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    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    I love it when people talk about their methods for transforming men. 
 
    Mostly it’s about getting them sexed up and exploiting their natural sexual desires. 
 
    But the secret is in the subtleties. What are the fine points of feminization? How do you convince a man that this is best for him? How quickly do you move? What do you say? How do you keep the even attitude that excites, even as it teases and denies? 
 
    That’s what this story is about. I do tell it a little faster than it would happen in real life, but not by much. Once they start their way down the pink path everything gains momentum, and one cay…voila! You gots yourself a sissy! 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie 
 
      
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
    “You’ve got a real gem there, Rhonda.” Sue watched Rhonda’s husband, Jim, clean up the after party mess. 
 
    Rhonda just smiled, and sipped a bit of her wine spritzer. “He wasn’t always this way,” she murmured, content with her lot in life.  
 
    “But he waited on everybody during the party, he cleaned up when Josie spilled her drink, and now he’s cleaning up everything!” 
 
    “He’s well trained.” 
 
    Sue turned to her friend. “Well trained?” 
 
    Rhonda sipped again. “Yes. He used to be a lout, the same as other husbands, inconsiderate, watched football on the weekend, never wanted to help with the dishes, the laundry, and all the other stuff.” 
 
    Sue blinked. “And you made him into this well behaved person.” 
 
    “I did.” She watched her husband picking up glasses and heading for the kitchen. Then she said: “It’s easy, once you train them.” She turned to Sue, “You could train Gary.” 
 
    “Train him to…be a waiter?” She looked a little confused. 
 
    “Train him to wait on you hand and foot. Train him to do the laundry, the dishes, the vacuuming. Train him to kneel when you pass by, if you wish. It’s easy.” 
 
    “Well,” Sue watched Jim come out for another tubful of dirty glasses and plates. “I don’t have the faintest.” 
 
    “As I said, it starts with a few simple tricks.” 
 
    “So how do I do this? You’re going to have to explain this to me.” 
 
    Rhonda smiled. 
 
      
 
    A half hour later Sue bid her friend good bye with an air kiss and a hearty ‘thank you!’ 
 
    She was thinking deeply as she walked through the house to the den. 
 
    Three men were still watching football reruns on channel seven, and they didn’t notice Sue entering the room. 
 
    She watched them for a while, watching how they cheered just because some fellow ran a few steps before being thrown on the ground and trampled. 
 
    The men were on their feet, slapping each other on the back. 
 
    Gary turned and saw her and smiled. “Just a few minutes, honey, it’s almost over.” 
 
    “She was tempted to say, ‘No, now.’ But what Rhonda had told her…she had to build up to that level of command authority. 
 
    So she stood in the doorway and watched the weird shaped ball get thrown and run around with, and noted how Gary acted with his friends. 
 
    Loud and boisterous. Saying rude things that made the others laugh. And they acted the same way to him. 
 
    To a woman of genteel manners and sensibility it was pretty crude. 
 
    A few minute slater the highlights were over and the men stood up and talked, and Sue cleared her throat. 
 
    “Juste a second, hon.” 
 
    It took five more minutes, and a few more throat clearings, before Gary finally followed her down the hallway. 
 
    “Geez, Sue. That was pretty rude.” 
 
    “What? Expecting to go home after the party?” 
 
    “What are my friends going to think with you being so…so pushy.” 
 
    “And what your friends think of me is important?” 
 
    “Geez, you’re really in a mood, aren’t you.” 
 
    She turned to him, stopped him by barring his way with her body, and studied his face. 
 
    He was a strong enough man, though not too tall. In fact, he was only an inch taller than her. His face was triangular and his eyes were chocolate. Sort of sexy. He wore his hair longish. 
 
    But…he had an attitude. 
 
    He had always had an attitude, and she thought again of what Rhonda had told her. 
 
    She smiled. “You’re right, dear. I’m a little tired and a little cranky. Let’s go home and you can lick my pussy for a while. That will relax me enough so I can go to sleep.” 
 
    His eyes opened a little wider and a sudden smile popped out. 
 
    Of course, she thought, they respond to sex. You could hit them on the head with a hammer, slap their dicks until they cried, but if you gave a hint of sex all was forgiven, and they just wanted to please. 
 
    “Now we’re talking. Come on, baby.” 
 
    He squired her now, opened the front door for her and ushered her through to the outside world. 
 
    He wanted something now. Just like Rhonda had said. 
 
    Never get mad, she had said. Just hint at sex and use them as you wish. 
 
    They walked out to the street and their SUV. 
 
    Gary even opened the door for her, and he had a bulge in his pants. The trick was going to be keeping him excited, and not letting him squirt. 
 
    A horny man is a compliant man,” Rhonda had said, smirking as her husband straightened up the chairs and tables on the far side of the pool. 
 
    Gary slid in behind the wheel, side glanced her, checking out her boobs even after a couple of years of marriage, and started the car. 
 
    Sue looked at herself in the mirror on the back of the passenger visor. 
 
    Blonde, blue eyes. A body was was in tremendous shape with big juggs and a tight waist. 
 
    She was a good looking woman. A beautiful woman. But she was not a happy woman, and that lack of happiness was wearing on her looks. 
 
    The truth of the matter was that she just didn’t feel appreciated by her husband. The bloom of married life had faded and he tended to ignore her, except for those weekend quickies. 
 
    It used to be he would spend an hour licking her whole body, and even cared about whether she had an orgasm. 
 
    Not now. 
 
    Now she was lucky if he slapped her ass when he was done. 
 
    “So you need a little loving,” he grinned at the road. He seemed to be driving just a wee bit faster than usual. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I just need my pussy licked.” 
 
    She could see what he was thinking, and fucked. 
 
    “And what do I get out of this?” 
 
    “The pleasure of treating me right, of giving me pleasure.” 
 
    “But what about—“ 
 
    “And that’s all.” 
 
    He was silent. 
 
    “Or we can just forget about it.” 
 
    He was stuck now. The hint had been given, she was horny, and he was thinking that once he had her naked he could convince her. 
 
    But Rhonda had said to hold firm, don’t let him. 
 
    Success depends on your ability to make him erect, and keep him erect. Once he wilts he no longer loves you. 
 
    “Well, uh…but I’m feeling a bit amorous…and, uh…” 
 
    She turned to him, placed her hand on his forearm. “Oh, honey, are you going to force me when I’m really not in the mood?” 
 
    “Uh, no, but I thought…” 
 
    He faded then, confused and unsure. 
 
    A few minutes after that he turned into their driveway and parked the car. She slipped her seatbelt and crawled over the console and squatted over his lap. 
 
    Sproing! She felt his boner poking through the material of his pants and her dress.  
 
    Damn! That was a good stiffie! But she remembered what Rhonda had told her and she was determined to make this work. 
 
    She kissed him. Hard. And lap danced him. 
 
    And kept kissing him, and didn’t do anything else, and didn’t let him do anything else. 
 
    He tried to touch her breasts but she grabbed his hands and kept them down. 
 
    And kissed him. 
 
    He was hot now. He was hot and he wanted to lay her down, spread her legs, and squirt. 
 
    No foreplay, no concern for her needs, just throw her down and use her for a quick spurt. 
 
    Nope. She wasn’t having any of that. 
 
    She pulled his door handle and crawled the rest of the way over him, through the door to stand on the driveway. 
 
    He hurried after her, following her up the walk. 
 
    “Hey?” 
 
    She stopped at the door and waited. 
 
    He tried to kiss her again, to feel her body, but she evaded him and his grasping hands. 
 
    This was the most affectionate he had been for months. No way she was going to let him off the hook. And that meant that she had to take charge and be in control of the situation. 
 
    “Open the door, honey,” she smiled, and there was a certain amount of deviousness in her expression. 
 
    He was horny. He complied. 
 
    She walked past him and down the hallway towards the bedroom. 
 
    He closed the door and followed. 
 
    Into the bedroom where she threw off her light jacket and turned to him. “Undress me.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Undress me.” 
 
    “All right!” he lifted a foot and took off one of his shoes. 
 
    “Never mind.” 
 
    He stood there, shoe in one hand, and gawked. “Hey! What gives?” 
 
    She was unbuttoning her blouse. “I told you to undress me, and you started undressing yourself.” 
 
    “But…I thought…” 
 
    Her blouse was unbuttoned and her rather large boobs bulged between the front panels. She had worn a half bra and he licked his lips nervously. Anticipating, but not sure what he was anticipating. 
 
    “You thought you could knock off a quickie and leave me high and dry. Well, Gary, those days are gone.” 
 
    “But I didn’t…you…give me another chance.” 
 
    “I will. Tomorrow. Right now I’d like to go to sleep.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    She tossed the blouse on the floor, then stepped out of her skirt and left that garment puddled on the floor. 
 
    “You want to hang those up?” she smiled at him, then she stepped into the bathroom. 
 
    Grumbling, he picked up her jacket, blouse and skirt and placed them over the back of her vanity chair. 
 
    In the bathroom Sue brushed her teeth and took off her make up. She didn’t take her bra and panties off.  
 
    Don’t let him see you completely naked. He’ll take that as a yes. 
 
    Gary entered the bathroom and she could feel his frustration. He was naked and his penis was standing out. Silly boy thought she would jump on him just because he had a boner. 
 
    “You should take a shower. You smell of the party.” 
 
    “What about you?” 
 
    “I’m going to take a shower right now.” 
 
    He grinned. He stepped into the shower and began soaping up. 
 
    Sue walked down the hallway to the guest room and the smaller shower. She took a robe and fresh underwear with her. 
 
    She showered, got sweet smelling, then dried off. She pulled on a pair of panties, not very sexy ones, and slipped into a large bra. It didn’t show much of her massive charms. 
 
    She walked back into the bedroom and Gary was in bed. Frowning. 
 
    “I thought you were going to take a shower?” 
 
    “I did. In the guest room.” 
 
    It was obvious where she had showered, but she knew that Gary wanted to talk. He was definitely frustrated. 
 
    “I thought you were going to shower with me.” 
 
    “And risk penetration by that monster cock of yours?” 
 
    He tried to keep the smile off his face. 
 
    “Sorry, but that’s just too scary.” 
 
    She took off her robe and he saw the sturdy bra and panties. 
 
    “What gives?” 
 
    “I just need more support. My breasts have been getting heavier. Have you noticed that? How big my tits are getting?” She held her hands under her tits and lifted. 
 
    They hadn’t been getting larger, but the idea was in his cranium now, and he would have sworn on a bible that her boobs were bigger. 
 
    And sexier. With stiffer nips. 
 
    “Yeah!” he drooled. 
 
    “Good.” She turned off the light and slipped under the covers. 
 
    “Aren’t you going to take that stuff off?” 
 
    “What stuff?” 
 
    “You know. That stuff you’re wearing.” 
 
    “What stuff are you referring to? Does it have a name?” 
 
    She sounded haughty, but she was holding in a grin. The doofus was too embarrassed to even call a bra a bra, or panties panties. 
 
    “You now. Your bra.” 
 
    “Oh, didn’t I just say I needed more support?” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but…while you’re sleeping?” 
 
    She turned to him, grabbed his penis, which was plenty hard, and smooched him a good one, then turned over and shoed him her back. “Good night.” 
 
    He spooned her. He rubbed his weenie in her crack, he kissed her neck and nuzzled her. 
 
    “Oh, did you want to give me a back rub?” 
 
    “Oh, uh…yeah.” 
 
    She pushed covers back and lay on her front. 
 
    He began by placing his hands on her flesh and gently rubbing, but within a minute he reached for her bra. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    He stopped, and she could almost feel him frowning. 
 
    “But, honey…” 
 
    “Are you done?” 
 
    “Well, but…” 
 
    “Good night, honey.” 
 
    And that was it. 
 
      
 
    Except a couple of hours later she rolled over and placed her hand on his groin. 
 
    He was asleep, but woke up quickly. 
 
    And erected quickly. 
 
    But she just snored lightly and didn’t respond when he whispered, except to roll on her side and remove her hand. 
 
      
 
    The sun lanced through the window and brightened up the room. It was another glorious day in paradise, and Sue stretched and…was near smothered by Gary’s body. 
 
    He must have been awake for some time. Heck, his boner must have been upright all night. 
 
    “Good morning, honey,” and she kissed him quick and hard and pushed away from him and got out of bed. 
 
    “Hey, baby, come on back to bed.” 
 
    She stood and looked down at him. 
 
    He was naked, on his side, his penis erect and pointing at her. A hopeful grin on his face. 
 
    “Lay on your back,” she commanded. 
 
    He did, and she took his tool in hand and began stroking. 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    Shortly he was pumping his hips, trying to get more out of the handjob, trying to get himself off. 
 
    She slowed down her strokes, fondled his balls, gave his head a lick. 
 
    “Oh, yeah, almost…almost…” 
 
    But she went even slower.  
 
    His eyes took on a desperate look, his hips jerked harder. 
 
    She gripped him firmly and just held her hand still. She could feel his blood pulsing. She could feel his stiffness throbbing. She smiled and waited. 
 
    “Get…me…off…please!” 
 
    She leaned down and kissed him, but kept her hand motionless, controlled him completely. 
 
    Then she let go and grabbed her robe on the way out of the room. “Time for a little breakfast.” 
 
    He almost ran to catch up to her. He was naked, his cock bouncing with every step.  
 
    He was naked and he stared at her body, the robe held tightly closed. 
 
    “Oh, honey…” 
 
    She was at the fridge and he move up behind her, pushed his erection against her buns. It fit nicely. 
 
    She turned and handed him a bag of oranges. “Fresh squeezed.” 
 
    He took the bag, his mouth opening and closing. 
 
    She took out eggs and bacon and put them on the counter, then turned to him. 
 
    “Since you’re up…” she looked down at his groin with a smile, “why don’t you go ahead and fix breakfast. Let me get dressed.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    But she was out of the room and he was left with a handful of oranges and bacon and eggs on the counter. 
 
    “And don’t forget the waffles,” she shouted back to him. 
 
    Gary was desperate. Funny thing was, just a couple of days before he had squirted his brains out. Usually it took him three or four. days to get wound up again, but Sue’s teasing had really done the job. 
 
    He was standing there, naked, boner city, and…and she had left him with the suggestion of a task. 
 
    But she usually fixed breakfast. 
 
    But she had told him to fix breakfast. 
 
    And sex, as it does in men, short circuited and rewired him. 
 
    Sighing, his penis touching the cool counter, he began to crack the eggs and lay strips of bacon in the pan. 
 
      
 
    She entered the kitchen and sat down at the table. 
 
    She was wearing short shorts which showed off her legs. She was wearing a dark blue sweat shirt cut off at the mid section. Her breasts pushed the material out and hid her while showing her off. Exposed the flesh of her belly, but not the swell of her breasts. Except in his imagination. 
 
    Don’t let him see the goodies, Rhonda had said. Let his imagination work. 
 
    In a way her advice sounded counter intuitive, but from the look in Gary’s eyes it was really working. 
 
    She began eating. “Good job, dear. Maybe have the syrup on the table before I get here. I shouldn’t have to wait.” 
 
    He stared at her. “What gives?” 
 
    “What gives what?” she smiled as she crunched down on a juicy bit of bacon. 
 
    “You’re acting funny. You’re teasing me, but…you’re cold.” 
 
    That was a funny one. She was cold, but he was hot. Could he really be so obtuse? 
 
    And, the answer, of course he could. A man thinking with his dick is always obtuse. 
 
    “I just like you like this.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Erect, horny, your penis so big, your balls so full. I like you like this, and I think I’ll keep you like this.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “You see, dear, you use to wine me and dine me. I was the most important thing in your universe. Now we’re married and you treat me like yesterday’s laundry.” 
 
    She sat back and pulled her shoulders back. Her breasts pushed the sweat shirt out. His eyes went down, then he jerked them back up. 
 
    “So from now on you’ll treat me right, and, by the way, you should do the laundry this morning. It really is piling up.” 
 
    “Now, hold on! This isn’t the way things are supposed to be?” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because I’m the man! I go out and earn us a living. I expect to be treated better.” 
 
    Sue shook her head. “Stand up.” 
 
    Puzzled, he did, and, still naked, his boner poked out. 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    He moved around the table and she gripped his weenie. 
 
    “Unh!” he grunted at the feel of her cool hand. 
 
    Her cool hand which became hotter and hotter as she moved it back and forth. 
 
    “I need you to understand something,” he nodded his head, and a bit of drool actually seeped from the corner of his mouth. 
 
    “I need you to understand that the home is my province. This is where I work, and what I say goes. You are in charge of going out and slaying the dragons, working, making sure the house is in good repair, that I have a new car for driving to the salon to have my nails done.” 
 
    Then she hit him with the mackerel right in the side of the face. “Would you like to get your nails done?” 
 
    She had a grip on him, and he jerked in surprise, no, shock, and stared at her. 
 
    She moved her hand harder, squeezed him, and his shock was distracted by his lust. 
 
    “We can do that, you know. Give you some beautiful, red nails. Long ones. So you can better give rub my body. After all, don’t you like it when I do this?” She ran his fingernails down the length of his erectness.  
 
    He shivered, and for a moment she was worried that she might have given him too much. His peeny jerked and twitched. 
 
    She grabbed his balls quickly and squeezed, hard, and the sudden move, a tiny bit of pain, was enough to forestall him. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whimpered. 
 
    She held on for a moment, and when she was sure he wasn’t going to cum she let go of him. 
 
    He sagged, staggered to the side. 
 
    She ignored him and continued eating her bacon, bitting off the tips with her sharp, white incisors. 
 
    He managed to lower himself back down to his seat. 
 
    He stared at her, and she smiled at him. 
 
    “Now hurry up and finish your breakfast. It’s Saturday and I want to hit some garage sales.” 
 
    He hurried. 
 
      
 
    Gary was in a state of shock as he drove Sue through the neighborhood. 
 
    He was wearing shorts, and there was a distinct bulge in his pants. 
 
    Sue appreciated this, and when it started to go down she would lean across and pat his groin. “Up, puppy,” she would say, and Gary would groan, but not complain. 
 
    What man would ever complain about having their dick manipulated? 
 
    “That looks like a good one. Stop there.” 
 
    It was a house on a corner with a circular drive. Cars were parked on one side of the drive and tables filled the other side, and racks of clothes were set up in the garage. 
 
    Gary pulled over and they got out and sauntered up the drive. 
 
    He found some tools to look at, and she passed a couple of tables of toys and sports stuff and entered the garage. 
 
    Gary meandered along, checking out a rusty looking drill, thinking about whether it was worth it to clean it up. It look pretty old, but sometimes they didn’t make them like they used to. 
 
    He glanced up towards the garage. 
 
    Sue was holding a dress up on a hanger, in his direction. She looked at the dress, it was pink with little white bows, then at him, as if he was gauging whether it would fit. 
 
    What the fuck? He quickly looked away, stared at a box full of drill bits. He didn’t need any bits, but what the fuck was Sue thinking? This was getting embarrassing. 
 
    Unfortunately for him, his penis had surged and was filling his pants. 
 
    He forced himself to move on. He picked up a saw. It was in good condition, but he would have to sharpen the teeth, and…he glanced at the garage again. 
 
    Sue was holding up a..a bra! and looking at him. 
 
    She grinned and nodded. 
 
    Gary put the saw down and moved to another table. The sports stuff. Baseball cards, miniature cars, baseball gloves…. 
 
    “Come on, honey. I’ve got all I need.” 
 
    She took his arm and led him down the driveway. 
 
    He didn't want to talk. He was embarrassed, and the way she had been acting. 
 
    “Why’s your dick so hard?” She asked as they got into the car. 
 
    “It’s not!” 
 
    She laughed, reached over and grabbed him. If this isn’t hard I’d like to see it when it is hard. I’d love for a big, old Shrek dick to tear me up.” 
 
    He started the car and mumbled. 
 
    “What was that?” 
 
    “What’s wrong with my dick? Why can’t I tear you up?” 
 
    “Oh, honey, it’s just that I haven’t made up my mind yet.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “I’m not sure if your dick is too small, or too large. When I figure it out…I’ll let you know.” 
 
    “Wait a minute! What does that mean? Too big or too small?” 
 
    “Well, when it’s soft, it’s too small. Can’t use that tiny, little thing. But when it’s big…it might hurt me. What did you think of that dress I held up?” 
 
    He was careful now. “It would look good on you.” 
 
    “But how would it look on you?” 
 
    “What? I don’t wear dresses!” 
 
    “But you should. They are much more comfortable, your legs are freer and it gives me better access to your dingus. And if you had some breasts to fill out that dress…wow!” 
 
    He stared at her and was aghast. 
 
    She just sat back and chuckled. 
 
    His driving, however, was now erratic, and she said, “Pull over under that tree.” 
 
    He did. 
 
    She got out and walked around the car and opened his door. 
 
    He got out, not understanding, and she got in. 
 
    “Hey! I’m driving.” 
 
    “No, your dick is driving, and it’s doing a poor job of it. Now get in the passenger side.” 
 
    “No! The man drives the car.” 
 
    She drove ten feet and stopped. 
 
    He was panicked ran to the side of the car. “Wait!” 
 
    “I can’t. There’s more garage sales out there. Now get in, or walk. It’s only a mile to home, and you need to lose those love handles!” 
 
    “Love handles!?” 
 
    She drove ten feet. 
 
    He hurried to the passenger side and got in. “I don’t have love handles!” 
 
    “Fasten your seat belt.” She laughed. “You’re in the hands of a female driver.” 
 
    He fastened, and she took off. 
 
    And so went the morning. Garage sale to yard sale, and even an estate sale. 
 
    Sue kept holding up dresses, short shorts, bras, female apparel that embarrassed him, even as it bonered him. 
 
    He asked her to stop it, and she merely said, “I’m going to need to order for you on Amazon.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well, you don’t like my choices, and you do need something a little new and pretty. Something you can take pride in when you clean the house.” 
 
    “I’m not cleaning the house.” 
 
    She stopped the car, turned to him, and once again placed her hand in his lap. 
 
    “You’re not?” 
 
    Sproing. It was already hard, but now it was really hard. So hard it hurt. 
 
    “Fuck,” he wheezed, bending a little at the waist to relieve the pressure. 
 
    “Honey, my house is big, and I have a lot to do, and you need to help me. And if you’re going to be doing women’s work, then you need to dress the part.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to do women’s work!” he protested. 
 
    She had a firm grip on him and she squeezed, palpated, and his penis just felt harder and harder. 
 
    “Of course you do. You like this, don’t you?” 
 
    “Unh…uh huh!” 
 
    “Then you like women’s work, because the more women’s work you do the more I’ll treat you like a man.” 
 
    It was a contradiction, and Gary should have seen through it, but he wasn’t in his right mind right then. He was in his lower mind. 
 
    Sue let go, smiled, and started the car again. 
 
    Gary sat in the passenger seat and wondered what the hell was going on. 
 
    Yesterday he had been cock of the walk. He had gone to a party acting like a man, but when he left his world had quickly come apart. 
 
    “You need to stop this,” he mumbled. But he ruined his declaration by immediately following up with: “I need to cum.” 
 
    There was no confusion as to which Sue was going to respond to. “Sorry, Gary. But because you have abused me with your attitudes, you are no longer allowed to abuse yourself.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “It means, dear hubby, that when you are in my house you are no longer allowed to play with yourself. Only I can play with you, and only when I feel like it. Now, if you want to go beat your meat on the street, go for it. But I’m not going to bail you out when you get caught masturbating in public.” 
 
    “I’m not going to jerk my dick in public!” 
 
    “Whew! That’s a relief,” she laughed. 
 
    “Oh, just knock it off,” he grumped. 
 
    She pulled the car over again. She faced him. “Gary, you’ve brought something up that should be taken seriously.” 
 
    His eyebrows dipped. One more thing in a day of madness. 
 
    “I know that men, when they don’t get their way, will jack off. Like spoiled, little boys they will pull out their penises and stroke them until they cum.” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “I’m telling you right now that you are not allowed to do that.” 
 
    “I’ll do what I want,” he said sulkily.  
 
    “If you do then I will have to punish you.” 
 
    “You’re going to punish me?” 
 
    “It’s stick or carrots, Gary. You behave yourself and you’ll get lots of carrots.” She held his groin yet again, watched him as his penis took his breath away. “But if you abuse yourself I’ll do this.” She drew her fist back and punched him. Not hard, just hard enough. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he folded right over. He held his crotch and stared at her. 
 
    “Not only that, I will make you wear women’s clothes, make you wear a chastity tube, and you will have to earn your way back into my good graces…on your knees.” 
 
    She smiled, and started driving again. 
 
    Gary slowly straightened up. She hadn’t hurt him, but she had shocked him. 
 
    He stared out the window as the town passed by. 
 
    She was fucking serious. No, she wasn’t. Yes, she was. Oh, fuck! What was he supposed to think? 
 
    But when they got home it was even worse. It was worse than him getting punched in the nuts. 
 
    She parked the car and got out and strode up the walk. “Come along, Gary. And bring my goodies.” 
 
    He slowly got out of the car and picked up the stuff she had bought at the garage sales. 
 
    He went up the walk and through the open door, and she was waiting for him. 
 
    He was holding an armful of dresses and she pushed the door shut and grabbed him, yet again, by the crotch. 
 
    But this time she didn’t just squeeze him, or even punch him. 
 
    She unzipped him and his dick sprang out. 
 
    Smiling, “Don’t drop anything,” and she lowered to her knees and took him in her mouth. 
 
    Don’t drop anything? Oh, fuck! Her mouth was heaven! It was soft and wet and her tongue rasped against the under part of his glans. 
 
    She moved her mouth back and forth and his knees grew weak. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” He felt it start, the big squirt, and he pushed, and…one drop…and she squeezed his cock. 
 
    “No!” he wailed, his hands full of clothes. “Let me cum!” 
 
    She held him until the urge waned, then she stood up and patted his cheek. “A taste of things to come.” 
 
    She walked away and left him sobbing.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
    Gary staggered into the bedroom and dropped the goods from the garage sales on the bed. 
 
    Sue was sitting at her vanity table, freshening her lipstick. She smirked as she watched him in the mirror. 
 
    He looked like a man who had lost his best friend, and yet…he wasn’t unhappy. 
 
    He was desperate, but not unhappy. 
 
    And she knew he was right in the middle of the excitation phase of sex.  
 
    They get excited, and if you let them blow…it all goes away. You’ve got to keep them there. And whatever you do, you must catch them jacking off. It doesn’t matter if they make it, what matters is how you handle their crime. 
 
    Sue had stared at Rhonda. Sex was a crime? Well, it was if it was done without permission, or with no regard for your partner. 
 
    If he was living solo he could be forgiven. But if he was in a relationship then he had to take care of her property. 
 
    And that was how she had to view it: her property. 
 
    Gary sat on the bed and looked at nothing. His dick was still hanging out. It hadn’t gone down, not that she expected it to from one, single drop. 
 
    “Put that silly thing away,” she murmured, keeping a straight face. 
 
    He tucked his dick away, which was difficult because it was so hard. 
 
    She smiled, got up and patted his face again, and walked out. 
 
    She headed for the computer room and started doing research of teasing and denying men. There was an amazing amount of material on the subject, but she only read a little, then she stood up and tip toed back to the bedroom. 
 
    Rhonda had told her that once he was primed, if she mentioned masturbation it would put the thought in his head, and it would be as if he was compelled. 
 
    Sure enough, she heard the water running in the shower and she sidled up to the door. 
 
    She heard him pumping over the sound of the water, and she suddenly pulled the door open. 
 
    Gary froze. He was caught. He stood with one hand mid-pump, and stared at her. 
 
    “I told you,” she said, “Come see me. We have to talk.” She closed the door. 
 
    She wondered if he would complete the act as she walked down the hall. 
 
    Probably not. Right then he would be so embarrassed that he would go limp. 
 
    Maybe. 
 
    Well, it would be interesting to see. 
 
    She sat down in the living room and waited. 
 
    It took him five minutes to arrive. When he did his hair was wet and he was holding a bathrobe tightly. His cock was pushing the material out and she held in a smile. 
 
    “Hey!” he tried to speak, but she just glared at him. 
 
    “I didn’t…” 
 
    “And after I gave you relief.” 
 
    “But it was only a drop!” 
 
    If you were a real man it should have been enough.” 
 
    “I am a real man!” 
 
    “You’re a spoiled boy, and now you have to be punished.” 
 
    “I do not! My dick is my own!” 
 
    “Very well. You either submit to a punishment, or you go ahead and play with your dick.” 
 
    There was an ultimatum in her words, and he picked up on it. “And you’re saying you’re not.” 
 
    “And you can sleep in the guest room.” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “Then I will.” 
 
    He glared, but it was a weak glare. 
 
    “If you are going to waste your sperm, which is, I might add, community property, then you are hurting this marriage. We will sleep in different rooms, and conduct our separate lives, until you agree to be punished.” 
 
    Sue stood up and left the room. 
 
    It was icy in the house for a couple of days. 
 
    She was pretty sure he jacked off. Maybe a couple of times. But she was true to her word. When he got ready for bed she went down to the guest room and locked the door. 
 
    And she had second thoughts. She even gave Rhonda a call and discussed the situation. 
 
    Rhonda was so positive that she was doing the right thing that she held true to her course, and a week later Gary caved. 
 
    Only a week. 
 
    But for him…what a week! 
 
    He had been properly primed, jacking off wasn’t a good substitute for good sex, and it was so damned lonely in bed. 
 
    He’d toss and he’d turn. And think. and it was obvious that Sue was not going to give in. 
 
    And what kind of punishment was she going to do? As a woman she didn’t have the the strength, and she was too kind hearted to do anything. 
 
    So on a Monday morning, after a miserable weekend of sleeping alone, he confronted her in the kitchen. 
 
    She was pouring orange juice and he came in and asked, “What kind of punishment?” 
 
    She didn’t give any undue reaction. “Make breakfast and I’ll go get your panties.” 
 
    He blinked, and she headed for the bedroom. 
 
    But something inside him was stunned. Panties? 
 
    He started the breakfast, and she came back and handed him a pair of pink panties. 
 
    “They’re stretchy, and even have a little pouch for your dingus and dingleberries.” 
 
    He stared at her, the panties hanging off his finger. “Wear these.” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “And that’s all?” 
 
    “Did you want more? I’ve got a matching bra that would look wonderful on you.” 
 
    “No! No!” 
 
    She smiled. She would have him in a bra soon enough. 
 
    “So go ahead. Get dressed. I’d like to watch.” 
 
    His face was bright red, he could feel the blood pounding in his cheeks, and he took off his pants, and his tighty whiteys, and pulled on the pink panties. 
 
    She was right. They were a little stretchy in the pouch, and she moved forward and pulled them snug, then held his penis.  
 
    He sighed. At last. 
 
    “They’re called sissy panties.” 
 
    He physically jerked. 
 
    “I’m not a sissy!” 
 
    “Of course not.” Not yet! “You’re just a fellow with a kink. Nothing wrong with that. They look really cute on you.” 
 
    “I don’t want to be ‘cute,’” he groused. 
 
    “A real man would love to be considered ‘cute.’” She kissed him before he could mount a response. And she stroked him. Rubbed him in his panties. Felt his full balls and palpated them. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he wheezed. “When can we fuck?” 
 
    “Don’t be crude,” she laughed. 
 
    “When can we make love?” 
 
    “Just a drop.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Right now…but just a drop.” 
 
    “But…you…it’s been…” 
 
    She put a finger on his lips to shush him. “I’m busy, I don’t feel like it, and maybe this is part of your punishment. So take it or leave it.” 
 
    She waited. 
 
    He didn’t stand a chance. He was so desperate. He whispered, “A drop.” 
 
    She dropped to her knees and pulled his panties down and sucked, and…he grunted, and…he start to…oh fuck! 
 
    One drop, and she clamped down on the base of his penis. She gripped it hard, and he cried out and wanted to let loose a flood. 
 
    But…one drop. 
 
    When his hips were done jerking and twitching, when his cock had stopped trying to shoot the juice, she let go. 
 
    He was blind with lust, but he heard her when she kissed him and said, “That was fun. But I want you to think of something.” 
 
    “What…what?” He was actually dizzy and looking around. 
 
    “While you’re at work…you’ll be rock hard. I want you to think of me, and…enjoy it.” 
 
    “Enjoy it?” 
 
    “Enjoy the feeling of sex.” Then she explained something that took him by surprise. 
 
    “All day long you’re going to be on edge, it will be like I’m sucking you when you’re sitting in a meeting, driving, talking to the secretaries. Enjoy it.” 
 
    “Enjoy it.” 
 
    And she punched it home with, “You have no other option.” 
 
    And it was true. How could he be miserable when he was all sexed up? 
 
    So all he could do, really, was just enjoy being hard. 
 
    Enjoy being a man. 
 
    A man with pink, sissy panties, but…still a man. 
 
    And the connection was made in his wobbling mind. 
 
    A real man could wear panties. Would wear panties because of the manly way they made him feel. The way they made his cock stand up. The way he wanted to squirt. 
 
    That was manly. 
 
    Even though he was a sissy. 
 
      
 
    As Sue had said, he was horny all day. He would stop to talk to one of the office girls and suddenly he would be aware of his cock, standing up just from him talking. 
 
    He had to take a walk in the equipment yard, and his dingus banged around inside his sissy panties. And it felt good. 
 
    He had to talk to customers, men with a few women, but it didn’t matter. 
 
    His cock was standing up no matter what, and he felt…good. 
 
    He felt like he was heated up, and the source of the heat was his cock…his wife’s actions and commands, and the day was very enjoyable. 
 
      
 
    “How’d it go?” asked Sue when he arrived home. 
 
    The smile on his face told her. 
 
    “It was good,” he understated. 
 
    She patted his front and told him to prepare dinner. 
 
    He actually started, then shrugged. He was feeling good, too good to argue. Besides, he might get another drop if he was a good boy. 
 
      
 
    The next morning Gary was making breakfast, without being told to, and Sue sauntered into the kitchen. She was wearing her tight robe, a half bra underneath, which enabled her nipples to press through the robe. 
 
    “What is this?” 
 
    “I think you know,” she said with a grin. 
 
    “I don’t think…I don’t have anything to be held up.” 
 
    “We can take care of that. I’ve got some hormones which should do you wonders. But, first things first…she tossed him the bra. 
 
    He stared at it. 
 
    “Do you need encouragement?” 
 
    “What kind of encouragement?” he raised his eyes from the bra to her. 
 
    “I think you know,” she said. “Mmm, you’re wearing your sissy panties.” 
 
    “You mean a drop.” 
 
    “Maybe two, if you’re really lucky.” 
 
    A week ago he would have laughed at the idea of squirting a mere drop. He was used to coming big. But now, his balls full and his imagination running wild… 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    “Tell you what. I’m going to start sucking, and you start putting on the bra. We’ll see where it goes. 
 
    She corkscrewed her knees down and knelt. She unzipped and brought his dingus into the light of day. 
 
    He watched as she opened her mouth and took him in, and she watched him, her big eyes waiting. 
 
    It felt so good, and he didn’t want it to stop. He took off his shirt, then his undershirt, and slipped his arms through the straps. 
 
    He tried to fasten the back, but lacked flexibility. 
 
    Sue stopped sucking for a moment, raised up and kissed him as she fastened his bra. 
 
    Then she lowered herself and began working him. 
 
    Gary was faint. The feeling of the bra hugging him, it was too much. 
 
    He saw his reflection in the kitchen window. He was flat, and the bra had no cups to speak of, probably As, maybe even a training bra, but…it was sexy. 
 
    To be confined, to see the grip of the bra on him, to feel his body held so firmly.  
 
    “UNH!” It caught him by surprise, but Sue was ready. She gripped him hard and he wiggled and struggled, couldn’t control his writhing. 
 
    One drop eked out, and his legs wanted to collapse. 
 
    A minute later he was back under control, the sperm in his tube going back to his balls. 
 
    Then Sue did it again. She sucked and brought him to a peak, and when he started to spew she clamped down, put the death grip on his penis, and only one drop came out. 
 
    One more drop. 
 
    When he was calmed down she stood up and pushed his hard dick into his pants. She was grinning. “Told you. Two drops.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Don’t push it. This is good for you.” 
 
    “It is?” 
 
    “Do you have lots of extra energy at work.” 
 
    He had to admit he did. 
 
    “And is it fun to walk around all bonered up?” 
 
    Again, he nodded, though he was biting his lip. 
 
    “Then accept it. This is a higher form of sex…enjoy.” 
 
    She sent him off to work. Bulging, desperate, wearing panties and bra underneath his clothes. 
 
      
 
    All day long he was turned on. He could feel the bra straps tugging on his shoulders. his imagination was fired up and he kept seeing himself with a pair of big knockers. 
 
    He imagined himself as needing a bra, needing to keep his swollen chest under control. 
 
    And her words kept occurring to him. A high form of sex. It made him think. And since it was his lower brain that was doing the thinking they were happy thoughts. 
 
    Of course he couldn’t take off his jacket, but that was okay. The feel of it all, the idea that he had to wear a bra because he had tits, it was so amazing. 
 
    He really wished he had boobs. 
 
      
 
    “Honey! I’m home!” 
 
    “Well, look at Mr. Happy. I trust you had fun today?” 
 
    “Oh, Lord, yes.” 
 
    “Tell me.” 
 
    They sat on the couch he bubbled on about how it felt, how he was changed when talking to people, how he had a sexy secret, how he was so aware when he was talking to other people. 
 
    And how erect he was all day. 
 
    “Then you’re probably ready for the next step.” 
 
    “What next step?” Suddenly his heart was in his throat. 
 
    “I don’t know, haven't thought about it.” Of course, she had, but she wanted him involved in the decision making. 
 
    So they batted it around, and pretty quickly came up with garters and nylons. 
 
    “Okay,” he was having trouble breathing, he was so excited. 
 
    “But,” she pointed out, “you realize that we’ll have to paint your toenails.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Yet, he wasn’t averse to the idea, just…surprised. His world was changing and he was dealing with new ideas, concepts of him turning a bit pink. 
 
    “Honey,” he suddenly said. “Does this make me gay?” 
 
    “Only if you want men.But you might be turning into something else.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Crossdresser?” She shrugged. “Transvestite.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything; he was deep in thought. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He looked at her and took a deep breath. “Today I was day dreaming.” 
 
    “About?” 
 
    Another big breath, then he dove in. “About having breasts.” 
 
    She said nothing 
 
    “About what it would feel like to have things on my chest.” 
 
    “You realize, of course, that we can get you some tits.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Sure. They have something called vacation boobs. We can give you any size tits you want. I would assume you don’t want them too big, not at first. Just try them out, see how they feel. Then, if you want them bigger, or more permanent, we can look at that.” 
 
    He was struck silent. He had no real thoughts, not any verbalization of the thought process. He just felt a huge swelling of heat in his chest. 
 
    His dick, of course, was hard. But it seemed like it was hard all the time now. 
 
    Sue could see the affect the idea was having on him. “But first, we should paint your toes and see you in a garter and nylons.” 
 
    After dinner she had him shave his legs, and groin, then sat him down and painted his toes. 
 
    He stared as she brushed on the bright red. His penis was dripping pre-cum, and she noticed and smiled. 
 
    And she thought: he wants boobs. This is better than I thought. Wait until Rhonda hears this. 
 
    When his toes were dry she helped him into a garter and nylons, and she could feel her own chest thudding with excitement. Seeing him, standing there in lingerie…she realized what a turn on it was. 
 
    She brushed his hair, made it more feminine. Trimmed it slightly, but not enough so he could’t go in to work as a male. 
 
    “Oh, my God,” he whispered, looking at himself in the wall mirror. 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    He turned to her and she held up the golden tube. Lipstick. 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    He stumbled as he crossed the room. 
 
    She stood up and painted his lips. 
 
    His cock was pushing his sissy panties out and it felt like his heart was going into arrhythmia. 
 
    He stood, feeling like arrhythmia was translating into a panic attack, and she got him a pair of high heels out of her closet. 
 
    He stepped into them and just stood there. 
 
    She lowered his panties and his boner stuck out, and it felt good. 
 
    “I think somebody needs to give me a drop.” 
 
    “Just one,” he said, gulping loudly. 
 
    She went to her knees and he watched her in the mirror. He watched how her red mouth engulfed his dong. 
 
    She snuck a side glance at him and smiled around his cock. 
 
    It didn’t take long. He had been so horny, the effects of being milked were accumulating. 
 
    “UNH!” He reached out to the wall and felt her hand close on him. She stood up and watched his face, watched him groan, watched the terrible pleasure course through him…and be denied. 
 
    God, this must be making him so horny! 
 
    Then: but he likes it! 
 
    She let go of him and he staggered back and sat on the bed.  
 
    I’m going to get him tits. 
 
    She smiled, and he grinned. 
 
      
 
    The next day he went to work wearing full female apparel underneath. 
 
    Sissy panties, bra, garter and nylons. His toes painted red. 
 
    And he dreamed of red lipstick and wished he could wear heels. 
 
    All day long he had a boner. It would disappear for a minute or two, then come raging back. 
 
    He was dripping now, and pretty constantly. Fortunately Sue had foreseen that, and had put a panty liner in his sissy panties. 
 
    Of course, by the time he was ready to go home that liner was soaked. He would have to bring a spare on the morrow. 
 
      
 
    That night they played dress up, and Sue let him see her masturbate. 
 
    “You’ve been masturbating this whole time?” he asked, surprise in his voice. 
 
    She lay on the bed, recovering her breath. “Oh, yes.” 
 
    “It seems sort of unfair.” 
 
    “Well, we could go back to the old put your dick in me and squirt method.” 
 
    He opened his mouth, shut it, then blurted. “No.” 
 
    She laughed and reached for his dick. “I didn’t think so,” and she took a drop from him. 
 
      
 
    The next couple of months were a blast of excitement. Gary wore his finery to work every day, and they collected all sorts of lingerie for him. He had matching bra and panty sets. He had items with considerations for his package. He even had a chastity tube, which he liked wearing, but not every day. 
 
    On the week ends they went full out. She did his fingernails. His hair grew longer and she styled it. 
 
    They even went out for a drive, walked through a park, hand in hand, and giggled when some kid called them lesbians. 
 
    No lesbian ever had a boner like his. 
 
      
 
    On a Monday, the first day of his vacation, he went to the doctor’s office. Sue went with him, and he was outfitted with a modest pair of boobs. 
 
    It was easy. The doctor simply injected a solution into his pectorals, around and around, then a final bit of solution underneath his nipples. 
 
    He came out of the office and now he needed a bra. 
 
    He also experienced the total turn on of his enlarged nipples rubbing against material. 
 
    Oh, Lord. That almost made him cum in his panties. 
 
    But he didn’t. He used self control and just stopped moving and focused on not letting the sperm shoot, and…he was okay. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” Sue blurted when he arrived home. 
 
    She reached out and fondled his breasts. She rubbed his nipples and giggled when his knees shook. She kissed him, then she kissed his nipples, and sucked on them. 
 
    “Careful,” he gasped. “I’m going to cum.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t you like to?” 
 
    He froze for a moment. Would he like to cum? There was a part of him that really wanted to. But now it was a small part of him. Most of him just wanted to experience the excitation of almost cumming. 
 
    He didn’t want to lose that feeling, especially as how it had been cultivated over a couple of months. 
 
    Sue watched him struggle with his thoughts. He’s almost ready. 
 
      
 
    Gary’s vacation went wonderfully. He spent it dressed up, fully made up, and walking around in heels. 
 
    Now that he had tits he also had a curious sense of confidence. 
 
    One morning he volunteered to go to the store. 
 
    Sue smiled, marveled at how he had changed, and patted his ass. 
 
    He came back, and had bought panty liners. That was something that, as a man, he never would have bought. 
 
    Now he was, and he had wandered through the make up section, and looked at some dresses on sale. 
 
    He wanted to  experience more. 
 
      
 
    Sue knew when it was time. Rhonda had said she would, she had said, You’ll have a feeling. An intuition. When it happens, don’t delay. He’s not going to be happy living in between. He needs to go all the way. 
 
    At the end of his first week of vacation Sue sat Gary down and explained the facts of life to him. 
 
    “Honey. I love the knew you, but you realize there’s one last thing you must do.” 
 
    He didn’t know, but the feelings he was having, he knew there was something he was missing. 
 
    “So she explained it to him.” 
 
    He listened, didn’t say anything, and when she was done he simply nodded his head. 
 
    He was ready to take the last step. 
 
      
 
    That night Sue helped him get ready. He was good at make up, but she made sure his face was perfect.  
 
    She styled his hair and pierced his ears and gave him some beautiful diamond danglies. 
 
    His nails were long and red. 
 
    His eyes fluttered, he was wearing his best lingerie, his heart was pounding like a sledge in his chest. 
 
    Sue prepared herself. She wasn’t so feminine in her preparations. She bound her breasts and wore simple pants and a tee shirt. She pulled her hair back and wore no make up. 
 
    He stared at her. Their roles were reverse and he had never felt such love in his heart. 
 
    Lastly, she fastened the harness around her hips and snapped a dildo into the socket. 
 
    It was a big one. Big veins. Big balls. 
 
    He stared at it, fascinated, and she came to him. 
 
    He was sitting on the side of the bed and she told him, “Suck, my love. Make it wet enough.” 
 
    He went to his knees in front of her, held the big, fake balls, and took as much as he could down his throat. 
 
    He was surprised that he could take so much, and he enjoyed the feel of his throat being made larger. 
 
    She moved his head back and forth and fucked his mouth, and she had never felt such a rush in her life. 
 
    This was not just sex, it was power. 
 
    This was not her lying down and taking it, this was her standing up and taking charge. 
 
    “Okay, honey. Turn around and bed over the bed.” 
 
    He rose and turned. 
 
    She moved against him, let him feel her big cock pressed between his buns. She felt his tits and rubbed his sensitive nipples, then she drew back and entered him. 
 
    “Oh…YES!”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
    After his vacation was over Gary went in and talked to his bosses. 
 
    “I’m transitioning.” 
 
    He didn’t ask, he told. He had that much confidence. 
 
    The bosses understood. Or maybe they just didn’t want a lawsuit. But, whatever, Gary began changing. 
 
    He received large breast implants. His hair grew long and he wore it feminine all the time. 
 
    He wore red fingernails in the open all the time, and his red toenails showed through the open toes of his high heels. 
 
    A few customers took note, but they didn’t care. 
 
    Most customers didn’t notice, and it was interesting to note that his sales went up. 
 
      
 
    Sue stayed home and relaxed. She didn’t do much housework, she didn’t do the cooking or the laundry. 
 
    She just took a drop or two every few days. That was enough to keep Gary happy. 
 
    But she was bored, and started wondering: Maybe I should take on a lover? 
 
    Heck, as long as she kept screwing Gary, and draining him of a drop or two here and there…why would he care? 
 
    She smiled, sipped a bit of bourbon and Coke, and thought about what Rhonda had told her so many months ago. 
 
      
 
    After you screw him you will own him. He owns you right now, and you live your life according to his lights. Once you screw him all of that is reversed, and you will find that your life has a new power to it. 
 
    She knew, now, that Rhonda was right. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Part One 
 
      
 
    “How do I know you aren’t going to go off and screw somebody?” 
 
    Lara stared at her husband. She was completely dumfounded. “What? 
 
    Rod was a handsome fellow, a bit on the short and slender side, but he had a gentle face, wore his hair long, and…was jealous. Always jealous. 
 
    “I said, how do I know, when you go off to this political convention, that you won’t meet some hunk and…you know.” He made a ring of his left thumb and index and ran his right index finger through the circle, In and out. Making a slurping sound. 
 
    “Rod! You idiot! How can you say such a thing? I’ve never, ever even thought of such a thing!” 
 
    “Yeah, but I know how you like sex, and how can I be sure?” 
 
    “You can be sure because I’m telling you you can be sure!” 
 
    Rod moved across the room and stood behind her. She was sitting at her vanity, and he studied her long, auburn hair, her glittering, blue eyes, and, of course, her voluptuous body. 
 
    “Look at you. You’re the most incredibly gorgeous creature in the world, and if I think that, then so might somebody else. And I know I’m out of my league, I know I married up, and…I worry that somebody is going to come along, maybe somebody with big muscles and a surfer body and…and you’re going to fall for him.” 
 
    “Rod, I repeat, you’re an idiot.” 
 
    She stood up and whirled to him. She took his hands in hers and kissed his mouth, then said, “You never have to worry about me.” 
 
    “But how do I know?” he asked stubbornly. 
 
    “Sheesh!” she moaned. “What do I have to do to convince you?” 
 
    “Wear locks in your piercings.” 
 
    Her mouth opened, her eyes went wider, she blinked. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You got those piercings, and…” 
 
    “They were to please you!” 
 
    “And I’m pleased. I love them. But they can also serve a utilitarian purpose.” 
 
    “So let me get this straight…because you’re jealous I have to wear a bunch of little padlocks through the rings on my labia.” 
 
    He stared at her, gave a slight nod of his head. 
 
    Lara shook her head. “That’s the stupidest thing I ever heard of. Did you think of this before you bugged me into getting the rings?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “I just thought it would be cool. I didn’t think of the possibility of padlocks until just a couple of days ago.” 
 
    “When I told you I was going to a women’s conference.” 
 
    “Yeah,” he muttered defiantly. 
 
    “Well, you can go stuff your head right up your—“ she stopped just short of saying it, but her meaning was clear. 
 
    But the argument wasn’t done. In fact, it was just starting. 
 
    “Look, Lara, have you seen the statistics on failed marriages? They are not good! In the past ten years there have been more divorces and less marriages! If this goes on then…we’re talking about the death of our civilization!” 
 
    He knew he was going overboard, but he couldn’t help it. 
 
    “So me locking my lower lips is going to save all of mankind,” she growled. 
 
    “No. I didn’t mean it that way, but…our marriage would be that more secure.” 
 
    She heaved a sigh and stared at her dope of a husband. He was a catch, but he was also a bit wiggie. He believed in conspiracy theories, he was always going on about Kennedy being killed and the Twin Towers being blown up for insurance. And now this! 
 
    “So if I bolt the box you’ll be sure that I won’t leave you for somebody with a bigger dick?” 
 
    “Well, uh…yes.” 
 
    “Oh. My. God! If you aren’t the…” 
 
    “Will you think about it.” 
 
    “Oh, I’ll think about it, all right. At the same time as I think about getting you committed.” 
 
    “Honey! I just want everything to work out between us! I just love you so much!” 
 
    “And this will help you be sure?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Okay. I’ll tell you what. I’ll think about it…if you don’t talk about it for one week.” 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    “Come here, honey,” he hugged her then. He kissed her hair, cupped her buttocks, and held her. “That’s all I ask. Think about it. It’s a great idea, and you’ll love it if you give it a chance.” 
 
    “Huh!” 
 
    Then, because he was a horny sort of a fellow, he kissed her, and his hands came up to her breasts. 
 
    She smiled. Now this kind of argument she could go for. Then she had a wicked idea. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll think about it, but I don’t want you cumming, and I need you to make me cum, right now, with your mouth.” 
 
    “What?” he gulped. “But you…I…we need to…” 
 
    “No we don’t. You do. I don’t. I’m just going to take advantage of this little problem you’ve foisted on me.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Okay, it’s settled. Go lay on the bed, face up. I’ll be right there.” 
 
    She pushed him towards the bed and he, be it with a mixed sort of reluctance, went to the bed and sat. 
 
    She undid her peignoir and tossed it on the chair back. 
 
    “Go on. Lay back. No need to get that weenie out. Or…yes, get it out. I’ll play with it for a while.” 
 
    “You…” he was confused, and horny, but he laid back. 
 
    She took off her bra and panties and climbed onto the bed. 
 
    He reached for her, but she pushed his hands away. 
 
    “I’m in charge, Chicken Little. Now, get ready…the sky is about to fall.” 
 
    With that she sat squarely upon him. 
 
    She heard gurgling sounds, then slurping sounds, and she relaxed and  wiggled a bit. This was great. She was in charge and she loved it. She began to ride him like cowgirl rides a bucking bronco. 
 
    “Unh! Unh!” he tried to breath. 
 
    She just smiled and let the moment build. 
 
      
 
    Lana surprised herself. She liked the idea. 
 
    She kissed Rod in the morning and sent him off to work, then went out on the patio. 
 
    And she couldn’t help but think about it. 
 
    Padlock her pussy. What a stupid idea! 
 
    Yet…she realized that she was feeling a wee bit of moisture down there. 
 
    She was sitting on the patio, reading the news on her ipad, watching the world go by, and her mind kept coming back to the idea. 
 
    She had eight rings, four on each side, and they felt so kinky. 
 
    At first she had thought the idea of getting pierced down there was stupid. But he had pushed, and she had gotten her nipples pierced for him, and then, she wasn’t quite sure how, she had agreed to have her vagina pierced. 
 
    And it felt good. 
 
    Lord, did it feel good. When she pulled on them, stretched her lips out, it gave her an immeasurable thrill. Her heart pounded and she felt like the world’s biggest porn star. 
 
    Just walking with the rings making subtle clicks turned her on. 
 
    And if she walked too fast the sound got too loud, and the embarrassment, just of hearing herself, turned her on even more. 
 
    And sometimes she dreamed of walking down the street with her snapper making sounds like castanets. 
 
    She giggled at the thought. Her, twirling on the dance floor and her rings making a racket, and all the men in the place, and a few women, were all turned on by the sound of her. 
 
    Suddenly she put the ipad down, got up and went into the house. 
 
    She went out to the garage and went through Rod’s tool boxes, and then the little drawers with all the nuts and bolts, and…she found them. She knew he had them, he had used them for a variety of projects, and now…she made sure she had the keys, lifted her dress and pulled down her panties, and put the padlocks through the rings. 
 
    Four padlocks, hardly any weight, but enough to pull on her rings, and further excite her. 
 
    More clicks…but it wasn’t too bad. Besides, she could always tape the padlocks together. 
 
    She snickered, if the other girls at the convention found out they’d probably want their own rings and padlocks. 
 
    She walked around the house. With her panties pulled tight the clicking was negligible. She wouldn’t even need tape. 
 
    She sat down, no pinching. 
 
    She jumped up and down. Ooh! That felt good! 
 
    She did some calisthenics, just like they would do at the convention, and it felt wonderful. 
 
    Of course she would probably be hornier than a goat on viagra when she came home, but that was okay. She liked being horny. 
 
    Hmm. Did Rod have her horniness as a subtle subterfuge? Maybe. but…probably not. 
 
    Rod was kind of ‘what you see is what you get’ kind of guy. He wasn’t into deep thinking that would come up with a nefarious plan like that. 
 
    Of course he was into conspiracy theories…nah! 
 
    For the rest of the day she walked around the house. She did chores, she went to the grocery store and sauntered around, aware that her face was flushed and that she was probably giving off sex vibes. 
 
    God, that felt good! 
 
    Then, back home, and she fixed dinner. 
 
     
 
    Rod came home. He was a consultant and he frequently went out on long jobs, or was at home for extended weekends. He had been working a lot recently, so he was due for a little down time. 
 
    In fact, he had planned it. 
 
    In spite of what Lara thought, he was smart enough to make nefarious plans. 
 
    “Hi, honey!” She gave him a kiss, then said, “Guess what?” 
 
    “What? And what smells so good?” 
 
    “A couple of rib eyes, or my pussy. I’m not sure which one smells better.” 
 
    He blinked and moved his head back. this was not the kind of thing his wife normally said. 
 
    “Have you been drinking?” he asked. 
 
    “Nope. But…fix us a couple, will you? And I’ll get ready to unveil my surprise.” 
 
    “Surprise?” he frowned, but went to the cupboard and brought down the Benchmark Bonded, clinked some ice cubes in glasses, and poured in the bourbon. 
 
    “Do you want me to ruin it?” he asked. 
 
    Lara was leaning against the doorframe, smiling a secret, Mona Lisa smile. “Sure.” 
 
    He poured in Coke, half and half, a Coke High, and handed one glass to Lara. 
 
    They sipped, and he asked, “What surprise?” 
 
    “Kiss me, you fool,” she giggled. 
 
    He put his own glass down and they kissed. Their mouths pressed, tasted like good bourbon. 
 
    She sighed and pulled up her dress. “Feel me, honey.” 
 
    He reached down, a grin on his face, and everything froze. 
 
    His hand encountered rings and he didn’t understand for a moment, then it dawned on him. 
 
    A smile slowly crossed his face. “You did it. You’re wearing padlocks.” 
 
    She hid her face in his chest and laughed. She was blushing, but it was a good blush. 
 
    “Oh, honey. It feels so good.” 
 
    “Really?” He was grinning like a jackass with dentures now. 
 
    “Oh, yes. I’ve had them locked all day. It rubs down there, sometimes I can sort of hear them clicking together, and…it makes my pussy so damned hot you could strike a match on it.” 
 
    He laughed, then went to his knees. 
 
    She spread her legs slightly and he examined the locks. 
 
    They were evenly spaced the length of her slit. Her skin was pink and moist and her labia were slightly stretched. Enough for the locks to barely sway, but that was enough. 
 
    “Oh, God!” He looked up and beamed at her. 
 
    “Now, don’t hurt your teeth.” 
 
    He dove in, licked and sucked, and explored the metal carefully. 
 
    She laughed and ground her hips into him. 
 
    After a long couple of minutes he rose up. “Come on, babe. You’ve got to let me fuck you.” 
 
    But she pulled back. 
 
    “Oh, no. You wanted me locked up, so now I’m locked up.” 
 
    “But…you can’t! I need you!” 
 
    “And I need you. And I think the next couple of weeks are going to be quite interesting.” 
 
    “Couple of weeks? So you’ll let me squirt before you go to the convention?” 
 
    “I never said that,” she was watching him with a grin so wide it near reached her ears. 
 
    “But…but…that’s two weeks till the convention, and then you’re gone for two weeks…that’s a whole month of no sex!” 
 
    “Aw…is that bad?” 
 
    “Honey! You know I can’t take that! I’m a three time a week guy! You can’t do this to me.” 
 
    “Not only can I, but I’m going to take advantage of your tongue every night until I leave.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Yes. And we’re starting tonight.” 
 
    With that she dragged him back to the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    Two weeks can last a lifetime. Especially if you’re knee deep in sex…but don’t get any. 
 
    Lara proved insatiable at night. Being locked up, but still able to receive pleasure, had made her hornier than she had ever been in her life! 
 
    Every night she dragged him off to bed.  
 
    Every morning she woke him up by grabbing his ears and pulling him down to her junction. 
 
    And every morning Rod was harder and harder. 
 
    At the end of week one he was dripping. 
 
    At the end of week two he was a faucet. He actually had to wear a panty pad to hide the pre-cum coming out of his weenie. 
 
    And what was worse was that she wouldn't let him masturbate. She checked on him in the bathroom. Slept on the outside of the bed so he couldn’t slip out int he middle of the night and relieve himself. 
 
    He was getting a haunted look about the eyes, and his skin was sallow. 
 
    He couldn’t keep his eyes off her. The hornier he got the more he wanted her, until he was literally following her around like a horny, little puppy dog. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    But, he had a plan. 
 
    This has been an excerpt from 
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