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A Note from the Author!

It’s pretty obvious that society is flip flopping.

Women own companies.

Women are in charge.

Women take charge of their homes.

Women even take charge in that last bastion of men everywhere…the bedroom.

And why shouldn’t we?

We’re better looking, we’d rather get along than fight, we enjoy a world where men get over themselves and do what they’re told.

And all it takes is a firm hand…filled with love!
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PART ONE

“Nag, nag, nag!” He stated the line just like Clint Eastwood did in ‘The Gauntlet.’ Droll, dripping with sarcasm, and a total put down.

I stared at Bob and was so-o-o tired of him. I mean, what woman wants to be called a nag? And especially when I was just trying to keep the house clean?

Don’t get me wrong, I love Bob, and things used to be better. He used to charm me with roses, take me out, even write sappy poetry to me.

I’ll love you till the cows come home

you’ll never make me roam

Stupid, right? But it doesn’t take much to make a woman’s heart warm when she’s in love.

But now…now he had lost his job, sat around the house and drank beer, and made fun of me when I tried to get him to pick up after himself.

‘Could you not leave your slippers in the living room?’ That’s all I said. And I tried to say it sweetly, to not engage his caustic remarks. And it’s not much to ask. But the lug had just left his slippers in front of the TV, walked barefoot into the bedroom, and put on his tennis shoes.

I mean…puh—lease!

“Honey, I just need a little help around here.”

“Hey, Samantha, I help a lot.” He usually calls me Sam when he wants something, Samantha when he wants to get me off his back.

“No. You don’t.”

He gave me that look, a little squinty, a little flinty, and I knew if I pushed it I was in for it.

I sighed and went back to the bedroom and got ready for work. I do realty. It’s a good job, fun people to work with, I can make my own hours, sort of, and the money is good.

In fact, it didn’t bother me that he wasn’t working. He had a bundle saved up, I was making good, and…if he would just help out around the house. Right?

I came out of the bedroom looking good. Got to look good if you want to sell a million dollar home or two.

I was wearing a blouse and jacket that showed off my tits without being too risqué. I wore a pencil skirt, navy blue with a bit of a slit up the side so I could actually walk, high heels that showed off my world class calves, and, of course, knock ‘em dead make up.

Nothing closes a deal like a smile from a red painted mouth. Man or woman, they both respond to a sexy smile.

As I walked through the foyer Bob came in from the kitchen, grabbed me, and smooched me. He held me and I tried to wiggle away.

“Son of a…!” He had smeared my lipstick.

He laughed. “Sorry, babe, it’s just that you look so good.”

I went back to the bedroom, fixed my face, and then snuck through the house.

That’s right. Snuck. I had been reduced to sneaking through my own house. I was living with a damned pervert!

Well, not a pervert, just an over sexed college boy. He might be 30 years old, but he still had that college boy erection lurking in his pants. Great when I got a night out, which wasn’t often, but lousy when he waylaid me and demanded a quickie. Or just smooched me out of being on time for work.

I had appointments!

Thus, in a dour frame of mind, I hopped into my Beamer and sped off to work.

“Uh oh. Look what the cat dragged in.”

“Good morning!” I snarled at Shiela. Shiela is my friend, my competition, and my drunken confidant, all in one.

“Sor-ry,” she said, turning back to her desk.

“Okay. I’m sorry.”

“Not sorry enough.” I knew she was spoofing and having fun with me now. We were just too good of friends to be upset with each other.

“Okay. I’ll let you be unsorry at four this afternoon. Charlie Coyote’s place?”

“Ooh!” she clapped her hands. “You buying?”

“By the pitcher.”

“Then I’ll pretend I don’t know what a bitch you are.”

I sat down, smiling, and mumbled. “Asshole.”

“I heard that.”

And we giggled.

Charlie Coyote’s is a nice place. Spanish style, out on the edge to the Fairfax district, and it serves not only the best Mex food in the world, but the saltiest Margaritas.

It had been a good day. I had sold a house in the hills, 2.5 mill, and she had sold two houses in the valley.

“I’d much rather make a big sale than two small, piddling sales,” I shot at her, as we crossed the lobby to the patio. Jose had seen us and was already pulling our chairs back.

“And I would rather sell piddling. My graph on numbers of houses is above yours.”

We crossed the patio, under the wonderful flower laden trellis.

“And my overall cash graph is just a squeak ahead of yours.”

Jose smiled, we smiled, he shoved the chairs under our rumps and said, “Two Margaritas made with the finest tequila, hold the worms.”

We all laughed. I had said that once, when half sloshed, and he had never forgotten it. I love Mexican men. They have such a delightful sense of humor.

Then he was gone and we were left alone.

“Okay, time to unsorry yourself.”

I sighed.

“Bob,” she said.

I nodded.

Jose placed two salty Margaritas in front of us. “Keep them coming?” He cocked an eye inquisitively.

Shiela and I looked at each other, and dug into our purses. We pulled out our car keys and handed them to him.

He smiled, seemed genuinely happy, which he was, we tipped good, and sauntered away.

“So Bob brought home a floozy and fucked her in your bed.”

“No.”

“Okay, he wants a sex change operation.”

I grinned. That was our favorite joke. Ever since Bruce Jenner became Kaitlyn we threw that at each other.

“Only if he comes out as good looking as Kaitlyn. But…no. That’s not it.”

Shiela put a mock expression of horror on her face. She touched her cheeks with both hands and made an O of dismay out of her mouth. “Oh, no. He didn’t do the dishes!”

I didn’t laugh, and that was the indicator. She grew serious. “Okay, he’s a slob. He’s a man, what do you expect?”

A plate of delicious chips suddenly appeared on the table, along with some spicy salsa. We barely caught sight of Jose. Man, that boy was like the Road Runner. Beep beep!

But he would make us wait for the food. That’s the way good restaurants are. Get the liquor in the customer fast, then drag them out with the food. Make sure they are drunk and hungry, then they could serve you slop and you’d love it.

Fortunately, Charlie Coyote doesn’t serve slop.

“I expect a little help around the house. He’s not working, and I don’t care about that, he’s got truck loads of money in the market, but I am working, and I’m doing double duty with the cleaning chores. Is it so much to ask that he just pick up his shoes? Not throw his socks on the floor? Maybe give the toilet a swipe after he’s pissed everywhere?”

“Whoa. You are pissed.”

“I am. And I’m sick and tired. He used to bring me flowers. Write me bad poetry, take me out. Now he sits on the sofa in his jammies and calls for a beer.”

Shiela raised her hand and Jose, who was lurking, headed for the bar. This was going to be a busy day.

An hour later, sloshed, filled with good Mexican enchiladas, giggling incessantly, we solved the problem

“What you need to do,” suggested Shiela, “is put him in a chastity belt.”

I laughed. “Like knights of old.”

“Knights of old with cocks so bold…” she went off on a limerick, and then she said, “Give me your phone.”

I handed her my cell and she tapped a message on it, sent it, then handed it back to me.

I looked at the message, gawped, and began to laugh.

I met a man,

don’t wait up,

if the house is clean

you can suck my pussy.

She had sent it to Bob.

“Oh, my God!” We laughed so hard alcohol was threatening to come out our noses. Other customers even looked over to see what the hub bub was.

“You didn’t!”

“Sure I did. Listen, girlfriend, that asshole doesn’t know how good he’s got it. He needs to learn his lesson.”

I agreed. “He’s got to learn his place.”

“Bitches forever!” I shouted, and we high fived.

A text came back.

Where are you?

Shiela grabbed my phone:

Go fuck yourself, slob.

And clean the house while you’re at it.

I know, we had sort of passed the point of funny, but, drunk, it was funny, and we laughed and we laughed and we laughed…and had another drink.

And the text messages rolled in.

This isn’t funny!

Where are you?

I want you home right now!

At one point Shiela took my phone, went to the bathroom, and came back. My eyes about fell out of my head when I saw the picture she had taken and sent to him.

Her pussy. Her dress up and her panties down! No hair. Looked a little moist.

“Fuck!” I whispered, totally blown out.

So I grabbed her phone, went to the bathroom, and sent a picture of my pussy to her husband.

Now the texts were fast and furious. Her hubbie, Jay, had a better sense of humor than Bob. He texted:

Oh, no!

You prefer pussy over cock!

Bob’s texts were getting frantic.

Please come home.

I’m sorry if I did something.

Can’t you tell me where you are?

All of which made us laugh harder and harder. Poor fool was finally getting a little comeuppance.

“Why is Jay so nice and polite and understands your sense of humor?”

“Because we have a Female Led Relationship.”

“What? What is that?”

“Basically, the woman is in charge, the man does what he’s told, and if he’s a good boy he gets to sample your pussy. Or at least beat off with your permission.”

“You’re kidding.”

“Nope.” She sat back, very satisfied, and I thought about the fact that it was usually me that came in grumpy, disgruntled by shabby hubbie, and she was always smiling and cheerful. And even Jay was smiling and…

“What?” she asked, seeing things happen on my face.

“Jay’s happy.”

“Well, of course he is.”

“But he doesn’t…you don’t give him sex all the time.”

“Of course not.” She put that look of mock horror on your face, “And you do! Oh, heavens!” And she leaned forward to feel my forehead for a temperature.”

“But…but…”

“Look, girlfriend. We’re getting pretty drunk here, and it’s getting close to Uber time, so let me wind up this little conversation. If you give a man what he wants…he wants nothing else. He certainly doesn’t want to please you, or wine you or dine you, and he’s certainly not going to be in the mood to write you crappy poetry.”

I shook my head. “But…I…we fuck all the time! Bob is horny, and I…I…”

“You do your wifely duty. Fool. Your wifely duty is to keep your man interested, not lay on your back whenever he feels like a little mindless rutting. Which rutting, I might add, is usually unsatisfactory to the female of the species.”

She sat back.

I sat…stunned. This was a whole new way of thought.

Then I thought back to something she had said earlier. “Do you…you mentioned chastity.”

She grinned.

“Do you actually…does Jay wear one of those…”

She nodded. The look on her face was that of the cat that got the milk. All-l-l of the milk.

“Oh, my God! Really?”

I placed a hand on hers.

“For three years now. I used to browbeat him, even spank him, but why get physical when you can just…” she grinned, “shut the gates of paradise.”

“So you don’t fuck all that much.”

“Let’s put it this way. I fuck a lot. I fuck his cock maybe once a month, if I feel like it. But in between I fuck his face, I fuck my vibrator…I could even fuck another man.”

“But you don’t.”

“No. But I tell him I do. I tell ya, nothing whips a man into shape better than competition. But…you have to work your man, you have to prepare Bob. You have to manipulate him to the point where he’s willing to do what he’s told. Give me your phone.”

I handed it to her. Texts were still coming in, but we tended to ignore them.

She stood up and walked over to Jose. She spoke into his ear for a few seconds, then handed him the phone.

Jose grinned and walked away.

Shiela came back and sat down. She sipped a bit of her Margarita and smiled at me.

“What’s that all about.”

She just held up a finger and smiled like a Cheshire cat.

A minute later Jose came to the table. He looked a little…flustered? Out of breath? He handed her the cell phone. She looked at it, sent a text, and reached into her purse. “Thank you, Jose.” She took out two hundred dollar bills. She handed them to him.

That was a big tip. Biggest tip we ever gave. Jose grinned and left, and she handed me the phone.

A picture.

A bathroom stall.

Pants down and shirt up.

A Mexican cock.

Hard.

A caption.

Should I fuck it or suck it?

Sent to Bob.

I sat back, my mind totally destroyed. There was nothing to say. I looked at my friend.

There are times when life changes.

There are times when you choose the road less traveled.

This was one of those times.

I started to laugh.

We left Charlie Coyote and I didn’t go home. I went to Shiela’s house.

“Hi, Babe!” Jay greeted his wife at the door with a big kiss. She handed him her jacket and patted his cheek, and he went to hang it up.

I looked around. We had similar houses in many ways, but there was one big difference: hers was immaculate.

Better than I clean. Windows washed, no dishes in the washing machine, no crappy loafers shoved half under the couch.

“Okay,” Sheila rubbed her hands. “Let’s get started.”

“First, can I see it?”

She smiled. “Jay, come drop your drawers.”

Jay looked at her, looked at me, turned a little red, and followed instructions.

There it was, a shiny, metal tube. And he had a piercing. A ring at the end of the tube, and a lock on the ring. That tube wasn’t coming off.

“We started with simple plastic, but it wasn’t long before we realized that we needed better security. My darling hubbie is a big jack off.”

Jay looked at the floor. His face was red. Apparently he wasn’t used to this kind of thing, being shown off as a model of husbandly service. “Sorry, dear.”

“It’s okay. We fixed it and you’re forgiven. Tell Shiela how much you liked it when I took control. In the beginning.”

“Oh, man.” He licked his lips. “I hated it. I called her a bitch. I threatened to leave.”

“So why didn’t you?”

“Because there was something exciting about it. It felt good. I mean deep down. It gave me order, structure, let me know my place. Look, you know me. Finance, million dollar deals, I walk all over people when I’m in the game. But when I came home I was sort of lost. I mean, I’m a hard charger, but there was nothing to charge at at home, and I just sat around and got grumpy. And I took it out on Shiela.”

“Wow,” I blurted. This was candid. “So do you think I could do this to Bob.”

For a second he got a far away look in his eyes, and I knew what he was thinking. Do I do this to my fellow man?

But he came to a conclusion rather quickly. “Yeah. Sure. I mean, if he loves you he’ll like it.”

“But you know how stubborn he gets.”

“I’ve played golf with him. He’s my worst competitor. Guy just won’t quit.”

I looked at Shiela, my best competitor. I turned back to him. “But you think he’ll quit when…when…”

“Look, I hate to say it, but a cock is a handle. You take control of his cock, you control the bed, and he’ll fall like a big oak tree. We’ll hear the sound of him splatting on the ground all the way up here.”

I turned to Shiela, “Okay, so what do we do?”

Shiela told Jay about the texts, then laid out the program. “We have to drill her on how to handle him when she gets home.”

“Okay.”

“So, Sam, you come in through the front door and Jay will be Bob.”

I went to the front door, opened it and closed it and walked in. “Honey, I’m—“

“No! No! He knows you’re home…and you don’t want to initiate a conversation. He’s going to have plenty to say, so just give him the rope to hang himself.”

I nodded, went back to the door, turned and walked in.

Bob was right there. “Samantha! Where have you been!? What are these messages! Who do you think you are.”

I stopped and my face showed my cave in.

“No! Face him down. Push him aside if you have to. Just go to bed and say, “I’ll talk to you when I feel like it.”

I giggled.

Shiela laughed. “And no giggling.”

“Sorry.” I straightened up my face and entered the room.

“Samantha! Where have you been!? What are these messages! Who do you think you are.”

He stood in front of me and I actually reached out and pushed his chest away. And, I don’t know what possessed me, I said, “Get the fuck out of my way!”

Jay blinked, and Shiela actually fell on the couch and started laughing.

“Fuck! You saw Jay’s face! That’s what’s going to happen to Bob. He won’t know what hit him. Keep going. Walk towards my bedroom.”

I walked down the hallway, Jay following me, Shiela following him.

“What do these texts mean? I can’t believe you sent them! Who do you…”

“Turn around and slap him.”

“What?”

“Hard.”

Jay nodded. “Go ahead. I’ve been slapped by the best.”

“Rock his head.”

So I slapped Jay. Not hard, I was sort of scared. I had never gotten this physical with a man in my life.

“Good, but you have to mean it. If you hold back he’s going to know it. Try again.

So we walked the hall again and again, until Jay’s face was red and he was rubbing it and looking unhappy.

“I’m sorry, Jay,” I said, when we were done and I had passed my test.

“It’s okay, but I think there are two king-sized slappers in the world now.”

Shiela laughed. “You’re doing good. “Jay, Would you like me to unlock you tonight.”

Oh, the look on his face. He brightened up and it was like I had never touched him.

Shiela turned to me, didn’t even try to hide the triumph on her face. “See?”

I nodded.

“Now, what do you do if he gets more physical?”

“What do you mean?”

“Men are men, and I don’t think Bob is a caveman, but what if he grabs you by the shoulders and shakes you.”

I looked blank. Bob wasn’t that kind of a man.

“Jay, shake me.”

Now Jay looked nervous, but he took her shoulders and began to shake.

Shiela moved forward and brought her knee up.

Jay shrunk back and the look on his face was actual fear.

“It’s okay, lover,” she patted his cheek. “I save that for when you’ve been really bad.”

“You really do that?” I was in awe.

“I’ve only done it once, but…you see the way Jay reacts?”

“She kneed me so hard I thought I was going to die. I just laid down on the floor and held my nuts. I actually felt like puking.”

“But he didn’t, and it’s a good thing, because I would have made him lick it up.”

“You must have really done something bad,” I said to him.

He just looked at the floor.

“It wasn’t that he was bad, it was that he never did it again.”

He shook his head. “No ma’am.”

We went back into the front room and sat on the sofa. Jay made some coffee and brought it to us.

“Now then, there’s a couple of things we need to go over.”

“For instance?”

“Men are wonderful creatures, they just have to learn their place. You can be brutal as you want…but only as brutal as is appropriate. You don’t kick him in the nuts for calling you a bitch. You only get physical when they get physical. And most men will not get physical with a woman, especially if she looks like she’s going to fight back. If he does get physical, time to get a new man.”

“So I get physical if he gets physical, but what do I do, how do I know what to do if he’s not physical, just…you know?”

“I know,” and the look on Shiela’s face was very knowing. “You refuse sex. That’s your big gun, and you must not be afraid to use it. A lot. Often. You almost can’t overuse the denial of sex with a man.”

“Really!”

“Absolutely. Look, sex is what drives them. Their nuts bounce around between their legs if they so much as step. It’s no wonder they are always overstimulated. But if you give them sex…they have nothing more to drive towards. And they need to drive towards something. They have to have a goal, and with a wife…in a home…it is sex. Give them too much sex and you wreck your own home. They won’t respect you, and, in the extreme, they’ll look for somebody else to chase. Got it?”

“I think I do.”

“Now, let’s talk about how to get him to put on a cock cage…”


PART TWO

I was sober by the time I finished at Shiela’s, and Jay gave me a ride back to my car. It was near midnight, and I was a bit surprised, time flies when you’re having fun, you know?

Jay watched to make sure I was okay, and I waved to him as I drove away.

Through town. Up the street where I lived, into the driveway. The lights were on in the house. I smiled.

I walked up the walk, deliberately making my heels click. Click. Click. Click.

I opened the door and entered the house, and Bob launched himself.

“Where were you! What do all those texts mean? Was that a man’s penis? Who do you think—“

I turned and snapped, “Shut the fuck up.”

His face opened up, his eyes went wide, his mouth opened, and I snapped, “Nag, nag, nag. That’s all you do.”

I turned and walked down the hallway.

For a moment he just stood there, dumbstruck, then he followed me. “But—“

I whirled, “I’m tired of your shit! Is this house clean?”

He actually took a step back.

“I’m going to bed, and if this house isn’t clean in the morning you are never…NEVER…going to feel my pussy again! Do you understand that?”

His eyes started blinking. His mouth was shaking and little sounds tried to come out of him.

I turned around, entered my bedroom, and…slammed the door.

And almost broke down. I couldn’t believe I had done that. It’s one thing to drill it with friends, it’s another when you’re on the front line and shells are going off around you.

Shaking, I sat down at my make up table and took off my face. Then I took a long, hot shower, and went to bed.

Bob still hadn’t opened the door. I couldn’t hear him.

I slept soundly, and wasn’t even aware of him coming to bed.

I woke up and stretched, and there was no hangover. Oh, thank God. I hated those things. I rose, looked back at my slumbering lug, and smiled. I had survived the first battle, and now I had a shot of confidence.

I showered again, just because I felt like it, then put on sexy underwear. A shelf bra which emphasized my big tits, actually showed my nips. Panty hose, a tight dress with good cleavage. High heeled sandals, showed my world class calves.

I didn’t bother putting on my face.

“Where are you going?”

I thought about answering him, and decided to. “To the gym. Is the house clean?”

“Uh, I did some stuff.”

I turned to him and looked mad. “Some stuff? After the way you lay around? And I work? You better have more than a few things done by the time I get back.”

He didn’t say anything. I walked out of the room.

I love working out. I do crossfit a lot, and my body is in fine shape. So I did a cross fit class, talked with some of the gals, then did a Yoga class, and, right before I went home, I got a nasty idea. As I walked through the gym I spotted Rex, a rugged narcissistic type who liked to work out with no shirt. Loves to show his muscles, thinks the world loves them.

Well, at that moment, I did. So I snapped a picture and sent it to Bob.

What do you think?

Then I giggled all the way home.

The house was clean, and Bob was actually mowing the lawn. He looked up as I drove in, happy and sweet smelling and looking like a million.

“Uh, hey, Babe.”

“That’s Miss Babe to you. And see if you can clean my car today. Inside and out.”

He followed me into the house.

“We need to talk.”

I turned. “About what?”

“About this new attitude of yours.”

I advanced on him. “And I’d like to talk to you about cleaning up after yourself, but you don’t seem to want to talk about that.”

He backed up, “Now, listen, honey.”

I snarled into his face, “MISS BABE!”

His mouth dropped, and I followed up with, “Did you get my text?”

He was almost blubbering, trying to figure out how to respond. “Yeah, I…what do you…”

I rode right over him. “Okay. We’ll talk. Tonight. After this house meets my standards.”

I turned and walked away.

Right to the bedroom where I texted Shiela. We texted up a storm, and I told her it was working, and she said ‘go girl,’ and then I got ready for work.

When I left the house, looking like a million dollars, Bob was in the kitchen. Scrubbing. Like a scullery maid. I giggled some more. I liked this. Heck, why hadn’t I thought of this before?

At work Shiela and I met up, talked a bit, then went to work. It was a good day for me. I was feeling strong and empowered and sexy as hell. And, you know? Sex is power! When you take charge of the world you feel like a million dollars. I sold two homes. One big, luxury monster, and a smaller little duplex. And I actually outdid Shiela.

“What? Have I created a monster?” She chided me cheerfully.

“I hope so.”

Later in the day we took a break, and Shiela took me on the computer rounds.

Chastity tubes. And I actually ordered one.

Sexy underwear. Heck, I was making the money, and a girl has to look good, right?

Then we went looking at porn sites. Porn like in female domination, chastity, Female Led Relationships. God, it was glorious. So many ideas…so many things to do. I almost couldn’t wait to go home and turn the screws on poor Bob.

Finally, nine in the evening, a bit late, but I wanted Bob waiting, I headed home. Across town, up the street, into the driveway. Click. Click. Click.

He was waiting at the door. Not with flowers, but…it was different.  There was a different attitude in the house, and I liked it.

I walked past him.

He followed me. Instead of berating me he was softer. “You’re a little bit late.”

“Yes,” I said. Let him stew with that.

He tried, “I called you at work.”

“I know. I was busy.” Looking at porn sites and thinking about jilling myself off.

“Are we going to talk?”

I turned on him. “First off, it’s been a long day. I’m going to get myself a drink, get into something more comfortable, then inspect the house, which I should not have to do. No. Wait. You go get me a drink. A Coke and bourbon. Bring it to me.”

I walked down the hallway.

He stood there, staring after me, wondering what had happened.

He showed up in the bedroom two minutes later. He was holding a pair of glasses. I took mine and sipped. I was half out of my work duds and I told him to sit down on the bed.

He sat, a dour expression on his face, and watched me.

I slicked out of my underwear, hopped into the shower for a minute, then dried off and slipped into a negligee. A see through negligee. Nothing else.

I sat down at my make up table. Usually I took stuff off, but this time I put it on. I repaired the day’s ravages and made myself look fresh. I put on the red lipstick that he loved, I fluffed my hair, then stood up.

His eyes were locked on my body. My boobs thrusting out the flimsy material, the curve of my hips, the juncture between my legs.

“Come with me.”

He followed me out to the living room and I began inspecting.

“Dust on the picture frames. You need to get a wet rag.”

“But nobody looks up there! Nobody will ever put their fingers up there!”

“I just did,” and that shut him up.

“Vacuuming is adequate, but you should end up with even lines, like a mowed lawn.”

He opened his mouth and shut it.

I checked a few more things, found them clean, a lot cleaner than I expected, and merely said, “Passable, but needs improvement.” Heh.

Into the kitchen. “This silverware needs polishing.”

“We don’t have any polish.”

“And you’re too helpless to go to the store and get some?” I withered him with a look.

And these windows. They’re streaked. You could have waxed this spot by the sliding doors. I went through the house, nit picking. Paying compliment, but always asking for more.

Finally, I told him to sit on the sofa. I stared down at him. I was proud, regal, a body to die for, and he actually gulped.

“Okay. You did okay. But certainly not excellent. I expect better.” I turned and walked away.

“Hey! Wait a minute!” he blurted.

I turned.

“I thought we were going to have a talk.”

“That was it. you want more?”

“Yes!” And I could see he was showing a little backbone. Couldn’t have any of that. I also had to show the softer side of the stick. It was time.

I went to him and knelt between his knees. His mouth was open, ready for a tirade, but he was suddenly suspicious.

I reached up for his zipper and pulled. His hard cock sprang up.

Hard. After I had lambasted him. Hard. After I had shown him no mercy. Hmm.

“Look, honey,” I spoke softly as I took his penis and began sliding my hands up and down. “Do you like this?”

“Uh, yeah,” he gulped again.

“And have you been remiss in your share of the chores?”

“Well, maybe. But that’s no reason I have to do everything.”

“Oh, yes…” I took his head in my mouth and swirled my tongue over it. I gripped his balls and played with them. His eyes were beginning to glaze over. “Except that I’m working, and you’re not. And If I’m doing my eight plus at the office, then you’d better be putting eight plus into making this house a place I want to come home to. Right?”

“Well, yeah, but…not eight hours! I mean, I can do a few things…but…”

He was starting to feel it, that old cock surge, the semen boiling in his balls, his shaft pulsing and getting ready to spew.

I backed off. I held his cock, didn’t stroke it, and said, “The truth of the matter is that I am the wife. The woman. The queen. And you haven’t ben treating me right.”

“Well, yeah, but…” he was confused. Because he was horny and wanted me to hurry up and finish him off, like I usually did.

“But what, honey?” In spite of my slow stroking he was right on the edge. I stood up.

“Hey, can’t you…?”

“Finish you?” I asked sweetly.

“Yeah!”

I walked back to a chair and sat down. I spread my legs so he could see my hairless pussy, my puffy and juicy slit. He gulped and stared.

“Honey?”

He looked up at me face.

“Do you want this anymore?”

“Oh, God, yeah!”

“Do you love me?”

“Yes!”

“Do you want me?”

“You know it!”

“Then you’d better do your share, or you’ll never get another piece of this ass in your life.” I closed my legs, stood up and walked out of the room.

I woke up feeling grand. I was horny, but that was okay. Sometimes it’s good to feel horny.

I got up, showered, and went to the gym. Bob was awake, but he didn’t roll over. He was thinking. Good. I wanted him to think.

Back from the gym, and Bob was cleaning the kitchen.

“Hey, babe,” he came out to the foyer when I entered.

“That’s Miss Babe to you, and what?”

“I’m doing a super clean on the kitchen today. Is it okay if I set aside a room a day for a week, and then set up a program?”

I went right to him and I splatted my mouth on his. He actually stepped back, I was so forthright. I kissed the fuck out of his mouth. I left lipstick all over his face. I reached into his pants and grabbed his cock and began playing with it.

A good minute. And he was on edge. I let him go and stepped back.

He was breathless, his face shocked.

“I think it’s a wonderful idea.”

I walked down the hallway.

The days got better and better. Each day Bob worked a room over, even repainting one of the guest rooms, and I came home to happiness and cleanliness.

And it was happiness. Like Shiela had told me, men like to know their place. They need structure. They go out in the jungle every day and fight the wild animals, it’s nice to come home and feel relaxed, and know that everything is good and fine and in the right place.

And it was fun walking around naked, or dressed in sheer sexiness. It was fun to take him and bring him to the edge, again and again and again. Sometimes I even made him get me off, but still left him high and dry.

At work I was making more money. Being happy, not having to work double duty cleaning the house, I had more energy, and that translates into more sales, and more dollars.

“Oh, you bitch!” Shiela said to me more than once, as my stats climbed. But she was smiling. She was happy for me.

Then Thursday hit.

I came home and everything felt different. There was just a gloom to the old homestead, and Bob wasn’t there to greet me at the door.

On the patio he was sitting in a lounge chair. Half drunk on beer. Happy as a clam. And I knew what had happened. Shiela had warned me, and her warning was as a prediction.

“Hi, Miss Babe!” And it was a mockery.

He had jacked off. He had gotten tired of my setting the goal for him, and decided to cheat. To cut in line, be it with his own hand.

His chair was right next to the pool, and I pushed the chair, him and beer and everything, into the pool.

He came up spluttering. “What the fuck!”

“Don’t you ‘what the fuck me!’ you son of a bitch!” I turned and walked into the house.

He came out of the pool and ran after me. I stepped into the living room and he grabbed my shoulder and spun me around. I went with it and my palm sounded like a pistol shot on his face.

CRACK!

He stepped back in astonishment.

I realized he wasn’t hurt, but this next few minutes were going to be interesting. “Don’t you ever touch me like that again.”

He rubbed his face, but he was still a little bit high, and not done. “I’ve had enough of your bullshit!”

“You going to rape me? Big man?”

“You’re my wife! It’s not rape!”

“No means no. And this house wasn’t cleaned today.”

“What are you going to do about it? Divorce me for not acting like your little maid?” He was angry, but so was I. I liked the power. I liked being in charge. This was my house, damn it!

I smiled.

That did him in. If I responded with anger, if I hit him, or otherwise abused him, then he would be in the right. But Shiela and Jay had drilled me on this, and other scenarios, and I was going to hold my ground. And holding my ground, in this case, meant not giving him anything to work with.

“What?” he blurted, unable to read my silence.

I turned and walked down the hallway.

In his mind he was trying to figure things out. Was I going to call a lawyer? Leave him? Something else? I tell ya, sometimes not knowing is worse than knowing.

He came after me. “Wait a minute.”

I wasn’t about to wait. I walked into the bedroom, to the closet, and took down my suitcase.

“Hey!”

I put my suitcase on the bed and opened it.

He panicked. “Wait!” He closed my suitcase.

I went to my closet and pulled out an armful of clothes. I threw them on the bed next to the suitcase.

“Wait…wait. Please. Honey.” His voice had gone down eighteen notches.

“Wait for what?” I took underwear out of a drawer.

“Look, I’m sorry. I just, I…I got out of hand. I’m sorry. It won’t happen again.”

“Not to me it won’t.”

I pushed stuff into suitcase. I went to the make up table and packed my kit.

“Wait. Please. Baby. I’m sorry. Look…we can work this out.”

“Work what out?” I whirled on him.

“What I did. I’m sorry.”

“And what did you do?”

“Well, I didn’t clean the house. And I got drunk.”

“I don’t care if you get drunk. Get as drunk as you want. I want to know what you did that changed you around. What made you rebel?”

He blubbered and sputtered, and I kept acting like I was going to pack some more, but I was really just waiting for his admission.

“What did you do?”

“I…” blah, blah, blah.

“No! What did you really do? What set off this bullshit?”

And, finally, he admitted it. He hung his head and said, “I masturbated.”

Poor boy. He uses jack off…until it becomes a confession, then it’s masturbation. I stared at him.

“You wasted my seed?”

“Your…I…”

I stepped towards him. “I married you. You pledged to be true. And now you are jacking off?”

“But I was horny!” As if that was a good excuse.

“Listen to me, Bob. You’re in my house, and everything in my house is mine, and that includes your ridiculous, little cock.”

“It’s not ridi—“

“Get your clothes out of my room.”

“What, but I—“

“Get your clothes out or I’m calling my lawyer. I wonder how it will look on the divorce papers, divorced for beating his meat instead of loving his wife and showing her the proper respect?”

“But where will I sleep?”

“I don’t care. But you’re not sleeping in this room. Not with me. Not until…”

“Until what?” He reached out like he was reaching for a life preserver.

“Until I can trust you to act like a man. Until I can rely on your love and respect.”

“But…but…”

But it was done. I had him where I wanted him.

I slept good that night, and I woke up cheerful, and I went to the gym, and then to work.

Bob was in the guest room, and he didn’t come out until I left. And then he went back in when I returned home to get ready for work. And then he came out when I left for work.

And when I came home that night, after a late dinner with Shiela, and a few Margaritas, and a lot of planning on how things were going and how I was handling the situation, Bob was waiting. And he had flowers.

“How nice?” I pecked him on the cheek and walked past him. I took the flowers into the kitchen and arranged them in a vase. “You haven’t bought me flowers since forever,” I mentioned. He was standing in the doorway, watching me.

“I want to apologize. And…I want to get back in the bedroom.”

I turned to him.

He blubbered, “I cleaned the whole house. A super clean. Run your finger along the top of a frame. Check the windows. No streaks.”

“Bob, get yourself a drink, and me one, and come see me in the dining room.”

A minute later we were sitting, sipping, and he was on tenterhooks, eager for forgiveness.

I sipped, and considered him.

God, he had responded wonderfully. It must have seemed like I was a bully, but I was just establishing pecking order.

“Well?” he finally blurted.

I frowned. “Bob. You’re a good man.” That’s a wonderful way to start a conversation, leave him waiting for the ‘but….’

He leaned forward, his brows knit, worry in his eyes.

“The fact is that you’re a man, with a man’s problems.”

“I don’t…” then he shut up. He was learning.

“A man’s problems,” I continued, “Like being lazy, needing direction, and…jacking off.”

“I said I’m sorry.”

“Does it feel good when you are sitting there, maybe watching some porn, and stroking yourself?”

He didn’t say anything.

“I mean, it sounds sort of dirty to me. If you had come to me and asked for permission, and let me watch, then…maybe…but you didn’t. You snuck into the bathroom like a horny 16 year and stroked your cock and shot your seed down the toilet.”

“I’m sorry, but you haven’t been, uh…I…”

“I know. I haven’t been fucking you. But we know why that is. And we know that you have to earn your fucks around here. But what are we going to do about your little problem?”

“I promise not to jack off again.”

I shook my head. “You already cheated on me once, why should I believe you?”

“But what can I do?”

I leaned forward. I put my hands on his crotch and began rubbing. He had jacked off that day, but it had been hours, and I needed him horny, and drunk, and manipulatable for my plan to work.

“Honey, if you can’t control yourself, then you need somebody to help you control yourself. Right?”

“Well, uh…” he was gulping. I had his cock out now, and I was rubbing it. I leaned forward and kissed it, and began sucking on it. I looked up at him.

“Don’t you?”

He nodded. Poor, horny boy.

I let go of his cock and said, “In the top drawer of my dresser you will find a black bag. Bring it to me.”

He stood up and disappeared, and was back a moment later. He was hefting the bag, trying to feel what was in it. He handed it to me.

“Bob, this is going to be tough for you, but it is a mark of how much of a man you are. Can you do this? Can you hand over control to me?”

I opened the bag and upended it. Pieces of plastic spread out on the table.

He stared, tried to figure it out, and then did.

“That’s one of those chastity thingies.”

I nodded. I picked up the ring. “This goes around your package.” I held up the cage. “Your penis goes in this.” I held up a lock. “Then I lock it and keep the key. That way you’ll never jack off again.”

“But…honey…I can’t…”

“Do you want to stop jacking off?”

He nodded.

“This is the way.”

“But it’s so small!” He looked down at his crotch, his pecker was so big.

“When you go down a bit it will fit.”

“But…but this is weird.”

“No. This is just underwear. What’s weird is sneaking off to some corner and pounding on your pud like a little boy. What’s weird is not honoring your marriage vows. What’s weird is that you say you’ll never jack off again, and then, when I offer you a way to prove it…you act like you didn’t mean it.”

“Well, no…yeah…I mean…”

“What do you mean, Robert?”

He stared at me. In calling him by his proper name I had challenged him. Be a man. Live up to your word. Make me trust you.

“When you wear this, that’s when you can sleep with me again.”

We stared at each other for a good minute. I could feel his mind working, questions and answers, but there was only one path for him.

I stood up. “I’m going to bed now.” I turned and walked away.

I lay in bed, electrified. I had moved fast, perhaps too fast, but it was working.

I knew that some men you had to go slow, take your time.

But Bob was Bob, and I had bullied in accordance with his actions. It had taken Shiela months to get Jay into the device. It had only been a few weeks, and I was already pushing Bob to get into one.

God, I hoped it worked. I loved him. In spite of my temporary bullying, in spite of the words I had been coached into saying, I loved him. And I wanted all that meanness to work for us.

I sighed. My heart actually hurt a bit.

And I wanted to use my vibrator.

But my mind was filled with Bob.

An hour later the door opened and Bob came into the room. I was instantly awake. I sat up and looked at him.

“I put it on.”

“Where are the keys?”

“Right here.”

I took them, and patted the bed.

Bob climbed in and we snuggled.

Wow, did I miss this. His warm flesh. The way he held me. I was instantly horny.

And we couldn’t sleep. He was so horny, and I…it was like our bed was electrified.

He placed a hand on one of my breasts.

I moaned. “Oh, that feels good.”

“May I suck it?”

“Please do.”

His mouth latched on to my nipple, his hands pressed on my globes, and I felt that electrical, sensual spark start up down below. I needed it.

He worked on one tit, then the other, and his hand went gently and tentatively down to my snatch.

“Eat me,” I murmured.

Quickly, he slithered down and began munching. He used his tongue to excavate my labia. He pulled on my clitoris. He used his finger to penetrate me.

“Oh, yeah. Do me. Two fingers.”

He put two fingers, his forefinger and his middle finger into me, and he began hooked and pulling. I loved a good finger bang, and this was the best way to find my G-spot.

He was breathing hard now, and I felt his cage. It bulged with cock, but held firm.

“I need to get out,” he whined.

“You came today.”

He shut up then, and got down to business. He stroked me and sucked me, fingered me and fucked me, he played my body like it was a flute and he was the master flautist.

Finally, I was ready. I properly tuned and I felt that ocean surging within, and I gave up.

“OHHH!”

He jackhammered his fingers into me.

“FUCK!”

He sucked on my tit viciously.

“GOD!

He kissed me, fucked me, loved me.

I collapsed back on the bed, breathing hard, and relaxed.

“Was it good?” he asked.

“Adequate,” I said, and we laughed. It was so obviously better than adequate.

Then I rolled over and he spooned me. I felt so secure and warm and happy, and I went to sleep.

He, of course, now with a hard on that couldn’t…quite…get…hard…was awake.

I awoke and felt glorious. Absolutely wonderful.

Bob was up and about. I hoped into the shower and my body said ‘Hallelujah’ and I even sang a little bit.

Out of the shower, dried off, and ready for work. It wasn’t a gym day. Before I could put my make up on, however, Bob stuck his head in the door.

“You want it on the bed? Or on the kitchen table?”

He winked and his innuendo was wonderful.

“Oh, baby, do me on the kitchen table.”

“Right now, then. Come on.”

He pushed the door open and went back down the hallway. I trotted across the room and followed him.

The kitchen table was laden. Bacon. Eggs. Hash browns (real potatoes, not the frozen stuff). Tall glasses of orange juice. Pancakes.

“Bob! I can’t eat this much?”

“Well, maybe I can help.”

“Huh! Peasants eating with the queen?”

“I won’t tell anybody.” And there was a sort of pleading in his voice.

“Well,  maybe. But…are those fresh strawberries?”

“They are. I had to go to the store this morning, but nothing is too good for Miss Babe.”

I stared at him. Miss Babe. I loved it.

I sat and stated haughtily. “Well, perhaps this once.” And I waved a hand at the seat opposite me.

We ate. Like pigs, if you will, and we stared at each other. I loved him, but he was besotted. He watched my hands move. He stared at my tits. He acted like we were back in college and new to the whole boyfriend/girlfriend thing.

“How’s the dick?” I finally asked.

“The dick wants out.”

I smiled. “You realize, of course, that it might be a while before I trust the dick to be out and about.”

“I was looking at the internet last night. I have an inkling of what you are doing…and what life in chastity is going to be like.”

“And what do you think of all that?”

“I think there are going to be times when I am climbing the walls, when I want to pound my head with a hammer just for a chance to be in you.”

“And other times?”

He shrugged. “Whatever happens, it looks like I don’t have much choice. Do I?”

“Not a bit,” I forked a bit of sausage and placed it in my mouth.

“But what if I get a job? What if I go back to work?”

“First, you have so much money now…I know you aren’t planning on doing that.”

He frowned.

“Second, even if you did get a job, I expect this house to be a model of cleanliness. I don’t care if you have to stay up all night…I have my standards.”

“Okay,” he said, calm and accepting.

TWO MONTHS LATER

We sashayed up the walk to Shiela’s house. She had made super sales, no doubt because of competing with me, and become ‘Sales Person of the Month.’ Thus, it was party time.

Inside her house it was wall to wall people. All our coworkers and friends. Lots of people we didn’t know.

Bob squired me, looking every inch the successful man. He was wearing panties and nylons, and a bra, and, of course, a new chastity tube. One like Jay’s with a Prince Albert piercing through the front slit and a padlock through the ring to keep it in place.

As soon as we were through the door he found us some drinks, then stayed by my side as I made the rounds.

Handshakes, air kisses, lots of booze, it was a wonderful party. Midway through I told Bob if he wanted to go off on his own that he should.

He did, but only for about fifteen minutes. Then he was back by my side, looking after me, being the perfect gentlemen.

When we left the boss’s wife walked us to the door. “You’re such a wonderful couple…I can see the devotion in your husband’s eyes.”

“He is a catch, all right,” I murmured as I gave her a hug and an air kiss.

We drove down the street and headed home.

I was driving, like I usually did, and Bob fiddled with Pandora and found a Doors station. We sang about Moonlight Drives and Strange Days, and everything seemed to fit.

Finally, he reached into my purse, took something out, then lowered the visor and looked in the small mirror there.

I watched, out of the corner of my eye, as he applied lipstick. He did so love the taste and smell of that wonderful stuff.

He sat back, smacking his lips, then turned to me. “Miss Babe?”

“Um hm?” I answered, steering the car carefully.

“We’ve talked about it, and, well, I think it’s about time.”

I gave him a quick look. He was serious.

“What makes you think so?”

“The party. You’ve got me in woman’s underwear, fully chastised, and you control my life. But the weird thing is that you don’t bow to convention. You treated me wonderfully, like a man, and I know that nobody suspected.”

“And…?”

“Well, I like it, being the man, but…but I need to go all the way. If I’m going to be a good house husband then I need to know what…what it feels like.”

I was silent, thinking. We had talked, and planned, and this was a good night. It was time.

As I pulled into the driveway I asked him, “And you’re sure.”

“Absolutely.”

“Okay,” I said. “I’m going to go make a pair of drinks. Why don’t you go put on your house clothes and we’ll make this happen.”

He smiled.

I made Coke and bourbon drinks. Stiff ones. We were already a little high from the party, but I wanted him to be totally relaxed for what was about to happen.

I went into the bedroom and found him putting on make up. He was wearing a gown I had bought him. It was white and frilly and like a wedding gown, which was appropriate.

I handed him his drink and he sipped, then finished his eyes. He was scintillating. He had a little blush in his cheeks, his eyelids were a soft charcoal, and his lips were red and glossy.

I sat down in a chair and watched him.

He smiled at me, then ignored me and concentrated on finishing his face.

At last, done, he turned.

I stood up. He stood up. We held hands and gazed at one another.

“Okay,” I said.

He nodded.

I walked him over to the bed. I fluffed pillows and piled them up.

He waited, and then I helped him onto the bed. He took the all four position with his belly over the pillow.

I put his dress up over his back and pulled down his thong. I picked up lubricant and began smoothing it into his asshole.

“Oh,” he moaned.

I rimmed him, put more lube in, and fingered him until he was loosey goosey relaxed.

“Wow,” he said.

“What?”

“I feel electric. I feel like my body is about to blow up and go to heaven.”

“Then it probably will.”

I put on the strap on and rounded the bed. “Give it a kiss or two.”

He took my flesh appearing member in his mouth and sucked on it.

“Okay,” I laughed. I don’t want to cum like this.”

He laughed, but there was a lots of nervousness in that laugh.

I went back around the bed and moved between his legs. I touched the tip of my cock to his little star.

He grunted and jerked.

“Relax, baby.”

“Yes, Miss Babe.”

I chuckled. I had been talking when I had made up that name, but it had turned out well.

“Okay, are you ready?”

“Yep.”

I pushed in. Not hard, and he was ready, and the head popped through the ring.

“Oh!” He arched his back in surprise, then forced it down. “I didn’t expect it to go in that easy.”

I reached down and took his cage in hand. I gave it a small twist and he moaned.

“Are you ready to ride?”

“Girl’s got a ticket to ride?” His sweet tenor came back to me. The Beatles would have been proud.

I moved forward. The thick shaft slithered into him, the realistic veins on the sides rippling against his nerves. He made a sound, and I could tell he was making himself relax.

I held firm, deeply embedded, and waited.

He nodded.

I began to fuck him. To go in and out. To open up his sweet hole, his man pussy, with my dick.

He groaned with the pleasure, and he began to tilt his hips and push back.

I moved a bit to the side, then circled around, in and out, right to the hilt. He could feel my fake balls hitting his cage.

“Wow,” he said. The lubricant was thick, and working, and I began to go faster.

He moved his hips and fucked me back.

I twisted his package this way and that.

“Oh, yes…yes…”

I fucked him for a good ten minutes, then I withdrew.

“Oh,” he said, and fell forward on the pillows. He was completely fucked out.

“How you feeling?”

“Man. I feel good. I’ve never felt so good and relaxed. I feel like I came.”

“In a way, you did.”

“I did?”

“I must have hit your prostate, because there is a big pool of gism on the pillow.”

He lay there, pondering, and said, “Wow.”

“That’s the good new,” I said.

“There’s bad news?”

“The bad news is that you came, and now you’re not going to get a fuck. You stay in your chastity cage and wait another month.”

“Huh. Do I detect a trend?”

I looked at him.

“Instead of fucking me, you milk me. You use that big dildo and never give me any pussy.”

“And what do you think of that?”

“I like it.”

END
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PART ONE

“John. Come in here.”

I was doing the dishes, but I immediately stopped what I was doing and walked into Barbara’s office.

She was sitting at the computer, leaning back in the swivel, and staring at the screen intently.

“Yes, dear?”

She turned to me, and she had a very intent expression. “John? Do you love me?”

“Of course I do!”

“I mean, really, really love me. Like ‘do anything for me’ love me.”

“Of course I do.”

Now, to be honest, I do love my wife, but do anything for her? Doing anything takes in a lot of territory. And, to be doubly honest, I was pretty compliant when it came to following her demands because, well, because she can be a bitch.

Oh, I love her, always have, but…but I suppose I should admit one other thing here…I’m not one of those alpha type of guys.

I’m sure that’s why we hit it off so well, and eventually got married. I wasn’t a push and shove kind of guy, and I sort of enjoyed knowing my place, not wondering what was going to happen next.

She, on the other hand, delighted in push and shove.

So we married, and we lived and loved, and it was nice, and…it was pretty much a Female Led Relationship.

We both worked hard, I did most of the housework, she made a lot of the decisions, and…I liked it.

But…do anything?

“What did you have in mind?” I asked, a little bit worried.

She hummed. Hemmed and hawed, pursed her sensual lips. “Well, I was looking around on the net, I have a problem with the company, and…and maybe you can do something for me.”

“Like what?”

“I’ve got to comply with government regulations. I need to be more inclusive in my hiring practices.”

“How is that a problem?”

“Government regulations demand I hire, but I don’t need anybody, but I need to have….”

“What?”

“I need to hire a transgender person.”

“So hire one.”

“I don’t need another person. Furthermore, I don’t like the government telling me what to do.”

“Oh.”

“But you might be able to help me.”

“Of course.”

“I hire you, and you claim you’re transgender, and…and you don’t have to come in to work, you just keep doing what you’re doing, and everything turns out hunky dory!” She smiled.

I frowned. “I know where this is going.”

“Honey?” There was a bit of a warning in her tone, but I braved the lion and kept going.

“I know you’ve wanted me to be a bit more, shall we say, feminine? I think this is all just a ploy to get me to do that. To wear a dress full time, and not just every once in a while. To act more like, well, like a maid.”

She shook her head. “I’m that obvious.”

“You’re that subtle. But…I know you.”

“John, go get a couple of drinks and come back here. We need to talk.”

Shuddering, I hate that expression, ‘we need to talk,’ I left the room.

People always said ‘we need to talk’ when they were about to hit you over the head with a plan they liked but you didn’t.

Still, Barbara had asked for drinks, so I made her a wine spritzer and myself a Coke and bourbon—I know, Coke and bourbon is a man’s drink, and I wasn’t the sterling example of a man, but I like Coke and bourbon!

Five minutes later I was sitting in a chair, facing her, and sipping my bourbon.

“John, I do have the problem with the government. It is serendipity, it’s meant to be, so I’m going to have to insist on this.”

“And I’ve told you before, I don’t mind wearing a dress, even a bit of make up for you,” mainly because it resulted in some of the best sex I had ever had, “But you want me to go a little further. You want me to take hormones. And I don’t want to risk losing my dick.”

“But you don’t mind looking a little more feminine?”

“I don’t mind that. I can always put on different clothes, have padded shoulders, whatever.”

“Okay. I want you to look at something.”

She turned the computer screen towards me.

It was porn.

“Oh,” I said.

“Look at this person.”

The person was Carolina Ramirez, and she was beautiful. Perfect breasts, an hourglass form, her face was soft and wonderful, and…she had a huge cock.

I blinked. “That’s big.”

“And watch! See how much she is coming?”

Carolina would sit back, actually let go of her cock, and it would spew amazing amounts of semen.

“That’s what I envision when I think of you.”

“Wow.” I was fascinated. The video was a cumpilation, and I watched endless amounts of jizz spew forth.

“That’s a lot of cum.”

“You can do that.”

I looked at her.

She looked at me.

“Drink up,” she said.

I did.

“I have researched this, I have explored what kind of hormones are needed, and how we can make you more feminine, and inside your pants is going to be a monster cock.” she shivered. “God! It makes me so hot! Having a woman…that can fuck me!”

“Is that what you really want?”

“Oh, I don’t want a woman like I’m a Lesbian. I want you. But I want the softer, 2.0 version of you. I want to feel your breasts and suck on your nipples, and then feel that giant key jammed into my ignition.

I smiled. “Key? A key in the ignition?”

She smiled back, a devious smile. “It’s all I dream of, baby. Look. You’re perfect. We’re perfect. We compliment each other. You’re the perfect househusband, and I…”

“You’re the perfect alpha female.”

“You hit it right on the head.”

We stared at each other. She was breathing hard. Almost gasping. She was super turned on.

I sipped my drink. I had resisted her on this for so long, but to see that tranny with the big wang, to think that I could look so good—I do like dressing up a little—it was…it was enticing.

“So how about it?”

I pondered deeply. I knew that once I said yes Barbara was going to go gung ho balls to the wall crazy on this. That was just the kind of drive she had.

“Can I think about it?”

“What’s there to think about? I want it, and…look at your panties.”

She never called my jeans jeans, or trousers, she always called my bottom wear ‘panties.’

I looked down. There was a wet spot. I was actually pre-cumming. “Heysoos,” I breathed.

Yes, it was really starting to look appealing. Hey, a dick can’t be wrong. They don’t get hard for ugliness or skullduggery…they get hard because you like something, want something.

“If you do this I will give you sex every day for a year.”

I blinked. She was a hard charger, but she wasn’t highly sexed.

I was highly sexed, especially when I got to wear a little pansy stuff, put a little lipstick on.

So I would be begging, but unless I had made myself real pretty, she usually didn’t want to do it.

For a second I was lost in another world.

It was true. She responded sexually when I was soft and feminine acting. The more feminine I was the more she responded.

So why should I resist? Why shouldn’t I give her what she wanted…if she was going to give me what I wanted?

I came back to earth. I looked at her, and asked for a little bit more.

“Prove it.”

She smiled. I had challenged her, and that was what she liked. She wanted a chance to win the game, any game.

She stood up. She took my hand. “Come with me. Now.”

She led me back to the bedroom.

I wasn’t crossdressed right now, but the idea of what she wanted was overpowering to her. She stripped out of her clothes and I could see how wet she was.

I had taken my clothes off and she said, “Lay on the bed, the way I like it.”

I laid down and spread my legs.

She walked up and stood between my legs. She pushed mine further apart and moved hers apart, then she moved forward and slid my dick into her hole.

This was weird. Usually woman spreads and man fucks. But she absolutely loved it when she moved in and, even though she was being penetrated, it was from a male dominant position. She was between my legs, but engulfing me. It was called the ‘Amazon’ position.

“Fuck,” she grunted.

“Oh,” I said.

She began to move back and forth, and as she moved she spoke. “I need your hips a little rounder. And boobs. You don’t have to be big, but we definitely need some mounds. And you need to make your hair more stylish.” I had long hair, but just combed it back. She wanted more.

With every description she pushed forward, slamming her pubic against mine. I could feel myself deep inside her, but she controlled the action. She took in how much and how hard I was able to penetrate her.

She reached forward and grabbed my nipples and twisted.

“Oh!” Little shocks ran through me.

“Are you close?” she asked, her eyes slits of pleasure.

“Almost!” I groaned.

She pummeled me harder. She even leaned forward and kissed me. She’s not a big kisser, but now she did, and I knew she was pulling out the stops. She really wanted to transform me.

“Oh…here it comes.”

She backed off, grabbed my dick by the base.

“Oh…oh…let me…go!”

She laughed. Her eyes were bright and shining as she ruined my orgasm, stopped my sperm.

I hated this…and I loved it.

I kept jerking and twitching, and when it was obvious I was not going to cum, she let go.

I grabbed my dick.

She grabbed my hands and pushed my arms back using her weight. She held me there and I was almost sobbing with frustration.

“Fuck!” I finally whined. “You said we were going to have sex!”

“We did have sex.”

“But I didn’t cum!”

“Sex isn’t always about cumming.”

“It is enough.”

“Not anymore.” She let go of my hands. I looked at my dick sadly. She sat next to me.

“How do you feel, lover.”

I stared at her. I wanted to throw her down and rape her, but I wasn’t alpha enough to do that.

“Doesn’t being horny feel good?” She placed her hand on my cock and began stroking. But gently. Not enough to rile me up and get me to the point of cumming.

Don’t you want to experience this? Imagine being this horny for a year.”

“No,” I gasped.

But, in my heart of hearts, I wanted to. There was just something in me that begged for domination. I wanted her to keep me in that sexual neverland, subland, I think they call it, where I just moaned and groaned and wrote bad checks.

“Okay.” She let go stood up and walked away. At the door she stopped and turned to me. “And no jacking off.” She left. And poked here head back in. “And you should probably wear a little something today. I bought you some new lipstick. It’s in the bag on my make up table.” She left.

Oh, man. I was throbbing. And I wanted to cum, but I didn’t take myself in hand.

Looking back on it, I’m surprised I didn’t just do it, take the hormones. I wanted to. But I guess that the sissy in me just wasn’t brave enough.

I could handle dressing like a woman, but…hormones? That’s a pretty big step.

Anyway, there was tension in the house that night, and we slept a bit apart, no snuggling, except for an almost hand job before she turned away and ignored me.

By the next morning I was even hornier, and I really couldn’t stand it. I got up, thought about putting my chastity tube on to help me stay a little calmer, but…those things end up adding to the horniness.

I put on bra and forms, and a peignoir. I left my cock hard and pointing. The thin material would rub me and excite me and keep me hard. I loved having boobs and these, even though they were fake, made me feel so womanly. They would also tease Barbara. She loved it when I was big in the chest.

“Good morning, lover, and woo woo!”

She was sitting at the dining table and reading a report. She pulled her reading glasses down and studied me with a smile.

“Bacon and eggs?” I asked.

“Just oatmeal. And better hurry. I’ve got a big meeting today…with the state.”

I looked at her and she looked down at her report. It was obvious what she meant. She had to dodge official questions and put them off, all because I was being so stubborn.

I fixed the oatmeal, put a dash of cinnamon in it, a bit of honey and a pat of butter, and I kept thinking about what she had shown me the day before. Carolina, of the tits and big, spewing dick. I placed the oatmeal before Barbara and sat down. I just sat there and stared out the window.

“”Whacha thinking about?” Humor was in her eyes.

“Oh, this and that.”

“Mmm,” she ate her oatmeal. Then: “Do you need to wear a chastity device? Are you going to stay true to me?”

I sighed. “I think I can hold off.”

“You’d better.” She slid her chair over and began manipulating me. Long, slow strokes, a pat to the balls. My heart was pounding and I was breathing hard, but she was just teasing, bring me to the edge and keeping me there.

I sighed when she let go. She just chuckled and picked up her briefcase and went to work.

I cleaned the house when she was gone, feeling my dick brushing the material of the peignoir. Fuck. This was too good. I found myself stroking myself, and had to forcibly restrain myself.

Hormones.

But a big dick like Carolina. Could it actually happen?

I thought of the lewd, old song. ‘Nothing could be finer than a dick in Carolina in the morning.’ Except I found myself changing it to, ‘Nothing could be finer than a dick like Carolina’s in the morning!’

I ate a light breakfast, just some toast and apple jam, and my mind kept returning to the thought of growing my own set of boobs. Of wearing woman’s clothes full time.

That would be the result, I knew, if I took hormones. My body wouldn’t wear male clothes as well, woman’s clothes would fit better, and…and woman’s clothes were more fun to wear.

But what if my dick shrunk? What if the hormones backfired, and my pride and joy became my shame and sorrow?

Hmm.

“Dinner that night. Lamb chops, a bit of asparagus, applesauce. I worked for a long time that afternoon, making sure everything was perfect. And I thought.

“Mmm, this is delicious. You really outdid yourself.”

“You want me to be a woman.”

“No.”

It was rapid fire, almost non sequential. I was accusing, and she was refuting. No subtlety there.

“Do you want to be a Lesbian?”

“I want you.”

“But what if my dick shrinks?”

“First, if anything like that happened, we would immediately take you off the hormones. Second, you should check my research.”

“Okay.”

“Okay.”

Silence.

“These lamb chops are heavenly.”

“It was a happy lamb.” We smiled at each other.

She really wanted me to give in. She had never been so insistent.

But I was hesitant. I didn’t want my dick to shrink.

She let me have my thoughts.

The rest of the week drifted by.

Sure enough, she stroked me every morning, and every night she let me into her.

I know she’s not fond of being penetrated, but I think she was thinking of me on hormones, because she had this big smile on her face. At one point she even said, “I could get used to this.”

That was after she had stroked me, sat on me, then used a vibrator on herself. Well, I had used the vibrator. God, I love it when she cums. Even though it just makes me horny.

Friday night. We had a little soirée to attend, a museum thing, and I dressed masculine…with feminine underthings. Tap panties, a bra, pantyhose.

We sipped wine, chatted with people, and watched the art work sit on the walls.

And we met people. People with money. Artists. Beautiful ladies and handsome men.

I studied the men. I was one of them. I was handsome, but not…hard charging. It seemed like all the men I was meeting were movers and shakers. And I noted that Barbara was totally unimpressed.

Heck, she could work them into the ground. She chewed up males like they were logs being made into pencils.

Then we were introduced to Samuel. Pronounced ‘Sam-u-well.’ He was the artist of the night, and maybe the month and year, and he was a delight.

And he was affected. It was pretty obvious he was gay. The mannerisms, the way he looked, a curious mixture of brazen and shy, and…the lip gloss.

Me, not being a hard charger, stood back and smiled. And watched Barbara go…apeshit.

She shook his hand, she giggled and they air kissed, and I could tell she was smitten.

Big, handsome studs were nothing to her. And I knew it then: she wanted a friend. She wanted to be friends with men, not competition.

I wasn’t competition, and I was her best friend.

But, in her eyes, for her needs, I could be a better friend. I could adjust and make myself over for her. I could be like Sam-u-well. I could cause her to not just love me, but to titter in giddy glee.

And she had said if I started shrinking we would take me off the hormones right away.

No harm, no foul.

Just give up being a man in appearance. And be feminine all the time.

Hmm.

We were tipsy at the end of the night, so we Ubered home. We sat in the back of a Prius, her hand on my knee possessively, and stared out the window.

I reached into her purse and took out her lipstick. I handed it to her.

She grinned. “Hey, Uber man?”

“Yes?”

“My husband needs a little lipstick. Okay with you?”

“As long as you don’t put lipstick on me.”

Barbara laughed, and gripped my cheeks and I pursed my lips.

The Uber man looked in the mirror once, then just ignored us. Heck, he had probably seen it all.

She painted my lips thoroughly. Then she took out some gloss and shined them up. She showed me in the mirror.

I had female lips. Red, plump, moist looking.

And she had a hold of my cock.

And was rubbing.

I couldn’t take my eyes off her. She was so strong and powerful. I knew, in that moment, that I wanted to give myself up to her.

“I think it’s strap on night.”

The driver pretended he didn’t hear anything, but even the hairs in his ears were listening.

We sashayed into the house, giggling and kissing and smearing our lipstick. We stood in the foyer and made out like teenagers.

Inside the kitchen I poured a couple of drinks. We sat down in the dining room and sipped, and couldn’t keep our eyes off each other.

“So it’s a strap on night.”

“It is.”

“Why?” she challenged me. She liked doing this. She liked to humiliate me a little and make me beg for it.

“Because I’m so horny I need to be drained.”

She leaned back, sipped her drink some more, and contemplated me. “Even if that draining results in you being even more horny?”

“I know. I can’t help it.”

She was fantasizing, seeing me as a female.

She had put her purse down on the table and I took out the lipstick again. She watched as I freshened the color on my lips. I looked deliciously slutty. A bit of red smear around my mouth, and fuck me on my lips.

I gulped the last of my drink and put the glass on the table. In front of her. My lip print facing towards her. “Think about this, then come in and do what you will.” I hope, I hope.

I sauntered down the hallway, placing one foot in front of the other, making my ass sway in a most feminine manner.

In the bedroom I quickly stripped, then took off my bra and put on one that accommodated breast forms. I then put on a sheer nightgown that opened in the front. I wished I could put my dick in chastity, but it was too hard. Besides, thinking what I was thinking, having made up my mind, I didn’t want to make it small. For the next few months I wanted it big, and to stay big, and to stay hard.

I finished just in time. I was reclining on the bed, odalisque style, when Barbara walked in.

She took one look at me, and grinned like a shark at a meat market.

She took off her clothes, taking the time to fold them, letting the anticipation build.

She took out the strap on and put it on. “Big dick or small?” she asked.

“I feel like big tonight.”

She took out the big, black dildo, 8 inches long and thick, and snapped it into the harness.

I stared at her, my heart pounding. She was statuesque. Taller than me in heels, her breasts large and jutting. She was immaculate. She was a Goddess come to earth. And she was about to bless me.

“You’re dripping, you filthy man,” she chuckled.

I looked at my dick. It was making the peignoir a bit damp.

“Sorry,” I whispered.

“Don’t be. I like my men to drip. All the time.”

She came to the bed then and looked down on me.

“Turn sideways. Face up.”

I turned and lay on my back and looked at her. My cock was like a rocket about to go off.

She spread my legs and began applying lubricant. Lots of it.

“I’m going to fuck you,” she said, conversationally, as her fingers rimmed my asshole and made me jerk my hips upward.

She took my cock and stroke it, held me up, in an arched position.

“I’m going to fuck you like a man fucks a woman.”

“Oh, God,” I was almost whimpering with anticipation.

“And when I’m done I’m going to turn you out on the street and make you turn tricks.”

I laughed…and she pushed in.

My eyes opened wide. Every time she did this to me was like the first time. Every time took my breath away and blasted my mind into smithereens. There was no possible way I could mount a thought when she had her dick balls deep in me.

She fucked me, slowly, lovingly, and watched me with a smile on her face.

One of the reasons I had chosen the big dick was that it had a nub on the back of it, and that nub rubbed against her pussy.

I could see her responding to the rub of the nub, and she began to lunge and thrust. I felt the big thing go to town, open me up, and she began to search for my prostate with the end of the dick.

“Ah…God!” I groaned, fucking back.

She found it, and she was getting close.

She stopped. “Don’t move,” she hissed.

“Okay,” I gulped.

She tilted her hips and slammed, and held, and she found it. I could feel the prostate being pushed.

“Yes!” I said.

She held, and semen began to ooze out of my cock. It was a thick discharge, clumps in a stream, and it was a lot. Of course it was a lot. She had primed me all week.

“Oh…”I said, suddenly feeling the happy, loose feeling that comes with being drained. In a way, it was better than an orgasm.

She massaged my balls while she waited. I don’t know if that makes for extra gism, but I think it does.

And, just as the last drops erupted, as I became drained and empty, she suddenly jerked. Her eyeballs actually rolled back in her head and I could feel the dick suddenly jerk as her knees grew weak.

“Fuck,” she whispered, and she shivered and shuddered as the orgasm rolled over her. The nub on the back of her dick had really worked. She lay there for a moment, recovering, then she rolled back. “You are going to be so horny, and I…you’re going to be horny.”

“Jeez,” I said. “I just came and I’m still horny.”

She grinned. “You ain't seen nothing yet.”

“This is going to be interesting. Can I withstand my own sexual urges.”

“Heh heh,” evilly.

“Are you sure you don’t want a Lesbian relationship? A woman? A real woman?”

“Ha. I could have a woman if I wanted one. You’d know about it. No, there is just something about exchanging power that turns me on.”

“Well, you’ve already got a lot of power. Isn’t there enough of a power exchange when you drain me?”

“It’s good, but you know me…I want more.”

“Greedy bitch.”

She just smiled.

The next week I made an appointment with a doctor. Not a medical doctor, but a psychiatric doctor. While Barbara was at work I bopped on down to a medical building and sauntered in.

“Hi, John, a pleasure you meet you.” Dr. Mandy Howsen was grey haired, but in fine condition. She was thin, but had a nice set of ta tas, and it was obvious that she worked out.

I sat down on a couch, she took a chair catty corner to her, and I said, “My wife wants me to transition.”

She nodded. “What do you think?”

“I’m intrigued. I’m fascinated. There’s a big part of me that wants to, but I worry.”

“About?”

“Hormones, health, that sort of thing.”

“Do you worry about what people will think.”

I smiled. “I don’t mean to be sociopathic, but I don’t give a rat’s ass what people think.”

She laughed. She had a good laugh, a tenor chuckle that made people want to join in. Then she surprised me. “Do you think sociopaths are incapable of love?”

I blinked. I had joked, I had mocked my own knowledge of mental conditions, but she was serious. I immediately felt I was in the right hands…because she made me nervous. Weird, huh?

“I don’t think anybody is incapable of love.”

She nodded.

“Hitler loved Eva Braun.”

“Yes, he did.” She made a note on a pad of paper.

“What are you writing down?”

She grinned, “My grocery list.” Then: “So tell me about your wife.”

I did. I described her, I detailed her energy and drive and how she always got what she wanted.

“But now she wants you to do something you don’t want to.”

“No. Something I’m unsure of.”

“So let me ask you, if you were sure, would you do it? Transition?”

“I think I would. But there’s a lot of unsureness to handle.”

“Let’s talk about your sex life.”

Wryly, I said, “I thought you’d never ask.”

And we talked away the afternoon. And made an appointment for the weekend, for both Barbara and I.

“What?”

“I made an appointment for us with a psychiatrist.”

“Are you serious?”

“Why not?”

She didn’t say anything, but it was obvious she was unhappy.

“So we go, we talk, and I get more information. What’s wrong with that.”

“Nothing.”

“Then why not?”

“I don’t like to talk about myself.”

“You talk with me.”

“You’re different. I love you.”

“And…?” I arched my eyebrows.

“And I don’t want to talk about my childhood.”

“She didn’t ask me one thing about my childhood.”

“Hunh.”

“And you can always tell her you don’t want to.”

“As if that wouldn’t open the door.”

“Look, babe. We’re talking about me transitioning, becoming a tranny, I think a medical opinion might be worthwhile.”

She studied me carefully. “And you’re not going to unless I see this doctor.”

“It would certainly tend to kick the door shut.”

“I’ll think about it.”

“Okay.” And that was that. I was pretty sure she would make the appointment. I was also a little nervous. Barbara got along well with women, but that’s because she was always in charge. The good doctor marched to a different tune, however. I would be crossing my fingers that there were no fireworks.

“Can you fuck me?”

She grinned. “I fucked you just the other day. Don’t tell me you’re already horny again?”

“You have no idea.”

“I might have an idea.”

“So?”

“So I’ll use you, but I’m not going to drain you until after we see the doctor.”

Good she was willing to go. Bad, if she didn’t like it I might be in trouble.

Saturday came, and we entered the Doctor’s office.

“Pleased to meet you, Barbara. I’m Mandy Howsen. Call me Mandy.”

“You don’t want me to call you Doctor?”

“Call me what you want, just don’t call me late for dinner.”

Barbara blinked. She had been challenging. Low key, but challenging. Mandy had deflected her, and with humor, easily.

So we sat.

“John. Did you wear your female underthings?”

“I did. I’m wearing a bra and panties and a garter belt. I’ve got nylons on.

Barbara stared at me. She hadn’t known I was going to do this.

“And how do this make you feel?”

“A little kinky. Warm. I like it.”

“Any embarrassment?”

“Nope. It’s my secret. Nobody knows.”

“I know.”

“But you asked me to. So you knew.” I shrugged.

She nodded and made notes on her ‘grocery list.’

“Barbara, how do you feel about John cross dressing?”

Barbara didn’t want to speak, the words came out of her grudgingly. “I like it.”

“Why?”

“Because, uh…” she trailed out.

Mandy smiled. “Who’s in charge of your relationship?”

“I am,” Barbara answered instantly.

“How would you feel if John asserted himself.”

“He won’t.”

“He might if he was a woman. How would you feel then.”

Barbara got a far away look in her eyes. Then she whispered, “I love him.”

“I know. But how would you feel?”

“I wouldn’t like it.”

“Why?”

“Because, uh…” Again, she trailed out.

“Barbara, we’re going to play a game.”

Barbara’s eyes narrowed.

“I’m going to make…’suggestions,’ and you are going to tell me how you feel. Snap answers. What you feel. Okay?”

“All right.” Suspicious.

“John as a dog.”

“Woof woof.”

“John as a cat.”

“Meow.”

“John as a table.”

Now Barbara was confused.

“John as a truck driver.”

“Honk?” Really confused.

“John as a masseuse.”

“What is this?”

“John as a eunuch.”

“I’ve had enough.” Barbara stood up. But she didn’t leave.

Mandy looked down at her pad and scribbled something. She looked up and said, “The game is over. Please sit down.”

Then the most fascinating action of the day occurred. Barbara didn’t sit. She glared at Mandy.

Mandy didn’t glare back. She just waited.

Barbara opened her mouth to speak. Shut it. Opened it…and it was obvious what was happening.

Barbara was looking for something to revolt against. She was looking for a reason.

Mandy was giving her nothing. Absolutely nothing. Barbara could leave or not, she didn’t care.

And, finally, Barbara sat down, and it was the first time in my life I had ever seen her lose at something.

I stared at Barbara. I looked at Mandy.

Mandy just observed me for a long minute, then she asked, “John, let’s talk about how you feel when Barbara sodomizes you.”

“That did it!” Barbara was on her feet again.

Mandy ignored her. “John?”

“Well, I sort of…” and I began speaking.

Barbara sat down. And it was obvious that she confused, and didn’t know what to think, and was…stuck.

So the afternoon went. An hour of me answering questions. A lot of questions. And interspersed were questions directed at Barbara.

“Have you ever had a Lesbian relationship?”

“Has a man ever hurt you?”

“What does it feel like when you put the dildo in John’s anus?”

I answered my questions easily. Barbara appeared to answer easily, but deep things were happening in her.

Finally: “John, I’d like to see you a couple of more times. I’ll tell you honestly, you’re one of the most well adjusted people I have ever met. I want to make sure you understand what transitioning entails, the effects of chemicals, lifestyle changes, that sort of thing. Easy peasy.”

She turned to Barbara. “I’d like to see you again, Barbara, but without John.”

“Why?”

“I’m not worried about John adapting to changes, but I’d like to discuss how his transition might effect you.”

“I’ll be fine.”

For the first time I saw steel. “I’m the doctor.” And now she was challenging. She was challenging Barbara to be willing to give up her preconceptions, any notions she might have, that sort of thing.

Barbara frowned. I could feel the upset welling under the surface. “I’ll let you know.”

Mandy filled out a card and gave it to me. “Next Thursday at ten.”

“I’ll be here,” I returned cheerfully.

“Let’s go,” said Barbara.

“A moment?”

Barbara turned to Mandy. Mandy filled out a card. She held it for a moment and looked at Barbara. She said, “If you can’t even talk about it, then how can you handle his transition?”

Barbara looked mad enough to chew horseshoes and spit nails, but she took the card.

“It’s for next Saturday, ten o’clock. Please cancel on Friday if you’re not going to make it.”

We left.

We walked through the building, and I could feel Barbara boiling and seething and ready to blow the lid off.

We got into the car. I took the wheel, and fortunately Barbara didn’t notice. She was so dark underneath I feared that her emotions would derail her operating a vehicle.

“The nerve of that bitch. I told you I didn’t want to…” blah, blah, blah. “And then those stupid questions…” blah, blah, blah… “And what does she mean I can’t talk about it?” Blah, blah, blah.

She was venting, and fortunately it wasn’t directed at me. In a way, it was directed at herself, and I managed to just sit and listen.

Back home.

Into the house.

Blah, blah, blah.

I made drinks. Barbara didn’t go change, or hit the computer, she just stayed by me, spewing her bile.

And it was bile. I had never seen Barbara act like this. Funny, not ‘ha ha’ funny, but odd funny, because I didn’t see that the doctor had really encroached, yet there were things here that…that were ready to explode.

I put a drink in Barbara’s hand and listened.

She sipped, talked some more.

“Come on,” I said, and I led her out to the patio. She sat down on one of the lounges and I turned on some Pink Floyd, low, background, and sat next to her.

Now she wasn’t talking. In a way, I thought that was even worse. Finally, she blurted: “I’m not going back.”

I sat, time passed, and drinks disappeared. I went and made two more, and came back.

The sun was low in the sky, and Barbara seemed to be talked out.

I said, “I think I know what’s upset you.”

“I’m not upset!” She didn’t notice how grim her voice was.

“You’re afraid that she’ll talk you out of wanting me to transition.”

Barbara’s mouth opened and she turned to me. She was breathing hard, like she was running out of air, and then she broke. She leaned over to me and hugged me. She sobbed. Her tears ran down her cheeks and onto my shirt. It was the first time I ever remembered her crying.

“John…I’m sorry.”

“Nothing to be sorry for.”

The tears slowly stopped, but she didn’t let go. She held me, and sighed, and the gloom of evening slowly began to engulf us.

Finally, she let go and sat back.

“Do you care if I don’t go?”

“Honey,” I said. “You know that you’re going to do whatever you want. And you know that I need some sort of resolution if I’m going to do this thing. Maybe this will come from Mandy, maybe from somewhere else, and, maybe…it won’t resolve. But I don’t demand a solution, or any particular action, from you. Heck, we both know where that would end up if I tried to take over in this relationship.”

I spoke wryly, and she suddenly sniffed, and a very, very blurt of a chuckle escaped her. “I know.”

“So go or not. It’s up to you. The only thing I know is that I want you in a peaceful frame of mind before you fuck me tonight.”

Another chuckle escaped her. “You don’t want a mean, raging bitch pounding you in the asshole?”

“Well, it sounds like fun, but…no.”

“Could you make me another drink?”

“Absolutely.”

I disappeared into the house and returned with the ambrosia. I handed her a glass and sat down. She sipped, and leaned over and undid my pants and began playing with my dick.

“Oh, whew,” I muttered.

“Oh, shut up,” she said pleasantly enough.

She stroked and stroked. I could feel all my eternal horniness bubbling to the surface.

“Do you want to cum?” she asked.

“Oh, God. Yes.”

“Good,” and she giggled.

I laughed. “I thought, for a second, that you were going to let me squirt.

“Ha! Not on your life. But, I got so worked up today…I think I’m going to need a squirt.”

“Wow,” I said softly.

She stood up and undressed, then sat down on me. But not on my dick. My dick was in front of her groin, pressed up against her belly. Her flesh was warm and I felt my heart surging within.

She leaned forward and kissed me. Reamed my mouth with her tongue, pulled on my nipples.

“Oh,” I said, suddenly breathless.

She sat up and reached down with both hands. One hand grabbed my cock, the other one began tickling herself.

“Oh, yeah,” she whispered, watching my eyes.

“Fuck,” I said.

“Only in your mind, lover.”

She inserted a couple of fingers in her snatch and began pulling, looking for her own G-spot. For a long minute she ran her palm around the head of my cock and tickled her vagina.

I could hardly stand it. I was close, but not that close, just close enough to drive me insane.

Then she started groaning and bucking. “Unh…uunh…FUCK!” She shouted loud enough for the neighbors to hear. And the neighbors aren’t that close.

That week was interesting. I was so damned horny I was dripping all the time, and I spent every waking hour in sexy lingerie, wearing tight dresses, and even putting on more make up.

Barbara loved it. She would stop me whenever we passed, sometimes make a point of seeking me out, and she would kiss me and feel my groin.

“Good,” she would say. “It’s getting harder.”

“Heysoos, babe, I need relief!”

“Not until Saturday night.” That was the night we had decided on for my weekly draining.

Usually, we only drained me once a month. Just another part of our kinky play. But now she was pushing it. Draining made me hornier and hornier, I started dreaming about sex, and if I had gone eight days without I probably would have had a wet dream. But getting drained at seven days emptied me just before I could have a wet dream.

She started driving the car more and more, letting me be the passenger.

One, she was insisting on me wearing high heels, and it was difficult to drive with high heels.

Two, I was in such a state of mind I couldn’t properly concentrate.

Fortunately, we didn’t go places a lot, we just stayed around the house, and whenever she wasn’t working she was working me over.

She’d wake up and stroke me, and suck me, and play with my balls, and put a couple of fingers up my ass.

She’d go to work and I would dress sexy, even putting on eye shadow and red lipstick.

She would come home at lunch frequently. She wouldn’t eat, just sip a Pepsi or something and play with me. Then it was back to work.

I would recover, freshen my make up, and dream of whacking off. God I was close. It took all my will power to resist the urge.

“Are you sure you don’t want the chastity tube?”

“Uh…what?” I tried to focus on her.

She giggled. “The…chastity…tube.”

I shook my head. “Willpower, baby. I need all my willpower.”

Wearing a chastity tube makes you think about your dick all day, it focuses your attention on that member, I was already thinking about my penis enough. Anymore and I would lose the willpower.

Funny. If I wore it I would go sexually insane.

But I didn’t wear it and I was going sexually insane.

Damned if I didn’t, damned if I did.

But, damned or not…God, I was loving it.

Horny all the time. My dick big and dripping.

But at the end of this wild ride was a decision. A significant decision. Did I want to risk my dick?

I was pretty convinced that Carolina was the exception, not the rule. When I expressed that to the doc she confirmed it. Then she asked, “how much dick do you have?”

“Eight inches.”

Her eyes widened and she smiled. “I don’t mean to be unprofessional, but that’s pretty good.”

“What would it shrink to?”

“Oh, no telling. But you have to plan for the worst.”

The worst. Hunh. A teeny weeny peeny. Three or four inches. Even if it got hard…it wouldn’t be much.

But, here’s the other side of the coin, did I care?

I was getting fingered up the butt every day, and once a week Barbara was draining me, and the feeling of being immensely horny every day, all day…it was better than regular sex. It was super sex.

The feeling after I was drained was unbelievable. Relaxed and at peace with the world.

And all day long I was in a hum of energy. Buzzing.

Yet, there was a finality to a decision. Even with a possible stop and reverse of the program, I would be a bee buzzing around the queen. I knew that.

She knew it. Maybe it’s part of what excited Barbara. Maybe she wanted that more than sex. Hunh. I guess that’s a wrong way to put it…maybe that kind of power was sex to her? Maybe total and complete control was an orgasm for her?

Hmmm.

But Barbara was having her own thoughts. She was seeing Mandy twice a week, and these meetings were having a profound effect on her. Sometimes she came home humming and singing, and the feeling of our harmony was overwhelming and all that I ever dreamt of. But sometimes she came home with a black cloud over her brow, and lightenings sizzled out of her ears, and I would just put a drink in her hand and retreat and wait.

But she was changing. Sometimes she would just sit and stare at me.

The months passed, and I put off a decision, then Barbara came to me.

“John?”

“Yes?”

It was her that put the drink in my hand for a change.

“We need to talk.”

I mock groaned, and she smiled. Her smile was rueful, and it held a lot of hidden emotion. Hidden emotion that was about to come out.

We sat down in the living room. She put her feet up and I rubbed them, and she said, “You were right.”

“Of course I was.”

“Smart ass,” she snorted.

“Very smart.”

“Smart assery only works once.”

“Sorry,” I sobered up.

“Anyway, you were right about my fear. I was scared that she would make me see, bring me around…how do I say this…”

“You were afraid of losing your desire to transform me.”

“Bingo.”

She sipped.

“I realize, after many hours of brutal soul searching, and believe me, Mandy can be brutal, that I can’t ask you to transition.”

“What?” I was a bit astounded.

“Of course,” she smiled, “I can’t not ask you.”

I shook my head. “Can you explain? I don’t want to hurt my head thinking about this.”

“Certainly. It’s not up to me whether you transition or not. Though I want it, I don’t have the right to push you into it. It’s all your decision. In fact, you need to forget about me bullying you. You need to make your own decision.”

It was like something broke in me, and tears flooded my eyes.

“John?” Barbara was alarmed by my sudden emotion.

“It’s okay, it’s okay,” I wiped my eyes. “It’s just…I don’t know why, it made me cry.”

But I did know why. She was pushing, and pushing, and even though she was the alpha and I was the beta, I had resistance to that push. When she stopped pushing, my resistance had nothing to resist against, and I felt good. I felt free.

“If you want to cum now, if that will help you in making a decision, we can do that. I don’t have the right to hold even that bit of sex from you. You must be free to make your decision.”

I nodded. “Take me to bed.”

She took my hand and we went into the bedroom.

I said, “I want to fuck you.”

She was half undressed and she stared at me. “Really?”

“Yes.”

She nodded. She was a changed woman. I could feel her drive and desire, but there was something reasoning in her now. Something that listened and adapted and…loved.

No. I don’t think she was ever a psychopath, or sociopath, or whichever path, but there were pieces of her that were missing. In becoming a hard charger she had put aside a certain degree of compassion and emotion.

“Take me however you want me.”

We finished undressing and got into bed.

I usually didn’t fuck her. She usually fucked me. But there was something inside me trying to figure things out, and this was necessary.

She lay on her back and stared at the ceiling.

I lay next to her. I turned her head and kissed her. She returned the kiss, and I could feel her passion, but not her involvement. I know, that sounds funny, but it’s the only way to describe it.

I cupped her breasts and marveled at how big and firm they were. I pulled on the nipples with my teeth, then sucked.

“Oh, yeah,” she breathed. Yet…it was there. That…separation from what we were doing.

I rolled over on top of her. I spread her legs.

For a moment, there was fear in her eyes. Not fear fear, but a distaste for anybody taking control of her. Yes, she was a hard charger, and she wasn’t willing to give that up.

I began to move in and out. My dick is big, and she could feel it opening her up, splitting her open, trying to reveal what was inside her.

But she wasn’t revealing, she was putting up with.

My orgasm, when it came, was less than satisfying. It was a moment of body lock, and spurts.

I sighed and rolled off her.

We lay there on our backs.

“I‘m sorry,” she said, and that was something she never would have said before Mandy.

“For what?”

She rolled against me, like a woman, like a woman dominated and made to feel…less.

Not every woman feels that way. In fact, very few women feel that way after sex. But she did.

I felt my arm, where she had her head nestled, get wet.

“You’re crying.”

“I’m not…yes. It doesn’t matter.”

She never cried. She was a stone wall, except when she was giving me anal pleasure. Then she was alive.

I came to a decision.

“Barbara?”

“Yes?” she sniffed.

“I’ve made up my mind.”

She didn’t move, but I could feel her ears pop up like a German Shepherd’s when he hears an intruder.

I pushed back from her, rolled on my side and met her gaze.

“When I cum like that, it doesn’t work. I’m not built that way. It’s just me spitting. Literally. Like I spit with my mouth. No joy…no satisfaction. Well, maybe a little satisfaction, but nothing to write home about.

“When I jack off it’s better.”

She stared at me, her eyes wide, her whole soul listening.

“When you fuck me my world comes undone. I enter heaven. I give up, literally, and you make me know there is a God. That is what I want.”

She drew in her breath sharply.

“So, here is my decision. For the next week I’m going to lord it over you. You’re going to come home and make dinner. You’re going to mix the drinks.

“I’ve had my ‘draining’ for this week. And I was the dominant. I was on top, and for the next week I’m going to dress like a man. All the next week I’m going to build a memory of manliness that will last me beyond next week.

“Next week…you take control again. Next week you will be on top. You will fuck me mercilessly. You will control my sex and do what you want with it. You will be the dominant. You will be in charge of this Female Led Relationship. Whether I cum again is entirely up to you.”

She stared at me with the happiest eyes I have ever seen. They glowed with happiness.               “Oh…oh, my God!” I could feel her whole persona flipping back over, to what it normally was, to what it should be…female superior. “So you’ve got one week.”

“One week, and then we go back to what works. You’re the Goddess and I am the humble peasant, designed with only one purpose in mind…to serve you. One week, and then I start taking the hormones. If my dick shrinks…you’re stuck with it. It won’t matter to me if I can just be with you.”

She began crying all over again, turning into a real crybaby, and I, a manly man, held her, and soothed her, and told her it was all right.

And it was all right.

Finally, she sat up and said, “For one week you are my lord and master. What would my lord and master want?”

“Junior mints. A big box of them.”

“Your wish is my command,” and she jumped up to get dressed and go to the store.

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


I Made Him Love Our

Female Led Marriage

Chastity and feminization made him a better man

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Honey, we’ve got to talk.”

I could see his shoulders raise up, his head go down. Whenever we heard those words on TV we knew some gal was going to talk some guy’s head off. End of action and adventure and fun and stuff, beginning of…the bitch.

“I’m a little busy right now.” He started to get up, and I grabbed his sleeve and tugged him back. He fell back on the sofa, would have tried to get up again, but I had him.

By the balls.

Not to be crude, but the way to a man’s heart is not through his stomach. It is through his testicles. And penis. And his desire to squirt his little seed into a woman’s womb.

Truth.

“Aw, come on. I need to…”

But his words were weak, especially since I was squeezing and fondling and loving his most precious body part.

I pushed him back and sat on him.

His erect penis poked up at me. The head pushed against his pants, against my pants, and rubbed against my slit.

Oh, yeah. This was the part of the argument that I liked.

“Randy, look around.”

His eyes were wild, he was already trying to lift his pelvis into me, and he was liking this ‘little talk.’

We were in our living room. Our apartment living room. With thin walls through which we could hear the neighbors talking. And making love at night. And even when their refrigerator door opened.

He looked at the threadbare couch, the prints on the walls, the lamp that had a burned out bulb.

“So?”

I unzipped him, reached in, and…stood up.

“Hey!” he yelped as he quickly leaped to his feet.

I dragged him into the kitchen. “Look at this place.”

Thin pots and pans, all dented and burnt. Silverware from eight different sets. All manner of bowls.

“This is shabby!”

“It’s for cooking! It’s supposed to look like this!”

I dragged him into the bedroom. “Is this the way things are supposed to be?”

The bed was saggy, a plague on our backs. Our pillows were old. There were stains on the drapes and even a hole in one wall.

“Wanna, make love?” he grinned, reaching for me.

I squeezed, and amorous thoughts gave way to excruciating pain.

“OW!” His knees buckled.

I threw him on the bed.

He lay on his back and looking up, and massaged his poor pecker. “You don’t have to—“

I jumped on him. I sat on him, fitted my pussy, encased in jeans as it was, on his erect penis. “I’ve had enough of this squalor.”

He stared up at me, sourly. He complained. “I work all day and—“

“And you don’t bring home enough. You’re happy in a go nowhere job, and our lives are wasting away.”

“So why don’t you go out and get a job.”

His sore point. I stayed home and wrote books, and made a pittance on the net, and he went to work. Obviously, he wanted me to get a pick and shovel and work construction.

I ground down on him. He liked that. “I work all day long. And I will make money with my writing. But I shouldn’t have to. The man is suppose to make the living. He is supposed to be the king of his castle, and the woman is supposed to be the queen!”

“But, I—“

“Does this look like a castle?”

“Well, I—“

“So we are going to make some changes around here.”

“What kind of changes?” he asked, the picture of suspicion.

“If you can’t be the king of your castle, then I will be the queeen of your castle.”

I pushed back, slid off him. I began to undress.

His eyes opened, his second mind now fully engaged.

I took off my shirt and let him see my rather large bosoms. They were encased in a sturdy bra, but that was okay. Sometimes men are more turned on by what they can’t see, what they can only imagine, than the real thing.

Silly men.

I slid out of my jeans.

“Oh, yeah,” he muttered, his eyes locked on me like a heatseeker missile.

I stripped out of my panties and bra and walked into the bathroom.

He waited.

I stepped into the shower.

He had visions of me coming out all clean and laying down for him.

I scrubbed my body, shaved a few parts, and shampooed my hair.

When I came out of the shower he was naked, laying odalisque style, on his side with his head propped on one arm. His lascivious grin so wide it near split his face in two. His penis was erect and bouncing with lust.

I put on a pair of panties, and his eyes blinked.

I grabbed a fresh bra and slipped into it.

“Hey, what are you doing?”

I adjusted the bra. It was a half bra and my nips pointed outward. I put on a blouse and a skirt.

“I thought we were going to…to…”

“The queen doesn’t spread her legs for peasants,” I spoke haughtily, as if I was too good for him.

He swung around and sat, his hard penis all ready with nowhere to go.

“But…I thought…we were…”

I dried my hair, which effectively shut out his whining voice. When I was done and sitting at my make up table he started in again.

“Honey, I thought we were going to talk, and talk is a four letter word, and so is fuck, so I thought—“

While he blathered I primed and foundationed, did my eyes, and colored my lips.

Red. His favorite color. The color he would most like to see on his cock.

I stood up and looked in the wall mirror. “How do I look?” I asked, smoothing my skirt.

“Honey? What is going on?” He was on his feet now, standing next to me, and he was so horny his cock was actually dripping pre-cum.

Silly, horn dog man.

I turned to him.

“You might be happy with the way things are. You laugh and joke with your dim witted friends all day, and you drink cheap ass beer on the weekend and go all crazy for a bunch of politically incorrect millionaires who kick around the skin of a pig. I, however, am destined for better things.

“But, I don’t…”

I put a finger to his lips. A sexy, red tipped finger. I reached down and grabbed his drippy friend.

“Honey, I am destined to be wined and dined, drive the best cars, live in a mansion. Are you?”

“Well, uh…yeah.”

It was a weak acknowledgement. It was a word blurted out because he had to say something and he had no idea what to say.

“Good. Then wait up for me. The news at eleven.”

I turned and walked out of the bedroom, out of the apartment, down the corridor and stairs, into the parking lot, into my car, and…zoom.

I had no doubt that Randy was stilling standing, gape mouthed, in the bedroom. Staring at his poor, deprived cock and wondering what had happened.

Silly man.

The meeting took place in a classroom in a local high school. There were a couple of teenagers lurking the halls, even this time of night, and they stared as I strolled passed. It was like they had never seen a big breasted, round bottomed, high heeled bitch.

Silly teenagers.

I found the room at the end fo the hall and walked in.

“Amy!” I was greeted by my friend, Susan. We air kissed and hugged and she began introducing me to her friends. She was the one who had gotten me all wound up about being the queen of my castle. After a couple of weeks of talking to her I was ready for a change. She had only been involved in this group for a month, but she already knew her way around.

I met the leader of the group, a few of the ladies, was handed a cup of coffee, with real beans! Not the MickyD swill, but hand picked beans lovingly ground and…and it was delicious.

“Okay, ladies. If you can have a seat.”

The leader of the group was a middle-aged matron name of Barbara. I say middle-aged, but she presented herself with zest and elan. Her body was in a great shape, trim and slim and big boobed. Her face had few wrinkles and was perfectly made up. In short, she was the picture of a woman who ran her world the way it should be run.

“Welcome all, and let me get right to the point. Men have proved quite incompetent in ruling the world. How many of you have enough money? How many of you have your own homes? Drive the latest model of cars?”

She smiled a broad smile.

“Now before you chide yourself for pinching pennies and cutting out coupons, let me tell you that I was once where you are. I was victim to a husband who was happy being a go along sluggard. He had no real ambitions, he was happy to drive his ten year old beater, he scratched himself, drank beer on the weekends, and I, like a fool, put up with it.

“I lay down and spread my legs, rewarding the doofus for his lack of ambition, instead of grabbing the horse by the cock and smacking him on the head and letting him know who was boss.”

I liked these words. They described my situation perfectly, and I could see other ladies nodding their heads and mumbling in agreement.

“So I took control. I chastised him. I feminized him, and I made him into a woman.”

My jaw dropped. I thought I was going to learn things about making money. Her talk of spreading her legs was bold, but I could handle that. But…chastity? Feminization? That stuff was for perverts.

I looked around surreptitiously. I could see frowns, but nobody stood up and walked out. Okay. Let’s see what else this gal had to say. She did present herself as a success, and success breeds. Maybe I should listen. I gave her my attention.

“The theory is quite simple. You, the ladies, want something better. They, the men, don’t. So the obvious conclusion is that women are superior to men. We aren’t willing to be part of a ‘good, old boys’ club.’ We aren’t willing to settle for the lesser things in life. And the solution is obvious.

“Now men can’t really be women. At least, not without drugs and surgery. But they can become like women, and when they do they start to think like women, they start to appreciate the finer things in life. They start to want better houses and cars, to go to the best nightclubs, to live life as it was meant to be lived.

“So, the theory is simple, to elevate men we must take away their ability to spew their seed out willy nilly. This one thing reduces them from being so damned manly, and makes them, finally, able to listen.

“Then you must change their apparel, their manners, their very way of looking at life. Withholding sex gives you a lever that will move worlds…and it’s fun!”

Next to me Susan let out her breath. I glanced at her, her eyes were shiny, her lips parted and she was breathing heavily.

Tell the truth, I was feeling the heat, too.

“So let’s discuss this idea, of withholding sex, of chastity and feminization. Let’s give you the tools to rule your world. Are you with me?”

There was a mutter of agreement that was sincere and intense.

“Okay, the first thing you have to do is…”

I got home at midnight. I was tired, it had been a long day, but I was elated.

Randy was up. Waiting for me. He was wearing a robe, and I knew he had nothing on underneath it.

Silly man.

“Where have you been?” He was on his feet instanter, and in my face.

Good. In my face is fine. Barbara had explained that the mistake most women make is not using their basic tools, and even deliberately and cruelly abusing them.

Or, in other word, you catch more flies with honey.

I kissed him. I plastered my mouth against him, I fused my body with his, and he could feel my curves flattening out on him.

And, of course, he responded.

His dick had been a chub, just half hard, but now it was a sproinger. BOING! Out there. Pointing like an arrow.

I reached down and stroked him and, poor, deprived man, his penis started to drool.

I broke the kiss, and asked, “Is my big, strong man horny?”

“Oh, baby…if you only knew.” His eyes were glazed, his breath was hot, his chest was heaving.

“Oh, I do.” I patted his cheek and walked into the bedroom.

“Hey!” He followed me in like a well trained dog.

I began taking off my clothes.

He sat on the bed and smiled.

“Unfortunately for you,” I said, as I hung up my skirt, “I am totally and utterly beat. Maybe tomorrow.”

His mouth opened, his eyes blinked, “But…I’ve been waiting?”

“Me too, lover.” I hopped into bed. “Turn out the lights.”

He stood for a second. I ignored him, rolled on my side, scrunched the pillow, and closed my eyes.

Finally, he turned off the lights and slipped onto his side.

And put his arms around me. I could feel his more intelligent half poking me between the buns.

I shifted back and rubbed my buns over his manhood. “Mmm. You’ve got such a nice dong.”

“But…honey, are you really that tired?”

I rolled over and grabbed his erect cock. “Well, I could play with it for a while.”

He didn’t complain as I stroked his shaft and played with his balls. I kissed him passionately, then said, “And don’t cum. I don’t want this bed to be a mess.”

“I sort of wanted to cum in you.”

“That’s still a mess. No. Don’t cum. Hold it for a while,” and I pushed him away and rolled over.

“But…hey!”

“Now, honey,” I murmured sleepily, “You don’t want me to make love when I don’t want to, when I’m this tired. It wouldn’t be any fun for me. And you don’t want that.”

“Well, I…”

Typical man, he didn’t care as long as he got his rocks off. Well, my sweet, those days are done. When he pushed up against me this time, with his harder than a rock cock, I pushed him away.

Silly man.

The next day dawned, and I yawned, stretched, and he was all over me. Kissing, slobbering, not even caring about morning mouth.

“Heysoos,” I complained in a cheerful manner. “What? Did you stay awake all night?”

“For you I’d stay awake all winter!”

I giggled and pushed him away. I reached down and grabbed my favorite weapon and stroked it. “Doesn’t this thing ever run down?”

“Not when you’re around.”

“Excellent,” I said, and I slipped out of his grasp and out of bed.

“Hey!”

I stood next to the bed, hand son my hips, and watched him with a smile, “We’ve got to talk.”

“Oh, fuck.” He actually rolled over, faced away from me.

“Well, if you would rather not,” I headed for the shower. I like showers.

I barely had the water hot before he slipped into the shower with me. He soaped my body and I soaped his cock.

“Somebody wants to talk, after all.”

“Absolutely,” he pushed his soapy penis through my hands.

I tried to hold him steady, but he was too well lubricated I finally stopped his surging hips by grabbing his balls.

“Oh, yeah,” the breath just whistled out of him.

“Honey,” I said. “We’re going to have a Female Led Relationship.”

“Yeah, sure.” His eyes opened. “What’s that?”

“I’m in charge.”

“What does that mean?”

I stroked his shaft again. “It means that I call the shots. I make the decisions.”

“And what do I do?”

“What you’re told.”

“I don’t think I—“

“Do you like this?” I squeezed his shaft for emphasis.

“Uh, oh…yeah.”

“Then you’d better do what I say. Now rinse off and get to work.”

I stepped out of the shower, and I grinned when I heard him wail in protest.

I was wearing a peignoir, with my half bra and panties, when he entered the kitchen.

I had fixed a good breakfast. Some day I wouldn’t, some day he would fix the breakfast, but little steps had to be taken before I had him housebroken.

“Wow,” he said, reaching out for me.

“Easy, tiger. Eat up. Sex comes later.”

He sat down with a frown, then smiled. Bacon and eggs, waffles with lots of butter and syrup. just the way he liked it.

I sat down opposite him. “Honey, how long have you been working at Rod’s Car Shop?”

He shrugged. “Couple of years.” He chewed like a caveman, but that was all right with me.

“And you’re the best mechanic he has.”

“Yep.”

“You’ve reached the point where you can just listen to a car and know what’s wrong with it.”

He nodded. He was gobbling. He was in hog heaven, literally.

And I thought, sex and food. And that’s all there is.

Oh, I knew there was more, but right then, watching him abuse his table manners, you can’t blame me my thoughts.

“How long have you been talking about starting your own business?”

He stopped chewing and eyed me. “So that’s what this is about.”

“Yep.”

He sighed. “I’m not quite ready, yet.”

“And I’m not quite ready to spread my legs and fuck you till your bone near falls off.”

His jaw dropped.

I was smiling, had delivered a death knell, and he opened his mouth to—

“Oops, look at the time! You’ve got to hurry or you’ll be late!”

I pushed a bag of lunch into his hands and shoved him towards the door.

He was trying to think of something to say, trying to get on top of the situation, but I had already delivered the coup de grâce.

I opened the door and pushed him out. Sam Randall, our neighbor, was just walking past and he got a full view of my charms.

“Hey!” Randy blurted.

I laughed. “Somebody might as well enjoy me…if you’re not going to.” I closed the door.

All was silent, and I knew he was just standing there, wanting to come back in, to have it out, to…get his cock roasted.

Then I heard his footsteps down the hall.

Silly man.

Feminizing a man, taking away his manhood by chastity, is a delicate process. It can be done easily by any woman, but the woman has to remember one crucial thing. The man has to want it. And how does he want it? When his cock takes charge and starts making the decisions.

So I had to think things through, read up on the whole procedure, make plans, and that sort of thing.

I couldn’t be a bitch, even if I was. I had to be the sexy siren luring him to his…betterment.

And it would be betterment. He would get new goals, achieve new heights, and he would be better. And here’s something that a lot of women don’t understand, one of the goals of feminism is a man’s betterment.

Hey, it’s not a matter of who wears the pants, it’s a matter of both parties functioning at a higher level.

Anyway, I had a lot of reading to do, and planning, and in addition to the aforesaid matters I had to write 5,000 words, do my marketing and publishing, and keep myself producing.

I didn’t make a lot, I was just beginning, but I was on an upward trend. It’s just a matter of persistence, educating yourself, and making your own good luck.

So I worked, and I didn’t even take time to change my peignoir for clothes. Which was good. It made me feel sexy, and powerful, and that translated into my writing, and even spurred me to go the extra mile when I researched what was needed for a guy to open his own garage.

Five o’clock came before I knew it, and I ran for the bedroom. Randy would be home in 15, and I wanted to be ready for him.

I put on a tummy shaper with straps and rolled my nylons up. I changed my bra for a skimpier one, really held my boobs out. I put on high heels and sat down at my make up table. I worked quick, and when I heard the door opening I was ready.

He stepped into the living room, and I sauntered out of the bedroom, and his eyes popped.

“Holy heysoos with a flat tire on his Rolls Royce!”

“Hello, honey. I missed you.” And with that I launched myself at him. Voracious kisses as I tried to suck his tongue right out of his mouth. I dropped to my knees and tried to suck his cock right off his body.

He moaned, was REAL close, and I stood up and said, “Sit down at the table and I’ll get dinner.”

Dazed, he sat down, and I put ice cubes in a glass, half filled it with bourbon, and half with Coke. It was a ‘Coke High,’ and he loved them.

“Wow. What’s the occasion?” He sipped.

“This,” I tossed the business plan on the table.

He looked at the half dozen pages I had typed out…and his eyes rolled. “You expect me to read this? I’ve had a long day and…” blah, blah, blah.

While he talked I opened the fridge, pulled out a couple of rib eyes, and slapped them in a pan. While they sizzled I sat down across from him and sipped at my own Coke High.

“Honey, I don’t actually want you to read that business proposal.”

He blinked. “What?”

“I don’t want you to do anything you don’t want to.”

“Well, that’s…”

“I wrote that up for me. It’s not for you.”

“You’re going to open a garage?”

“Maybe, but I’ll tell you this…”

“What?”

“If you do read that proposal,” I leaned towards him, almost close enough for kissing, “I will extract one drop of semen from your cock.”

“What? Wait…what?”

“One drop of semen. You give me one drop of semen and I’ll let you read my business plan.”

Well, let me tell you, he was one flummoxed ox.

He wanted to cum in the worst way. And I was going to let him cum…in the worst way. But his mind was mixing it all up. He saw a drop of sperm as a huge cum. He, with his male mind, didn’t really listen to the fine print.

“If I read this…your thing, you’ll let me cum.”

“One drop.” I smiled. He still didn’t get it.

“Okay.”

So he read, and I dropped a delicious steak in front of him and poured him another drink, and he kept reading, and he frowned and…then he was done.

He stared at the remains of his beef and I asked, “What?”

“Well, that’s…”

“Hey, I’m a writer, I do research, but I don’t have roots in reality. So what’s wrong with the proposal?”

“Well, Rod has a different way of billing vendors. Yours would work, but it’s more ideal than real.”

“How would you do it then?”

He explained it while I made him another drink and made mental notes for the revision.

“What else?” I asked.

“There’s more efficient ways of…” and he continued with a sort of blank-eyed lecture as he took apart my business plan.

And I marveled. Barbara had lectured us on the differences between men and women, and I could see it now. Heck, I had lived with this man for years, and I was only now starting to see him.

Men are strange creatures. They are silly with their obsession with peckers and pussies, but when you can actually get them to focus on something, holy crap! They start throwing distractions to the side, obsess, and march on a straight line.

Great for armies and industry, but…how to get them focused?

And you know the answer. Sex.

Get them to look at work and think sex and you can’t stop them.

An hour later he had several sheets of paper out, had fixed my proposal, and suddenly looked up. “You bitch,” he said. But it was a flat statement, no animosity. He had been played, and he knew it, but it was for his betterment, so how could he get grumpy?

“Yes, I am. But I’m your bitch.”

He stared at me. His one track mind suddenly derailed—heck, he had accomplished his objective, making my theory into a working plan—and he was back on the other track. The sex track.

“Let’s fuck.”

“I’ve got a better idea.”

“What?” He was breathing hard, ready for his reward.

“Come with me.”

I grabbed him by his handle and manhandled him into the bedroom. He was on his tip toes, harder than a crow bar and ready to pry my legs apart. But I wasn’t having any of that.

“Lay down.”

I got on the bed, on his back. His manhood pointed towards the high ceiling.

I knelt next to him and took a hold of his cock. I stroked it, felt the veins throbbing. With my other hand I gripped his balls.

“Oh, God,” he blurted.

“Been a while, eh?”

“Forever.”

Which made me giggle. It had only been a couple of days. But, then, men are inexhaustible. Right?

I stroked him quietly. He reached for my breasts and I moved so he could access them. I managed to keep stroking, and enjoyed the feel of his fingers on my nipples.

“Oh, man,” he breathed.

I eased off. “Too close, tiger. We have to make this last.”

“You make it last, I need to get off.”

“Spoken like a true idiot,” I grinned.

He laughed, and groaned. “Oh, fuck.”

He backed away from the big O and I resumed stroking.

“Do you remember when I said we were going to have a female led relationship?”

I could feel a bit of back off in him. He wanted to cum.

“That means I’m in charge of everything, and especially your sex.”

He was silent.

“Do you like this?”

“Yes,” with tons of unsaid thoughts.

“Do you like when I play with you like this?”

No brainer. “Yes.”

“Well, this is a female led relationship. This is what happens when you give up control of your sex to me. Do you like it?”

He gulped. “Yes.”

He was close, so I backed off.

“Hey?” But it was weak. He knew I wasn’t going to leave him high and dry.

“I’m not going to make you open a shop.” I resumed stroking. “But if you want to look at it, just look at it, that would be great. It’s not going to hurt to look at the idea, right?”

“Yeah, but I’m not ready.”

I smiled and kept working. The shiny, slick skin of his cock felt wonderful in my hands, and I knew he was on the total edge.

“Then you’re not ready. But when you are ready you’ll really be ready.”

“But what if I’m never ready?”

“Then you aren’t. Are you close?” I knew he was.

“Oh, yeah!” he thought I was going to shoot him off.

I let go. His cock throbbed and pulsed and ripped.

He stared at me.

I waited.

I began stroking again.

“Oh…uh…” he was right on the edge, and I slowed down, squeezed hard so he wouldn’t suddenly erupt.

“Have I told you would a studly fellow you are?”

Now he couldn’t talk.

“I know I was mean the other night, but I know you work hard. I just want to help you.”

Nothing he could say to that. His hips started to rise up and I backed off. No way I was going to let him take control of this cum.

“I love you because you’re a manly man and you let me do this to you. You are letting me do this, aren’t you?”

“Oh…oh…yeah.” Now he was having a hard time gulping. His whole body was quivering with desire.

At that point there was so much I wanted to do. I wanted to shape him to my way of thinking, start the feminization, but I had to stop, regroup, take my time.

One does not build Rome in a day.

So I kept stroking, and he kept edging closer and closer, and finally it was too much, I knew he was going to cum.

I stopped stroking. I held him, and I felt the pulse in his cock. I felt  his ball sac contract, I felt the semen moving up the shaft, and I squeezed.

“AH…ARGH…AH…”

One drop.

“LET GO! LET GO!”

One, shining drop oozing out of his slit, then no more.

He tried to pry my hands off, but I ignored him. I watched his face contort, turn red. I felt his body lurching, trying to squeeze more out.

No good. I had him under control.

After a minute the surges lessened.

He sank back on the bed.

I ran my finger over his slit and scooped up the semen. I held it in front of him.

“One drop,” I said. “As promised.” I tasted my finger and he stared at me.

Then I lay down on him, hugged him, and we were lost in our own thoughts.

My thoughts were plans and manipulations.

His thoughts were…blasted.

He couldn’t think. He didn’t understand what had happened. He wanted more, but he knew it was done.


PART TWO

“Oh, man. I’m horny.”

He reached for me, but I was already rolling out of bed.

“Hey!”

“Time for work, my big man.”

And he was big. Real big. The ‘extraction’ had only made him. hornier. He still had a full load, and his libido was totally jacked up.

I hopped in the shower and he was behind me. Literally behind me, his cock poking into my buns.

“Soap me,” I said, handing handing him the loofah.

Well, he lathered me up in fine style. He scrubbed my boobs, cleaned my snatch, poked a finger in me, and I was breathing hard, but, baby, I was clean.

I stepped out and, again, he was right behind me. I held out my arms, “Dry me.”

He grabbed a towel and near buffed the skin off my body.

I giggled. I liked being in charge.

I turned and dried off his cock.

Lord, it was already leaking pre-cum.

“Baby, we got to do something about this,” he kissed my neck.

“And we will, later.”

“But I need to get rid of this before work. I need…” blah, blah, blah.

I turned him and pushed him, naked, out of the bedroom. “Go make breakfast.”

For a second I thought he wasn’t, but he was coming along fine. Barbara had said that men adapt remarkably well, and she was right. He trotted down the hall, pecker bouncing, and I heard him rattling around in the kitchen.

I put on a flimsy negligee, high heels and make up. Eventually I would remain fully clad, work on his imagination, but in the early stages I had to let him see what he was working for.

I sauntered into the kitchen, swinging a pair of my thongs on one finger.

He was mid mix everything, but he turned and stared. His mouth opened at the sight of my jutting breasts. His tongue rolled out like a red carpet at how my nipples were erect. I slapped him in the face with a toss of the thong.

“What’s this?” He frowned.

“An experiment,” I said.

“What kind of experiment?”

“I’m researching a type of character. I need to know how a man reacts to wearing a thong.”

“Well, use your imagination.” He held the thong out to me.

I ignored the thong and grabbed a piece of toast out of the toaster. I sat down and started buttering it. Lots of butter, lots of jelly.  “Imagination works best when you root it in reality. I need you to wear those all day, and tell me how it felt.”

“I can’t do that!”

“Why not?” I looked at him levelly. “I help you with a business proposal, the least you can do is help me with a writing concept.”

“I can’t wear…these!” He held them up like he was afraid to really touch them. “They’re women’s underwear.”

“Men wear thongs.”

“Yeah, but I don’t, and these are women’s thongs.”

“I knew it.” I smiled triumphantly.

“What? What did you know?”

“I knew your manhood would be threatened.”

“My manhood isn’t threatened.”

“Look at the way you’re acting right now. A little piece of material is terrifying you. It’s like you think that if you put those panties on your cock is going to fall off.”

Now the funny thing is that while we were talking his pecker was bouncing like a ten year old on a trampoline. It was dripping. I almost mentioned that, but I felt like it would be too soon. His bobbing cock was more of an indication at this point. I didn’t want to scare the poor sap off.

“My cock is not going to fall off if I put these panties on.”

“Then do it. Prove it. Prove that you’re a man.”

He frowned. He couldn’t quite figure out how putting on women’s underwear was going to make him a man.

I reached over and grabbed his cock. I spoke to it. “Is hims afraid of a little pair of panties?”

“Cut it out,” but he wasn’t moving away. In fact, his knees were shivering a bit.

I took the piece of toast I had buttered and jellied and held it up.

“Is hims hungry?”

I shook his penis so it went up and down like it was nodding.

“Hey…”

I wrapped the toast around his dick and started stroking.

“Oh, fuck!”

Butter and jelly and crumbs dripped all over the place.

“Oh, fuck,” he repeated, but his tone of voice was becoming desperate.

I stroked him for a while. I stood up and kissed him, but I didn’t let him hug me. I didn’t want to mess up my negligee. I did let him feel my boobs. And, man, did he feel.

I pushed him away. “Go clean yourself up. I’ll finish the breakfast.”

He turned and walked out of the room, he moved like a wind up doll.

“And if you don’t have that thong on I will be very upset.”

He stopped at the door and turned. He was conflicted. He wanted to clean up, to follow my instructions, but he also wanted to leap on me and have his way.

“How upset?” he asked, his throat sounding like a frog was in it.

I held up a finger. “One drop upset.” I smiled.

He grinned. He was sweating, messy, ready for another shower, but he was grinning. He liked this game. He turned and headed for the bathroom.

I quickly cleaned the mess on the floor and finished the breakfast. I had everything on the table when he came back in. He was wearing the thong.

I smiled. On one hand, he was uncomfortable, his balls hung out the sides, and I was sure his little, brown button was getting massaged. On the other hand, he was horny, and he had done what I had said.

I smiled. “Oh, baby. That’s sexy.”

His face was red. “It is?”

“You’re making me hot. If you didn’t have to go to work I’d jump your bone.”

“You would,” he sure looked interested in that, and it was overcoming his sense of humiliation.

“Oh, yeah. My research said this thing of men wearing women’s underwear was sexy, but…wow!”

He preened.

“Now sit down and eat. You’re going to be late.”

He sat, and suddenly he wasn’t shivering like a little boy. In fact, he was almost proud. Proud of his little thong panties. I almost giggled, it was so cute.

And I realized something. Barbara had hinted at this, and with a big smile, but the reality, woosh. Exerting power over my man was sexy. It was warming. It…made me wet.

Well, good news for me, I had a vibrator, and as soon as Randy went off to fight the dragon I would be hiding in my cave and doing nasty things to my body.

So Randy went off to work, to bust his butt, and to be kinky and horny because of the unfamiliar and even uncomfortable thong he was wearing.

An hour later I called him. I timed it for his break, so he had the time.

“Honey?”

“Yes?”

“Baby?”

“Are you all right?”

“I need you.”

He was silent.

“You made me so horny this morning, and seeing you in those panties, well, it almost made me cum on the spot.”

“Really,” he blurted. I could see him in my mind, suddenly proud and pushing his chest out.

“Really. In fact, you know what I’m doing? Right now?”

“What?”

“I’m feeling my breasts. My boobs. I’m…oh, my God! That feels good.”

“Uh…”

He would be standing slack jawed now.

“I’m reaching down to my pussy now. Oh, fuck. It’s wet. It’s really wet. You’ve made me so wet.”

“Uh…yeah.”

Hah! That catch in his voice. Somebody was standing near him and he didn’t want them to know he was getting off on dirty, little phone sex.

“My finger is inside me now.”

“Oh, fuck,” he breathed.

“You’re in my panties, right now. How does it feel to be in my panties?”

“Good. It feels…good.” He was breathing hard. No doubt his boner was pushing out at his work coveralls. He probably had to turn a bit to hide his excitement from the other guys.

“Honey, I know it’s bad, but I need to cum.”

“Oh…”

“I need to cum bad. You’ve got me so horny. I can feel your dick in me. Can I cum?”

“Well, yeah.” Duh.

“I’m going to, I’m so close, but if I cum now I won’t be so horny when you get home.”

“”Maybe you’d better wait.”

“But I can’t!” I whined. “I need to cum now! Tell me to cum now! Please, Randy…please! Tell me to cum.”

I could feel the wheels going around in his head. He was getting off on this, but…I wouldn’t be horny tonight…but he was getting off on this.

“Randy!” I’m a great actress, it sounded like I was almost sobbing, like my life would end if I didn’t have an orgasm.

And, tell the truth, this scene was really working on me. Suddenly I felt like I did need to cum!

“Please! Help me! Let me squirt!”

“Okay,” he blurted.

I didn’t waste time. I was on the edge, and I pushed on over…and was in freefall…high in the sky…a white heat washing through me. “Oh…God! Fuck…fuck…”

It was real, and he knew it was real, and he listened as I eked out every shiver out of my cum.

Finally. “Oh, geez. Thank you, honey. You really know how to satisfy a woman!”

“Ah, yeah.”

Hah!

“Now pull up your panties and go to work, my big…BIG, strong man.”             

I hung up the phone, and smiled, and wiped the sweat off my face. Damn, that had been a good one!

I was going to have to do this again. Maybe for lunch. Could I get off again? I’ll bet I could. I mean, this was hot!

Poor Randy. He got home and he was so-o-o…Randy! He was all over me.

I just giggled and pushed him back.

“Easy, honey. I’m all fucked out.”

The disappointment on his face was legend. It was like somebody had just told him he had a dread disease.

“Now take your clothes off. I want to see that thong while I fix dinner.”

So we wound up in the kitchen, him naked except for his thong, and me, fully clothed, but quite sexy. My breasts stood out under my blouse, and he couldn’t take his eyes off them. My hips were round and luscious, and he kept placing a hand on my butt.

I flipped my hair back and he moaned.

Imagination. I told you.

“Ow!” I said, and placed a jar back on the counter.

“What?”

“I think I strained my wrist. Let me sit and rub it. Do you mind helping a little?”

Of course he didn’t, and shortly he was peeling potatoes and shredding cheese and other manly things.

I nursed my perfectly fine wrist and said, “Maybe I need a little pain reliever.”

He looked blank.

I nodded at the bottle of bourbon.

“Oh, yeah,” he smiled happily and poured us a couple of drinks.

And there I sat, relaxed and comfy, while my man fixed dinner. And it was easy. It had become easy when I had started acting sexy, and primed his pump, so to speak, and not given him any relief.

Well, one drop, but that wasn’t really relief, if you get what I mean.

“What was it like wearing that thong all day?”

“Oh, it was weird.”

“But sexy. Was your cock hard?”

“Oh, yeah. But you helped with that.”

“Oh?”

“Did you really have an orgasm on the phone?”

“Two,” I grinned. “And, I hate to tell you this…”

“Yeah?”

“They were better than…than dick enhanced cums.”

“Better than if my dick was in you?”

I tried to look sorrowful, even as I exulted. “Yes.”

“Well,” he tried to be magnanimous. “I guess that’s all right.”

“What’s worse is we’re going to do this again.”

“Huh?”

He turned away from the skillet and looked at me.

“I’m going to give you another article of women’s clothing to wear under your clothes, and I’m going to call you again. I mean, those cums were really good. Are you going to be mad if I have a few more.”

“Well, uh…”

“In fact, I’ll give you a choice.”

“What choice?”

“Do you want to wear a bra…or nylons?”

“I don’t think…” he looked worried.

“God, I can just imagine you. Your hard dick, getting harder all day, and bringing it home to me.”

“But you won’t want to make love if you’ve been getting off all day.”

“I will! I promise I will. Even if I don’t…I’ll fuck you. I’ll even play act with you.”

“Play act?”

“I can dress up like a school girl, or a nurse…or a stripper! I’ll pretend to fight you off and you can carry me into the bedroom and have your way with me. Would you like that?”

Oh, God. Role playing was his favorite. All I had to do was say, ‘Please, Mr. Randall,’ like I was a secretary, and he was all over me.

“Well, I guess…”

“Oh, goodie! Do you want to wear the nylons or the bra?”

Bless Barbara and her horny parents. When they got the gleam in their eyes they had turned out a good one. She was so totally right about men and their responses and how they could be manipulated…the next day I got Randy into BOTH the bra (and panties) and nylons.

Imagine that. Two days, and he was in three articles of female clothing. And he wasn’t cumming. And he was happy. And fixing breakfast for me.

Fuck!

I, of course, turned up the heat.

I called him at morning break, lunch and afternoon break. I begged for permission to cum. I rubbed my pussy and I did cum. And it was the most glorious squirt I had ever had in my whole borned days!

And when he got home, his pants entering the apartment before him, by about six inches, I had bad news for him.

“Honey,” I put a distraught look on my face.

“What?”

“I started my period!”

I fell into his arms and cried.

He, of course, was disappointed, but understanding.

And I was lying.

Finally, after him soothing me and telling me it was all right, I smiled up at his loving face. “Of course, I can still play with you. Would that be okay?”

“Well…” No brainer. “…yeah.”

I grinned. “Good. Take off your clothes and tell me how your day in sexy underwear went.

Oh, I had fun. I acted like a school girl, saying, ‘No, Mr. Randall! What would the other teachers say if they knew you were sucking on my tits!’

And: ‘Oh, Mr. Randall, you’re so bad! You make my pussy so wet!

And, ‘Oh, Doctor Randall! I think I have a problem with my pussy. Could you examine my pussy and tell me what’s wrong?’

And, of course, I kept pushing him away, and he was thinking that I didn’t want him to see that I was on a period.

But the capper of the evening, the sexiest thing we did all evening, was: “I called some vendors.”

“What?”

He was laying on the bed, his panties down and my hands working his cock like it was a Maypole.

“I called some vendors. I was just curious. Did you know Goodrich has a special on tires? You can get them for $4.95 a piece. You’d have to buy them twelve at a time.”

He sat up. “Five bucks!”

“What?”

“Rod said he has to pay $50 bucks a tire!”

“That’s a lot of profit.”

I could see the dollar signs rolling around in his skull, ching ching ching. Four tires a hundred bucks a tire to the customer. Four hundred dollars. Cost to him, $20. Ka ching!

“Lay back,” I pushed him back and went back to stroking him.

“And batteries are under ten.”

Ka ching! He sat up. $150 per batter, $140 profit. Installation was a snap. Give that for free and the customers would line up.

My manicured hand, with my sexy, red nails, pushed him back. Stroke, stroke.

“And belts…do you know how much belts cost?”

Ka ching! Ka ching!

And every time he sat up, his eyes translating sex into dollar signs, I got wetter and wetter.

Man, I was going to be calling him all day long tomorrow, and I wasn’t going to be faking.

Disaster, of course, was waiting in the wings.

Three days and he was permanently wearing women’s underwear. He looked so cute in his tummy shaper, and I was telling him that he could get away with wearing some falsies under his work coverall. And I was having him wear some falsies around the house.

Three days, and he was going out of his mind. Me calling him all day, me jacking him all night. Not being able to see my perfect body (I was wearing clothes most of the time, and even a robe and pajamas). He was a dripping, waiting to happen mess.

Three days, and he popped into the shower and I knew what he was doing.

I waited, listened outside the bathroom, then stepped in and opened the door.

Oh, man, it was perfect. He was mid squirt. He panicked. Tried to squeeze his own cock, but his semen just kept dribbling out.

I stared at him, terribly disappointed. He stared at me, and mumbled apologies. His face was redder than Rudolph’s nose.

Having ruined his orgasm, I walked out to the kitchen and waited.

He came in a couple of minutes later. Wearing a robe.

“Look, I’m sorry, babe. It’s just, with you being on the rag, and we’re talking every day…”

“So you just run your seed down the drain. But I like playing with you, and you take that away from me.”

“You can still play with me.”

“Open your robe.”

He blinked. He opened the robe. Naked. No panties, no bra. Nothing.

I started crying.

“Honey! I said I’m sorry!”

Well, I carried on, and the big sap fell for it. Finally, through tears I said, “If you want me to forgive you you’re going to have to do three things.”

“Sure. Anything. just tell me.”

I sat back, snuffled, wiped my nose, dried my eyes, and said, “First, I want to spank you.”

“What?”

“Admit it. You’ve been a bad, little boy, and you deserve a spanking.”

Well, he didn’t real ‘deserve’ one, but he needed one, and I needed to give him one. It would be further assertion of my power over him.

“Well, I don’t…”

I upped the tears. Man, once you get going it’s easy to keep crying. Sort of fun, too.

“Okay…okay! What’s the second thing?”

“I’m going to get you a chastity belt.”

“What?” His voice went up a couple of notches. “I’m not going to…”

“I work and I slave! I fix dinner!” Well, actually he was fixing dinner more than me, but that was a moot point. “I put out for you, I play phone sex and stroke you all night! I let you wear my underwear…and you waste it all down the drain! Like a common masturbator! Just a…a jacker offer!”

“Honey…”

He didn’t stand a chance.

I stood up and walked out. Into my bedroom. ‘My’ bedroom. And slammed the door. And locked it. Oh, I know he heard that click.

We had rarely fought during our marriage, but twice he had got me so mad I had locked him out and made him sleep on the couch.

Now it was three times.

I woke up the next day smiling.

He was out on the couch, sleeping on that lumpy couch, and I took off my clothes and put on my half bra and a negligee and skimpy panties. I made myself up and went out to the living room.

“Honey, I’m sorry I was so mad at you.”

Well, he was glad that was over, and, tell the truth, though I enjoyed it, I did enjoy the carrot more than the stick.

“Will you forgive me?”

He looked at my tits.

“I guarantee, when I am over my period I will extract TWO drops from you.”

He laughed. I giggled. It was all fun and games again.

“But I am going to buy a chastity tube for you.”

He sobered.

“Maybe you won’t wear it, but you know I’m right. A man shouldn’t be jacking off when he’s got a perfectly good pussy at hand.”

His voice was low, almost embarrassed, when he said, “But you haven’t been letting me fuck you.”

“And I probably won’t.”

He took in his breath.

“Not for a while. This is too much fun. Having you all horny all the time? And, admit it, you’re having fun going to work and being horny all day.”

“Well, I, uh…”

“Admit it!” I reached over and grabbed his erect cock.

“Okay,” he whispered.

And, here’s the funny thing, he was so messed he didn’t even ask me what the third thing was. That was okay. I sort of wanted it to be a surprise.

I kissed him, leaning over the back of the couch, stroking his cock, and all was right in Whoville.

Six days into my supposed period and the chastity tube arrived. Just in time. Tomorrow or the next day he expected to get a little.

Heck, he expected to get a lot.

I opened the box and spread the pieces out on the kitchen table and stared at them. Rings, spacers, tube, lock. Whew. Who would expect such a nefarious device to be so simple?

Well, I talked extra nasty to him that day. And I really got off. I mean I had the equivalent of supernovas happening in my pussy. And when he got home and saw what was on the kitchen table his eyes bulged, his mouth dropped, but…he was horny.

A couple of days since he had jacked off, and he had had time to recover. I tell ya, men never seem to really empty out.

He stared at the chastity tube.

“Pretty, huh?”

“I wouldn’t call it that.”

“Would you like to try it on now?”

“Uh, no.”

So I left it on the table, pushed it aside for dinner, and when the dishes were done he pulled it out for easy inspection.

And he inspected it.

He stared at it, harder than he stared at me.

He touched it, held the pieces of it up and examined them.

I ignored him. Gave him a couple of Coke Highs, and waited.

Men are curious. Especially when it comes to their cocks.

You look at the internet and it is amazing what men will put their penises in. I have seen instances of men putting their cocks in the water outlet in the sides of swimming pools, in hornet’s nests, one guy even rubbed his cock with the belt from some sort of band saw. Mangled the poor thing, but that’s men.

Randy wasn’t that bad, but he was bad.

Finally, he said, “I guess I could try it on.”

“Go ahead.” I pretended I didn’t really care that much. I really just wanted him to get lost in it. I knew he wouldn’t be able to get it on.

“I can’t get it on,” he said. He stood in the doorway, the tube half on his hard cock.

“Why not?”

“I’m too big!”

Oh, poor boy. The way he said that was so prideful.

I sighed. “So what do you want to do about it?”

“I don’t know. Doesn’t seem to work so…”

“You could pack your cock in ice.”

“I think not!” And the concept really seemed to upset him.

“Well, then…what?”

“We could fuck?” he smiled hopefully.

“You could jack off.”

Boy, after my little hissy fit he wasn’t willing to do that.

“Well,” I said. “I suppose I could extract a single drop of cum.”

Now, I hadn’t fucked him for ten days. And he had had one ruined jack off session, and that had been a couple of days ago. He was primed. And eager. And even eager for a ruined orgasm.

He wanted sex that badly.

So I took him in the back room, loved him, kissed him, fondled him, and…drip.

And now that he understood the procedure, and was so horny, it was easier than the first time.

I grinned and slapped his ass. “Okay, slick, let’s see what chastity looks like on you.”

He grinned, somewhat feebly, and returned to the living room.

Zingo bingo, his now temporarily limp cock fit in the tube and he closed the lock.

He stood there in the middle of the living room and stared at his imprisoned manhood. He looked up at me. “What now?”

“We wait. And when your cock wakes up and tries to get hard…that’s when the fun starts.” I smiled in a lascivious, but quite evil, way.

It didn’t take long, we were sitting and watching TV, and suddenly he grunted.

I turned to him. “What?”

“It hurts.”

I looked down. His cock was struggling to get hard, pushing out the edges, pulling his balls up tight against the rings. I smiled.

“But it doesn’t hurt too much to continue.”

“Uh, no. I guess not.” He was moving around and adjusting his package.

I spun over on him. Planted my bare pussy on him and ground down. I kissed him like he had never been kissed in his life.

When we broke he whined, “Oh, heysoos! I don’t think I can stand this.”

“Nonsense. You’re my big, strong man. You can stand anything!”

I kissed him some more. His cock tried harder to bust the plastic.

“Now suck my breasts!”

He was out of control. He wanted so badly, but his only outlet was to…please me!

He bent his head and went to work, and I tell ya, all of his massive sexual energies were redirected into one goal: please me.

He kissed me, he ate me, he massaged my whole body.

He used his mouth and his fingers and plumbed my depths. Finally, I began to quake and shiver. I was gulping and gasping, and he couldn’t stop himself. He kept  jamming his fingers in me, sucking on my tits, and the ocean rose up and overwhelmed me. A tsunami of sex washed through me. I was lost, high in the clouds as the sun burst inside me.

He wanted to keep going, but I stopped him.

“No! No more!”

He was disappointed, but the edges of his cock pain were gone. He was accepting his fate.

The next few days were absolutely incredible. In locking him up I had released his energy. He wanted to eat me all night, he wanted to work all day. He got nervous if he didn’t have something to do, and he could never relax. He…had…to…keep…going!

All of that incredible, infinite and never ending sexual energy was being transmuted into…living. He didn’t have to be asked to fix dinner, he just fixed it, and even started cooking better than I did.

And he did the laundry.

And I actually caught him washing windows. Late at night. Couldn’t see for shit through them this time of night, but he was spraying them with windex and scrubbing away.

I couldn't believe it. I had unleashed a monster! I had created the Eveready rabbit, after jamming him full of steroids!

And I kept cumming and cumming and cumming.

A couple of weeks into it I called him into the living room.

“Yes, dear?” He was instantly there, ready to serve.

“Look at this.”

He sat, looked at the newspaper and was focused. Like a laser. Like a super laser.

“Wow. Look at the rent. We’d have to eat beans for a month.”

“I can put fliers out. Thousands of fliers every day. You’ll have business by the end of the first week. Give me two weeks and you’ll be able to hire somebody.”

Now he was doing that fabulous thing men can do, and he even so much better than women. He was focused. Like a man going to war. All his sexual energies were devoted to the problem at hand. His eyes took on a glazed look.

“You’ve got that list of vendors, I can talk to Bob down at the bank.”

He thought some more and I waited.

“Joe said he would let me use some of his tools. I’ll need a car jack to start. If I…”

His mind was working faster than Madonna jills off. And I could see it when it happened.

Ka-ching!

Facts and figures. Dollar signs. spinning around like a mirror ball. He was almost giving out light. Profit, loss, special deals, adding up the figures.

He turned to me, “We can do it.”

“Yes, we can. But there’s something we need to do first.”

He waited. He was so damned focused that he was actually patient!

“You never asked what the third thing I wanted was.”

But he hadn’t forgotten. I could see it in his eyes.

“What is the third thing?”

I stood up and undid my pants. I had worn loose pants anticipating this, and when I dropped them my cock sprung up.

“Holy fuck!” He was on his feet, staring at my groin.

“In a female led relationship there is true equality.”

He stared at my strap on cock.

“It’s time for you to experience that equality.”

“You want to…to use that on…me?” His eyes were shining.

“Yep.”

That was a moment. I will always remember the look in his eyes, the way he was breathing, how he started gulping.

But all men are curious. All men think these thoughts. Not all men have the courage to go forward.

“You’re already wearing women’s underwear, and you’re going to wear more. I’m going to make you into my little bitch.”

I was smiling quite disarmingly. I wanted him to like the idea, not run screaming into the night.

“It’s awful big.”

“No. But it’s not awful small, either. It’s man-sized…it’s designed for a real man.”

“So I take it up the butt and you’ll back me on this owning my own business thing.”

“Yep.”

I would back him up anyway. But…this was the piece de resistance. This was the icing on the cake. This was the final step in making my man over.

He let out along, trembling breath. “Okay. How do we do this?”

“First, I give you a spanking, then I fuck you.”

He blinked. By being deliberately rude about it I was turning him on.

“Where?”

“I’m going to spank you in the living room, then I’ll fuck you in the bedroom.”

“Okay.” His eyes were so shiny. They were inscrutable, looked like they were about to shed tears. But he was willing.

I took him into the living room and laid him over the end of the couch. That wonderful, lumpy couch.

“I’d ask you to be gentle, but that’s not the point, is it?”

“I’ll be gentle later, when you need it. Right now you need rough.”

“Okay.”

I went into the bedroom and pulled his belt out of the loops, I returned to the living room and slapped the belt against my hand.

CRACK!

That was the moment he had second thoughts, hearing the sound of that leather on my palm, but I didn’t give him a chance to think about it.

WISS…CRACK!

Oh, he jumped, and he started to move his hands back to cover his ass. I pushed his hands aside and: WISS…CRACK!

“Oh, God!” He buried his face in the cushions.

WISS…CRACK!

WISS…CRACK!

I spanked him long and hard. When I was done his butt was a bright red. Far redder than if he had been simply embarrassed.

And he was crying. Tears had come about the tenth stroke, and he had cried until twenty, and then I helped him up.

He was sobbing, and he leaned on me. He cried on me, and the tears felt so good on my skin.

They felt good for him, too. It was cathartic.

I placed him on the bed and started slathering the lube into him.

He jerked under the feel of my hands on his butt, but he managed to hold still while I made sure he was slicker than slick.

Then I stepped between his legs and touched the tip of my dildo to his brown star.

He jerked, and every homophobic thought he had ever had rose up in his mind.

I pushed forward and the head popped into his rectum.

“Oh! Oh!”

Still, he stayed on all fours, quivering and shaking and crying.

I pushed forward and slithered into him.

For a long moment he held it still, then, as if by magic, he started to push back. All his delicate nerve endings were telling him that this was good, that he needed this.

“Oh, God!” He mumbled.

I reached under and gripped his caged cock. And I thought: what a night. Caged, wearing women’s underwear, spanked, and now this.

I had far exceeded Barbara’s predictions on how fast you can bring a man to total compliance and enlightenment.

“I think I’m going to pee.”

“That’s fine, honey,” I cooed. “You let it happen.”

And he did. I had pressed on his prostate and that had forced the semen up the shaft. His cock began to drool sperm.

“Oh, yeah,” he said. Relief was heavy in his voice.

For another minute I screwed him, and he screwed back, then I pulled out.

“Oh, God,” he murmured, now just sprawled out and laying face down. “I want more.”

“And I’ll give you more. I’ll give you all you want. But first, you need to satisfy me.”

Silly man, never running out of sex. I lay down and pushed him and he rolled over. Soon he was face deep in me, satisfying me, using his tongue the way it was meant to be used.

And I thought:

Woman…queen of her castle. And I was going to get a castle.

Man…a force of nature that merely had to be tamed.

And: female led relationship…chastity…feminization…spanking…strap on.

All the factors to make a perfect marriage, if you have the will to make it happen.

END
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband


I Feminized Him in One Day!

I made my man into a woman!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Honey? Where’s my underwear?”

I smiled as I snipped the last of his tighty whiteys with my scissors and dropped the pieces into the trash.

I heard Ron walking down the hallway. When he appeared in the kitchen he had on a tee shirt and nothing else. I looked down at his cock and smiled.

“What?” He asked, puzzled by my smile. His cock was half hard.

“Nothing,” I said.

“Then where’s my underwear? I had a full drawer yesterday.”

“Well, about that, I think it’s about time we made some changes.”

“Changes?” he frowned. “What kind of changes?”

“Well, about that…” I went to the cupboard and took down the bottle of bourbon. The good stuff, Bib and Tucker 10 year old, small batch. $85 a bottle.

“Is there an occasion?” He tilted his head in question.

“There’s always an occasion,” I answered. “I took down a large kitchen glass and filled it with ice cubes. I then poured half a glass of bourbon.

“You realize it’s only 8 in the morning.”

“It’s 8:15 somewhere,” I chuckled. I opened a bottle of Pepsi and filled the remainder of the glass. “Of course, if you’r e not man enough?” I handed him the glass.

Ron took it, shrugged. He drank a big glug and grinned. “Maybe we should have started at 7:45.”

I smiled indulgently. “Drink your breakfast, and make sure you take these vitamins. I handed him several pills.”

“What’s this?” he looked at the little pellets.

“Vitamins.”

“Oh. Are you on one of those kicks again?”

One of ‘those’ kicks. As if eating wheat germ and yogurt is unhealthy for you. As if veggies might kill you, and where the hell’s the beef?

“I guess you could say that.”

He took another big sip. He did love his bourbon.

“So where’s my underwear.”

“It had an accident.”

“It had a…in my dresser drawer my underwear got in an accident?”

“Yes. And it was terrible. The little tighty whiteys all got slaughtered. I even had to give them a burial.”

Glug. Glug.

“That sounds a little nuts. Now where is my underwear?

“I told you. I had to bury it.”

Glug. Blink. The booze was effecting him. “So where is it buried?”

“Right here,” I toed the peddle on the garbage can.

He looked in and saw his undies, cut into pieces and strips. Waistband to pouch. The different colors. New and old.

His eyes widened and he looked up at me. “What the heck is this?”

“A burial.”

“No…what…what is going on? Why’d you do this?”

“Come on, I’ll show you why.”

I walked down the hallway, click, click, click. I knew he was staring at my ankles, my calves, my ass. Men are so easy.

I entered the bedroom and he was right behind me, and his cock was now standing out. I smiled at it, took it in my hands, tugged on it until he groaned, and said, “Nice cock.”

I let go, which caused him to groan again, and I opened up my dresser drawer.

“I’ll buy you some more underwear. But until the weekend you can wear these.” I held out some panties. They were satiny blue. Seamless and very stretchy.

“Wait a minute? You cut up my underwear to make me wear your panties? Isn’t this some kind of kink?”

“Yes, it is. But I didn’t cut up your underpants just so you could wear my panties. Let’s face it, your underwear was old, worn, a few rips past its prime. Time for you to get new undies, and I’ll buy them so you can be assured they are stylish and comfortable.

“Hey, it’s my balls that are going into them, how do you know what’s comfortable for me? Besides, there was some very comfortable underwear in my drawer, and some of it wasn’t too old. Why couldn’t you have at least left those?”

“Out with the old,” I answered nonchalantly. A new broom sweeps clean. an ounce of common sense is worth a pound of theory, the best laid plans of—“

“Hold it,” he held up a hand. He still had his drink in the other, and I motioned for him to sip. He did so, and said, “Is this more than some new, bright idea? Have you lost your senses? Not firing on all cylinders? A plastic thingie short of a six pack? Forgot to sharpen all the knives in your drawer?”

“Oh, you silly. Here I am, taking care of my man the best way I can, and you make jokes.” I patted him on the cheek.

He glugged. Good. He said, “Yeah, but this…cutting up my underwear seems a little extreme.

I slid down his body, running my hands down his sides. “Is this a little extreme? I took him in my mouth.

“Oh!” he blurted.

He had a nice cock, and I really like it’s size and shape. Big enough to choke, and it had made me expand my deep throating skills. I fondled his balls as I slithered my lips up and gobbled the last inch.

He looked down at my head, my lips working against his pubic, cock all the way down my throat.

“Oh, fuck!” he gasped.

I began to move back and forth, letting that big snake almost escape, then gobbling up its length again.

His knees began to shake, and I placed my hands on them and held him steady.

“”Fuck!” he whimpered, and I knew that he was close; I could feel his muscles tightening, I gripped the base of his cock and squeezed hard. I stood up and he fought my hand, tried to let the ripples of squirtem rip through his cock and spew.

“Let it go! Please!”

I didn’t, and after a minute, when he was done with his frantic exertions, I released him.

“Why’d you do that?” he complained. “Why didn’t you let me cum?”

“Drink up,” I responded.

He drank, and this time he really wanted to.  Desperation does that to a man.

Come on, I’ll tell you. And bring those panties.”

We walked back to the kitchen. I was fully clothed, but my large breasts jounced and jiggled with every step. His eyes, of course, were on my ass.

I took his glass and refilled it. He stared at me, and I said, “Sit down.”

He did, there was nothing else to do, and I handed him a fresh drink and sat across from him.

He stared at me, and drank, and stared some more.

I was wearing red lipstick, be it slightly smeared from my recent fellatio efforts, and smoky eye shadow. My blouse showed a half bra, and my nipples stood out. My tits, with the nipples rubbing against the blouse material, felt pretty good. In fact, this whole scene was making me quite wet. Heck, I might need a pad if this got any better. And I knew it was going to get better.

“Honey. Ron. It’s time things changed around here.”

“Changed how?” he drank, was suspicious, eyed me closely, and tried not to let his eyes drift down to my distended nipples.

“Well, I’ve been reading some books on feminism, and it is obvious that society is out of balance.”

“Out of balance how?”

“Did you know that houses were designed, dimension-wise, for men? Some French, idiot, male architect back in the thirties.”

“Well, I hadn’t…”

“And in the fifties cars were designed for a six foot man. Everything, from seats to dash to turning radius, is built around a six foot man.”

“But men are the major drivers and—“

“And that justifies eliminating half the population from the equation?”

“Well, no. It’s not that they did that on purpose, it’s just that—“

“Did you know that scientists refuse to include women in their scientific trials? It’s the hormones. They say that hormones skew the results. So even the medicine we take is designed for men, and the hell with the women.”

“Honey!” He tried to build up a little steam, take a stand. “That’s not all my fault!”

“Nope. But it’s your responsibility. And until enough men take enough responsibility the world won’t change.”

“What…but…”

I left him on that note. I smiled, patted his cheek, and kissed him…and left him standing there with my panties in his hands.

I sat in the den and watched TV, there was some gymnastics on, and I loved how the women stretched and tumbled, did their splits and somersaults. I was leafing idly through a fashion magazine and glancing up at the screen occasionally, when he walked past in the hallway.

“Hey, Ron?”

He came back to the door and peeked in.

“Those panties fit good?”

He turned a little red in the face. “Not really.”

“How come?” I acted all concerned.

“I, uh…fall out of the sides. My balls don’t fit.”

“Hmm. You mean women’s panties aren’t designed to fit men?”

“Hah,” he blurted. And it was obvious that he meant that there was something in this world that wasn’t designed for men.

I just smiled and said, “I’ll bear that in mind when I get your panties.”

“I don’t want panties,” he growled.

“Come here,” I commanded.

I don’t think he liked my voice, but, let’s face it, it was his cock that was answering.

He entered the room and stood in front of me. I leaned forward and ran my fingers around the outline of his cock in his pants. “Mmm,” I said. “Delicious. Would you like a little blow job right now?”

He gulped. My last BJ, though incomplete, had left him a bit horny.

“Then pull down your panties,” I emphasized the word panties, “and let me suck on your dong for a while.

There was a part of him that didn’t want to. But that part was very small. He unbuckled, unzipped, and pulled both shorts and panties down. His cock sprang right out. It was red and ready. That was the good thing about tease and deny. Do it enough and the poor thing is always ready.

I took his balls in hand, rolled them in one hand, and deep throated him. Again, he gasped, and his hips thrust forward.

In and out I ran my lips over his cock. I worked the head well, and shortly I could taste the slightly salty, slightly sweet, taste of his pre-cum.

I ran my other hand between his legs and began to brush it over his button.

Oh, he jerked then, and the pre-cum spurted, and he was almost ready to cum, I could feel the sperm boiling and starting to pulse…so I let him go.

“Hey!”

“That’s enough for now. Oh, look!”

He looked down at his angry, red member.

“Your balls are pulled up tight. They won’t fall out now!”

“But my cock won’t fit,” he was a bit snappish, being denied like that, but that was okay. Men will have their little hormonal hissy fits.

“Well, maybe you should wear some tummy shapers. That would keep that silly, little thing under control.”

His mouth opened and he breathed, “Silly, little thing?”

“Well, it is. It gets all excited and hard at the slightest provocation. And it always wants to drool and spit. Wouldn’t you call that silly?”

He made a whining sound, then, since I was obviously done, sitting back and picking up my magazine again, he tucked himself in and lurched out of the room.

I giggled.

When I heard the lawnmower start outside I put my magazine down and got up and left the room.

I went my closet, and took hold of the shoe hanger. I turned the cloth rack filled with my shoes, and on the other side, in one of the top pockets, were several of my Grace Mansfield books. I kept most of them in a box on a shelf behind some old blankets. But I kept the latest in the shoe rack. I listened for the sound of the lawnmower. Good. We had a big lawn, and he would be trimming after that, and I had plenty of time.

I took the paperback in and sat down on the toilet. I opened it and started reading.

I don’t know if you’ve ever read any of Ms Mansfield’s work, but she specializes in how to feminize men. She gives great ideas, and has wonderful plot twists.

I sat and read, and my hand held my vibrator.

I was only dimly aware of the sound of the mower as I buzzed away at my clit. I read about men being brought to heel. I read of men being feminized, made up, and used like property.

Oh, lord, such ideas, and the images made me wetter and wetter. My hand was moving around and around, pressing against my pussy, and I was getting wetter and wetter—

“Honey? Rhonda?”

Oh, fuck! I turned the little vibrator off and concealed it in my hand. I let the book slip to the side.

He opened the door, and I sat there, looking like I was red and half grunting.

He grinned. “Got one hanging, eh?”

“Halfway there, I answered honestly.

“Well, sorry. But have you seen the clippers?”

You left them on the washing machine.” My voice was a little high. I had been so close it was actually starting to happen. The orgasm was sitting right in my pussy, waiting to overwhelm me. I wanted Ron out of there in the worst possible way.

“Oh, yeah. You’re right. He started to leave, then stopped. He stood there with a big grin.

“Don’t you want to go ahead and squeeze that loaf out?”

“Will you leave!” I snapped and sort of groaned.

He laughed. “Sorry.”

He closed the door, and he wasn’t sorry. He thought it was funny to catch me in the middle of a bowel movement.

The dummy had no idea it wasn’t a bowel movement, but a movement of a totally different kind. A pussy movement.

I listened, heard him walking away, and I quickly turned on the vibrator, picked up the book, and tried to regain my head of steam.

When you are interrupted, sometimes it goes away. I felt it dwindling, and I moved that vibrator desperately. I read the book, but now I was so close, and so far, the book wouldn’t do. I needed penetration.

I dropped the book, changed my position and began pushing my fingers inside my pussy.

“Oh, fuck…oh, fuck!” I wheezed, working my hand in and out. I was jamming my knuckles up against the rim of my vagina, I was close to actually fisting myself, and I would have…but the feeling came back, It built and built, then washed over me, a heat that exploded in my pussy and coursed through my body.

For a long minute I sat on the toilet, gasping, my eyes rolling, my chest heaving. My hips kept jerking, then twitching inside, then they jerked again. And again and again.

Finally, it subsided. I was sitting half on and half off the throne, half leaning against the wall and half pushing on the counter, dazed, and happy.

He had stopped me, and that made it harder, but the extra work resulted in extra pleasure. That had been a great and glorious cum if ever there was one.

Finally, I sighed, and struggled to my feet. I pulled up my panties, put the Mansfield book away, and headed back to the den. Maybe I could watch some more gymnastics.

The day went slowly. Ron was horny and kept looking at me, and the bulge in his pants was there to stay.

I, of course was not horny. Which was okay, but I sort of wanted to be horny again. Being horny is a lot of fun. Wish I could be horny all the time, like a man, but, sigh, not meant to be.

But, not horny was cool too, for me. While I was not horny and he was I could tease without being distracted by my own hunger. That was one of the things I had learned from the books I read: when you get horny you should jill off, leave the man horny, and he’ll be more amenable to whatever you wish.

Cool.

So I fixed dinner, gave Ron another drink after dinner, to help with his pills, and then sucked him before bed. But not to a cum. Never to a cum. Not now, when I had a plan to…make him more amenable.

I had actually ordered panties for Ron from Amazon, and they arrived the next day.

Actually, guilty confession here, they weren’t exactly woman’s panties. They were transgender panties. Slick and stretchy for the pouch, and designed to keep him horny.

“Ron!” I called him into the den after I had opened and inspected the packages.

He entered the room and I handed him the box of panties. He looked at it and his face turned a little white. He was having a hard time with this. Good. The hornier they are the harder they fall.

“I don’t want to wear these.”

“Too bad, so sad, makes me glad,” I chanted at him.

“I’m just going to go buy my own underwear.”

“And I’ll just cut them up,” I snapped, haughtily. “And maybe I’ll cut up what’s in them, too.”

He blinked at that. No man likes to think of the loss of his most precious body organ. “What’s going on? Why are you doing this?”

“Because I want you to experience what it is like being the better half.”

“And wearing your underwear is going to do that?”

“Do you like that scratchy stuff? You cock just packed away like it means nothing? Go on, try on those underwear. They will fit you better, and you will enjoy the sensations.”

He grumped, but turned away.

In two minutes he was back, and he was wearing a pretty pink pair of panties and his tatty tee shirt.

“What the fuck is this?” He held up a matching bra.

“It’s a bra. I didn’t know you liked bras? I would have gotten you one sooner!”

He was starting to blink, and I could tell he was already starting to be overwhelmed.

“Seriously?” he sounded a little choked.

“Actually,” I lied, “I didn’t know that was there. I must have ordered a panty set without realizing it. But since you have it…” I looked down. “Nice fit. Come here.”

He couldn’t help it. His cock walked over to me, his body following. I put my hand on his new, transgender panties and felt his package. His cock was hard, very hard, but it was still confined inside the material. “Oh, that’s nice.” I rubbed him and his knees gave a bit.

I let go and looked up at him. “Was there anything else?”

Oh, there was, he wanted to squirt in the worst possible way, but it was obvious what I was doing, and he was actually a bit embarrassed, and…he hesitated, then he blurted, “There’s some weird panties in that box.”

“Weird? How so?”

“Like, I don’t know. One has a ring in it, an elastic ring, and another one…” he turned bright red, “it looks like a pussy!”

I grinned in delight. “Oh, goodie! Go try them on! I want a beauty pageant right here, right now.”

“But…but…”

“If you do that I might be convinced to suck on your cock for a while.”

“Really?”

The poor boy. He was out of control, his own control, and under mine.

“Sure. Now go put on a pair and come out and show me.”

He left, and came back a minute later. He was wearing a skin colored, rubbery pussy. I mean it. A pussy. I recognized it at once, of course. The description of it, on Amazon, was ‘Y16T Mens Hiding Gaff Panty Insert Pads, Pluggable Transgender Crossdressing Pad for Crossdresser Cosplay.’

What a mouthful, eh? But seeing my man in it, his cock in the inner sleeve and totally hidden, a fake pussy on his front, one that I could, and did, insert a finger into…I thought I was going to cum in my panties. And I had just cum the day before. Whew!

And, in spite of his protestations, this panty thing was making him hornier and hornier.

Heh.

The next item was a gaff. It was tight and low, and his cock and balls were bent back between his legs. And, I have to tell you, that must have been painful. He was getting so hard, and then to bend it back like that…whew for him!

“Better save that one for when I’ve drained you.”

He gave me a funny look at the remark, but I didn’t explain myself, and he was in a hurry for a blow job, so he ran out of the room, and returned a minute later with another pair of panties. And another and another. And each one seemed to make him harder and hornier.

Finally, he was done. And back in the pretty pink ones.

I smiled at him, and I pulled them down and put my educated lips to work.

And now I had to be careful. He had reached that drippy stage where it wouldn’t take much to make him squirt his load. I blew him slowly, fondled him gently, and he kept jerking and twitching, but I managed to keep him right on the edge. Dripping and hip jerking and eyes rolled back desperation.

And I stopped.

“Come on,” he whined, begging. “Get me off.”

“Oh, no. That comes later.”

“How much later?” he pleaded.

“Oh, I don’t know. But I’ll tell you what…if you wear that bra tonight, when we meet Jill and Tommy for dinner, that would probably go a long way towards making me want a little desert, if you know what I mean.”

He did. And he grinned.

“So, go. Try it on. I’ll help you with the fit.”

He trotted off, and returned holding the terribly frightening instrument of torture that terrified him so. At least, it made him red in the face and confused.

I held it up and he put his arms out and I slid the straps over his shoulder. “Turn around.” He turned, and I fastened the clasp. “Turn around.”

He turned, and it was perfect. It was pink, like his panties, and it was a training bra with not much cup. It held his pecs perfectly. His little nipples poked out the thin material of the cups and he looked so cute.

“Oh, that is wonderful.”

“It is?” he asked dubiously. Horny but dubious. What a wonderful combination.

“It is. Can you take it off?”

He tried. He reached his arms back up behind, and over the shoulder, but the clasp was perfectly situated so he couldn’t reach it. He just wasn’t flexible enough.

“Can you help me?” he asked.

“Nope.”

He looked at me, his eyes quizzical.

“Wear it today. Get used to it. You’ll be glad when we go to dinner.”

“Well, I…”

I rubbed the front of his panties, stroked his cock, and his breath caught.

“Why not. It’s only you and me, and I want you to feel how good it feels. Are you horny?”

“Uh…yeah. Sort of.”

Sort of? Ha! He was so horny he was dripping, and the evidence was on the front of his panties as a patch of moisture grew.

“So wear that bra, right through dinner. Maybe you’ll get your rocks off.”

“Maybe?” He was no dummy. I had teased him for two days, and he wanted to reach the goal line.

I stared at him. then: “If you do what I say, wear whatever I want, then I will get you off during dinner.”

“During dinner?”

“While you’re eating your steak. While you saw back and forth and cut your meat, I will be sawing back and forth on your meat, too. If you manage to cum, and I will do my best to make you cum, then…” I shrugged.

“Cum during dinner.”

“But I’m going to do more than make you wear a bra and panties.”

“How much more,” he asked suspiciously.

“Garters and nylons,” I said.

He stood, and contemplated. Well, actually his dick contemplated, but his head went along with it.

“And I just have to wear those four things. Panties and garter, nylons and bra.”

“That’s it.”

“But…I’ll be eating!”

“Have you ever had an orgasm in front of other people? Without them even seeing or understanding?”

“No…” unsure, but excited.

“Then try it. If it doesn’t work then you can come home and jack off.”

“Jack off?”

I shrugged. “You’ve got options.”

But he didn’t. Not really.

“How would you reach my dick…when it’s in my panties?”

Ha! He had called them ‘my panties,’ assuming his way into my kink.

“Before the steaks arrive go to the bathroom. You can cut a hole in the panties. Get your dick out, and I will stroke you. God, you’re going to be so excited you won’t be able to stand it. You might be a little shy at first, but as I play with you and stroke you you’ll get hornier and hornier. And you’ll be acting all so nonchalant as we talk and chat, but my hand will be under the table, working madly. We can get Tom and Jill a little drunk first, but you only have one drink. They’ll be too drunk to notice, and you’ll get closer and closer. Your dick will be dripping, and it will be so fucking hard. Maybe Tom will be talking about football, or golf, or something, and you’ll feel that little trigger click way down there. You’ll take a sip of water to mask any facial expression. Maybe you’ll choke a little bit, trying to swallow when the sperm shoots out. but…there you go.”

“And if it doesn’t work. If I don’t get off…”

“Then you have my permission to come home and masturbate. Of course, I’ll have to watch. But…” I lifted my shoulders in a shrug.

He stood there for a long minute, thinking, his mind running over the scenario.

Getting his rocks off, right in front of people.

Then he nodded.

“Okay. Then…how do we work this?”

“Like I say, wear the bra the rest of the day. And before we go out I’ll help you put on some nylons and a garter. We head for the restaurant and…” I smiled.

“Just wear panties and bra, garter and nylons.” I could tell he was talking himself into it.

“That’s all.”

He paused, then looked at me. His gaze was firm as he had made up his mind. “Okay.”

“Okay,” I replied, and I smiled.


PART TWO

“You’ve got to shave your legs if you’re going to wear nylons.”

“Oh, come on,” he laughed.

“Seriously.”

“What?” he turned and frowned at me. “Why?”

“Number one, it looks stupid to have all those scrunched up hairs under your second skin. Number two, it’s going to feel so sexy cool that you will be elevated to a whole new level of hard on. Number three, because I said so.”

He thought on that for a few seconds, then, “Okay.” But he didn’t like it.

“Here, it’s easier than shaving.” I tossed him a bottle of Nair.  He caught it and looked at it. “Nair? Really?”

“Absolutely. Women have been using it for years, and you like to feel my legs, don’t you?”

“Well, uh…”

Long story short, he used the Nair. He got out of the shower a little bit red-faced, but bald as a baby’s butt that had just been shaved. Or Nair-ed.

“This is weird,” he remarked, as he pulled on the garters.

“Only if weird is sexy,” I was sitting at my vanity table and making up my face. I especially worked on plumping the lips, the red, then gloss. Baby, he loved my lips, and he would be thinking of them all night.

He pulled on the cock ring underwear I had gotten him. It was a thong with an elastic cock ring. The pouch that normally covered his package could be pulled down easily and put under the balls when he was ready.

I was wearing a half bra, the tips showing, and I was going to wear a simple jacket. I would be bulging, and the slightest turn and I would be visible. A little jump and I would bounce with the best of them.

He put on his bra, I had helped him take it off for the shower, and I had to help him put it on again. I snapped his strap when I was done. “Sexy bitch.”

He looked at me funny, then sat down and rolled the nylons up his legs.

“How’s that feel?” I asked.

“Electric,” he admitted.

“Sexier than socks?”

“Uh, yeah.”

I could tell what he was thinking. He was a man, dammit! It might feel so cool, and make his cock stick out, but…it was women’s clothing!

“Nice,” I said, turning to face him.

He didn’t say anything, his own thoughts were overwhelming him, and I knew he was going to need some alcohol pretty quick.

He pulled on cargo pants. slipped into a black tee shirt and started to put on a short sleeve shirt. A thick one with pockets.

“Why don’t you just wear the tee shirt?”

He looked at me, his eyes black with a thousand yard stare. Man, he was thinking. “People would see the bra straps.”

“People see my bra straps all the time. Don’t you think it’s sexy?”

“For you.” He wasn’t laughing.

I put on a skirt, then my jacket. I was already wearing nylons and heels. I stood up and he whistled.

“Wowzer, baby. Are you…are you going to go with just a jacket?”

“Sure.”

“People can see an awful lot.”

“And you can too. And you’ll be dreaming of unwrapping this package all the way home.”

“If I don’t cum.” He was quick.

“Well, if you don’t, it won’t be my fault.”

The way his mouth worked, he was on edge. Lord, that boy was whore-kneeeee!

We hoped into the car and he started driving across town. As we drove I kept my hand in his lap. “How’s the hose?”

“Wow. I can feel everything sliding on my legs. It enhances everything.”

“And how’s that old cock?”

He groaned in answer.

We pulled into the parking lot at Charlie Coyote’s. It was already packed with cars, couples were sauntering toward the entrance, and music was blaring in the evening.

Charlie Coyote’s is the place to be. A cafe during the day, it turns into a robust night club at night.

Inside was a jostling crowd. Men in sleek suits, or casual, women in gowns and latex and whatever. There was a dance floor in the center, surrounding by a ring of tables, then booths. At the far wall was a bar with the hardest working bartenders in all of Los Angeles.

We turned right, through the crowd, and entered the patio. At the far side Tom and Jill were waiting for us. They waved, we waved, and soon we were all sitting and imbibing.

Well, they were imbibing, and we made sure they kept doing so at a good pace.

Tom worked on a bourbon and Coke, and made it last. I sipped at a sedate pace. I was having fun, Tom and Jill were getting blotto, and I don’t think the alcohol was affecting Ron at all. He was just too stimulated, too excited.

“So you think the Laker’s have a chance?”

Now, normally, Ron and Tom would be in a fast and furious argument about statistics and positions and trades and all that sort of thing. But Ron kept interjecting comments and let Tom do the arguing.

Jill and I chatted about this and that, and it was quite pleasant. Then Jose arrived. “What would you fine senors and senioritas like to order?”

We ordered. Filet Mignon for me. Jill, traitor, had a salad. But she has to watch her figure. Ron ordered prime rib, and so did Tom. Then Ron stood up and said, “Got to hit the head,” he managed not to look at me and blush.

We sat and talked as Tom went to the bathroom.

“Ron seems a bit subdued,” observed Jill. “Is everything all right?”

Tom was glanced, very fixedly, at a woman with enormous boobs, probably a porn star.

I whispered to Jill, “He thinks he’s going to get lucky.”

Jill almost spit her drink out. “He’s not?” she giggled.

“Not if I can help it. I’ve got him wearing nylons and a bra, and he is about to bust.”

She glanced at Tom, who had actually turned in his chair and his whole attention was on the woman bouncing past us.

I whispered, “I’m going to jack him off during dinner.”

She stared at me, laughed, stared some more, and Tom turned back to us. “Was that Holly Halston?”

Neither of us answered, and Jill was staring at me with open faced admiration.

Tom returned, and our steaks, and one salad, arrived. My hand, of course, slid under the tablecloth and to the side.

Ron didn’t show anything. Kept cutting and eating, and he even kept up the conversation with Tom. Sort of.

Jill stared, gulped some of her drink, toyed with her salad, and tried to watch without being observed.

Though he looked attentive, Ron wouldn’t have known if an elephant walked into the room and crapped on the table.

Oh, it was a good show. He muttered his, ‘Oh, yeahs,’ and ‘sures,’ and looked like he was paying attention. But he wasn’t.

He was feeling my small hands stroke his cock. Up and down, light nails over the head.

He was breathing harder and harder, and trying not to.

He sipped his drink. He kept his eyes on Tom, and he was getting closer and closer.

Jill nudged her fork and it fell off the table. She leaned over and ducked down to pick it up.

Ron panicked. He put one hand down and tried to push my hand away, to close his legs, but I tightened my grip and wouldn’t let him.

Jill got a good eyeful. She saw how I had manipulated his cock out of his pants. She saw his penis, red and swollen and ready to squirt. Later she would tell me that it was drooling pre-cum. And she saw his nylons under his cargo pants.

She sat up, wiped her fork on her napkin, glanced at Ron, and looked at me.

But in that glance Ron knew that she knew. He was petrified. He kept trying to get his cock back, but I wouldn’t let go.

The tension was palpable, and Tom would notice in a second.

Jill’s a pretty smart girl, though, and she saw what had happened, how the moment was evaporating. She turned her attention to Ron and said directly to him, “Go on with what you’re doing.”

Ron opened and closed his mouth. He was quite red, but…it worked. She knew, he knew, and I obviously knew, and Tom was saying, ‘It’s on Youtube. It’s called ‘How Ridiculous,’ and they do things like drop cars on giant hatchets, try to squash toilets with three ton hammers, and…” he blathered on and on, drunk and oblivious to what we were doing.

Jill smiled, opened the top buttons of her blouse and waved a hand to fan her face. “Is it hot in here? Or is it my imagination?”

Ron was torn, his hips wanted to jerk and thrust, my hand was driving him crazy, and  Jill was showing him her boobs. She unbuttoned another button, pulled the sides of the blouse apart. Her tits were almost falling out, and I worked my hand slower and slower.

Tom: “And they got this little rubber dinosaur called ‘Rexie,’ and they keep trying to destroy him. Put him in the toilet when the three ton hammer drops, that sort of thing…”

I stopped fondling the knob, he was too close. I stroked, and I stroked slowly, stopping, watching him. His eyes were glazed and his dick was pulsing, but I had him a sort of a never land, right on the edge, but never over.

“Is that Holly Halston?” Tom blurted.

The woman with the big breasts walked by again.

“Why don’t you do get an autograph,” Jill suggested.

“What? No.”

“Really. Go on. It’ll make your day. Hell, it’ll make your year.”

“Well, it…it…uh…”

“Go on,” and Jill pushed him.

So he did. He got up, crossed the room and stood behind her and said something.

The woman turned, and they started chatting, and then she took out an eyeliner pencil and had him unbutton his shirt and lift his tee.

Meanwhile, Jill leaned forward and placed her hand over Tom’s. “Are you really going to shoot your sperm right here? Under the table.”

Ron tried to look at me, but she had captured him. He said, “You told her.”

I said, “So what. Are you going to cum or not?”

“Hold it back, Ron,” Jill whispered. “Stay horny.”

“I…I can’t…I’ve got to…”

I let go of him.

He deflated like the Goodyear blimp. He just dwindled down into himself.

Jill laughed. “Good boy.”

He looked at me, and he was so conflicted. His secret was out. He knew that she knew that he was wearing women’s underwear, and getting hand jobs, and…and was right on the edge of squirting.

“You told…you told…”

“And how are you feeling now?”

“Humiliated.”

“And hard.”

“Embarrassed.”

“And hard.”

“Ashamed.”

Jill squeezed his hand. “Aw. Poor boy. Has a cock that women dream of, and he’s going to get lucky tonight.”

“Maybe,” I said.

Ron looked back and forth between us, then focused on me. “Maybe?”

“I really don’t want you to cum.”

“So we’re not going to fuck tonight?”

“Well, I said you could jack off, but now I don’t even want you to do that.”

“But…”

“I’ve got something better in mind.”

“What?”

At that moment Jose came by to check on us.

“Bad Jose!” I admonished.

“He became quite serious. Jose is a charm, and he takes anything you say to heart.

“Is there something more I can do?”

“Jose, you haven’t kept us in suds.”

We could see his Latin mind working around the words, then he brightened up. “Oh, suds…like dreenk!”

“Exactly. Now, I’ll take six bourbon and Cokes. And Jill, what do you want?”

Jill ordered for herself and Tom, and I added, “Fast service for big tips, amigo.”

The dollar signs flickered in Jose’s eyes, and he sprinted off to fill our order.

And Tom came back, holding his tee shirt up so we could see.

Hally Halston

Right over the right nipple. And her lip print was right on his nipple.

“See? It was her!”

We all laughed, admired the lips on his nipple, and Jose returned with the drinks.

And the party really got started.

We drank until midnight. Tom and Jill kept their high, and Ron got riotous. He was horny, excited, desperate, frustrated, and I made sure he had a drink in his hand the whole night.

By midnight we had reached a comfortable peak. Tom and Jill were laughing and happy and ready to go home and go to bed.

Ron was ready to go anywhere and do anything. He would have taken off his clothes and danced naked on Sunset if I had asked him.

I was just a little high.

So we departed that place of frivolity, and I drove home.

Ron wanted to, but he was in no condition. The fact was that he would have been a drunken mess, except he was horny. That was keeping an edge of sobriety on him.

So I drove, and he played with the radio, and we sauntered through the smog laden Hollywood scene. Call girls on Hollywood Blvd. Rap music blaring from a dozen cars at the In and Out fast food place next to Hollywood High. Police cars sharking along the streets, looking for trouble.

“You told Jill I was…you were…”

“I did. It really made it hotter, didn’t it?”

“Well, it was hot.”

“Did you like staring at her tits?”

“Uh…”

“She has a great set, doesn’t she?”

“Well, uh…”

“Would you like to fuck her?”

“I want to fuck you.”

“That’s not going to happen.”

Even drunk, that registered in his simple cranium.

“What? Why not? I’m your husband!”

“So where does it say in our marriage vows that I have to lay down and spread my legs whenever you say?”

He blinked.

“Marriage vows were written by a man, and they are pronounced by a man, and they are designed to make a woman a victim.”

“But…you…I…”

He was not only drunk, he was flabbergasted. His drunken mind couldn’t even begin to cope with what I was saying.

“So we are going to rewrite our marriage vows tonight. And we’re going to rewrite them so they benefit the woman for a change.”

“But…you…I…”

“First, you will wear what I want you to wear. And since we are the same size, except for tits, we will be able to trade dresses and underwear and even make up.”

“What?” He actually reeled in his seat, as if I had punched him.

“You heard me right. And, as for your tits…I’ve been giving you hormones. And they will start taking effect in the not too distant future. Yes, hubbie of mine, you are about to grow a pair. A real pair. Do you think you will like wearing tits?”

“But…are you…” his mind was sorting through what I had said and he was having a lot of difficulty. Male minds. They just aren’t built to cope.

“And if the hormones don’t work well enough, I’m going to get you breast implants. If we’re going to stay married then I want my man to have some righteous tits. The kind of tits I can be proud of.”

Ron went silent. I let him be for a few moments, we were getting close to home, and I asked, “What are you thinking?”

“You’ve been giving me hormones?”

“Yep. Industrial strength. The best money can buy. Within a week you’ll go through an extra horny stage, so we have to change your sexual preferences before then. I’m not going to waste my time laying down or sucking on you all hours of the day. That’s for a world designed by men. So we’ll change the way we do sex, and you’ll like it. I’ve been reading up on it, and all men do.”

“What kind of hormones?”

“Lots of estrogen. I haven’t totally canceled out your dick. After you go through the extra horny stage you’ll probably shrink a little, but you won’t go limp. You’ll be less able, and that will probably make you more horny. And I’m not going to let you in me. I find a dildo so much more pleasurable. A dildo doesn’t suddenly go limp and crawl away and leave me high and dry. Oh, you’ll still get in me, every once in a while, when I feel like the warmth and heat of flesh. But you won’t be cumming in me anymore. Mostly, I’ll be getting in you.”

“What?” His voice squeaked in shock.

“Oh, I like that. I want you to start speaking in a higher voice.”

“But…why? Why are you doing this?”

“I’ve been reading, and it turns out that you're not alone. More than half a percent of the people in the United States are transgender. I’ve always thought you a little soft, in spite of your macho posturing, and I decided it was time for you to go all the way and discover your true self.

“But…I don’t want to!”

“You don’t know if you want to until you’ve tried it.”

“But I don’t want to try it!”

“Did you like wearing nylons and bra tonight?”

“Well…no.”

I laughed. “the bull shat and you stepped in it. You were having more fun than Bill Clinton on Epstein’s Island.”

“But…”

I turned into our driveway.

“I’m not going to do it.”

I turned to him. “Let’s go in and discuss it.”

“I don’t want to talk…”

I lost the rest of his words because I was already out of the car and half up the walk to the front door.

I heard his door slam and he hurried after me.

Inside, I went right to the liquor cabinet and poured him his favorite. He stood in the doorway, pouting. I put the glass on the table and went back to mix myself a wine spritzer.

When I turned around he had sat, and was huddled over his drink, no doubt feeling sorry for himself. I sat down across from him and leaned back.

“So. Tell me why you don’t want to have an adventure.”

“Because I’m a man! I was born a man! I like being a man!”

“But you married me, and I’m sick of you being a man. Especially a weak willed, namby pamby one.”

“That’s unfair of you to say…”

He blathered on, and I took off my jacket. He stopped talking. I sat there, in a bra. My large breasts pointing over the half bra at him. My nipples were erect.

“You see these nipples?”

He gulped.

“They are erect at the idea of you doing what I want you to do. You’ve been in charge too long, and now I’m taking charge, and these nipples are excited at that.”

“But…”

“Furthermore, they are showing my excitement for the idea of you wearing those nylons, that bra. I can’t wait to dress you up all the way.”

“But I don’t—“

“Shut up.”

I was proud, happy, in command. He was drunk, compromised in dress, and conflicted because he liked it. He simply couldn’t argue against his cock.

“These are the new rules of our marriage.”

He opened his mouth to speak, but before he could say anything I continued.

“When we go somewhere I will always drive. You will do the laundry, and I want you to hand wash our lingerie. I will tell you when you can dress as a man, there will be times when I want people to think we are still traditional in our marriage. But some of the time, and all the time around the house, you will be in full female dress, including make up. You will do the dishes. You will run the vacuum, do the lawn, and all the chores. And your reward, if you do these things quickly and promptly, is that once a month I will drain you. You will, of course, be expected to give me as much oral sex as I wish. I will order a chastity tube, and…and that’s about it. Do you have any reservations before you say ‘I do?’”

Oh, he had reservations, but…I had decided, and so it was a done deal. He just had to learn to deal with it.

As we talked, I kept his glass filled. I was going to have to make sure he stayed drunk for a couple of days, until I had him completely changed over.

Finally, he ran out of objections. Talk wise, that is.

Mentally, emotionally, he was a mess, but I had expected that. After all, this was a total role reversal, a power exchange of significant magnitude. Tell the truth, I expected more fireworks from him. But, then, he had never been really all that manly.

It was about four in the morning when I took his hand and led him back to the bedroom.

He was sloshed, but he would remember this all on the morrow.

I sat him on the bed and I unbuttoned his shirt and pulled it off. I tossed it on the floor and said, “You can pick it up tomorrow, when you do the wash.”

He opened his mouth and I covered it with my hand. “Don’t talk, you’ve had your chance to talk, now it’s time to play a little, and get you used to your new role.

Still, he would have said something, but I took off his shoes, tossed them aside, and pulled down his cargo pants.

His cock was about as erect as I had ever seen it. It was red enough to be angry, and maybe it was, but I was brooking no nonsense. I grabbed his balls and squeezed. “Say ‘I do.’”

He didn’t.

So I took him in my mouth and began working him.

“Say ‘I do.’”

Oh, Lord, he resisted. But he didn’t stand a chance.

I twisted his nipples, sucked on them. I ground my pussy on his face. I even sat on his penis, let him feel that golden tube for awhile.

Before he could cum, however, I got off. Went back to sucking.

“Say ‘I do.’”

It took me an hour. An hour of him gasping, and gulping, and trying to talk, but he really had no chance.

“Okay! I will! I do! Anything you want! But, please…let me cum!”

“I will, sort of.”

“Sort of?” His eyes were bloodshot, his mouth was slack, he was desperate.

“For the life of our marriage, you have been fucking me. Didn’t matter if I didn’t feel like it, I had to do it. If you were horny, no matter what, even if I had my period, you got your way. Now the high heel is on the other foot, and I’m going to get my way.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means shut up, my darling bride, and this will be the marriage of our life. Come here.”

I tugged him across the room and sat him in the chair in front of my vanity table. I took out my nail kit and began preparing his hands.

“What are you doing?”

“Giving you a proper set of fingernails. the ones you’ve got are battered and chipped and downright ugly.”

He tried to take his hand away. I pulled it right back. I glared into his eyes. “You either let me do this, or you get your shit together and get out. I’m in charge now, and this is my house, and if you want to live here then you have to do what I say.”

“But the man is in charge!”

“You said ‘I do.’ You knew the new rules. Now you do what I say, or I kick you the fuck out.”

He looked like soaked owl, sad and wide-eyed.

I pressed red fingernails on him. I used super glue, so he was going to be living with these for a while. He could wear gloves if I wanted him to go out like a man, but…now he was going to have a woman’s hands.

“I’ll do your toes tomorrow, and you can learn to do your own nails over the next few weeks, hopefully by the time the hormones are in full swing you’ll have figured it out.”

“And if I haven’t?” he blubbered.

“Then everybody will laugh at what an ugly woman you are.”

I moisturized and cleansed his face. I primed it, put some foundation on it, and then introduced some color. I hid his masculine lines and shadows and softened and feminized his face. I went to work on his eyes, and all the time he kept trying to talk his way out of it.

But it was too late. I had made up my mind, he had agreed, and it was a done deal. And I wasn’t about to give up my new found power…no way, no how.

The breaking point was the lipstick. There is something so powerful about lipstick, and the redder it is the more powerful it is. I had plumped his lips, they were nice and fat, and I painted them red. Long lasting lipstick. Very shiny. I made him look at himself in the mirror, and he was fascinated.

He was also growing tired. I had to hurry up before the moment passed.

I got out my wig and put it on him. Beautiful. Now he truly looked like a girl.

Then I pulled a dress over his head, and even made him put on high heels.

He stood in front of the mirror, absolutely gorgeous, and then I took pictures.

He stood, saw himself, and was amazed, and that changed him.

“I actually look like a woman!”  he murmured.

“At heart, you are a woman. You’re always been a woman. As I said, a bit more than half a percent of the people in the United States are the wrong sex, and I have always known that you were one of them. Now you know, and now you can start having fun with your life. Are you ready to consummate our new marriage?”

“Consu—what do you mean?”

I went to the dresser and opened the bottom drawer. I took out the package I had order some weeks before, when I had been planning this whole scene.

I began putting it on and his eyes grew wider. Much wider.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m about to shove this dick up your ass, if you don’t mind. And even if you do.” I lubed up the plastic penis. Lots of lube. I wanted this to go in easily.

“I don’t think…” he was trying to back away, but I had the strap on on now, and my hands were free. He tried to get past me to leave the room, but he was awkward in his high heels. I grabbed him and swung him around, propelled him towards the bed. I wasn’t as strong as him, but I was definitely more sober than him.

He hit the bed and lay on his belly.

I moved up behind him and lifted his skirt.

“What are you…”

I pushed him forward on the bed.

I moved between his legs and pulled his panties down.

He tried to climb up on the bed to get away, and that was exactly what I wanted. Him mid climb, I pushed, and the head of my penis popped into his rectum.

“Oh!” He jerked his hips forward, which braced them against the edge of the bed, and that gave me more access and better leverage. I pushed, and went in. All the way in.

He made a squeaking sort of a sound, and he fell forward and grabbed the sheets of the bed with his fists.

I began to move in and out, nice, even strokes. He didn’t have the leverage to get away, and my weight kept him down.

“Hey…hey…hey…!

“Yes,” I whispered.

I continued entering him, pulling back, and, since he couldn’t get away, it became familiar, and he began to accept my rhythm.

“Stop that!” He cried weakly.

As if I would!

I kept him pinning and started wiggling it around inside him.

“Oh, fuck!” he whispered.

I moved my hands to his hips, held them firmly, and corkscrewed my way into his fine ass.

“Oh, God!” he whimpered, and his ass, his sexy ass, began to move back against me.

I picked up speed, now that he was liking it. I began to move harder and harder, and he gasped and went with it.

For long minutes I pushed into him, then I slowed down. He was ripe, and maybe I could drain him.

I leaned on him and kissed his ear and whispered, “I’m going to put pressure on your prostate. It you’re lucky you might get a cum, maybe even get rid of some of that nasty sperm you’ve been storing up.”

He said something, I think he tried to nod, then I raised myself and pushed down on his butt. I pulled half out and worked the dildo around inside him.

I felt it when when the tip of my dick found his prostate. And he felt it, too. He grunted, and said, “I’m going to pee.”

“Go ahead. Relax. Let it happen.”

He did. He had given himself up to me, had submitted to my weight and authority, and he relaxed and wiggled his butt a bit, and the semen started to come out of his pecker. It spread across the front of his panties, and he groaned in happiness.

“Oh, that feels good.”

“I’ll do this once a month to you, if you’re a good girl.

“I will be,” he muttered.

Then we were done. He was drained, and convinced of the glory of anal sex.

Life is good now. He goes to work as a man, with female underwear underneath his suit, of course.

As soon as he comes home he changes into a woman and does his chores.

He loves me, and gives me as much cunnilingus as I can handle. And I can handle a lot.

He hasn’t been back inside of me for months, but that’s okay. I’ve got a dildo. And sometimes, if he’s good, I let him wear it. It’s nice to see the frustration on his face as he acts like a man without feeling a thing. It’s good to remind him of what he once was.

And he’s goto a tremendous set of ta tas now. Bigger than mine. No need for implants, he was really ready, hormonally speaking, to be a woman.

And once a month, or more, if he needs it, I remind him who’s boss. I put on that strap on and show him who man in this relationship is.

And he likes it.

And the only pity is that  more women don’t do this. The world would be a much kinder place if they did.

END


Full Length Books from Gropper Press

[image: funny breast cov use.jpg]

 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


Female Led and Feminized!

He asked for it…and he got it!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Oh, man. I’ve had it.”

I sank down in my easy chair and didn’t want to move.

Bonnie, my wife, looked up from where she was paying bills. She lifted a wry eyebrow and said, “What’s your beef now?”

“I tell ya, the world is stacked against me.”

“What? Rough time at work?” She leaned back and placed her pen on the table and stretched.

“I’ll say.” I heaved a big sigh. “The government wants to inspect. The IRS claims I owe them back taxes. The union says I have to hire trans people, there’s supply shortages…how’s a guy supposed to make any money?

“Poor boy,” Bonnie said.

I looked at my wife. She’s a babe. Good looking, reddish hair that she keeps long, green eyes that sparkle, and boobs that won’t quit. All right, I’m a sexist. I admit it, so sue me. But right then I was less than happy with her facetious manner.

“A little commiseration would be all right.”

“I’d commiserate except…”

“What?”

“All you do is complain. You’re making good money…heck, you don’t even have to work! And all you do is complain. You’ve got your own company, but the way you play it you’re the victim. Oh, poor you.”

I shook my head in disgust, pushed myself up and headed for the game room. In the game room I headed for the wet bar and filled a glass with ice, slopped some bourbon and Coke into it, and tossed the concoction down my throat.

“So your problems are too big for you to face. Resorting to alcohol. Soon you’ll be wandering the streets, brown bag in hand, looking for hand outs.”

I turned to find out that Bonnie had followed me in. She was laughing at me.

“Heysoos. Does this look like a dogpile? Climb down, bitch.”

She sauntered over, poured herself a stiff one, and considered me. “So, quit.”

“No.”

“Hire somebody to do the work for you.”

“No.”

“Then stop your whining and grow up.”

I leaned on the bar and faced her. “Listen, if you knew how rough I had it you’d take a different attitude.”

She shot right back, “And if you knew the trials and tribulations of making yourself beautiful all day, then having to lay down for a self pitying slug…” She gave a big ‘HA!’, tilted her glass and glugged.

“So you think you work harder than me.”

“I know I do.”

“Prove it.”

“I work harder than you because I don’t even have time to complain about how unfair life is.”

I blinked, there was some kind of logic in there, but I didn’t like it. “The bull shat, baby, and you’re standing in it.”

“You’re the bull and you’re shitting all over yourself.”

“I get up at six and read the financials. I get to work at seven and call meetings with the department heads. By nine, when everybody else shows up I’ve been working for three hours.”

She retorted, “I get up at six and do Pilates, yoga and karate.” By nine o’clock I’ve worked a full physical day and I’m just getting started.”

“Ha! I have meetings all day long. I solve problems. I meet with city officials and have conference calls with foreign companies.”

“So you sit on your ass and talk all day. I clean the house, do the shopping, and still have time to do volunteer work.

“Ahhh!” I growled and through my hands up.

“What’s the matter?” she taunted. “Can’t take it?”

“I can take anything you dish out.”

We were face to face now. Breathing hard and meaning business.

She grabbed my tie and curled it around her hand. “If you even tried to do my day you’d end up whining and crying. You’d be screaming for help within a day.”

“And if you tried my job,” I snarled at her, “You’d be pulling all that beautiful hair out be the roots, biting your pretty, red nails down to the quick, and crying all night long.

“Prove it!” she snapped.

From that point there really was nowhere else to go, but Bonnie managed. She threw my tie back at my chest and walked out of the room.

Stupid me, I followed so as to gloat.

“So it’s you that can’t take it!” I chortled.

She went to the end table and picked up a book. She tossed it to me. “Read that, and if you’re still game, then it’s game on.”

I looked at the book.

Female Led Relationships

by

Alyce Fee Mail

“Ha!” I laughed. The author’s name is ‘A Female.’ That about says it all.”

“Yeah, well you read it and then tell me it’s stupid. Now, you’ve pissed me off and I’m going to bed. Don’t bother trying to come in and rub your uglies against me.”

“I won’t!”

She slammed the door and I was left with that substitute for sex…a book.

I looked at it again. I thought about drilling a hole in it and using it to jack off. That would teach Bonnie.

I sighed and looked at the bedroom door. Crap. I could go in and kiss ass and beg and whine for a little sex, or I could just sleep on the couch.

Whine or couch.

Whine or couch.

Couch.

The hell with couch or whine. We had a large house, so I just tooled on down to one of the spare bedrooms. I pulled the blanket back, got undressed, and yawned. And found I still had the book in my hand.

I walked into the bathroom and sat on the throne. Time to take care of business. And while I sat I opened up the stupid book and started reading.

An hour later I blinked and put the book down. I had read half the book and was starting to think.

The principle of the book was simple. Women are superior, men are inferior, and women should rule.

Which principle made Chuck chuckle.

However…the idea of making women do some of the things that men did was appealing. Heck, he went and busted his butt all day long. There was no reason that Bonnie couldn’t do some of that butt busting, and then he could do a little of that butt sitting around that she did.

He smiled. Yes. They could change places a little bit. Then she could go to work a couple of days a week, and he could sit around the house, do a little vacuuming, and drink a lot beer.

The more he thought about it, the better the idea seemed. He would give her enough rope to hang herself. He would pretend that he wanted a female led relationship long enough to take a few days off, and then when she fell on her face she would not only know that men’s lives were tougher, but that maybe she better be glad that he allowed her to clean house.

Delighted with his decision, he went to bed and made plans. Tomorrow he would drop the bombshell on Bonnie, and she would be grateful…just long enough to realize that he was the man of the house, the king of the castle, the lord and master.

Unfortunately, things didn’t go exactly as he planned.

The next day was Friday, so he knocked off early and came home to ‘educate’ Bonnie.

“Hello, honey,” he chirped cheerfully, walking in the door.

Bonnie eyed him carefully, but since he wasn’t whining or complaining, she softened up.

“Let’s go out to dinner and I’ll tell you the good news.”

Now Bonnie smiled. She rapidly got ready and Chuck held the door open so she could pass.

Chuck drove their Jag easily through the streets and headed for Charley Coyote’s. It was a hopping night spot with a restaurant that served the best steaks this side of Texas.

“What’s the good news,” asked Bonnie.

“I’ll tell you once we’ve ordered and have a drink or two. But, let me tell you, it’s going to make your day.

Totally curious, Bonnie gazed at Chuck.

Chuck was a pretty good catch, truth be told. He worked hard, had created a couple of businesses, and she often wondered why he complained so much.

The Jag pulled into the parking lot and they gave it to a valet and sashayed into the night club.

It was Mexican motief and very classy. The club part was steaming, with men and women dancing and drinking and having a great time.

They walked into the restaurant half of the business and were quickly shown to a table. Five minutes later, their orders in and drinks in hand, Bonnie asked, “So what is the big deal?”

“Honey, you have enlightened me.”

She blinked.

“I read that book last night, most of it, and it was a real eye opener.”

She turned her head slightly and half closed her eyes suspiciously.

“No. I’m serious. This whole women leading the relationship thing, it mades sense. I think we should try it.”

“You’re not kidding me?”

“Cross my heart and hope to squirt.”

Bonnie started to feel about ten years slighter. This was a dream come true.

The truth was that Bonnie was a looker. And she was smart. She had had a good career looking at her before she fell for Chuck, and she often wondered what she would be like if she was turned loose again. Now he was offering her…something. She wasn’t sure what, but…it was a start.

“So next week I’ll stay home a couple of days. I’ll try to do your chores, and you can run the company.”

Bonnie blinked. Run the company?

“Of course you’ll have to make me a list of things to do. And I can leave instructions for you, and I’m always available by cell if you need help.”

Inside he was chortling and rubbing his hands together. As if he needed help running a vacuum. And he would leave detailed instructions for his people so she couldn’t mess everything up. But she didn’t have to know that. Let her be innocent and he would have his fun.

“All right,” she said, a bit dazed by his proposal. You be me and I’ll be you.”

“Exactly.”

“And we’ll do what each other does.”

“Right.”

“Of course you’ll have to wear a dress and make up.”

He blinked and put a finger in his ear. He hadn’t heard that right.

“And I’ll wear a suit. I can wear a tight bra so my boobs don’t show too much.”

His mouth opened and his tongue flopped around like a fish on dry land.

“I can go shopping for clothes for you tomorrow. I’ve pretty much got what I need.”

“Uh…”

“But it will be swell. I’ll wake up in the morning, roll over for a quick fuck, then you can make me breakfast and I can go to work.”

“But I didn’t…”

She looked at him. “Isn’t that what you meant?”

“Well, not all that…I mean, why would I need to wear a dress and make up?”

“Because I do. And you have to do everything I do. After all, it’s in the book.”

He didn’t remember reading all that. It must have been int eh last half of the book. “But I didn’t—“

But Bonnie was going into high gear. “And, if that isn’t enough, remember that I am the female, and I am leading this relationship, so you are going to have to do what I say.”

“But, I—“
“Look! Our food is here.” She spoke to the waiter. “Put the salad in front of him and the steak in front of me.”

The waiters did so, and Chuck tried to regain control of the situation. “Wait, I didn’t mean we should—“

“Oh, this is going to be fun! We’re going to have so much fun. This steak is delicious. How’s your salad?”

Dazed, unsure of what had happened, Chuck forked a bit of green  leaves and placed it in his mouth.

Truth be told, Chuck intended to straighten Bonnie out. She was going a little overboard, and she needed to understand that he wasn’t totally abdicating, just stepping back a little.

Maybe he should have talked about taking a short vacation or something. He definitely should have put his foot down. It’s hard to put your foot down, however, when the other person is exhibiting almost manic happiness.

All through the meal she blabbered on and on about how wonderful Chuck was, and how this was going to totally change them and even how much she loved him for taking such a huge step.

How can you step on somebody who is complimenting you and telling you how much they love you?

So time after time Chuck would open his mouth explain, to modify, to set Bonnie straight, and time after time he shut his mouth and just smiled at her happiness.

She was so happy she not only didn’t discourage him from having a couple of extra drinks, she encouraged him!

So Chuck put up with her blathering and decided he would sit down with her on the morrow and lay out the law.

They drank, they even danced, and a few hours later, sloshed and happy, they made their way home.

At home Chuck thought about setting Bonnie straight right then, but she grabbed him and pulled him down the hallway.

“Oh, Chuck. All this has made me so horny.”

“It has?” He grinned. No way he was going to bust her bubble now!

She even inserted her hand into his pants and grabbed his hog. Now how long had it been since she did that?

In the bedroom she unbuckled him, unzipped him, and went to her knees.

Chuck groaned and his knees grew weak. And his resolve to fix here misunderstandings grew even weaker. After all, if her blathering on about how she was going to fix him up pretty worked this well, he was going to be quiet just a bit longer…and what the heck did it matter if he played a long a little longer? If it was getting him good sex…zowie!

Bonnie got him right to the edge, then she stood up with a laugh.

Usually, at this point, Chuck would lay her down, poke her, do the in and out until he squirted, then roll over and go to sleep. That wasn’t what happened now. Not even close.

Bonnie was like a mad woman. She pushed him back on the bed, she pulled pants off him, threw his shirt into the air, and crawled all over his body.

He laughed and loved it. Heck, this was like back when they were dating!

She kissed him, and he realized how delicious their marriage had been back in the beginning. He wondered why he had let her slack off. He should have been demanding this kind of fucking all along.

“Oh, Chuck,” she sighed as she squatted over him. “This is like a dream come true.” She sat and her pussy engulfed his erection. She slid down his pole and he gasped. Her excitement, her lust, was contagious. He started to rise up, to flip her over and start driving into her, but she had her weight on him, and she pressed against his shoulders and kissed him some more, so he just laid back and let her do the work.

Wasn’t this what he was planning on? Let her do the work, or at least think she was doing the work, while he relaxed and laid back?

So he laid back and she fucked him, pulled his nipples, kissed him, and he found himself rapidly approaching the point of no return.

But she saw that and lifted herself off him.

“Hey!”

“You’re not going to squirt and leave me high and dry.” She thought about it and modified, “high and wet.” And she giggled.

He wanted to get up and throw her over and finish himself off, but she was sitting on him and he was afraid he’d throw her off and she’d fall to the floor.

She leaned down and whispered to him, “Doesn’t that feel good? Not cumming?”

“I’d rather cum,” he answered, trying to arrange their positions so he could flip her over.

She slapped his hands down and said, “Didn’t you read that chapter on sex in a female led marriage?”

“Uh, yeah.” He hadn’t, however. He was going to have to read the second half of that book!

“So you go on and get hard an dI’ll deny you and we’re going to have so much fun!”

Not cum? She was going to deny him an orgasm? Now he was determined to read the second half of the book. He was sort of stuck right now, though. He didn’t want to admit that he had only read half the book.

“So that’s what we’re going to be doing from her on out. I’m going to limit your orgasms. I’m going to fuck you a lot, and I’m going to have lots of orgasms myself, but as a man you have to stop wasting yourself.”

“So you can waste yourself?”

“Men and women are built different, silly. Did you skip over that part?”

“I know that men and women are different!”

“Oh, good.” She squatted over his penis and rubbed the tip of it with her quim. She said, “Men cum and they are empty, they roll over and go to sleep. Women don’t do that. They feel more alive, invigorated, when they cum.”

Chuck said nothing.

She was reaching down there and manipulating his prick. Without undo jacking she was rubbing the head against her vagina. Up and down the slit, pushing it over her clit. Suddenly she groaned. “Yeah,” she said. “Like this!” She flattened out and spread her body over his. Her hips were jerking and her eyes were dazed. She had her hands full of sheets by his ears and she kept twitching for a long minute, then she sagged.

Chuck smiled. Good. Now he could do this the right way. The idea of him not cumming. Ha! Preposterous!

He grabbed her to flip but she pushed back and he felt his cock rub up against her asshole.

“Oh, Chuckie likes that?” she crowed.

She squatted and moving her rectum onto the tip of his cock. “Chuckie likes anal.”

And Chuck did like anal. Anal was different, It was a tighter fuck in certain ways, and her muscles could actually grip him harder.

He relaxed and let her position her rectum on his cock.

Then she slithered down his body and he groaned. She grabbed his cock and shook it. “I know what you’re trying to do, Mister. But those days are over!”

“Come on, honey!”

She bounced up and sat on him. His hard dick was still lubed from her vagina and she slid right down. “Oh, fuck!” she yelped. Don’t move!”

He didn’t. He just lay there and they felt the delicious connection of her engulfing his penis with her asshole.

Then she began to move. Up, down, in, out. Her muscles tightening and rippling along the side of his cock.

“Fuck,” she wheezed happily, grabbing her tits and pulling them. “This is good!”

Again, Chuck would have thrown her off and gotten on top, but the way she was moving, the way her ass gripped him…he knew he would lose the connection. So he settled for being fucked, instead of being the fucker.

Bonnie reached down with both hands She was able to grab the base of his cock with one hand, and jill her clit with the other.

“Fuck! fuck! Fuck!…AHHHH!”

She came again. And he almost came, too, but she had a grip on his cock and stopped him.

“Let go!” He wailed. “I’m going to cum!”

“No!” she almost yelled at him. “You’re not cumming! You have to earn your squirts, buster!”

She fell off him and lay there for a long moment. “God! That was good.”

“Honey, I need to get off.”

She grinned. “Okay. I’ll get off you.”

“No!” He tried to grab her but she was already off him and standing next to the bed. “I need you to get me off.”

She moved closer, pushed his grasping hands away and sat down next to him. Gently, she stroked him.

“Let me squirt!” he begged, and he didn’t understand how this was happening. Usually he lay on her, had his fun, and that was it. But now…it was all fucked up! She was controlling him, and it was making him more and more desperate.

“Now, honey. Calm down.” She moved her hand up and down, stopped just below the head and rubbed the slit with her thumb. He groaned and tried to dislodge her hands, to have his way with her. But, again, she slapped his hands away and kept torturing him.

“Now, listen. Are you horny?”

“Yes!”

“Good. It feels good. Doesn’t it?”

Well, it did, but he wanted to have his orgasm! He was desperate to clench his body and squirt his seed.

“Doesn’t it?” She squeezed him hard to emphasize the question

“Yes! Yes!” He cried.

She said, “And just think how much better it will feel after a few days of this.” And she let go of him.

“Hey! Hey!”

But she was walking across the room.

He got up and strode after her. He had to finish this.

She got into the shower and turned the water on.

He got in and grabbed her, turned her to him.

“Woman!” He started to kiss her, then felt a sharp pain in his groin. His knees buckled and he almost fell. The only thing that stopped him was her hand holding up his testicles, and that was causing him a bit of pain, too.

“Now, honey,” she said sweetly. “You know what the book said about men forcing themselves on women.” She squeezed harder and he would have fallen except that she kept lifting him.

“So don’t be so toxic. Learn your place. Believe me, if you behave yourself I will give you lots of pleasure. And if you don’t I am empowered to administer physical punishment. You don’t want a spanking, do you?”

“No…no…no…” He stuttered. Her grip was so hard he was feeling faint.

“I’m going to let go now, and you will back out and let me have my shower. Okay?”

He nodded his head frantically. He could feel her sharp fingernails digging into his gonads.

She pushed him back and let go. He almost fell when he stepped out of the shower. Then he was just standing there, rubbing his bruised ego and staring through the frosted glass as she soaped and hummed and ignored him.

Fuck! That hurt!

And: Fuck, that felt good!

The sun broke through the window, little lancets that pricked at his eyes and woke up his headache. He groaned…and remembered the night before.

He felt his groin. Yep. That was a hard on down there. Stiff and erect and ready to go. It was even a little wet on the head, so he must have been dripping in his sleep.

He turned to wake up Bonnie, but she wasn’t there.

He blinked. Now where the hell was she? He was always up before her. Even with a hangover he was up ahead of her. But now the bed was empty and she was gone.

He rolled out, staggered a bit, and started dressing. He pulled on shorts, a tee shirt, and headed for the kitchen.

Bonnie wasn’t even in the kitchen. Where had that woman gone at such an ungodly hour?

It was almost ten o’clock!

He opened the fridge, took out a can of Pepsi and rolled it over his forehead, then he popped the top and sucked at it.

The relief was pretty fast. The carbonation bubbled up through his brain and he moved his head a bit, and the hang over started to recede.

Moving slowly, he fixed bacon and toast. That was about all he could stomach. A short while later he walked out to the patio and sat on a lounger. He had forgotten to zip up his shorts and his cock was poking through. Man, it looked mad! It was red and straining. He really should have cum last night. Well, he would get some this morning, when Bonnie came home. They could have that talk, he could get his relief, and the world would be right again.

“What the hell is that thing doing out?” Bonnie chortled, slipping past him and perching on the edge of the edge of the lounge chair. She grabbed his penis and began stroking.

“Oh, fuck!” Chuck blurted. “Finish me off!”

“Not now,” she said. “We’ve got a lot of work to do before you get your reward. We’ve got to get you ready for being a female.”

He opened his mouth.

“Besides, the book said that you won’t be properly attentive if you aren’t kept properly primed at all times.”

She sucked on the head and his mouth closed. God! That felt good!

She stopped moving her mouth on him and held his balls. He could still feel a bit of tenderness from where she had grabbed him the night before, and he winced.

“Oh, was I too rough last night?”

“A little.”

“Well, that’s good. We’ve been entirely too lazy with sex recently. I lay down, you squirt. I lay awake all night.”

That made him blink. He thought he was always giving her pleasure. Didn’t she have a great and grand orgasm every time he boffed her?

“Thank goodness those days are past. I can’t tell you how happy I am that you’ve decided to be a man and let things take their natural course.” She took his dick and spoke into it like it was a microphone. “We’re going to have so much fun!”

“Oh!” He thought he might cum then, but she suddenly lifted, and he was forced to leap to his feet.

“Come on, Chuckles, it’s time to get you ready.”

She almost skipped into the bedroom, and he was forced to follow her, his arms flailing and his mouth open.

She took him into the bathroom, rummaged around through her lotions and potions, then handed him a bottle of Nair. “Hold this.”

He held, blinking like a donkey that had just tripped and fallen on its head, and she stripped his clothes of. “Whew. You haven’t showered yet.” She opened the bottle and began slathering the go on his body.

“What are—“

“But don’t worry. We’re going to put you on a clean regimen. You will be expected, as a woman, to keep yourself extra clean and sweet smelling. No more of this caveman, stinky sweaty aroma.”

“What are you doing?”

“Nair, silly. We’re going to get you nice and clean, and it starts with getting rid of all your silly hair.”

He wanted to say more, but she started to spread the chemical over his balls and groin.

“Oh, fuck!”

She jacked him for a moment, giggled, then, right when he was ready to spew, she stopped.

“Now then. When you start to feel the heat get in the shower. Everything will wash off. And don’t even thinking about masturbating!”

She walked into the bedroom and left him alone.

“Honey,” it was time to set her straight, “I think you have a bit of a misunderstanding about how this is going to go. This whole female led thing. I’m giving you limited control, and you can help out, but I’m still the boss, and you’re just going to have to accept that. And as to this dressing like a woman…” he went on and on. When he finished, satisfied with himself, there was no answer.

He frowned and looked out of the bathroom. The bedroom was empty! She wasn’t there! He had just been speaking to air!

“Son of a…” he started to stomp out of the bedroom, then stopped. Fuck! His skin was heating up! iIt was actually starting to burn! What the hell had been in that Nair stuff? He ran for the shower and turned the water on full.

He was fully awake now, and his hangover wasn’t so bad, and he watched in shock as his hair washed off his body and swirled down the drain.

His hair!

He felt like Samson. Denuded and weakened. What the fuck had that woman done?

“Still in the shower? Good! Here’s some shampoo and conditioner.” she opened the door and handed him a couple of green bottles. “I’ve got some body lotion I want you to try when you get out. So hurry, hurry. I went shopping while you were sleeping and I’ve got all your clothes ready to go.”

His clothes? Hunh! He intended to wear shorts and tee shirt and laze around all day. After the week he had had he deserved that!

Still, the shampoo was in his hand. He squirted a bit into his palm, it smelled okay, so he began rubbing it into his hair.

Funny thing about shampoo. It was so slick, felt pretty good.

His hair fully lathered he used a little of it to stroke his dick.

Suddenly the door opened and his face turned red.

Bonnie reached, “None of that,” and slapped his penis.

“Ow!”

But that cooled his ardor.

“Now rinse and use the conditioner. Your hair is lovely and long, and we can actually tame it a bit.”

He snorted as he used the conditioner. Tame it. Not likely. He liked long hair and  when he let it down it hung almost to his shoulders. But he kept it under hat, or even in a pony tail most of the time. A working executive didn’t have time to go messing with his hair all the time.

Finally, he stepped out of the shower, and Bonnie was waiting for him. Her hands were filled with goo and she began rubbing lotion into his flesh.

“Hey, that’s pretty sweet smelling.”

“It’ll go away. But you need to take care of your skin. You don’t want to have old and ugly skin, do you?”

“Well, I guess not.”

“Good. Because women take care of themselves. All this that I’m doing to you, I do it to myself every morning. That’s how I look fresh and ready for you. Do you like feeling my soft skin?”

“Well, yeah!” he grinned.

“Then you can understand that I want your skin fresh and soft and good smelling.”

“Oh, well…”

Truth, he was a bit flustered, but, more truth, it felt good to have her put so much attention on him. It felt wonderful to have her rub the goo into his flesh. Maybe he would be a little fruity smelling for awhile, but it would all fade once he got busy and started working. Of course, he wasn’t working today, but it would wear off by Monday. Or Tuesday. After all. He wasn’t going to work on Monday.

“Okay, time for the fun stuff. Put this on.” Bonnie held out a stiff looking pair of panties.

Chuck took them and held them up on a finger and gazed at them.

“What the fuck?”

“Tummy shaper. Sort of like a girdle, It will help you keep those unsightly love handles,” she pinched his handles, “under control.”

“Hey!”

“Come on, I don’t have all day. Step in…”

She held the tummy shaper down and he lifted a leg and stepped in, then the other leg, and she started pulling it up.

“Hey! This is too tight!”

“It’s supposed to be tight. You want your cock up or down?”

“What? I…down. No. Up.”

He was confused by this simple act of putting on an unfamiliar garment, and then he was trying to pull the shaper up over his midsection.

“Excellent,” Bonnie finally said.

Chuck stood, in shock. It was tight, but, in a way, it was kinky. The way his cock pounded against his belly, the feeling of having his package thoroughly squashed.

Looking in the mirror he was stunned to see how much his shape had changed. The love handles were gone, but so was his cock. There was only a little bump to show that it had ever been.

“Wow,” he muttered.

“Okay. Bra. You ever put on a bra before?”

“No!” he was aghast just at the mere question. “What kind of a man do you think I am?”

“A wonderful one. She was putting a bra around his midsection, but stopped. “I don’t know of many men that would be willing to do what you’re doing. You’re a brave man. You’re my hero.”

He was a bit embarrassed at such a bald compliment, and by the time he had his wits back about him she was fastening the bra in back.

“That’s a bit tight, too, isn’t it?”

“It’s supposed to be. Think of it like a saddle to a horse. Do you want your horse to look like a bag? Or a million dollar race horse?”

“Well…”

She continued on. “Besides, you need to keep your girls high and tight.”

He blinked. Girls? then he realized she was talking about tits.

“But I don’t—“

She pulled his bra out and stuffed a big blob of rubber into it.

“I bought these at a prosthetics store. Guaranteed to look natural.”

He stared a this chest in shock. Tits! He had tits!

“This is…this is…”

“I know. It’s a bit much.”

He started to agree with her but she kept going.

“But we can buy you some real tits. Maybe some vacation boobs to start. Then, once we have your size all figured out we can go for some real boobs. Some big, old implants. Wouldn’t you like that?”

“I…”

“Sit there, let’s put some nylons on you.”

Chuck sat, and was totally flummoxed. He couldn’t seem to get a word in edgewise, and this stuff she was putting on him.  Guys didn’t wear this stuff!

“Feels pretty good, eh?” She patted his penis bump and he grunted. “It’s kinky, and…well, we’re going to have to handle your peeny. I’ll get something for you to wear so we can get rid of that unsightly bulge.”

He sat there silently while she unrolled nylons up his bare legs.

And, moment of truth, he was actually liking this.

His cock was throbbing. his heart was pounding, and…it felt so damned kinky.

Okay. A dress. No. Culottes. That’s a divided skirt and it will feel more natural to you. We can work you into more skirts and dresses over the week. But let’s keep it simple. After all, you’re going to be dealing with a lot of confusing stuff.

He actually managed to say something. “Yeah.”

Bonnie laughed. She patted his cheek. You are so brave. You’re such a real man. I’m so lucky to own you.”

“Own me?”

“Of course, silly. It’s in the book. When women take charge the men become their property. Don’t you just love being owned?

“Well,  I, uh…”

One more truth, he felt pretty cool. He felt horny, and he was liking all the attention, and if this was what it was going to take to take a few days off and teach Bonnie a lesson…that was okay.

Bonnie pulled a pair of girly shorts, sort of like four inch long slacks, up his legs. They buckled just like a pair of shorts, but there was no zipper.

“Where’s the zipper?”

“What for?” Bonnie asked, a bit confused.

“To pee.”

She gave a big laugh. “Oh, honey. Women don’t stand up and pee.”

“You mean I’m going to have to take all this stuff off just to take a piss?”

“No…no. You simply lower the culottes and sit down. Then you reach down and unsnap the tummy shaper. Easy peasy. Just don’t forget to blot your  little pussy.” She giggled.

“Blot my…”

“Want a drink?”

Chuck did. He needed one. There was just enough of the hangover left that he needed the hair of the dog.

“Well come on. Slip on your heels and let’s party!”

Heels? He looked down and she was holding a box with high heels in it.

He gingerly took out the heels and examined them. They were shiny, black, maybe three inches at the spike.

“I can’t wear these!”

“Why not? Fourteen year old girls wear them all the time. Don’t tell me you can’t do something a fourteen year old girl can do?”

He stared at the shoes for a long moment, and Bonnie finally grabbed them and pushed him back on the bed. He almost slipped off the bed, the material of the tummy shaper was slick and he couldn’t really bend all that well, but he managed to catch himself and she began slipping his shoes on.


PART TWO

From a position of dreading the day, and being determined to lay down the law, Chuck made a transition. The day turned interesting, and he put off his resolve to talk to Bonnie and enjoyed the feelings of horniness that assailed him.

After a quick drink and no lunch Bonnie sat him down and applied make up.

Chuck sat in her vanity chair and watched while she painted his toes then put fake nails on his fingers. He was fascinated by how long they were, and he kept holding his hands up and looking at them.

Meanwhile, Bonnie went ahead and decorated his face. She cleaned his pores, primed him, and put on a foundation. Chuck frowned at the plainness of his look, but when she started adding color he blinked. She disguised his angular jaw bones and made his face softer. She made his cheeks appear higher, and she gave him delicate blush and big, sparkly eyes.

“Wow,” he said. “Do you do this every day?”

“Yep. And so will you. Eventually.”

“Oh, I don’t think I need to be made up every day.”

“Oh, yes. you do. Women get made up every day, and you are going to be the woman of the house.”

“About that—“

“The book says that the only way to understand what a woman is is to do what a woman does. So…you will do. Besides. After a while it will be easy. Second nature. Take you five minutes.”

“Really.” He thought about it. Bonnie was fast, she could put her face on in five, so…but there was so much to remember! Which brush to use when, how to blend two colors to make a third. Now that he was thinking about it he was amazed that she didn’t make any mistakes.

“Okay. We probably should have done your hair first, but no big deal.” She took out some big rollers and sprayed his hair with water and rolled them under. It didn’t take long to dry, and then she sprayed his hair and took the curlers out.

His hair curled under in a light bob, made his face even rounder and softer, and he stared in amazement. “I actually almost look like a girl.”

“In today’s world…you are a girl.”

The finishing touch, she put lipstick on his lips.

He walked around, trying not to fall in his heels. He tried to walk so his ass swayed a bit, and Bonnie giggled and had to show him how to place one foot in front of the other. She took videos and pictures and he goggled at being able to see himself looking so sexy!

“So you get to walk around feeling this sexy all day?”

“Absolutely. And so do you.”

The rest of the day he stayed a female. He sort of liked it. He liked the freedom of the culottes, and the way he was snugged in by the tummy shaper gave the idea of freedom a new look.

He freshened his lipstick periodically. Bonnie showed him how to use a compact. He was feeling kinky and sexy and cool all at the same time.

And, added bonus, she couldn’t seem to keep her hands off him. She kept rubbing up against him, feeling his boobs, kissing him until she ruined his lipstick and had to fix it.

By bedtime he was out of his mind with lust.

“Okay, dear, now you have to take all your warpaint off and get ready for nighty night. And here’s your nighty.”

She handed him a satin nighty. It was slick and slithery and re-bonerized him all the way. She giggled when she say his meat poking straight out.

She moved against him, pressed her body against his, kissed him long and slow, then said, “Now you’ve got to promise me, absolutely promise me, that you won’t jack off. I’ve got something coming in the mail tomorrow, and I really need you to be disciplined and not waste all your semen.”

He gulped, and nodded.

Of course she was going to be all over him, make sure he couldn’t jack off.

“What is this thing that’s going to help hide my weenie?”

“It’s call a chastity tube.”

“Wait a minute! Isn’t that one of those things where the woman keeps her man trapped for months at a time?”

“Trapped shmapped,” she scoffed. “Besides, you won’t be cumming for a while, so this will just help us with your discipline.”

Chuck wasn’t sure about this, but he could always say no, so he let it pass.

They lay in bed then, and Chuck was wired. After a few minutes Bonnie said, “Are you awake?”

“Awake and horny,” he said.

“Good. I don’t feel like getting all sweaty, so use your fingers and get me off.”

“What? What about me?”

“Oh, honey. I don’t feel like having you make a sperm deposit tonight. Besides, we really need to pump you up, get you going.”

“I don’t see why,” he grumped.

“Because that’s what it says in the book.”

Damn it! He was going to have to read the rest of that stupid book!

“Now, come on,” she reached for his head and pulled it to her chest. “Get to work. Don’t shirk, get to work,” and she giggled.

He took her boob in mouth and began to suck. Now, truth, he didn’t feel like it…except he was so damned horny he did feel like it.

He wanted to cum, but he was tired, but once he tasted her nipple he went crazy. He couldn’t stop sucking. His hand hand down to her crotch and began massaging her pussy.

“Oh, yeah, baby.”

He was using two fingers, and he was moving like he was actually fucking, like he would get to cum, even though he wouldn’t. He was just so horny he couldn’t stop.

“Give it to me, bitch,” she moaned.

Three fingers, his arm was a blur in the darkness. She was gasping and holding to his head.

Four fingers, and he was really ramming. He could feel his knuckles bashing against the rim of her pussy, and each bash made her grunt and jerk.

“Fuck me! Fuck me!”

She was out of control. Fucking him with frantic motions, and, suddenly, his hand slipped into her.

They stopped in shock.

“What the fuck are you stopping for!?” she wailed. She was on the edge. She was gonna cum, and on the equivalent of a big dick.

So he pushed his fist into her and kept ramming and pulling.

She felt like she was being turned inside out, and the roar of the ocean sounded in her ears. Her hips started spasming, and her cum let loose. She actually gave a little scream, and fluid squirted out of her, and her eyes rolled back and her hips were locking and jerking and the orgasm was like a sledge hammer to her senses.

She groaned and hunched up and held to him and the orgasm rode through her like a Florida rainstorm.

Then it was done. She fell back. She opened her eyes and focused on the world.

“Fuck,” she whispered. “I don’t think I want your dick anymore. I want your fist. That was incredible!

As for Chuck, he was stunned, but the most surprising thing to him was that when she said she didn’t want his dick anymore…it excited him. His cock surged and he felt the edge of the white hot heat orgasm that that he loved so much.

Bonnie rolled on to her side and sighed.

“That’s it?”

“Go to sleep Chuck. I’m done.” She yawned, then fell asleep.

Chuck was as wired as he had ever been. He want to cum. He wanted an orgasm. He thought about going into the bathroom, but he had promised not to.

Besides, there was a tiny piece of him that actually liked this intense excitation phase he was in.

So he lay on his back and stared at the ceiling for a couple of hours. His cock was rigid and dripping. His balls were full. He wanted, but…damn, it felt good to be horny.

Sunday morning and Chuck awoke. He was bleary-eyed, dazed, and not really there.

Bonnie, on the other end, was full of vim and vigor. Her pussy felt like a million dollars, and she wanted to make it two million. She leaped out of bed, pushed back the shades and greeted the new day.

“Please,” murmured Chuck. “I need more sleep.”

“Ha! Sluggard. Lazy bones. Good for nothing male animal. Get up now!”

She reached under the covers and grabbed his penis and pulled.

It was hard, a perfect handle, and he came sliding out from under the covers and fell to the floor with a shriek.

“What the fuck?”

‘Get up! Time to make you pretty. We have a lot to do. Start with a shower.”

Chuck made it to the shower and leaned against the tiles as warm water sluiced him.

Bonnie reached in and turned on the cold water.

“OW! HEY! WHAT THE…”

Bonnie just laughed and went to get his clothes ready.

“Okay,” she said when Chuck came into the bedroom. “We took it easy yesterday with the culottes, so let’s turn up the heat?”

“Hey, I need a break. Can’t I just be a man for a while?”

“You are being a man. Lazy and good for nothing. We have to change you into a young and vibrant woman.” She tossed him some panties. Put these on. You’re wearing a corset today.”

“What? Why? Those things are torture devices.”

“Nonsense. I said to put those panties on.”

Tired, weary, he stepped into the panties and pulled them up. They were crotchless and he looked down in surprise. “Hey!”

“Nice, eh?” Now, here’s the corset. It is full length, but we can just put your breast forms in it. Have you thought any more about getting vacation boobs? Or implants?”

“No,” he said, trying to figure the corset out.

“Well, we’ve got time, but you really should make up your mind.  Snap snap. Get to it. You know?”

“No,” he answered a bit sourly.

“Oh, here. Get this side around there, and these hooks here…there.” She made fast work of the corset.

“I can’t breath.”

“You’re still talking, so you can breath. Lay on the bed.”

He was taking little breaths and he tried to lay on the bed. The corset was stiff, however, and he finally had to throw his body across the bed.

“Excellent,” and she knelt on his back and started pulling strings.

“Oh…my God!…unh!”

She kept pulling on the strings and his voice finally faded.

She slapped his ass and stood up. “See? Now you can’t talk, so it fits.”

“My…God!”

She laughed at his expression. Stuffed his fake boobs into the cups, then sobered. “You really have a great body for a woman. We should have done this years ago.”

“We…oh…no.”

“Okay, here’s your dress.”

She held it over his head and pulled it down. He felt the material slide over his tits and the material of the corset. In the mirror it looked like he had lost twenty pounds. In his gut he felt like he had crawled into a trash compactor and somebody had turned it on.

“Okay, just relax and I’ll finish you off.”

She helped him put nylons, and ignored him when he grumped that they should have put them on earlier. Actually, she agreed, but she had been in such a hurry to get him into the corset.

Then make up, and she decided to pierce his ears. She didn’t tell him before hand, though, and he gave a yelp that could be heard outside.

“What are you doing?”

“Take your hand away. I have to get your earring in.”

She fixed a post through the little hole, then did the other ear. Shortly he had two, little strands of tiny diamonds hanging from his ears. They went perfectly with his hair and she gushed as she inspected him. “Oh, you have the most delicate face.”

“I think we need to talk,” he wanted to put a stop, at least temporarily, to the situation. But it was so hard to talk with the corset on that his speech was slow and she ignored him.

“Oh, honey, it’s time for some lessons.”

“What lessons?”

“When a lady sits she crosses her legs at the top of the thigh. Don’t want to give those horny, little boys a treat.”

“Oh.” He wanted to say more, but he was physically speechless. If he could only loosen up the corset a little bit…

“Now, when you get into and out of a car you must sit and swing the legs. And…”

The lesson continued, and Chuck staggered through, miserable and bemoaning…and horny.

Damn, if it wasn’t for the horny he would have stopped this nonsense long ago.

Lunch, and Chuck learned how to make simple salads.

“But it’s just me at home. Why can’t I eat a burger? Or a steak sandwich?

“Because you need to slenderize yourself. Honestly, Chuck, you have let yourself go. You need to lose a few pounds.”

Actually, he was about right for a man of his height, but Bonnie wanted him female slender. It would make shopping for dresses for him so much easier.

So he made a salad, and he ate one, and Bonnie fixed herself a mouth watering, juicy burger. With onions. And cheese. And mayo.

“Hey! Why can’t I have a burger?”

“Haven’t you been listening? Women are on diets. Men need to eat because they have to go to work.”

“I think I want to be a man again.”

Bonnie started laughing. And laughing. Finally, she leaned over and patted his cheek. “You’re so funny.”

The rest of the day was like that. Along about three o’clock, however, Bonnie started running around and straightening things up.

“What’s going on?” asked Chuck.

“We’re going to…oh, there they are.”

DING DONG! DING DONG!

Bonnie ran for the front door and Chuck ran for the back bedroom. Who the hell was this? Well, no matter who it was, he didn’t want to see them.

He got on the bed, with difficulty because of the corset, and laid back. He reached for a magazine on the side table, but there was only a fashion magazine. Sighing, he opened it and began perusing.

“Chuck! How you doing?”

Chuck jerked upright, and the corset forced him back down, and he stared.

Roger Johnson was at the door. And he remembered. They were supposed to grill some burgers this evening!

“Wow! Bonnie said you were going to give this female led relationship thing a whirl, but I had no idea.” He crossed the room and looked down to where Chuck was turning eighteen shades of red. Sunburned red. Spanked, sunburned red. He was incredibly aware of his make up, his red lips, his nylon clad legs.

“Wow, you actually look like a chick. I always knew you were a little soft, but…”

“Will you get out?”

“Sure, but Bonnie said you had to come out…or else.” He grinned. “What’s ‘or else,’ Chuck. Is she gonna spank you or something?”

Chuck refused to leave, so Roger left, and a second later Bonnie, Roger and Sarah, Roger’s wife, were all crowding into the bedroom.

“Chuck! You look gorgeous! Sarah came over to the bed and took one hand. Bonnie took the other and they pulled him up.

“Come on, honey. Don’t be shy. I explained everything. And they’re fine if you want to transition.”

Chuck’s eyes opened and he started to yell, but Bonnie giggled. “I’m just kidding. It’s just that we’re going to try the female led relationship. Now, come on, Chuck. Everybody’s seen you, you can’t hide, and maybe a beer will help.”

Chuck had no choice, and he followed the girls back out to the patio. Roger was behind him, and when they reached the patio Roger patted his ass. Nice buns, Chiquita.”

Chuck growled, but a beer came flying through the air at him. He caught it, smiled, popped it, then noticed it was a light beer.

“Hey! This is a light beer!”

“Girls drink light beer, baby. You don’t want those nasty calories getting all inside you, right?”

He didn’t care, but the beer was open, so he just held a grumbly thought and sipped the brew.

Truth, he wasn’t good company. The corset was too tight, his heels were uncomfortable, and he was thirsty for real liquor.

Eventually Roger went to talk with the girls and a few minutes later Bonnie came over to him. “You’d better put your happy face on right now, mister.”

He grunted.

Then, as if things were about as bad as they could get, DING DONG! DING DONG!

Bonnie jumped up and ran for the door, and when she returned a minute later she was holding a small box and grinning wider than a Cheshire cat. “It’s here!”

“What’s that?” asked Sarah, and Bonnie opened the box. Inside the box was a small, black bag. She opened the bag and emptied the contents onto the patio table.

Rings. A tube like a cock. A small padlock.

Chuck didn’t get it at first. “What the fuck?”

Roger was also confused, but Sarah got it right away. “It’s a chastity tube!”

Chuck blinked. To have her put that out here, right now, in front of their friends!

“You really going to put that on, Chuck?” asked Roger.

“No.”

“Oh, yes he is!” Bonnie was holding up rings, thinking about Chuck’s size, and sticking her fingers into the tube. Sarah was looking at the little padlocks.

“This is pretty small for a padlock.”

“I can get bigger ones. But Chuck won’t cut them off or anything. He’s not that kind of girl.” Sarah and Bonnie giggled at that.

“Wow,” said Roger. He was looking Chuck with an amazed expression.

“I’m not going to put that thing on!”

Bonnie looked up at him. He didn’t like the look of determination on her face. “Apologize to Roger and Sarah.”

“For what?” He was amazed. He was acting like a man and she was trying to ding him for it.

“For being rude. For sassing me. For being less than a woman.”

“I’m not a woman.”

Bonnie turned to Roger and Sarah and smiled. “Excuse me for a minute, but you know the old saying, ‘spare the rod and spoil the child.’”

Roger and Sarah just stood where they were and gawped.

Bonnie turned to me. She hissed. “I’ve had enough of this. You agreed, and now you’re trying to go back on your word.”

“I never agreed to all of this!”

“You read the book. You agreed.” She glared at me.

Oh, shit! I still hadn’t had time to finish that stupid book.

“Now then, I never thought I’d have to resort to violence, but here is what is going to happen.

“First, if you don’t apologize right now, and start behaving like a woman, I will share my photos of you on the net.”

My eyes bulged.

“Second, if you don’t apologize right now, and start behaving like a woman, I will be talking to our lawyer first thing tomorrow morning.

“Third, if you don’t apologize right now, and start behaving like a woman, when our guests have departed I am going to administer your first spanking. And, mister, it is going to be a doozy!”

I stood there, flustered, gobsmacked, compounded daily.

Bonnie went into the house and got her phone. She came back and held it up so I could see. She selected the photos we had of me and hovered a finger over the send button.

“Five…”

She reached two and Chuck broke. Almost blubbering, he said, “Roger, Sarah, I’m sorry. I’m new to this whole female thing. I hope I haven’t offended you.”

“No, no!” Roger as wide-eyed.

Sarah just sort of snickered and said, “That’s okay.”

The barbecue went on, and it was obvious that I was now officially in the doghouse. Bonnie smiled at me, as if I was forgiven, but her voice was ice when she told me to go get the plates, or to empty the patio garbage.

Roger just watched me sadly.

Sarah…she was holding laughter inside.

I was too miserable to care, however. I had thought this was going to be a lark, a little vacation, and now the other shoe was dropping.

“Well, you certainly made a spectacle of yourself.”

I sat down on the couch and hung my head. “Honey, I think we need to rethink this whole female led thing.”

“No. We don’t. You just need to rethink how to behave yourself. honestly. You were an embarrassment, speaking to me that way. Go put a bag of ice on your cock.”

“What?”

“We’re locking you up right now, miss.”

Miss? Not Mister? Oh, fuck!

“Go on! Now! You’ve already earned a spanking. You want another one on top of the first one? I guarantee I will blister your buns until you can’t sit!

I had no choice. She had the pictures. I got up and went into the kitchen. I got a bag of ice out of the fridge and put it on my cock.

“Oh, fuck!” I whined.

She had followed me in and snorted at my expression of discomfort. She placed the chastity tube on the table and figured out how it went together.

My cock was crying. It didn’t like being frozen, but it started to shrink. A couple of minutes later I was small enough to be caged.

Bonnie quickly slipped the tube on, put the ring on, shoved them together and inserted the padlock.

Click! And it sounded like a jail cell slamming in a prison.

I stared down at my now caged cock and it started trying to grow.

“Oh, God! That hurts!”

“Then control yourself. Mind over matter. Now, come to the bedroom.”

She strode confidently down the hallway and into the bedroom.

As I followed I stared at her ass. It was so round and luscious. I hadn’t had any for days. I had been teased to a fare thee well. I really needed relief. And all I was getting was stuffed into a cage.

She stood waiting for me, a hair brush in her hand.

“Up on the bed. Ass to me. Pull down your panties. If you wish to bite a sock or something you may.”

Bite on a sock? She was a woman! How much muscle did she have? I got up on the bed and mentally prepared myself. A couple of hard smacks, then I was done.

She hefted the hairbrush, pulled it back and…

I thought I was prepared, but I wasn’t.

I thought she was weak, but I forgot about all the morning Pilates and yoga and karate she did.

I thought it was going to be a couple of smacks and that was it.

SMACK!

I howled! I hadn’t felt such pain since…since…I don’t know!

SMACK!

I tried to grab my cheeks, to cover them with my hands, but she just pulled my hands away, and if I was insistent she just smacked my hands.

SMACK!

SMACK!

I wished I had a sock to bite on.

SMACK!

SMACK!

I was howling and big tears were dripping onto the bed.

SMACK!

SMACK!

On and on it went. I collapsed forward, but she just adjusted her position and put even more weight into the strikes.

SMACK!

SMACK!

Finally, she was done.

I lay on the bed and cried.

She sat down next to me and placed a hand on my back. “It’s okay honey. It’s over. We’re all done.”

I couldn’t stop crying.

She went into the bathroom and got some liniment and began rubbing it into my asscheeks. I squirmed and wiggled, but the liniment took effect and my tears began to dry up.

“Are you sorry now?” she asked softly.

I nodded and sniffled.

“Do you promise to be a good wife?”

I nodded again and mumbled. “Yes.”

“All right. Then there’s only one thing left to do.”

She got off the bed and walked over to her dresser. She opened the drawer, took out something, and came back.

She began rubbing my ass between the cheeks. I felt her finger touching my anus and I jerked.

“It’s okay. It’s fine.”

I tried to relax, and she began massaging my brown button with a finger. Then she suddenly pushed it in.

“What?” I started to rise and turn my head, but she pushed me back.

“Take it easy, one last thing, to remind you of who’s boss.”

“But what are you—WHAT!”

She slipped a butt plug into me. It wasn’t a big one, and it didn’t hurt, but it sure surprised me.

“I think you better wear this little reminder for the next week. It will help you become a more disciplined person.”

My ass was hurting, but not down between the crack. Down there it felt good. The butt plug, when I finally saw it, was a shiny, little thing with a big, blue jewel in the base.

“Now, you need to clean the patio. And when you’re done I’ll be ready for you to service me.”

I sat up, very gingerly on my sore ass with the butt plug in it, and looked at her.

Then I was suddenly crying again, and holding on to her. I cried and cried, and she just held me and softly murmured. “It’s okay. You’ll make it. It’s always toughest in the beginning. You’ll be all right.”

“I love you,” I cried.

“And I love you. But a girl has to learn her place. Right?”

And I thought of our argument a few days before. How I had thought that of her.

The world sure turns in different directions, doesn’t it?

And I held on to her and cried.

END
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.
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The Long, Hot Feminization!

Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!

PART ONE

The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name.

I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor.

So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.

Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater!

“This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.”

I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out.

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

“Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city.

I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend.

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house.

Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love.

Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust.

But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life.

So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming.

I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled.

I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through.

Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that.

I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off.

I like sex, but I like good sex.

If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.

But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die!

So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off.

Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house.

Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum—

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels.

She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly.

But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova!

So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life.

The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah!

Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes.

Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized.

I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous!

On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone.

Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy.

I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot!

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way!

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.”

“Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it.

“Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.”

“No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.”

“I know. I heard your phone.”

Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!

“But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief.

“Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out.

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing.

Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.

I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off.

After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive.

If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’

Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over.

“Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.”

She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist.

She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.”

“Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say.

But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly.

It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris.

“I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.”

“Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff.

“There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.”

“You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.”

She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?”

“No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.”

She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.”

I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus.

“Okay.”

She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?”

We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life.

First, there were the cobwebs.

“I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.”

Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web.

We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely.

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me.

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

“A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke.

Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at.

We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out.

I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs.

We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.”

I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.”

She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’

Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed.

‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water.

“Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.”

“This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs.

And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.

After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in.

Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.”

We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry.

We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping.

“It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.”

Man. The red-faced thing again.

But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at.

“Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted.

She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.”

On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad.

Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days.

“Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me.

Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face.

But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail.

On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip!

A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there.

“Oh, crap,” I said.

Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!”

I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking.

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.”

She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor.

In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage.

“Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.”

I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner.

Well, she knew that.

But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart.

She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide.

“Sorry,” I said.

She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad.

My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound.

She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.”

“Huh?”

“When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.”

There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened.

“But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.”

“I…”

“I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.”

I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged.

She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.”

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

“Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.”

She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in.

“Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.”

“What…what about you?”

“Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.”

Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.”

I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock.

She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends.

Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.”

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

“But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.”

She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up.

She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.”

I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.

“Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.”

I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders.

“Okay. Open eyes.”

I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink?

And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene.

She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?”

My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it.

She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

“Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t.

“I…I can’t wear—“

“Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.”

Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have.

“Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs.

More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist.

She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand.

After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard.

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths.

She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?”

“Oh, yes.”

She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?”

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.”

My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand.

“Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking.

I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?”

She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook.

“Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.”

She turned and ran upstairs.

I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything.

I went to the front door and walked home.

That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed.

On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that?

“You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti.

I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.”

“Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.”

I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy.

I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.”

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

“Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.”

“Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.”

Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!”

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine.

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing.

That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised.

Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise.

Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed.

I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in.

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.”

“I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.”

“Oh, okay.”

But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy.

I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered.

We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while.

Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings.

“Did you know the old lady who lived here?”

“Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.”

I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working.

But I could feel her thinking.

She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks.

I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

“Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.”

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking.

“I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…”

She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.”

I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.”

She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.”

I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks.

“I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?”

“She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.”

Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me.

It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped.

“It’s called a Coke High.”

“Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.”

I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking.

“Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

“Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’

“So the man did.

“And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up.

“Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side.

“And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.”

She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side.

She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.”

She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her.

Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry.

She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth.

“Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?”

I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind.

“Sure.”

“Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.”

Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind.

Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice.

“Okay.”

And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me.

And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder.

This has been the first part of

The Long, Hot Feminization!
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