorway to the kitchen, a huge smile on her face. “So that’s your big plan. A spanking machine.”

“You betcha. Where there’s a will there’s a way.” I was pretty proud of myself.

“Fire it up. I want to see this.”

Fine. Bitch. I grinned.

I got onto the bench and presented my fanny. I clicked a switch and…

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

I turned it off. Hunh. Too soft, but…no, wait, I was wearing clothes.

Marcy watched as I shut the garage door, then took off my clothes. She giggled a bit at the sight of my tiny weeny.

I walked past her, made a drink. Quaffed it. No, it wasn’t going to break my butt, but I might have to do this for a while. Better to be a bit lubricated.

I got back on the bench, my small dick hanging down. Well, it was actually too small to hang. It just sort of stuck out there, like a ten year old’s.

I clicked the switch.

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

First, I groaned. I could do this, but I had to get used to it.

Second, almost immediately I got a hard on.

It wasn’t much, just a little extra stiffening of my puny peeny, but…blood was rushing into my cock.

Good. The more blood that rushed in, the more pressure pushed it out, it would start growing in no time.

After ten minutes I got up and looked at my cock. Yep. It was bigger, but not by a lot. But it was bigger. I went in for another drink.

Marcy was doing the dishes and she slapped me on the ass when I passed.

“Ow!”

“Just trying to help your frame of mind.”

“Well, don’t.”

“Oh, poor boy. He’s all angry because I won’t give him a spanking.”

“You laugh now, but I have a plan.”

Actually, I hadn’t, but she got me angry and suddenly I had a plan. Heh heh.

I drank my drink, then went back into the garage.

By midnight I had grown an inch. And I was drunk. And my ass felt like a herd of beavers had been slapping me with their tails.

I mean, it HURT!

But what’s pain when compared to the size of your dick, right?

I crawled into bed. and Marcy placed her feet on me and pushed.

“OW!” I had landed on, of all places, my ass. “What’d you do that for?” I looked up at her from the floor.

“You stink. You perspired all day, and spanking is making your pores leak, and you smell like you’ve been drinking all night.”

“Fuck!” I got up and went to the shower. When I finally got back in bed I didn’t stink, and Marcy didn’t kick me out. But she didn’t roll over and tell me how much she loved me, either.

It took me six days to get my dick back to normal. An inch a day, but, of course, the days were a little broken up. I could only take so much spanking before I needed a break.

I went out and bought a gallon of lineament and spent a lot of time rubbing my ass.

Marcy, of course, kept laughing at me.

But I think maybe she wanted me to get my dick back. Maybe she wanted me to use that big, old engine of destruction on her.

Well, I was delusional. And the reason that I was delusional was that I was getting about as horny as I had ever been. The spanking was forcing blood into my cock. Being naked and having my dick and balls jiggle under the impact of the paddles was making me horny.

And, of course, I wasn’t getting any.

I had been having sex once every day or two ever since I had discovered girls, now I wasn’t getting any. Not from Marcy, and I didn’t even see Shiela and the other girls at the office.

I tell ya, my cock was rigid, like an iron rod, a big, iron rod. And my balls were filled with semen. Lots of semen. And, of course, my balls were turning blue.

But, no matter how horny I was, I wasn’t about to go begging. Besides, I had a plan.

I took a day off and let my fanny recover. It was pretty tender, and I just lazed around the pool.

I caught Marcy staring at my resurrected prick, and I could see that she was thinking about it again. Marcy did love a big dick.

I grinned on the inside. Hah. Now we’d see.

On the eighth day I went back on the bench. The paddles whirled around, and Marcy came out and stared at me. “What are you doing?”

“Nothing,” I chuckled.

Nothing, indeed. If six days of paddling grew me six inches, then what would four more days of paddling do?

I’ll tell you what they would do. A foot. I would have twelve inches of cock!

And, there was an ulterior motive. If I had twelve inches I could fuck Shiela, or somebody else, and I would shrink six inches…and still have six inches left!

Heck, I could fuck anybody I wanted, with as big a dick as they could handle, and I could just regrow it when it shrank.

Marcy watched for a while, a frown growing on her face. “She finally muttered, “I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

“You don’t want a bigger cock?”

“Big is big, but then there’s too big.”

“Come on, you’ve always been a size queen. You’d love to feel a bigger cock.”

She shook her head, but I knew she was thinking.

“Every woman wants to fuck a bigger cock, even if only once. Come on, admit it.”

“Heck, I’ll admit that, but you’re playing with the old legends. If spanking made for bigger cocks then men would have been demanding spankings since time began. There’s no stories of this…this extra spanking, this cock growing. There’s probably a reason.”

“Reason Shmeason. We’ll see what you say when I ram this big, old hog to the hilt in your pretty pussy.”

She didn’t say anything, but she was thinking. Oh, yes. She was thinking. She might be mad at me, she might have given me some sort of ‘dick shrinker,’ or whatever, but just like any woman, she wanted to know what a truly big cock felt like.

But she was going to have to wait. First I had a date with Shiela. Shiela, the girl who laughed at me. I’d teach her a lesson or twelve (inches).

Besides, after all that had happened, I still wasn’t convinced that cheating on my wife would cause me to shrink. I had to be sure.

So, the day I hit 12 inches I smiled, kissed my wife good bye, and headed for work.

I strode in the front door, and I was wearing a white shirt and tight pants. Tight enough to show the massive salami in my pants.

I walked up to the front desk and the security guard was there. A black man, and black men are supposed to have sizable hogs, but he stared at my crotch, couldn’t believe the super dong outlined, then looked up at me.

“Good morning,” I chuckled, and passed him by.

I strode into the secretaries area, and grins that had been borning were suddenly stifled. Eyes went to my pants and mouths opened.

“Hi, ladies,” I grinned.

They just stared at my crotch, then up to my face, and they licked their lips.

“Hi, Marcy,” I stopped by her desk. The bitch who had laughed at me.

She had been talking to a friend, but she turned to me, grinned, and then saw what I was packing.

“Oh, my…” words failed at her.

“I might need to give you some ‘dick’tation tonight. If you’re available.”

Available? Was she available? From the look in her eyes she was more than available. She’d be ready for anything this evening, with bells on her toes.

I sauntered through the common area, men and women blinked and their jaws dropped. I chuckled and made small talk, and made my way back to my office.

In my office I settled back, laced my hands behind my heads, and swiveled to look out the big window.

The city spread out before me. Little people…with small penises. People who could only live in envy of my super-sized hog. Ah, yes!

I worked the day through, made lots of money, and all the while my penis was stiff and ready. It was dripping, and I called Shiela into my office and asked her for a kotex.

“What?”

“I seem to be leaking pre-cum. You wouldn’t have a Kotex?”

She did. She had to go to the bathroom for it, but she handed it over, and watched as I lowered my pants then my underpants. My dong stood out like a baseball bat ready to hit a homerun. A steady stream of drizzle emitted from the slit. I slipped the Kotex into my underwear and pulled my pants up.

Shiela stood and stared like she had been hit with a stupid stick. Her mouth open, her eyes blinking, not believing what she was seeing.

“But…you’re bigger. How did you get so…big?”

“Trade secret,” I offered glibly. “Off you go now.” I shooed her out of the office.

“I’ll be here for your dictation right after dinner.”

“I know,” I grinned.

She backed out of the office, as if scared that if she took her eyes off me and my giant cock I, and it, would disappear.

I went to dinner with a couple of the fellows. We had a few drinks, and they plied me with questions.

“Is that really you in your pants?”

“How’d you get so big?”

“I’ve always been big,” I answered. “Got good genes. You just never noticed.”

They noticed now, and they all wanted to hang with me, probably hoping that some of my magic might rub off on them.

I went back to work, and Shiela was waiting for me. Boy, was she waiting for me. She had my cock out of my pants faster than fast, and she was down on her knees licking and slurping my mighty tool.

But she couldn’t get it into her mouth. Of course not. I didn’t expect her to. Besides, I didn’t want the mouth, I wanted her hole.

“Come on, baby, let’s do this right.” I opened the couch up into a bed. All us Veeps have couch beds. Sometimes we work so hard and round the clock that we need a place to sleep.

“Lay, down, baby.”

Shiela sat on the bed, then laid back. She was wiggling out of her clothes, and shortly she was ready for me.

I knelt between her legs. I needed two hands to hold my massive cock, and I aimed the head for her pussy.

“Oh, yeah,” I chuckled, rubbing the huge head against her plushness. I took a breath, she opened her eyes wide, and I shoved forward.

What happened then…I didn’t understand, but…it happened. I was doing one, long shove, but as I shoved the head didn’t go into her pussy, it just shrunk. My weight was dropping, I couldn’t stop myself, I just felt a ripping pain as my cock shrunk.

The closer I got, the smaller I got.

I started at twelve inches, at eleven inches I had shrunk to eleven inches. At ten inches I had shrunk to ten. At eight inches I was down to eight, at four inches I was four inches.

My cock stopped shrinking at one inch.

One fucking inch! Not even a prick! Barely a clitoris!

“Get off me!” Shiela screamed. I did, and she jumped off the bed and stared at me. “You freak!”

“I…I don’t know…” I was lost and helpless.

“I thought you were going to give me a thrill, but this…this…” she pointed at my teeny weeny peeny, “it isn’t even a dick!”

“But, honey…I don’t know what happened!”

“Well, I do. You faker. You little dick!”

She picked up her clothes, all while mumbling, “I don’t know what you did with your regular dick, but this…this is just…I’m getting out of here.”

She scrambled for the door. I begged and pleaded, but she was gone. Really gone. And I knew she wouldn’t come back if I had a twenty inch dick.

And everybody in the company would know. That smug asshole security guard would know.

I was finished.

I would have to work from home forever, there was no way I could show my face around here again.

I gathered up my clothes and put them on, and, one more weird thing on this night of weird things, they didn’t fit right. My shirt was too big, even though it had fit when I had come to work. My pants dragged on the floor, and they were loose. But they had been tight when I had come to work.

Even my shoes were a bit loose.

I ran down to my car, past the security guard without a word. I didn’t want to see the look on his face.

Then, shock of shocks, the car was too big! Who the fuck had…had stretched my car?

I had to push the seat all the way to the front, and then I could hardly reach the peddles.

I drove home, and into the driveway, and got out and ran for the front door. I was tripping on the pants material under my feet.

I closed the door and put my back to it. I was gasping for breath. My mind was shattered.

“Johnny?” Shiela stepped into sight, took one look at me, and knew. Her hand went to her mouth, her knees shook, but she came to me. “You…you fucked somebody.”

“I didn’t believe you,” I sobbed.

“But you’re so short!”

“Do I still have a dick?” I pulled my pants down, which, as they were so loose, was very easy.

Marcy stared at my crotch. She reached down and touched my…my thing.

I couldn’t even call it a cock. It was…it was a clitoris.

“Oh, my. Granny told me, but I didn’t believe her…” she looked up at me. “You’re changing into a girl.”

“But how do I stop it?”

“I don’t know…I don’t…”

“The spanking machine!”

Slowly, Marcy nodded. “Maybe. If it isn’t too late. But you’re going to have to have a real spanking. Not one of these polite, little panky panks.”

I ran to the garage door, pulling over-large articles of clothing off my shrinking frame. I was only about five foot six now, and I had lost weight. A lot of weight.

I climbed up on the bench, and found that I was now too short. My butt was too low for good paddling.

Marcy came to the kitchen door and watched.

“Help me,” I begged.

She came and lent her muscle, and I lowered the flywheel and got up on the bench again.

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

“It needs to be harder,” she said.

I jumped off the bench and adjusted the machine. I got back on and the paddles whirred.

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

“OW!”

“Good!” shouted Marcy over the sound of the motor.

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

I cried. I moaned. I sobbed. My ass felt like somebody was taking a baseball bat to it.

For an hour I forced myself to kneel on the bench while the machine wailed away.

Finally, so bruised that my fanny was swelling, Marcy turned off the machine. She helped me off the bench and into the house. She gave me a drink, laid me down, and applied lineament. With a spray bottle. And even that hurt.

“It didn’t work,” I sobbed.

“I…no. It doesn’t look like it did. In fact…”

“What?”

“You’ve got little breasts.”

I pushed up on my hands and looked at my chest. Sure enough, my pectorals weren’t just swollen, they were shaped like little boobs.

And I had no doubt they would grow bigger.

“What happened,” I whispered, staring at my tits.

“I think you went too far. I think that the spankings don’t force blood into your penis because…well, because you don’t have a penis. But they do force the blood into your…your breasts.”

“But I don’t…I don’t want to be a girl!”

Marcy didn’t say anything. She just went and poured me another drink. She came back, handed it to me, and I sipped. I asked, “What are we going to do?”

“We?”

“Well, we’re married, aren’t we?”

“Hmm. Yeah. About that. I think the marriage license says man and woman.”

“Yeah, but…but I’m a man!”

“Hmm. Well, I don’t know. Don’t men have penises?”

I started crying. I mean, really crying.

Marcy sat on the edge of the bed and rubbed my back.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I should never have cheated on you.”

“I know,” she said, and she was deep in thought.

“You know,” she said, “there might be something we can do about this.”

“Please! Anything.”

Of course, you might not like it.” She was speaking softly, more like musing to herself.

“I don’t care what it is! I’ll do it. Anything. Just tell me.”

So she did.

I walked into the bar and waited. Within two minutes a handsome fellow had come up and bought me a drink.

Of course he did. Who wouldn’t buy a drink for a girl with curvy legs and a big bosom? Who wouldn’t want to get to know a girl with long, blonde hair and big, blue eyes?

Especially if she was wearing a short skirt and a low cut blouse.

So I sipped the drink, and me and handsome chatted, and then we danced.

I don’t mind dancing with guys, but I get a little twitchy when it comes to kissing.

Oh, I’ve tried it, and sometimes, especially if I’ve had a couple of drinks, kissing a guy can be fun. Really different, but fun.

So when the guy became a little amorous I said, “You should meet my roommate.”

The guy blinked. What? What is this chick saying? I giggle because guys are so obvious. It’s written all over their faces.

“Yeah, I was supposed to meet her, maybe you should come along,” and I showed him a picture.

Marcy. All fixed up, in lingerie, big boobs, to die for.

“Whoa,” he looks back at me.

I giggle, “Maybe we can even do a little two on one. You wouldn’t mind a couple of girls going down on you, would you?”

“Well, uh…I…I guess…uh…”

It’s funny. Guys dream of this, but when opportunity knocks they get all tongue tied.

“Well, come on!”

We left the bar and he followed me in his car. We drove through the streets, and I was careful not to lose him. He was handsome, strong, happy…just what Marcy wanted.

We arrived at my house. I parked in the driveway and he parked in the street. I waited for him, then we walked into the house.

Marcy was waiting, smiling. No subterfuge, no games, we weren’t into that.

“Hey, baby, come on into the back.”

She took over and led him away. I went into the kitchen and made myself a Coke high.

I sat and listened to the sounds of their love making. We had set up a baby cam so I could listen in. The reason was so that if somebody went bad I could go rescue her.

Though, with a five foot four female body I didn’t know how helpful I would be.

But we hadn’t had any trouble, and I listened to the kissing, the light talk, the sound of their union.

There is something unique about a dick in a pussy, the  ‘slurp, slurp’ sound.

I listened, and I smiled. I was actually starting to like this ‘audio porn.’ At least my pussy was getting wet.

Heck, maybe I should get over this aversion to men.

But not yet.

Marcy had said she would go first, and if it didn’t work for her, then I would have to get over my ‘boy nerves’ and learn how to fuck. Like a woman.

The plan is this: Marcy gave herself the potion she had given me. Now she’s cheating, and if the potion works then she will change into a man. I think I could overcome my ‘boy nerves’ real quick if I knew it was my own wife that was fucking me.

And, if it doesn’t work, then she’s going to try giving me the potion again, and she’ll have to go out and find men for me.

Find men for me. The concept gave me butterflies in the stomach. I didn’t want men to fuck me. but I might have to learn.

If Marcy doesn’t change, and then I don’t change, then I am stuck being a girl.

I listened to them in the bedroom, and I could identify sounds.

That was the sound of him sucking on my wife’s tits.

And that was definitely the suction and pump of the old ‘in and out.’

He was fucking my wife.

And it was making me horny.

And I returned to wondering. Maybe I should force myself to like men, then I could stay a woman for a while.

I could keep these big boobs, and wear make up and really neat clothes, and the world would buy me drinks.

Yeah. Maybe I should think about that.

“Oh…YEAH!” came over the baby cam.

I smiled. Marcy had just cum.

END
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Sissy Ride: The Book

PART ONE

My name is Alex Trenton, and I didn’t mean for it to happen. In fact, even though I took the first step, I am not responsible. I am the victim here.

I was sitting at my computer, it was a Tuesday night. I had a bourbon and Coke I was sipping, and enjoying very greatly, and I was surfing porn.

I know, me bad, but Tanya, my wife, was at a convention for the week. I was all alone, and…and I was sitting there in my bathrobe, stroking my hog, getting all excited over the babes I was looking at.

Big breasts heaving, while some big-dicked stud plowed them.

Some cock tunneling between big breasts and shooting cream all over the delightful flesh.

Or, my favorite, big breasted woman on all fours, jerking back and forth, facing the camera so I could see those enormous hooters and those red, red lips.

Money shot after money shot, squirting over buttocks, boobs, gorgeous faces, and I was ready to shoot my own load.

DING! The box flashed up on my screen. I had a message.

I started to delete it and stopped. It was from…Mistress Mandy?

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

I didn’t recognize the name, but there was this little round picture of, get this, red lips, on the message.

I love red lips. And I know I shouldn’t have done it, you’re not supposed to open anything you don’t know on the web, I opened it.

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

I went over all the women I had met over the past few weeks.

There were women at work. There were women on the street and in stores. But who, what woman, would pick a guy out at random and stalk him?

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

But it was powerful, made me notice, made me not delete and block.

I typed:

Who is this?

I sat back, sipped a bit of bourbon, and wondered.

Was it Marsha? That secretary at the office? I had flirted with her, but she knew I was married.

Or maybe some clerk at the grocery store. Maybe some young thing bagged for me, and now wanted to…’bag’ me.

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

She knew my tastes? Maybe it was just a random porn advertisement, searching for a sucker.

No. There had been request for money. The internet always wants your money.

I typed:

What do you know about me?

I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’

DING!

I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style.

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf.

DING!

Watch this!

A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt.

I clicked on the link.

A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor.

Mommy Compilation part four!

Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known?

And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history.

And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source.

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do.

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away.

I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world.

I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up.

And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages.

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird.

But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock.

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high.

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

When I know that you are wearing that bra I will jill off.

that is my reward for helping you.

It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull.

I had never thought about being a woman.

But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it?

Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know?

I typed:

I’ll do it.

Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged:

HURRY!

Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship.

But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny.

I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it.

I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it.

I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat.

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched.

I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily.

Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something.

Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra.

It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight.

And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs.

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings?

I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor.

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger.

How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing?

I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off.

I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size.

I put them in my bra.

‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie.

I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling.

God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now.

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight.

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

Now I realized that I was into the game. Heysoos! What was happening to me? But I was too horny to stop.

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I got up and went back to the bedroom. I went through my wife’s closet. Blouses were so thin my bra would be too visible, the fakery would be too easily seen.

Sweaters were too tight. I was afraid I would stretch them out.

A jacket? I had visions of myself, stacked, showing cleavage through the open front. But, no.

Then I saw the dress.

Fuck! A dress? The Mystery Messenger had said a shirt, but I didn’t think she would complain if I put on a dress.

It was purple. Just a little loose at the neck. Stretchy. It wouldn’t get all pulled out of shape.

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

Oh, God! I thought I was going to cum right there! Then I realized something. I was dripping so much I was going to leave stains.

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

Damn! What would a woman do it she had a cock that was dripping…then I laughed. A hard bark. I was imagining really strange things.

Then I realized the solution.

Still holding my dress up I went to the hamper and pulled out undies. Panties. A match for the bra I had on.

I put the panties on, then opened a drawer under the sink and pulled out a Kotex.

I put it in the panties where my dick would drip, and pulled the panties up. I let my dress down.

‘My’ dress.

And realized I had gone too far. The Mystery Messenger, Mistress Mandy, ‘MM’ I would think of her from here on out, had only said a shirt. But now I had on a dress and panties. And…a Kotex.

Which thought made my dick surge so hard I was afraid I was going to cum in my panties.

Could the panty liner catch a load of sperm? I didn’t think so.

I quickly fumbled up the dress, reached into my panties and squeezed my cock. Hard. I waited, and slowly the urge to squirt faded.

Sighing, I went to the kitchen, poured another drink, then went back to the computer.

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

Nothing for a while. I started the Mommy Compilation video over again.

I watched those big breasts bounce and sway as men ground into women, and I felt…proud? Happy?

I had my own set of tits!

Whoever this MM was…she had called me rightly. There was something so horny and intoxicating about wearing woman’s clothes.

DING!

Lipstick.

My mind just sort of popped. The only thing that kept me from passing out was the fact that I was sedated by whiskey.

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

I didn’t sip now, I gulped. I needed the liquid courage.

Putting on lipstick? That would be like the final line to cross!

That was so far out there I didn’t think I could do it!

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

I could. Oh, my God, I could. I could see my lips, round and red and waiting to be kissed.

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I ran, actually ran, to the bedroom, to the back bathroom. I opened the medicine cabinet. Nothing there.

Then I realized I was drunk and not thinking. My wife wouldn’t leave her lipstick in the medicine cabinet, especially when she had a make up table.

I went to her table, and there, sitting to the side, all by itself, almost like it wanted to be noticed, was a thin, gold tube.

I sat down and opened the tube. It wasn’t the roll on stuff, but a little applicator.

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

One coat made them red. Two coats filled in the cracks. Three coats. I wanted this to be perfect.

They were. Beautiful, luscious red. A light metallic sheen to them. And they looked plumper. I looked at the tube.

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

Lip stain? A dull thought shot through me. What was the difference between lip stain and lipstick?

Still, nothing connected.

I stared in the mirror for a long time. My lips were larger, so that was what the plumper was. And I was so-o-o sexy.

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

I wasn’t big boned, but I could use a corset or something. Still, though I was a bit angular, I was so fucking turned on I couldn’t believe it.

I picked up my glass and took a sip. There was only the lightest trace of lipstick on the glass. It must have dried fast.

I went back to the computer room. I sashayed through the house. I sauntered through the rooms.

My chest swayed, and I tried to put some sway into my ass. And I got an idea. Heels.

I had often admired how my wife’s ass swayed when she wore heels.

I returned to the bedroom and searched my wife’s closet.

In the back, a pair of three inch stiletto heels. She never wore them anymore. They had open toes and a sling on the heel.

I put them on, and barely fit. My toes stretched the front strap, and the heel strap, but I managed to stand in them.

I was shaky, had to work to keep my balance, especially with all the liquor I had been drinking.

I stood for a long moment, just practicing standing, and I saw it. On the top shelf, in the back of the closet, was a box. My wife’s wig. She hadn’t worn it for ages. Had only bought it for one occasion, a bad hair cut.

I took the box down and opened it. A blonde wig. Long and curly.

I tried to remember how she had put it on, and fitted it to my head. It took a while, but I managed.

I walked out of the closet. Red lips, big tits, long hair, and my ass swaying like it was a hammock.

Fuck!

And my dick was pushing my panties out and spoiling the look of the dress.

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

I put on the lipstick, then I put on high heels.

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

I thought about this. In my addled state I wondered. Is jacking off at the same time cheating? Did I dare?

Of course I dare. I was drunk and horny and I needed to squirt in the worst possible way.

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

The idea of cuming together, separately, was erotic, and I lifted my dress out of the way and grabbed my cock.

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

I took a quick sip, prepared my message, and watched the digital clock on my computer.

The numbers changed. I sent the message, and began stroking.

Oh, God! It felt good, within ten seconds I was holding myself back.

I could imagine her, whoever she was, diddling her pussy. Maybe using a dildo, definitely a vibrator.

She would be playing with her tits, maybe even sucking a nipple.

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

Time passed, I was on the edge…on the edge…

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

Semen spurted across the room. A long rope of sticky, white fluid. My hips locked up and I couldn’t move, white heat filled my mind and everything got dim. I had never experienced such an explosive cum in my life!

Then it was done.

I sat for a minute, drained and not wanting to move, but I had to send a message.

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

I blinked It was like a lifeline had been cut. My whole world had been invested in that messaging. And now it was…over?

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

No response, and the message window disappeared. She had officially cut the line.

Stunned, satisfied, mystified, I knew I had to take pictures.

I reached into a drawer and took out my good camera. No stupid cell phone for this babe.

I put it on a tripod and set it up in the living room. I used the timer and took a series of pictures. I posed. I kissed at the lens. I flaunted my tits. I never felt so sexy.

And the nice thing, my bump was gone. My boner down, the dress was smooth and not showing any hint of my package.

And then, finally, it was over.

It was time to get undressed and be a man again.

Truth, after I had cum I was ready to change back. I guess that was a good thing. It meant that I just wanted the sex, I didn’t want to remain a woman. which shows how people can delude themselves.

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

I uploaded the pictures to my computer and put them in a file, and I hid the file.

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

Then I washed my glass out, odd, the lipstick stain, as light as it was, was very stubborn. Didn’t want to come off.

Then I washed a bunch of glasses. They were just sort of dusty, and I imagined myself a woman, just sitting around and doing housework.

Then I washed the cupboards off, cleaned a few more things, and realized the time.

It was two in the morning! And I had been prancing around like a woman for hours! Hunh! Maybe there was a part of me that did want to be a woman.

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

I went to the bedroom, thought about sleeping as a woman, then decided against it. I wasn’t that horny anymore, though I did have an inner buzz of excitement running through me.

I took off the wig and put it away. I took off the dress and hung it up. I took the water condoms out of the bra and put them in the sink. I didn’t pop them, I wanted to wear them again. I probably wouldn’t, but…I just left them in the sink.

I took off my panties, and the liner was soaked from the pre cum I had emitted earlier. I smiled at the thought of how much juice I had shot. God, what a night!

Finally, I looked in the mirror at my lipstick. Lip stain. My lips were still plump. This stuff really worked.

I decided to just hop into the shower and wash the stuff off.

I turned the water on hot, hopped in and soaped up.

I rubbed my lips, soaped them good, rubbed them some more, and grinned. I would be clean now.

I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and looked in the mirror.

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

I grabbed a washcloth and soaped it up and scrubbed my lips some more.

They stayed red. In fact, because of all the rubbing they were a little redder.

A little worried, I went back to the computer and powered up. I researched lip stain.

Long lasting than lipstick. It doesn’t just apply a color over the lips, it stains the skin.

My jaw dropped and I stared at the screen. The site I was on had dozens of red lips on it. Lips on women. Red lips where they should be. Not on a man.

What had I done?

I researched some more. Most stains came off within a day. I looked up the particular brand I had used. Three days. One day to lose most of the color, but three days to lose all the color.

Three days.

It was Wednesday night. That meant Thursday, Friday, and Tanya was due home on Saturday. Saturday afternoon.

Yes. It would work, though there might be a little redness left. but i could talk fast and cross my fingers…it was workable.

But, first, I was going to have to call in sick. I couldn’t be seen at work with lips like these.

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

I was dressing up in your clothes, my love. Why do you ask? I giggled.

I called up work and put on my best fake cough. It was pretty easy, and they bought it. Heck, in this day of COVID the slightest wheeze was an excuse to lock down and quarantine.

I called Tanya then.

“Hey, babe! How you doing?” she greeted me.

“I’m good, but I miss you!” At least I missed you until last night, and then I was a bad boy.

“Oh, I miss you, too. I can’t wait to feel your big dick in me.”

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

“I couldn’t help myself,” she giggled. I masturbated last night.”

What!? She never did such things. She was the original Miss Goody Two Shoes.

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

This talk was turning me on. And I was already turned on by having dressed up the night before, and by looking at my red, red lips this morning.

“Oh, I had a big bang. The kind that just sort of take your breath away and leave you dazed and confused.”

“Geez, hearing you talk like that has given me a boner. I’m going to have to jack off.”

“Don’t you dare! You save it for me! When I get home I’m going to jump your bone seven ways from go.”

“Oh, so you can beat off, but I can’t?”

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

“You’ve had your needs filled too often, and you’re going to get your needs really filled when I get home. So no jacking off!”

DING!

I stared at the computer screen. MM had sent me a message? Right while I was talking to my wife!

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

“Uh, yeah!” My mind was caught between two conversations, I was fumbling the ball.

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

“Yeah I can’t wait to fuck you,” I said.

“You sound kind of funny. Is everything all right?”

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

I said: “I’m just looking forward to making love to you.”

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

“You just said you were looking forward to making love, and then you asked ‘what.’ What’s going on?”

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

I tried to separate the conversations in my head. I pushed the MM aside in my mind, turned my swivel away from the screen, and said.

“Sorry honey, I just cut my finger. Paper cut.”

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah. No big deal. And I can’t wait to see you.”

DING!

I ignored the bell. “I’m going to go crazy on you.”

She giggled. “That sounds like fun. But can you handle a real woman?”

As opposed to a computer message woman? “Oh, yeah. I feel like real woman right now.” I blinked. Was there something revealing about what I had said?

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

I searched my mind. I didn’t want to read messages. Oh, yeah. I remembered the song. I hummed a bit of it.

Tanya sang: “Man, I feel like a woman.”

DING!

But now I was successfully in the groove. I put aside the thoughts of the constant messages and focused on my wife.

For a long minute we talked, and even talked dirty, to each other. then it was time to hang up.

DING! DING! DING!

Her last words were, “Well, take care of yourself. You do sound a little strange.”

“I’m fine. And I look forward to this weekend so much.”

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

I hung up, and I was aware that MM had opened up by calling me ‘lover,’ and that my wife had hung up calling me ‘lover.’

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

I’m playing with my pussy, it’s hot and wet for you.

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!
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Read it on kindle or paperback
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