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My Husband is a Sissy!

A young man gets chastised and feminized


PART ONE

“I think Miles is wearing my panties.”

Joan stared at Amy. “What?”

They were at Charlie Coyote’s, the best Mex bar and grill in Los Angeles, at a wrought iron table in the far corner of the patio.

“You heard me,” Amy lowered her head, embarrassed, but not knowing who else to turn to. She suddenly raised her head and looked at her friend. “You’ve been my bestie forever…what am I going to do?”

“First, what makes you think so?”

Amy almost whispered, “Cum stains. I was sorting through the wash and I found cum stains.”

“Cum stains?” Joan blurted it out and Amy jerked her head around, but nobody was listening.

Joan started giggling.

“What…what are you…”

Joan had a big grin on her face as she said, “How do you know it was him?”

“I…because I had my period last week and we didn’t do it. I don’t see what is so funny!”

Joan tried to stop laughing. She made her face straight, but it was obvious she was having trouble keeping it so.

“How do you know some neighborhood kid didn’t sneak in and…” she pumped her fist up and down and put her tongue in her cheek.  Joan was so ludicrous looking that, in spite of herself, Amy found a smile trying to creep out.

“Stop it,” she said, Then: “We keep the garage locked.”

Joan waved to the waiter, Juan, for a couple of Margaritas. Juan gave her the thumbs up and hurried away. In 30 seconds he was unloading a tray at their table.

Amy sat and waited patiently. She took the time to study the people at the restaurant. There were a lot of women taking lunches and brunches, and she wondered how many of them had jack off hubbies,

Joan sipped her drink, put it down, and with a smile, “So you have your husband right where you want him. Hand in the cookie jar, so to speak, and you’re all humiliated and ashamed.” She shook her head slowly. “Girl friend, I thought you were smart.”

“What? But…how can you be so cavalier? I mean…Miles is…is sick!” She spit out the last word and her face was red.

Joan sipped again, then reached across the table and placed her hand on Amy’s. “It’s time you learned the facts of life. Now, listen, I hate to break it to you, but men jack off. All men. And if they don’t…they aren’t real men. Does Miles please you in bed?”

“Well,” Amy wasn’t used to talking about sex and her face was the color of a tomato that had been painted red, “Yes.”

“And have you ever jilled off?”

Amy looked blank.

“Masturbated. Jacked off. Jilled off.”

“I don’t…you…why are you…” Joan grinned while Amy mumbled in confusion.

Finally, Joan put up a palm to save Amy from her own embarrassment. “I jacked off last night. I rubbed my button until I had a glorious squirt. And I rubbed two off last week. I’ve got two vibrators and never know which one to use because they are both so wonderful.”

Amy’s face was stunned.

“So let me ask you, now that you know…have I suddenly become less than your friend?”

“Well, uh…”

“The answer is no. And you know it. And, let’s be honest, do you occasionally play with yourself? Do you play with your jay jay until world is okay kay?”

“Well, uh…”

“Of course you do.”

Amy managed to overcome enough of her embarrassment to put the subject back on track. “But in my panties!”

“Better your panties than somebody else’s,” Joan quipped.

And, finally, Amy was silent. What Joan was saying was the truth. And it was time for another truth. She whispered, “I guess I’m pretty prudish.”

“That’s okay, we all start out prudish. The question is…what are you going to do about it now? Are you going to go all Amish on me and give up sex? Or are you going to take advantage of Miles’ foibles and have some real fun?”

“What do you mean ‘real fun?’

So Joan told Amy the facts of life, and Amy found herself in turns giggling, turning red-faced, and gaping. And, in the end, Joan said, “So the first thing we have to do is get proof. Okay?”

And the newly enlightened Amy nodded and said, “That should be easy.”

“Honey, I’m sorry, I just don’t feel up to it. Slight head ache, a little stomach upset. I sure hope I’m not coming down with something. Can you, uh, put it off? Again?”

Miles smiled in understanding. He was a slender fellow, brown hair and brown eyes, puppy dog eyes, Joan had described him once. “Honey, just feel better, okay?”

“Okay.”

He kissed her, tucked her in, and said, “I’ve got a little work to do. I’ll be in later.”

Amy smiled and closed her eyes. And wondered if that business involved a pair of her panties. She turned on her side and listened as Miles closed the door and padded down the hallway.

Miles had some work, that was true. He sat in his office and sipped a bourbon and Coke and read over contracts. He did a lot of work at home these days, post COVID, and he enjoyed it. He liked being able to get up when he wanted to, eat when he wanted to, take a break when he wanted to, and…rub one out when he wanted to.

Not that he preferred whacking off. Amy was one sexy, little girl, and he was a lucky guy. But first she was on the rag, and now she just didn’t feel good, so what was a guy supposed to do?

He worked on contracts for maybe 45 minutes, and was aware of the growing problem in his pants. Damn. Seemed like he had just jacked off, but…he sighed.

In part, it was Amy’s problem. She had been dressing so darn sexy, and she kept rubbing up against him, and then begging off. What was a guy supposed to do?

He sighed and stretched, and yawned, and felt the nervous excitement he got when he was about to pleasure himself.

Dammit! He hadn’t intended to, but…he looked down at his pants. Bulge. That familiar throbbing.

He looked at the clock. It was still early, not that time mattered much in his self arranged work hours. He got up and went to the hallway and listened. Nothing. She was asleep.

He went to the kitchen and poured another bourbon and Coke. A little liquid courage for what he was about to do.

He returned to his office and pulled up some porn. Milfmovs. He liked that one. A few dogs, but a lot of big breasted mamas. He scrolled down the videos, picking out the ones that excited him. He kept the sound low and listened for sounds of his wife.

Halfway through his drink he had his hand in his pants and he was fondling himself. God, he needed it. The neglect he had been suffering, and yes, even though his wife didn’t feel well he thought of his situation as ‘neglect,’ had brought him to this.

And, he reached the point of no return. He was going to have to do it. He was going to have to jack off.

He peeked down the hallway again. He listened. He was good to go. He took off shorts and put them aside. He removed his socks and underwear and headed for the garage. He slipped through the garage door quietly. It better be quietly, he had certainly used enough WD 40 on the hinges.

He slipped past the front of the car and put his underwear on the lip of the washing machine. Excellent, even if Amy were to suddenly open the door, he could just shove his underwear into the washer and act like he was just…putting clothes into the washer.

He reached into the washer and felt around. He felt the smooth, soft fabric, Amy’s panties, and he took them out. With a final glance at the door he began stroking himself with the panties. The soft material slithering against his overheated skin, shortly he was breathing hard and getting close. For a minute he reveled in the sensation, and he felt himself right on the edge. Just a little push and he would ignite. He would feel that trigger deep within and his prostate would squeeze and the semen would shoot up his shaft. Ah, God! So delicious! He pushed.

Click, ah, that fantastic rush of sperm, and that white hot feeling in his head. He stood there and spasmed, and shivered, and his semen came out, and he caught it all in Amy’s panties.

Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck. Oh….

Finished, he tossed her semen soaked panties into the washing machine, pushed his own underwear over them, and left the garage. As he turned off the light and closed the door he smiled and sighed. So good. So good.

Amy was up before Miles, and, as she had for the past few days, she felt excitement boiling within her. God, she was horny. But here was the funny thing. She wasn’t horny for dick so much as she was horny for proof. She wanted to catch Miles, and it was making her so damned horny.

Of course she hadn’t been getting any, so that made her horny, but, honest to herself, there was something about the game, catching Miles in the act, that was making her pussy throb.

Joan had said it would be like this, but Amy was still delightfully surprised. And she realized that maybe if she rubbed a couple off…it might even be better than regular sex.

She had NEVER felt this horny in her life!

So, all horned up and no place to go, she sauntered out to the garage and reached into the washing machine.             

Huh. His underwear. He must have…then she felt something slimy. Oh, fuck, what had she touched?

She brought her hand out, and the disgust turned into exultation. Her panties! And they were filled with cum! Giggling, suddenly celebrating, and feeling her horniness come to a peak, she realized that Miles had done the deed. While she had been sleeping he had masturbated.

Just like Joan had said, and that gave Amy pause. Joan was right. He jacked off. And that meant all men jacked off, and that meant…she had cause to have a little fun. And it was the kind of fun that had contributed to her horniness this last week. What she and Joan planned to do with Miles…it was so delicious that, standing in front of the washing machine with cum filled panties in her hand, she actually scrunched her knees together and used her other hand to press on her vagina.

God. She wanted to cum.

“Hey, Joan,” Miles opened the door and greeted his wife’s friend. He liked Joan, and that was something because he didn’t like many of Amy’s friends. But Joan had a wicked sense of humor, and she wasn’t too bad to look at, either. Right then she was wearing a thin blouse with neon pink and black stripes, and a very short skirt. Man, her long legs went all the way to the ground and back up again. And…she wasn’t wearing a bra! He could see her nipples plain as day!

Sighing happily, Miles said, “Amy isn’t here right now. Don’t know when she’ll be back.

“Oh, that’s okay. It’s really you I wanted to talk to.”

She brushed by, planted a red kiss on his cheek, and he was VERY aware of how her breasts brushed his arm.

“Me…but, what?” He followed her into the living room.

Joan planted herself on the sofa and reached into her purse. She brought out her cell phone and handed it to him. It was open to a video, and Miles, mouth open about to say something, was suddenly caught by the video. He stared at the thing…familiar images…no sound, but…it was him! In his garage! And he was…he was…!

Miles stared in shock as he watched himself walk to the washing machine, look around with an almost guilty look on his face, then reach into the washing machine.

Stunned, he gaped as he watched himself stroke himself into Amy’s panties. He started to feel dizzy. He staggered, and Joan took the cell phone out of his hand. “Better sit before you fall, lover.”

Lover? She had called him ‘lover!’ And that sort of tweaked him. He had never thought of Joan as a lover. Sure, he stared at her big boobs, and he liked to watch her red mouth when she told naughty stories, but…lover?

He was married!

Still, he sat. His mind twisting and turning like a kite in the wind. “What…what…where did you…”

“I set up a nanny cam. I was just curious. I wanted to see how it worked.”

“But why…why my garage?”

“Because I don’t have a garage, and I didn’t want to set it up outside, where somebody could steal it, or it would get rained on or anything.”

“Or anything,” he repeated dully. His mind felt thick and dull, and it was still whirling as he tried to come to grips with the video of himself doing…doing to himself…if Amy ever saw that…oh, fuck!

“So I set it up in your garage, Amy was okay with that. I just wanted to make sure the motion sensor worked. It was a great little exercise for learning how to use my new toy.”

“Amy…she was okay…”

“Oh, she won’t be okay with you. Jacking off like a little boy? I mean, who does that?”

“But, I didn’t mean…it was…give me the video!” Finally, his mind had a coherent thought.

“Are you serious? Give up this little piece of gold?”

“But…but…what do you want?”

“What do I want. Hmmm. Now that is the question, isn’t it?”

She sat back and looked up and ruminated. “Well, for starters, I want my house cleaned. So the next time Amy is gone for a couple of hours, I want you to take off all your clothes and sneak through the backyard.”

“N…n…naked?”

“As a jaybird baby’s butt. But don’t worry. I’ll have something for you to wear. And since you’re such a kinky, little boy, you’ll love it.”

“Listen, this can’t happen! What would this do to Amy?”

“You should have thought about that before you did your dirty, little deed.” She looked at him with a grin, victory written on her face.

“But…but…”

She stood up. “And to start with, to get you in the mood…” she lifted her skirt and he could see her flesh colored panties. She hooked the elastic with her thumbs and wiggled them down. She held them out to Miles.

“What?” But he wasn’t confused now. And his dick was suddenly pounding. His neighbor had her skirt up and no panties. He could imagine himself smelling her delicate aroma, crouching down and looking at her pink slit, crawling forward on his knees and burying his face in her vagina. Licking that snatch. And, his imagination running wild, he found himself, as if watching from afar, reaching out and taking the panties.

“What?” He repeated.

“Put them on.”

“What?”

“Now. Take off your pants and put on some real panties.”

“But…I can’t…I…”

“You could have last night. Now, OFF!” She snapped the last word like she was cracking a whip, and he actually jerked, which, truth to tell, made Joan so very, very hot. She really liked pussy whipped men.

His face turning brilliant red, almost glowing red, he unbuckled his shorts and pulled them off

His hard on was visible in his tighty whiteys. The red imprinted against the material, a little droplet of liquid wetting the front.

“Nice,” Joan nodded her head.

Miles was so thoroughly whipped, and his attention was on not falling, and the panties he was trying to turn right side out, that he totally missed the fact that Joan had the cell phone in her hand.

Oh, she wasn’t filming openly. She just held it and let it record negligently, and he totally missed it.

He stepped into her panties and pulled them up. They were tight. The thong pulled into his ass, rubbed his brown button, made him even hornier. If that was possible.

Standing there, in front of a woman not his wife, his face red, totally humiliated, his cock poking out the side of the panties, his asshole stimulated by the thin string of material, he was about as horny as he had ever been.

“Oh, my God!” giggled Joan. “You really are turned on! Look at your cock!”

Miles looked, and noted that there was a big drop of pre-cum oozing out of his slit.

Joanie picked up her purse and came to Miles. Before he could react she kissed him, full on the mouth, left a big smear of lipstick on his lips. then he jerked back.

Joan just laughed. “So kinky, but won’t admit it. Well, lover boy, we’re going to have a good time.”

“Please…I don’t want to do this!”

“I’m going to come over tonight, Amy and I are going to have a few spritzers, and I want you to flash me. Show me your pretty panties. If you do that while she’s in the room you get extra points. You want extra points?”

But she didn’t wait for an answer, just patted his cheek and sauntered towards the front door. She turned the knob, opened the door, and turned back to him. “And, by the way, no more jacking off. Not in the garage, not nowhere. After all, you never know where you’ll find my little camera.”

Then she was out the front door, across the lawn, and into her own house.

Miles almost sobbed. He was so caught. He was busted. What could he do?

And what made it worse was the monster boner in his panties.

Amy’s car rolled into the driveway a half hour later. For that past half hour Miles had wandered through the house, his mind turned into some kind of mushy cement.

Fortunately, he had noticed the red smear on his lips and had wiped it off. Crap. Joan had really set him up.

Then, as he heard the car door slam and the sound of his wife’s heels on the driveway…click, click, click…he thought about just admitting everything.

But, no. He couldn’t. It was too embarrassing.

The front door opened and Amy entered with a smile.

God, his wife was sexy. She had perfect breasts, uplifted and proud. She had long, brunette hair. And her green eyes always sparkled.

“Hi, honey!” She came to him and kissed him, pressed her mouth against his, and he felt her warmth and moisture and loveliness. All in one package. His package, and he…he…he was excruciatingly aware of the string rubbing on his star. Of how his cock poked out so uncomfortably, and yet so excitingly.

“Hi, babe. Have fun?” He tried to act normal. Nonchalant. And her hand brushed his cock.

“Oh, my!” she said, as he stiffened up in panic. “Is that a cock in your pocket or are you going to shoot me?”

“I, uh…”

“Come on, lover.” Oh, God! She called him lover…just like Joan had! “Let’s go to the bedroom and play.

“Oh, uh…”

“What’s the matter?” she looked at him with concern.

“I’m sorry. I know I’m hard, but…I don’t feel well. I, uh…”

“You don’t love me!” She pouted. Oh, it was a fake pout, and they both knew it, but it had the desired effect.

He stumble mumbled, “No! No! I love you! All my heart. I just…I…”

“I’m sorry, honey, I should tease you.” She patted his ass, and felt the slither of pants against flesh, and she knew he was wearing panties, and that’s why he didn’t want to disrobe in front of her.

“I’m sorry.”

“No…no…I’m sorry,” she put on the fake act again, putting the back of her hand to her forehead and closing her eyes she wailed, “My husband doesn’t love me…I’ll just go throw myself off a bridge.”

Miles was in total panic now. On top of his confused state his wife was playing this weird acting game.

She grinned. “But don’t worry. It’ll be a low bridge. And the water will be deep. Heck, I might even take off my clothes and swim around for a while.”

“Honey,” he was almost crying. He wanted to tell her…but he couldn’t.

“And the newspapers will come and take pictures of me, naked girl swims while husband is in sick bed.”

“Babe…”

She patted his cheek. “I’m kidding. Want a drink? Probably be good for your headache.”

He stood there, his mouth opening and closing. She turned away so that he wouldn’t see her grinning face. “I’ll get you one. A big, old bourbon and Coke. Then I’ll fix dinner. A little food and drink and you’ll be back in the pink.”

She turned, tilted her hips up and spread her feet, and cupped her hands at her vagina. “And I do mean pink.”

Then she spun back around, before she laughed outright, and headed for the kitchen.

Behind her Miles turned and stumbled away. He headed out to the patio. Outside he sank into a lounge chair and forced himself not to cry. Oh, God, what had he gotten himself into?

Miles was fairly silent during dinner. His mind was on his entrapment and his panties.

“Honey?”

“Huh?” he looked up.

“I asked if you’re all right. You seem to be a million miles away.”

“Oh, uh, yeah. Just thinking about work.”

Amy smiled, and kept waiting for him to slink into his own thoughts, then started chatting. Again and again.

Miles felt like a ball flat for the bouncing by the end of dinner. He couldn’t think, he couldn’t keep up with Amy’s chatter, and…and…he wished he had never jacked off.

“What?”

“I asked if you could do the dishes. I see Joan out there and I’d like to go talk to her.”

Now Miles’ head was truly spinning. the last thing he wanted was for his wife to talk to their neighbor. But what could he say. No? “Uh, sure.” And, belatedly, he realized he wouldn’t have to flash his panties at Joan.

Amy thanked him, got up and pecked his cheek, and hurried out through the back door. He could see her head bobbing as she walked past the window and through the hedge.

Fucking Joan, thought Miles, gathering up the dishes. Fucking Joan.

“Oh, my God!” Amy laughed. “He is totally out of it. He can hardly keep up a conversation, his eyes are a million miles away, and he keeps shifting his weight.”

“Shifting his weight?”

“He’s trying to adjust the feel of your panties.”

The girls giggled, and if a giggle could be said to be hysterical, this was the one.

“So what next?”

“That depends on you.”

“Me?”

“Sure. How big do you want to make this?”

“Well, right about now I’m thinking pretty big.”

“How about the girls?”

“Mia and Allyson?”

“Sure. Maybe a couple of others. You think they’d be up for laughs.”

“Oh, my. Poor Miles.” Her eyes focused in for a second, then she came back. “Let me think about that.”

“Okay, you think. Can you go somewhere this weekend?”

“Well, sure. I’ve been meaning to spend a couple of days at my mothers.”

“Perfect. I’ve got some big plans.”

“And you’ll take videos?”

“Absolutely. And you think about the girls.”

“Gotcha.”

Grinning, they hugged, and Amy came back to find Miles standing at the sink, half done with the dishes, his face all scrunched up with thought and desperation.

“Let’s go, Miles. Chop, chop! You don’t have all day!”

Miles actually jerked as he came back to himself. Quickly, he began scrubbing pots and plates.

“Your mother?”

“Sure. I haven’t been home for a while. I’d like to spend a couple of days there. That okay with you?”

“Well, yeah. Okay.” Only he wasn’t thinking about Amy, he was thinking about Amy leaving and Joan…Joan…Joan what? What was he scared of?

And, the truth, he was scared a little bit, but he was also excited. He had finally gotten out of the panties, but his cock was big as big could be, and he desperately wanted to cum. But Amy, though she claimed to be feeling a bit poorly, waited and went to bed with him, and she hugged him and entwined herself with him, and made it difficult for him to get up and…and take care of business.

If he even dared to take care of business. Joan’s crack about her camera being everywhere was really hitting him.

“Did you hear what I said?”

“Uh, sorry. No. what?”

“I said…can you hold off sex until I come back?”

“Well, uh…what about tonight?”

“I’m sorry, honey. I just feel so poorly. Maybe this trip to my mother’s will make me feel better.”

“Uh…”

“So can you save your sex for me?”

“Guaranteed, I’ll be feeling like it when I get home.” She paused. “
I hope.”

“Well, uh, yeah.”

But what was he supposed to say? No honey, I’m going to flog the chicken as soon as you set foot outside the door. Which, of course, was what he was planning to do.

“Okay, then it’s settled. Now, come on. Let’s go to bed and cuddle. We can at least do that, right?”

“So, his pecker hard as lightening rod, Miles was dragged off to bed where, once again, he had no chance to relieve himself.

Friday, the next day, Miles lugged two suit cases out to the car and put them in the trunk.

Amy was on the phone, presumably talking to her mother. “Of course, mother. A couple of hours and I’ll be there.”

On the other end, Joan said, “You ready for this.”

“Oh, you bet, mother. But you’d better be prompt.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll be two minutes after you leave. You know the first thing he’s going to do is find a dark place to beat his meat.”

“Wonderful, mother.” She put her hand over the phone and mouthed to Miles, All packed? Miles nodded and gave a thumbs up.

“Yes, mother,” Amy spoke back into the phone. “I’m all packed and ready to go. See you in a couple of hours?”

“Get going, girlfriend, and I’ll be sending you video.”

“Okay, Mother. Bye.” She hung up the phone and turned to Miles. She popped the phone in her purse and hugged him. Long. And kissed him. And let her hand wander in a southerly direction.

“Oh, honey. I’ll miss you.”

“I’ll miss you, too.” The curious mixture of dread and fascination roiled in his psyche.

She backed away from him, but kept her hand on his package. She grinned. “And you won’t…you know…take care of yourself? While I’m gone?”

“No.” Yes! Yes! Yes!

She hugged him again. “Thank you, Miles. You know, I think the secret of our marriage is that we can trust each other.”

Gulp.

“Now, I’ll see you on Monday.”

A final peck, then she was in the car and cranking the motor over.

Miles stood to one side and watched her, gave her a final wave, and watched her zoom down the street, one hand out the window and waving back at him.

Then he turned around, suddenly gulping and almost faint. His dick was harder than stone. It was throbbing. He needed to…get inside. He walked up the walk and entered the house. He walked back to the bathroom and lowered his pants. He began to stroke himself. Oh, yes. Oh…yes. This was going to feel good. This was going to—

“Miles?”

He froze. Joan. In his house.

“Miles? I know you’re back there. Come out here right now.”

“NO! NO! NO! He was close! He needed to finish this off!

“Miles! Don’t make me come back there and drag you out screaming.”

Stifling a sob, Miles forced his cock back into his pants and flushed the toilet. Let her think he was just peeing. He turned around and shuffled out of the door.

Oh, God. Let her go home! He just needed a minute alone.

He walked into the living room.

Joanie stood there, a big grin on her face and a bag in her hand. She was wearing a white blouse with no bra. Her big breasts pointed at him, the nipples turgid and wanting. She was wearing the same short skirt, and he automatically wondered if she on panties.

Of course. She had to be wearing panties.

But this was Joan. She might not be.

“What do you want?” Miles asked, and his voice was a show of bravado.

Joan’s eyes narrowed. “First off, you will greet me appropriately. Yes, mistress will do. And in the proper ‘happy to see me’ attitude.

Miles mouth opened and closed. “I…I…”

“Well?” She looked at him sternly.

He crumbled. Like a week old cookie. Just bits and pieces of him shredding. He opened his mouth and what came out was a squeaky, frightened, “Yes, mistress.”

“Better, but you need practice.”

“But…I…you have to stop this.”

“Why?” she countered, haughtily.

“I’m married.”

“Could have fooled me, beating your meat like a horny, little, high school boy.”

He wanted to say something but she was on a roll. She continued speaking right over him.

“I brought you something, to help you stay true to your wife.”

“What? I do—“

She reached into the bag and pulled out a little, black sack. It was made of velvet and only as big as his two fists together.

“Open it.”

Scared, horny, curious, he opened the bag and took out…rings…a tube…a lock…what?

“What is this?”

“It’s your wife’s guarantee that you will be true to yourself. That you won’t be wasting your semen down the sink. Or,” she snickered, “into her panties.”

“But…but…”

“Put it on. Now!”


PART TWO

There were two problems with putting on the chastity belt.

One, he didn’t want to. He argued, he fought, he whined, he begged.

Joan was adamant, And, finally, brutal.

“If you don’t put on that tube in about 2 1/2 seconds I am going to post the video of you whacking off in your wife’s panties.”

Miles was so desperate he considered it. The video was sort of grainy. The panties were sort of a blob, how could anybody know…just by looking…he was just…yeah, he was beating off, but, he could live with that. So…

“Post it.” He blustered. He had to stop this…this abuse of him.

“And I’ll post my other video of you.”

“What?” He started to turn a little white.

Joan held up her phone and tapped it a couple of times, and there he was…putting on her panties. His cock sticking out. Her voice:              ‘Oh, my God! You really are turned on! Look at your cock!’

His big cock. It didn’t matter that his face was red, it didn’t matter that the picture was slightly ‘cock-eyed,’ what mattered is that it could be seen that he was putting on women’s underwear and was obviously excited by it.

“But…I can’t…please…”

“Now..PUT THAT TUBE ON!”

The second problem was that his cock was once again hard.

Oh, heysoos! He thought. What’s wrong with me?

He tried to get the rings on, he tried to get the tube on, but his cock was too big and stiff.

Finally, Joan had had enough. “Come with me.” She actually grabbed his dick and pulled him through the house.

Miles was up on tip toes, trying to keep up with her. She led him into the kitchen, let go of his dick and opened the refrigerator.

“What are  you doing?” He was dreadfully confused. He had almost cum from the grip of her hand pulling him.

“This!” She pulled out a bag of frozen peas and slapped it on his dick. There she stood, one hand holding his dick, the other holding the frozen vegetables on him.

“Hey! Ow!”

“Shut, you baby.”

It didn’t feel good. His penis was jumping and throbbing, and his skin was burning with cold, and for a second he didn’t think it was going to work.

Joan watched him, her mouth in a twisted grin. “You really are a horny, little bitch.”

“Please,” he was starting to cry.

“Please what?”

“Please let me go.”

She snickered. “I’ll let you go when I feel like it. You really like the underwear stuff?”

“I don’t! I just wanted something smooth to jack off in.”

“I don’t believe you.”

“Let me go,” he begged.

“Not until you tell me a couple of things.”

“What?”

“How much you love jacking off.”

“But I don’t! I just got horny when my wife…when my wife…”

“What?

“When my wife was having her period.”

“Ha!”

“Please?” he whimpered.

His cock was starting to go down. He wasn’t noticing it so much because she was so close to him he had to look at her, but she could feel it.

“Okay, I’ll tell you what. You repeat after me, sincerely and with gusto, and I’ll let you go.”

He looked confused.

“I love masturbating.”

“What? No! I can’t say that.”

She merely repeated the phrase, glaring at him. “I love masturbating!”

He sagged. He was almost limp, but he didn’t know it. His dick was cold and unfeeling and he thought he was hard, or he probably wouldn’t have repeated after her.

“I love masturbating.” His voice was low and whiney.

“With gusto and verve!” snapped Joan, shaking his cock.

“I love masturbating!” he yelped.

She had him going now, and she knew it.

“I love wearing women’s underwear!”

“I love wearing women’s underwear!”

“I’m a kinky, little boy and I like to put my thumb up my butt!”

He hesitated and she squeezed. He had enough feeling to grimace, then: “I’m a kinky, little boy and I like to put my thumb up my butt!”

“I want to be spanked and denied sex for the rest of my life!”

“I want to be spanked and denied sex for the rest of my life!”

Joan kept saying phrases, and he kept repeating them. And, while he was so occupied, she put the bag of peas aside, jammed his cock through a ring, slid the tube on his shrunken weenie, and locked the thing in place.

CLICK!

It was such a small sound…that sounded so big.

Miles looked down at his dick. He reached down and grabbed it. He pulled, and winced. All he had succeeded in doing was stretching his balls. His dick started trying to get hard.

Joan leaned against the sink and watched him with a big grin.

Miles shook the tube, he circled his package with a hand, he tried to figure a way to get the cock tube off.

Nope.

“Why?” he begged, looking up at her.

“Not why.”

“What?

“That’s better.”

“Hunh?”

“Don’t ask why. Ask what…as in ‘what can I do for you.’”

“What can I do for you?” He was thoroughly befuddled.

“My lawn, my dishes, a little vacuuming, polish the silverware and the woodwork, do my laundry, wash my dainty underthings by hand, mop my floors, dust everything, rearrange the garage, scrub the bird shit off the patio, clean my pool, wash my windows…”

The list went on and on, and the long it became the lower Miles’ jaw dropped.

Finally, “Now, put some clothes on and go cut my lawn. And make sure you trim the edges.”

“But…but…”

“GO!” she stamped her foot.

Miles got, and as soon as he was out of the kitchen Joan turned around and picked up her cell phone. She had wanted to record him in the bathroom, but she didn’t think she could get away with it. But the kitchen had turned out even better. When she got done editing…she chuckled and went home.

For an hour Miles pushed the mower. Bits of grass flicked up and stuck to his sweaty body. Under his shorts he couldn’t stop feeling his dick trying to erect. It kept pulsing and throbbing but, almost painfully, was stopped. And it sort of relaxed, for all of half a minute, and tried to get hard again. And again and again. He could feel it mushing up against the plastic. And his balls hung down below the tube, bouncing and banging around in his underwear.

His underwear. His tighty whiteys. They helped a little bit with holding everything in place, but he had a feeling that wasn’t going to last. He had a feeling she was going to make him put her panties back on as soon as she realized he was wearing his own underwear.

He finished the lawn and started edging it. He ran the edger along the walkway, around the bricks lining the flowerbed. It was actually arduous work, and he had to work it carefully inside corners and where weeds had accumulated.

Finally, he was done. Dispirited, ashamed, his head hanging, he trudged back towards his house. He cleaned the edger and hung it up, and heard his cell phone in the house.

His wife! It had to be Amy! He trotted through the garage and into the house, picked up his phone, “Amy?”

“Wrong guess, bozo.”

His heart sank. It was Joan.

“Shave your whole body and get your ass over here. You have ten minutes.”

“Shave…” but the phone was dead.

Shave his body? What? Why? But there was nothing to do about it. He went to the bathroom and stepped into the shower. The hot water felt good, and he grabbed a razor and began stripping the hair from his flesh.

Up and down the legs he went, and he realized there was a ‘grain’ to his hair. And if he went against the grain it would pull the hair up and cut it shorter. His torso was more difficult. The underarms were easy, but it was hard to see high on his chest, and his back was almost impossible. Still, he kept working and working, and finally his body, including his groin, was bare.

He sighed, and stepped out of the shower. He reached for a towel and…DING DE DE DING1

Oh, crap! He ran, dripping wet, through the house and grabbed his cell phone. He didn’t make the mistake of saying his wife’s name now. He just held it to his ear and listened.

“I gave you ten minutes!”

“It was hard!”

“Your dick? Are you saying that shaving makes your dick hard?”

“No! No! I just couldn’t reach spots.”

A snicker came out of the phone, then: “Get your ass over here. Now.”

“I need to get dressed!”

“Didn’t you hear me the other day? Naked. Now. MOVE IT!”

Helpless, Miles put the phone down and headed for the back door. In a second he was trotting across the lawn. Even though it was his backyard, complete with fences and hedges, he still worried about somebody seeing him.

He ran between the hedges and across the lawn. His package bounced ludicrously and he reached down and grabbed himself, held himself so he wouldn’t bounce.

Joan was in her bedroom, peeking out the window, filming him as he scampered, his manhood in hand, across her lawn. Her teeth were showing in a massive grin.

Miles stepped through the sliding door and into Joan’s living room. A second later Joan strutted into the room. Strutted, and well she should, for she was wearing a tight, leather outfit and holding a ping pong paddle.

“Hey, slave boy.”

Miles gaped, was stunned, couldn’t speak.

“Bend over the couch.”

“What…but…”

She grabbed his arm and pushed him, maneuvered him over the end of her couch.

WHAP!

“OW!

WHAP!

“OW!

WHAP!

“OW!

“Okay, enough for now. Kiss my paddle.”

“What?”

“You want three more?”

Miles was standing now, rubbing his red butt with one hand. “No.”

“Then kiss…my…paddle!”

She held it up and he did so.

“Excellent. Good first lesson. Come with me.”

Once again she had his cock in her hand and was leading him.

Up on tip toes he went. His face open and shocked.

“This chastity tube makes it easier to hold you.”

He began crying, little tears that kept leaking out of his eyes.

She led him into a spare bedroom. “I use this for make up and clothes and stuff. Sit here.” She turned the chair that was at the make up table around so it was facing the open room.

He looked around. A frilly, pink bed. A closet full of clothes. A dresser full of…underwear? And the make up table. What was he doing here?

She pulled another chair up to face him and said, “Give me your foot.”

He lifted his foot and she took it in her lap. She reached over to her make up table and grabbed a little red bottle.

“Hey!”

She pulled the tiny brush down his toenail.

“You can’t—“

“Quiet down, little boy. And hold still. I don’t want to have to do this again.”

He held still, and was very aware of his cock throbbing. She was aware of it, too. “Man, look at that cock pulse. This really turns you on.”

“It doesn’t,” and now he was aware that he was lying. It did turn him on.

She looked up at him, a silent look, a determined look, and he knew what she was going to do. she whispered, “I love getting my nails painted.”

He repeated, “I love getting my nails painted.”

“I love being a sissy boy,” her voice so low he could hardly hear her.

“I love being a sissy boy,” he gulped.

“Thank you for making me all pretty.”

“Thank you for making me all pretty.”

“Please don’t tell my wife…”

“Please don’t tell my wife…”

“Can I play with myself when you’re done?”

“Of course not,” she chortled.

And, the conversation, contrived and controlled, went on, and Miles was totally unaware that the home security system was recording his every move.

Finally, she started working on his face.

“I love make up,” she whispered, as she cleansed and primed him.

“I love make up.”

“There’s nothing so good as putting on make up and looking all beautiful.” She worked on his eyes, lining them and shadowing them so they were so sexy.”

“There’s nothing so good as putting on make up and looking all beautiful.”

“Make up makes my little dickie so hard.” She applied bright, red lipstick, matching his nail color perfectly.

“Make up makes my little dickie so hard.”

She sat back and inspected him. Excellent. “Stay there.”

He remained on the chair and she went to the frilly bed and picked up a maid’s uniform. Black, white chiffon underskirt, garters and nylons.

“What is that?”

“I need a maid.”

“I don’t want to be a maid.”

She whispered, “Please let me be your maid.”

His face burning, his voice was barely loud enough to be recorded. “Please let me be your maid.”

She laughed and tossed the uniform to him. “Put this on.”

Slowly, his mind short circuited, wondering what had happened to his world, he put on the maid uniform. Joan had to instruct him a couple of times, but he managed to get the bra on, and the breast forms, and then the tight, little black dress. He looked down at his nylon clad legs and his high heels and felt a shiver go through him.

What was wrong with him? Why was this turning him on? Was it just the fact of having his dick constantly strangled by the cage, or was he actually…perverted?

Joan brought a wig out of her closet and fastened it to his head. He looked in the mirror, and his legs were weak. She had shadowed his face so it looked feminine, his breasts were huge! And his curvy curves made him looked extremely feminine.

“Okay, there’s a list of chores on the kitchen table. I’ve got some work to do, so don’t bother me. Now, get to work.”

She walked out of the room and headed for her office. A moment later he heard her office door close, and a snick indicated it was being locked.

Miles stood for a long second, struggling with the excitement boiling in his chest. God, he was turned on. But he needed to get out of this…this…these clothes. And make up. He needed to be himself.

And, an errant thought, What would Amy think?

But he was caught, stuck, and…and the pulsing in his groin was exploding through his body. He felt like he was on the edge of cumming, but, of course, there was no way he could do that.

Finally, he walked out of the dressing room. He staggered down the hallway, holding the walls for balance. He had never imagined that walking in heels could be so difficult.

As he passed Joan’s office she listened to him scraping along and snickered, then she turned back to her computer. On the screen she had the films she had taken earlier in a file, and now she was downloading the home security videos. She watched, very pleased, as Miles’ face was shown, pleading, begging, and then her making him up. He made a pretty good woman, she mused.

She heard Miles puttering around, looking for cleaning supplies. She doubted he would get done with everything today, but there was always tomorrow. Then she ignored the sounds and began sorting them into a specific order of occurrence.

Miles pranced around the house, standing on tip toes, which wasn’t much because he was already in heels, and dusting everything. Oddly, he felt…sort of cool.

His calves were all bulging and shapely, his feet were stretched out. He liked the feeling of the boobs bouncing on his chest, and for a second he imagined what it would be like with real boobs. Real boobs, with real nipples. And he groaned and pressed on his cock cage. Heysoos, he was horny.

Joan fed the videos into a movie program and started editing. She snipped and clipped, digitally, and erased her saying things and linked his repeatings until it sounded like he was just sitting there, spontaneously blurting his true feelings.

“I love being a sissy boy,” he looked so deliciously helpless.

“Thank you for making me all pretty.” He did sound grateful

“Please don’t tell my wife…” That was sincere.

“Can I play with myself when you’re done?”

Joan almost jammed her hand into her own crotch at that one. She had played with men before, she liked dressing them up, but she had never had one like this. His softness, his fear, his trepidation, it all channeled into her pussy, made her wet… “Fuck!” she blurted, and she did…she rammed a hand down, slipped it into her panties and began diddling herself.

She watched Miles on the screen, transforming into a sissy, and she played with her button. With her other hand she massaged one breast, got a hold of a nipple and pulled it, right through the cloth, she felt herself igniting way down deep. Oh…oh…FUCK!

Miles dusted, and he polished, and he vacuumed. Then he went into the kitchen, and the longer he worked, the more he danced around the house in high heels, the hornier he became. His dick couldn’t get hard, but that didn’t stop it from trying. Sometimes he would just stop what he was doing and squeeze his chastity tube, Pooching his butt back and squeezing and his mind just sort of going white hot blank.

Then, no satisfaction, and somehow even hornier, he continued with the cleaning. He did the dishes, and scrubbed the cupboards, and he wondered, what is going on? Why am I so horny? Sure, I haven’t

squirted for a few days, but the feel of these nylons, the air under the dress, the feel of the bra restraining him…it was too much. He was desperate. Every step he took he could feel the tube holding him, it was like a big hand was massaging his privates every second, yet it wasn’t massaging enough to make him cum. Just enough to make him want to cum…more and more and more.

At five o’clock Joan came out of her office. She looked a little funny, a little blowsy, a little distracted, but her eyes sharpened up when she saw him. She grinned and thought about the four orgasms she had given herself while watching him clean the house.

“Go home, Miles.”

“What?” There was a part of him that didn’t want to. He liked cleaning the house like a woman. He liked being dressed up.

“Go home. Fix yourself dinner. Have a few drinks. Be back here in two hours.”

“Oh,” that lifted his heart.

He started back towards the dressing room.

“Where do you think you’re going?”

He stop, was confused, “To take off this uniform.”

She stared at him for a second, then nodded. He noted how tired she looked.

“Are you okay?”

“Oh, yeah,” she sighed. Then she straightened up, forced herself into motion, and pushed him towards the dressing room.

He got undressed under her watchful eye. He hung the clothes up and placed them in drawers. He was naked, and suddenly missing his feminine clothes, and he realized that he was going to have to go home with no clothes on.

He started to leave, but she said, “Sit down.”

He sat.

She freshened up his make up, then handed him a tube of lipstick.

“Keep this with you. Make sure your lips are red and juicy always.”

He held the gold tube, looked at it, then nodded. He was so confused. He liked the taste of the waxy lipstick, but he was starting to realize, now that he was naked except for make up, that he was doing something he shouldn’t.

“I can’t come back,” he tried. “My wife. My wife won’t understand…”

Joan grunted, then, “See you at seven o’clock.”

Miles walked out of the house. Once home he made a pot pie and drank a drink. And another one. And another one.

Yet the booze didn’t seem to make him drunk. Just a little tipsy, and he realized that his state of sexual excitation was stopping him from getting drunk. The sexual feelings he was having were better than drunk.

Drinking his drinks, he watched the clock. Second after second the hands closed in on seven o’clock. He wished they’d hurry up.

“Amy! Did you get the video?”

“Oh, my God! Is that really my husband?”

They were connected by Facetime, and both of their faces showed high amazement.

“It is. Girlfriend, I have to tell you, I’ve played with boys before, made them dress up, but this is…he is the most…natural sissy I have ever seen.”

“My husband is a sissy.” She was stunned and shocked and amazed, but, also, wet. “You’re sure.”

“You saw him.”

Amy’s mother suddenly appeared behind Amy. “I knew it.”

“Mother!”

“I always told you he was a little soft for a man.”

“But he works! He plays football with the guys! I’ve even seen him smoke a cigar!”

Joan and Amy’s mother were quiet, but they were looking at each other over the Facetime, and Amy’s mother was nodding slightly, showing her pleasure with being proven right.

“Look, Amy, men can be manly and still be sissies. In fact, sometimes the most manly of men have a deep desire to submit to a strong woman. They are hard chargers in the work place, in charge of other people, they actually need to submit to someone to balance out their lives.”

Amy opened her mouth to speak, then shut it.

Joan continued her push. “Look, I know it’s a big pill to swallow, but we can prove it. If you’re brave.”

“How?”

Joan began to explain, and behind Amy her mother began to grin.

Miles stood up, he hadn’t gotten dressed, he didn’t think he needed to. He had a feeling for what was going to happen when he returned to Joan’s house. And it didn’t involve him wearing shorts or jeans.

He looked at the clock. Tick. Tick. Tick. Then, his heart starting to speed up, it was seven o’clock.

He stood up, gulped the last of his drink and headed out the door. Ten seconds later he was standing in front of Joan’s sliding glass door. For a second he was confused. Should he knock? Or walk in?

Heck, she had seen him naked, had dressed him up. He had done her housecleaning all day long. He pushed the door open and stepped in.

Joan was waiting in the living room. She had the paddle again. And a hard look on her face.

“You’re one minute late.”

But he wasn’t. He knew he wasn’t.

“Lay on the end of the couch.”

He could have complained, told her her clock was too fast, but he didn’t. Something inside him was rejoicing, and he quietly laid down on the end of the couch. His butt stuck in the air. Breathing rapidly. His cock  trying to bust his plastic cock cage.

WHAP!

“OW!”

WHAP!

“OW!”

WHAP!

“OW!”

And she was hitting him harder, really laying into him.

“Don’t you ever be late again!”

WHAP!

“OW!”

WHAP!

“OW!”

WHAP!

“OW!”

“You didn’t freshen your lipstick!”

WHAP!

“OW!”

WHAP!

“OW!”

WHAP!

“OW!”

“Stand up.”

He stood, and she sat down on the couch. “Kneel in front of me.”

“I…I…” there were tears on his face, and his cock, he had never been so excited in his life.

He knelt.

She put a hand under his chin and held his face. “You’re a bad boy, but don’t worry. I’ll fix you.”

More tears streamed down his face. Not from the pain, but from the relief. He didn’t understand what was happening, but he was glad. Glad.

The only fly in the ointment was that he didn’t know what he was going to tell his wife.

“Now, you have a lot of work to do, and you won’t be going home.”

“I won’t?”

“Nope. You have to clean the house. I mean REALLY clean the house. Not half assed like you did before. And tomorrow you’re going to paint my house.”

“The whole house?” He was dazed.

“Yes. And then we’re going to…” she listed his chores, enough chores to take a week. He listened, and was dizzy, and his mind wasn’t working, and he was so happy he—“

DING DE DE DING!

Joan stopped talking and picked up the phone.

“Hi, Amy! Sure, he’s here. I was using him to move furniture around. Uh huh. Sure.”

She turned the phone on speaker.

“Hi babe, that’s pretty nice of you to help Joan out.”

“Uh, hi,” Miles managed.

Amy didn’t seem to notice how abrupt he was, or to read anything into his manner.

“Listen, I’m going to spend the week here. Is that okay?”

“Uh, yeah. Sure.” He hardly knew what he was saying.

“So you have fun and—“

“Amy?”

“Hi, Joan, yeah?”

“I’m having some work done, can I use Miles this week?”

“As much as you want. If he doesn’t answer his phone I’ll know where he is.”

“Excellent. Thanks, girlfriend,” She arched her eyes at Miles. Miles didn’t know whether to groan or throw his arms up in celebration.

“Okay, then I’ll see you. Love you Miles. Be good.”

“You, too. Honey.” He blurted.

Amy didn’t take any notice of his awkwardness, and hung up the phone.

Miles handed the phone back to Joan.

Joan was staring at him with a big grin. “Well, I guess we know what’s going to happen. Right?”

Miles, feeling like his chest was going to explode, nodded. He was incapable of speech.

“Now, freshen up your lipstick, dry your tears, and I’ll show you where you’re sleeping tonight.

Glumly, but giddy, Miles nodded.

He slept in a little doggie bed at the foot of her bed.

He watched her, and lusted after her, as she flounced around in a sheer baby doll.

She used him every day. He painted and washed and cleaned, all in sexy clothes. A maid outfit, a negligee, a housedress.

He brushed her hair three times daily, and attended to her bath. He soaped her and rinsed her and dried her body. All the while, his prick leaking pre-cum by the bottle. To be that close to her large breasts. To have her tug on his cage. Even when she spanked him he got excited.

On Friday night things reached a peak.

“Miles!”

He hurried into her room, and stopped. She was lying on her bed, not a stitch of clothing on.

“Get me off.”

His face was an open book, and his eyes kept blinking and blinking.

“Did you hear what I said?”

“I…I…”

She sat up, “Don’t make me get the paddle.”

He fell to his knees.

She grinned. “Now crawl over here and do me right.”

Do her right. OMG!

He knee walked over to the bed, where she lay back with spread legs.

“Well, come on, get busy.”

“What…what do you want me…”

“Use your tongue, stupid. Don’t you even know how to make love?”

“But…I’m married.”

“Don’t worry, you’re not going to squirt. And your wife said I could use you this week, so stick out that tongue and get to work.”

Maybe if Amy hadn’t told him to do what Joan said…maybe if he hadn’t been so brow beaten and trained for a week…maybe he could have refused. As it was, he crept up on the bed, crawled between her legs, and started licking.

“Oh, yeah.” Joan sighed and closed her eyes. Lick me, use your fingers, and when I get close use this.” She reached under a pillow and took out a vibrator. She placed it on the bed without looking.

Miles kept licking. Long, loving laps up her labia. Then he kissed her clitoris, pulled it with his teeth, sucked on it like it was a little teeny peeny.

Joan moaned and grabbed her nipples. She pulled them, and arched her back.

Miles used his fingers. Inserting first one, then another, then another. Three fingers inside her he could feel the ridge surrounding her hole. His knuckles slapped into her pussy and Joan groaned with pleasure.

“Now…use the vibrator.”

He picked it up, touched it to her, which made her gasp, then pushed it slowly inside her.

“Oh, fuck! If you only had a dick like this!” She opened her eyes, looked down at his face between her legs. “God, I would love to fuck your bone till I exploded.

Then she lay back and waited.

Miles pushed in and pulled out. He turned the vibrator on. He spanked her pussy with his fingertips, and suddenly Joan was arching and bucking.

“FUCK! YES!” She twisted and writhed and clamped her thighs together.

Miles was half caught, so he just kept the vibrator inside her until she calmed down. Then he withdrew.

Joan sighed. “Now. Go to sleep.”

Excited, his cock raging in the cage, Miles lay down in the doggy bed. He listened to the sounds of Joan tossing and turning, then slipping into a light sleep. Soon her snores started to build.

Miles lay there, as awake as he had ever been. He didn’t know what to do. His wife would be coming home one of these days, but…but…he admitted it to himself: he liked this lifestyle.

Finally, an hour later, he slipped into a doze, and then slept.

Saturday morning, and Joan was up early. She slapped Miles’ ass and dragged him out to the garage. In the middle of the garage was a large box.

“Open it.”

Miles grabbed a knife and slit the edges of the box. Inside was a curious mix of wooden parts.

Joan sat with the instructions and read them off. Miles put the thing together.

It was some sort of a horse. A sex horse. It had four legs, and a padded center plank. There were four, little platforms attached to the legs.

“Hop on. Let’s try it out.”

Miles laid down on the center plank. His head could fit on it, but his butt stuck out a little. Still, it wasn’t too bad with his elbows and knees on the little platform.

“Okay, you all comfie?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“Good.” She took several leather straps out of the box and put them on him. She buckled the straps and his arms and legs were fixed to the legs of the sex horse.

“Excellent,” Joan murmured.

“Hey, I can’t move.”

“Precisely the idea.” She wrapped a leather strap around his midsection. Now he was truly tied down. The tightening of the body strap had, however, made him arch his back and his butt was pooched up into the air. His caged cock and his balls hung down.

“What’s this for?” he asked.

Joan didn’t answer. She simply walked into the kitchen.

Miles looked around. He was alone in the garage. The garage was sideways on the property, so no passersby could see him, but still, he was tied in place, he couldn’t move, and he was starting to worry.

Suddenly Joan came back out. She was holding a drink with a straw.

She sat down, cross legged, in front of him. She pointed the straw into his mouth.

He sipped, then asked, “What’s going on?”

“Graduation day.”

“Huh?”

“And we’ve got a crowd coming to see you graduate.”

“Hey!” But his exclamation was weak.

He struggled, but the struggle was weak, not that it would have mattered if he was able to struggle with any strength. He was fastened in place with no hope of escape.

For a few minutes Joan sat and kept feeding him bourbon and Coke.

Miles sipped, and his mind was going a million miles an hour.

What was going on?

Then, he heard footsteps.

Click, click, click.

And more clicks. Dozens of clicks.

He was gasping now, and truly struggling, but it was no use. A herd of women, all in high heels, was coming up the driveway.

“Take it easy, Miles. They all know about you. They’ve all seen the videos, and now they want to see you.”

“But…but why?”

“Because you are an inspiration. All men should learn to be like you.”

“But I don’t want—“

She touched a finger to his mouth and pressed. He shut.

“Everybody knows about you…but you. It’s time you found out the truth of you.”

“Let me go!” He begged, large tears forming and dripping on the garage floor.

“Hi, Joan!”

“Hey, Joan.”

“Is this Miles?”

Women crowded into the garage. They crowded around him and touched him. They touched his back, his caged cock, his face.

“Please…please…”

“Hi, Miles.”

Miles jerked. “Amy?”

His wife sat down where Joan had been sitting, right in front of him, and they were face to face. Behind her her mother stood and watched, her arms folded in satisfaction.

“I was so pleased to find out about you.”

“Honey, I…she trapped…what?”

“I was pleased to find out that you’re a sissy.”

Around them a couple of bottles of champagne had made appearance, and the women were chatting and drinking. Most of their chat was about him.

“He looks so strong.”

“That cock is turning red. How long has it been since…”

“Are we going to take it off?”

Miles asked, “You like it when I…when I…”

“I love the idea of you serving me. Being at my beck and call. I’ll tell you the truth, your male posturing was getting a little old. I mean, who made you the boss of us?”

“But I…”

“Hush now, dear. We’ll talk more later. Right now Joan wants to graduate you.”

Amy stood up and moved away.

“Okay, ladies,” Joanie dinged a spoon against a champagne flute. “Your attention please.”

The talk quieted down and Miles lay on the bench, his whole body burning with embarrassment, and yet…and yet…

“First, I am going to unlock Miles’ cock. Remember, to lock a cock is good, but you do have to allow it release every once in a while. You don’t want your men growing all red and puffy and suddenly exploding, right?”

Laughs and giggles surrounded Miles.

He felt hands, Joan’s hands, inserting a key into the little cock lock. then the tube slid off. Oh, GOD! His dick unfurled and he felt the first taste of freedom in a long week.

“Now then, Miles, I’m going to release you, and I want you to simply stand up and face us. Don’t run. Okay?”

Miles nodded. Small tears dribbled down his cheeks.

“And try not to cry. It so messes your make up.”

He nodded again, but he couldn’t stop crying.

Then he felt hands, several hands, undoing the buckles that kept him tied down. Thirty seconds later he was getting up, pushing off the bench and standing behind the sex horse. A circle of women stared at him. They were all smiling, and nodding, and they looked pleased with him.

Pleased? With him?

“Now then, ladies.” Joan was at the head of the horse, watching him. “For graduation I think that it would be appropriate if Miles would take matters into his own hands.”

Miles looked around. Women urged him on.

“Grab your cock!”

“Beat it!”

“Come on, sissy!”

He was confused, but their emotion, their concerted thought, guided him. Slowly, he placed a hand around his erect shaft.

“Yeah!”

“Do it!”

“Go, sissy boy!”

He realized that they wanted him to play with himself, to…to jack off.

His breath coming in gasps, he began to stroke himself. Up and down.

The ladies cheered.

Their approval, the way Joan and Amy and her mother smiled at him and encouraged him.

And he was so damned horny! The week of teasing, being locked up and unable to touch himself, it all combined, and he stroked harder. And harder.

“Go! Go! Go!” the ladies built up a chant, and he stroked, and somebody stepped forward and pinched his nipple. His wife came around and cupped his butt cheek with one hand.

He was close…close…

“Go! Go! Go!”

And, finally, he did it. Knees shaking, the hot lava shot up his shaft and exploded into the air.

Cheers literally raised the roof of the garage. Everybody was yelling, congratulating him, showing their appreciation.

He stood there, exhausted, his hand still holding his cock. His cock was growing limp and the last dribbles of cum fell to the floor.

“Fuck,” he whispered to himself.

Then the ladies were surrounding him, pressing in, patting his back, touching his penis, one even held his balls.

Joan came through the crowd, held his arm up and yelled. “The first official graduate of the Ladies’ Sissy Society!”

Now Miles was crying again, but not tears of embarrassment or humiliation. Rather, years of happiness.

Somebody pushed a glass of champagne into his hand. He sipped, and Amy came and put her arm around him. “She whispered into his ear… “Now we know.”

And they did.

END
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PART ONE

“The test results are back, Mr. Thompson.”

The lack of expression on the doctor’s face, she was prepared to tell us something was wrong. When there is nothing bad in your test results the doctor comes out with a grin, cracks a joke, or is otherwise cheerful. It’s when they have no expression on their face that you have to worry. I looked at my husband.  He knew it, too. “So what do the results say?”

“Let’s sit down.”

Uh oh. Worse and worse. If it’s god news they don’t worry about you falling down and hitting your head.

Jack and I sat down on the office chairs. I reached out and patted Jack’s hand.

He looked at me and smiled, but it was a weak smile.

The doctor’s name was Abdalia Jones. The sign in front of her office proclaimed she was an M.D., F.A.C.O.G. A doctor that was a ‘Fellow of the American Congress of Obstetricians and Gynecologists.’ Which meant that she was a qualified obstetrics and gynecology doctor, and an expert in Reproductive Endocrinology and Infertility. Which, when you took all the fancy words apart, meant that she was qualified to help us find out why we couldn’t get pregnant.

Well, I knew why I couldn’t get pregnant. Jack didn’t however, And the fact that she was looking at Jack and not me…that meant it was likely Jack that was shooting blanks, or some such.

“Mr. Thompson,” she was a black lady, a little overweight, who reminded me of Stacy Abrams, but with a kind expression on her face. “Mr. Thompson, tests show that you have elevated levels of acylglycerols with a complication of inverted sasol olefins. In addition, you have almost no surfactants.”

Both Jack and I sort of glazed over. We didn’t understand the words. The good doctor realized this and translated her prognosis into English.

“You haven’t been producing enough sperm. This has caused a severe imbalance in your body.”

“So I need to produce more sperm,” he didn’t look unhappy at that.

“However, there is a complication.”

“What?”

“You need to produce more sperm, but you shouldn’t have an orgasm.”

“What?” We were both confused by this contradiction.

“You haven’t been producing enough sperm. You need to get erect, get excited, and let your testicles do their work.”

“But if I’m supposed to build up all this sperm, why can’t I get rid of it with a, with a…”

“Have you ever heard of an orgasm spoken of as ‘the little death?’”

Jack nodded.

“It is a fact that your heart speeds up during sex.” She paused, letting us stay with her. “If you have an orgasm your heart will have to work extra hard to bring up the semen, but you don’t have enough semen, and the resulting strain on your heart…it is possible that your heart will actually stop and you will die.”

“But…I don’t…you’re telling me that I have to produce more semen, but having orgasms could be fatal?

The doctor put up her hands in an effort to calm Jack. Slowly, his breathing came under control.

“I want you to take deep breaths, Mr. Thompson.”

While Jack tried to get himself under control I affirmed, “So Jack has to somehow manufacture more sperm, but he can’t let any of it out because of his heart.”

The doctor nodded. “Precisely. While it is more complicated than that, it is also just that simple.”

“So how do I get rid of sperm without orgazing?” Poor Jack, he looked so confused.

At the same time I blurted, “So you’re saying that one more orgasm could kill Jack?”

She managed to follow us and answer us both. To me she said, “Yes.” And to Jack she continued with, “There are things you can do to alleviate the matter.”

“What?” I asked quickly.

“First, we have to put him on an estrogen rich diet. This will cause an equilibria of mutually immiscible ionic liquids. He’ll still produce sperm, lots of it, especially with the medicines I will prescribe…”

We glazed over again.

“That will cause a common anion of basic character that should…” blah, blah, blah. Whatever happened to common English?

“Of course, you will notice certain side effects.”

“What kind of side effects?” asked Jack. His lip was trembling. To be told that one more orgasm would kill him…I could imagine how fragile and shattered he must be.

“Well, you might experience swelling in the hips, a certain redistribution of fat cells, and puffiness in the chest. Maybe even a degree of gynecomastia.”

“Jack is going to grow…boobs?”

“Maybe, maybe not, it all depends on certain variables. In addition to the gynecomastia, your skin may feel a little bit…soft. Also, your penis may shrink a little, very important to keep it excited, to lessen the degree of shrinkage.”

Jack was blinking. Slow blinks. Like he was shuttering his eyes, like he was trying to shut out all this bad information.

“Let me get this straight,” I blurted. “You’re saying that Jack can’t cum again? Never again? But we should play with his cock and keep him…producing sperm.”

“I would not say never. There are certain, ah, exercises that we can can have Jack do, and after several months we can retest him.”

I was still trying to put it all in understandable terms. I asked, “So Jack should…get excited…but not have orgasms.”

She nodded. “It’s actually very beneficial for him to get erections. When his penis is in a state of excitement his testicles will tend to produce biphasic phosphonium cations. You should strive to cause his penis to be erect several times a day. He can be limp the rest of the time, let him have a period of rest, but…” she shrugged.

“Oh, God!” Jack put his head in his hand and I heard a light sob come from his gut.

“It’s okay, Jack. It’s okay.” I put an arm around him.

“Now, let me prescribe some medicines…”

A half hour later, with a handful of prescriptions and the advice to look into ‘chastity belts,’ whatever they were, we were out the door and on our way home.

“My life is over,” Jack was sobbing, actual tears overflowing his eyes, dripping on his lap, which made it look like his penis was leaking.

“No, it’s just temporarily on hold.”

“But we can’t have a baby, and we can’t have sex…what else is there?

“Jack, don’t be half empty, be half full.”

“If I have one more orgasm I’ll die. How can that be half full?”

“It can. We’ll figure out how to make this be a benefit. We can’t just give up.”

“Maybe you can’t,” he spoke in a mutter.

We arrived at home, pulled into the drive way and got out. We didn’t speak at all as we walked into the house.

Next door, Mandy was watering her bushes, and she waved and gave a cheerful “Hi!”

Mandy liked to wear bikinis, and she had very large mammary glands, and I was glad when Jack didn’t even bother to look at her.

Then I was sorry. My man wasn’t going to get to have any more sex, ever again.  Or at least for ta long time. Except for erections. Which he had to have.

“God!” I blurted as I thought about the dismal prognosis.

Jack passed through the foyer and turned to the left. The kitchen. I watched as he took down a bottle and poured himself a libation.

“That’s not going to help.”

“It’ll help me feel a little better.”

Well, I couldn’t argue with that. So I said, “Pour me one, too.”

He did, and added a splash of Coke, and handed me a drink.

He guzzled his Coke and bourbon in a second, made another one, then sat down at the kitchen table and sank into a deep, deep funk.

I stood by the sink, watched Mandy bring out a bucket of soapy water and start washing her car. Her big boobs flopped around with every step. I sighed. I had big boobs, but not like hers.

“Would you like to have your first…erection session?”

His head was hanging, but he nodded. “Might just as well get started.

“Okay, let’s head for the bedroom.”

“There were several treatments we could do, and all involved excitation of his penis…as long as he didn’t cum.

We went into the bedroom and he sat down. He looked like his best friend had died, which, in a way, I guess it had. Or, at least was dying.

“How you want to do this?”

“Just lay back and let me do this.”

He lay on the bed.

“Better take your clothes off.”

He sat up, divested himself of his pants and shirt, and lay back again.

His penis was already erect. Good, this wouldn’t take too much time. I began stroking, and he began breathing harder.

“Remember,” I cautioned, “if you get close, let me know.”

For ten minutes I stroked him, and he came close a couple of times, but told me and I quickly backed off, waited for his excitement to go down.

“Oh, geez!” he muttered at one point.

“What?” I let go, alarmed that he might have an accident.

“It’s okay. I was just wishing you’d use your mouth.”

“Huh!” I grunted. “This is a medical procedure. We’re not doing this so you can get your jollies.”

He frowned, and shortly after that was trying to thrust his hips, get a little more traction on his penis.

“No, no. None of that.”

He sighed and tried to control himself.

A few minutes later I was done, and Jack was really done. He was red in the face, gasping, and desperate to cum.

“Maybe we better look into that chastity tube thing?”

“I don’t want to wear one of those.”

“If it’s for your health, babe?”

“Yeah, well. The cure is worse than the disease.”

“Don’t say that!”

He heard the concern in my voice and he sighed. “Sorry. But it’s hard.”

We looked at his dick, aware of the double meaning. “It certainly is,” I quipped, a light jest, and perhaps inappropriate in the face of his terrible illness. “Okay, get up and get dressed. And don’t play with yourself.”

“I can’t even play with myself?” he whined.

“We don’t want to risk an accident.”

Slowly, he put his pants back on. When he was buckling it up I left the room.

That afternoon Jack was pretty despondent. I shortly realized just how important sex was to a man. As a woman I wasn’t as driven. Oh, I liked it, a lot, but…but it wasn’t as big a thing to me as it was to John.

“Why don’t you do some work around the house, take your mind off it?” I suggested.

He went out front and started pushing a lawn mower. Pushing very slowly. And he pushed slower and slower, until he was just standing there, his hands on the handle, his thoughts a million miles away.

I was going to go out and chide him along, I put my dish towel down and looked out the window and…Mandy was there.

And Jack was talking animatedly.

I watched, fascinated. Mandy was putting her hands to her face, which caused her breasts to lift up.

John moved his arms, making some point.

She said, I could read her lips, ‘Oh, no!’

What were they talking about? What was he saying to her? Surely he couldn’t be talking about his medical condition! That would be way too embarrassing.

But I didn’t like the way she stood and squealed and showed off all her flesh. I went to the door, opened it, and they looked over to me.

“Jack, time to play. Hi, Mandy.”

Jack turned red.

Mandy smiled vacantly.

I chuckled inside.

Jack said good bye to Mandy and trudged up the front walk. He entered the house and went into the bedroom. I was waiting.

“What were you talking to Mandy about?” I asked, as he dropped his drawers and climbed onto the bed.

“Politics,” he answered. “I was telling her that I didn’t think Trump would get re-elected.

“Huh,” I grunted. So Mandy was a Republican. One more thing about her to be suspicious of.

I grabbed his cock, and I must have grabbed it a little too hard, for he said, “Ouch!”

“Sorry. Let me get some lube on my hands.”

A moment later I was all lubed up and stroking his cock.

Jack had a nice penis. It was eight inches, nice and thick, and had a big, round head. His balls were also big, and now they looked a little swollen.

Jack started breathing harder.

“Don’t get too excited, bozo.” I warned.

“I won’t,” but I knew he was lying. Me stroking him like this, he was going to get close, and I knew he had no self control. Even if his life was at stake, he had no control.

He started to lurch a bit, so I slapped his balls.

“Oh! Ow!” he groaned. “What did you do that for?”

“Control yourself, Jack. Try not to enjoy. it so much.”

“Oh, geez. Oh, geez.” He put an arm over his eyes and gave a squeaky sort of sob.

I stroked him for ten minutes, my eye on the clock, then let go.

“Oh…no!” He moaned.

“Remember, Jack,” I said, as I wiped my hands off in the bathroom. “This will save your life.”

When I came out he was putting on his pants, trying to stuff his big cock into his pants, and he was crying.

“I’ll look into the chastity tube thing.”

He didn’t say a word. I could tell he was just feeling sorry for himself.

I pulled up Amazon and typed in ‘Male Chastity Devices.’ Man, there were a lot of them, and they had a lot of bells and whistles.

Plain chastity devices.

Chastity with urethral tubes to go in the head of his cock. Chastity with ball separators. Devices with butt plugs. And my favorite, the one that interested me the most, electric chastity.

I sighed as I read the description. Ladies, this wonderful device will certainly keep your man on his toes. You can control his speech, make him clean the house, even manipulate what he thinks about.

Wow. What a lot of benefits! I sat for a moment and day dreamed. In my mind I could see Jack cleaning the house, nothing on but his electric chastity tube.

If he didn’t do a good job, or wasn’t working fast enough…ZAP! he would leap into the air and land and whirl around and glare at me. He would rub his balls and scrunch a bit from the pain, then I would simply lift the remote and he would immediately turn his attention back to doing a good job.

Huh. Yeah. I liked it.

But in the end I ordered a little, black cheapie. $15. Just a ring for his balls, a tube for his cock, and a lock for the whole thing.

I knew I would need the lock. After only two sessions of erecting him he was already looking a bit piqued. And I knew it would only get worse.

Of course, I could order some other devices. Just in case. Spares, or maybe, and this made me giggle, something to hold over Jack’s head.

Yes. He was going to be out of control, and I needed all the leverage I could get.

I put the super duper chastity belt in my Amazon ‘cart.’ It was metal, with a built in lock that couldn’t be picked. And a ball separator and a urethral tube. And, my favorite, shock potential. If I decided I needed it…yes, it should be quick and ready to order.

Then I frowned, and decided this was too much too soon. I put severel other devices in the cart and just left them.

DING A DING A DING!

My cell phone went off. Damn. It was time to get Jack excited again.

The chastity tube, the cheapie, came the next morning. I do so love the overnight feature on Amazon. I unpacked the thing eagerly, and held it up to the light.

It was small, would fit in my hand, and the lock wasn’t very secure, but that was all right. If Jack couldn’t control himself I had other devices ready to order.

I called out, “Jack?”

He was in the back yard. Sitting on. lounge chair, drinking a bourbon and Coke, and no doubt feeling sorry for himself. He slunk in like a dog about to be neutered.

Well, I guess that wasn’t a bad analogy. “Yeah?”

“Play with yourself for ten minutes. Your chastity device was delivered.”

“Play with…aren’t you going to…you know?”

“Jack,” I lectured, “It’s time you learned to do for yourself. Now get that cock out and start stroking it.

He whined, “I could have just stayed out on the patio and played with myself.”

“So go back. Play with yourself in front of God and everybody. But…start playing!”

He sat down on the bed and started playing with himself. it was less than impressive. His dick only got half hard and he just sort of pulled it half heartedly.

“Jack, get going. Get that dick hard.”

“It doesn’t want to.”

I sighed, “Okay, go in and watch some porn.”

“Really?” He brightened right up. He knew I was not a fan of porn, and I often checked his internet history so he didn’t have much opportunity. This was a medical emergency, however, so I was okay with it. Anything so I didn’t have to sit there and stroke his cock.

Then I had a thought. It had only been a couple of minutes, but I knew Jack had a short fuse, so I went into the computer room, walking softly, and stood behind him.

He was watching the screen so intently he didn’t notice me. He didn’t even take note of my reflection on the screen.

A girl named Ava Devine was pushing a lava lamp up her pussy to the tune of the Moonlight Sonata.

Whacking off to Beethoven, I snorted.

Then I realized Jack was about to squirt.

I reached into his lap and slapped his hand away, and just in time. A big drop of cum drooled out of his head. I grabbed his dick and squeezed it. “JACK!”

He started to thrash around, his hips were pumping and he desperately wanted his semen to spurt. I had a good grip on him, however, and nothing came out.

“Let me go!” Jack begged, trying to loosen my fingers.

“Calm down and I will.”

“But…but I need to…” then he sank back and gave a sob.

I waited a minute, then released him.

“That hurt,” he cried.

“Then you shouldn’t have let yourself get so excited.”

“But, the pictures…I had to!”

“Jack, you are out of control, and there is only one cure.”

He looked at me.

I held up the little box with the chastity tube in it. I took out the pieces to the thing, rings and tubes and lock.

“Oh, no,” he whispered.

“Oh, yes. Now put this on.”

He took it and tried to get the tube over his cock. “Ow! It won’t fit!”

“It will when you get soft. Now get soft!”

We looked at his cock. It was hard and big from his almost accident, and it was obvious that he needed help.

“Okay, come with me. And bring that thing.”

He picked up the pieces of the chastity tube and followed me into the kitchen.

I took out a large glass. It was so large that I often used it as a vase. I filled with ice cubes, then water, then I placed it on a chair. “Put your dick in this.

“But, but…”

I grabbed his ear and twisted.

“OW!”

I maneuvered him over the glass of ice water and made him squat.

“Oh, ow! That’s cold!”

“Get used to it.”

He stood there, in a half squat, his dick shoved into that glass of ice water, and slowly his penis began to reduce in size.

“Oh…oh…oh…” he kept mumbling. He bit his knuckle and tried to think of other things.

Finally, he was small enough, so I straightened him up and pushed the tube on, the ring on, and connected them, then I slid the lock into the loop and clicked it.

Oh, the sound of that little click. Jack looked like a giant had stepped on him, he flinched so badly, then he looked down.

His once big penis was now an inch and a half of scrunched up weenie. It tried to get erect, but it couldn’t. It just pushed and squirmed and little bits of his skin pushed out the tiny windows on the thing.

I giggled.

“I don’t think it’s so funny.”

“Oh, go watch some porn.”

He brightened up.

Hey, I didn’t like it, but Jack needed a little freedom here, and that was about as free as I was feeling. Let him watch, and get horny, and maybe he would produce more sperm. But there was no way, with that thing strangling his dick, that he was going to release any of that sperm. Which was most excellent. Doctor’s orders, you know.

I went outside and relaxed on the lounge. I dipped myself into the pool, enjoyed the sun, and watched Sex and the City on my little laptop. I smiled a lot that afternoon, and that really was the point at which I began to wake up.

Jack inside, engrossed in acres of flesh and the manic in and out pounding of porn stars, he didn’t bother me. I didn’t even have to fix him lunch.

I wandered in at one point and glanced into the computer room. He was sitting, hunched over, his eyes glazed, and watching some girl fist a man. Hmm. I would have to peruse his history. After all, if he liked that kind of stuff, it might make my job easier.

Then I went back out to the pool, poured a wine spritzer, and tuned in a few more chapters of Carrie and friends with their subtle philosophies and fashionable clothes.

Ahhh.

Night time came, and Jack was still watching the net. Again, I watched over his shoulder. He was focusing on Milfmovs, clicking desperately, going from sex scene to sex scene.

I cleared my throat.

“Wha!” he near jumped out of his skin.

“It’s okay, Jack. It’s okay.” I placed my hand on his trembling shoulder. I glanced down at his caged cock. It was so cute, red and throbbing and yet not being allowed to grow. It was even dripping.

“Would you like to watch some more?”

“Uh…well…”

“Well, if you fix dinner, and then let me play with you, and then put your dick into the ice water again…with NO complaint…”

Jack’s eyes took on an instant of thought, then he acquiesced. “Okay.”

“Excellent. I would like a salad with bits of chicken in it. And a small baked potato with Hollandaise sauce. And some lemonade. Yes, lemonade.”

Jack was so horny he couldn’t help himself. “Okay Yeah. I can do that.”

I went back out to the pool. I could hear Jack cutting veggies. A half hour later he brought out a tray with my salad and potato and a tall glass of lemonade. “We’re about out of boiled eggs and potatoes.” He said, as he placed the tray on the table next to me.

I sat up and swiveled and smiled. “It looks delicious, Jack. Why don’t you just cook some more eggs and potatoes?”

“Now?” he looked like he was going to cry.

“I can’t play with you for a while, anyway, so…” I shrugged.

His shoulders a little slumped—he so wanted to get back to the internet—he walked back into the kitchen. I heard the rattling of him getting out the big pot for the potatoes, and I smiled.

Now I should say, at this point, while I nibbled down the delicious salad and potato, that I didn’t plan this. It was doctor’s orders, but having to play with him, even just a couple of times, I felt like he owed me. After all, it was my Saturday, too, and I wanted to do a little laying around, and…Jack was handy, and he was just sitting around and playing with himself anyway, so…so why not use him?

I finished my salad and called out. “Jack?”

He was in the computer room again, and I heard him sigh, but he turned down the light background of moans and groans I had been subjected to all day and came out.

“Yes?”

“Dishes. Then we have to handle you.”

He brightened up at that. He ran the dishes in, scrubbed them madly, and I heard the dishwasher start up. I smiled when I heard Jack come back out on the patio.

I had put the key on a chain around my neck, I didn’t trust Jack not to find it and have a little unauthorized fun, and I took it off and unlocked his little cage.

SPROING! His dick got hard so fast, had I been standing in the way it would have knocked me down. I mean, it was a serious boner!

I put my hand on it and started stroking, and at the same time I clicked on the Sex and the City movie. The first one.

Jack’s legs started shivering and shaking. I could feel his cock dripping all over my hand. Good. He was producing lots of sperms.

“”Isn’t that wonderful?” I asked.

“Wha…wha…?” he responded.

The tutu Carrie is wearing is the same one she wears on the show’s credits…”

“Oh…oooh.”

I looked up at him, his eyes were closed. Feeling a bit perverse I stopped stroking him and said, “Now, Jack. If you don’t pay attention you won’t learn anything.

“Oh…what? Please…”

I stroked him again. He sighed and closed his eyes.

I stopped and slapped his balls. They were big and red and he jerked and grabbed his package.

“Bad Jack, not paying attention. Now put your dick in ice water and get that tube back on.”

Jack actually gave a small sob and went into the kitchen. He came back with the big glass and put in on a small table and squatted over it.

I put Carrie on pause and studied Jack. He was shaking, and little tears were coming down his cheeks. I could see his dick slowly shrinking, and I loved the groans he was making. I giggled.

“What?” he looked at me, his eyes tortured and his head tilted slightly to the side.

“You look so cute like that?”

“Cute? Hornier than hell? My balls wanting to explode and not being able to squirt?”

“Oh, come on, Jack. It’s for your own good. So get over it.”

His dick was now shrunken, so I said. “Pop the tube on, Jack, then go back to your porn.”

He got the tube on, sighed in frustration, then returned to the computer room and the endless miles of humping, pumping, rumping men and women.

I put on the second Sex and the City movie.

I smiled.


PART TWO

“Good morning, Mr. and Mrs. Thompson.”

We greeted the doctor and sat down in front of her desk. I was reminded of a month previous, when we had had the bad news. Then we had been nervous, unsure of ourselves. How things had changed.

Jack was a blithering mess. All he wanted to do was watch porn and have me play with him. Boring.

I, on the other hand, was feeling pretty good. Jack was making the dinners and doing the laundry and helping out quite a bit. All in the hopes that I would have the extra time to stroke him a bit more. Which was fine, but I was getting a bit tired of his whining and begging.

“So how is it going?” Doctor Abdalia Jones asked, opening Jack’s folder and perusing it.

“Pretty good,” I said. “Of course, Jack is a getting a bit puffy, but you told us about that.”

“Is his penis shrinking?”

“Maybe a little bit, but he gets so hard it doesn’t make much difference.”

“Hmmm. Yes.” She looked up at me. “Erections are good. Is he dripping?”

“Oh, Lord, he is dripping so much he has to wear padded undies. Stand up, Jack.”

Red-faced, Jack rose. I patted his butt, ran my hand over his rump so she could see the line of his Depends.

“Excellent.”

“Sit down, Jack,” I commanded. Jack sat.

“Jack, let’s get you up on the exam table.”

We followed her down a hall to an exam room and Jack climbed up on the exam table.

“Shirt off, Jack,” commanded Dr. Jones. Funny, I noticed she was taking a more peremptory attitude towards Jack. Apparently I wasn’t alone in pushing Jack around. I wondered if there was some sort of essence exuding from Jack, asking to be bullied.

Jack took off his shirt, and I was struck by the little mounds of flesh growing on his chest.

Of course, I noted them daily, but I tended to put it out of my mind. Now, him sitting on the table, officially being examined, I couldn’t help but notice.

They were round, like tits, but a little flabby. His nipples, surprisingly enough, seemed to be larger, and were standing out a bit. I frowned. “Jack?”

He looked at me.

“I think you’re going to need a bra.”

“What? No!”

Doctor Jones was thumping his chest. “Shh, let me listen.”

Jack glared at me, but the doctor’s next words quelled that attitude. “She’s right, you know. You need something so that your skin doesn’t sag and become malformed.”

“But…a bra?”

“Shhh.”

She listened to him for a few minutes, had him cough, looked down his throat and into his ears and even up his nose. She stepped back.

“Topside seems fine.”

“What about these?” he hefted his mounds with both hands.

“Not of concern. Take off your pants, please.”

Jack’s face was corkscrewing, and I thought he might refuse. So I barked, “Drop the drawers, mister! Now!”

Quickly, Jack unbuckled and started shucking his trousers. Shortly, he stood before us. His legs were a bit spindly, but his ass had definitely swelled. Unfortunately, so had his belly.

Doctor Jones grabbed a big punch of his belly flesh, a whole roll of flab, and shook it. “Okay, Mr. Thomson. We need to put you on an exercise program.”

“But, I…”

“You need to control this.” She looked at me. “I would suggest that he wear a corset, too.”             

“What?” Jack squeaked.

I ignored his outburst except to say, “Jack, you’ve really let yourself go. This is really embarrassing to me. So we will address this as soon as we are home. Is that clear, young man?”

He opened his mouth, but at the fierce look on my face he shut up. His face was really red now.

Doctor jones said, “That is the way to handle them. I wish all my patients were this well behaved.”

Jack opened his mouth again, doubtless to protest, but before he could say anything Dr Jones grabbed his chastity tube and lifted it.

Jack went up on tip toes.

She turned it this way and that, gave it a few tugs as if to ensure that it wouldn’t come off.

“I do so love these.”

“They are wonderful,” I agreed.

“Okay, we need to measure Jack’s sperm. Jack, I’d like you to turn around and bend over.”

“With the tube on?”

“Of course,” the doctor said.

I merely looked to the side and muttered, “Sheesh!’

Jack bent over.

“Place your hands on the table and bend further.”

Jack tried, but his belly was a little large.

The doctor sighed, then went ahead with the procedure. She took out a round, dick shaped thing. It was large at one end, small at the other, and there was a handle on it.

“This is called a prostate massager. You don’t need a lot of lube, but  at least a little bit is advised.” She scooped a touch of lube out of a container and pushed it into Jack’s asshole.

“Eeek!”

“Shut up, Jack,” I snapped.

She pushed the prostate massager into Jack’s rectum. Jack would have straightened up, but she pushed his back down. I slapped his ass for good measure.

She swirled the thing around, and I noticed how Jack trembled and moved his butt in response.

She tilted it to a certain angle and said, “The end inside him is rubbing up against his prostate now. Here, feel it.”

I put my hand on the handle and moved it as she indicated.

“Feel the little bump in there?”

“Why, yes!”

Jack groaned. “I gotta pee.”

“Control yourself,” I admonished.

“No,” said the doctor. “This is the one time he is allowed to let himself go. Go ahead and pee, Mr. Thompson.”

“Ahhh!” Jack moaned, and he lowered his head and placed it on his forearms in relief.

Amazingly, a thin, stream of semen drooled out of his cock.

I looked at Doctor Jones in surprise. She put a cup under him to catch the semen, then smiled at me while the cup slowly filled. “The prostate is a muscle. It controls the output of liquid. Jack thinks he’s peeing, but he’s not.”

“I’m not?” asked Jack, dreamily.

“Nope.”

“Oh.” He sounded like he really didn’t care.

“Now, the downside of this, if you consider it a downside, is that tomorrow he is going to be extra horny. He will be stimulated, but his mind has been fooled. He will be empty, and producing even more  sperm than usual, but he won’t be able to cum. If you wish to have sex with him, tomorrow, or even this afternoon, will be the best time. He won’t be at risk for a heart attack, and you can enjoy him at your leisure. If you’re into such things.”

“Hmmm,” I pondered. I hadn’t had a good dicking a in a while. This might be interesting.

“I have been horny lately.”

“Then, by all means, use him as you wish. It will allow you to sate your desires, and that will reduce any desire you might have to take on a lover, unless, of course, you wish to.”

Jack raised his head tried to look around at us.

“Hold still, Mr. Thompson.” She pushed his head back to the front. “Enjoy yourself. It’s as close to an orgasm as you will come.”

Jack sighed. The string of semen issuing from his cock was slowing down.

“H’s almost done now.” She turned to me. “Feel free to do this yourself. At home. You may take this prostate massager, if you wish. It’s a sample.”

“Why, thank you. This will be good. Perhaps I can save a little wear and tear on my hands.”

“Are your hands giving you problems?”

She left the massager in Jack’s ass and turned to me. She examined my hands.

“They just get a little tired of constantly jacking Jack.”

“Yes, I can see where that would be a bother. To contract carpel tunnel from having to play with your husband too much, that would be bad.”

She turned to Jack, who was feeling his butt and trying to figure out the handle of the prostate massager. She slapped his hand away and said, “Jack, you need to have more concern for your wife.” She turned to me. “You can have him wear a butt plug and that will reduce the amount of stroking you have to do.”

“Really?”

“Oh, yes. In fact, the more butt plugging you do the less stroking you will have to do. And the more you massage his prostate like this,” she turned and pulled the massager out of his ass. It made a big, wet, smacking sort of a pop, and Jack jerked upright and grabbed his ass. “The more often you can have sex without worrying about all that messy semen.”

“And it does nothing but make him healthier.”

“Quite. A few months of this and he’ll be in the pink of health. No heart problems, able to hold a job and make money for you well into his old age.”

“Well, I certainly thank you, doctor. This has been quite eye opening.”

“Not a problem,” she smiled and peeled off her gloves. “Mr. Thompson, wipe your butt and take your wife home. She has some issues you need to address.” She winked at me, and I winked happily back.

“This is crazy,” Jack blurted, as we drove home. I was driving because Jack was squirming around. Apparently he hadn’t gotten all the lube out of his ass.

“It’s crazy that the doctor wants to save your life?”

He didn’t have much to say about that.

We arrived at the house and Jack stepped out of the car gingerly.

“What’s wrong?”

“I’m all sticky back there. I need a shower.”

“Hold on, bozo.”

He turned and stared at me. “I’m not going to have you washing all your germs and fluids and sticky ass stuff off in my shower.”

“But, I’ve got to—“

“Go in the back yard.”

Puzzled, he went, and I followed. I unrolled a bit of garden hose and told him, “Bend over. I’ll spray you off.”

“But—“

I slapped his ass with a fold of the garden hose.

“OW!”

“Do it.”

Rubbing his ass, he bent over, and I turned the water on.

“Ow…oh…oooh!”

I directed the stream of cold water directly into his asshole, and he shivered and jumped.

“Hold still!”

I angled the hose a bit and cleaned his rectum from all angles. Finally, I was satisfied. I turned off the water and said, “You may jump in the pool now.”

He did, and that water was a bit cold. He yelped, swam to the other side and climbed out.

“What’s the matter?” I asked.

“It’s cold!” his teeth were chattering.

“What a baby. Go fix me a drink, and don’t get dressed.”

Jack frowned, but did as he was told. Two minutes later Jack was handing me my drink. He was still shivering a bit, but that was okay.

I took him into the bedroom and told him to lay on the bed. He did so.

I unlocked him, and his penis sprang upright. And he was HARD! He hadn’t cum in a couple of months, I had been playing with him, his dick was like an iron rod, quivering with anticipation and excitement.

“Oh, God!” he blurted.

I slid my panties off, then, on a whim, took off my dress. I stood before him, large boobs, wet pussy. His eyes were round like pies.

I climbed onto the bed, and he started to shift, to move around as if he was going to get on top. the last thing I needed right then was to have some slobbery, horny fool laying on me.

“Stay there,” I commanded.

He had a whiny look in his eyes, but he did as I told him.

I spread my legs and climbed on top of him. I took his cock—was it my imagination? Or was it smaller—and slid down it.

“Oh, God!” He groaned and arched his back as the pleasure consumed him.

This was one of those few times when I agreed with my husband. It did feel good, to have that thick rod sliding against my flesh. I settled down and started to move my hips.

“Fuck,” he whimpered. “Fuck!”

He pushed up, and I didn’t mind, it just gave me that much more access, pushed his dick just a little further into me. I ground down on him, and he wheezed helplessly.

For long minutes I enjoyed myself. I pulled my nipples, felt my breasts, and patted my pud, all the while sinking down and twisting my hips around.

Suddenly, Jack couldn’t take it any longer. With a mighty grunt he flipped me over and dropped his weight on me. My eyes widened as I felt him go even deeper. Then he began to tilt and pull, twist and push, and I was getting the fucking of my life.

For long minutes he kept it up, and I felt him getting closer and closer, but…he never arrived. I remembered what the doctor said, and grinned. He was going to think he could cum, but not be able to. And this was going to drive him to give me the fuck of my life.

In and out, his whole weight pushing, his dick corkscrewing out, rubbing every square inch of my love channel.

God!

I started to cum, and it wasn’t one of those tepid, little squirts. It was a mind blasting, pussy busting, OMFG orgasms! I shivered and shook and clung to him, and finally, after heaven had infected my mind, and then run its course, I sagged back.

He kept fucking. Driving in and out, no matter that I was done.

“Hey!” I pushed him. “Get out! Get off me!”

He got, and he stared at me stupidly. “But I was…I was…”

“No you weren’t.” I sat up. “Now, go take a shower, and put your chastity tube back on. I have to take a shower, then we have to discuss your underwear.”

He got into the shower, but he didn’t shower fast. He stalled. I think he was thinking about what was coming.

Well, tough.

I got in, pushed him out, and spent some time washing my lovely body.

Jack stood outside the shower, toweling himself off, his erection so big it was ridiculous. Eventually he went and got a glass of ice water and reduced himself to an appropriate size.

“Okay,” I said, tossing my towel at him so he could hang it up. “Mother left her coset here, so we can use that.”

“I don’t want to wear a corset!” Jack complained.

“Doctor’s orders.” I went into my closet and found the box I had stored mother’s clothes in. I always meant to throw them out, but now was glad that I hadn’t.

I returned to the bedroom and tossed the corset at Jack. He caught it and looked at it distastefully.

“Put it on,” I commanded.

“Look, don’t you think…”

“Yes, I do. But you don’t. Now, put it on.”

He struggled into the thing, and I remember how tightly mother had kept it. I loosened a couple of the ties so he could fit into the thing, then I pulled them tight.

“Ahhh!” he gasped “I can’t breath!”

“Whiner,” I observed. I pulled the lower edge down over his cock cage. It left no bump at all. Excellent. And, to top things off, it had little straps dangling for nylons. how cool was that?

But, first, I had to put his bra on him. Helpless man, he didn’t know how to buckle it in front, spin it around and pull it up. But I helped him, and shortly I was pulling the cups over his boobs.

Geez,” he complained, for about the 83rd time. “This is tight.”

“If teenage girls can stand it, then so can you.”

He didn’t have much to say to that.

I stood back and looked at him, and the difference was amazing.

He had once had a manly frame, a few muscles, not much fab, but now he had a pudge shape, and it was only the coset that gave him any kind of shape. But, it did give him shape. His boobs were pushed up and emphasized, his hips flared out, and that made his waist look quite a bit smaller than it was.

“Not bad,” I murmured.

He tried to pull on a pair of pants, but he couldn’t bend. He looked at me helplessly.

“Oh, good Lord, Jack. You have really let yourself go. Can’t even bend over for your flab.”

“But it’s the cors—“

I interrupted his speech by flinging a dress into his face.

He pulled it off his face, looked at it, looked at me, and said, “What is this?”

“Well, you can’t go out in your underwear now, can you?”

“Yeah, but…this is a dress?”

“If the shoe fits…” I shot back.

He looked confused, and hurt, and about to cry. I went to him, took the dress out of his hands and straightened it out.

“Jack, Jack, Jack. When are you going to grow up?”

I pulled the dress over his head, it slicked down over his body, and was a perfect fit.

He looked at the mirror in surprise.

“I’m glad you haven’t gotten a haircut in a while.”

“Wha…but you said not to, that you—“

“Shut and sit, Jackie boy.”

I pushed him into my make up chair. I took out a pair of scissors and began trimming him. It took a while. Especially when he started objecting about me plucking his eyebrows.

“You’re a scruffy sort, Jackie Thompson, and it’s time you took a little pride in your appearance.”

“But you’re making me look like a girl!”

“Correction. You’re making you look like a girl. And not producing enough sperm, that’s definitely a girl outlook. And now you have breasts and everything. Honestly, Jackie.”

I had managed to make his hair into a sort of bubble cut. I sprayed it with hairspray and stood back. I smiled.

Jackie looked at the mirror and was about to bust out in tears.

I reached down under his dress and managed to find his chastity tube. He straightened up and blinked. Tears were forgotten as I massaged his helpless member.

“Jackie,” I said. “It’s time you embraced what you are.”

“But…what are you…”

“You’re a girl, Jackie. You’re a sweet, little, air-headed muffin. You have a penis that is shrinking,” thought it wasn’t, at least not by much, “and your face is changing. Admit it, my love. Admit it and I will stroke your penis and massage your prostate.”

He said nothing. But he was moving his hips in conjunction with the way I was pulling on his tube.

“Admit it, or I shan’t.” I let go of his tube and stepped back.

Poor Jackie. He didn’t know whether to stamp his foot or beg.

I moved forward and grabbed his penis again. It was hot inside the cage, and I could feel it pulsing as it tried to break forth and escape its plastic prison. “Admit it…” I whispered.

I backed off, dropping his cock like it was a snake. “Or don’t.”

He whimpered, and he whined, “But…but Barbara…”

I moved forward and grabbed his cock yet again. I stroked him and kissed him passionately. “Admit it…”

I stepped back, leaving his hips thrusting his lips listing. “Or not.”

I think I would have stopped, eventually, with this sweet torment, except that it was fun. It was fun to see him gasp and his body twitch and jerk, then to relieve it, then to start it up all over again.

Finally, he broke.

He fell to his knees, and burbled, “Okay. I’m sorry! I’m sorry. I’m what you want me to be.”

“No, no,” I said, lifting him to his feet “You’re what you want to be. Admit it now. You want to be a pretty, little girl.”

Sniffling, trying to put his arms around me, he said, “I just want to be a little girl. Please…please…”

“Very well, sit down here.”

I sat him at my make up table and went to work. I cleansed his pores and primed away his creases and imperfections. I shaded him and colored him, giving him a softer look, one that took advantage of the girlish shapes of fat redistributing through his face. I colored his eyelids, lined his eyes, and put plumper on his lips. Oh, God, did his lips, now round and full, look sexy, so I colored them a bright red.

Finally, I was almost done.

I sat back and looked at him. “You’re going to have to shave your legs, in fact, your whole body now. Or you can use Nair. Maybe we can even afford a little waxing. But you are going to have to take care of your appearance. I can help you with the make up, but only for a while. Then you have to do it yourself. And we have to get you some clothes, some dresses and other outfits. Do you understand?”

He nodded solemnly.

“Now, here are some high heels. Try them on.”

He did, standing up and swaying a bit, but at least he didn’t fall down.

“Excellent,” I said. “Now, sit, and I will do your nails.”

He did, and he was very cowed as I did first his hands, giving him fashionable stilettos, then his toes. I giggled as I did his toes. I gave him little stilettos for those, too.

“Are we done,” he whispered, thoroughly subdued.

“Oh, no. We have to put on nylons.”

I showed him how to get past the little points on his toes, then unrolled the stockings up his legs. Even though there was a trace of hair, it was beautiful. Delightful. Amazing.

Then we put on his shoes.

I stood him front of the mirror and began taking pictures. First a series of stills, then a slow video.

He actually began to preen with all the attention. Standing with his back straight, and even pushing his chest out a bit, which made his boobs appear even bigger. I smiled. My hubbie was going to have a mighty nice set of tits when I was done with him.

Finally, he was all dressed. Completely made up. A totally different person. Much sweeter, more demure and respectful. Changed, he was a better woman than he had been a man.

As a man he had been a proud puppy, striding around like he was a conqueror. Like he had a pair between his legs.

Well, those days were over.

“What do I do now?” he asked. His unsureness was quite appealing.

“Well, you wanted me to play with you. How about we do that?”

He grinned, and he said the most revealing thing, “That’s what women are for, you know.”

I almost laughed. He was so close, and yet so far.

“Hop up on the bed, Jackie. On all fours.”

He climbed up on the bed and knelt, and I lifted his dress. His rectum was perfectly presented, but I gave his cock a pull just for the sake of it all. “Push that butt up.”

He did so.

I went to my dresser and pulled out a box. I opened it and took out a large dildo. Also in the box was a mess of straps.

“I saw Dr. Jones the other day,” I said, as I attached the straps around my waist.

“You did?” Jackie looked over her shoulder at me.

“Oh, yes. I’ve actually known her for a while.”

“Before you took me to her?”

“Oh, yes. Though I was a bit surprised when she demonstrated her methods on you.”

“What did you…what did she say?”

“She said you’re coming along fine. She also gave me this particular prostate massager—“

“It looks like a dildo, a strap on dildo.”

“What’s in a word,” I shrugged. “Anyway, she said I should use this prostate massager when you finally decided who you were.”

She was silent, digesting my words, wondering at what was happening to her.

“The truth of the matter, dear hubbie,” I slathered lube on her asshole, “Is that you adapted perfectly. You didn’t resist, but instead embraced, and you have become a woman. A very lovely woman.”

“I don’t understand?”

“You don’t have to understand. You just have to relax and take this.”

I moved between his legs, touched the dildo to his brown button. He jerked and quivered, and, I have to tell the truth, I was quivering, also. I had been getting a weekly fuck, and it was VERY satisfying, but the constant process of changing Jackie, it was getting to me. I was horny for this. I was dripping with the need to complete my husband’s change into womanhood. And this was, really, the last step. After this we would have exchanged power. I would have his manly assertiveness, and he would have a deprived woman’s caution and gentleness.

I began to push the dildo into him.

He grunted, but my work with the prostate massager over the weeks had prepared him well. The head popped in and he gave a little squeak. “Eeek.”

I chuckled. “You are such a virgin.” Then I began to push it in deeper.

He took it for a couple of inches, then he flattened out, just fell forward. The doctor had told me this might happen, however, and I went with him, riding him down. He lay flat on the bed, but my big penis was still inside him, impaling him, and going deeper.

“Oh…oh…”

“It doesn’t hurt, does it,” I whispered into his ear.

“No…no…” He gulped. “It feels…good.”

I smiled and began pounding into him. Sliding in and out, taking my time, angling against his prostate occasionally.

He began to grunt with my efforts, and he pushed back up, but I didn’t let him get back on his hands and knees. I wanted him helpless under me, unable to do anything but enjoy…and succumb.

“Give it up, baby,” I kissed his ear. “Give up and let yourself be a woman.”

He tried, and he was succeeding.

I said, “You can have an orgasm this way, if you want.”

His ears pricked up.

“It’s called an anal orgasm, and it can happen, but you have to want it, to give up to me, to forget about everything except being a woman.”

He was groaning, trying to push his butt up, but I allowed him only enough to raise his ass a bit, then I pushed him back down. Again and again.

“Oh…oh…”

After long minutes, he began to shiver. He began to jerk, and I could feel him lose control.

“OH…OH…”

It happened. I could feel his whole body lock up, then give up. His hips were crazy, spasming, and it was all I could do to keep my dildo firmly impaled in his ass.

“Oh, God!” His voice was ragged, like his throat was ripping. “I’m…I’m cuming.

I laughed, and kept pummeling his bottom, and his penis began to spew semen.


EPILOGUE

I sat in a row of chairs, smiling. I was wearing a man’s suit, but with high heels. My make up was severe, and my lipstick was dark and almost electric shiny. My hair was pulled back in a tight ponytail. One leg bobbed and my high heel dangled deliciously. My breasts pushed the suit out wonderfully, and I was the quintessential picture of the new woman.

Next to me Jackie sat, looking beautiful in a dress, with her own high heels and very feminine make up. Her breasts were unusually large.

At the front of the room Dr. Abdalia Jones was giving her speech.

“I have been called a man hater, and a Lesbian, and all manner of things. And it is not true.

“I just believe that men should not rule the world. Nobody gave them the right, they just took it, then subjugated the rest of us.

“My mission, as a doctor and a member of ‘The Ladies’ Sissy Society,’ is to find women who are willing to take back control of their lives. This includes undoing the false authority of the men who would rule us.

“Through a method of feminization we strip away a man’s belief in himself as the dominant factor in society, and replace it with a belief in women.

“Some day there will be enough of us that we may come out in the open. Some day there will be enough of us that society will tip and change of its own accord. Until then, however, we will work through more subtle means.

“Having said that, I would like to introduce Jackie Thompson, recently converted to our beliefs.”

Jackie hesitated, then stood up. Handclaps started, and she managed to smile.

Good Jackie.

END
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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 My Sissy Slave!

An example and instruction of real femdom


PART ONE

“Things are changing around here.”

I was standing on the patio. Steve was laying on the lounge, six empty beer cans on the table next to him. He was supposed to be cleaning the pool, but the pool was filthy, and he was laying there, drunk, his penis out of his pants, sperm all over him.

“Wha…wha…” he looked around at me blearily. His eyes were bloodshot and he was simply dazed.

I stomped across the patio. Well, I walked, thinking stomp, but my high heels were clicking.

He focused on me. “Baby!” He grinned a stupid grin.

I kicked his lounge chair and he grunted, “Hey!”

“Get up and get to work!”

“Fuck you say!” he mumbled. He started sorting through the cans, looking for a full one. He finally found one and upended it. It only had a couple of warm glugs in it. Disgusting.

“What have you been doing all day?”

“I came out here to take a swim.” He looked around owlishly. “I guess I forgot.”

He was blithering. He didn’t really even know what he was talking about.

I sat down on the lounge chair next to him. I was wearing a pencil skirt, a thin blouse, and my black bra underneath. I had full make up on, and I had just spent a day working my finger to the bone. And I come home to this. The house was a mess, he was drunk, and…and…

“Aw, whasha matter?” He slurred.

“You, you asshole!” I blurted.

He didn’t like it when I called him an asshole. He was usually pretty complacent about things, but calling him an asshole always provoked a negative and quick response.

“Well, fuck you,” he blurted back at me.

“What have you done all day?”

“I worked.”

“Doesn’t look like it.”

“I got tired. Needed shum relax…make myself think.”

“When were you going to…”

I stopped. He was eyeing my tits.

I stood up and clicked away.

He stood up and followed me. He wasn’t even aware that his pecker was hanging out the front.

He grabbed my shoulder and turned me around. “Baby…”

I slapped him in the face.

And he slapped me…with a fist.

I fell back against the doorframe and stared at him. My eyes were big. Well, one was. The other one I had covered with a hand.

He mumbled sheepishly. “Shorry, baby. But you can’t…I don’t like it when…”

I turned around and ran into the house. He didn’t follow me this time, and I headed for the bedroom. I continued through the bedroom into the bathroom. It was just further away from him. I sat on the toilet and sobbed.

There is something so shocking about being struck. Women yell, we cry, but we don’t…well, I had to be honest, I had slapped him.

But it seemed so unfair! I was out selling houses, working long hours, and he was sitting around, getting drunk and playing with himself.

And that hurt, too. Why was he playing with himself when he had me?

I wanted a little loving! I was good looking, I was horny, and he spent his time on the internet and jacked off.

What was wrong with me?

And, another moment of honesty, there wasn’t anything wrong with me. I wasn’t unduly demanding, only asking that he did what he agreed to do when he stopped working and tried to be a writer.

A little pick up after himself. That was all. I wasn’t a screaming harridan demanding that he clean the house with a tooth brush!

But what did he do. Drank and masturbated and…and hit me.

I had been crying for a half hour, and I started to calm down. I touched my face. He hadn’t hit me hard, more of a drunken pawing, but I couldn’t go to work with a bruise. I stood up and turned to the mirror.

Fuck! I had a shiner. And it was a beaut. A big, black circle around my left eye. No way to hide this with make up.

I tried. I cleaned off the area, put on primer and foundation, and I could see that it wasn’t working.

If I went in like this everybody would see it. And it looked exactly like what it was: a punch in the eye.

I sat and sniffled some more. Then I stood up and went out to get my cell phone. I looked out the patio window and saw Steve sitting there, starting on another six pack. Fuck!

I got my cell phone and returned to the bedroom. I dialed my work number.

“Gina?”

“Hey, girlfriend, how they hanging? You need a boob job yet?”

That’s Gina, always joking.

“I’m sorry, but I’ve come down with something. I won’t be in tomorrow.”

Silence. Then: “Anna, what’s wrong.”

“Nothing is wrong. I just feel a little punk.”

“No. There’s something wrong. It’s in your voice.”

“Look, I’m sorry, I don’t feel well enough…so I need a day off. Maybe two.”

“Okay.” But I could tell it wasn’t okay.

Oh, it was okay that I take a day off. I rarely did that, and I make a lot of money for the company.

But I could tell she was thinking thoughts that I was asking for un-okay reasons.

“I’ll reschedule your appointments, take as much time as you need. I’ll call you later.”

I hung up, sniffled some more, then decided I needed to do something. I had to take my mind off of everything.

I changed into shorts and a tee and went out to the kitchen.

The kitchen was a mess, and when I looked out the window at the patio I could see Steve, popping another top, tilting a can, guzzling more beer.

I began doing dishes. Mostly his dishes. Mine were stacked neatly, soaking, and his were just thrown into the sink, encrusted with egg and syrup. Coffee stains. Bits of crust. Slob.

I washed and scrubbed and managed to get his dishes clean, then I put everything in the washer and started a cycle.

Good. Work is good. I already felt better.

What’s next? Laundry.

I went to the bedroom and grabbed the hamper…and realized I would have to make two trips. Steve was supposed to help out a little here, but his help consisted of putting more and more clothes in the hamper and letting everything pile up.

I took the two loads out to the garage and started one. I was bending over the machine, pressing the start button, when I heard Gina.

“Anna?”

I didn’t turn. Suddenly I was crushed. I put a hand over my face to cover my bruised cheek. I stayed bent over.

I don’t know why I hadn’t heard her car, but she had driven right up, seen the open garage door and entered.

“Anna? Are you all right?”

She touched me and I straightened up and turned away from her.

Gently, she touched my shoulder and turned me around. She took my hand away from my cheek. She didn’t gasp, but I could feel surprise emanating from her.

“Steve?”

Tears over flowed and I nodded.

“Man, that’s a beaut.”

I nodded, then I was in her arms. She held me, patted my back, and told me everything would be all right.

We sat in the kitchen and drank coffee. Oddly, she was calm, very calm.

“So you complained, he touched, you slapped, and…” she eyed my eyeball.

“I know…I shouldn’t have slapped him, but…but he has been so lazy and slobby. He was supposed to be working on the great American novel. I would support him and he would write…and he could do it! He’s been published, and he’s won a couple of short story prizes. He’s been to conventions and talked to editors…people want him to write.”

Gina glanced out the window. Steve was laying unconscious on the lounger. Twelve empty beer cans about him.

“Doesn’t look like he gets much writing done.”

“No. Once he stopped working he wrote for a while, then he started watching the…the internet.”

“Porn?”

I nodded.

“And he doesn’t seem interested in sex. All he wants to do is drink beer and lay around. No work, not even any play. Just a drunken bum.”

“Hmm.”

“Gina, I don’t know what to do.” I placed a hand on her forearm and pleaded.

She said, in the most simple manner, “I do.”

I blinked. Her calmness, her certainty. It gave me hope.

“Come with me.” She stood up and straightened her skirt.

“What? But I have the laundry in and—“

“Laundry is more important than your marriage?”

“No, but…”

She took my hand and pulled me up and led me through the door into the garage, then out to her car. Shortly we were zipping through town, the top down and our hair blowing, the Beach Boys crooning about  ‘God Only Knows.’

Just riding with Gina was a kick. A relaxing kick. It was like she was on top of the world, in charge, and anybody who hung around her started feeling that way.

“You know, Jack wasn’t always the nice, well behaved hubby that he is now.”

“What?”

Her husband was a dream. He opened doors, made compliments, and always smiled.

“In fact, Jack had a drinking problem.”

“Like Steve.”

“Worse. And he was into the porn stuff, and it finally came to a head. One day he beat me. Not just punched me a good one out of blind self defense, or drunken revery, or whatever. But beat me.”

I stared at her.

“I decided, on that day, that he would never hit me again. But he did. And I endured, and suffered, and put up with it, and always…always…”

She glanced at me. “He would punch me in the night, usually in the body so nobody would see the bruises. During the day he would drink and watch porn. It seemed like the more he watched the less he could get it up and the more he wanted it…and blamed me for his inadequacies.”

“But he’s so nice! How did you…what changed him?”

“I changed him. I trained him. And it started with a simple, little booklet. A story, actually.”

I was intrigued, to say the least, but our conversation was truncated as we had arrived at her home.

We entered the house and she led me back to her office. She put me in her swivel chair, reached up to a book shelf, and handed me a book. It was glossy, with a beautiful brunette on the cover. The brunette was giving a level, knowing look. The author was Grace Mansfield, and the title was:

Self Respect Through Feminization

The Big Book of Feminization

Volume Four

“Page 132. Take your time,” and she left the room.

I looked at the cover for a long minute, tossing things around in my mind.

Feminization? Make Steve into a girly man? Hunh!

Did I really want to do this?

But Gina said she had done it, and this book was the key. I opened to page 132 and the title leaped out at me. ‘How to Make Your Husband into a Sissy Slave.’ WTF? I looked at the first sentence and was shortly engrossed.

In fact, my world started to come undone from almost the first page.

It was the story of a woman and her man. The woman was in the medical profession, and the man was a writer. A writer, like Steve wanted to be.

The man wanted to explore his feminine side.

I grunted a small grunt. As if Steve would want to explore his…then I stopped. Would he? Femininity was a mystery to all men. Why wouldn’t he? And…did Gina’s hubbie want to explore it before she…she…

I leaped back into the book again.

A half hour later I was done. It was a quick read. Just a short story, but it was concise, and it wasn’t just a how to, it was an example. And it looked VERY easy to follow.

If I wanted to encourage Steve to be a woman.

But, why wouldn’t I?

He was failing as writer, and as a man.

Men don’t hit women.

If I made him into a woman he would understand this.

And, I have to tell you, there was a wee bit of heat in my thoughts, and even in my groin, thinking all this.

“What do you think?” Gina plopped into the chair next to me and I swiveled to her.

“I’m intrigued.”

“I thought you would be.”

“So how do I do it? How do I start?”

She began to talk then, and we talked for several hours.

Jack came home, gave her some flowers and kissed her cheek, and went to make dinner. And that was the moment that everything became real. If she could train her husband…then, dammit, so could I!

I arrived home just as Steve. began to stir. I walked through the kitchen and saw him sitting on the lounger. Holding his head and looking stupid.

Okay, maybe that ‘stupid’ remark is a bit harsh. But I was pissed, and I had a plan, and…and I had to get over all that. The key to the plan was not to ream him a new one, not to throw all his bad behavior in his face, not to treat him like shit.

The key to the plan is to make him like you, make him agree to do the things you want him to do because he wants to.

Okay. Let the games begin.

I finished the laundry and heard him enter the house. Then I heard the shower start up. Good. Fresh body, fresh clothes, but…the clothes. Hah!

He finished his shower, stepped out and dried off. He dropped his towel on the floor, making yet another mess that I would clean up, or not, but wouldn’t bitch about. No more bitching for me.

He went to his dresser, I was timing this in my mind, and took out his underpants and—

“Anna?”

I grinned. I was sitting in the living room, turning the glossy pages of a fashion magazine.

“Anna?”

He walked down the hallway and appeared in the arch. He was naked and holding his new panties.

Panties.

Baby blue with a little fringe. High on the thigh and a thick stretch band. The cutest thing was the little white bow in the front, right under the label.

“How come you don’t answer me?”

How come, you savage? I smiled, “Sorry, dear. I was really engrossed in this magazine. They have the cutest outfits and—“

“Never mind about that,” he rode roughly over me. “What’s with these?”

“Those? What about…oh! You mean those.”

“Those!” He mimicked me. “Yes. Panties. Where is my underwear.”

“Your underwear was getting a bit worn, but they didn’t have mens so I got you those.”

“I can’t wear these! I can’t—‘ he stopped talking and looked at me. “You’ve got a black eye.”

The idiot. He didn’t even remember punching me.

“I walked into a door,” I said glibly.

He frowned, almost like he was trying to remember something.

“Anyway, they were on special, I thought you wouldn’t mind, after all, who’s to know, right? So maybe you could try those out, and I can get you some manly men underwear next time.”

“You…I can’t…” he was obviously torn between panties and my black eye. “You really walked into a door? How’d you do that?”

“Oh, you know, just wasn’t watching what I was doing. Say, that’’s a mighty nice dick you’ve there.”

He looked down. Of course he looked down, the dope.

“Come here.”

I leaned forward. I pursed my lips, which lips, I might add, I had just painted the most glorious and deepest red.

Like a zombie he stumbled forward, his penis already starting to swell.

I took hold of his meat and held it in one hand and rubbed the head with the other.

“Say, this really is a nice penis. Awfully big, though. I wish I had one like this…”

“Like…?”

“Like this. Oh, not on me…in me. Balls slapping my ass, nice and deep, and then squirting. Yes, I would like a good dicking.” I let go of his dick then and looked down at my magazine. Completely ignored the dope.

“Uh…”

I looked up innocently. “What?”

“Did you, uh…want to…” he motioned towards the bedroom with his head.

“Oh, no. I’m a little busy right now.”

Mixed signals, always send them mixed signals. While they are trying to figure things out their minds are delightfully confused…and receptive.

“But you’re just reading a magazine.”

“I know, and it’s giving me some great ideas. Tell me, would you like me to look like a shlump or a beauty queen.”

“Uh…”

“Because this magazine will help me look the way you want me to look. I think I’ll grow my hair. Or maybe get a wig. Tell me, would you like to fuck a redhead?”

“I…I…”

“And I don’t know about boob jobs, I’m plenty big already, but if I wore some sexier bras, maybe a half bra, let my nips out to breath a bit…you know…”

I was back to looking at the magazine, mumbling.

He stood there, his dick large and jutting.

I looked up, “And, please. Could you try on those panties? Just thinking about you  in them is turning me on.”

He stood there and blinked.

I giggled. “Go on now, shoo. Let me think about being beautiful for you.”

A little stiff legged, he turned and walked back towards the bedroom.

I read the magazine and waited. Gina had told me it would be like this, she had accurately predicted his behavior, and so far she was spot on.

A minute later he was standing in the arch, wearing his baby blue panties. “Uh, honey?”

“Yes?” I didn’t look up.

“I’ve got them on.”

I looked up, and raised my eyebrows. “Wow! That is sexy! come here.”

He grinned, a bit stupidly, and came to me.

His cock was ludicrous in the panties. It really didn’t fit.

“Wow, your cock is so nice. Is it comfortable?”

“Oh, yeah!” He wasn’t about to admit to discomfort, not with my hand rubbing the front of his panties.”

“That is really something.” I pulled the waist band down and his dick sprang out, nearly slapping me in the nose. I grabbed it and held it firm.

“Oh,” he groaned.

“I should probably get you something a little tighter. After all, your cock is so hard, I don’t want it showing.”

“You don’t?” Slight confusion.

“No…no. I like it all confined and sexy, trying to get big. I think confining it like this makes you horny. Or maybe it’s just wearing the panties. Women’s clothes are so sexy. Don’t you agree?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“I’ll have to get you some more women’s underwear. It really turns me on. Does it turn you on?”

I was holding his cock. Of course women’s underwear sounded sexy. Heck, I could cut off his big toe and he would find it sexy.

I kissed the head of his cock, then put it in my mouth. I glanced up at him and he was totally gone. Enraptured. You could have slapped him on the back of the head with a ball peen hammer and he would thought he was orgasing.

I sucked the head, stroked him, then tucked him back in his panties.

“Hey…but…”

“Not now, honey. I’m busy. Besides, didn’t you say you were going to cut the lawn this week?”

He blinked furiously. He had said no such thing, but he wasn’t about to argue with me.

“But…but…”

“Shoo, now.”

Shoo? I couldn’t believe I had said that, but it worked, and he shoo-ed. He went away, and shortly I saw him out in the front yard, running the lawn mower back and forth. In shorts. And he was wearing tight, blue panties underneath.

Oh, I loved it. And it had been so easy.

Gina had said you can’t appeal to a man’s top head, you have to appeal to his bottom head, then you can do all his thinking for him.

She was so right.

The lawn was done, and he came in, took a shower, leered at me, and…

“Let’s go to dinner.”

He blinked. His mouth opened a little. “What?”

“Come on. Let’s go to dinner, and I’ll play with your dick while you eat your burger.”

He grinned. Dope.

So we went to Bones, a nice place with good good, and we sat in a booth.

He ordered a steak, while I nudged his balls with a nylon clad foot.

He squeaked a bit, but managed to mashed potatoes, and I inserted my foot up the sleeve of his shorts and felt my nylon toes slide of his satin penis.

Oh, baby. It was slick.

I think the waitress knew what was happening, because she eyed him, giggled, then turned to me.

I ordered, she went away, and it was just Steve and I. My toes and his package.

“Are you feeling a little over heated?” I asked, mock concern.

Oh, he was overheated. He was flushed and excited. “Maybe a little.”

“Good. Because I have some bad news.”

“Oh,” that was a change up and he frowned.

“I’ve got a yeast infection.”

“A…what?”

“An infection in my pussy.”

Gina had told me to use crude language, so my pleasure palace was no longer a vagina. It was a pussy, or a hole or a slit or a…cunt.

He blinked. “But…how long before…”

“I don’t know. I’ll pick up some medicine this afternoon. But last time it was a couple of weeks before it cleared up.”

“Two weeks,” he was dazed, and from the look on his face it appeared that his favorite puppy had died.

“That’s okay, dear. It’ll be okay.” I knew what he was thinking, and I said: “Of course  that means no sex…”

“Oh…” Two puppies had died.

“But…well, I can play with you.”

He brightened up.

“Of course you shouldn’t cum.”

“But…why not?” desperation.

“Well, honey, it’s just not fair. If I can’t cum then you shouldn’t cum.”

“But…why not?” He was thinking of all the times he jacked off, and I got curious.

“How often do you masturbate?”

“Oh, not often.”

Gina had said to assume, and plant your accusations in his face.

“Oh, come on. This morning I caught you drunk with your dick out and semen all over the place. Now, tell the truth. How often do you take out that big cock and stroke it…and spew your white gold all over the place.”

“Oh, every once in a while.” Evasive.

“Come on, stud. Tell me how often you unload those big balls of yours. It’s just us, and if you can’t tell me…”

And he finally admitted, “Almost every day.”

Instead of getting mad, like the old Anna wold have, I put an expression of delight on my face. “Oh, my God! What a man!”

He grinned and I could see him swell with pride. Time for the other shoe to drop.

“But will you be able to withhold yourself? Until I’m over my infection?”

“Well, uh, I…”

I had cleverly phrased it so that now he had to defend himself. He wasn’t even aware of how I had switched it on him.

“I mean, you’ve got such lusty appetites…can you save yourself for me?”

“Well, I could,” he finally blurted.

“Oh, that makes me hot. You saving up all your semen, weeks and weeks, and then, finally, when my pussy is all hot and ready to go…can you imagine what your orgasm will be like?”

“Well, uh…” His mind was working. He was buying into the ultimate sexual explosion. The mother of all cums. Oh, baby.

“You know,” I nibbled on a French fry, put it between my red lips, “The thought of you saving up all that good juice just for me…it’s really making me hot.”

“Really?”

“God, you are so hot…such a fucking stud. Wearing panties, and maybe a bra, and your cock filled to bursting with semen. Heysoos, if this wasn’t a public place I would tear my clothes off and lay on the table and let you fuck my pussy until the cops came.”

He laughed, and I could feel his penis throbbing under my stockinged foot.

Then he frowned. “A bra?”

“Oh, don’t worry about that,” I chuckled. “We’ll do that later. Right now I want to talk about how big your cock is.”

Now that I was into it, I was stunned by how easy he was. I could manipulate and redirect him to my heart’s content.

More important, I actually was getting turned on. Gina had warned me about this, how I would get turned on and want to have a big fuck, but that I should control myself and draw it out.

Steve had been a dope, a rude fool, and he needed a lesson. If I let his worm squirt there would be no lesson. By making him desperate he would get his lesson.

If I let his shoot his sperm he would just go back to being rude, crude and socially unacceptable.

If I made him wait, he would have motivation to…improve.

Heck, I could already see that.

But I was going to have to do something about my own burgeoning desires. I really wanted to have a dick in me.

We finished dinner and went home, and he wanted me in the worst way, but I just kept shaking my head and reminding him of my infection.

Honestly, if I hadn’t been adamant he would have fucked me. No matter my supposed condition. Men really don’t have self control.

I finally left the house, supposedly for medicine, but really to just get away. From him…and from my own desires.

I walked into Gina’s house.

“How’s it, girlfriend?”

She was eating ice cream out of a container and watching the news. Jack was in the garage working on something.

I sat down on a couch opposite her, scrunched forward and squeezed my pussy. “Oh, fuck!”

She laughed. “I told you.”

“But what am I going to do? I’m wetter than a mop in a hurricane! I need relief.”

“Then get relief.”

“What?”

“Come here.” She led me to a guest bedroom. She went into a closet and brought out a box. The box was a foot cube. She opened it and brought out…my eyes widened…she put it on the guest bed.

A dildo. Black. I always wondered what a black man would be like. This would be big enough to let me know.

And another dildo. A weird shaped one. “Look, it’s a dog. Bark! Bark!” She laughed and placed it next to the black one.

And another one. A bi-i-ig one. Like in long. “Nei-ei-eigh! Gina imitated a horse.

And another one, with weird ridges.

And more, with built in vibrators, and other bells and whistles.

“Ding! Ding!” Gina made like she was pulling a handle down. “All-l-l aboard!”

I couldn’t help it, giggles began bursting out of me. This was incredible, surreal, unreal.

Now, I’m going to go talk to Jack, and I won’t be back for a couple of minutes. Do you understand?” She gave me a significant look.

“Wait…I’m supposed to…you don’t—“

“Yes. You understand perfectly. Unless you want to go home and give in to your subbie hubbie.”

I stared at the toys on the bed.

“I’m just supposed to lay down and…and…”

“Sheesh!” she took my hand and drew me to the bed. She pushed the dildos to one side, turned me, and pushed me back. I sat.

“I saw the look in your eyes when you saw Mandingo, so…” she picked up the big, black dildo.

“Wait a minute. I can’t. Not with you…”

“Nonsense.”

She grabbed my shorts and pulled, and, I have to tell you, I might have wiggled a bit to help her.

“I really…that’s too big…I need to go…”

But she was quick and ‘professional.’ She lubed up the black dick, sat next to me and slid it between my legs.

“Oh!” I gasped, feeling the huge head of the thing press into my most sacred spot. then it was in me, sliding up towards my heart, taking my breath away and reducing me to a puddle of heated nerve endings.

SLAM!

My eyes widened. Jack had just come in!

Gina grinned.

I whispered, I protested.

“Jack!”

I would have struggled, I think I might have given a half-hearted ‘strug,’ but it’s hard to move with an over-sized black dick up your hole.

“Yeah, babe?”

He entered the room and stopped. And stared.

I turned eighteen shades of red as he stared at me, then he grinned. “Oh.”

“Yeah, a little help. Start sucking her boobs.”

By now she was jacking that damned dildo in and out of me at a feverish pace. I tried to push his hands away, but he felt my boobs right through my shirt, and then slickly inserted his hands under my shirt, and even under bra.

“Oh…fuck!” I groaned, and the groan came right from the heart of me.

Gina pushed that big cock into me, she rotated it, and I could see the muscles on her arm working.

Steve now had his lips on my nips, and he was sucking and pulling. I felt like somebody had wired my pussy directly to my cunt, and shivers and quivers ran through me.

“Go, Steve. She’s gonna pop.”

Steve went, and suddenly my struggles stopped, my back arched upward, and my pussy started jerking.

“FU-U-U-UCK!”

I came so hard that Gina later said she was afraid I was going to break the dildo.

But I didn’t, and I crested, held for thirty seconds, the longest cum I had ever had, then began to fall back down the mountain.

“Fuck,” I whispered. “Heysoos…I don’t…fuck…”

Gina and Jack backed off and gave me room. They watched me and I came back to awareness of the world. I heard her say, “You’re going to have to wear your chastity tube for a while. She’s going to be really horny, and she’s going to need this room. A lot.”

“Sure,” he agreed amenably.

“And she’ll be showing up whenever she has the urge, and you know what that’s like.”

“Indeed, at all hours of the day.”

“Excellent.”

Gina helped me to a sitting position. I could hardly move for the warmth suffusing my body. “Okay, girlfriend. You won’t be horny for a day, maybe two, but then I expect you’ll find an excuse to come visiting. The key is under the mat if we’re not home.”

“Really?”

“Of course.”

“But…” my objection died on my lips. I mean, what was there to object to, really?

Jack said, “Is she taking control of Steve?”

“Yep.”

He grinned. “Poor sucker. He’ll never know what hit him.”

Gina turned to him. “”Did sucking her tits make you horny?”

He stared at her, the blood rushing to his face. “Hornier.”

“Good. I need a good cum before I go to sleep.”

“And me?”

“You need a good not cum before sleep.”

“Oh, man,” he wheezed, and there was desperation and love and everything in his manner.

Gina turned to me, “Show yourself out, girlfriend. And let me know how it goes.”

Then she led Jack out of the room.


PART TWO

I arrived home an hour later. I was late because I stopped at the pharmacy. I had told Steve I needed medicine, so medicine I must have. Of course, the medicine was not exactly for yeast infections. In my bag was my own, newly purchased dildo, a small one, for when I couldn’t get over to Gina’s house, and a couple of bottles of wine.

Steve was watching TV, and I quickly put everything away as he popped up and came into the kitchen.

“Hey, babe,” he gave me a big, juicy kiss. It had been a long time since he had done that! It was pretty obvious that keeping him horny was working.

He saw my wine. “Did you pick up a six pack for me?”

I immediately reached for his crotch.

“I think you’re going on a beer diet,” I said, as I zipped him down and pulled out his hog.

“Oh,” he didn’t even object. I had successfully sidetracked him. Heck, what man wouldn’t rather have a blow job than a beer, right?”

I sucked voraciously, stroked, and reached into his pants for his balls. Quickly, much more quickly than I expected, he was ready to cum.

“No, no,” I pushed his hard dick back into his pants. It was quite a push and I was giggling as he yelped. “Sorry, babe, but you know the rules.”

“Rules,” he said sorrowfully, adjusting himself in his pants. His dick was like an iron bar in there, and he had to adjust fiercely. “I don’t see why you can’t give me a blow job.” Was that a little bit of a whine in his voice? Gina had told me he would go through a whining stage, but this was awfully fast. But, then, he was awfully horny.

“We talked about that, honey. You do what I want and I’m going to make you cum so hard your balls explode. I mean, literally, explode. They’ll be big and blue, and then they’ll just go BANG! And you will be laying there, unable to move, so much sperm shooting out of your poor dick that a fireman is jealous.”

He grinned. His mind was working. And he didn’t even realize I had upped the stakes on him. It had gone from the promise of a cum to him doing what I said. And he didn’t notice, or at least object. Man, this denial stuff was REALLY working.

“Now, let me ask you…can you control yourself, or should I get you one of those chastity belts?”

“Chastity…what?” His eyes went wide.

“Sure, like the knights of old did to their maidens, but this time it’s in reverse. This maiden wants to make sure her knight isn’t putting his big, old lance into,…you know…somewhere…unauthorized squirting.”

“I don’t think I need one of those,” he said, worriedly. Poor boy, thinking about the loss of his manhood.

“But you don’t intend to cum anyway, right?”

“Well, yeah, but…”

“Well, we can think about it. In the meantime, it feels like you went back to wearing your bad, old tighty whiteys.”

Well, they’re more comfortable, and—“

I put a red tipped finger over his lips. “But it’s so hot. And you want me horny, don’t you? For your big day?”

“Well, yeah…”

“So you’ve been a bad boy, and I’ll go shopping for some more comfortable panties for you. Maybe I can find a matching bra.”

“I don’t think…”

He was starting to firm up, too much too soon, so I backed off and dropped to my knees. He immediately stopped talking when I took him in my mouth.

I spent a good five minutes working him up, letting him down, working him up, and finally letting him go.

“Oh, God!” he blurted. “Honey! I’ve got to cum.”

“Nonsense,” I said. “Now, go turn the shower on and let’s get ready for bed. Maybe I can play with you for a while.”

Instanter, he was off. I heard the shower roar into life, and I giggled. This was too easy.

A few minutes later I was dried off and ready for bed. I brushed out my hair and watched him, laying on the bed and watching me. He couldn’t take his eyes off me, and I felt this warmth inside. Heck, I had just had the orgasm of a lifetime, and this scene was making me horny all over again. It was then that I realized that power is an aphrodisiac. The more power you have, the more you push those poor men around, the more powerful…and SEXY…you feel.

I slid under the covers and he was all over me. Kissing, fondling, rubbing. Finally, he was fingering me, then he stopped.

“What about…should I…?”

“I don’t think it’ll hurt my yeast infection. Just wash your hands afterwards.”

He went back to making love to me. He kissed every square inch of my body, he rubbed my chest until my boobs were pink and hot, and he sucked on my nipples, then, wildly kissing me, he focused on my vagina.

I thought I couldn’t get off again, but he kept working, seemed intense and zealous, and finally, I popped. It wasn’t a big one, but it was good. Heck, all orgasms are good, right?

We lay there afterwards, breathing heavily, and I could feel his thoughts. His dick was massive, and erect, and poked the covers up so much he was hogging them.

“Thank you, honey.”

“Uh…”

“It is so nice of you to help me out while I can’t…you can’t…you know?”

“I know,” he didn’t actually cry, but there was a hidden sob in his voice.

I stroked him a few times, then I turned over and slid into a wonderful, satisfied and contented sleep.

Tuesday, and I had spent the day shopping. Well, the evening. I worked hard, and I had a good time, and I made money. And I realized something.

I was fixing myself up extra for Steve, and I was feeling perky and proud of the way he was responding to me, and this was carrying over to work. People in the office were smiling at me more, and customers were going out of their way to open doors for me and ask my opinion.

They were responding to me being a woman. And I loved it. I mean, I always dressed nice, but now I was dressing, and acting…sexy. I had made a big sale late Tuesday, which is normally not a good day for sales, and the guy had even flirted with me, as if him buying a mansion from me might get me into his bed.

Hunh! Nice try.

But…it sort of made me think.

I had been slaving, when I could have been queening…and what price was I really wiling to pay?

I could fuck the guy, Steve would never now, he was so besotted now he might not even care, if he could only have the promise of being able to boff me himself.

So the secret to being a queen was not putting out, but teasing mercilessly. Hmm.

Anyway, after work I stopped at Gina’s house for a quick session, and walked out an hour later, shaky legged and shuddering with relief.

Gina and Jack laughed when I came out of the bedroom, and Gina walked me to my car.

“Man, you were really wailing in there.”

“Oh,” I was a little embarrassed.

“Next time, ask Jack to come suck your titties. He’s got his chastity on, and he would love it. A little treat for a good slave, you know?”

We air kissed, then I waved as I headed for home.

“Hey, babe,” I called as I entered the house.

He presented himself, front and center, and gave me a big kiss. It was delicious, but I was all horned out. I patted his dick and handed him a sack. “Time for a fashion show.”

He looked into the bag and his face fell. “Oh.”

I took the bag back and lifted out a matching bra and panty set.

“What’s the matter, is my big man not man enough to be really sexy?”

“Well, no, but…”

“Go make us a couple of drinks, and we’ll talk about it.”

I patted his dick and pushed him towards the kitchen.

So he was a little reluctant. No big deal. I was getting pretty good at handling him. Besides, he hadn’t had any beer since this thing started, and it was time to give him a reward.

A couple of minutes later he stepped into the living room with two drinks.

I put a haughty expression on my face, but still revealing a smile. “You know I like my slaves to be naked.”

He grinned, a bit sheepishly, and stripped out of his clothes.

“Excellent, now serve me, and let me inspect my property.”

He stepped up to me, his big boner jutting out, and handed me my drink.

“Milady,” and he bowed. All fun and games. Heh.

“Thank you, my slave.” I reached out and took his prick in my hand. “Nice. And has my property been properly treated today?”

“Properly…?”

“I expect my property to be shined up, with a pink ribbon on it.”

He gawped. “A pink…”

“Drink your drink, lout.” I said dismissively.

He sat down on the couch across from me and stared at me.

I was fully clothed, pencil skirt and blouse, a fifties style bra showing my ‘torpedoes.’ My legs were clad in nylon and perched atop patent leather high heels. The calves curved sexily, and I licked my red lips.

He looked up. He looked down. He looked up. There is something about being fully clothed while your man is not. Maybe it’s just that power thing again, but, whatever it is, it sure felt good.

“Now, about your production today. Did you write?”

He smiled. “I actually did.” Then he frowned. “But it was hard. I kept thinking about you.”

“Tut tut,” I admonished. “If slave boy ever desires his world shaking cum he will force himself to labor faithfully.”

“Labor faithfully, yeah.”

I giggled, and he smiled.

He was responding beautifully, doing what I wanted and loving it.

“And you didn’t drink any beer today?” I knew the answer to that one, because I had thrown his beer out.

“No, ma’am”

Ma’am. I liked that.

“Very good. Now, as soon as you are properly accoutered I will allow you to massage my body.” I licked my red lips, “My…whole…body.”

“Oh, fuck,” he breathed.

“You do realize what properly accoutered means, right?”

He gulped. “I have to put that stuff on.”

I laughed and leaned towards him, “Come here. On your knees.”

He fell forward and knee walked to me. I took his penis in my hand. “Don’t deny me this, stud. You know how hot it is when you wear sexy underwear.”

“Yeah, but…”

I kissed him, stroked him, palpated his testicles. He groaned, and his whole body was shivering.

“Now, come on. Put on your new clothes and show off.”

I let go, and he got up and went to the bag. He took out the bra and panty and looked at them, then at me. Then he opened the packages.

I watched as he stepped into the panties. I had gotten some frilly ones, a little more lace, but a little more pouch. I think they were actually designed for a man. A sissy man. At any rate, he fit wonderfully.

I touched his package. “Oh, heysoos. That is so beautiful. Then I scrunched my crotch and reached one hand to my pud and squeezed. I bit my knuckle and looked up at him pleadingly, hungrily.

He grinned, no doubt he thought he was seducing me, getting closer to his goal. He didn’t know that I had just had a wonderful orgasm at Gina’s house.

“Now, the bra…”

He looked at it, figured it out, and actually managed to get it on right the first time.

“Oh, this is good,” I was on my feet, adjusting straps. I had gotten the smallest cups, and there was still a bit of material, but his pectorals were emphasized.

“Oh, fuck!” I whispered, kissing him, sticking my tongue in his mouth, squeezing his crotch…hard.

He groaned and his knees buckled a bit.

We made out for a while, and I was getting horny. I couldn’t believe it. I had just squirted my brains out at Gina’s, and I was ready to go again! I was starting to really like this sex stuff.

Finally, I let him take my hand and lead me to bed. In the bedroom he started to undress me, but when he reached the panties I stopped him.

“You know…” I warned.

“Honey, I’m so darned horny I wouldn’t care if you gave me syphillis.”

“But I’d care. I wouldn’t do that to you.”

Then, out of the blue: “But can I get you off?”

Oh, how I exulted. “Of course,” I thought of my recent orgasm, “But I’m a little tired, I might not be able to…”

“Let me try.”

So I did. I lay on the bed and he massaged me, played with my private parts, kissed me until I thought my lips would fall off, and…no go.

“I‘m sorry, honey. It was just a long day.”

Oh, the look on his face. He really wanted to get me off. And it made me think. He was giving up his sex life to improve my sex life. This was astounding, and incredible, and delicious.

All of which didn’t stop me from sliding into Gina’s ‘phase two.’

I put him on his back and sat on him. I felt his dick poking up between my cheeks, and it felt so good. I looked down at him. “Honey…”

“Yes?”

“You are wonderful…”

“But?” he frowned.

“Are you well endowed?”

“What? Of course…I’m larger than most.”

“But are you really? I mean…”

“What do you mean?”

“Oh, nothing.”

And leaving him with that bit of confusion I whirled around, laid on my side, and went to snoring. And I could feel him, while I slowly dropped off, wondering what the fuck had just happened.

What had just happened was Gina’s genius. She had told me that if you tell a man his dick is small he will get hornier, be anxious to prove himself.

As if Steve wasn’t horny enough already. Heh.

I bought some breast forms on Amazon and they arrived a couple of days later. Again, I spent some time at Gina’s—she was right about me needing to be satisfied every couple of days while I worked Steve over—then returned home.

“Hey, babe,” I called. Steve hadn’t heard me come in, but he rushed in when I called. I handed him a drink.

He was wearing a robe, and his panties and bra. I didn’t mind this because he always claimed that writing required a certain degree of relaxation. And Lord knew he wasn’t getting relaxation from sex. Quite the opposite, in fact.

“What’s this?” he asked, taking the drink and sipping.

“I’ve got a present for you.”

He looked happy, and then, when I pulled out the breast forms, he didn’t look unhappy.

“Oh, wow! You got them?” He took them and felt them.

I was a bit surprised. I thought I would have to bully him into them. But he was getting used to wearing sexy under clothes, and he took the breast forms and slipped them into the cups.

“I think I need bigger cups.”

“No more training bra for you,” I agreed.

Still, he was sexier than fuck! His tits protruded delightfully. But… “You need a tummy shaper.”

“What?”

“You need a tummy shaper. All that beer is showing up. So you need a tummy shaper, or even a corset, and you need to start regularly exercising. We need to get you back in shape.

In my mind I wasn’t thinking of male shape, though. I was thinking of female shape.

“Oh,” he looked a little crestfallen. He had been so happy about his boobs, and then I rained on his parade. I quickly grabbed his groin and squeezed and smiled at him.

“But, man, those boobs of yours…they are turning me on!”

He grinned. Rescued from the dungeon of despair by a quick grope. God, I loved men.

So now I had him running around the house, in panties and bra, with a big set of boobs, and within the week I had him in a tummy shaper. He was getting close. I almost had him in a dress, and then it would be a short stroll to make up, but something happened before I got there.

I arrived home a little early, walked into the house and…no Steve.

“Steve?”

No Steve. What had happened to my little puppy dog?

I walked through the house and found him in the computer room. Wearing his manly, stinky clothes. His dick out and slack. Empty beer cans in the trash.

I backed out of the room.

Shit. He had back slid. Back to his inconsiderate, smelly self.

Yet, Gina had told me that this might happen, probably would happen, and she had told me what to do. She said a moment of weakness on his part is the land of opportunity for me.

I was in the kitchen, fixing dinner, when Steve came out.

“Hi, babe.” He was wearing just his robe and tighty whiteys.

I didn’t say anything.

I could feel him frown.

“I said hi.”

I ignored him. Washed the peas. Mashed the potatoes.

“I guess you can see I’m not wearing the girly stuff.”

I turned to look at him, and burst into tears and ran out of the room.

When in doubt, use tears, that is the big gun. No man can resist them.

I ran down the hallway and slammed the bedroom door.

“Hey!” He called after me. Then I heard his feet in the hallway, then he tried the doorknob. “Honey?”

I made sure my crying was loud enough.

“Babe? Can we talk about this?”

I cried.

For the next fifteen minutes he begged and pleaded, but I ignored him.

Tell the truth, it was easy to cry. After all, I wasn’t just crying for a bad suit of clothes,  I was crying for the end of my power. I was crying for the end of my super sexy feeling. I was back to being a shlump wife.

Finally, he stopped begging. I heard him walk away.

I went without dinner, just left everything out in the kitchen, and whiled away the evening.

Finally, it was time to go to bed.

Steve tried again.

“Honey? Let me in. I need my toothbrush.”

I slid it under the door.

“Babe? We have to talk!”

No. We didn’t. I went to sleep, and let him sleep on the couch.

The next day I woke up early, got dressed extra sexy, and walked out of the house.

He stared at my uptilted head, my red lips. I was hiding my crying eyes behind sunglasses.

“Honey, we can’t keep going on like this! It’s not like I did anything terrible.”

Well, of course he did. I got into my car and went to work.

And sold lots of properties. I guess there was something appealingly sad about me.

Gina noticed it, and we talked, and she thoroughly understood. “Come by and have an orgasm tonight. We can have some wine and laugh it up.”

Good advice, so I did.

Then I went home, strode past Steve and into the bedroom and closed the door. But couldn’t lock it. He had done something to the lock so I couldn’t lock him out.

I went into the bathroom and locked that.

Shortly he tapped on the door.

“Honey. We’re married. Married couples talk these things out. Now…come out and let’s talk.”

I said nothing.

His voice, very low, said, “Look, I’m sorry. I know I drank beer again, I know I broke the rules. But I was having such a hard time with…with the transvestite stuff.”

That was what I was waiting for. An apology. Gina had told me it was coming, and it had arrived. I unlocked the door.

Steve stood there in his robe. Tighty whiteys.

I said, “The queen doesn’t talk to peasants.”

“I’m not a peasant. Or a slave. I’m a man.”

“Did you enjoy all those big boners?”

“Sure. Yes. Of course, but—“

“Did you enjoy dressing up for me? Making me horny? Getting me off?”

“Of course I did, but—“

“Then why are you revolting?”

We were silent for a long, long minute. I could feel the arguments roiling in his head.

“I didn’t feel like a man.”

“Could have fooled me. You’ve never been harder. I was really looking forward to having my way with you. I was going to give you the best cum in the history of the world, and now you’ve ruined it.”

“I’m sorry.”

“The best cum! A cum that men everywhere would have envied!” I pushed his chest, forced him back into the bedroom.

“But—“

“Well, it’s pretty obvious that you don’t like to cum.”

I walked past him, headed for the kitchen. He followed right along, begging and pleading and blathering, and apologizing.

We talked long that night, and I talked him down. I made him realize how silly, and serious it was, to deny a wife the chance to express herself. I convinced him that being a woman in the house was a blessing, and that he should embrace it.

Finally, we were sitting at the kitchen table, and I lowered the boom.

“Steve, I don’t think our relationship is going to last.”

Talk about the BIG guns.

He started crying.

I said, “Steve, if you want to win me back, if you want to convince me that you’re serious, then you’re going to have to do exactly what I said.”

He was ashen, tears were flowing down his cheeks, and he finally broke. “Okay. Anything. Just…just…”

I put a hand over his mouth. It was a sexy move, the first sex he had experienced this night. I explained what I wanted, and his eyes grew wide.

Yet, as I talked, I noted that his dick grew hard. Really hard. He had just jacked off, but his dick was soaring at the thought of what my words portended.

When I was done he said nothing, and I actually wondered if he was going to give up, leave me. After all, these were not baby steps I had just proposed.

Then he nodded. His eyes were scared, he was gasping for breath, but he gave in.

“Okay,” I said. “Go get your clothes on and let’s get started.”

A moment later he was in the shower. He was using my Nair, and ten minutes later he came out, all hairless and fresh. He was still breathing hard, gulping, but there was a resignation growing within.

He put on his bra and panties and his tummy shaper. He rolled up nylons, exulting at the feel of nylon on his now bare legs, and stepped into a pair of high heels. I handed him a blue dress and he slipped into that.

His body, from the neck down, was a woman’s.

“Sit there,” I commanded.

He sat down at my make up table. I pulled up a second chair and went to work.

This is cleanser…this is primer…” I explained what each of the products was and what they did.

“This is foundation,” I brushed his face gently. Down below his hard on was a monster. Even though he had just cum, he was dripping.

I reached the eye stage and began brushing shadow on, then applying pencil and mascara.

Finally, I put on lipstick, and had him stand up.

He was tall, and gorgeous, and 95% woman. All he lacked was the hair.

I handed him an old wig of mine. It was long and luscious, and he slipped it over his scalp. I helped him fasten it down.

“How do I look?”

“Now you’re making me happy.”

He smiled. It was small, but it was a start.

I pierced his ears, he said ‘ouch,’ and I put in some sparkling string earrings. They hung down and swung gently.

I gave him some rings, and a set of bangles.

Finally, I spritzed him with perfume.

“Oh, my God!” he blurted as he looked at the mirror.

100% woman. Body and clothes. Everything.

“What do you think.”

“I…I…”

“Be honest. Do you like what you see?”

He nodded. His lips were tight, but he nodded.

“How’s your dick?”

“It’s hard.”

“Okay, we’ve reached the make or break point. I expect you to look this good all the time. I’ll help you, we can get you your own wardrobe, your own make up, but I expect you to stay like this.”

He gulped.

“You won’t drink beer anymore. But I will allow you a small bourbon every once in a while.”

“Okay.”

“And I will order a chastity belt. Your days of being a swinging dick are over. From here on out I own your manhood. It does what I want when I want, and don’t you dare even think about complaining.”

“Yes, dear,” his voice was so low I could hardly hear him.

“And if you do this I will, some day, allow you to put your dick in me.”

He gulped convulsively.

“And now comes the important part.”

He said nothing, just looked at me with wide, frightened eyes.

“It’s time for me to make you mine. It’s time to consummate our new relationship.”

“Do we…do we have to?”

I grunted, showing my displeasure.

“Come with me.”

I led him into the bedroom. I caught a glimpse of us in the hallway mirror. Two beautiful woman, one taller, a little thicker, but obviously a woman. That really made me horny.

I led him into the bedroom.

“Onto the bed, all fours.”

He crawled up on the bed.

I took off my clothes. This was going to be a reversal of the clothed female naked male. Sort of.

I scooped out a handful of lube and put it on his ass. I smoothed it into his hole, stuck a finger into his hole and rubbed it around.

He shivered, but his dick was stiff, throbbing and dripping.

“Remember,” I said, as I put the tip of my cock to his butthole. “You will never do what you just did. From here on out you are a different person. I am in control and you will do what I say. I don’t want to ever be disappointed again.

“Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Good.”

I slid the cock into him.

I wasn’t rough, and he was lubed, but it was a shock. He arched his back and I had to hold his hips in place, then I was all the way in.

“Oh,” he said. “Oh…gosh.”

“No more beer,” I pulled out and thrust in.

“You will wear your make up every day.” In and out.

“You will learn to behave yourself as a good girl should.”

I moved in and out, reaming his butt, swirling so it must feel like I was stirring his innards.

He began to cry, but not tears of pain. Tears of joy. Gina had told me that men like getting it up the butt, and she was right.

“It’s okay,” I said, softly, soothingly.

He nodded, gulped, and cried some more.

Then he began to push back. He started to fuck my dick with his male pussy.

I got a little rougher, and he began to twist and moan.

I made sure that I stayed in control.

After ten minutes I felt him suddenly shiver and relax. I reached down and felt his penis. Semen was dripping out. I had pressed the prostate enough, and it had squeezed the sperm out his shaft.

“Oh, God,” he said, his voice soft and wondering, “It feels like I’m pissing.”

“Good. You want to pee.”

Then he started to come down. I gently took my penis out of him, turned him around and held him.

On the bed was a mess of cum.

He held on to me, snuggled against me. “I never…I didn’t think it would be like that.”

“What did you think? Bangs and booms?”

I didn’t think anything. I just…it felt good. And I feel warm and wonderful.”

“Better than an orgasm?”

He nodded. Then he turned his head and looked up at me. “I want to do it again.”

“We will,” I reassured him. We will.”


EPILOGUE

I continued feminizing Steve, and he loved it. He is female 90% of the time, and we are discussing hormones and boob jobs.

Gina was astounded. I had taken Steve further than she had taken Jack, and it gave her a whole new set of ideas. I would say ‘poor Jack,’ but he is getting all excited.

There is something truly delicious about making your man in to a woman. They change. They become more considerate. They learn what the other half is really all about.

Most of all, they learn about themselves, and that is a good thing.

END
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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


Being a Woman isn’t for Sissies!

A feminized man learns deep truths


PART ONE

“I don’t want to,” I said.

“Oh, come on, grow a pair!” Roy snickered.

“I believe that’s my line.”

“Come on! Bet!

“But I don’t want to.”

Lily and George watched from the sides. We four were gathered around the card table. The guys were teaching us girls how to play cards, and it wasn’t as fun as they said.

I had three cards showing, a two of hearts and a four of hearts and a Queen of hearts.

George had a couple of hearts in her hand. Lily had a spade and a diamond and a club, and Roy, my own sweet hubby had a heart and a two clubs.

And I had no idea what any of it meant.

Roy snickered again. He was a little drunk, and when he got drunk he sometimes liked to pick on me.

“Come on, guys, it’s just a game,” muttered George.

“Maybe we should all quit?” Lily said.

“Yeah, right. I get a good hand and you guys want to cut and run.”

“Oh, gosh,” I said, studying my cards again.

Roy kept sniping at me, so I finally gave in and bet a quarter.

More cards passed out. I think it’s called ‘dealing.’

I had four hearts. Roy had an Ace and two Kings and a queen. Whatever that meant.

“Okay, now you’re supposed to bet again.”

“But I don’t think I have anything.” I stared at all those stupid hearts.

“Come on, it’s only a game,” whined Roy, making fun of George.

Lily rolled her eyes to me.

“Roy, you need to get off everybody’s back,” I said.

Roy just laughed and kept making rude remarks. Nobody was safe from his tongue when he was in his cups. I always thought it weird that a man who was so kind and considerate when he was sober should become such an idiot when he had a couple of drinks in him.

“Come on. I’ve got a winning hand and…” he blathered on.

“It should be called a ‘whining hand,’ I muttered as I tossed another quarter into the pot.

Another round of cards, and another argument. I wanted to drop out. I had picked up a face card, another stupid heart, and even though I didn’t know how to play the game I knew I had nothing.

Roy, however, must have had a real hand. He kept laughing and looking at his cards. Honestly, he was like a banker who’d just won the lottery. All for a bunch of stupid quarters.

“Okay, time to turn ‘em over.”

“I want to bet some more,” Roy gripped.

“It’s over. No more raises.”

“Yeah, but I’m gonna win. I’ve got a great hand and, let’s face it, you guys all suck eggs.”

“Sheesh,” muttered Lily. “What a sport.”

“Come on,” Roy complained.

We all stood up to him, and that didn’t make him happy. “What a bunch of four flushers!”

George turned his cards over and he had something called three of a kind.

“Oh, that means you’ve got three of those seven cards.”

Roy laughed at me. “Three of those seven cards,” he made fun of me.

We all sighed, and Lily turned her cards over. She had tried to fill something called an inside straight. Roy started lecturing us on the stupidity of trying to fill the inside thing-a-ma-jig, and we had all had it.

Then Roy turned over his cards and laughed, “HA HA! Guess you pikers know who you’re playing with now!

“Crap. No wonder I wanted to fold,” George said.

“He’s always got the luck,” said Lily.

“That’s not luck, that’s super skill! I am a super skilled player!” He started to pull the little mound of quarters towards himself.

“Well,” I sighed. “At least I know somebody loves me.” I flipped over my card, I think it’s called a ‘whole’ card, though I surely don’t know why. I mean is there a half card? Or a card in pieces or something?

“Roy,” George said, and everything stopped.

“Oh, my gosh, how cute! You’ve got all hearts!” Lily squeaked a sort of a cheer and clapped her hands.

Roy didn’t move. In fact, his face turned white. Then red. Then sort of purple. “Fuck,” he said. He really looked all pissed off.

George sat back with a grin. “Guess we really know who knows how to play now.” He started to chuckle.

“What are you talking about?” I asked. “Did I do something wrong?”

“Something wrong, my dear?” George was starting to laugh. “Quite the contrary. six hearts beats a full house.

“Not in poker,” whispered Roy.

“But in 6+ Texas Hold ‘em it does.”

“But…but…”

But the wind had gone out of my hubby.

“You mean I won?”

George nodded, and I squealed and pulled the quarters to me. “I can park for a month on this,” I quipped.

Roy was pissed off. He sat there and glowered. And, finally, as I counted the quarters and arranged them in little stacks, he blurted. “One hand. For everything.”

“I’m not going to play anymore,” I said.

“Four flusher,” he repeated, which I guess is some kind of insult. But it wasn’t the insult that got under my skin, it was his snide way of picking on people.

“You take that back, Roy.”

“Won’t,” he sneered. “Furthermore, We’ll cut the cards. One time. The loser has to do anything the winner says for one month.”

“Oh, that’s silly!” Lily said.

“I don’t want to!”

“Chicken,” he dug the needle into me further. Then he pulled out a piece of paper. “In fact, I’ve got my list right here! If I win you have to do everything I say on this list.”

“Crap, Roy. You’ve been planning this.”

I knew what was on the piece of paper. Roy always wanted me to dress up. He wanted me to wear heels all day long. He wanted me to wear tight dresses that showed off my boobs. He wanted me to prance around like a maid and wait on him hand and foot.

It was all stupid, but there was a problem, he had pissed me off.

He held up the piece of paper. Thirty days of waiting on me like a good wife.”

“You wouldn’t know if a good wife hit you in the eye,” muttered Lily, “and she already has.”

“Thanks Lily, but he’s just blowing smoke out of that asshole mouth of his.”

Oh, man. That sure popped the cork. Roy straightened up, his face was red and rigid and I had never seen him so angry.

“Now you take that back.”

“Four flusher!” I snapped.

He placed the paper on the table. “Then bet!”

We glared at each other. Sure, we loved each other, but…but this was cards!

Nervously, Lily said, “Maybe we should have a drink and—“

“Four flusher,” Roy whispered.

“Guys…”

“Motherfucker!” I breathed out. “You’re on.”

“Hey…but…” George and Lily tried to talk us down.

“George, get out your cell phone.”

After some argument, George did, and he set it to record.

“I, Karen Carpenter will do what ever is on this piece of paper for one month if Roy wins one cut of the cards.”

Roy leaned forward and George caught him on the video. “I, Roy Carpenter, will do…whatever she wants, for one month, if Karen wins the cut.”

“But what do you want?” asked Lily.

“Only one thing,” I said.

George grinned. “Somebody’s going to be driving Roy’s Mustang!”

Lily grinned and clapped her hands.

Roy’s Mustang was his pride and joy. it had a huge engine, monster tires, all sorts of shiny chrome thingies on it, and…it was fast. Like, really fast. He even took it to the drag races sometimes when he wanted to get a little extra money.

“Two things,” I snapped. “I’ll take the Mustang, but I want one other thing, too.”

Now the others were silent, and curious. What could I want? What was the one, single thing I wanted from Roy.

“Well, four flusher?”

Roy snarled. “Keep that cell phone running. “Lily, deal two cards.”

“But I don’t want to!”

“Do it,” I snapped.

“But if he loses Roy will be mad!”

“I won’t be angry,” he spoke through gritted teeth. His face was a mess of angry planes.

“Go on honey,” I said. “If I win I won’t be, and I’ll even let you  drive Roy’s Mustang.”

Even that didn’t make Roy back off, and Lily said, “Really?”

“Really?”

“Do it,” said George.

“Shovel the deck.”

“That’s ‘shuffle’ the deck,” Roy’s face already starting to twist in victory.

“Whatever. Four flusher.”

Lily shuffled the cards.

“Shuffle them a bunch of times,” advised George. “Let there be no doubt.”

Lily obediently, but nervously shuffled and shuffled.

Finally, glancing first at me then at Roy, she dealt him a card. He turned it over and it was the King of hearts.

“HAH!” Roy snapped. “There’s no way you can win.”

“What’s he mean?” I asked George.

“The king is the highest card, and hearts are the second highest card. You would have to draw a king of spades to win.”

“You mean there’s only one card that can beat his?”

George nodded.

Lily sighed a big sigh.

Roy laughed and rubbed his hands together.

“Well, go on,” said George. Play it out.”

Lily dealt me a card. We, meaning George, Lily and I, were in the dumps. I mean, there was no way. I reached forward and turned the card over.

“Fuck!” whispered George.

“No!” said Lily.

Roy made a sound like a tire going flat really fast.

It was the king of spades.

Then it was chaos. Lily was up and hugging me. I was blinking and stunned and feeling really good. George got up and went to the fridge. “I was saving this for an occasion, and I guess this is one.” He pulled out a bottle of champagne.

“No,” whined Roy.

“Yes,” said George, placing a flute of champagne in front of him.

Shortly we all had flutes, and George raised a toast. “To fucking luck!”

“Wooo!” Lily and I yelped.

Roy just say there and stared at that big, beautiful king of spades.

“So, Karen, what is this one big thing that you want.”

“You already know it. Or at least you’ve already seen it.”

“Huh?” he tilted his head quizzically.

Lily sipped a big sip.

I leaned forward and picked up the piece of paper. “Whatever is on this piece of paper…Roy has to do it.”

“No!” yelled Roy, standing up, his knuckles white, his face looking like a snow man’s that had been bleached. He snatched at the paper, and he would have got it, but George was faster.

“Give me that,” whimpered Roy.

“I think not, brother. Let’s see what you had planned for your loving wife.” He unfolded the piece of paper, then his eyes opened. “Holy crap!”

“What’s on it?” asked Lily, taking another sip.

“See for yourself,” he handed her the paper.

“You can’t expect me to …to do all that stuff.”

“What stuff?” I asked.

“Oh, my God!” Lily’s whisper was a bare breath. Her mind had been blown.

I reached for the paper, and my eyes opened.

“I’m not going to do it,” stated Roy.

George turned and faced him. “Yes, you are. Roy, you’ve been a bully at cards for as long as I remember. You’re a great friend, but you have this one problem, and maybe this will teach you a little humility.”

“I can’t do that stuff!”

“If you don’t do everything on that list I will post this video and let the world know that you’re a four flusher. It’ll mean the end of our friendship, but if you’re not a man, if you don’t keep your word, then maybe I don’t want to be friends with you.”

“But…George!”

“And the rest of the guys in town, they’ll all know, and you what kind of people they are. They aren’t Democrats, and you will be laughed out of town!”

Roy’s shoulders slumped, he was beaten, and he knew it.

I looked at the list again. I began to read it out loud.

Item one. Shave your pussy.

Item two, wear nylons all day every day.

Item three, wear high heels all day every day.

Item four, full make up all day every day.

It went on and on, but it was item seven that got to me, got to all of us.

Item seven, get boobs enhanced to at least double Ds.

I read that one and George and Lily started hooting.

“I can’t do that, honey. You can’t make me do that!”

I looked at him. “You would have made me.”

“But…but I was just joking!”

“Ha ha,” said George, quite conversationally.

“But if I got fake boobs everybody in town will know! And they’ll…I’ll be the laughing stock!”

“It’s a laughing stock versus what everybody in town will think if you don’t pay off.”

Roy’s face was now deathly white. He knew he had reaped the whirlwind, and now he was about to ride it.

“But…but…”

But George was firm. “Roy, if you don’t pay off, you’re through, and you really will be a four flusher.”

Lily suddenly blurted, “What is a four flusher, anyway?”

George smiled very slightly, but not in a kind way. His eyes were on Roy.

“A flush consists of five cards of the same suite. All hearts, in Karen’s case. But if you have only four cards of the same suite then you have a big nothing, and that’s what a four flusher is…a big nothing, a loud mouth who doesn’t keep his word. Right Roy?”

Roy just sat and stared at the table.

And so began the transformation of Roy Carpenter.

He started in on me as we drove home.

“You can’t honestly expect me to…to do all that stuff. That was meant for you.”

I didn’t say anything. I was thinking about what a four flusher was.

“I mean, I’m a guy! I can’t go around wearing dresses and things!”

Was Roy a four flusher? Had I married a guy who didn’t keep his word?

“And it was all supposed to be a joke! I never would have insisted that you do all the things on that list.”

But I knew he would have. Roy is very insistent on getting his way.

“So you really have to let me out on this bet thing. And—“

“Shut up.”

He shut, and opened his mouth, and shut it again, and then opened it and said, “I don’t like it when you—“

“You’ve got to do everything I say for one month, and we’re starting with you shutting up.”

“But, honey, you—“

I took out my phone, tapped George and Lily’s contact, then held my finger above the little circle with the green phone in it. “One more word.”

Roy’s mouth worked and nothing came out for a second, then he said, “Put that phone away!”

I lowered my finger and the sound of ringing could. be heard.

“Stop it!” he whispered.

“Hey! Karen! How’s the big winner?”

“Hi, George. I just want to get this understood…if Roy refuses to pay off on his bet then I just call you and you’ll put that video on Facebutt and talk to all your gambling buddies.”

“Absolutely. I even put the thirty items to a calendar. Tomorrow is the first, so I expect you to text me a picture a day, proving that he delivers.”

“All right.”

“Why, is he giving you trouble?”

“No, no,” I said. Roy was banging his head on the steering wheel and making gurgling sounds.

“Excellent. You know I love Roy like a brother, but he is a bully at cards, and this is exactly what the doctor ordered. You make him deliver, girl, and he’ll be the better man for it.”

“I will, George, and thanks.”

“No problemo. I’ll be waiting for your text messages…or your call.”

I hung up then and looked across the car at Roy. His hands were tight on the wheel. His face was grim.

“You…you…” but now he was afraid to bully me. Now he knew that I was going to deliver on any threat. Maybe George was right. Maybe this was what the doctor ordered.

“Honey…” he tried his best to sound sweet.

“It starts tomorrow.”

He squeezed the wheel so hard I thought it was going to come off.

“And that breast enhancement you wished for me?”

“Yes?” he asked hopefully, thinking that I would at least let him off on this one item.

“Who were you going to get to do it?”

“Sam Wilson is the best plastic surgeon in town, and he owes me. So I figured…”

I was tapping my phone again. I knew Sam’s wife, and ten seconds later she answered.

“Hey Martha!”

“You can’t! You can’t!” whispered Roy.

“Hi, Karen! What’s the haps?”

“I had a medical question and I wanted to talk to Sam. Is he there?”

“Sure. Sam!”

A moment later Sam’s voice was on the line. “Hi, Karen.”

“Hi, Sam. Say, I understand Roy talked to you about a breast enhancement for me.”

A moment of silence. “Uh, have you discussed this with Sam?”

“Oh, yes. And we’re on the same page. I want to go ahead with the breast enhancement.”

“Oh, well, okay…”

I knew then that Roy had bullied Sam into the operation.

“But we want it for him.”

A second of blinking silence. “What?”

“Sam wants to get breasts.”

“What? Wait. What are you saying?”

“I’m saying that Roy would like to get that big, old set of double Ds instead of me.”

“Well, uh…”

“And we’ll pay for them.”

I could feel a smile on the other end of the line. Yes, Roy had been bullying.

“Well, I would have to have affirmation from Roy.”

I looked at Roy. “Roy, say ‘yes.’ And say it in a loud, clear voice.”

Oh, the look on his face. He was begging, beseeching, desperate.

“Say it!”

I called up the contacts and pressed on George’s number. I held my finger over the circle with the green phone in it. We were about to have a conference call.

“Say it!”

“Yes!” He almost shouted it. It was like the pressure was being released and his voice was loud.

Sam started chuckling. “Okay. Sam wants boobies. Obviously, you and I are going to have a sit down discussion about this, but, if you’re serious, I’ll order up a pair of Chyna 2000s.”

“What are Chyna 2000s?”

“Gal named Joanie Laurer, ring name Chyna. She was a professional wrestler who had huge boobs implanted in her chest.”

“Excellent!” I yelped, quite delighted.

“Okay, I’ll order them now, and I can do the procedure on Thursday.”

“Excellent, Sam. Thanks a lot!”

He was laughing when he hung up.”

“I can’t believe you’re doing this,” Roy whispered.

“Believe, baby. Believe.”

I looked out the window as he drove, and I started to smile.

“Rise and shine, my little lover!” I drew the shades open.

Roy turned over in bed. Sure, he was feeling a bit of the booze he had imbibed the night before, but he was also avoiding what he knew was coming.

“Get your ass up or else!” I spoke cheerfully as I ripped the blankets off him.

“Hey!” but it was weak. He was a defeated man, and we hadn’t even started yet.

“This is Nair. You put it on your whole body, except for your eyebrows and scalp. Wait fifteen minutes, until it starts to heat up, then shower.”

“That’s going to take my hair off?”

“Bald as a baby’s hairless butt,” I agreed.

Ring ring!

I looked at my cell phone. Margie Whitlock. Now what the heck? I made a motion to Roy and he slid slowly out of bed. Talk about a slug.

“Margie! How are you girlfriend?”

“I am top of the world, girlfriend. Would you like a wig?”

“A…what?”

“A wig. I know Roy doesn’t have long hair, and I thought…”

Roy stood next to the bed, his eyes open, his jaw officially dropped.

“…so if you need it I can bring it over.”

“Margie?”

“Yes?”

“How did you find out about Roy, uh, losing at cards the other night?” It had been less than 12 hours!

“I talked to Rhonda. She talked to Wendy, and…” And eventually it wound down to, “…and she talked to Martha.”

Oh. My. God! That was half the town right there!

I looked at Roy, and the expression on his face was absolutely, totally, utterly priceless. Shock. Dismay. Mortification.

“Sure, we could use a wig. That would be great.”

“Excellent. I’ll have it there in a half.”

“You’ll…okay.” I was dazed.

She hung up, and I hung up, and Roy’s face looked like it was going to break into tears. “I can’t…the whole town…this is…”

I pulled myself together and said, “Nair. Now.”

Disconsolately, he stepped into the bathroom and began reading the back of the bottle.

I went out to the backyard and just stood there for a long few minutes.

The whole town knew. She offered me a free wig, and I knew Margie. She was rich and the wig would be a first class one. What the fuck had happened?

I walked back into the house and into the bedroom. Sam was just getting out of the shower and I loved it. He had lost that big, old bush down there, his limbs were silky smooth, and…I liked the look. It was sort of ‘porn star-ish,’ if you get my drift. Even made his cock look bigger.

“Here go,” I tossed him a pair of panties.

He was going through all sorts of sensations, and he was biting his lip and actually shivering a little when he stepped into the panties.

“Here go,” I tossed him a bra.

“Honey?”

“I’ve some Aunt Maggie’s breast forms out in the garage. I’ll go get them.”

I sauntered through the house and out to the garage. Poor, old Aunt Maggie. She had been a well endowed woman…then caught breast cancer. She had passed now, but I still had those big, old honkers of hers.

I searched through a few bags and boxes and found them. Grinning, I went back through the house and tossed them to Roy. Roy fumbled them, dropped one, and I watched him.

He’s not a big man, sort of slender, and the panties and bra fit him perfectly. And, funny thing, I felt a little flash of heat down there. Made my knees sort of weak, and I was having trouble looking away from my man’s sexy body.

He managed to get the over-sized blimps into his bra, and I noticed that his cock was getting really, really big. It was standing out like a tree limb, bobbing up and down as the blood pulsed through it. Could it be that this woman’s clothing thing was exciting him, too?

“Okay,” I managed to make myself move, “Put on the garter belt and the nylons.”

His face was a study in confusion, but he pulled up the garter, then sat on the bed and started unrolling the nylons up his legs.

Oh, man. It was hot. If I had known it was going to be this hot I would have had him do this long ago.

I picked up a pair of heels and held them out. “Now—“

Ding dong!

“Hold it, just stay here.” I trotted down the hall towards the front door.

It was Margie, and with her was Rhonda Shaeffer and Wendy Simpson. Big gossips, but…what was I going to say? I opened the door and Margie held out the wig. “Here’s the wig and, I’m sorry, but Rhonda and Wendy wanted to see.”

Rhonda held out a pair of high heels. Bigger than mine, they would definitely fit Roy. And they were of good quality. The girl might be a gossip, but she had good taste. “I brought you some old heels. I remembered that I’m a little taller than you, and maybe they would fit Roy?”

On one hand, this was too much. These women showing up and…and on the other hand…what was it that the doctor ordered? I broke into a grin and held the door open. “Come on in, girls.”

They crowded in, chattered, and asked, “Where is Roy?”

“He’s in the back room. Come on.”

Now, I don’t know what possessed me, except maybe a bit of the devil.

And, the realization as to why bullying could be fun.

Ever since I had won the bet I had been in charge. I had cracked the whip and made Roy jump, and…I was liking it.

So we tromped down the hallway and into the bedroom.

Roy, of course was under the bed.

I couldn’t believe it. He had actually crawled under the bed! Like a little boy!

“Roy! Come out of there!”

I grabbed his leg and pulled, and Margie jumped in and grabbed his other leg, and then wall the ladies were pulling him out from under the bed.

Roy stood, trembling, like a little deer in the headlights. He was awful cute in his panties and bra.

The girls just giggled.

“Roy, Margie brought you a wig. And Rhonda has some great high heels.”

“Uh…uh…” he looked like he was going to faint, and the girls all giggled.

“Let’s see how it looks,” Margie stepped forward and pulled the wig over his head. It was perfect. Absolutely perfect. His face instantly transformed. He wasn’t one of these guys with the big movie star jaws, and he was immediately made softer and more feminine.

And I was made more squooshy down there. I mean, I was positively wet between the legs! I was so wet, clamping my thighs together so I didn’t spring a leak, that I didn’t move when Rhonda moved in and pushed Roy back on the bed. She began putting her heels on him.

“Oh, these are perfect.”

She did one, then the other

Roy stared at the ladies and was a mix of humiliated and aghastness. He was not only looking feminine, several women were watching him look feminine.

“Oh, you are marvelous!” whispered Margie.

Rhonda finished with the little buckles and helped him to his feet.

The girls clapped and congratulated him, and then it struck me. He was standing there in panties and bra, nylons and heels. And…his boner.

The other ladies noticed it, too.

Interestingly, they didn’t seemed shocked by it. Of course, they had all seen cocks before, but it was more than that.

They were treating him like he was one of them, and the cock just provided a cosmetic problem.

“What are we going to do with that?” asked Wendy.

We all looked down to where his big penis pushed out the panties. It was so plainly outlined, and Roy looked down and seemed about to die of embarrassment.

“I…I…”

“How about a tummy shaper?”

“With a dick that size?”

“Hmm. I see what you mean.”

“Don’t men in drag wear tight, little panties called gaffs?”

There were some nods at that.

“I’ve got a chastity tube.”

Everybody looked at Wendy. “Well, Oscar wanted one, so we got it and tried it out, and then he discovered he didn’t like his little weenie being all tied up.”

There were a few smiles at that. What man…what real man…would like his cock all tied up and squashed into a tube?

“But I’ve still got it. It should fit. And…” she trailed off.

The women looked at Roy’s cock some more.

“We could just tie it back. Tie it to his leg.”

“But that would still show in some outfits.”

“The chastity tube,” I blurted.

Roy looked at me like I was a traitor.

“It’s the best way. He won’t get big, and we can keep him that way for a month.”

“Hey?” Roy squeaked.

“Shut up, dear. The grown ups are talking.”

Everybody chuckled at that.

“Okay,” said Margie.

“I’ll go home and get it right now.” Wendy trotted out of the room. The rest of us just stood there and watched Roy.

Roy looked like he felt about an inch tall. If there had been a mouse hole in the wall he would have tried to crawl into it.

“Well, ladies,” I finally said, “Would you like to help me do his make up?”

Oh, did they. Big grins, little cheers, and they began to move

To tell the truth, I thought I was going to have to do all the heavy lifting, but these girls were so anxious I couldn’t believe it.

In fact, the cheerful manner in which they bent to the business of make up…I suspected that had been wanting to give a man a make over for years.

I know that I was falling in with that feeling. The more we did to Roy the more I wanted to do.

And I was glad these women were there to help me, because I was so wet now I was afraid I might actually start dripping.

As for Roy, he was now looking a little grey. But it was out of his hands. He was now an official toy for a bunch of demented ladies.

Heh heh heh.


PART TWO

The ladies walked out of my bedroom, and Roy sat back on the bed. He was stunned, his eyes were glassy. He was in women’s underwear, high heels, and had boobs. Not real boobs, but that would be happening in three days.

“What…what…?”

He asked.

Tell the truth, I loved the way he was stupified. Mr. Always in Control Big Man. Reduced to a whimpering bitch.

And, of course, I loved the wet feeling in my own panties.

I patted his cheek and left him to his own devices.

The ladies had taken residence on the patio, and they were closely huddled.

“Let’s get a blonde wig.”

“His skin is wonderful for make up.”

“I can’t wait to plump his lips.”

I sat down, and they all looked at me. Well, I wasn’t normally part of their group, but that barrier was quickly disappearing.

“Carry on, ladies. I like your plans.”

So they did, and I got involved, which was only right as Roy was my husband, after all.

A half hour later Wendy showed up with the chastity tube. She was giggling. “Oscar didn’t want to let it go. He wanted to try it again.”

“Honestly,” said Margie, taking the little contraption. “What is it with men? Where is the thrill in wanting to lock up their little playthings.”

All the girls giggled.

“I think it enhances their desperation,” Wendy said.

We all stood up and walked back to the bedroom.

Roy was standing in front of the mirror, looking at himself. His cock was monstrous. I had never seen it so big.

The ladies moved to him and Margie said, “Well, how do we get it small enough?”

“You could let him have an orgasm,” said Rhonda.

We all looked at her.

“I wasn’t serious.”

Roy had actually looked hopeful for a second, but now his face crashed.

“Well, there’s only one thing to do,”Margie said. She grabbed Roy’s cock and pulled it, led him out of the room.

Roy went up on his tip toes, batted at her hands, but she had a grip on him.

“You don’t mind, do you?” Margie asked me.

“Oh, knock yourself out.”

Down the hall we went, Roy gurgling helplessly.

She stood Roy by the table and got a big glass and filled it half with ice. The filled the remainder with water, and placed it on the table.

“Put your cock in there,” she commanded Roy.

Roy was beside himself. He wanted to run out screaming, but he was hemmed in by the ladies.

“I said,” she grabbed him again, “Put your…oh!”

Roy started cumming. Right in her hand. White semen flowed over her fist and wrist and dripped on the floor.

He looked down, and was a mix of happy and stunned.

Margie looked down in dismay. “Oh, my God!” She looked up at Roy. “Don’t you have any self control?”

“I…I…”

“I don’t mean to be insulting, Karen, but your husband needs to be trained.”

“Yes, he does. Perhaps you can give me some pointers.” I was being facetious, but she didn’t take it that way. And that was the point at which I began to wonder about her own relationship with her own husband.

I mean, ‘trained?’

But, she did have a point. Maybe if I had stomped on Roy’s bullying before this matters would have come to this.

“Very well, young man. That was a free one,” she wiped her hand on his chest. “But I’m not going to be giving you any more free ones.”

“Make him earn a squirt,” Margie,” Wendy chimed in.

Make him earn a squirt. How novel. I was learning things.

She still made Roy put his cock in the glass of ice water. His cock was limp, but still a little big and flabby. We needed it tight and small.

Roy grunted and would have left, but she kept a hold on his balls, kept his member in the ice water.

And it shrunk. Delightfully so. It was like a little prune.

Margie pulled it out and put the ring around his package. Wendy shoved the tube over his cock. Rhonda locked the lock. Roy was now trapped, but good.

I sauntered over and examined the thing. Being trapped caused an instant reaction, and even though he had just cum, his cock tried to get hard.

“Wow,” I said. “That’s cute.”

“You won’t think it’s so cute when he’s following you around like a puppy dog, begging and humping your leg.”

We all laughed at that. Roy gave a sickly smile.

But I was wondering. Seeing his cock all trapped like that gave me a little surge of wetness. I felt a little puff of a glow between my thighs. It was almost like a tiny, weenie orgasm.

But, no! A woman couldn’t have an orgasm just from locking her husband’s cock up, could she?

“Okay, what next?”

What was next was we walked back to the bedroom. Roy had his head bent over and was staring at the little contrivance hanging on his cock. I could already see the blood trying to pump through his tool.

In the bedroom the ladies sat him down at my vanity table and began to go to work.

Rhonda and Wendy worked on his fingernails, giving him long, red claws. Margie worked on his face. And I sat back and watched him.

Men are strange creatures. They want to pump iron and bump their chests. Never have I seen a man try to look pretty.

Now I was seeing a man starting to look pretty in spite of anything he might want.

One by one his nails grew long and sexy They were a bright red, a blood red, and shiny. And the girls used my strongest glue, and my thickest lacquer. Man, those nails were on to stay!

And Margie plumped his lips, several times, and they puffed up and looked so much more fuller. Then she prepped his face and really went to work. Shortly she was blushing him, then applying eye shadow.

She was good. She had disguised his few masculine features with make up, made his jaw looked rounder, his face shadows took on a feminine cast, and his eyes began to sparkle. She painted his lips red with some lipstain she had in her purse, then put gloss on them to make them pop.

Oh, baby. Did he look good!

I had thought I was going to have to teach him everything, put his make up on every day, and I would have gotten tired of that pretty quick.

But these girls were dedicated, and thorough. And very fastidious. When they were done he looked like a woman.

Not a drag queen with slutty make up, but a beautiful woman.

And the final thing… “Okay,” Margie said. “This has been fun.” She turned to me. “Do you mind if we come over and keep him this way? I don’t mean to be intrusive, but this has been so much fun, and…”

She stumbled in her speech and I knew she was having a thought.

“What?”

“Well, I saw a picture of the, uh, agreement you have with your husband.”

Damn that George! He must have clicked a pic of the paper Roy had handed to me. Or…no. Maybe Lily showed her.

“Yes?”

“Are you really going to have him have, uh…breast enhancement?”

I smiled. So that was it. I actually wondered if she had done this to men before. “I made an appointment for Thursday.”

“Oh, my gosh.” She called the other girls over and whispered to them, and all the women giggled and laughed and kept glancing at poor, miserable Roy.

“Can we be there?”

Hunh! Wow! these gals were crazy! I said, “Sure,” I answered without thinking.

The girls eventually went home, with promises to come back on following days and help me take care of their new, little girlfriend.

And the day passed. I texted a picture to George, and received a text back with a big thumbs up. Later, I would find out that he had put it on Facebutt, where it was getting zillions of likes.

So much for Roy avoiding anybody finding out.

But, it was pointed out that he was a manly man delivering on a bet, and people were actually complimenting him.

I guess nobody likes a four flusher, and everybody likes a man who keeps his word.

As for Roy, he spent the day in a funk. He sat in the living room and watched TV, a glass filled with bourbon and Coke being refilled regularly.

But he wasn’t bullying me anymore.

In fact, he just watched the game, and the look on his face…it was very reflective.

More important, I could see the little bump in his dress when he sat down. It kept doing a tiny, little bob. Blood was trying to get into the poor thing…and failing.

And most importantly, seeing him all dressed up…it was affecting me. I have normal sexual urges, I get a little horny once or twice a week, never enough for Roy, but…but now I was horny all the time.

Seeing him walk through the house in his high heels, awkward but learning, seeing his ass swaying, watching the bounce of his fake boobs, I was actually like a girl in heat.

A couple of times I actually walked away from him, went into the bathroom and made a fist and pressed it against my pussy.

And…I jilled off. I know, not ladylike, but if you could have seen Roy, sashaying around like an uncoordinated model, you’d have done the dirty, too.

Anyhoo, the week went. The girls came by each day, and they brought friends, and by Thursday, when all of them showed up to escort him down to the doctor’s office for his new boobs, he was actually used to them. Sort of.

At least, they would talk to him, and he actually managed to answer them in a civil, and even sometimes joking, manner. And then we were at the doctor’s office and the girls all waited outside.

“I heard about your bet,” Sam grinned when he came into the exam room. He was a gruff sort of looking fifty, but with a wise cracking grin.

Roy hung his head.

I smiled. “It actually turned out to be fun. Learning poker, I mean.”

“Well, it may be fun, but I’m going to be very careful before I sit in with you.”

His droll manner had me chuckling.

“So, how about it, Roy? Are you looking forward to a world class set of ta tas?”

Roy grunted.

“That’s Roy-speak for yes.’

“I figured. Okay, let me explain how this works. I’m not going to give you permanent boobs. I’m going to give you something called vacation boobs. I inject a solution into your chest, it sets like boobs, and a month or so later your body absorbs it and you’re back to being the studly male we all know.”

Roy looked at him. There was pain in there, but there was also curiosity. I realized he had been a woman for a half a week, but things were happening.

“Now, take off your shirt and lay back here and let’s get started.

Roy lay back on the exam table and Sam rolled out a tray. The tray had several needles on it, and a couple of big gallon containers?

Sam began to inject the solution into Roy’s chest, and I was absolutely mesmerized. He went around each pectoral, taking his time, making measurements. His right pectoral began to bulge, then to take a small mound shape. It actually looked like a little boob.

“Is that it?”

“Oh, no,” Sam answered me. “We’re just laying the ground work.”

He injected solution into the other pectoral muscle and Roy now had two small boobs on his chest.

Then Sam went to town. He kept making injections, and the skin swelled up, and Roy’s tits began to get bigger and bigger.

“What about those China things?” I asked, at one point.

“Chyna 2000s, I could do that, I sort of wanted to,” he was really focused on his work, “but they are too permanent. If Roy likes these, then we can certainly do that. But I realized there might be a skin stretch problem. I can actually make his boobs quite large, and make sure there’s no medical problems, using just the vacation boob method.”

“Oh. Okay. Can we make an appointment for the China things for next month?”

Roy groaned. “No! You’re not going to…”

“I’ve been thinking about that card game stuff, and I think I could beat him again.”

Sam chuckled and said, “Don’t make me laugh. This is delicate work.”

I laughed for him.

Roy cried.

I put Roy’s bra on him before he even sat up, and when he did sit up he had the most wonderful set of breasts I had ever seen. Truthfully, I thought they were better than mine.

I helped him off the table while Sam watched, a big grin on his face.

“That’ll fix you for that inside straight you pulled on me last year.”

“Oh, God,” Roy groaned. Then he staggered a bit. “My balance is off.”

“It will be for a couple of days. But you’ll get used to it. You’ll also have some muscle soreness as your body adapts to the redistribution of weight. But you’ll survive.”

“Yippee,” Roy grumped.

I had made Roy wear full feminine apparel to Sam’s office, and now I buttoned up his blouse and tucked it in to his skirt.

“I hope you’re happy,” he said in the most dispirited voice I had ever heard.

“Quite happy, honey. Shall we go?”

Sam walked us to the front door, and when we stepped outside we got a huge surprise. There must have been a hundred women waiting, and when Sam stepped into view they rose up in a mighty cheer.

Sam’s mouth dropped open and he just stood there.

Margie and the girls started chanting, “Show us! Show us! Show us!”

We were on the second floor balcony, and everybody was yelling, and the girls were chanting, so I began to unbutton Sam’s blouse.

He looked at me, I think he wanted me to stop, but I was in charge now. That was one thing I had learned over the past few days. Sam dressing like a woman had made him into what he saw women as…second class. Supposed to follow orders. So he just stood there and silently protested, but didn’t say anything.

I opened his blouse, his new boobs were plain to see, and the crowd roared. I mean…they really screamed!

After a short bit I began to button him up again. And I saw that his lower lids were filling with tears.

Oh, fuck.

I wanted to give him a lesson in humility. I didn’t want to hurt him!

I waved to everybody and hustled him down the walk, out the back way to the parking lot, and to our car.

Some of the crowd followed, but I just smiled and worked the car through the parking lot.

As soon as we left the parking lot Roy began crying. And I don’t mean just a few light sobs. He began to bawl like a baby.

We weren’t far from home, and I drove quickly. He just sat in the passenger seat and his body shook and the tears poured out.

I pulled into the driveway and got out. I helped him out and walked him up the walk to the front door.

Inside the house Roy went into the living room and sat down. He was still crying.

Oh, God. What had I done?

I went into the kitchen and mixed him a bourbon and Coke. I brought it to him and he drank half of it in a gulp, then put the glass down and kept crying.

I sat next to him. I put my arms around him and he kept sobbing, crying into me. He was totally out of control, and I didn’t know what to do.

Was this a major breakdown? Had I broken my man?

I had all these misgivings, but now I couldn’t move. His arms were around my body and he was pressing on me, forcing me back. All I could do was just sit there, my arms around him, and soothe him.

And he started say, “I’m sorry. I’m sorry…” over and over and over.

We had arrived home at three o’clock. He cried for four hours. Sometimes sobbing violently, sometimes just snuffling. By seven o’clock it was dark, and he just sat against me. He had stopped crying and just sat there.

Finally, I said, “Roy? Are you all right.”

He snuffled some more, then drew away from me a little. He wiped his face and said, “But I’ve really messed up my make up.” And he laughed.

Oh, thank God, he laughed.

I brushed his hair back and kissed him gently on the lips. “We can fix that.”

“Okay,” he said. He moved further back and I was able to get up. He saw his unfinished drink and picked it up. The ice cubes had long melted, but he quaffed the remainder easily.

I took his hand and helped him up. “Come on. Let’s go repair the damage.”

We went back to the bedroom and sat down and I cleaned his face and began putting more mascara on him.

“I’m different now,” he said.

I nodded. “That’s obvious.”

“I’m so sorry I was a bully.”

“That’s okay.”

“I’ll try to control myself after this.”

“I know.”

His face repaired, we stood up, gazed at each other. for a while, then he said, “I guess I really deserved this.”

“You really make me horny.”

That caught him by surprise, and it caught me by surprise. I mean, it just sort of blurted out.

“Really?”

“Oh, yes. Seeing you all sexy like this…it’s…I’m horny. My pussy is on fire for you.”

He grinned. “Wow.”

“Come on, let’s go eat dinner. Then we can discuss my new found feelings of love.”

We went to the kitchen and I made us a couple of hamburgers. Heavy on the mayo, a fair helping of onion, swiss cheese. The meat was grade A, and we chomped and chewed and gazed into each other’s eyes.

Yes. He was different. He was softer.

No, he wasn’t sissy soft, though I had a feeling that making a man dress like a woman could do that to some men. It was more like he was just…softer. More considerate. Not so willing to tell me how life would be, and willing to listen to what I said.

We finished our hamburgers, and he poured us a couple of drinks, and we sat in the kitchen and just talked and talked. He told me how weird it felt to have somebody put make up on him, but how cool it was, too.

I told him how everybody in town was on his side. He wasn’t much for Facebutt, and he was amazed when I got out the iPad and showed him all the well wishes, and the few sneers.

He smiled when people congratulated him for being a real man. As for the sneers, when somebody called him a sissy he just shrugged and said, “They don’t really know, do they.”

Finally, we took the picture for the day and sent it to George. George would put it on Facebutt, and he sent us back a cheerful note. ‘Man, you look good!’ Then he sent us another text: ‘Maybe I should try that.’

Roy and I laughed and looked at each other, then he took the iPad and began typing. I read it upside down before he sent it.

Be careful.

Being a woman isn’t for sissies.

“George as a woman?” I quipped.

“I’ll lend him my breast forms,” Roy responded, and we both chuckled.

Then we grew silent. Very silent. And I knew Roy was thinking of something.

“What?”

“Well, you’re going to think that I really am perverted.”

“Says the man in the dress,” I spoke wryly.

“Says the man in the dress,” he agreed. Then: “There was one item on the list…”

I knew what he was going to say.

“Item thirty. I wasn’t going to make you do that.”

He watched me for a long second, then said, “You should.”

I stared at him.

“In for a penny…in for a pound.”

“But that’s…” I trailed off.

“I think I need that for this lesson in humility to be complete.”

“You realized what you’re saying?”

“I surely do.” His gaze was firm, and I was struck by how beautiful his made up eyes were.

He was talking about the last item on the list. He had wanted anal sex. He had wanted to fuck my butt, but I had never been into that. The old Roy would have demanded. Now he was demanding that I have anal sex with him. That I put something up his butt.

“Are you sure?” I asked.

“I am.” He nodded.

I reached forward and held his hands. His long, perfectly manicured hands. “Honey, we don’t have to if you—“

“Yes. We do. I’m an asshole. I’ve been mean. If you don’t do this I could possibly back slide. I want this as a permanent reminder of who’s in charge.”

“Hell, I’ll nag at you, if you want.”

He smiled a rueful smile. “Honey, I know we still have that strap on.”

“The one we never used?”

“That’s the one.”

I sighed. I patted his hands, then I placed my hand on his cheek and looked deeply into his eyes. “Then I guess it’s time we went all the way. It’s time we made you into a real woman.”

He nodded.

I stood up and pulled his hand.

We walked down the hallway, our heels clicking loudly. I looked back at him, my beautiful woman/man, and smiled.

We entered the bedroom and I led him to the bed. I turned him around and pushed him onto the bed. Slowly,  without taking my eyes off his, I began undoing his blouse.

He reached out to undo the buttons on mine.

“No,” I said.

He looked at me quizzically.

“I’m the man this time. I don’t want you to see my chest and be reminded of…of me as a woman.”

He nodded, and knew I was right.

I took off his blouse and tossed it to the floor. “Men are messy,” I said. “You can pick that up tomorrow morning.”

“Yes, dear,” he smiled.

I undid his skirt and pulled it down. I threw it on the floor.

I was face to face with the feminine him now. His breasts, so very real, would last a month. His make up was mostly permanent, and would be reapplied periodically. And I wondered how far beyond a month he would want to go.

That he would want to go further I felt for a certainty.

I kissed him. I held his chin and forced my mouth over his. I didn’t let myself be kissed, I was the man, and I took the kiss.

I backed off and he was breathless, his eyes dark in the gloom, staring at me.

I went to the dresser and took out the strap on. He watched as I buckled it on and fit the big cock into the socket.

“God,” he said. “It looks huge.”

“It is huge, baby. I’m a big man.”

He laughed and I grinned. His laugh was nervous, but more nervous with anticipation than fear. But there was fear thee, too.

I stood in front of him. I stared at his plump, red lips. I whispered, “Suck my cock.”

He slithered off the bed onto his knees. He put his mouth around my plastic penis and began to bob his head back and forth.

“Oh, yes. You’re a good, little cock sucker.”

I moved my hips forward until he gagged, then I drew back. “I told you I was big.”

For a long minute he blew me. God, it was hot, and I wished I could shoot the juice down his throat.

Finally, I reached down and grabbed him under the arms, his hairless, sweet smelling arms, and I lifted him.

I grabbed his hair and bent his head back, I ravaged his mouth. I kissed that soft pearl like it was the last pearl, and I was a desperate treasure hunter. At the same time my hands roamed over his breasts. I squeezed them until he groaned. I pulled on the nipples. Finally, I bent my head and began kissing them, pulling them with my teeth. My hand went down to his groin.

He was wearing the chastity tube, but I could feel it pulsing as the cock inside tried to get harder. I squeezed his balls until his legs started to buckle, then I pushed him back again.

He was leaning on the bed, supported by his elbows, looking up at me. He was so virgin, so trusting, so ready. His was a delicious fear that I couldn’t wait to gobble.

“Turn around.”

He made it to his feet and turned around.

I felt his ass, so smooth and hairless, so plump and ready.

I pushed on his back and he laid the top of his body, those big, delicious boobs, flat on the bed.

I moved closer, and put my penis to his hole.

“Lube,” he gasped.

I laughed. “I shouldn’t.” But I did. I slapped lube into his asshole and massaged. My fingers reamed him, woke up his nerves, and by the time I was done and he was good and lubed he was moaning.

“You like that, don’t you, bitch?”

He looked over his shoulder, his face framed by soft hair, gulping nervously. His eyes were afraid, but he was determined.

I pushed into him.

He froze, and his body locked up. The moment of fear was past. He was no longer a virgin. I now possessed him.

“Oh, God!” he whimpered.

I began to saw back and forth, moving my hips and running that long peter into him.

He groaned again, and his ass rose to meet my penis. Again and again and again.

He began to whimper, and I could feel his ass muscles squeezing, trying to hold on to my slippery snake.

I grabbed his hair and pulled his head back. His back was arched, and I was deeply impaled. “I love you, and I take what I want.”

He gulped loudly.

“Oh…oh…”

There is a moment, when you fuck somebody, that he, or she, becomes yours. It is a moment of power. The taken gives up their power, and the taker takes it. That is what happened with us.

He felt himself dissolving, giving up, submitting to my power. He began to cry, to sob in gratitude, and I pushed ever harder into him.

And he began to cum. First time, and he actually achieved an anal orgasm. How often does that happen?

But, then, he really wanted to submit.

His hips jerked and his ass pushed back desperately, and I could feel his resistance disappearing entirely.

I had made him a woman. I had fucked him. Now he was mine.

And I was stunned by the feeling of power that washed through me.

And I wondered how many more men I could do this to.

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


They Made Him a Sissy!

Please, dear…don’t make me do that!


PART ONE

“What is a penis for?”

I stared at my wife. “What?”

“It’s not a hard question. Just answer it. What is a penis for?”

We were in the bedroom getting ready for bed. She was cleaning goop off her face and I was hanging up my pants. I stopped, mid hang, and faced her.

“What kind of a question is that?”

“It’s a good and honest question. What’s the good and honest answer?”

Lannie is a babe. Long, dark hair, glittering eyes, and…there is something in her, a twist, something that makes her different.

“A penis,” I pontificated, “Is good for reproduction and—“

“Stop!”

“Huh?”

“It’s good for reproduction.”

“That’s what I said. And—“

“Nope.”

“What the heck are you doing?” I was getting irritated with her haughty stoppages.

“You’re trying to give me all that other nonsense.”

“What nonsense?”

“That a penis is necessary for pleasure.”

“Well, it is!”

“Nonsense.”

I went over to her. I pulled my tighty whiteys down. My pecker sprang right out. “So you’re saying this doesn’t give you pleasure?”

“It’s not important what it does. What is important is what it is designed for.

Reproduction, urination and fun!” I almost shouted.

“Reproduction. When we have kids we need it. Urination. Yep. It’s necessary. But…fun?” She tilted her head and gave me a lock of mockery. “Fun?”

“Yes! Fun!”

“Nonsense. Your penis is not necessary to the act of having fun. It is not necessary that you masturbate like a dirty, little boy, or that you sate your lustful desire in my gentle vagina.”

We glared at each other. She had had some loopy ideas in the past. We had spent a month eating nothing but raw meat, that was real fun. And going barefoot everywhere, oh, that was a large charge. But…what was she saying?

“What, my lovely wife, are you suggesting?”

“I am saying, plain and simple, that unless your penis is proposing a child, it is not going to get inside my little pleasure palace. I am saying that you should not masturbate. You should save your little peeny for the more important things in life.”

“Like pissing and…and…that’s all?”

“That’s it.”

There was a spare chair next to her vanity table and I turned it around and sat in it. “And what brought you to this bizarre conclusion?”

“Common sense.”

“What’s common about not fucking?”

“First, I believe that your heart only beats so many times in your lifetime, and you should conserve your beats, avoid excitement—“

“The excitement of sex,” I blurted.

“—and you will live longer. Furthermore, I believe that your heart can only pump so many gallons, then it wears out. I don’t want that to happen to you.”

“Anything else?”

“Yes. Your penis is only good for so many squirts, then it wears out. runs down. Empties out. Whatever you want to call it.”

“What?” My voice actually squeaked.

“So we need to limit your squirts, slow the flow of blood, and calm your poor heart down.”

“This is ridiculous.”

“You are already upset. I want you to take deep breaths and calm down.”

“Like you?”

“Like me.” She breathed out slowly and closed her eyes.

“And what about your pussy?” I asked. “Is your pussy on a diet?”

“I will limit sex. I will only pee. I will treat my vagina like the sacred chamber it is.”

“This is ridiculous.”

“And I don’t want you jacking off or lusting after other women.”

“This is crazy. So we can throw out your vibrator, right?”

She opened her eyes and frowned. “My vagina has special needs. I have more hormones than you, and hormones can make a girl excited. A quick session with a vibrator reduces all that stress.”

“A quick…oh, my God! Are you listening to yourself?”

“It is better that you listen to me. I am trying to conserve your energies, preserve your life, and enable you to live to a ripe old age.”

“If I can’t have sex I don’t want to live to a ripe, old age.”

“Nevertheless,” she stated emphatically. “You will.”

Now, I don’t know about you, but being told I can’t have something makes me want it all the more. And being told I can’t have sex resulted in the biggest boner in the history of the world, and maybe in the history of boners.

Lannie placed a hand on my knee and looked me in the eyes. “Honey, Ron, you will thank me.”

“When I am laying on my death bed, after a lo-o-ong life of sexual frustration, I am suppose to thank you.”

She nodded, was satisfied. “Yes.”

We went to bed, and life went on, but it was a very different life.

I hadn’t had a cum for a week before she laid down the law, and I was very horny. I was so horny that I became, rather quickly, desperate.

I would wake up in the morning and look at her bountiful body, the large breasts, and I wanted to attack, penetrate, pump and relieve. Instead, I would slink to the bathroom, and a shower, and try not to soap my cock.

I am not a fan of masturbation. In fact, the day I discovered that girls were built different than boys I gave up masturbating. Except for when I really had to. Which, I hate to admit, was a lot.

But I had eventually put masturbation aside, and was proud of that feat.

But when I came home I had been hard all day, distracted by the feeling of my pecker poking outward, and my balls were ready to pop. She invariably greeted me at the door with a kiss—sometimes a scorcher of a kiss, because she was horny, too—and my penis would struggle and fight against the confines of my tighty whiteys.

Going to bed was a real thrill. I would see her undress, expose that voluptuous body, those amazing breasts, and my penis would pound so hard I was afraid I would have a heart attack.

“Honey, my heart is racing. A little sex would relieve it.”

“Nonsense,” my most unfavorite word in the world, “just have a little patience. And discipline. Now come over here and rub my back.”

That’s right. My testicles are so full I groan if they even brush against my thighs, and she wants me to sit atop her buns and rub her back. Her naked back. Her bare flesh tantalizing me. My penis laying between her bare globes, dying to get inside her and…

“Can’t you control that thing?” she groused. “Can’t you have discipline? Like me?”

A weak sob escaped me and she looked over her shoulder at me, then sighed loudly. She lay back down and muttered, “You are so hopeless.”

Hopeless was right. And helpless. And miserable. And horny. Then I had a bright idea.

“Honey, let me give you a full body rub tonight.”

“Okay,” she smiled. She loved the oil and the time and sensations of me loving every part of her body.

And I intended to love her vagina. Heh heh.

So I laid a big towel down on the bed, got out the oil and began rubbing. I smoothed oil into her back, I rubbed my fingers into her flesh. I made circling motions and laced my way down her body. I spent a lot of time on her butt, pressing and palpating and squeezing.

She sighed and loved it.

I went down her legs, feeling her perfect skin with my hands, feeling her relax more and more, and I knew she was getting more and more receptive to the feel of my hands on her.

My poor penis, however, was suffering for this. It was a stiff rod that kept sliding along her body, or poking into her flesh, which just made her giggle. “Don’t you get too excited now, Ron.”

“Don’t worry, honey. I’m working on my discipline, just like you. Now turn over and let me do your front.

She rolled over and I was presented with her mammoth mounds, her shaved pubic area, her arcs and curves of lovely flesh.

I began at her feet and worked up. Pressed my fingers into her muscles and made her relax more and more.

Up to her thighs, grabbing them and stroking, letting my fingers come closer and closer to her pussy.

“Oh, yeah. Babe. You have to do this every night.”

“You got it,” I promised, and in my mind: until you cum!

I was careful around her groin. I couldn’t just leap in and fuck her clit with my hand, I had to work around it. I rubbed the edges of her womanly triangle. I pressed firmly with my fingers, dragged them around her hole, and she breathed deeper and deeper. At one point I got a little too close and she gasped.

But she didn’t tell me to stop.

Up to her breasts. Her mountains of pleasure, and I molded them and shaped them. I pulled on the nipples with my fingers, and she was so relaxed she didn’t say anything when I took a nipple in my mouth and began to suck it.

She groaned.

I massaged her pussy area. Getting closer and closer. Pretty soon I would be able to push those legs apart. Pretty soon she would get so horny she would forget about this stupid pussy diet. Pretty soon—

“AHHHH….YES!!!! FUCK!”

Her hips rose upward, snapped upward, and I could see all her muscles tightening. Damn! She was having an orgasm! That wasn’t supposed to happen! I needed to get into her!

She sagged. “Oh, thank you, honey.”

“But…” I put my hands between her legs and pushed lightly.

She spun around and sat up and glared at me. “No! Bad Ron!”

“But…but…honey!”

“You are not supposed to use your penis for pleasure!”

“But you just had pleasure with your pussy!”

“That was an accident. And I suspect that you planned this! You deliberately gave me this back rub just to get inside me!”

“But I didn’t—“

“So, no! You are not cumming! I’ve got more hormones, and if I need a little outercourse then that’s okay. But you don’t have hormones…so you don’t need any of that silly sex stuff!”

“But you do!”

She paused, I could see her doing the math, and she folded her arms under those amazing breasts, pushing them out further, and stated, “Yes.”

“So you get to cum and I don’t.”

“Women don’t spew their seed all around. They don’t empty their balls. I am in no danger of running out of semen, So, yes. I get to cum.”

“And I don’t.”

“No.”

“ARGH!” I jumped up and actually ran around in a small circle.

“So just stop throwing your little baby tantrum and come to bed.”

I couldn’t go to bed then, however. I was too worked up. My penis was too worked up. It was stiff and pointing and now it was actually dripping.

“Look! You’re making a mess! You’re dripping on the floor!”

“I don’t care!”

“Well you’d better care! You’d better start behaving yourself or…or…”

“Or what? You’ll stop having sex with me?”

Now she was starting to get mad. All her talk of being calm, and then having her own squirt…she was getting mad.

“I’ll make you wear a chastity device!”

“You will not!”

“I will! And that will calm you down and get you under control!”

She was on her feet now, and her voice was rising up.

“I don’t need to be under control! I just need a little sex!”

“And you’ll get little sex! Very little!”

And we argued and argued and argued, and I finally wound up sleeping in the den.

But not sleeping in the den. Lying awake with my aching, throbbing penis. Moaning and groaning with frustration. My balls so tender. My dick dripping all over my thighs and getting me all wet.

And I’m not going to tell you all the bad thoughts I had that night. I love my wife and I will not speak ill of her.

Even though she is so damned frustrating I was thinking my nutsack as going to explode!

I woke up the next morning and was dazed with lust. And lack of sleep.

She woke up, on the other hand, and came out of our bedroom fresh and rested. Chipper. Of course, she had had a wonderful orgasm.

“Good morning, my beautiful husband.”

“Good morning,” I muttered.

“Oh, cheer up. Today is another day, and you’ve got all day to be happy!”

“There’s only one thing that will make me happy.”

“Oh, tut tut! Just relax and be happy. Now I’m going to go to the gym. I feel wonderful, and I need to work off some of this energy.”

She headed out for the gym and I was left to my own devices.

Naked, unable to get my boner into pants, I fixed breakfast. I ate. I did the dishes. I went into the den and watched porn.

Well, of course I did! I was desperate! I needed…something!

So I watched men with big dongs plumb women with big breasts and my cock grew bigger and bigger. So bigger that I actually gave a sob or two. Or three or four. Just, the sight of so much pulchritude being wallowed in so freely, so joyously, it was too much.

I turned off the computer and sat in the dark room.

Lannie arrived home. Cheerful as all get out. She breezed past the den, then backed up and looked in. “Oh, there you are. Honey, could you make me some toast and jam? And a little hot chocolate?”

Then she was gone on down the hallway. Tripping blithely to a shower. To wash that stupendous figure, to caress those massive mammary glands, to feel her hands smoothing down her luscious legs, to…I stood up and hurried to the kitchen. I had to take my mind off Lannie. I had to do something to get my mind off my throbbing penis.

I popped some toast into the toaster, heated up some water and got out the hot chocolate. I buttered and jellied the toast and put the plate on the table. Then I stood there, leaning against the counter, looking out the window, and considered my situation.

I needed to masturbate. I hadn’t done that since I was a kid, but I needed to do that now. A man has to get some relief, or his balls will turn blue, purple, and then black.

Lannie came into the kitchen and plopped down at the table. “Ooh, goody,” she munched into a piece of toast, then looked up at me. “Thank you, honey, but could you go put some clothes on? You look a little silly sitting there with your penis dripping and all.”

I turned to her. “Honey, I can’t even get my pants on. My dick is priapic, it won’t go down. All I can do is stay nude as long as you’re going to make me suffer.”

Chewing her little bites, she observed, “Now you know I’m doing this so you will live a full and glorious life. I just don’t understand why you can’t be more like me.”

“Well, I can’t. I need relief. I need…” I actually started to tear up.

“Oh, honey. I know it’s tough. And maybe I can help you.”

“You can?”

“Of course I can. That’s what wives are for, right? To help their husbands?”

“Well, uh…”

“Now you do the dishes and I’ll go see about helping you out.”

She smiled, patted my cheek, and headed for the bedroom.

Oh, visions of sugar plums and fairies or whatever that stupid song or poem is. I was going to get a little!

I smiled. I waited, and gave her two minutes to get ready for me. I sauntered down the hallway, swaggered, actually, cock of the walk, ready to do the deed and—

“Here you go,” Lannie stepped out of the bedroom and handed me a bundle of cloth.

“What the heck?” I shook it out and blinked. It was Lannie’s muumuu. A dress! A freakin’ billowy dress! She got it at a thrift shop and wore it when the weather was hot and she didn’t feel like wearing real clothes. She wore it around the pool sometimes. But it was a dress!

“What is this?”

“You have to put some clothes on. You’re a distraction.”

“I’m not going to wear a dress!”

“You will if you want to cover up that peeny of yours. And, by the way, I have some ladies coming by today, and if you know what’s good for you…”

“I’m not. wearing this! They’d all laugh at me! I’d be the laughing stock of town!”

“Nonsense. But, do what you want. But you either hide in the basement, or you wear this.”

“I’ll close the door and stay in the den.”

“This is an official Society Meeting. We’re going to need the computer.”

“But you can’t…I don’t want to…you need to…” I ran out of things that I was too befuddled to say anyway.

“The meeting takes place at one. Do what you want. I’m going to get ready.”

She returned to the bedroom and I was left holding this flimsy bit of rag. A damned muumuu! What the hell!

I walked into the bedroom after her. “Lannie. this has got to stop.”

She was sitting at her vanity table, making up her face, and I was forced to watch her become even more beautiful.”

“I sort of like the way things are. I enjoyed breakfast, I had a wonderful night last night…I like the way things are going.”

“But I am suffering!”

“Nonsense. Men go without cumming all the time. What if you were a monk, or a had an accident and couldn’t use your peter? You would just learn to deal with it. So just learn to deal with it.

She ran a tube over her lips and my cock gave an extra shuddery bounce. I was a sucker for juicy, red lips.

She noticed and smiled at me. “Would you like a little lipstick?”

I jumped back. “No!”

“Suit yourself.” She went back to coloring her lips, then smacked loudly. “Personally, I think red lipstick is the only way to go. What do you think?”

“ARGH!” I stomped out of the room.

It was twelve thirty. Half hour to bitch time, as I liked to call it. A half hour, or less, until the old biddies started showing up. Of course they weren’t all old biddies. There was Jane, from down the street. World class knockers, and always joking. Then there was Sandra Smith, she had a killer body and a killer face, and when she talked she moved her lips like she was trying to kiss you. And there was…crap! I had to stop this! I was just making myself more hornier.

I walked into the den. I could lock the doors, but they were pretty flimsy. If Lannie so much as pushed on them they were liable to give way.

I went back into the bedroom and tried to put some jeans on. God, what a struggle, bent my dick every which way but loose, but I couldn’t get them on. Not without suffering ‘bent-dickitis.’

I went back to the den and picked up the lap top. Then I went back to the bedroom and picked up the balled up muumuu. I had thrown it in a corner, but I needed it.

I was afraid some of those women would want to come down to the basement.

“That’s a boy,” murmured Lannie.

“Argh!” I answered, then I headed for the basement.

It was cool in the basement, and I headed for the easy chair.

We had once had dreams of making the basement into a giant playroom, and we had even started construction. There was a side room with a massage table in it. The main room had a pool table set up, and a ping pong table was folded and shoved into a corner.

There were also tools, material for building walls and cabinets, and a complete sound system that had never been set up.

I put the laptop down on the table next to the easy chair and held out the muumuu. For Heysoos’s sake. I pulled the thing over my head and let it drape down.

It was sheer and billowy. You could see through it, but it was gossamer material, and as it slid over my cock it felt so-o-o good. I grabbed my penis and rubbed, and was on the edge rea-a-ally fast.

I let go. I didn’t want to be a jacker offer. There was just something so…immature…about throttling your weenie until it spits.

So I sat there in my muumuu and watched porn.

I heard the women upstairs. Mumbling voices, giggling laughter, the tap, tap of their heels.

I sank deeper into my funk. I was horny. I needed relief. What was wrong with that?

Nothing!

I had been fucking for years, and it hadn’t hurt me. And people had been fucking since before the first baby was born!

So why should I be a monk?

Why should I be allowed into my wife’s pussy, eh?

I married her! I have certain rights, didn’t I?

The women upstairs went on with their meeting all afternoon. Blah, blah, blah.

I could imagine their silly nonsense, talking about their families and their children and grandchildren.

Then I had a thought. Was Lannie acting this way because of her Ladies…what was it…oh, yeah. Sissy. The Ladies’ Sissy Society?

Had they infected her with some nonsense about men and women and feminism and females needing more rights and all that?

I had a feeling they had.

I looked over to the fridge, and I remembered: We had beer in there! We had just started on the basement, I think I had dreams of it being a ‘super man cave,’ and I had bullied a fridge down the steps and filled it with beer.

I stood up, my weenie brushing against the thin material and making me shiver, and walked to the fridge. I opened it, and smiled.

The top shelf had row upon row of dark bottles. Beer for the masses, like Coors and Budweiser.

The second shelf had Pacifico, Corona, and other types of beer. Made in Mexico mostly, and without the GMO and other stuff that Americans put in their beer.

The third shelf, right above the vegetable drawers, however, was the gold mine. Tire Biter, Landshark, and…OMG! Golden Monkey! I actually had a six pack of Golden Monkey!

Golden Monkey was my beer of choice when I wanted to lose my senses quickly. One beer made your eyes cross. Two beers made your eyes move independently. Three beers and one eye did a polka and the other did a cancan. Four beers and you’d actually believe the election wasn’t rigged.

Grinning, finally a cure for my priapism in hand, I popped a top and did the chug a lug.

Mmm. Golden Monkey is sweet with a slight taste to it. Some people don’t like the taste. I don’t, but the effects of the beer were worth it. I went back to my easy chair and listened to the racket upstairs.

Crazy women. Thinking men should do without. Closing their legs like they thought they were better than us. They probably all jacked off.

One beer gone.

Or jilled off, I thought, as I began drinking the second bottle.

Jilled off each other. I giggled at the idea. Women with pussies doing each other when a perfectly good man, a cock, was at hand. Didn’t they understand? Men and women had been doing the dirty since before there was dirt! It was no time to start…hmmm. Now how did that bottle get empty?

Two beers gone.

Probably jilled off everything. Jilled off their children, their pets. And never let their husbands get any. Jilled off their aunts and uncles, and their poor husbands suffered. Walked funny because they were so stiff and there wasn’t any relief. Jilled off their parents and their grandparents. Jilled off passersby on the street. Jilled off the cops who tried to arrest them and the firemen who tried to douse them with water. Jilled the mailman for a letter and the waiter for a tip. Jack and Jill went up the hill with a bucket and a quarter. Jill came back with two fifty…they didn’t go up for water.

I turned the bottle upside down and ascertained…yep. Dead soldier. Jilled to death. Here lies a victim of women’s underwear. Uh, women’s everywhere. A victim. Like this empty bottle. How the fuck did that happen?

I opened a fourth bottle. I had never drunk so much Golden Monkey in my life. Hell, two bottles and I couldn’t pass a drunk test. What were they testing drunks for, anyway? Who cares how smart a drunk is?

Not like me, who was smart all the time. Not like me—glug—who can hold his liquor.

I couldn’t hear anything upstairs, but I didn’t care. What I cared about was this bottle. In my hand. Half gone. And I remembered a story from college. Not a story, an actual happening. Friend of mine named Dave shoved a bottle of beer up his ass and got so drunk he couldn’t stand up. On one beer.

Apparently alcohol goes right through the membrane of the colon and right into the system and you get super drunk super fast.

Wouldn’t that be interesting? Fuck myself in the ass with a bottle of Golden Monkey? How drunk would I get? I mean, I had had lotsh of bottlesh all ready. Surely one more couldn’t helf.

Couldsh it?”

Hmmm.

I looked at the bottle.

Only a little left in it. Like half. Surely that much alcohol wouldn’t bother me. Not now. Heck. I had proved my resishtance. A little drinkie poo up the poo poo would be nothing for a man like me. Right?

So I struggled around, leaned over the arm of the chair, and tried to fit the bottle to my ass.

Normally, I don’t think there’s a chance in hell of me getting a bottle up my ass. I’m a tight ass. I never put anything up there.

But now I was drunk, and relaxed, and…loose.

The bottle popped into my hole and I heard the gurgle of liquid passing.

Sort of like gas passing, but it was liquid passing, but the wrong way. What?

I struggled to my feet, and I didn’t really know who I was or where I was or anything. I just knew the world was spinning and I had to get out of there.

The basement was closetphobic. The stairs were a way to heavin’. Uh, heaven.

I staggered across the floor and up the stairs. I opened the door and staggered out into…

The Ladies’ Sissy Society was having a quiet moment. Everybody was listening to a very important message from somebody. Syphilis or somebody.

I had my dress up over my head, a beer bottle coming out of my ass, and I belched. Except the belch was sort of solid. Right over the leader of the Ladies’ Sissy Society. All over her. Matthilda somebody.

“Oh! Schuse me!” I tried to brush her off, and smeared the deadly toxins into her. Her dress was ruined, her hair was a mess, everybody was screaming…so I barfed again. I had drunk a lot of Golden Monkey, and I had a lot of Golden Barf stored up.

“Ron!” My wife shrieked.

I barfed on her.

“Help!” A lady yelled, and tried to run across the living room to the front door. I hit her halfway across the room. Projectiled her. And she fell over.

Oh, my, I thought. I guess I puke hard.

Ladies slipping and falling in the upchuck. Dresses and faces dripping with vomit. Women shrieking for help, screaming, running around and trying to scrape vomitus off themselves.

Matthilda was sitting on the couch, wiping puke off her chest. She was low cut and it was dripping and slipping between her awesome boobies.

My wife was crying—now what was she crying for?—and my tossed up Golden Monkey was all over her legs.

Screeching, crying, sobbing, puked on ladies.

And I didn’t understand it. Heck, I didn’t have a drop on me.

Then, the room swirling about me, I tried to sit down. And fell down. And I looked up at the fan, whirling above me. Going round and round. And I watched that fan. The blades, and they slowed down, and then I was the one going around and around. The fan blades were still. In relationship to me. And it was the room that was spinning. Spinning. Spin…snore.


PART TWO

“Wha…” I looked around blearily. I was standing up. Well, I was sagging from something, but held upright. What was going on?

“Wha happen…?”

Everything was dark. Oh, my God! I was dead! My eyes were dead and I couldn’t see anything!

“Help!” I asked, almost conversationally.

Wait a minute, I had heard my own voice, so I wasn’t dead. At least, my voice wasn’t dead.

“Help!” I asked a little louder.

My voice ricocheted a bit, and I knew where I was.

I opened my eyes.

Yep.

I was in the basement.

And I was hanging! I struggled, my feet were numb, but I managed to get them under me and push up. I stood, and realized that I was chained up. I was being held against the basement wall, which was cement, by chains.

Why? What was happening?

“Help!” I yelled. And I heard noises above me. The scraping of a chair, the tap tap of feet. Not two feet, but many feet.

Then the door to the kitchen opened and a small bit of light filtered down to me.

“Hello? Lannie? Somebody? Help me!”

Feet clicking on the stairs, then the lights went on. I blinked, and looked around.

Yes, I was chained to the basement wall. Several eye bolts had been sunk into the cement, and the chains kept me upright.

I looked down, I had no clothes on. My penis was, of course, sprouting. Of course it was. I hadn’t had any sex in ages, and my balls, they felt so big down there. Big and ripe, like melons ready to burst. I had never been so exquisitely sensitive in my life.

I looked over to where Lannie was descending the stairs. Lannie and…several other pairs of legs came into view. Sexy legs. Beautiful legs. Legs all calf curvy and going up, up, to well shaped, rounded buttocks.

“Lannie?”

She was in full view now, striding towards me. Naked, those incredible boobs on proud display, an angry look on her face.

I was confused. What had I done to piss her off? I should be the one pissed off. She had closed her legs and I hadn’t had any for the longest time!

Men need to cum! They deserve to cum! They—

“I hope you’re proud of yourself!”

“Honey, I…what’s happening? Why am I chained to this wall?”

“As if you didn’t know!”

I looked behind her, the ladies of The Ladies’ Sissy Society were behind her. They were also naked. They just stood there and glowered at me. Anger on their faces, boobs out thrust, totally pissed off.

“Lannie? Honey? I don’t know what you’re talking about! What have I done, and what are all these…these ladies doing here? Don’t you know I’m…I’m naked, and…and…” I was too embarrassed to point out that my dick was pointing out. Heck, it was obvious.

“You really don’t remember?” She didn’t believe that, and that was for sure.

“Remember what?”

“Jocelyn,” Lannie raised a hand and one of the women behind her put a cell phone on it.

“You really don’t remember…so take a look.”

She tapped her finger on the phone a couple of times, then turned so I could see.

It was a meeting, the meeting they had been having, and they had videod the thing. Matthilda was sitting and talking about how men must be brought to heel, how they must learn their places, that they should—suddenly the door behind her burst open and my eyes widened. I burst into the room, the muumuu up around my neck, my penis big and purple and out of control. I could see bits of semen flick off it as I whirled about, and then I could see the bottle in my ass.

Oh, my God! I had had a bottle in my ass?

Then I focused on the women shrieking and trying to get out of the way, and I was puking, puking here, puking there, puking everywhere, spewing an endless amount of guts.

And the women were being splattered with goo and they shrieked. They ran all over the place, but they stepped in my vomit and upended. Their feet went up and their dresses slid back and all I saw was panties and puke and myself dancing here and dancing there, drunkenly, saying things, and puking, puking more and more.

Then, the worst, I stopped moving around and throwing up. I held up my penis and started pissing. I was mumbling and shouting weird things about cleaning them off, and I pissed on the crying, screaming ladies.

Then the video was over.

My face was slack and my eyes were round. My mouth was open in shock.I was stunned.

I had weird images floating through my mind, like a memory, but it was all so unreal. Surely that couldn’t have been me!

No. It was a doppelgangere, an alien from another universe. He had stolen my body and…and…

I looked at Lannie. The look in her eyes crushed me. I had shamed her, betrayed her. And, worse, I knew that there was no chance in hell of me ever cumming in her again as long as I lived. Maybe not even after I had lived.

“Now do you remember?” she sneered.

“I…I don’t…did I…that couldn’t have been—“

Matthilda stepped forward and slapped my face.

“You…you…MAN!” she cursed me. “We of The Ladies Sissy Society don’t believe in violence, but right now…grrr…right now I am sore tried!”

The other women in the room were making a growling sound, muttering dire imprecations, threatening me with what they wanted to do to me.

“Tar and feather him!”

“Ride him out of town on a rail!”

“Cut off his weenie!”

“Wait!” I screamed. “I’m sorry! I didn’t know what I was doing!” That threat, to cut off my weenie, was terrifying. These women were obviously out of control.

In front of me Lannie started to cry. “I cook and clean for you. I perform oral sex! I even let you put your penis in my vagina. Well, bub, those days are past!”

“But, honey, I didn’t…that wasn’t really me…you know…”

Matthilda pushed past her and put a strap around my head. Behind her other women were consoling Lannie.

“Hey! Hey! I—ghueoldk!” My voice was muffled as a gag was stuffed into my mouth. What was worse…it was a penis gag! It was a little penis and I could feel it in my mouth, like a real dick!”

“Ronald Simpson. We of The Ladies Sissy Society will now adjourn to the upstairs…where we will discuss your case and an appropriate punishment.”

With that, me struggling and trying to speak, all those naked women turned and tromped across the floor, up the stairs, and into the living room.

I was left alone, chained to the wall, to contemplate my crimes.

I pulled on the chains. They rattled, but were firm. One of those ladies knew how to sink a bolt in cement. And the chains…no way I was going to bust them.

I examined the straps on my wrists and ankles. Tough leather, with a band of metal running around the backs of them. Thick. No weaknesses in any joint. I was affixed to the wall as surely as a butterfly is pinned to a corkboard.

Upstairs I could hear voices. Women muttering angrily.

Oh, God! Had I really done all that? I sort of remembered things, bits of images, but…it was all so…but then…Golden Monkey will do that.

That’s right. If I was guilty of any crime it was Golden Monkey’s fault.

About an hour later one of the women came into the basement.

“Hey! I’m sorry!” I yelped around the penis gag. My voice was muffled, but understandable.

She sniffed, and rummaged through a metal shelf I had placed against the far wall.

“Did you hear me?”

She didn’t say anything. She bent at the knee and examined the things on the lower shelves.

“What are you going to do to me?”

Silence, and she stood up and was holding something.

“What are you looking for?”

She turned and I saw…the hat. My beer hat. It was a hat with a set up or hold a big can of beer. A flexible straw ran down to my mouth. It was a joke and I had never used it.

“What do you need that for? What’s going on?”

She waked past me, didn’t deign to even look at me, the beer hat in her hand.

“Hey! Say something! Tell my wife I need to talk to her! Tell her I’m sorry! Hey! Hey!”

Then she was out of the basement, and she had turned off the lights.

Damn. I just stood there, unable to move without clinking. I was getting tired. What was up with those women? I mean, yeah, I had gotten sick, but that was no reason for them to treat me like this. Right?

I stood there in the darkness, and I felt weak. I was tired, I was hungry, and I was hung over.

Had I really done all that? Puked on all those women?

I guessed I had. I had seen the video, after all.

And standing there, in the gloom of the basement, thinking about it, I giggled.

The way they had run, and fallen and been slopped with puke. Bunch of stuck up bitches, and I started to laugh.

Then I stopped. This wasn’t funny. I needed to get loose.

The door to the upstairs opened and another woman came down the stairs. She was holding my beer hat in her hands.

“Hey! You have to let me go! this is illegal. This is false imprisonment!”

She ignored me, walked towards me, took the penis gag out of my mouth. Before I could say anything, however, she placed the beer hat on my head. She stuck the tube in my mouth and said, “It’s the only food you’ll get, so don’t let go of the straw.

She turned and walked away, and I tasted…baby food!

WTF? Baby food?

I almost spit the straw out, but I was hungry, and there was nothing else on the menu, and these bitches were really crazy. They might never feed me again.

The lights went out, and I stood in the darkness, baby food drizzling down my throat, and I really felt bad.

Sure, it wasn’t nice of me to puke on everybody, and then to piss on them. But that was all a mistake! They didn’t have to treat me like this!”

Another hour passed. I finished the baby food and spit the straw out. Gah. Well, it wasn’t bad. But it was still baby food!

Another hour, and the door opened, the lights went on, and four ladies and my wife tromped down the stairs. They were still naked, and I had recovered enough from my hangover and hunger that my dick bounced a little.

Yeah, baby. You can’t keep a good man down.

They lined up in front of me. A row of thrusting bosoms. Man, I had forgotten how horny I was, but it was coming back to me now.

“Ronald Simpson, we of The Ladies’ Sissy Society have decided on a punishment.”

I stared at them, my cock bobbing. Somehow none of them looked down at it. I heard a little splattering sound and realized that I was dripping.

“Your punishment is…’The Hook.’ You will be in the hook until you have cleaned up the mess you have made. Further, you will clean the house and person of every woman you have defiled. So let it be written, so let it be true.”

Man, they must have gotten that last out of the Moses movie.

Then they started moving on me, and things suddenly weren’t so funny.

First, one of them grabbed my dick and pulled it. I arched out from the wall. Damn woman had a grip!

“Lannie!” I begged.

She stood in front of me, watching, anger in her eyes.

“I can’t believe you shamed me. You brought this on yourself.”

“But…but…”

“Pull his dick down. Push his hips back. That’s it, a little more…”

PHWWUT! There was no sound except that in my head, but that sound was the sound of the Titanic ripping open. I felt a steel rod go up my rear. It was shaped like a ‘J’, and they snugged it tight, putting me on my tip toes. Then they tied a rope to the eye on the top of the J, and pulled a rope up to my neck. They put a collar around my neck and attached the rope to a ring located at the back of my neck. Suddenly I was arched, on top toes, and I couldn’t lower myself. I was hoisted. Totally and truly hoisted.

Mind you, it didn’t feel bad. Just…awkward.

Then the ladies put a belt around my waist. It had straps that went down under my buns and up. They cinched it tight, then loosened one of my hands.

“Careful, now.”

I tried to struggle, and for a second it looked like I could get my hand free, but the girl holding my pecker squeezed. Hard. I stopped my struggling.

Then my wrist was attached to a chain on the belt. I could move my hand about a foot and a half, but that was all. I certainly couldn’t pull the hook out of myself.

Then they did my other hand.

Then they put hobbles on my ankles and I could only take little, mincing steps.

Matthilda stepped back and faced me. The other girls, now giggling  and with big smiles on their faces.

“This is a sissy trainer. Though you have shown no inclination to be a sissy, it is still useful in bringing you to a proper frame of mind.”

“Let me go,” I gasped. I was arched and my butt was sticking up.

“You will find that it is awkward, but not terribly painful. Unless, of course, you try to remove it. You can’t roll or jump or contort in any way to get the butt hook out of your ass.”

“Why are you doing this?”

“We will let you out of the Sissy Butt Hook when you have cleaned the houses of the ladies you defiled, and accomplished any other ‘act’ they wish you to perform.

There was something funny about the way she said ‘act.,’ but I didn’t pick up on that.

“So, are you ready to begin making amends for the terrible thing you did?”

“Uh…” I looked around. They looked at me. They waited.

So what was I going to do? Say no, and stay in this infernal torture device?

“Okay.”

I tell ya, Mrs. Simpson’s son was feeling pretty low about then.

“Very well. Come upstairs and receive your first instructions.”

They turned and marched off. Up the stairs, and I was left alone. With a hook up my butt, immoveable and causing me to arch my back and tip toe.

So, with arched back, looking like a Sissy, I walked across the cement floor, and tried to mount the stairs.

Oh, God! I couldn’t lift my foot high enough. Steps are about 7 inches up, and by the time my foot raised to six inches I felt shooting pains in my butt, and pleasure. Incredible, soul numbing pleasure. Pleasure that made my balls tighten up and my pecker drip.

I lowered my foot. I raised my foot. Oh, fuck! I lowered my foot.

I tried to walk up the steps backwards, but my feet were slanted because I was on tip toe, and my heel slid off.

I tried to bend over, and could do it, I could get to my knees, but I couldn’t get up the stairs on all fours like that.

I struggled to my feet and turned sideways, and that worked. I was able, if I was very careful, and held the rail with one hand, to sidle up the steps.

Step by step I struggled, inch by inch I went up the stairs, and, finally, I reached the top step. I turned my whole body and grabbed the knob, twisted, and walked into the room.

The ladies were still there. Most of them. They had been laughing and chatting, and they suddenly went silent.

“What…what do you want me to do?”

“Clean the house,” snapped Lannie.

I tell ya, I was too beat to complain, to resist. I nodded my head and headed for the pantry. Inside the pantry was a shelf with rags and cleaning supplies. I grabbed spray bottles and rags and headed back to the living room.

I had really done a job. I had puked simply everywhere. And it hadn’t helped that the ladies, except for a few towels placed so they could sit, hadn’t done anything. They had just let the puke dry, so it was caked on everything. Furniture, tables, the floor.

They continued chatting as if I wasn’t there.

I sprayed furniture and wiped, and then found I was going to have to get a bucket of water and really soap the furniture down and rinse it.

I went to the kitchen, managed to bend enough to get a bucket, and struggled to lift it over the lip of the sink. I filled it, put some soap in it, and carried back out to the living room.

“And he actually had the nerve to want sex. After I had expressly told him no, and that it was for his own good.”

She was talking about me. I didn’t say anything, I just went about cleaning the living room.

“Honestly,” one of the women answered Lannie. “I don’t see how you put up with it.”

Scrub, scrub. I used a brush. I washed everything again and again, and finally got all trace of puke out of the furniture.

And had to do the rug.

Sighing, my body sore, my butt hole hoisted and groaning with a mix of a little pain and a lot of pleasure, I went for the vacuum cleaner.

“He’s very good at oral, however…”

The ladies looked at me.

“Really?”

“Absolutely. Try him out when he cleans your house, if you want.”

There were nods and smiles, and I said, “I need to run the vacuum.”

“Don’t let us stop you,” snapped one of the women. All the smiles disappeared, turned into frowns.

I vacuumed, and, good news, our vacuum is a good one. It managed to suck up nearly everything. I still had to get down on my hands and knees, a feat if there ever was one, and scrub the place, but…thank God for good vacuums.

Then I started polishing woodwork. I pranced around the room with a can of spray and one of the girls giggled. “Stop.”

I stopped. I faced her. I was about as low as a man could get, but she was about to put me a little lower.

“Lannie? Do you have heels?”

All the ladies giggled, and Lannie left the room. When she came back she was holding a pair of her high heels. She bent down and put them on my feet, then stood back and smiled. Her mouth was twisted in pleasure.

And, small joy, the heels actually gave me a little support. I could relax my arches and settle my weight.

But I looked even more like a fairy.

Matthilda sighed. “Too bad. He would look so lovely with a dress and make up.”

“I know,” Lannie agreed. “But he just isn’t that kind of man.”

“They all are if you withhold sex long enough.”

“Do you think I should try?”

There was a silence while they all contemplated that, and I started to shiver. I didn’t like the way this thing was going.

I finished the living room, and it was four in the morning. Most of the ladies had gone home. They had put their clothes in the wash, and as the clothes came out they put them on and went home. Except for Matthilda. Matthilda had her clothes, but for some reason she was spending the night in the guest room. that left me, and Lannie, and I was exhausted. But how was I going to sleep with this thing in my butt?

Nobody cared.

“Good night, Ron.” Lannie headed for the bedroom. I heard the door close, and the lock click.

I stood there, then went to the couch. It smelled of cleaner, but I managed to get down, turn on my side on the thing. I was still arched, my butt pulled up, but I could sleep. If I could forget about this thing massaging my insides, and the fact that my dick was standing up and crowing like a rooster.

The next morning, I had to fix breakfast for Matthilda and Lannie. I was not allowed in the kitchen after I had served them, and I heard the murmur of their voices as they talked. I heard my name a couple of times, and it was obvious they were talking about me. But what were they saying? I found out soon enough.

“Let’s go, Ronald.” Matthilda strode out of the kitchen.

“What? Where?”

“You have to clean houses. You defiled a lot of women, and you have to make up for it. So get your ass in gear and let’s go.”

I followed her out the front door. Her car was in the driveway, and we had tall shrubs, but I was still…naked and afraid.

Still, I had no choice. I walked down the cement walk to her car.

She ignored me and was talking to Lannie.

I opened the front door…

“What do you think you’re doing?”

“Getting in the car.” I sounded so hopeless and befuddled.

“Back seat.”

“Oh.” I closed the front, opened the back, and crawled in. I couldn’t sit down, all I could do was kneel on all fours. My head was down, my back was arched, and I just knelt there.

A few minutes later Matthilda got in, said good bye to Lannie, and we were off.

“Let’s see,” she mused. “Should I go to the farm and let you clean that? Or just stay in town? Hmmm. Let me think.”

While she thought she drove around corners, and I swayed and nearly lost my balance. Then she stopped suddenly, and I was pushed against the back of the front seats.

And she hit potholes and speed bumps and I was jounced and bounced and my poor ass didn’t feel so sexy.

Finally, she drove up a driveway, and into a garage. She got out and opened my door. “Let’s go.” And I had a big problem.

I had crawled into the car from the passenger side. To get out I needed to back out the passenger side. But the passenger side was up against a wall, no way to open that door. I was going to have to get out on the driver’s side, but if I did that I was going to have to go out head first!

For long minutes I struggled, tried to get out, and, finally, I managed to turn around. I backed out, then walked, on my high heels towards the door leading into the house.

“Well, it’s about time,” Matthilda was sitting at the kitchen table, reading a book. “Follow me.”

I followed her, my heels tapping on the kitchen floor, into the living room.

She had a big, ranch style home, and she dropped articles of clothing on the floor and headed for a couch. Now naked, she turned and sat down and spread her legs.

“Might just as well clean this, first.”

“What? But…”

“What? You don’t like pussy? Lannie said you were carrying on and acting the fool over not getting a little pussy. Here I am, offering you a lot, and you act like a fool! Now get down and clean me out!”

I used the edge of the couch to get down, then I knee walked around and between her legs.

She sighed and laid back, and I moved in.

I like eating pussy. I loved the fresh smell of pussy sweat. I love the delicate skin and the way it responds to my tongue. I love the way women—Lannie—arches her back and cums all over my face.

But this was old pussy. It didn’t smell sweet and fresh, like perfume. It smelled old, like a worn shoe. And the skin was not as soft; it was tough. And the aroma coming out was like a barn that needed to be mucked, and the juices that bubbled…they were like kitchen grease.

“I usually don’t smell like this,” smiled Matthilda. “I didn’t wash yesterday, however, for I knew you’d appreciate an earthy, old lady smell.”

I touched my lips to her labia and almost puked.

“Ahh. Yes. I haven’t had a good eat job in a while. She grabbed my head and pulled me tighter into her.

I gagged, and gobbled. I licked things that had the texture of slugs. I sucked on her clit, which was over-sized with age and like sucking on a pointy thimble.

“Oh, yeah. She was right. You do have some use. Now use that tongue!”

I licked, I lapped. I poked and prodded. I sampled and tasted, and managed not to disgorge my innards into her love canal. Hell, she’d just make me lap it up if I did.

“Yeah, baby. Do it!”

She was getting carried away, pulling my hair, hard, and forcing my face into her pussy again and again. Her hips started to writhe and pump.

“Yeah! Fuck me with your nose!”

She maneuvered my head so my nose was actually going into her cunt. I couldn’t breath, and I gasped for air with my mouth. My mouth, of course, was right over her asshole.

Oh, God! I thought. Please don’t fart!

Trying to hold my breath, gasping for air periodically, her pussy ground into my face. Finally, she started to spasm. The muscles in her thighs tightened and her thighs clamped over my face.

She came, a gusher, and she pounded on my head and kept smashing her pussy into my face.

And…right when she was all done, starting to relax…she farted.

Of course.

I gagged and felt convulsions twisting my belly.

She pushed me away and gave a groan of satisfaction. “Nice. We’ll have to do this again.”

She opened her eyes and grinned at me. “You wouldn’t mind being the official pussy cleaner for The Ladies’ Sissy Society?”

I just knelt on the rug, on all fours like a dog, my butt pulled up and my head raised to relieve some of the tension on the cord to the butt hook.

“I…I…”

“Don’t bother answering. We’ll probably make that decision for you. Men shouldn’t be trusted to make important decisions. Right?”

“Uh…”

She laughed. “Don’t worry. You’ll get used to it, and you’ll wonder how you ever existed before we got our mitts on you. Now, the cleaning tools for my house are in closet in the kitchen hallway. I want the bathroom spic and span. The kitchen, of course, should receive loving care. I’m going to want vacuuming and dusting, the furniture polished, and, oh, yes, the pool needs cleaning.

And there I was, my face smelling like 60 year old pussy. My dick dripping like a broken faucet, unable to do anything but kneel on all fours.

And I was a maid. Of sorts. And I had a feeling that, once the butt hook was out I would probably be in a maid’s uniform. I just sort of surmised that.

These women, you see, weren’t about to back off.

The Ladies Sissy Society was the real deal, and they were no nonsense bitches who knew how to make a man jump to their tune.

So I cleaned Matthilda’s house. Then Sandra came and collected me. I spent a day cleaning her house, and she walked around naked and laughed at my drooling penis. And then there was Jocelyn and Jane, and Tandy and Morgan and…and I cleaned the houses, and the pussies, of all those women.

Then I was returned to my wife.

I crept in the front door on all fours, head down and butt up.

“Well, look what the cat dragged in.”

I crept past my laughing wife, down the hallway, and into the bedroom. I managed to crawl up on the bed and lay on my side, stretched out and penetrated and totally discouraged.

I closed my eyes, and wished for this terrible time to end. I had had enough of walking around with a butt hook up my ass. I had sucked enough pussy for a lifetime. I had cleaned too many houses and wanted no more.

And I wanted relief. My poor cock and balls were inflamed, eternally excited, and I just wanted…I just wanted…I drifted away.

“Honey?” The bed was shaking gently. “Honey?”

Wait, I wasn’t in bed. I was…somewhere else! Where was I?
“Open your eyes, baby. I want to talk to you.”

I jerked and came awake. I was in the easy chair in the basement. I was in the muumuu, and several empty bottles of Golden Monkey were on the floor next to me.

“What?” Dazed, I sat up, and the hook wasn’t in my butt anymore!

“I talked to Matthilda, and she said you’re the kind of guy that needs sex. You’re not a sissy, and…well, you have needs.”

“I…what? She said that?”

I was wearing the muumuu, and my cock was hard. There was no sign of the chains on the wall. And my butt…my butt! It was free!

“She did. So do you want to come up and…maybe we could…you know?”

I sat up straight, my eyes wide, I wasn’t hooked! I hadn’t cleaned houses! I hadn’t been forced to eat pussy!

“Ron? Are you all right?”

“Yeah…yeah…” I looked around in amazement. It had all been a dream! A Golden Monkey induced dream! I had dreamed of throwing up on The Ladies Sissy Society!              And pissing on them! And I hadn’t just spent a week cleaning their houses and…and eating them out!

“Would you like to go upstairs?”

I looked around, amazed, dazed, stunned.

I had dreamed it all!

“Do you?”

I looked at my lovely wife. I stared at the basement. A dream.

“Uh…could I drink a Golden Monkey, first?”

END


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked these little gems.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

Thank you

Grace


BUNDLES AND FULL LENGTH NOVELS!

THE 21 STORY COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

each bundle has

21 steamy five star stories

All focusing on Feminization and Female Domination!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com

21 STORIES!


Do you have all the bundles of

THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD?

[image: ]

each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:

The Best of Grace Mansfield


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


Here is the first part of…

The Long, Hot Feminization!

Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!

PART ONE

The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name.

I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor.

So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.

Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater!

“This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.”

I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out.

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

“Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city.

I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend.

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house.

Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love.

Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust.

But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life.

So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming.

I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled.

I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through.

Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that.

I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off.

I like sex, but I like good sex.

If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.

But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die!

So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off.

Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house.

Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum—

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels.

She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly.

But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova!

So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life.

The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah!

Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes.

Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized.

I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous!

On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone.

Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy.

I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot!

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way!

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.”

“Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it.

“Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.”

“No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.”

“I know. I heard your phone.”

Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!

“But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief.

“Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out.

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing.

Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.

I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off.

After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive.

If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’

Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over.

“Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.”

She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist.

She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.”

“Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say.

But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly.

It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris.

“I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.”

“Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff.

“There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.”

“You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.”

She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?”

“No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.”

She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.”

I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus.

“Okay.”

She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?”

We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life.

First, there were the cobwebs.

“I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.”

Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web.

We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely.

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me.

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

“A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke.

Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at.

We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out.

I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs.

We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.”

I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.”

She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’

Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed.

‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water.

“Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.”

“This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs.

And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.

After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in.

Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.”

We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry.

We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping.

“It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.”

Man. The red-faced thing again.

But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at.

“Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted.

She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.”

On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad.

Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days.

“Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me.

Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face.

But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail.

On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip!

A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there.

“Oh, crap,” I said.

Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!”

I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking.

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.”

She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor.

In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage.

“Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.”

I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner.

Well, she knew that.

But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart.

She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide.

“Sorry,” I said.

She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad.

My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound.

She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.”

“Huh?”

“When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.”

There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened.

“But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.”

“I…”

“I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.”

I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged.

She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.”

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

“Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.”

She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in.

“Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.”

“What…what about you?”

“Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.”

Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.”

I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock.

She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends.

Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.”

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

“But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.”

She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up.

She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.”

I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.

“Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.”

I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders.

“Okay. Open eyes.”

I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink?

And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene.

She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?”

My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it.

She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

“Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t.

“I…I can’t wear—“

“Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.”

Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have.

“Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs.

More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist.

She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand.

After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard.

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths.

She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?”

“Oh, yes.”

She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?”

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.”

My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand.

“Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking.

I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?”

She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook.

“Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.”

She turned and ran upstairs.

I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything.

I went to the front door and walked home.

That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed.

On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that?

“You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti.

I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.”

“Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.”

I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy.

I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.”

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

“Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.”

“Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.”

Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!”

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine.

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing.

That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised.

Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise.

Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed.

I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in.

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.”

“I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.”

“Oh, okay.”

But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy.

I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered.

We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while.

Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings.

“Did you know the old lady who lived here?”

“Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.”

I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working.

But I could feel her thinking.

She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks.

I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

“Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.”

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking.

“I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…”

She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.”

I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.”

She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.”

I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks.

“I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?”

“She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.”

Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me.

It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped.

“It’s called a Coke High.”

“Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.”

I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking.

“Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

“Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’

“So the man did.

“And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up.

“Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side.

“And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.”

She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side.

She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.”

She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her.

Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry.

She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth.

“Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?”

I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind.

“Sure.”

“Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.”

Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind.

Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice.

“Okay.”

And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me.

And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder.
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