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A Note from the Author!

Is feminization heaven?

For some, absolutely.

For others, they better stay far, far away.

The pink path ain’t for everybody!

But for the ones who can handle it; the excitement when you pull on your first panties, look at yourself in the mirror in your first bra…and the inevitable boob envy.

And the funny thing is it’s not something that you decide. You just grow up, and have these feelings, and…you know what you need.

You need to be a woman.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Driven Insane by Feminization!

Can a man be too much of a woman?

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Can a man be driven insane with too much feminization?

Of course he can. Find some poor schmuck with a closed mind, a rigid viewpoint of life, and he’ll break and shatter in a New York second.

Which should make you wonder long a New York second is.

But the point is this: make sure your man is ready before you go whole hog and destroy every misconception he has about life and how to live it.

And, with that said, check out this story. You’ll be amused when I take a man about as close to the edge as he can go.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I’ve got a joke,” said Tom.

The others gathered around the campfire and listened. They were all sipping bourbon and Coke, and they were feeling no pain.

They were on a camping trip in the deep woods.

It was night time and the woods were dark.

They had thrown a lot of logs on the fire and it was roaring. They had cooked hamburgers and hot dogs, roasted marshmallows, and were now drinking.

The girls were all good looking. Girls with big breasts stick together, and that went double for their even features and their long hair—two brunettes and a blonde.

The guys were studs, always looking for fun, always willing to play a joke.

They all leaned forward to listen to Tom’s joke.

A sailor ships out to sea and as time goes on he gets horny. But there’s no women on the ship, so he asks the old salts what they do when they need sex.

“Why,” said the first mate, we go down in the hold after lights out and put our penis in the barrel there.”

The young sailor was confused. How could a barrel be like sex?

But, as horny as he was, when lights went out he went into the hold, found the barrel, and saw a hole in the side of it.

Feeling a bit ridiculous, he took out his penis and stuck it in the hole.

Immediately the softest, most velvety pussy grabbed his penis. It was fantastic! It moved back and forth and the young sailor got into it. He started ramming his dick through the hole, and it wasn’t long before he grunted, then sighed, and a load of sperm shot into the barrel.

Grinning stupidly, the young fellow zipped up and swaggered away.

The barrel was so good that he paid a visit to it every night for a week.

On the eight day he went down to the hold, put his dick in the hole, and nothing happened.

He went to the first mate and complained. “Hey, the barrel really worked, but tonight I went down there and nothing happened.”

“That,” said the mate, “is because it is your turn in the barrel.”

“Oh, Lord, that’s an old one,” groaned Jimmy. His wife, Janet, agreed.

“Yeah, but it’s still funny.”

Everybody agreed that even though it was old, it was worth listening to again.

Then Jason said, “Why don’t, instead of telling all these lame joke, we have a barrel.”

“Hunh?”

“You’re off your gourd, buddy.”

Tom’s wife chuckled. “Are you volunteering to be in the barrel?

Cindy, Jimmy’s wife, laughed, “Honey, I volunteer you.”

Everybody was grinning now, and Jimmy said, “Not on your life.”

“Aw, come on, you big chickens, Jason teased everybody. He thought it was a good idea. “Let’s not just joke, let’s do something.”

Jason’s wife looked him in the eye. “Well, honey, since you are so anxious ready to go, maybe you should go first.”

Jason went silent and everybody laughed at him. His face got a little red.

“I would do it. Not the barrel thing, but…but we can put fantasy’s in a hat, draw fantasy’s, and…what’s the wildest thing you’ve ever done?”

Now everybody became thoughtful.

“What would you want to do in place of the barrel?”

Ideas were put forth.

“Spanking.”

Glue a cock to a nose.”

“One’s own nose?” asked Janet.

“What about girls? They don’t have cocks.”

The ideas blossomed, and finally. Tom blurted, “We need two drawings. One for the first person, and the other for the fantasy.”

There were nods, and sips, and everybody was really thinking now.

“Okay, I’ve got a hat, who’s got some paper.”

They ripped up little slips of paper, wrote their names on them, and placed them in the hat.

Jason presented a second hat and everybody tossed in their fantasies.

“Okay, we draw names, and whoever has their name chosen has to wear blinders—“

“We don’t have blinders!” giggled Cindy.

“Okay, Tom’s ski hat, backwards. With earplugs. Our chosen ‘victim won’t be able to hear what we’re planning.”

There were grins around the campfire.

“It’ll come as a complete surprise,” said, Ally.

And they all agreed.

The hat was passed around and everybody put in their names. Ally took Jason’s slip and put it in the hat along with her own name.

“Okay, who wants to select our victim?”

“I’ll do it,” Ally volunteered. She closed her eyes and looked away and reached into the hat. She felt around, selected a slip of paper and took it out.

“Oh, no!” She looked at Jason. “I picked you!”

Jason was stuck. What were the odds? Well, one in six, actually, so he agreed. He went to a log and sat down and put in ear plugs and donned the ski mask.

Tom was in darkness, but he could still hear occasional words and half sentences.

First, he heard the laughter when the slips of paper were drawn.

“Who the fuck thought of that one?”

“Oh, my God!”

“I put that one in.”

Jason tried to figure out what his big adventure was going to be, but the group huddled up and spoke in such low tones he couldn’t make much out.

Finally, Tom came over to him, took the mask off and said, “Okay, Jason, are you ready for the big time?”

Now that it was happening, Jason was not quite so brave. He gulped. “I guess so.”

“You agree to whatever is asked of you, no matter what.”

Jason nodded.

“No matter what?” Tom lowered his voice and spoke seriously.

“Sure.”

Tom shook his head. “Well, okay. Then we’re going to start. “Why don’t you have a drink. I think you’re going to need it.”

Ally made Jason a stiff drink and handed it to him.

“Is it going to be bad?” he asked.

“Sorry, honey, I can’t say.” But she was grinning.

Meanwhile, the others were talking over their plans.

Jason looked at his friends.

They weren’t a mean bunch, but they were all a little rock and roll. He figured they were going to spank him or something. Maybe make him masturbate. Well, he could handle that. Especially if he was drunk.

He finished his first drink and said, “Okay. I’m ready.”

“Okay. First we’re going to make you up like a girl.”

Jason’s mouth opened. He stared at his friends.

“No!”

“Are you trying to back out?”

He couldn’t, the look on their faces, he would forever be known as Chicken Little if he backed out.

“No.” He spoke with determination.

“Okay. Since this is make up, the girls will work with you.”

“Yowza!”

“Here we go!”

Ally took his arm and walked him over to the big picnic table just to the side of the fire.

“Oh, man,” he said.

“Worried?”

“Nah,” he lied.

It was just make up, after all. Girls put it on every day, so he could put it on for one night.

But, man, was this embarrassing.

“We’re going to give you the works, Jason.”

“Okay,” he tried to sound brave.

“We should Nair him.”

“We don’t have the Nair.”

“We can shave him.”

Ally offered, “He already shaves his groin.”

“Whoa!”

“Hoo!”

The guys cheered lustily, filling the woods with their deep voices.

“Okay, Jason, take it off.”

Jason heaved a sigh. It was starting. He undressed and handed Ally his pants and shirt.”

“Shoes and socks, too.”

“Shoes and socks? What for?”

“We’re going to paint your nails.”

Now, at this point, Jason thought about just refusing, but he had agreed, and they would make worse fun of him if he quit than if he went through with it, so he took off his shoes and socks.

“Your pantaloons, too,” said Ally.

He looked at his wife, couldn’t believe it, but when the others began to hoot and call him a chicken…he took his underwear off.

Fortunately, he wasn’t a small person. The girls laughed and the guys just nodded and appreciated his manliness. They were glad it wasn’t them sitting there naked.

“Okay. I’ll do his tootsies. Why don’t you girls shave him.”

Janice and Cindy stood him up and began rubbing sweet smelling soapy water on him. They ran their little razors down his flesh, and…he started to boner up.

“Oh, shit,” he mumbled.

“Oh, oh! Somebody likes it!”

He started to fidget, but the girls calmed him down.

“It’s okay, Jason. I’ve seen a dick before.”

“You’re pretty good sized. Anybody have any ideas on how to get rid of his boner bump? We can’t have him showing off in a dress.”

“I brought my hunting knife,” cracked Jimmy.

“Hardee har har.”

Ally came to the rescue, “I think Jason’s dick is too hard for your knife.

Cindy quipped. “Yeah. You’re going to need a chainsaw.”

Laughter.

Janet handed Jason another drink. “Relax, big boy. This is going to take a while.” She turned to Tom and Jimmy and pulled them to the side. Jason couldn’t make out everything, but it sounded like she was telling the guys to tune it down. That he was being a sport, so should they.

And it worked. The guys had a seat, sipped bourbon, and kept their taunts to a minimum.

The little razors running over his skin were quite erotic, and Jason’s boner got harder.

The girls laughed at it, appreciated it, and in spite of his red face, Jason was surviving.

Ally prepped and painted his toes. She used a bright red polish. He loved it on her, but to see his own toes done that way…he actually shivered on looking at them.

Jimmy and Tom, being glared at by the girls for any quips, retired to the far corner of the clearing and practiced their drinking. They laughed a lot, and it was plain who they were laughing at, but the girls told Jason to ignore them, and they started brushing their hands against his cock. That made up for a lot of insults.

Cindy did his fingers, gluing on moderately long fakes, and Janet put a wig on his head.

Jason was getting curious now. Without hav ing to worry about what Tom and jimmy were saying he was starting to wonder what he looked like.

The girls kept telling he was beautiful, but…was he? He was a guy, after all. Could a guy be beautiful?

“Okay, ladies, Ally finally said, “It’s time to put some lingerie on this puppy.”

The girls all got out their good panties and bras and argued. Janet being closes to Jason’s size, her underwear was selected.

Ally donated some nylons and a garter, and Cindy had a pair of old shoes that might fit.

Jason stood and the girls put the bra on him, and he felt like a horse in a harness until they got it adjusted. then it felt pretty good.

The panties didn’t work at all. He just had too big a boner. So Janet sighed and brought out a corset.

Now the two guys were watching. They were a little envious as the girls tried to bend and push Jason’s cock into the panties, and they looked at each other and commiserated with sad looks as the girls put Jason into the corset.

Finally, Jason was in lingerie.

Cindy helped him put on the high heels, and he barely fit. His red toes showed through the open front, and his heel was almost over the back, but the sling back worked and suddenly his calves were curvy and sexy and very ladylike.

“Dress?” queried Ally, and all three girls pondered.

“I might have something.”

The three girls and boys spun.

A tall woman, a bit older, a little thicker but quite curvy, was watching from the trail.

“Sorry. Didn’t mean to startle you. I was going back to my site and saw what you’re doing.”

She was beautiful, very large chested, and smiled.

Oddly, she didn’t ask what the three girls were doing with Jason. But, then, it wasn’t hard to understand. It was just, in the eyes of the common man, weird.

Jimmy and Tom wandered over and struck up a conversation with the woman, and Tom told her he’d escort her over to her camp site and bring back her ‘donation’ to Jason’s transformation.

Janet looked at the woman, frowned, but when the woman winked at her she knew Tom was going to be in ‘good hands.’ She nodded and the woman, whose name was Josey, headed out.

They were gone about ten minutes, and when they came back, Tom carrying a bag of clothes, he looked a little red-faced.

“Here go,” said Josey cheerfully.

She pulled out a large bra and…breast forms…and a gaff that had an actual monkey knuckle on the front!

“Oh, my gosh!” blurted Ally.

“And don’t worry about returning this stuff. I’ve got more.”

“But this is expensive.”

“Doesn’t do me any good. I have to have good quality clothes when I’m on stage.”

“When you’re on stage? Are you an actor? Should we know you?”

Everybody looked at Josey.

“You wouldn’t know me, but I’m a female impersonator. And this stuff, while it’s in good condition, isn’t good enough for me to wear.

The girls offered Josey some bourbon and Coke and she agreed to have a sip or two, and she began helping the girls work on Jason.

Quickly, the underwear was switched, and Josey helped them get Jason into the gaff without breaking his cock in two.

Jason felt panic inside, being handled by a man, but it was a man in a dress, a man that looked like a beautiful woman, so he suffered and said nothing.

Now he had a smooth front, though he was a little bent from the way his cock was folded under.

Fortunately, being in a gaff isn’t all that pleasant, and while he was still hornier than the dickens, his dick softened up enough to lessen the pain.

Then they put on his dress, a bright, red number that sowed off his breast forms, while making them look like real tits.

“You should get implants,” Josey whispered. “That’s what I did.”

Jason almost panicked when her breasts brushed again him then, and he couldnt’ take his eyes off her boobs. Those were the real thing?

Then they put on Jason’s face. They prepared his skin, gave him blush and colored his eyes, and finally put red lipstick on his mouth. Red to match his finger nails.

It was getting late when they were finished with Jason, and Josey stood back and inspected the work with a smile.

“You’re a beautiful man, Jason.”

Jason blushed under the praise, and secretly he was pleased.

He had never felt so special in his life.

Then Josey turned to Tom and patted his cheek.

Tom was frozen, and the words he didn’t want to hear were spoken. “You’re a good kisser, Tom.”

Janet stared at her husband and her eyes focused. “Did you…did he…?”

“He was drunk,” explained Josey, and he kissed me. But when he put his hand down there…he lost his interest.”

Then everybody was laughing. And Tom put his head down and wished he was in a coffin and six feet under.

“Okay, people, time to get this show on the rod.”

Everybody chuckled, except Jason, who didn’t understand the reference.

“I thought this was it? You made me look like a girl, isn’t that it?”

“This is just the start, honey,” Ally said with an impish grin. “Now comes the fun stuff.”

“This wasn’t fun?” he looked down at himself.

“Oh, not nearly.”

“What else is there left to do?”

“The next thing to do is…you’ve got to get drunk.”

“I’m already drunk,” he said.

“Not drunk like you’re going to be, and here’s the great news. No hangover!”

Jason wobbled a little where he sat, “How’s that possible?”

“Let us show you.”

“Okay.”

Tom and Jimmy went to the camper and Tom got out his box of tools. He was well prepared when it came to tools, and he took out a power drill and a hole saw.

Then they went to the picnic table and drilled a hole in the table. It was on the side and a little bit in towards the center.

What the fuck? wondered Jason, watching his friends drill the hole, then use a file to make the edges smooth. When they were done it was smooth as silk.

It was a little small for what they planned, however.

Tom looked at Jason’s penis and frowned. “It might not fit, and I don’t have a bigger hole saw.”

“That’s okay, I’ll get some lube.” He pulled a tube of what looked like lube out of the box.

“Okay, girls, bring him over.”

Janet and Cindy helped Jason up and walked him over to the picnic table. He was a bit unsteady in the high heels, but they kept him on an even keel.

Janet lifted his dress and Cindy pulled down his panties.

“Oh, thank God,” Jason sighed.

His pecker dropped down and immediately started growing. There was no pressure on it now, and it grew bigger and bigger.

Jason was so glad to be set free and he didn’t even notice when they pushed him over the picnic table.

“Whoa!” he said, laughing, then Tom squirted lube all over his cock and they put his cock through the hole in the table.

It fit, but it needed the lube, and now he was on his knees on the bench and fucking the hole in the table.

Everybody was laughing, pointing, taking swigs of the bourbon.

“Feels pretty good,” said Jason, enjoying the feeling of his hard cock poking through the hole. He moved up and down a few times.

“Don’t cum too soon, honey,” his wife came around to the other side of the table and kissed him.

“Oh?”

Janet pushed on his butt and he stopped moving.

“Sure. There’s still lots to be done. But first you need to have a drink. Then we’re going to tell you something really funny.

Jason tried to move, to fuck the hole again, but now he couldn’t move. He looked at her and said, “Okay, gimme a drink.”

“Well, honey, the difference is…you don’t drink this beer with your moth.”

“Moth?”

Everybody looked at each other.

“Did she say ‘moth?’” Everybody went into hysterics.

“Shut your moth,” cracked Tom.

“You got a big moth!” Janet quipped.

“You ever put your dick in a moth?” asked Cindy of Jimmy.

“Okay,” laughed Ally. “I meant mouth. I said mouth!”

They were all pretty drunk, but the best was to come.

“Who’s got the beer?”

“Why beer?” asked Jason blearily.

“Because you have to drink it through your ass.”

Jason’s mouth opened in surprise. “I do?”

“Yep. When beer goes through the intestines it loses something. But when it goes through the colon walls it has much more impact.”

“It does?”

Normally, Jason would have yelled and screamed. He wasn’t homophobic or anything, he just didn’t want anybody messing with this asshole.

Unfortunately for him, he was just drunk enough to consider it.

“Well, I don’t know…” reason tried to reassert.

“Of course if you’re too chicken…”

“I’m not a chicken.”

“Good, then have a drink.”

Janet produced a long neck bottle of Golden Monkey.

Jason stared at the beer in wonder.

Golden Monkey was an extra strong beer. It had a picture of a golden monkey with extra hands on the label. Drinking one beer would result in the eyes working independently.

Normally, Jason loved Golden Monkey. The taste was a bit fruity, but the high was unique.

“Where’s the lube?” asked Tom.

“I put it back in the tool kit.”

“Never mind, boys. That’s probably not the right type of lube, and I’ve got some vaseline right here.

The girls took control of the ‘feeding,’ as they called it.

Ally was on the other side of the table, and she kissed Jason endlessly. “You’re gonna love this,” she said, and she stuck her tongue in his mouth.

Jason fond it very easy to lose himself in her luscious mouth.

On the other side of the table, Janet slathered vaseline around the neck of the bottle. Cindy put globs of the slick goo on Jason’s ass and swirled it around the rim, then pushed into him.

On the other side of the table Jason lurched and his eyes opened, and Ally enjoyed the sudden surprise of him getting fingered.

“Oh…oh…” he spoke right through Ally’s kiss.

Ally grinned and held his face in place. “How’s it feel, honey?”

“Oh, that’s good! He couldn’t move much, his dick was firmly lodged, but he wiggled his ass and fucked Cindy’s finger, then fingers.

“I think he likes it,” burbled Cindy happily.

Janet eyed the top of the bottle. It was gooey with grease and she turned to Cindy. “I’m ready.”

“Okay. Just a second.”

Now Tom and Jimmy were standing behind the girls, standing on tip toes and watching over the girls’ shoulders.

Ally was working her lips on Jason’s, and Cindy went to two fingers, then three. “Almost ready,” she said.

“Okay, honey, get ready for the drink of your life.”

“Okay,” said Cindy, “spread ‘em.”

The boys each took one of Jason’s legs and pulled his legs apart.

Jason’s pucker was perfectly exposed.

Jason cocked his head, and Cindy put the beer to his star and pushed it in.

The long neck, a little smaller than the normal dick, went in smoothly. For a second nothing happened, then the liquid inside the bottle burbled and began to bubble and swirl and the level went down.

The forest was lit up by raucous cheers, and Jason’s eyes went wide as he drank the beer.

Jason would always recall the next minute.

He had been drunk, many times, but nothing like this.

Usually it would take a bottle or two to get him high, and a six pack to make him drunk. Maybe even two six packs.

But the drunk state of mind rushed in on him. As the level of Golden Monkey dropped, so his drunkenness raised. One second he was beer high. The next second he was two beers high. then he was six beers high, and by the fourth second he was a half a bottle of whiskey high. And the Golden Monkey still had half a bottle to go!

His friends danced around the table and cheered and whooped and danced and carried on.

The girls lined up to take turns kissing Jason.

Then the bottle was empty.

“Oop! He’s done. Better take the bottle out.”

Jason was absolutely and totally stoned. And he felt no sickness. In fact, there was a weird sort of clarity to it all.

“Nah,” he blurted. “Leave it in. It feels good.”

His words were slurred but incredibly happy. To be so drunk, and not want to puke his guts out…it was a blessing. He truly felt on top of the world.

“Sorry, honey, but we have to take it out.”

“Oh?” He twisted his head up and looked at Ally. “We’ve got some other things that have to go in there.”

“What?” The Golden Monkey was working full tilt now. His right eye was looking at his wife, his left eye was looking at Janet. And it felt like his actual brain was splitting painlessly in two. Talking about multi-tasking!

“Yes, honey, you see, I should explain about the slips of paper.”

“Oh, yeah?”

His eyes were turning slowly, shifting over the shards of forest being lit up by the campfire.

The others cam around to watch Jason as Ally explained about their little game.

“Yes. You see, we all put in six slips of paper.”

“Not 36 slips.” Jason’s head was bedazzled by the cosmos of drunken thoughts rushing through him.

“No…sorry. A slip of paper each for six slips.”

“That’s like a tongue twister,” his tongue was twisting all around, but his words were coming out relatively unscathed. And his Golden Monkey mind suddenly blurted out: “The sake sipping snake slides slickly.”

Everybody stared at him briefly, then began laughing. He was the one who was super drunk, yet he could say the line smoothly, none of them could make it through even one repeat.

When they were done trying to speak the tongue twister Ally spoke again. “Where are the slips of paper?”

Janet found them in the hat and brought them over. Everybody stood in front of Jason and grinned as they watched his face.

“As to why your name was called, when we put the slips of paper in the hat I took yours and put it in. But I pressed a fingernail into it. Then, when I drew the names, I felt for the nick and got yours.”

“I was set up?” Jason had one eye looking at the constellations in the sky. The other was examining the woof and warp of the grain on the bench he was fastened to.

“You were set, hubby dear, but here’s where it gets good.”

“Where does it get good?” He was really getting off on the sound of words pouring out of his mouth. He enunciated so precisely.

“Let me read them off. We arranged them in order of our ability to do, but here they are.”

Ally read the slips.

“First, put his dick through a glory hole. Take turns sucking it without letting him cum.”

Jason’s eyes grinned. They sure had done that to him. He hadn’t been tied, but he was stuck, and that was for sure.

“Second, drink a bottle of beer through your ass.”

“Wow!” he blurted happily. “You guys!” then he frowned. “But that’s two things. I thought I was supposed to do just one thing!”

“Hold on, dear. You’ll find out. You’ll get what’s so funny in a second.”

“Oh.”

“Three, suck off the guys and swallow.”

Jason’s mouth opened, and while he was supposed to be alarmed, he felt a horde of butterflies fly out of his mouth. Man, he was really drunk! And that was the moment that he thought maybe the Golden Monkey had been a bit much. Maybe they should have given him Bud Light or something.

“I’m supposed to…really?”

“Really!” Chuckled Tom, leaning an elbow on Jimmy’s shoulder.

Jimmy just grinned stupidly and lowered his zipper. His dong stuck out and everybody cheered. Tom, seeing the joy Jimmy was getting, and knowing he was going to have to unsheathe his demon, undid his own zipper.

Four, fuck all the girls.”

Jason smiled, and it felt like all his teeth came out at night. His tongue felt like the red carpet on Oscar night.

“Five, get fucked by the guys.”

Jason felt like his eyeballs were detaching, like he could look at the small of his back, which normally would have been an impossibility.

“Wait a minute. Fucked by all the guys?”

“Yep.”

Ally was the only one with an iota of concern. “Is that all right? Jason?”

Jason didn’t respond to her, he simply said, “But there’s three guys here. How am I supposed to fuck myself?”

He had images of his cock snaking through the hole, extending, foot after foot, like a garden hose pulled off the reel, through the rungs of the table and finally reaching his own ass.

He giggled.

“Now, are you ready for the joke? Are you ready for what’s so funny?”

“Sure.”his head was lolling, his eyes were lolling, the whole world was lolling.

“Six, do everything that’s on the other slips of paper.”

There was a cosmic moment there where Jason blinked, and it felt like he was God and he was blinking. The world suddenly whirled, resurrected, reordered, and he got it.

“Everything?”

Everybody was in stitches now. They were sitting on the bench, shaking it so he was getting a hand job, except it was more of a table job.

The girls leaned on each other and laughed.

Tom was on his knees, holding his belly.

Jimmy was on his back, rolling over and over with laughter.

“Everything,” he said. His voice was stupid, wondering at the joke of the ages rolling over on him.

More laughter as everybody enjoyed his epiphany.

“I’ve got to do everything?”

Shrieks and howls of laughter.

“I’ve got to be a girl with a dick and the dick is going through a glory hole and everybody is going to fuck me and suck me and…oh, yeah. I have to drink a beer through my ass.”

“Yes!”

Then they were all interrupted.

“Hi, guys and girls. I couldn’t sleep, you’re making so much noise, so I wondered, I figured, I’d get dressed up and come over and join your party. Is that all right?”

Josey the drag queen stood next to the camper. He…or rather ‘she,’ was dressed to the nines. She had big breasts, long, nylon clad legs. Her nails were done toes and fingers. Her hair was long and shiny and quite beautiful.

For a moment everybody just stared, then they began to laugh and laugh and laugh. Even harder than they had been.

Josey, accepted, smiled as she entered the clearing and circled the table.

“Is this what you were about?”

She bent down and saw Jason’s dick poking down below the table. She reached to it and stroked it gently.

Then she straightened up and grinned, “So how are we going to do this?”


Part Two

Jason became a merry go round.

Someone was either riding his butt around and around, or filling his mouth with cock.

Normally he would have screamed and shouted, but the Golden Monkey had enlightened him. Liberated him.

It was love, baby, and he wanted more and more.

Tom and Jimmy took turns riding his ass. One would hump and bump for long minutes, and when they got close they would back out and let the other one do the work.

It turned into a contest, who could cum last.

Meanwhile, the girls would sit on the bend by his head, lay back and swivel under and suck his hog.

For Jason it was incredible, and incredibly maddening.

The girls would suck and suck, but his cock only stuck out about five inches. the other two inches were locked into the hole and the thickness of the table.

So he wasn’t getting a full deep throat. He was getting a ‘half throat,’ and he wanted to feel those full lips sliding all the way to his balls.

But his balls were on the other side of the table, being smashed down by the weight of Tom and Jimmy as they drove into him.

And, while Tom and Jimmy screwed his butt mercilessly, and the girls took turns sliding under and half throating him, licking his head and driving. him crazy, Josey was kissing him.

He knew Josey was a man!

But a kiss is a kiss, and the feel of soft lips on his was all he cared about.

Then Josey said, “Look, you guys are doing it all wrong.”

Tom and Jimmy looked up. They were sex crazed, but they were listening.

“If you angle the dangle like this,” Josey moved his finger in a way that showed what he meant, “you press on his prostate. You’ll get a bit of cum out of him then.”

“But we don’t want him to cum!” blurted Ally. “If he cums then he’ll get tired and not want sex any more. We can’t have that!”

“Then just do a tap tap on his prostate. He’ll give a drip or two, but no more. You can make him last all night that way.”

Everybody looked at everybody, grinned, and argued, and…Tom hoped up on the table and said, “I’ll do it!”

He positioned himself on his feet, squatting over Jason’s but. When he drove in it angled his cock downwards, towards the base of his dick.

Immediately, from under the table, Cindy yelped out, “Got it! No more!”

Jason groaned. It was like cumming without cumming. That feel of pecker on his prostate did the trick all right. It pushed a drop out, and it felt like he was going to cum, but then…nothing.

He was left high and dry and desperate for that final pump.

But it never came.

Tom drew out, and Jimmy took his place.

He drove in, the same way Tom had, and now Janet yelled out, “Got it!”

Josey lifted her dress and dropped her gaff. Her cock sprang up and she positioned herself above Jason and drove in.

“OHHH!”

“Are you all right, honey?” asked Ally in alarm.

“Oh…oh, yeah. That was a big one!”

And it was true, Josey, for looking like a girl, had the biggest dick of them all!

“You like big ones?” asked Ally, a bit unsure of herself.

“Oh, yeah! Give me the big ones!”

“Hey, can we get some of that?”

Three big biker types stood at the edge of the clearing.

“We all have big ones.”

One of them unzipped and let his hog out. It really was big. It was bigger even than Josey.

“Sure,” Jason called out.

The girls would have said no, and maybe even the guys, but Jason was the one, and the decision was up to him.

One of the bikers turned to the others and said, “Go tell the others, and tell the girls, too. I’ll get started here.”

A lascivious look in his eye, the biker stepped forward.

The party lasted until early in the morning. When it was done Jason’s ass was full of squirt, and his mouth was drenched with pussy juice and cum.

They had used all his holes, slurped on his prick until he thought it would melt, but…he hadn’t cum.

At first the plot had been not to let him cum, but as that restriction waned they found out an interesting thing: Jason couldn’t cum. He couldn’t move his cock in the hole to get enough traction, and the head of his cock, due to so much sucking and licking, had become a bit numb.

But his balls, squashed under his body, were blue, and he had never wanted to cum so badly in his life!

His desire for cumming had literally blasted him out of his mind. Now he was obsessed, could think of only one thing, and as the effects of the Golden Monkey receded he was left with only one thought.

Must cum.

But he couldn’t.

When everybody was done, drunk and passed out and their sexual desires sated, little tears appeared in Jason’s eyes. He wanted to cum. He needed to cum, all he could think of was cum.

But, that’s the way the mop flops.

The sun was up and out and bright when he finally woke up.

The ground was littered with bodies. Ally was asleep, sitting on the side of the table and leaning her head next to his.

Tom and Jimmy were laying on the ground next to the fire, their arms wrapped around Josey.

Cindy and Janet were on the other side of the fire, entwined.

Around the clearing bikers had slept where they had fallen.

Everybody’s sex organs were on display. Either the body was nude, or the dick was hanging out of the pants.

And all the dicks were slack. Not a hard on in the bunch. Not a woody to be had.

A couple of the bikers had awoken. They sipped beer and rekindled the fire. One of the biker mamas showed up with a box full of bacon and eggs and some potatoes. Breakfast was on the way.

Jason opened his eyes and looked around. He had the slightest of headaches, but nothing to be talked about, and that light headache, which waned quickly, was because of the other liquor he had imbibed, not because of the Golden Monkey and the way he had drunk it.

His first and only thought upon waking was: pussy.

He had to cum. He had to get his swollen rocks off. He had to fuck

If he had been placed in a yard with a tiger he wouldn’t have worried about getting mauled, he would have only been concerned with how he could lift that tiger’s tail and get a little.

A biker walked by with an armload of wood for the fire. “You’re awake.”

“I needa fuck,” Jason whispered.

The biker laughed, “I’ll bet you do.”

More people woke up, and Jason looked at them with an open, sexual hunger, and they all laughed. They all knew that Jason hadn’t cum all night. They could tell he was in a delirium of sexual want.

Jason’s friends and wife woke up. They stood staggered, drank lots of water to make up for the booze they had imbibed.

Ally sauntered over to Jason with a smile.

“How’s it going, Jason?”

Jason stared at her as if he didn’t even know her. And, in truth, he didn’t. All he knew was that there was a pussy in front of him and he wanted it.

Ally frowned. “Jason? Are you all right?”

He stared at her and mumbled, Fuck…fuck…fuck. Needa fuck!”

“Hey, girls? You want to help me here?”

But she didn’t need help, she needed to know that Jason wasn’t out of his mind.

But he was.

As Janet and Cindy bent down to look in his face they studied the lust on his features, listened to the way he chanted, “sex, sex, sex!” And they saw how he looked at them.

If a man had ever objectified a woman for sex…

“He’s sex crazy,” observed Janet.

“Will he return to normal?”

“When he squirts. Otherwise…” she shrugged her shoulders.

“Well, hell. Let’s get him out of that hole and I’ll fuck him.”

Cindy chuckled. “Technically, we should all fuck him.”

“Great, we’ll all fuck him. But help me get him out of the hole in the table first.”

Cindy and Janet thought it was funny, the way Jason lurched and drooled and begged for sex, but they bent down around Jason. Cindy pushed his cock from under, Ally worked his balls and penis, and Janet squirted lube around his cock.

“OWWW!” Jason howled.

They immediately stopped.

“Are you all right?”

“What happened!”

“Hurts…need to fuck.”

He was babbling, his eyes desperate and looking around frantically.

“Well, does it hurt? Or do you need to fuck?”

“Or do you need to fuck so bad it hurts?”

Jason just tried to hump the table, and little tears came from the corners of his eyes.

“Jeez,” he’s in a worse way than I thought,” remarked Cindy.

“Let’s try again.”

Again they tried to lift, to pull him out of the hole, but…”OWWW!”

They stopped and stared.

“What’s the matter, girls?” asked one of the bikers.

“We can’t get Jason out of the hole.”

The biker leaned down and examined Jason’s cock. He blinked. “Lift him a little.”

The girls did, but stopped when Jason started to yell.

The biker stood up, a wry look on his face.

“He’s not going to be standing up any time soon.”

“What?”

“Why not?”

“Because somebody stuck his dick in the hole with super glue.

A moment of shocked faces, stunned minds, broken up by Jason’s entreaties. “Please, suck me off?” he begged.

Other bikers came over, as did Tom and Jimmy.

“What’s wrong?”

“Fool superglued himself.”

Tom and Jimmy looked at each other and said nothing. They knew who it was, and they weren’t about to admit it.

“So what do we do?”

The bikers were pretty casual about it.

“You could leave him. A couple of blankets and some trail mix and he might make it through the winter.”

Some chuckled at the humor, but not Ally.

“He’s my husband! We’ve got to get him free.”

“Got a sawzall? He could—“

“You’re not going to cut my husband’s penis off!”

“Fuck me. fuck me. I’m fucked. Fuck me.” Jason chanted mindlessly, occasionally trying to move his dick in the hole.

“Jeez, lady, you got a bad imagination. I meant to cut the wood out  around the hole so he could be moved.”

“Oh, I thought you were going to…”

“Nah. A pecker is a useful thing.”

“Shame to waste a good pecker,” commented one of the biker mamas.

“His butt’s not too bad, either.”

“Enough,” cried out Ally. “Help me get him out!”

So the bikers sat down at the table, breakfast was served, and they talked about various methods.

“We could knock the table apart, then he’d only be stuck to one board.”

“I had a dog tried to run between two trees with a board in his mouth.”

“Ouch,” commented a burly fellow.

“What about the hole saw? Could we…”

“We could call somebody.”

“We’re in the park, man. Ain’t nobody coming up here.”

“Then we’re going to have to take him down there.”

“Fuck me…fuck me…” sobbed Jason.

They all nodded, and a consensus was being reached.

“So we’re going to have to move the whole table.”

They all turned and looked at the camper.

It was a Ford pick up with a big 1172 Lance camper. It was near twelve feet long and towered over the Ford.

In truth, it was too big for the truck, which was a 150.

And it was tall and unwieldy on the truck base.

But it was all they had.

“We need a flat bed,” murmured Tom.

“Ain’t got one, man.” Said a biker. “‘Sides, we can make this work.”

“How?” asked Ally, looking at the camper dubiously.

There were twenty bikers, and they were all big and beefy. They picked up the picnic table, with Jason on it, and walked towards the camper. And stopped with a clunk.

“Damn things chained to the ground!” mumbled one of the bikers.

That stopped them for a while, but they broke out hammers and smashed the chain till it broke.

“Why do they have a chain on a table, anyway?” asked someone. “It’s not like it’s going to walk away.”

“Shoplifters, man. They take anything that’s not nailed down.”

They all shook their heads sadly. The world was coming to a bad place.

But, bad place or not, they lifted the table again and sauntered over to the camper. Then they put the table down and looked up.

The top of the camper was over twelve feet high.

“Might be a problem here,” suggested one of the bikers.

Ally asked, “Can’t you get it up?”

“Oh, sure. But with the table on top, and Jason here, it’ll be around sixteen feet tall.”

“Seventeen,” offered somebody.

“So?”

“So he’s going to have trouble going under overpasses, into gas stations, that sort of stuff.”

That said, the bikers hooked up a hoist and hauled the picnic table to the top of the pick up and set it on top of the camper. They lashed it down with rope, and they were ready to go.

Ally was in the car behind the camper and she watched in horror as they rolled down the mountain side.

The road was cambered properly, but moving at a slow speed, the truck so tall, the whole thing leaned over.

“No!” screamed Ally.

But the truck managed to right itself and they headed for the next corner.

Corner after corner they took, the truck leaning one way then the other.

The bikers were on their motorcycles, and when it looked like the camper was going to tip over they made a large, ‘Whoa!’ sound.

Cars lined up behind them, but they weren’t interested in passing.

One look at the ass of Jason, tied to the picnic table, which was lashed to the camper, and everybody wanted to follow, and they were waiting for the truck to tip over.

On top of the thing Jason was not terrified.

He should have been, but he was horny. He wanted pussy. He put all fear out of his mind.

He went down the road, his ass in  the wind causing his dress to whip about, and kept yelling at anybody he saw: “I need pussy! Fuck me!”

It was fifty miles to the highway, and it wasn’t much of a highway. But just to get on that they ran into a big problem. To get onto the highway they had to go under an overpass and turn onto the ramp.

“Stop!” Yelled one of the bikers, his bull voice carrying in the light breeze.

The camper stopped.

The bikers crawled up on top of the thing and measured the distance from the ground to the highest point of Jason, which was his butt.

Sixteen feet and seven inches.

The height of the passover was sixteen feet and six inches.

Jason was an inch too tall to make it.

For a half hour the bikers and Jason’s friends discussed the problem.

“We could chop the legs off the table.”

But that wasn't a good idea. The table might fall apart, and they wanted it to stay together so it could be securely fastened to the camper.

“How about we try it, and stop if it looks like Jason’s going to get scraped off?”

So the camper crept forward, one inch at a time.

Bikers perched on top, measured Jason, pressed on his back, then one stood up and made a finger slash across his throat.

Back on the ground they gathered for another discussion. They were talking about various methods and some of the people from the cars behind them came up to see what the problem was.

Interestingly, they were all sympathetic to Jason’s position.

They were all standing, looking at the ground and frowning, when a father and his son came up.

After the situation was explained the kid said, “I know a joke.”

The father turned and said, “Get back to the car, Billy.”

His manner was gruff, and the bikers glanced at the father and didn’t like it. You don’t talk tough to kids around bikers.

“Tell us your joke, kid.”

So little Billy says…

“Once there was a guy who got a flat tire next to an insane asylum. He changed the tire and accidentally upset the hubcap holding the lug nuts. All five of them went down the drain and he groaned and wonder what he was going to do. He sat down on the curb and started sobbing.

“What’s the matter, mister?”

The man looked around, and there was an inmate standing at the fence.

“Oh, you wouldn’t understand.”

“Try me.”

So the man said, “I dropped five lug nuts down the drain. Now I can’t replace my tire.”

The insane guy says, “Why don’t you take a lug nut from each of your other tires? If you drive slow you can make it to the nearest gas station.”

The man jumped up and said, “Oh, my God! You’re right! How did you ever think of that?”

The inmate says, “I’m crazy, not stupid.”

The bikers standing around all started chuckling. Many of them had heard the joke before, but, hey, laughter was better than thinking about the problem of getting Jason under the overpass.

“Pretty good, kid. But—“

“Why don’t you let the air out of the tires?”

Everything stopped.

All the bikers stared at the kid.

“Holy…dirty word,” said the biker, “How’d you think of that?”

Then the biker stopped at the grin in the kid’s eyes.

“I know,” he laughed. “You’re young, not stupid.”

So the bikers let air out of the truck tires, crept under the overpass, and drove slowly down to the nearest gas station.             

At the gas station they managed to fill the tires, and everybody was gassing up, when a woman came up. “Hey, guys? I’ve been listening to a scanner. Somebody called the cops.”

Again, a big conference, but a fast one. Then the truck pulled behind the gas station. Five minutes later a half a dozen cop cars whizzed past on the freeway.

With a sigh of relief, Tom pulled the truck out and prepared to get back on the freeway, when a motorcycle cop came along.

Oh, the dirty words the bikers had to say.

The cop parked his bike and swaggered up to the procession. “Well, well. What do we have here?” He looked up at the top of the camper.

At that moment Jason let loose a giant fart. PHOOOT!

The cop shook his head. “I should ticket you for air pollution.”

The bikers were muttering sourly, and the cop said, “But before I do anything, I just have to get your side of the story.

So Ally came up and confessed that Jason was her husband, and that a party had gotten out of control. She explained about the super glue, and finished up with, “Please, we’ve had a terrible time. All these bikers have helped. All the cars behind us the people have been kind and helpful. Don’t give us a ticket.”

The cop heaved a sigh, then walked around the truck.

Atop the truck Jason was muttering. “I need a fuck. Please! Somebody! Give me a fuck!”

The cop turned to the group waiting for his decision.

“So, let me get this straight. You’re on a mission of mercy, taking this poor dumbass to get a table removed from his penis.”

Everybody looked at each other, then nodded and mumbled in the affirmative.

“Well, I’ve got a choice. I can give you the biggest ticket in the world. Endangering mankind, creating a disturbance, littering…I could write you up forever.”

Everybody waited.

“But we’d still have that idiot up there. So…maybe I better just put on the lights and siren and get you people out of here.”

The bikers all looked at each other and their jaws dropped. That a cop would do something nice was…was…unbelievable!

The procession started again, this time with official blessing, so to speak.

The cop took the lead position and turned on his lights. He didn’t bother with the siren because anybody could see this mess coming for miles.

Then he pulled out.

The truck wobbled out, nearly tipped, and straightened up.

The bikers followed like they were in a funeral procession.

Then honking cars, hundreds of them.

Slowly, they meandered down the highway.

To a hospital.

Doctors came out and looked at the situation.

Like the bikers, they were puzzled as to how to go about getting Jason free, but unlike the bikers, they had a lot of tools.

Including something to dissolve the super glue.

A nurse volunteered to get her hands dirty and she climbed up on the camper and slathered the dissolver around the hole, pushed her finger in as far as she could next to Jason’s cock, and everybody helped tug and pull on Jason.

Slowly, slowly, Jason started to come loose.

As he came loose Jason found that he could move more, and he began going up and down. His cock started to go in and out by fractions, and…it felt good.

Finally, he was going to get some relief.

“Hunh! Hunh!” He grunted and moaned as he took his pleasure from the table.

The nurse giggled and stroked his cock a bit. Another nurse came up and palpated his balls.

“Yeah! Yeah! Fuck! Gotta fuck!” Jason chanted loudly, and the crowd, all the bikers and the lookie loos, the cops and Jason’s friends, they all started to clap their hands in time to Jason’s efforts.

“Hunh! Hunh!”

“Yes! Yes!” cheered the crowd. Clap! Clap! Clap!

Then his cock started to move further and further. He was getting full strokes, and he was getting closer and closer!

“HUNH!”

Jason pulled loose with a jerk.

The crowd cheered, and Jason turned, faced the crowd, and began to squirt.

“Hunh! Hunh!” Semen spurted out of his purple cock with each grunt.

“Hunh! Hunh!” Long ropes shot over the crowd.

“Hunh! Hunh!” Splatters of goo struck the bikers and the the lookie loos.

“Hunh! Hunh!” The cop got a big glob of sperm right on his badge.

“Hunh! hunh!” His friends, standing close to the camper, were covered with goo.

Then he was done, and Ally looked around incredulously. “My God! He missed me!”

But Jason, dazed from his great expenditure, relieved by finally being able to empty his balls, reached down and shook his cock.

Splat! A big glob sailed through the air and hit Ally right in the face.

“Oh, yuck!” she said, wiping the stuff off with a finger. Then, curious, she licked her finger, and smiled.

Other people, properly doused with Jason’s seed were wiping the stuff off. People scraped semen off their clothes, wiped their faces, dragged their fingers through their hair.

And Jason, on top of the camper, sighed. He was no longer sex crazy.


Epilogue

Tom dropped Jason and Ally off at their house.

The bikers had pealed off, the lookie loos were gone, and now their friends were gone.

They walked into the house with their bags and dropped the bags on the floor.

They were tired, exhausted.

“I thought vacations were supposed to be restful,” said Ally.

“I guess not.”

They went to the kitchen and made a quick sandwich, then they headed for bed.

Jason needed help getting out of his women’s clothes, and cold creaming his face.

“So how did you like being a woman?”

“Honestly? Once I got over the shock of it, it was fun. Of course, the booze helped. Say, who thought up the beer in the butt trick?”

“I did. We used to drink like that in college, and…I just remembered it.”

“Well. Huh!”

“Why?”

“It worked so well, I got so drunk…that’s the only reason I was able to get through this thing.”

They were in bed now, laying quietly and waiting for sleep.

“So,” asked Jason, “When are we going on another camping trip?”

“Don’t you mean ‘when are we going to make you into a woman,  tie you to a table, fuck you and suck you, and stick a beer bottle up your ass?”

“Well,” he smiled softly in the darkness, “Yeah. I did kind of mean that.”

END
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The Pink Man!

Feminization works wonders for unruly men!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Ah, the pink man.

But every man is a little pink. The only real question is…how pink will they let themselves be?

Consider the case of Alan. He’s not a bad man, and maybe his wife is a bit strong willed, but it is the perfect relationship for pinking a man out.

But it’s not for everybody!

It’s only for those who can handle it.

Think deeply on that!

And…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“No! Please! No!” Alan begged.

“Sorry, honey.” Sara sighed and pushed him away.

Alan flopped out of her. He looked down and saw the semen dribble out of his cock. He hadn’t even gotten the first squirt out, and now he dribbled on the towel under her.

“Try not to drip on me.”

Alan sobbed with frustration. It was a perfect ruined orgasm. Just a grunt and a dribble, a couple of drops, and the rest of his loving didn’t even make it out of the end of his dingus.

Sara gave a smile as she slid out from under him and out of bed. She padded across the room towards the bathroom, and Alan stared at her perfect ass.

Sara was a rare beauty. She was five foot four, 120 pounds, with double Ds.

Her face was oval, her auburn hair flowed down her back, her eyes were magnetic blue.

She entered the bathroom and sat down on the throne.

Alan groaned. His hips were still jerking, but nothing was coming out. Two drops and he was done. It wasn’t fair!

He got out of bed and followed her to the bathroom. He was determined to have it out.

Alan was a slender fellow, the same height of his wife, and 140 pounds. He wore his dark hair long and he had chocolate eyes. He wasn’t a handsome man, he was a beautiful man.

“Sara, you’ve got to stop doing that.”

“What?” she asked innocently.

“Pushing me away just when I’m starting to cum.”

“Why? You get your squirt and I don’t get all messy.”

“Furthermore,” he argued past her statement, “I need it more than once a month.”

“But I don’t want to get pregnant.”

“We could do it a couple of more times before you have your period, and then you wouldn't get pregnant, and I could still have some fun!”

“Oh, it’s not fun?” She spoke firmly, with a bit of the deep freeze in her voice.

“Of course it’s fun! But It could be so much more fun! I get one or two drops and I’m still left with a full load, and a full load of frustration.”

She looked at him dourly. “I don’t want to get all messy.”

“I’ll wear a rubber.

“I don’t like artificial skin. I want the real thing. If I’m going to do it once a month I’m going to enjoy the real thing.”

“But we could do it more than once a month!”

“Alan,” her voice was direct and forceful. “We don’t have to do it once a month.”

“Then I’m going to masturbate.”

“Don’t you dare! That’s like cheating. We’re married now, and your semen shouldn’t be wasted. You should save it all for me.”

“Then let me give it all to you!” He was pleading, he was so desperate.”

She stood up and blotted. Actually, she hadn’t even had to tinkle, she just wanted to wipe the one drop of cum off her patch.

“Honey!”

But she walked past him, to the bed, and crawled in. She turned to him and said sweetly, “Now come here and I’ll play with you for a while.”

Alan couldn’t help himself. He was desperate. He wasn’t going to get to cum, but he always convinced himself that something would happen, that he would get relief, that she would over do stroking him or something and he would get a full squirt.

He walked to the bed and got in.

She faced him, kissed him passionately, and began stroking him.

“Oh, God!” he mumbled.

But God, if he was listening, only commanded her to play with his balls.

The next day he was up early. He was always up early the morning after they did it. He was always horny and ready to go.

She, on the other hand, slept in, and when she woke up she was languid and lazy. She stretched and sighed with satisfaction.

He went out to the kitchen and fixed breakfast for two reasons.

One, she liked breakfast in bed, and she felt she deserved it after tending to his sexual needs.

Two, he was so sexually desperate that he couldn’t help himself. He knew he should back off, do nothing, show his displeasure, but he was juste too horny. He couldn’t help himself.

While she woke slowly up and enjoyed the morning, he was moving quickly, cracking eggs, mixing orange juice, making pancakes.

And he thought: That’s the way she is. She’s been this way our whole marriage. I haven’t had a good, uninterrupted fuck in over three years. I need to get off. My nuts are blue, and they need to let go and shoot the juice.

He balanced a tray with all the food on it and headed for the bedroom. His cock bobbed along under the tray.

“Oh, goodie!” Sara smiled and sat up. The covers fell a bit and Alan had a first class view of her marvelous mounds falling over the fold of covers.

She seemed not to notice, but Alan sure did.

He couldn’t take his eyes off her, and his dick bounced hard.

Sara suppressed a giggle as she began eating. She could see the big hard on he was sporting.

He made a sound of frustration, but kept it low.

“Well, what shall we do today?” she asked as she sipped orange juice through her curvy lips.

Alan couldn’t keep his eyes off her mouth, her plump lips, the way her delicate tongue reached out and licked a bit of syrup.

Alan clenched his fist. He wanted to kiss her mouth.

She watched him, an expression of innocence on her face. She knew what she was doing to him, and she really enjoyed it.

“Weren’t you going to go shopping?”

“Oh, yes. I suppose I should. Were you going to come with me?”

“I really need to finish working on the computer.”

She nodded. “Yes, I suppose. Well, make me a list of anything you want…”

He nodded, and left the room to do that.

He spoke into his cell phone and made a list, and he knew what he was going to do.

He was going to jack off.

He couldn’t stand it anymore.

He had to get some relief.

He was so horny he wasn’t thinking clearly.

So he made the list, and he thought about spending an hour on the computer, surfing porn sites, getting hornier and hornier, and finally, SPLAT! He would hit the ceiling.

He grinned. He was so horny he might well hit the ceiling.

He imagined a big glob of semen sticking to the ceiling, Sara comes in to talk to him, and just as she opens her mouth the big glob falls. He says, ‘Look out!’

But it only makes her look up, and the glob hits her on the face. Semen right between the eyes. A big glob that slides down the side of her pert nose and into her mouth.

She is surprised, and mad at first, but then she tastes it, and everything changes. Now she wants to gobble him down every day and get a taste of that delicious stuff. She begs to blow him, and then she realizes that it’s fun to get fucked and have a big, gooey mess sliding out of her pussy.

‘Come here and lick me clean!’ she commands him, and he slides to his knees and—

“Where’s the list?”

Alan actually jumped. He was jerked right out of his daydream.

“What’s wrong with you? What’s that look on your face?”

“Nothing…I was…thinking.”

“Well, I’m leaving now. Where’s the list.”

He held up his cell phone and tapped the screen. “In your phone,” he grinned.

“You’re so clever,” she leaned forward and kissed him, and her hand inadvertently brushed his groin.

She felt his big dong, and she grabbed it and stroked it through his pants.

“You’re so virile. I love that about you.”

He groaned, then, just as he thought he might squirt, she let go, grabbed her keys and purse, and headed out the door.

Alan’s knees shook, he was so horny, so close. He almost fell to his knees, but as he heard the car start up he pulled himself together and headed for the computer room.

Alan worked quickly. He unzipped and pulled out his weenie and began stroking, even as he pulled up Porzo.

His eyes gazed over the categories. He scrolled and looked for the ones he wanted. Extreme, Hot Mom, Orgasm, Fisting, Perfect body,  MILFs—oh, God—MILFs!

He went down the pages and his eye picked out categories and hot thumbnails.

He clicked on occasional pics, watched short videos, and stroked, and stroked, and stroked.

Oh, he could have shot his load in a second. But he wanted to enjoy this. He took his time, he had an hour, at least, and he was going to get the max out of this. If he was going to break the rules and disobey his wife…he was going to get the most out of it.

Surprise, and he never knew what the surprise was going to be. A tranny? A guy who cums when the girl doesn’t want the guy to? What?

Strap ons. A lot Lesbos there.

Sissy. That was always fun.

And his penis, already rock hard and dripping, grew harder and dripped more.

“Oh, yeah!” he mumbled. Midgets, femdom, all tied up…yeah…

He clicked the keyboard and typed and came up with Hypnotube.

Yeah, this was the one. All those movies with stunning women, and then they turned out to have penises. And it was so hypnotic. Yes. This was the site that would get him off.

He watched, the tits and cocks and snatches floating in front of him.

He was lost in his own world, his hand was flying on his cock. Here it comes…here it…

“ALAN!”

He jerked, lost his grip, and a bid drop flew out and hit the center of the screen, right on a woman’s breasts…

He tried to recall the drop of sperm, he tried to press buttons and close windows.

“No, you don’t”

Sara reached past him and pressed his hand down. She reached over and took control of the mouse.

Alan was now officially terrified. His face was red and he wanted to shrink into a ball and roll away.

“So this is how you keep your word with me!”

“Nu…nu…no! I mean…yes…no!”

He didn’t know what he meant.

Sara moved the mouse. She was leaning against his shoulder, her sumptuous boobs pressing on him, and she let the video unfold.

“My God! You’re watching…COCKS!”

“No…there’s girls there!”

Sure, but there are cocks, too. those women have cocks! Are you gay, Alan?

“No!”

“Then why are you watching cocks? And these girls are sucking cocks. Are you learning how to suck cocks?”

“No! I didn’t know what this was! I was just looking around and…”

But she used the back button.

She went back through more Hypnotube videos, saw the videos telling the viewer that they wanted to suck cock and take it up the butt.

Then before Hypnotube, through the various categories on Porzo.

Sissies, BDSM, chastity.

Chastity. She froze on that category. She watched as sexy women locked their men up in chastity tubes. She listened to them telling how they were going to keep their men from cumming for years.

Then the women would fuck bulls. Big, black bulls. With big, black cocks.

And the women loved it.

Sara got a strange look in her eyes.

“So this is what you want?”

“No!” but he was begged out, reduced, unable to summon any real gusto.

She stepped back, spun his swivel chair so he was looking at her.

His cock had spit a big drop, but only a drop, and he was still rock hard, oozing precum, and his balls were big and red and so very, very full.

“I see how you love it when I deny you. I probably wouldn’t deny you so much, except that it’s fun, and it makes me horny, and…you seem to enjoy it so much.”

“I don’t!” he tried, weakly.

“You can say that after this? After I’ve seen what you look at when you’re jacking off?”

“But, I didn’t—“

“Well, Mister, I understand now, and we’re going to get to the bottom of this. Go ahead and jack off. Stroke your little weenie till it spits. It’s going to be the last time. Do you hear? I’m going to take control of your penis, and this is the last time you’ll cheat on me!”

She turned and stomped from the room, and Alan bent his head and gave a sob.

His dick was hard, like a rock, it stood up, but…he was crushed.

Later, Alan realized that he could have jacked off a couple of times. Sara was pissed, and she wasn’t about to touch him, and it took her several days to enact her plan.

He could have squirted a couple of times, and he should have, because on the fourth day after he had been caught playing with himself she lowered the boom.

“Alan! Could you come in here?”

She asked, but it was more like a command.

He walked into the living room and faced her.

“Oh, don’t look so hang dog,” she grinned for the first time since she had caught him petting the poodle. “I’ve got a little present here that should cheer you up.”

She had a box on the table. It was about six inches cubed, and it was open. On the table next to the box were the pieces of a chastity tube.

Alan stared at the ring and heaved a sigh.

He picked up the tube and gave another sigh.

“This isn’t going to fit.”

“Jack off, honey. You’re good at that. Go ahead and masturbate.”

He looked at her aghast. “I can’t just jack off!”

“Why not? You did it when I went to the store. It didn’t take you long then.”

“But this is different. I’m not horny!”

“Mr. Happy says otherwise.”

His cock was pushing out his trousers.

“Yeah, but…I don’t feel like it.”

“Nonsense. All men feel like it all the time. i know because I’ve been reading up on it. I’ve figured out all sorts of stuff the last few days, and one thing is that men are a never ending source of protein. Now…give. Put out. I want some semen on this coffee table or…or…”

“Or what?”

“Or I’ll give you a spanking!”

He stared at her.

“No!”

“Then start stroking.”
Alan didn’t want his wife to get physical. His father had abused his mother, and he would never go there, and he didn’t want his wife to go there.

He huffed, then unzipped and pulled out his dingus.

Sara watched him avidly. “You’ve got a nice penis,” she said. “How long is it?”

“Five inches,” he said.

“Hmm. Isn’t that kind of small?”

“It’s big enough for me!” he pouted.

She said nothing, just watched as he stroked.

“Do you need some lube?”

“It would help.”

“Then go get some. And come right back. I want to watch this.”

Alan went to the bathroom and got some lube. He poured some on his dick and continued stroking.

Sara leaned forward to watch the festivities.

Alan stroked and stroked, but, embarrassed, a little put off by being on display, he couldn’t make it happen.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” he snapped.

“Well, hurry up.”

He tried.

Nothing.

“Would you like me to play with your balls? I read that that can help.”

“Sure.”

Sara reached under and grabbed his balls in her hands. She rolled them around, squeezed them, palpated them.

Alan groaned. that did help. “Yeah,” he breathed out.

Sara looked up at his face and smiled.

Alan stroked, and got closer and closer.

He was right near the edge when Sara remembered one of the things she had read about sex. Playing with a man’s pucker could really be exciting. And considering the kinds of things that Alan watched on the internet…just as he reached a peak she pushed her finger up his anus.

“AHHH!”

He jerked and twitched and his semen shot out. A big, fat rope, and it splattered onto Sara’s face.

She jerked back, pulled her finger out of him so quick his butthole actually made a popping sound.

“Yewww!” She wiped her face.

His cock kept spurting and sperm squirted all over her face and even her hair. She was disgusted with how much cum he had. Honestly!

Interestingly, some of it got into her mouth, and while it didn’t taste bad, actually tasted good, she was in the mode of rejection and disgust.

She spit it out and looked up at Alan.

“Yuck!”

“I’m sorry!” But he wasn’t. For the first time in years he was satisfied, even happy.

But she was pissed. How dare he squirt his gism in her face!

She put the ring over his package, the tube on the cock, and locked them together with a padlock.

CLICK!

Such a small lock, such a loud sound.

Alan looked down at his cock. It was locked up. Crap.

Slowly, a smile crept out on Sara’s face.

She had done it.

She had chastised him.

She owned his cock.

Badda bing!

Alan looked up at Sara.

She smiled. “Now you won’t be so silly.”

“It’s not silly to want to have sex.”

“It is if you want it all the time. I mean, really, Alan, don’t you have better things to do than pander to your little hot dog?”

Alan was near to tears, but all he could do was mutter, “It’s not a hot dog.”

The days passed, and if she thought Alan was too obsessed with sex before, it was nothing like now.

Now his penis was constantly trying to get hard. Not a minute passed without his little worm squirming, and his balls started to fill up.

Yes, he had had one full bodied orgasm, but now he grew even more desperate.

That first night, while getting ready for bed he had asked her, “So when are we going to take this thing off so we can…you know?”

“I don’t know, Alan. I’m very upset, you know. You had your orgasm, and you actually got it all over me.”

“I didn’t mean to,” he whined.

“Doesn’t matter. You’re going to have to be more responsible. You don’t find me getting semen all over the place.”

“But that’s because you don’t…” he was confused.

“But that’s okay,” she stated. “I’ll at least play with you. You can have some play time so you don’t go crazy.”

She didn’t think about the fact that depriving him would actually cause him to go more crazy!

In bed she loved to cuddle, and now she loved to cuddle even more. After all, now there was no danger of getting his goo all over her.

So she spooned him and reached around and played with his cage and his balls.

And she faced him and kissed him for hours, and held him, and giggled at the funny sounds he made.

Alan would have complained, but it is a truth of the universe that, no matter how blue his balls will be, a man will never complain about having his package played with.

He suffered, and whined, and got hornier and hornier.

And things were coming to a breaking point.

He was in the grocery store with Sara. They were doing a little shopping and Alan was looking at the donuts, thinking about how the holes looked like…something he would like…to put his dick in.

This was something that was on his mind all the time. He couldn’t look at anything without thinking of sex.

A box of Fruit Loops and he would hold the box and think: This is a box! A box is like a pussy. I used to put my dick in a pussy. I sure wish I could put my dick in this box.

Or he would hold a can of beer, and think about how he was holding a round shaft, like he used to hold his cock, and…wouldn’t it be nice to hold his cock and put it in an ice…box!

Or, he would put a fork into mashed potatoes and think about how he was ‘penetrating’ something, like he used to penetrate his wife’s pussy with his cock.

Every day was an adventure in pussy obsessed thought, and they were now standing in the grocery store, and they moved from the donuts to the fruits and veggies, and he was looking at the cucumber in his wife’s hand and dreaming of when she used to hold his cock like that and wouldn’t it be wonderful to slide his big cucumber up her…”Unh!”

He grunted without thinking, it just burst out of him. He felt a white hot feeling in his groin.

Sara looked at him. “Are you okay?”

“Unh…yeah…unh…”

He looked down at his groin. He was cumming. It wasn’t an orgasm, it was just a sharp pain and he leaked and…and the front of his pants turned wet.

Sara stared down at his crotch. “What are…oh, my God! You’re cumming!”

Unfortunately, she said it too loudly, and several people turned and stared, and laughed when they saw the wet spot Alan’s pants growing darker and larger.

A couple of guys grinned and laughed.

A young woman looked at his groin blankly.

An older woman said, “Well! You could at least wait until…”

But Alan didn’t hear the rest of what she said. He was too busy running for the exit.

He headed across the parking lot, near sobbing, more embarrassed than he had ever been in his life.

He had actually cum in his pants!

The car was parked in the corner of the lot, and he stood next to it, hidden by shadows and trees and felt thoroughly messed. His groin was sopping, and he felt so badly.

He looked into the rear seat. His wife had bought some lingerie, among which was a package of panties.

Panties.

And he had to change out of his wet BVDs. He had to.

He opened the door and reached into the back seat and picked up a package of panties. He ripped it open and took out a pair.

Looking around, hidden by the car, he stripped off his pants and underwear. He wiped down his cock cage with the rear part of his underwear, then tossed them into the bushes and stepped into her panties.

He snugged them up, and since he had no boner, they actually felt pretty good.

Oh, they weren’t quite wide enough in the crotch, but…they worked. If he just had a little more crotch they would have felt better than his regular underwear.

He wiped the goo off the inside of his trousers and pulled them on.

Okay. Not great, but better. At least he wasn’t a walking, squishing mess.

He stood next to the car, and the weird thing…he was still horny. More horny, in fact.

Having shot his load—well, leaked it out—he thought he should be empty.

But it was like while his body was empty, his mind wasn’t. His mind still wanted the bump and grind of good sex. So…he was hornier than before he had squirted. Leaked.

Fifteen minutes later Sara pushed a full cart across the parking lot, and she wasn’t happy.

“You left me in there!” she accused, as he put the groceries in the trunk.

“But I had to get out of there! Everybody saw me!”

“Yes, they did, and I have never been so embarrassed, having sex in public like that. Can’t you control yourself? What were you thinking?”

“I wasn’t! It just happened!”

“What do you mean it just happened?”

Alan was beside himself. “I don’t know. I just…it just started leaking out!”

“Did you get all of it out?”

“What?”

“Did you get all of your sperm out? Did you —what do they call it—shoot your load?”

“I don’t know. I mean, there was a lot of it, but…I don’t know how much is supposed to come out in a situation like that.”

“Well, however much it is, I hope it was worth it.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, Mr. Cum in your Pants, that now that you’ve behaved so disgustingly, and now that you’ve had your sex—without me, I might add—we don’t have to have it for a while.”

“But…but…but I haven’t…we haven’t had sex for a while!”

“Yes, I’ve been thinking about that. Since you feel that it’s okay to cum in your pants I shouldn’t be deprived.”

“Good. Unlock me and—“

She was shaking her head in the negative. “No. You can use your mouth, or your fingers. Besides, you need some time to build up your juices. You must be pretty empty now.

“But, honey…I—“

“What’s this?” She interrupted him and picked up the empty packaging that had once held her brand new panties.

“It’s…your panties came in that.”

“I figured that out. But where are the panties? What is this doing empty?”

“I had to…I was so messy that I had to—“

“You put my panties on?” Her face took on a shocked look. “You’re wearing my panties? Now?”

Oh, Lord, new depths of embarrassment.

“I had to!” he whined. “My own underwear was all wet!”

She sniffed. “So you couldn’t be in a wet spot. I sleep on a wet spot all the time, every time you squirt your load in me.”

He wanted to complain, she hadn’t slept in a wet spot for years, she always pushed him off and there would only be a wet ‘drop,’ if that. But she was pissed and working up a head of steam.

“Honestly! You’re the most selfish person…you want sex all the time, and you don’t care about my needs. Well, that is changing, buster. From here on out you’re going to be servicing me every night. You’re going to get me off and…”

Alan listened, but his mind was actually shutting down. He was still horny. His dick was trying to get hard again, and…and then he noticed that she had stopped and was staring at him.

“What?” he asked.

“I just figured it out.”

“Figured what out!?”

“You’re a…what do they call them? A transvestite! You like to wear my panties…you like to wear women’s clothes!”

“No! I just didn't want to sit in my cum soaked panties all—“

“See? you’re even referring to your underwear as panties…women’s wear. Dainty underthings!”

“No! I said panties because I have some on! It was just a slip.”

“You want to wear a slip?”

“No!”

There voices were rising now, and people in the parking lot were glancing over at them. One couple had been in the fruit section and they were staring and chuckling.

That’s the man who came in his pants!

“I don’t want to wear your slip or your bra or your panties or anything! I just want to go home and clean myself up!”

Small tears were forming at the corner of his eyes, and this didn’t go unnoticed.

“Are you crying?”

“No!” he sobbed.

“You are.” Suddenly her voice softened and she stepped closer to him.

“I’m sorry, Alan. All these years, and I didn’t understand.”

“Didn’t understand what?”

“You’re a soft man. You’re what they call a ‘pink man.’ You have special needs. You have to be taken care of, and…I understand now.”

“Honey…can’t we just go home and stop talking about this?”

“Of course we can,” she patted his arm reassuringly. “I understand now, and I’ll take care of you.”

He wanted to yell that he didn’t need to be taken care of, but the argument was winding down, and though she was talking funny, he didn’t want to risk starting it up again.

“Now get in the car. And pick up that empty panty package. I’ll drive.”

He picked up the package, then stared at her. She’d drive? But he always drove!

But he had no choice. She was already getting into the driver’s seat.

So he held the bit of trash and got into the passenger side and she drove.

It was the beginning of the end of him as a manly man.


Part Two

“Honey? Where’s my underwear?”

He looked through his drawer and only found panties. The new panties that she had bought. And…and…bras!

“Right where they always are,” she called from the kitchen.

He heard the sound of the juicer start up and knew she couldn’t hear him. He sighed and picked out one of the pairs of panties. It was stretchy, red and shiny, and it had a little row of tiny, pink ribbons around the waistband.

Oh, sweet heysoos, he thought.

He stepped into the panties and pulled them up tight.

They were, as he had noticed the night before, actually comfortable. They hugged his buns, were light and sexy smooth, and he just needed a little more material in the crotch.

But, the real joy, he noticed, was that there was a bit of extra padding in the crotch. He needed the extra padding. His peeny was struggling again, and the extra padding would help if he had another accident.

“Isn’t that cute?”

He spun and found Sara standing at the door, watching him.

“Where’s my regular underwear?”

“I threw that old stuff out.”

She was holding a glass of green goop and she crossed the room and handed it to him.

“What’s this?”

“A newer, healthier lifestyle. Now that I know what you need…I’m going to help.”

“I need men’s underwear.”

She just smiled, patted his cheek and said, “Drink up. It’s good for you.”

It might have been good for him, but it wasn’t the tastiest thing in the cupboard.

But his mother had trained him to always eat what was before him, so he drank the potion down and controlled his desire to make faces.

“There you go. Now, about the bra…”

“No!”

“But you need support.”

“Support for something I don’t have.”

“Not yet, but girls always need training bras. You don’t want to grow up and be all saggy and stuff, do you?”

“Grow up? Saggy? I don’t have anything to sag!”

“Relax, honey. You never know when you will,” and she smiled enigmatically.

He finished dressing, glad that she hadn’t bought him pink socks or something, and went into the kitchen.

A big bowl of fruit and a glass of milk.”

“What’s this? Where’s my bacon and eggs?”

“You don’t need all that fatty stuff. You have to watch your weight now.”

“Now? What do you mean now?”

“We have to take care of your girlish figure.”

She looked down at his body, held up his arms, and blurted, “Girlish figure? I don’t…”

“Eat your breakfast, dear.”

He grumbled, and kept grumbling, but he was hungry, and fruit was food, so he ate.

“You really should stop your complaining,” Sara observed. “It’s not ladylike.”

He stood up, spilling a few berries from his bowl. “Ladylike? Ladylike?”

“Honestly, honey. If you don’t control yourself that I’m going to have to get out the switch.”

He blinked, and shook his head.

What had happened to his happy, carefree life?

That night he had a salad and another of those green shakes, and pills.

By the time he went to bed he was starving. But he was also horny, so he lay and was played with, and when she told him to lick her pussy until she came….he did.

Really, his life was out of control and he had no choice.

Days passed, and no changes were noted. Weeks passed, and he was losing weight.

He hadn’t been overly heavy before. In fact, he had been rather slender, but now he was positively skinny. Except for his chest. For some weird reason his pectorals were getting bigger.

Months passed, and Sara and he were in bed, her holding his package, him having just gotten her off.

He felt like he was going to have another involuntary ejaculation episode, and she suddenly cupped his pectoral.

“Honey, I know that you don’t want to, but you really need to.”

“Need to what?”

“Need to wear a bra.”

“No!” he blurted quickly.

But the proof was in the pudding, or, rather, on his chest.

She squeezed the mound of flesh and said, “If you don’t wear one you’ll sag. You’ll get stretch marks.”

He got up and looked at himself in the mirror.

It was true. He had been trying to deny it, even avoid mirrors, but, now, he had to admit it.

His body was changing.

“But I don’t understand!” He sounded hopeless.

“People go through these things. It’s just your time of life. Now, let’s try on one of those bras.”

He didn’t want to. He had resisted so much, but…he had to.

He took a bra out of the drawer and held it up.

“That’s a good one. I think I might have to get bigger cups for you. You really should have been in training for a while.”

He went to the bed and she showed him how to fasten it around his waist, spin it around and lift it up and slip his arms under the straps.

And, like the panties had first felt, it felt…comfortable.

The truth of the matter was that he was sagging. Now that he wasn’t, he could admit that he had been.

She adjusted the straps, cupped one of his ‘boobs,’ and smiled.

“That is so pretty.”

He looked down. The training bra was supposed to be flat, and he thought it would help him stay flat. But bras are what they are, and it emphasized his burgeoning shape and actually made him stand out a little bit.

Sara bit her lip, felt both his ‘tits’ with her hands, and whispered, “You know, honey…”

“What?” he was distracted, looking down, and, oddly, his cock was going super wild int he cage.

“I know you just got me off, but…”

He looked up at her and saw the gleam in her eyes.

“Oh, no,” he whispered.

But she grabbed him and dragged him back to bed.

As the months passed Alan’s boobs grew bigger and bigger. He went from an A cup to a B cup to a C cup, and now she was helping him put on a D cup.

“I wish you could have grown your boobs over night. It’s expensive to buy all these different bras.”

Alan looked at himself in the mirror. His body was slender, and the boobs on his chest made him look…feminine.

Real feminine.

And it didn’t help that Sara had refused to give him a haircut.

His hair was getting rather shaggy, and she was hinting that she might be willing to style it for him.

“Style it?”

“But it’s so…raggy. You need to take care of your appearance.”

“How about a buzz cut?”

“How about getting me off?”

Her sexual tastes were expanding. Seeing him with such a female body, watching him drip—he had had another ‘involuntary’ episode, this one at a gas station while filling up the tank—she was experiencing more sexual feelings than she ever had.

In fact, she was sort of sorry that he had decided to be a pink man. She could use a little dick now. In fact, she could use a lot of dick!

But he seemed to love his chastity, at least he had stopped complaining, and he was taking to the lingerie wonderfully. It was obvious that this is what he wanted…and needed.

“How about getting me off?” he countered.

“Oh, honey, you know better than that. Except for your occasional squirts, which I wish you could control, you’re doing so well.”

“Doing well?” he glanced at her, a desperation in his eyes.

“Absolutely. Your body is really shaping up, your face is softer, and…we really need to do something about your hair. In fact…come with me.”

She took his hand and led him to the patio.

It was a fine day, the sun shining, and she took a brush, a squirt bottle, scissors, and began snipping him.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m stylin’, baby,” she quipped with a grin.

“Wait a minu—“

He had started to get up but she had placed a hand on his shoulder and pushed him down.

Which was surprising. He was usually stronger than her. But she had pressed him down and…she felt like she was stronger than him.

Which was silly. She couldn’t be stronger than him!

Of course, he had lost so much weight recently, and that meant muscle mass…but, no. It must have been the fact that she caught him at a bad angle.

And she circled him, snipping and brushing, spraying and twisting the brush in odd ways.

Then she was done.

He stood up, turned, and saw himself in the reflection in the patio window.

His jaw dropped.

She had given him a bubble cut, a girl’s haircut, and…and he looked like a girl!

His face was really soft looking now, and…and very feminine.

“What did you do?” he whispered, touching his hair gently, afraid to touch it, the way it curled under and…and…

“Isn’t it beautiful? And it fits your body.”

And, Alan had to admit it, it did.

He had curves in the chest, and they were actually accentuated by the curves of his new ‘hair do!’

“But I can’t…people will laugh…you can’t…”

But it was her that chuckled. “Oh, honey, people have been appreciating you as a girl for some time now. Now you’ll just be a prettier girl. You won’t look like a tomboy.”

“What?”

“Don’t you remember when we went into the store the other night? And that kind gentleman opened the door for you?”

“Yeah, but that was…he was…”

“He was opening the door for a pretty girl.”

“I’m not a pretty girl!”

“No. you’re more a beautiful girl. Maybe even a beautiful woman, if you could stop your whining!”

“I’m not whining!” he whined.

She patted his cheek and whispered into his ear. “I think you need some make up.”

He was stunned speechless. Make up? Not on your fucking life!

But he was changing.

Before he wore make up, however, there were a couple more things he needed to do.

“Honey, it is downright ridiculous for you to wear panties and a bra with no nylons.”

In a way, Alan didn’t want to hear that. In a way…he did.

The panties and the bra were comfortable, and they made him horny, and something was happening to him.

He wasn’t exactly getting not horny, but he was changing the flavor of his horniness.

His penis wasn’t trying as hard to get hard. And the sharp, hot urge to fuck anything had transformed into a subtle heat that drove him.

He didn't understand it, but, like everything else, it was feeling good, so he didn’t complain.

“Do you really think so?” he answered, hoping that she did.

“I do. But first, let’s get some Nair on your body and really clean you up.”

He took off his clothes, and she stared at his chastity tube.

It wasn’t wiggling, which she noticed, but…it was so hairy, and the tube would get in the way of smearing Nair all over him.

She produced the key and unlocked him.

He was all grins, but…they weren’t full hearted grins.

He was glad to get it off, but his cock didn’t spring up like a cock that had been deprived for six months.

“Hunh,” Sara muttered, “doesn’t look too glad to see me.”

“Oh, he’s glad,” Alan reassured her.

But was it?

His cock just hung there, and it looked awfully small. Like it had shrunk.

He began to play with it, something that Sara normally would have objected to, but now she was interested. How big would his cock grow?

Not that big.

It got hard, and it lasted for a few minutes, but it was only four inches long, when it used to be seven.

“Wow,” he said.

Part of him was hurt, but part him actually exulted!

He was used to having no cock.

He was used to it being pushed back out of the way.

And this would make the hiding of his peeny even easier.

“Well,” remarked Sara philosophically, “it does fit your new body type.”

She smeared Nair on his body, rubbed it on the groin, under the arms, even his crack.

“What new body type?”

“You know, a more feminine look.”

He frowned. There was still some masculinity in him, and that masculinity was objecting.

But he did have a better looking body.

Then Sara lifted up his cock, which was half hard, only three inches, and said, “It wasn’t supposed to do that.”

“What wasn’t?”

But Sara only shook her head and smiled sadly.

The nylons went on easily, and now he looked truly feminine. Especially in lingerie.

His legs were long and sleek. His boobs were large, his waist was tiny, and his hair was getting longer every day. The bubble cut was now down almost to his shoulders, and she was going to have to restyle it pretty soon.

“But,” she observed, “You’re not going to be able to wear high heels like that.”

“Like what?”

“Like with your ugly toes.”

“My toes aren’t ugly!”

“Oh, they are.”

Alan was nonplussed. He didn’t want to have ugly toes, but he sort of knew where this was going.

So he sort of said, “How do I make them not ugly?”

Sara smiled.

They went into the dining room and she prepared his nails. She trimmed and sanded and got them all ready for the paint.

“What color do you want?” she asked.

Alan was mesmerized by what was happening to his feet. “Red,” he gasped.

She chose a bright red, very slick looking, and she carefully stroked from cuticle to tip. A few strokes on each toe and his feet were transformed.

She coated them with a lacquer. “This will protect them. And…”

“And what?”

“And while we’re doing your toes…”

In a way, this was the make or break point for Alan. If he had his fingers done he couldn’t pretend he was a male when he went out. Bundling up in thick shirts and trying to hide his growing boobs wouldn’t work if his mitts had claws.

But…should he?

His mind entered a quagmire, and Sara watched him for a second, then just took over.

She placed his hand on the table and began prepping it.

A dozen times Alan started to say something, to object, to say no, but…he watched as she glued nail after nail onto his digits.

When she was done he had bright red nails that extended three quarters of an inch.

He stared at them, and she stared at him.

He was beautiful, and she had spent months feeding him hormones so he could be a girl, be the girl she knew he wanted to be. Now she was in a hurry. Now he had the bod, she wanted to decorate it.

“Wow,” he said.

“Stay here,” she whispered, patting his hand and kissing him lightly on the mouth.

He stayed. He was frozen. He couldn’t move, and she brought back her make up kit.

He almost said something when she put the sponges to his face, then he just sat there and felt the sexual sensation of having his pores cleansed.

She was close to him now, they were sharing the same air, and he watched her face as she focused on the make up.

“I love you,” he said.

“I know. She prepared his face, then added blush and started working on his eyes. She used a pencil, lengthened his lashes, and his eyes became diamonds of sparkling beauty.

They were inches apart when she painted his lips. She touched the line of his mouth with a fingernail, making sure all the lipstick was perfectly applied.

She leaned back. She nodded. He stood up and, with a glance at her, went to the mirror.

He was changed. ‘He’ wasn’t there any more. ‘He’ was a ‘she.’

She stared at her face, her new persona. She moved her lips and watched as whole realms of motion and emotion opened up.

She wanted to cry, but Sara came up next to her and stopped her.

She was so happy.

They lived like two Lesbians.

Heck, there is argument that if a man transitions into a woman, and still loves women, isn’t he a Lesbian?

And it’s a pretty darned, good argument.

They shared duties, cleaning the house together, fixing dinners, and she showed him how to take care of himself as a woman.

His boners were rare and weak, but that didn’t matter. He was experiencing a golden existence, and he loved it.

They went to the mall together and shopped. He learned about fashion, and coordinating outfits, and other female interests.

They shared clothes and played with make up, and it was truly the best time of his life.

But, as one goes up only to come down, and goes down only to come up, the good times came to a burp.

Not a stop, they were actually too happy for that.

But a glitch. A situation they couldn’t overcome by the normal means.

“I’m a woman now, and I want sex.”

Sara frowned.

“You get all the sex you want. I love you every night.”

And she loved his mouth. But she was used to denying him. Could she still deny him now that he was a woman?

She didn’t think so.

After all, men, when they get denied, are funny. They get all hot and steamed and say and do stupid things.

Women, however, turn into nags.

His male reticence was being replaced by a sharp tongue.

So Sara had a problem to solve. And it was a meaty problem. How do you get a woman with a penis off when the penis is limp?

They discussed it, and Sara was finally forced to admit something.

“Why can’t I just take viagra, or Cialis, or something, and we use my dick for a while.”

“We can’t,” said Sara.

“Why not?”

“Because you already have a bunch of female hormones in you, and I don’t know about mixing drugs like that.”

He stared at her.

“I have hormones in me?”

She was tired of having a little secret.

“Of course you do. How do you think you came by those world class boobies?”

“But…”

“Every morning and evening I give you the green shake. It’s got female friendly, estrogen rich foods in it. Soy, peaches, berries, those sorts of things.”

“But…I didn’t know!”

“Why should you? You like being a girl, it’s what you wanted. Why shouldn’t I help you be what you wanted?”

“But…I didn’t want to be a girl!”

“I don’t hear you complaining.”

That was actually a rough moment for Alan. Yes, he liked being a girl, but…he hadn’t made conscious choice.

And a person should always have choice when it comes to things like changing their sex.

Still, he didn’t yell or scream. What good would it have done? He was changed, no arguing about that, and…he could always change back. His dick might even grow back.

But did he care?

When he had a dick that worked he was a man obsessed. He was a pussy hound, and all he thought about was getting his dick satisfied.

Now, while sex was still important, it wasn’t that important.

While these thoughts rushed through his head Sara had continued explaining what she had done.

“I also ground up some birth control pills and put them into your morning and evening smoothies. There’s lots of hormones in birth control pills, but I really didn’t expect them to stop your dick from working.”

She sighed.

“You know, I wouldn’t mind a good dicking now and then.”

“You and me both,” mumbled Alan.

Sara looked at him. “What?”

“I would mind dicking you.”

“No…no! You said you wouldn’t mind a good dicking. That’s the way a woman talks when she wanted to get fucked.”

“I wouldn’t mind getting fucked.”

“Like a woman?”

Now he stopped. He blinked. Like a woman?

“Like a woman?” he asked.

“Yes.”

And sex, just like his body, transformed.

He had been thinking like a man, but now he was a woman, and he wanted sex not like a man, but like a woman.

Or did he?

Sara was getting excited.

“We can buy a strap on and fuck each other. We can try out all the various penises. We can explore colors and shapes. We can go vibrators. Oh, honey, this is going to be so much fun!

He was suddenly full of doubt.

“You want me to take a penis up my…”

“Up your back end. Hershey alley. I can be a fudge packer and…”

She went on and on and he thought about his asshole.

Poop went out of the asshole. Nothing went in. Nothing went in. Well, except for doctor’s fingers, like when he had an examination and the doctor had snapped on some gloves and gone exploring.

Lord, that had felt good, and he had gotten such a boner!

He wasn’t getting a boner now, of course, but he was getting warm. He was feeling hot down there, and his asshole felt sexually itchy.

“We can start out gentle, a little lube and a small butt plug or something. Then, as you get used to it, we can move on up. I’ve heard that people can take a whole fist up their little butts. Wouldn’t you love that? My hand, my arm, isn’t that big. I could probably fist you. Oh, I can just see it, you lying and squirming and crying out for pleasure…”

He thought: gay people do it, but now that he was a woman he wouldn’t be gay. Maybe a Lesbian, but that was okay. In his mind being a Lesbian was better than being homosexual.

Although there was some confusion in that thought.

But he had seen people take it up the poo poo on the net. Women seemed to love it, maybe even better than regular, vaginal sex. Heck, one of his favorite porns involved lesbians fisting lesbians.

“We could even get some things to tie each other up. We’ve got posters on the bed, wouldn’t it be fun to tie each other up and do what we want? We could make fantasies and write them down on slips of paper, then draw slips out of a hat and…”

“Okay.”

“…and we could get furniture. You know, special benches of spankings and bondage and…what?”

“I said okay.”

Sara leaped on him, hugged him, kissed him grabbed his breasts and savaged him with her mouth.

“Oh, honey, you’ve made me the happiest woman in the world.”

“The happiest Lesbian,” he said.

She blinked, then said, “I guess you’re right. We’re still man and wife, but we’re more, too.”

Alan nodded.

They spent a week exploring the net, asking questions, reading chat rooms, trying to find out everything they could.

The rules were simple. Be gentle. No sharp objects. Stop when it hurts. Use lots of lube. Be aware of what you’re doing. Things like that.

So they chose the following Saturday night for the big experiment.

They discussed dildos until they were blue in the face, and settled on a half a dozen to start with.

Then, on Saturday, they spent all day getting themselves ready.

They Naired and used creams and powders. They wore their best lingerie, and that was all. They gave themselves complete make overs.

When night time rolled around they were gorgeous, beautiful, and ready.

The excitement they were feeling was palpable in the very air.

They ate a light meal, feeding each other, then poured a couple of drinks.

Not a lot, they didn’t want to get drunk, they just wanted to be golden high.

About nine o’clock, after a night of smooching and teasing, they decided they were ready. They adjourned to the bedroom.

They stared at their bed, and Sara put on her strap on.

“You’re going to do me first?”

“I can’t wait,” Sara admitted.

He nodded. The butterflies in his stomach soared and felt like bald eagles doing belly rolls.

He watched as she adjusted some straps and got her penis in perfect position.

She tossed a pillow onto the floor and grinned. “Okay, honey, you know what to do.”

Alan sucked his first cock, and his mind was in a state of wonder.

The cock wasn’t big, only six inches. They wanted to approach this on a gradient. Save the biggies for later, when they knew what they were doing.

He marveled as he felt the smooth surface slide against his red lips. It felt so good, so sexual, and it was so exciting.

Her dick had a set of balls, and he licked them, and squeezed them, and licked around the head of here cock.

“God,” she said. “It’s like I can almost feel your mouth.”

She lifted him to his feet and moved him towards the bed.

“All right, honey.”

He giggled and climbed up on the bed.

She placed a couple of pillows under him and made his butt stick up in the air.

Gently, very gently, she lubricated him.

He groaned as her finger went around and around, then in and out. It felt so good. Every nerve was happy, wanting more.

Then she moved up over him and put the tip of her penis to his hole.

He looked back up at her. Fear and desire. Love and lust.

She began moving the tip gently, pushing, then moving back, pushing, then moving back.

Slowly, his hole began to stretch to accommodate her thrusts.

He felt the exact moment his asshole was relaxed enough, and her deep enough, that she suddenly, in spite of her caution, slipped past his rectal ring and plummeted to the base.

“Oh, he gasped, and he suddenly understood things about being a woman that, without this, he never would have.

He understood how to give way, to submit, and the deep joy that went with that.

He felt the wonder of being owned, and he knew he could never go back.

And Sara began moving in and out, in harmony with his moans and gasps.

They lived as lesbians.

They took turns wearing the strap on, and even fisting.

They explored sex as they never would have as a hetero couple.

Eventually, Alan went to a doctor and was prescribed certain hormones. These were better than just birth control pills, and he became even more feminine, his breasts grew, and his penis shrunk.

And, he finally had his penis removed.

There wasn’t much point in keeping it.

And they were very happy.

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


Feminized by the Sybian Club!

He caught his wife,

or did she catch him!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

I love pink.

Pink is the new black.

So many men are learning that softer is better, that sometimes submitting is the way to survive, and to thrive.

In this story we have a wonderful man stuck in ‘man-ness.’

It isn’t bad, but when the world changes he had to change with it, and, man, that is tough!

Have you tried on pink lately?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Honey, I know what I want for my birthday.” Lacy stood in the doorway of the computer room. She was a blonde with the most incredible blue eyes. Her blonde hair fell on her shoulders like a splashing waterfall, and her breasts were perky, upthrust, and large.

Jack swiveled his chair to look at her. And bonered up. He always had a boner when he looked at her.

Jack was wearing shorts and a sweat shirt with the logo, ‘Eat, die and shit.’ A clever twist in bad taste about a saying that was in bad taste.

For his bad taste he was a handsome fellow. But then, he had to be to catch a babe like Lacy. The corners of his mouth turned up and he made a mental note to go to bed tonight.

“And what does my little snookums want for her birthday?”

“I can’t tell you.”

That stopped him.

“What? What do you mean you can’t tell me?”

“I can’t.”

“How am I supposed to get it for you then, this mysterious present that is known only to you?”

His brow was furrowed and his head tilted slightly to the side.

“I don’t know.” She turned and walked out of the room.

“Whoa, whoa, whoa!” Jack chanted as he leaped from his chair and ran after her. “You can’t drop something like that on me and just run for it!”

He caught her at the kitchen door and grabbed her upper arm.

She turned, and now he could see that she was really embarrassed.

“Hey? What gives? What are you all embarrassed for?”

“It’s…nothing. Forget I brought it up. It’s still a month before my birthday, anyway.”

“I can’t forget what you haven't told me until you tell me, right?”

She blinked at his convoluted logic.

“Well, I changed my mind. I don’t want what I wanted back when I wanted something.”

“But you must have wanted something before it became nothing that we can talk about.”

Now they were both getting confused.

Jack took advantage of the moment. “Okay. Sit down at the table.”

He guided her to the breakfast table.

He headed for the liquor cabinet. Bourbon was always good for loosening tongues.

He brought down a bottle of Whistlepig and grabbed two glasses. He held the glasses under the ice dispenser in the door of the refrigerator and waited for the clinking clunking to stop. Then he filled each glass half way with bourbon.

He opened a couple of cans of Coke and looked at the glasses.

“I always ask myself, at times like these, whether the glass is half full or half empty.”

He looked at his wife and said, “Or am I half drunk or half sober.”

She smiled, wanly, and he quickly poured a bit of Coke into one of the glasses and handed it to her.

“Come on, honey. It can’t be that bad!”

He topped off his own glass with Coke and sat across from her.

She was biting her lip and looking nervous.

“Come on, out with it.”

“Sorry. I never should have brought it up. It was stupid, anyway.”

“”What was stupid?”

“Nothing.”

Jack sipped, and pondered, and wondered how much bourbon it was going to take before she fessed up. From the looks of it…a lot.

“Okay, you want a shotgun.”

She blinked. “What?”

“Or is dynamite better for fishing? That must be it! You want to go fishing without me!”

Her frown was less, but it was still there. “I don’t care about fishing.

“Unless it’s fishing for compliments.” He smiled at her winningly.

“No,” she looked away.

“Okay, you want to buy a second home so you can live in one while I live in the other.”

She snorted. “Get real.”

“Okay. Uh…you want to get implants so you can get really big!”

“As if,” she scoffed.

He went on guessing. A swimming pool, a pet gopher, square tires, a lover…”

She put her hand on his and looked lovingly into his eyes. It was obvious she wasn’t in the market for other lovers.

“Whew,” he said, and wiped his brow.

And he saw that the liquor was starting to work, but it still had a way to go, however.

He continued: “A skylight, to live in a nunnery, a giraffe, to preserve your body in the event of death so you can be cured at a future date.”

But she wasn’t breaking.

He topped off  their drinks. His a little, hers a lot. Good. Not only would he get her secret, but he’d get a sloppy fuck.

He loved sloppy fucks.

He guessed some more.

He quizzed her endlessly.

A third drink.

But…no go.

All she did was get more and more embarrassed, and at the end of the night he knew no more than he had at the beginning.

She wanted something, but wouldn’t tell him what it was.

They stood up and she staggered. He had to grab her and hold her upright.

She giggled happily. “You didn’t ferret my secret out, my little ferret.”

He laughed and held her on a straight path as they walked down the hallway. She leaned against him, put her face up to kiss him, and they stopped midway down the hall to smooch.

“I’m sorry I can’t tell you,” she whispered. She was slurring her words.

“Me, too,” he said, moving her into the bedroom.

“But it’s so embarrassing it’s humilerating.”

“Humilerating?”

“Yep.”

She sat down on the bed and Jack began to partake of his favorite activity. He slipped her shoes off and massaged her nylon clad feet.

“Ooh. Somebody wants a little.”

“Somebody wants a lot,” Jack corrected her.

She giggled.

He stared at her red toe nails for a brief second, then shook himself and reached under her dress and gripped the band of her nylons.

He pulled them down, letting them bunch around her ankles, then working them over her feet.

“Wheee!” she kicked, and almost kicked him.

“Easy, girl,” he grinned.

“Are you going to get a little tonight, Jack?” she winked ludicrously at him.

“I’m going to get a lot,” he chuckled. Then he unzipped her dress and pulled it down her superbly muscled and curvy legs.

She was grinning, enjoying. She said, “I know you like to fuck me when I’m drunk.”

“I know you know.”

“And I know you know I know you know.”

“Double that.” He pulled her panties off and the air sort of whistled out of him.

He was staring at her womanhood, her slit, her snatch, her pleasure palace, the place that all men want but rarely get.

“Earth to Jack,” she whispered.

He lurched, and chuckled. “Sorry, babe, but you know how you affect me.”

“I know.”

He took off her blouse, crumpled it and tossed it. When she was like this she wouldn't chide his house keeping abilities. She was in too much of a hurry to worry about clothes strewn about.

Now she was in just a bra. Well, it was a half bra, and the nipples peeked over the top lip of the thing, but…it was still in the way.

He reached around her and tried to unfasten the hooks.

She took advantage of his proximity to kiss him. Deeply. Thoroughly. Completely.

She kissed him so well he forgot about the hooks on her bra.

She giggled into his mouth.

He laughed, got the bra off, and tossed it.

“What now, big dick?” she smiled into his eyes.

He pushed her back, picked her legs up and swiveled her around and laid her across the bed.

She lay on the bed and clamped her legs together. “You ain’t getting any, bub.”

“Says who?” he growled nuzzling her neck and fondling her breasts.

“Me and which army,” she pronounced.

But when he went to spread her legs they broke apart like they were spring loaded.

Jack moved over her, he supped at her breasts and dined at her pussy. He kissed her and kissed her again. He said, “Now what is it you can’t tell me?”

She paused. Was drunk. Said: “You tricked me. You got me so drunk I won’t be humilerated.”

“Guilty. Now…whisper it in my ear. I promise I won’t hear it.”

“Really?”

“Scout’s honor.”

So she reached up and grabbed his head and brought it down to hers. She whispered what she wanted.

His head popped up in surprise. “What?”

“I knew it!” She burrowed her head into his chest and hid her beautiful eyes. “I knew you’d react like that!”

Jack grinned. “Well, then it’s no surprise, and we can do this.”

He took her mind off her shame and drove into her.

She grunted, and forgot about her mortification.

And Jack thrust in and out and bit her breasts and tweaked her nipples and even threatened to put his finger up her ass.

By the time he was done they’d both had wonderful orgasms, and she was no longer embarrassed.

Jack, however, had a lot to think about.

A Sybian, eh?

They were sitting down to breakfast when Jack said,“Well, the first problem, before we do this, is where do we put it?”

“Then we’re really going to do this?” Lacy gasped.

He smiled. “Of course we are. Do you know how hot that is? I’ve seen them on the internet, it’s an instant and long lasting boner.”

She put a shocked look on her face. “You watch porn?”

“Uh, strictly for educational purposes. It doesn’t make me horny.”

“Yeah, right.” She snickered and got the eggs and bacon out of the refrigerator.

“So where do we put it?”

Lacy laid bacon in the pan, then cracked eggs and mixed them. They both liked scrambled.

Jack squeezed a half a dozen oranges for their juice.

“We can’t have it on display. Visitors would be shocked.”

“Or they’d want to try it out,” quipped Jack.

“I would never be able to invite Aunt Marsha over again.”

“Because she would be shocked? Or because she would want to use it?”

She snapped him with a towel. “Be respectful.”

“Ow! And I think sex is very respectful.”

“With Aunt Marsha?”

He picked up a towel to defend himself, “She does have a nice rack.”

“Jack!” But she didn’t try to snap him with a towel because now he was armed and ready to do battle.

“How about the garage.”

“”Hmm. I don’t know. I hate to think of sex on cement. And the walls aren’t finished.”

“And never will be,” he responded. “I can just see you sitting there screaming with pleasure and the garage door opens up.”

“Oh, what would the neighbors think?”

“They’d probably line up for their turns.”

“So the garage is out.”

The bacon was sizzling and had to be turned over. She did it with tongs, letting the bacon rise up in curvy bubbles. A lot of people like hard, flat bacon, but that doesn’t have the taste.

“What about the spare bedroom?”

“Then we couldn’t have people over for the weekend.”

“Aunt Marsha again.”

“Now I’m worried you’re going to be lusting after her ‘rack.’”

“Never worried you before.”

“I never knew what a pervert you were.”

“You always knew what a pervert I was. How about the tool shed? We could make a room out of it, we don’t store that many tools there.”

“Love among the rakes and shovels.”

“Moaning and groaning with the field mice.”

“More like field rats.”

But it was a thought.

She threw eggs in the skillet and he picked out the bacon. Shortly they were sitting down and making chewing and gulping sounds.

When they were near finished Jack said, “There’s one place we haven’t talked about.”

She shook her head. “No.”

“It’s not ideal, but I could make it ideal.”

“How? You’re talking about cement, lack of wiring, there’s no plumbing…”

“You forget, before I became a technical writer I was a carpenter. I can do all that stuff.”

“For how much?”

“Not that much. We could cut a few corners, try a few things…”

“The cement floor?”

“An excess of rugs.”

“A wet bar?”

“I could drop a pipe from the second bathroom. There is drainage down there, and I could even put in a shower.”

“Really?”

“And the wiring is child’s work.”

Now Lacy was interested. “Do you want to do a cost assessment?”

“I do. But…I’m going to want to use black paint and maybe some cheap tapestry to make the walls more dungeon friendly.”

She laughed. “Dungeon friendly. I like it.”

“So, you want to go shopping?”

“For…my…”

“Yep. Do a cost assessment while I go look at the basement.”

They did the dishes, and headed in their separate directions.

The basement wasn’t huge, but it was comfy, in a manner of speaking. It had a door in the back of the pantry. Jack had loved the idea of having a secret entrance, so he had made swinging shelves and nobody outside of themselves even knew there was a basement for the house.

Jack swung the shelves and descended into the darkness. The light switch, in a brilliance of planning, was at the bottom of the stairs, so it was possible to trip and fall and kill yourself before you reached the light switch.

The sole source of light was a yellow bulb that had been doubtless been crafted by Edison himself. It gave a weak glow, but it never failed.

There wasn’t much in the basement, a few short boards, a tool kit, empty boxes.

And how the heck was he going to get building material down here?

There was a window at the side, he’d have to destroy a bush, but he could put long boards through there. Outside of that, he would be limited. He would have to actually construct a shower out of boards, much more difficult than buying a big, single piece set up.

Well, maybe they didn’t need a shower.

He slowly walked around the basement, using his tape measure and making notes, and it all looked feasible. He could put Lacy’s bit of ‘furniture’ in a corner, a few other toys here and there. It would be interesting to put in a big screen and have a dungeon porno theater.

Finally, he was done. He walked back upstairs to the dining room to do calculations.

Lacy sat down and powered up the computer. She was excited. She had a glow in her chest and she was horny. The idea of getting this thing, she had never thought…but now it was time!

She was going to have so much fun!

She typed in search terms and the word buy, and the obligatory ads came up. She scrolled down past them and…’Motorbunny?’

Hunh! She had never heard of it.

When she clicked on the site it offered comparisons, and she knew she had come to the right place. It was $300 cheaper. It had better electronics, warrantees and guarantees. Even the name was cooler.

Motorbunny. Heh. She’d motor her bunny!

This bit of research took all of five minutes, so she decided to surf a little porn, get an idea of what the thing was like in action.

Lacy was no novice when it came to porn. She and Jack loved to watch porn and get ideas, and there were plenty of ideas out there.

She called up tubefinder and typed in Sybian.

She opened up another window and typed in Motorbunny.

Synian had more videos,1731 to 507, but the people on the Motorbunnies looked…ecstatic.

For an hour she went back and forth, clicking on videos, watching two at a time, losing herself in the way the beautiful women became frowzy and sweaty and pulled on their breasts and shrieked and came so hard their eyeballs threatened to fall out and roll across the floor.

Finally, her pussy burning up, her moistness threatening to turn to steam, she turned off the computer. Her legs were actually shaky as she went into the dining room.

Jack looked up. “We can do it.”

“Oh, thank God!” Lacy collapsed on a chair and felt like she was going to cum.

For the next month Jack put in a lot of overtime on the basement.

He would get up early and work on the plumbing.

He would stay up late and run the wires.

He bought hardware and lumber and a dozen cheap rugs.

He painted the room black and the rugs that weren’t on the floor he hung in even spaces along the walls.

When he was done it looked ‘dungeony,’ but also homey. The black patches of painted concrete made it severe looking, but the rugs gave it that homey touch.

It had track lighting that could be dimmed to menacing, or brightened to partying.

It even had a light switch at the top of the stairs that illuminated the stairs.

And, of course, a padlock in the pantry so that not even by accident could somebody find their little hideaway.

The Motorbunny arrived on a Saturday. It was in a plain box, neatly packaged, and looked good.

Jack pulled the seams apart on the box and they stared at it.

It was like a small barrel cut in half down the length of it. On top of the rounded top a stick protruded.

Lacy experimented with placing the pad and the dildos on the thing.

There was a ‘nubble pad,’ a small bump, and a nice, big, pussy sized pecker.

She knelt next to the machine and felt the dildo and her eyes were a million miles away.

“Ahem.” Jack cleared his throat.

She didn’t respond.

“Uh, honey?”

“Oh, what?” she looked around, jerked out of her daydreams.

He was laughing. “Somebody’s anxious to take a ride.”

“Oh, honey, you have no idea.”

He moved the machine to a wooden dais he had prepared for it. He plugged it in and said, “Do you want to control the joy? Or me?”

He held the remote and his eyes glinted.

“I should,” she spoke as if she was out of breath.

“Nope.”

She stared at him. Her chest was heaving with lust.

“Now take your clothes off and get busy.”

She accepted his directions and stripped her clothes off in a half a second. She didn’t bother cleaning up, which was unusual as she was a neat freak, but just tossed her dress and lingerie to the side.

“We’re going to try the flat one,” he said. “Best to break you in slowly.”

She didn’t want to move slowly, she wanted to fuck like a rabbit, but he was in control.

She sure wasn’t.

He switched to the nubble pad. It had a slight ridge in the center that would fit her pussy perfectly.

She stood over the half barrel thing and squatted, then went to her knees.

She lowered herself gently, reached under to open her labia, settling down on the nubs with a deep sigh of satisfaction and anticipation.

Jack pulled up a chair and faced her.

Interestingly, her face was red.

“Are you embarrassed?”

“Well, I guess I am. Sort of.”

“Good.” He clicked one on the remote.

Instant surprise in her eyes. Followed by delight.

The Motorbunny was loud. It had a big motor and shortly Lacy’s moans were louder than the motor.

Jack worked up through the numbers. Two, three, four.

The motor got louder, but Lacy’s cries were louder, also.

At five she began pulling on her nipples. She was now oblivious of Jack. Her whole world was in her pussy, and in the vibrations that were shaking her to the soul.

Jack had a big grin on his face.

He put the remote down and stood up. He took off his pants, folded them neatly. Took off his underwear, and sat down.

Lacy was glaring at him, as best she could, because she wanted more.

She was trapped by the thing, not so hard she couldn’t stand it, but hard enough that she wanted more.

Jack had a huge boner. He started stroking it with one hand, and clicked on number 6 with the other.

Seven…eight.

She was back to clawing her tits.

At nine she began pounding on her pussy with the flat of her hand.

Ten.

She was losing control. She was leaning forward, but couldn’t get up, and couldn’t even fall off. Her eyes were vacant and here mouth was in a big O. Her whole body was shivering with ecstasy.

“Okay, honey. Here it comes…”

It was doubtful that his voice even registered on her, and he hit eleven.

Lacy began blubbering, then her voice rose in a shaking scream, and she collapsed.

It took a minute for Jack to get her off the Motorbunny. She was like a puddle of nonsense.

She was making gibbering sounds, and she quivered periodically.

She had been, literally, fucked stupid.

And it was the best squirt of her life.

Jack massaged her arms and legs, put a blanket around her, and walked her up to bed.

She lay there, still giving a tremble every minute or so.

She sipped at a bourbon and Coke, and she whispered to him: “It was…incredible. I couldn’t do anything. It was like I was dipped in pleasure and blown up. Did I say anything?”

“Nothing intelligible,” he smiled.

“It was like somebody just grabbed me by the pussy and shook me until I orgasmed. I was helpless.”

She looked up at him, and her eyes were different, innocent, trusting. “Jack, if you hadn’t been there I could have died.”

He tilted his head in question.

“I couldn’t have stopped it. I couldn’t get off. All I could do was sit and be impaled and know that I was helpless. In a way, it was submission in the truest sense of the word.”

Then she said something that startled Jack.

“I wish you could experience it.”

He blinked, recovered rom such a bizarre notion, and covered her up. A short while later he left her, sleeping, and headed to the kitchen.

Damn, he thought, while he made a drink. That thing really shook her up!

Who would have a thought? Such a violent climax, such an other worldly experience.

It sounded like a state of the art orgasm.

He sipped his bourbon and Coke and headed for the computer room.

Watching his wife have the orgasm of her life, not doing anything but stroke his own cock, he was horny.

His cock was rock hard and he wanted sex.

There was no way Lacy was going to give him sex now, though. She was done for. Damn after that one she might not want sex for a month!

Jack liked tease and deny, and the thought was fun, and he turned on the computer and called up porn with a raging hard on.

The next morning Lacy woke up, and she was a changed person.

She had fallen in love with Jack, they had married, and they had a good sex life.

Now, however, she was a woman in love.

Not just love…but…LOVE!

That feeling of being shaken to her sexual core. The way she had been mercilessly rag dolled into the cum of her life.

She wanted more.

In fact, she was edgy with the desire to run down and do it again.

But she did know that she needed a day to relax, to let her tissues recover.

After all, they had to be bruised after that machine fuck.

She got out of bed and pulled on a peignoir.

Jack wasn’t there, so he must have gotten up early.

And she realized, a stray thought as if from far away, he hadn’t cum.

Oh, that poor boy! He had given her the fuck of a lifetime, and he hadn’t gotten any himself!

Sadly, she didn’t feel like sex with a flesh dick. She told herself that she would later, but right now…all she wanted was to run and hop on that devil machine and get fucked out of her mind.

She walked down the hall. Her breasts were jouncing and her nipples were on fire. The mere touch of the thin peignoir material was exciting her.

That damned machine had changed her! she realized.

She heard the computer and looked in.

There was Jack, sitting in the swivel, his cock laying in his lap, and…it was covered in cum. Cum on his belly, in his groin bush, on the floor under the swivel.

She giggled, and didn’t feel so bad about depriving him.

Good, old Jack. He had found a way.

And that left her thinking about the machine again.

Ahhhhhhhhhhhh!

She walked, not thinking now, just feeling, to the kitchen.

She moved languidly about, making breakfast, forgetting things, finding herself standing in one spot for a while, not thinking about anything.

Damn! That Motorbunny was the real deal!

She had the eggs partially scrambled and looking streaked with white, and there was too much pulp in the orange juice, and it was hard to think about breakfast, when Jack appeared.

“How’s my wonderful Motorbunny baby?”

She turned to him, put her arms around his neck and just hugged him, burrowed in against his warm flesh.

“Oh, honey.” She just stood there, holding on to humanity and not knowing why. Just…out there.

Jack grinned and finally detached her.

“You’re burning the eggs.”

“Oh!” she turned and rescued the cackleberries. At that, she didn’t move fast. She just moved like somebody with something else on her mind.

They sat and ate. She watched her plate wonderingly. He watched her.

She was different. She was a little spacey. A lot more happy, satisfied, fulfilled.

“So how you doing?”

“I’m good,” she mused, her eyes filled with wonder. “Can I put that on a timer?”

“You could.”

“I don’t know how I’d get off of it if I used it while you weren’t around.”

“Yes, well, you should probably only use it with me. I can watch over you.”

“I guess.”

“I jacked off,” he said.

“I know.”

“You usually don’t like it when I masturbate without you, or without your permission.”

“I was pretty short-sighted.”

That remark surprised Jack. Lacy was definitely changed.

As the day moved along Lacy recovered. Sort of.

She stopped being in outer space, but there was still a change to her.

She seemed more confident, more vivacious, and it was exciting to Jack.

He liked the new Lacy. Sure, he hadn’t been the one to do it to her—though, in a sense, he had—but…he was okay with that.

After all, what man doesn’t like it when his wife is happy?

Like the old saw: A happy wife is a happy life.

But underneath it all he had a vague sense of unease.

He didn’t know why, just…he did.

And his life—their life—changed.

“Honey, let’s go out this weekend.”

So they did, but when they got home she didn't lay down for him, she pulled him down to the basement where she had him blast her off.

He went out for a couple of hours, and when he returned he found her in the basement, sitting on the Motorhoney, the setting low, and moaning.

She demanded that he take her to the moon.

After a few drinks, when he usually took her to bed, she again pulled him down to the basement.

The dungeon filled with her cries of delight and her body shook uncontrollably.

His eyes filled with desire and despair.

His marriage was suffering.

He awoke in the middle of the night to the far away sound of shrieks of pleasure.

He padded through the house and found the hidden door open and the lights on.

He descended the steps and found that Lacy had turned the Motorbunny to eleven, and had set it to a five minute timer.

She hardly noticed him as he crossed the dungeon, just her eyes flickering to him as she pounded on her pussy with a fist, ran her fingers through her hair and pulled.

Click. The motor stopped and she slumped.

She sat there, bent over, unable to move.

Jack waited.

Five minutes later she mumbled, “Help me get off.”

He helped her, and said, “It looks like you already got off.”

She looked up at him, sensed his disapproval, but didn’t care.

She had a new lover now.

He walked her up to the bedroom and tucked her in.

“Honey, we’ve got to talk.”

“Yeah,” she sighed, forgetting about him.

“You’re spending too much time with that Motorbunny.”

“Uh huh.”

“You’re neglecting our marriage.”

“Unh…” she sighed. “Tell me tomorrow. I’m tired now. I’m…tired…”

Then she snored.

She had fucked herself stupid, had fucked herself into unconsciousness, and she didn’t care.

Jack thought about getting rid of the machine. But he knew she would scream at him. It was in her eyes, the level of attachment, she was like an addict.

He tried sitting her down and talking to her, but she was besotted. She was not going to give up her new lover.

She listened to him, and sometimes she even talked about how he was right, and how she had to manage her time with the Motorbunny better.

But, in the end, she ran to her lover and left him alone.

The days passed, the weeks flitted by, the months…and Jack was getting desperate.

You can only jack off so much. He needed the feel of his wife’s flesh.

A couple of times she told him to just fuck her after she had been on the Motorbunny, but it was like fucking a person who didn’t care. A person who just laid there waiting for him to rub his flesh against hers and go away.

And things were about to get worse.


Part Two

“I found a club!”

Jack was tired, hadn’t had sex, was frustrate, and he let the barest glimmer of his state of mind out. “To beat me with?”

“No, silly! I found a group of women who, they…uh…”

“What?”

“I just realized it’s hard to explain. But they call themselves a ‘Sybian Club.’”

“A Sybian Club?” He was blinking.

“Yes. Like my Motorbunny. But not as good, of course.” She grinned. “I can’t wait to meet some of these ladies and show them the Motorbunny.

“Wait a minute. you joined this…this club?”

“Not yet, but I will. I just talked to a couple of the ladies. They are Sybian enthusiasts, and when they heard about the Motorbunny they…”

Lacy went on and on, bubbling with joy at the prospect of getting together with her new friends.

Jack wasn’t exactly bubbling. He was troubled.

A Sybian club. He could see it in his mind, hundreds of women sitting on their machines, getting their pussies serviced, and the man…the men at home, morose, wondering what had happened to their happy lives.

“So when are you going to, uh, meet with these lovely ladies?” Just the barest trace of bitterness in his voice.

He hadn’t had sex for months. He was done with masturbating, and he wondered if he was going to end up celibate and discarded.

The weird thing was that, for all his ill feelings, he loved his wife more. He followed her around, lusted after her, even rubbed up against her thigh with his hot groin.

She would just laugh, though, and hurry on down to her mechanical lover.

“I think they’re going to have a meeting tomorrow night.

And it was on the morrow, and when Jack and Lacy had had dinner she got ready.

She dressed up in her finest, took her time with her make up, and was positively glowing when she headed out.

“Don’t wait up for me, dear. This may take some time.”

She giggled and went out the door.

Jack was miserable.

And, it got worse.

She came home at four in the morning. She was bedraggled, turned inside out, could barely function.

He met her at the door. “Honey? I was worried.”

“Yeah, me too,” she passed him without looking. She collapsed over the bed. Didn’t even try to take off her clothes.

Jack gently removed her shoes, then undressed her.

She snored the whole time. She was out of it, and he moved her around like a department store dummy.

Then she was naked, laying on the bed and he stared down at her.

She was so beautiful. She was an angel, but the devil had got her.

He looked at her crotch. Her pussy was swollen. It was wet. It was…enticing.

He wanted her. He was desperate for her. He took off his clothes.

Jack would often think of what happened next. He spread her legs and kissed her swollen lips. He licked and slurped.

She smiled and gave a little hump or two. She was enjoying it. Even asleep, she was enjoying it.

He tried to justify it.

She had told him to fuck her after she had had a session on her Motorbunny. Fuck her whenever he wanted. Heck, she had had her screw, why shouldn’t he have his?

He knew it was because she loved him, and if she should get all the sex she wanted, so should he.

She didn’t mind if she was out of it while he screwed her.

But, in a way, this was different.

She was sleeping. He hadn’t asked her. Was he taking advantage of her?

Yet, she had expressed to him that it was all right.

He felt her breasts, kissed them, sucked on her nipples.

He positioned himself and slid into her.

Oh, God! The wonder of it all!

He was in heaven! And he felt so guilty.

He only lasted a minute, if that. Just a dozen humps, and he pumped. His semen, a super big load, shot into her, and she just smiled and mumbled something.

Sweet dreams, honey. And he felt so badly when he pulled out of her.

“I fucked you last night,” he said over breakfast.

She gazed at him with a sappy expression on her face. “Oh. I wondered where all that cum came from.” Then she giggled. “Was it good?”

“Oh, yes.” And it had been, but it had been diluted by his guilt.

“Well, feel free. I certainly don’t mind.”

And that was it.

She hadn’t given her permission last night, but…she didn’t care. It was fine with her.

“Oh, by the way, I joined. And we’ve got another meeting next week.”

Nothing more was said as they ate.

The days passed.

She used her Motorbunny once midweek, but it was obvious she was saving herself for the Sybian Club meeting.

She was affectionate during the week. Until the day she used the Motorbunny, a day of recovery and she was back to being affectionate.

She hugged him, kissed him, sought him out just to sit on his lap and press her mouth against his.

And she loved to feel his dingus. She held it, and marveled at it, and even sucked it.

But it was just love for her new lover being manifested.

She didn’t want to make love. She just wanted to get physical, to indulge in his flesh, to get herself warmed up for the lover that was not of the flesh.

It was torture for Jack. It was terrible, but, at the end, he knew she was going to head out and leave him dry.

And his only recourse—damn him but he was looking forward to it—was when she was passed out.

She went out the door looking like a million dollars, and came back looking like ten cents.

But he loved that ten cents more than life itself, and he took her to their room and gently laid her down.

He stripped her, and began to love her.

He felt her body, ran his hands over her, kissed her unresponsive lips and was rewarded with a smile from the depths of snoredom.

He reveled in the plump flesh of her breasts. He loved them, kissed them, palpated them, sucked on the nipples, and cried.

And fucked her. Fucked her with a savagery that dissolved into weepy fits.

And came.

A lot.

And he could feel his soul, as if dissolving in acid.

She was happy the next day. She loved him, and thanked him for his sperm deposit, and he dreamed of the next meeting.

And the next meeting.

And the next meeting.

Then:

She went out the door. She was wearing sexy lingerie, though the Sybian or Motorbunny, or whatever she was using didn’t care.

She was dressed to the nines, though there were none to appreciate her but ladies of a mindset similar to hers.

Ladies who loved their mechanical lovers with a gusto and verve that was unrivaled.

Her make up was immaculate. Her eyes shadowed and her lips glistening red. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and reveled in the feel of material rubbing against her nipples when she walked.

“Don’t wait up for me.”

He wouldn’t.

He wouldn’t because he was going with her.

She drove down the street, not exceeding the speed limit, though she was in a hurry.

He followed on his motorcycle. He stay a few cars back. Played hide and seek on the roads, not giving her more than a glimpse of him.

She got on the freeway and headed out of town.

He followed, letting her pull ahead. When she took an exit he sped up and saw which way she was going.

She was in the country. The hills rolled and the trees waved and he turned off his lights and followed in the moonlight.

Miles into the country. Past sprawling homesteads and even a couple of small ranches.

She turned into a long driveway and headed for a sparkle of lights just beyond a line of trees.

Jack continued on, found a turn off, and parked his bike behind a cluster of trees.

He walked back to the driveway and stared.

Lacy’s car lights were off. She was there. Wherever ‘there’ was.

He went to the side of the property and found a path and walked along it.

Occasionally cars would travel up the drive, but he stayed out of sight, simply dropping to the earth and thinking like a rock.

Then he passed through the thin line of trees.

The house was a big two story ranch house. It had a wood front interspersed with brick. It was well landscaped, using flagstones for stepping stones, and, in the back, to create a mosaic patio.

He peered in the windows from a distance, but couldn’t see much.

He circled the house, came to the patio, and a pool, and could see a lot.

Women. Lots of women. Naked. Big breasts, beautiful, made up the way his wife had made herself up.

Designed to tease and tantalize, and that of a lover who had only gears and cogs.

And the Sybians. And other machines.

He had to get closer.

He could see a lot, but he had to get closer to take pictures.

He examined the layout of the backyard and made a plan.

The pool curved around and had two slopes next to it, one on each side, staggered.

He could crawl to the top of the slope, but he might be seen.

But if he got into the pool and followed the curve, kept below the slope, a short underwater swim and he would be behind a hill of sandstone bricks.

There was a slide coming off that hill, and if he came up under the slide he would be hidden by shadow. He could do it.

He stared at the party going on in the house for a long minute, making up his mind, talking himself into it.

He could see the women, sitting on the machines, screaming out their pleasure.

And some women…they were different. But…how? There was something different, but…but different or not, women watched over women. They controlled the remotes and expertly brought each other off. They kissed, they made out, not seeming to care who they made out with while they were waiting.

He sighed. He was going to do it.

But he wasn’t going to ride home dripping wet.

He slid back into the shadows and carefully removed his clothes. When he was down to his underpants, and a big, old boner, he crawled to the pool and slid over the edge.

The water was heated and he moved slowly around the lip of the pool, his cell phone clutched in his hand.

Iphones were supposed to be waterproof to three meters. Which was about…convert to feet…about ten feet. Just below ten feet.

Good.

He came to the curve of the pool where he would be within view of any who looked out. He would be illuminated by the bright lights in the house.

He took several breaths, then ducked down and swam.

It was gloomy, under the water, and he felt the water sluice over his body as he kicked his way towards the slide. If he surfaced they would be able to see him. Not that they would be looking, but he didn’t want to take a chance.

He came up under the board and in the shadows.

Now he could see everything, and everything as almost too much.

Women sitting on the barrel like shapes, dildos rammed up their slits, crying out and screaming for joy.

The roar of the machinery, they were super loud with so many of them, and people kissing each other. Wrapped in each others arms. Hands holding penises and jacking, fingers penetrating pussies and—

Penises?

His mind went into overload as he realize why some of the women were different.

They were men!

Most of the women were women. But about one out of ten were men! With big, stiff dicks! And they kissed the women and sat on the Sybians and…and they shook and they screamed and their semen shot through the air!

Men!

Jack was truly shaken now. He thought he had seen everything, done everything, but…not this!

Trembling with the excitement of his discovery, a bit distracted by the way his cock was throbbing, he lifted his cell phone and began videoing.

He swept across the scene. He did close ups. He found his wife, sitting on a Sybian and crying out. A man was standing next to her, feeling her tits and kissing her, and she held his penis, held on as if for dear life.

Then she came.

God! It was exciting! Jack almost came himself from the sight of his wife orgasming herself into stupidity.

Then she slumped, the machine was turned off and the man helped her off. Then he took her place. He sat down on the Sybian, the cock went up his rectum, and the machine began to roar.

Jack was done.

He had all the proof he needed. Though he didn’t quite know what he needed proof for. He just wanted it.

He took a couple of deep breaths, rose up to sink, and—THE LIGHTS WENT ON!

Jack panicked. He swam for it, not under, but over, the Australian crawl, pulling water, kicking, not caring that anybody could see him.

He had to get away.

Voices yelling.

Machines being turned off. The chaotic roar of the party being replaced by silence filled with alarmed shouts.

“He’s over there!”

“Get him!”

“Don’t let him get away!”

Jack made it to side of the pool around the curve. He held onto the phone even as he pulled himself up. He started to run, but a body flew out of the darkness and tackled him, knocked him back into the pool.

He struggled, he thrashed, he screamed, but more bodies jumped into the pool, and a dozen hands were waiting to haul him out of the water.

Jack came out of the water, tried to struggle, but there were too many of them.

He looked around wildly. It was the men who held him. The men dressed like women. Sexy, big-titted, dripped with sexual perspiration, now holding on to him.

“Let me go!” he yelled.

They transported him around the pool and across the patio. They clustered together and held him, and they were so close their dicks touched him, rubbed against his butt and his thighs.

And most of them had breasts, and the breasts swung and brushed against him!

Into the light of the big room beyond, past the initial rows of Sybians and Motorbunnies and other mechanical devices.

Somebody had gone after Jack and left their partner on a sort of a sliding dildo platform. The woman lay there, groaning as a dildo was pushed in and out, propelled by a motor.

She looked at Jack as he passed, and her eyes were dull with sex. She didn’t care if they had a home intruder, she just wanted to get off.

Into a dining room. One with a big, long table. And he was placed on a chair and shoved against the table so he couldn’t escape.

The voices dwindled then, and silence rose.

“What do we have here?”

Jack turned and looked at the head of the table.

She was a red head. She was maybe forty, maybe older, but she sure was good looking. She was wearing nothing but one of the largest pair of bosoms Jack had ever seen. Her eyes were bright blue, and she was smiling.

“Who are you, young man?”

“That’s my husband.” Lacy’s voice was a whisper, but everybody heard it.

“Come. Have a seat, dear. And let’s get to the bottom of this.”

Lacy, looking scared, took a seat opposite Jack.

“What’s your name, Lacy’s husband.”

“Jack.” He was frightened, but he was angry, too. His voice cut the air, but the red headed woman didn’t seem overly impressed.

“Well, Jack, what are you doing here? From the look of your wife, she didn’t know you would be here.”

“I didn’t,” whispered Lacy, looking like she wanted to crawl off.

Jack looked up at the woman. He gazed at all the naked women and men. Men who looked like women.

“I wanted to find out where my wife was going every week.”

“Oh? Did it bother you that she was ‘abandoning’ you for an evening?”

“Hunh!” Jack grunted, not willing to give anything away.

“And how’s your sex life, Jack?”

He stared at her.

“Not getting enough? Are you being neglected?” It was like she was laughing, but also commiserating.

She turned to Lacy. “We told you, dear. We warned you that you must keep up appearances. And, after all, sex isn’t bad, is it?”

“He gets to cum in me.”

“While you’re asleep,” Jack blurted bitterly.

There were a few chuckles around the room, but nobody seemed surprised by that admission.

The red-headed woman smiled, showing just a line or two. Jack’s boner bobbed as he studied her firm breasts and her generous mouth.

“Well, Jack, lucky for you we don’t practice capital punishment. Though, I have to say, there are some in our society who would prefer that over what we’re going to do to you.”

“You can’t do anything! I’ll call the police!”

“We can do what we want. And if you call the police several things will happen. First, the police, who have been paid off nicely, will let us know. We will then curtail our activities, perhaps move them.” She shrugged. “And we will file charges accusing you of trespassing. And, if you persist in your insane ramblings about a bunch of sex maniacs who hold orgies in the woods, we’ll release the photos we are about to take of you.”

“What photos,” Jack asked suspiciously.

The redhead smiled. She made a motion with her hand.

The room erupted in shouts and cheers. Hands grabbed Jack and pulled him out of the chair.

He was moved across the room and plonked down in another chair. This one was like a doctor’s chair, except that it had leather straps on it.

Jack’s arms and legs were fastened to the chair. Suddenly the chair started to tilt back. It kept going back and straightened out like a bed.

Jack was trying to struggle, but between the hands and the straps he was helpless.

They sprayed a foam on his body, and the foam turned into a gel. They smushed it onto his body, a dozen hands. Touching everything, including his sex and his butt and his back.A few minutes passed and they wiped his hair off. It was some kind of Nair thing.

“Let me go!” Jack kept screeching, until, when his mouth was open, somebody shoved a penis gag into it.

He gagged and struggled, but to no avail.

They put a strap over his neck and now his head couldn’t move.

They put a weird  headset kind of thing over his head, and now he couldn’t even turn his head.

Suddenly Lacy was over him.

“Jack. It’s okay. Just go with it.”

“Whatrydo?” it came out garbled, but she understood him. ‘What are they trying to do?’

“They’re going to feminize you, Jack. Don’t struggle, just enjoy. It’s going to happen, so…just enjoy.”

Lacy stepped away and the women moved up to the table and began working on him.

His hands were stretched out, and his feet, and he could smell nail polish. And glue. And he knew they were painting his toenails and affixing fake nails to his fingers.

While this was happening two woman were working on his face. They cleansed, primed, foundationed, and all the other things that women do to make themselves beautiful.

They weaved extensions into his hair, and he could feel the weight of strands and the quick touch of delicate hands.

He stopped struggling. There was nothing he could do, and he could always wash the stuff off, get rid of the extensions and the nails and nail polish.

One of the women kissed him on the mouth.

He was surprised, but she giggled and just said, “I wanted to kiss you before you became a sissy.”

A sissy? He almost started to struggle again, but…he was caught.

Women can take an hour to put on make up, or they can do it in five minutes. It took them about ten to get Jack’s make up on. And they did a good job.

His face was feminine, his hands and feet sparkled with shiny polish. His lips were a matching red.

He looked like a woman.

But they were going to go further.

A woman came up next to the table. She was rolling a medical tray in front of her. She picked up a syringe and squirted a little squirt into the air. She smiled at Jack. “I’m going to give you vacation boobs, Jack. They’ll wear off after a month, but for a month you’re going to be packing a pair of the classiest tits known to man.”

Jack started to struggle, but she merely said, “If you move these needles can leave some nasty cuts.”

Jack stopped moving. His eyes were wide as she lowered the syringe and pushed it into the skin around his pectorals.

It took her an hour, but when she was done Jack had the biggest tits in the room.

People were standing back and marveling. A couple of the men said they wanted bigger boobs.

The doctor just smiled and said, “Next time.”

Jack was changed. He knew he was changed, and he suspected that his happy frame of mind came from one of the shots the doctor had given him.

But now he wasn’t alarmed. Now he was loosy goosy happy.

They let him up and put a bra and panties on him.

They passed him around like a party favor, and he didn’t care.

He was happy. Being a woman was fun!

And he had so many friends! Everybody wanted to talk to him! To kiss him! Even the men!

And everybody wanted to suck his penis, and he was happy to let them.

Heck, everybody should suck dick, right?

“How are you doing, Jack?” Lacy hugged him, and their breasts were pressed together.

“I love you,” Jack sobbed.

“I know. And I love you. But things are changing.”

“I’ll say they are.”

“Would you like to take the final step? Would you like to see why I love my Motorbunny?”

Jack was up with anything. He nodded.

They were waiting for him to agree, and they grabbed him, hoisted him up, and walked across the room.

Somebody was slathering some kind of slippery gunk into his asshole, and it felt really, really good.

They lowered him onto a Sybian, gently, and Jack opened his eyes wide.

“Oh!” he yelled, and everybody chuckled.

Then the dong penetrated further, rubbed his walls, expanded him.

“Fuck!”

Cheers.

And the machine was turned on.

People held Jack in place, or he would have fallen off.

He wouldn’t have leaped off, because he was enjoying it.

The vibrations went through him, shook his bottom, rumbled through his balls, and his weenie was pointed outwards, jerking and twitching.

Deeper, deeper, and the vibrations increased. He heard people counting numbers.

“Four…five…

“Seven…eight…

“TEN!”

His dick couldn’t stand it any more. It exploded. Sperm flew across the room. It splattered people and they cheered and tried to scoop it with their fingers, put it in their mouths.

Jack stopped thinking. He was lost in a golden gravy sort of a land.

He was there! Wherever there was.

He dissolved into a mist that rained down happiness forever.


Epilogue

“There you go.” Lacy stepped back and smiled.

It was a week later, and she had just made Jack up. His extensions were holding, his boobs hadn’t started dissolving yet, and his mouth and fingernails were red, red, red.

Jack smiled at her. “Shall we go?”

“We shall.”

They headed out of the house, hand in hand.

They drove out into the country, towards the Sybian Club.

As they drove Lacy asked, “Do you miss it, Jack? Sex with me?”

“About as much as you miss sex with me,” he grinned.

They were both relaxed and looking forward to an evening with their new mechanical lovers.

They had spent the week kissing and fondling, loving each other, but never with penetration. Now they had something better than flesh. They had mechanical lovers who would eke every last bit of passion out of them, and leave them wanting more.

Now they would never risk disease, they would never be frustrated by inadequate lovers, they would always be sexually satisfied.

In the distance they saw the twinkle of lights. It looked like people were already arriving.

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


Feminization makes a Male Lesbian!

It started with denial and chastity!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

You know, there is a term for men who wish to be female, but still want to make love to women. It is a ‘male lesbian.’ Or a ‘lesbian male.’

The fact is that every man wants that. Even the most studly of males.

You work with them a little, show them the softer side of themselves, dress them up, make them wear a bit of lingerie under their clothes, and…zingo bingo, you gots a male lezbo.

And it makes them harder, even better lovers!

And it’s fun! Every man I’ve done this to is shortly convinced that life would be easier if men could borrow from women as far as style and make up goes.

They want to wear a dress and put on make up. It just makes them super duper horny!

So..here’s to the male lesbians the world over.

Your time is coming, girls.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Laura, there is nothing better than a horny man.”

Laura smiled, but wasn’t impressed.

She and Jenny, her best friend, were sitting at Charley Coyote’s and sipping Margarita’s.

“You don’t think so?”

“Oh, it’s good at first. They pay attention, they open doors for you, but after a while men are like dogs humping your legs. They’re always underfoot, drooling and begging and…it’s just not fun.”

Jenny was a redhead, quite voluptuous, and she liked to show them off. She was also oversexed as a woman. She said, “Look, that’s because you aren’t using them correctly.”

“Them. Meaning my hubbie.”

Jenny’s lips curved and she flopped a hand out to admit it.

“So how do I use him ‘correctly?’

“Well, that is the story, isn’t it?” She leaned forward and began talking.

Laura got home before five. She walked into the house, looked at herself in the mirror, and sighed. She was a good looking woman. Her body was cross fit toned, her face was even and even sexy. Big, blue eyes, a frowze of hair that resembled Marylin Monroe, and…it was true, Rod was a good husband, but…he was either horny or not.

He would get laid, then his care and concern dropped down. And it would stay down for a few days, then he started getting horny again and he would turn into a polite, well behaved man.

She hated to admit it, but Jenny was right. Rod was taking advantage of her, and she was going to have to put down the foot.

She was thinking of this when Rod got home. She was peeling potatoes and washing lettuce and he entered the kitchen, gave her a kiss and nuzzled her neck, and that meant his horny quotient was rising.

“Mmmm. Smells good.”

He humped her buns a little, which did make her giggle, then headed for the liquor cabinet. He brought down the Maker’s Mark, filled a glass with ice cubes, and mixed the liquor with Coke.

“Ah…” he smacked his lips. “You want one?”

“Sure.”

He guzzled his liquor down and made another drink, with an extra one for her.

As he made the concoctions she glanced sideways at him.

He was happy, self-contained, and he hadn’t thought to make her a drink automatically. He served himself first and let the world wait.

Hmm.

And now that she was thinking about it…he let out a fart.

Phoot!

“Oh, sorry,” he laughed, not sorry at all.

Well, he did say he was sorry, but he wasn’t, and he seemed inordinately proud of his gaseous butthole.

“Somebody should cork that up,” she remarked.

He laughed. “Heck, I’d just pop that cork and knock somebody’s eye out.”

She smiled wanly and threw the hamburgers into the pan.

“What? No steak tonight?” He was complaining, making it sound like a joke, and using it for an excuse to get close to her, hug her, and let his hands roam across her chest.

And it did feel good, and it was affection, but…but he didn’t do this if he wasn’t horny.

She spun in his arms and faced him. She kissed him, hard, and moved his face back, and said, “Honey, you’re horny.”

He got that shit eating grin that men get on their faces when they’ve been busted.

“Well, I am feeling a bit randy.”

“Unfortunately, I’m not.”

He blinked.

“But, Laura…”

He always used her name when he was mad, or talking down to her, or otherwise dissembling.

“And, this is as good a time as any, sometimes it’s like you just use me for sex, and the rest of the time you ignore me.”

“I do not!”

He was stuck now. He wanted to kiss or, to warm her up, to take her to bed, but…she had said no…and his cock was poking in her belly…and…

“So we’re going to try a little experiment.”

“What kind of experiment?” he studied her face suspiciously.

“We’re going to put you on a sex diet.”

“A sex diet? What is a sex diet?”

“Simple. From this point on you will only get sex once a week. If you persist in being a humpy, little terrier we’ll go for two weeks, or three weeks, or however long it takes for you to control yourself.”

“That’s ridiculous!”

“You’re going to have to prove that you love me, and that you’re not just a little, out of control horn dog. Really, Rod, life isn’t just about you humping mindlessly, getting your jollies because you’re obsessed with sex.”

“I’m not obsessed with sex! Look, we’re married. We should be having sex all the time!”

“Oh. So me being married turns me into your private, little slut.”

“No!”

“Make me another drink.”

He did, but he was not happy. He kept making grumbling sounds under his breath, and Laura, for the most part ignored what he was saying. After all, he was just complaining because his little obsession was being handled.

That night was a strained one for the couple. Laura was patient, and happy that she had put her foot down. Rod was impatient. He tried not to complain, he tried to ignore it, but it was hard when his pecker was wanting to rise up and be heard.

They watched a little TV, then got ready for bed.

Rod watched his wife undress, and his beanpole sprouted. She had such gorgeous tits. Her skin was soft and golden. He wanted to let himself go, cover her with kisses and persuade her, through the lust in his soul, that she should lay down and spread.

Laura could feel his lust. It was like a giant beacon light, burning hot the closer you got to it, warming the body and making her feel self-conscious.

But she was determined not to feel self-conscious.

She was going to go through with this. His being over-sexed was not her problem, it was his, and he was going to have to learn how to deal with it.

She put on a peignoir, the front open and her breasts protruding, and used cold cream to take off her face.

Fresh scrubbed, she crawled into bed.

Rod was already there, and as soon as she was under the covers he reached for her.

For a moment he only held her, nuzzled the back of her neck, kissed her warm skin.

He couldn’t control himself, however, and his hands began to roam.

“Careful, now,” she admonished. “Don’t cross the line.”

“Don’t we start with this program tonight?”

“Yes,” she murmured.

“Then we do it tonight and again in seven days.”

“I don’t think so,” she said sleepily.

He wrapped his arms around her and rubbed her nipple.

She pushed his hands away, woke up a little and snapped. “You had it three days ago, so you get it in four days.”

“But I need it now!”

He was insistent, hoping his ardor would override her lack of desire. He reached down to pet her pussy.

She was waiting for him. She evaded, and grabbed his package. Hard!

“Ow!”

“No means no, honey,” she said sweetly.

He was trying to dislodge her grip, but she had him solid.

“Le-et go-o!” His voice sound like a frog being pushed between two rollers.

She did, and said, “You can forget four days. It’s a full eleven days now. See you then.” She kissed his forehead and turned over.

Rod lay there, rubbing his balls, trying to shed the hurt. He made a little whimpering sound, but Laura ignored him.

Finally, he turned over and slipped into a grumpy sleep.

Laura dreamed she was in a field and it was raining flowers. She was eating chocolates and a strange man was licking her privates.

“Oh, that’s wonderful,” she moaned, then she realized it wasn’t Rod.

“Where’s my husband?”

“Who cares?”

And Laura realized that she didn’t care. All she cared about was the wonderful feeling exploding between her legs. Such heat, such wet, such…unh!

The orgasm woke her up.

Rod dreamed that he was on a raft, and around the raft circled flying fish, leaping out of the water, looking more like little spermies than fish.

“What are you doing?” he yelled in fear.

“But the fish just laughed, and leaped, and…he awoke.

“Geez, what a weird dream,” Rod murmured.

“I thought it was pretty hot,” said Laura.

It was now morning, and they looked out the window.

Sunshine and roses, and Laura climbed over Rod, her large breasts dragging over his face, the nipples across his startled lips.

“Hey!” He grabbed, but he was too slow.

Laura laughed and headed for the shower. A minute later she was enjoying the running of warm water over her sensitive flesh.

Rod stepped in. Rod and his boner, that is.

He looked at her sadly, mournfully, like a hound dog that just got scratched by the cat.

Laura had to laugh. He looked so pitiful, and she realized that she liked waking up without goo sliding out of her hole. She liked going to bed without his sweat all over her.

There was something to be said for abstaining from sex.

Again, he tried to touch her.

She allowed him a kiss, but when he groped her breasts she pushed him back.

“Control yourself, horn dog,” she warned with a grin.

She stepped out of the shower, dried herself off, and got dressed.

Rod wanted a long shower, but he was so desperate he stepped out after her, and as he dried himself off he watched her slip her boobs into the cups, cover her pussy with a tummy shaper. Put on nylons and shorts and high heels.

“Where are you going?”

“Yard sales. Want to come along?”

He didn’t want to. He didn’t want to see all the baby clothes and dirty, old sports gear. He didn’t need any rusty wrenches or broken vacuum cleaners. “Sure,” his dick said.

Five minutes later they headed out. She was driving because she had the convertible and it was that kind of day! He sat in the passenger seat and dwelled on his groin.

He was hard. He had hardly slept for the problem between his legs. He wanted a little.

“What are you looking at?” she asked, turning the wheel and rolling the car down a street.

“Beauty,” he said. “Beauty incarnate.”

“Oh, how sweet. But it’s still ten days.”

He looked so sad at that. She knew he was going to be extra polite and sweet and try to talk her out of the ten day penalty, but she was having too much fun.

And, when you think about it, it was already working. He was a man who wanted to be with her.

She found a big yard sale, two families, and parked the car.

They sauntered along the tables. He looked at books and old VHS tapes. Now, who in their right mind would still be playing VHS when they could be doing the DVD route?

Happy Gilmore.

Erin Brockovich.

Milk.

“Oh, Lord!” he muttered.

Meanwhile, Laura was talking with the lady in charge of the yard sale. They were in the cool of the garage and the lady smiled at him.

She was large, round, even, and her grin was pretty damned saucy.

What the heck were they talking about?

Rod drifted down to a table filled with light bulbs and miniature race cars. Used light bulbs? How do you refurbish those?

The Miniature cars were pretty cool, though. Hot Wheels. Some of them might even be worth money. Hard to tell, though.

He glanced at the garage, the chubby lady and Laura were at the back of the garage and the old lady had opened up a metal cabinet and was rummaging.

Rod hoped it, whatever it was, wasn’t too expensive. He didn’t mind an occasional painting of a boat in the harbor for a couple of bucks, the frames were worth more than the painting.

And jewelry might be worth something.

But digging in a metal locker? What treasure had she decided not to sell…until she had a sucker who couldn’t say no?

He sauntered up to the table where sales were transacted and the old lady and Laura, snickering and chuckling like they knew the secret of the universe, came up to the table. Laura was holding a little, wooden box. It was old, needed polish, but seemed to be of good wood. He wondered what was in it.

“That’ll be four dollars.”

Laura took out a five and handed it over. She received a one, and said, “Are you sure I can’t pay you for this?” She indicated the box in her grubby mitts.

“Oh, Lord, no. I’m just glad I could find it a happy home.”

“Well, you can rest assured, the home for this is the happiest.”

With that Rod and Laura headed for the car.

“What’s in the box?” asked Rod, sliding into the passenger seat.

“Three guesses, the first two don’t count.”

“Oh, great,” he grinned wryly. “A washing machine.”

“No.”

“A new car.”

“Ha!”

“Come on. I’ll never guess, and you know it.”

“I’ll tell you what. Double or nothing. You guess what’s in here and I’ll give you sex every day for a year. But if you miss…no nookie for a month!”

“What? No! I don’t want to play! Ten days is bad enough, but I don’t want to wait any longer.”

“Too bad, because I just decided that you’re going to have to play.”

“No!”

“So, you have a guess, and if you guess wrong it’ll be a month before you squirt! And if you don’t guess it’ll be two months!”

“NO!”

People in the next car looked over at them.

Laura waved cheerfully and sped up.

“So, what’s your guess.”

“This is totally unfair!”

“Okay, you can ask questions. A total of five, but I’ll only answer yes or no.”

Rod complained for a long minute, but Laura held firm.

Finally, begrudgingly, he asked a question. “Is it animal, vegetable or mineral?”

“Yes or no.”

He cursed and looked away. Then he looked back. “Okay, is it animal.”

“No.”

“Is it vegetable?”

“No. That’s two questions.”

“Then it’s mineral!”

“Yes.”

“Aha!”

“And that’s three.”

“Wait! I didn’t ask that third question. I just said what it was. Process of elimination. If it’s not vegetable or mineral then it’s got to be mineral.”

She made a moue, then acknowledged him.

“Okay. Two. What’s your third question?”

“Is it…something you wear?”

“Yes. Three.”

“Does it go on your head?”

She giggled and said, “No. And four. One more question.”

Rod’s mind went into overdrives. He considered the various clothes one wears on the body.

Shoes, socks, underwear, pants, shirts—would shirt cover both over shirts and under shirts?—but then there were things like watches, necklaces and other things.

The box was bigger than a watch, but not by much. It could be a watch.

Then he had a thought: was it for him or her?

She had bought it from a lady, so it must be for a lady, so it must be something that a lady wears. His mind went over a whole new list of items. Everything from earrings to nylons.

God, he wanted to ask more questions.

“Any more questions?” She glanced at him, a big grin on her face.

He was going to have to take a chance here. Assume it was for her. She didn’t come out and say, ‘Here’s a gift for you,’ so it had to be for herself.

What was small enough for the box? Dresses could be crumpled up that much, but…she wouldn't crumple a dress.

His mind told him it was a watch. That was the only thing that made sense.

But what if it was lingerie? She might have crumpled up lingerie in there, which would make sense the way she and the old crone had been carrying on.

“Is it for the legs.”

“No. That’s five. Take your guess.” She was laughing inside, and sort of on the outside. She thought she had him.

But if it was not for the legs, then it had to be for her upper body. From the hips up.

A watch or…a bra.

But women didn’t usually share underwear. They were funny that way.

Okay…okay… “It’s a watch,” he blurted.

She nodded her head and said, “I thought you would never guess.”

“It’s a watch?” he felt glee! He must have guessed right! What a shot in the dark!

“And I was right.”

His heart fell.

“You didn’t guess. But don’t feel bad, honey. There wasn’t not a chance in hell that you would have guessed.”

He sulked for a second, then asked, “Okay, so what is it?”

“Oh, not so fast!”

He stared at her.

“Would you like to cut your month in half?”

“My month,” it squeaked out of him, clothed in discouragement.

“Yes. You’ve got a month, but if you’d like to only do two weeks, unless you fuck up and get doubled again, then the game isn’t over.”

“I don’t have to guess anything, do I?”

“Nope. You just have to agree to do something for me. You agree and I’ll take two weeks off.”

Later he would realize that he never had a chance. She had been manipulating him from the start. She knew he would never guess, and now she knew he would do anything to get his time cut in half.

She knew how desperate he was for a squirt.

“What do I have to do?”

“Not so fast. You have to agree, first.”

“But how can I agree if I don’t know what it is you’re asking?”

“You have to take a chance.”

“But what if I don’t like it…whatever it is?”

“Then you’re stuck with it.”

He sat in the seat and thought. They were getting close to home, and he intuited that she was going to get her answers, his agreement, or not, before they got home.

And, whatever it was, he would probably have to wear it. It was for the upper body.

“It’s not a bra, is it?” The question popped out of him.

Laura began to laugh. “No. It’s not. Although, if you want to wear one that can be arranged.” She was shaking, she thought it was that funny.

“So, do you agree to do what I ask?”

He caved. “Okay. I’ll do it. God help me…I’ll do whatever you ask.”

He just knew he was going to have to do something stupid, wear a pink tee shirt or something.

“Excellent.”

“So what is it I have to do.”

She patted the box. “You have to wear what’s in this.”

He frowned. He had been right. It was something to wear. But if it wasn’t a bra…what else could fit into a box that small.

Back to the first question. “What’s in the box?”

She pulled into the driveway and stopped the car. She turned and looked at him. “Honey. I want you to go into the bedroom, get out the four straps, get naked, and get ready for me to get kinky.”

Sproing! His dick, already hard, suddenly throbbed hard enough to bust a zipper.

The box became a dim memory. Who cared about a fucking box if he was finally going to get laid!

“Go!”

His eyes alight, he jumped out of the car and ran into the house.

He heard the car door slam as he ran through the front door. He made it to the bedroom and got the leather straps out of the bottom dresser drawer.

He heard the front door slam as he twisted the straps around the bedposts. by the time she entered the room he was naked, on his back on the bed, his dick ready to launch, a shit eating grin on his face.

Laura almost laughed. He had done everything she had said, and he had guessed and failed, and now…now…

She put the box on dresser and crawled on top of him.

She fastened the velcro and his wrists and ankles were trapped. Her boobs brushed across his face and she felt his dick throb against her thigh as she crawled off him and the bed.

He stared up at her, his face glowing with lust.

He was so funny. He thought lust was love. He didn’t know that a woman needed more than that.

She picked up the box.

“Aren’t you going to get undressed?” he couldn’t help himself. He was trying to make it happen, and he still didn't understand.

“No. Actually, I’d like you to lose that boner for me.”

“What?” His voice hitched slightly. “Aren’t we going to…?”

“No, honey. We’ve got something else to do. You’ve got to wear what’s in this box.”

“But what’s in the box!?” His voice cracked.

“So, I could slap your dick for a while, that might make it go down.”

“Honey—“

“Or, I could make you squirt.”

He grinned bright and shiny.

“Just a drop, mind you, but that would make you go down for awhile.”

“Why do you want me to go down?”

The corners of her mouth lifted. She got out some lube and poured some on his penis.

He groaned and watched the fluid seep down over his dong.

She then gave him a hand job.

He wanted a screw, but…he wouldn’t turn down a hand job.

She watched him, felt his excitement, and moved her hand up and down.

He groaned and tried to hump her fist, but she slowed down then. She intended to be in control.

For long minutes she worked him, and he felt the excitement build, he felt his groin power up, click on, and…and…

She squeezed the base of his cock and only a single drop escaped.

“No!” he cried, his voice sounding like she was strangling his throat and not his dong.

A single drop, then she backed off and watched him.

He was breathing hard, his eyes begging, but his peeny was sagging.

It wasn’t a game he particularly liked.

He watched as his penis fell, laid out on his belly, and turned into a snake on downers.

Finally, it lay there. Limp. Shrinking. Done with…at least for a few minutes.

It would come back once his dick realized there was more to give.

But Laura was already moving.

She opened the box and took out a tube and placed it over his cock.

His cock, slack, twitched.

Being handled…it was going to come back fast.

She put a circle around his package, fit the two pieces together, then put a little padlock through a hasp.

Click.

He stared at his dick, incredulous, not understanding, yet…understanding.

He knew what a chastity tube was. He knew he was now trapped. But…but…

Laura left the room and came back a minute later.

“Sorry, Rod, but I seem to have lost the key.”

“No…you didn’t…he was still trying to come to grips with what had been done. His dick was half hard now, pressing against the sides of the thing, trying to get hard.

She loosened the straps and he was free.

But…of course…he wasn’t free. Not in any sense of the word.

He was caged, enslaved, with no way out.

“Let’s go have a drink.” She was bursting with good humor. “I think we need to have a talk.”

They needed to have a talk. A dumb line if ever there was one, yet every TV show had to put out that line.

He hated that line.

She left the room, and he heard her in the kitchen, rattling glasses and ice cubes.

He looked down at his poor weenie.

The cage was metal, no way to break it.

He might be able to cut the lock, maybe.

His balls stuck out, the skin a little tight, looking a little ‘polished.’

He tugged on the cage, and succeeded in pulling on his balls painfully.

He tried to pull the tube off, but he could feel a little row of spikes just inside the lip of the tube. They wouldn't hurt unless he tried to pull his flesh out of the tube, then they dug in cruelly.

Her voice from the kitchen. “Get dressed, Rod. We’re going to have company!”

Company! Fuck! He didn’t want any company!

He pulled out a pair of underpants. They were a little loose in the pouch now, but they were okay.

He pulled on a pair of shorts.

Tee shirt, socks and shoes.

He looked at himself in the mirror.

He was fine. Looked normal. His face was a little red, but that would go away.

“Rod?”

“Coming!”

His voice didn’t sound normal, but it was probably okay. It was his mind that was most affected, after all.

He walked down the hallway and into the kitchen.

“Let’s go into the living room. Grab that extra drink.”

Rod grabbed two glasses of bourbon and Coke and followed Laura into the living room.

“What company?” he asked. God, his voice sounded strange. He had never felt so nervous, so unsure of himself.

“Jenny’s coming over.”

“Jenny?”

“Yes. My friend Jenny.”

“I don’t want to meet anybody. Not while I’m like this.”

“Like what?” Laura spoke innocently. “Nobody can tell that you’ve got your dingus all locked up.”

“But I know! It’s…I can’t.”

He stood up.

“Sit down.” Her voice was suddenly no nonsense. “Unless you’d like to go for a month again.”

“I’m out of here.”

“A month. Two months if you go out that door.”

“You can’t do this to me!” He stopped without going out the door.

“It’s just a little game, honey. Something to entertain you.”

“I’m all done being entertained!”

“Nonsense. The game has just started.”

“When does it end?”

“When you start acting like a real human being. Kind and considerate, thinking of others, getting over that little hot dog you call a dick.”

His mouth opened and he stared at her.

“I thought you liked it,” he whispered.

“Oh, I love it. And someday, if you’re a good boy, I’ll love it again. Right now, however, you will do what you’re told.”

He started for the door.

“One more step. You’ve got a month. It’ll be two months. And I can increase it month after month until you finally give up.”

“I’ll cut it off.”

“Yes, I can see you hunkered down over your groin with a power saw.”

He was stopped again, staring at her, not believing what was happening.

Ding dong!

“That’s the bell honey,” she said with a happy smile. “I’m going to let Jenny in. I expect you to be sitting here, on your best manners, when I come back.”

She stood up and walked past him.

Rod stood, frozen, and listened.

“Jenny! How are you!”

Murmurs he couldn’t pick up from the foyer.

The sound of heels clicking, click, clicking.

Laura and Jenny entered the room.

“Hi, Jenny,” Rod was trying to look normal, but his face was pasty and sweaty. His eyes were a little too bright.

Jenny stopped and studied him.

Laura stood next to her, a grin plastered on her mouth.

Jenny turned her head slightly, she smiled, and she said, “He doesn’t look any different.”

Rod gawped. “You know?”

“About your dick? Of course. When I heard I just had to come over and take a look.”

Rod stared at Laura. “She’s going to look?”

“It is rather unique, Rod, and you can understand Jenny’s curiosity.”

“But…”

“I really didn’t believe that you had a chastity device, but when you described it…”

“I got it at a garage sale, of all places. It’s funny, you and I talked about how men should be better behaved, then I was talking to this lady, and…she seemed to know.”

“Female intuition,” nodded Jenny.

“Whatever, how often do you have conversations about male chastity out of the blue with a total stranger?”

They both turned to Rod.

Rod was on the couch, his hands in his lap, his eyes shining insanely, perspiration pouring off him.

“You can’t. I don’t. You can’t make me.”

“Of course I can, honey. I have the key. Now, if you want to get out of chastity and get a little squirt before Christmas…”

Jenny giggled. “Not this Christmas…some other Christmas…”

“…then you’d better drop those drawers and show me a little metal.”

“It’s metal?”

“It is.”

“So it can’t be cut off?”

“Not unless he wants to lose Mr. Happy.”

“Oh, this is too much.”

Both girls focused on Rod.

“Okay, Rod. drop ‘em.”

Broken, disheartened, unable to refuse, and…feeling a strange excitement within, Rod stood up. With trembling hands he began to undo his buckle.


Part Two

He let his shorts slide down his legs and stood in his BVDs. The girls couldn’t see anything, but it was obvious, from the reduced bulge in his pants, that things were different down there.

“Go on,” commanded Jenny breathlessly.

His face redder than a spanked tomato, Rod hooked his thumbs into the waist band and pulled his underwear down.

The girls stared at the nice, tight package. His cock was hidden in a grey tube. His balls were protruding underneath, the skin tight and shiny. He made an ‘urking’ sound, which was an attempt to swallow through all his embarrassment.

“Oh, my gosh,” whispered Jenny. She turned to Laura. “Is this turning you on as much as it’s turning me on?”

“More,” Laura breathed out. “Come here.”

Rod, his pants around his ankles, shuffled in front of the girls.

As one they reached for his groin. They felt his balls, held his cage, and giggled.

“Oh, this is hot.”

“I think I’m going to cum.”

Rod, get down on your knees and help Jenny cum.

Jenny jerked her head to her friend, who smiled and nodded, then looked back to Rod hungrily.

“You want…me to…”

“You heard me. If you don’t want to spend the next ten years in chastity, you will put that wonderful tongue to work. And when you’re done with Jenny, you have to get me off.”

Jenny already had her skirt up and her panties off of one leg.

With a sob, his cock having uncontrollable spasms in his tube, Rod dropped to his knees.

He looked beggingly at his wife, who was smiling and fascinated, then leaned forward.

There are some that say all cats are black in the night. This is obviously a crude statement that all pussies are the same.

It is not true.

Rod tasted the difference, he felt the difference, he smelled the difference.

And, the little row of rings through her labia made it totally different.

He had to be careful and not let his teeth bang against the little rings, and Laura laughed when she heard the click of teeth and rings. She knew Jenny was pierced, and she knew Rod didn’t know it, which made his surprise all the better.

Within a minute his face was immersed in slick juices and his tongue was sore, but he kept going.

Jenny had hold of his head and was pulling his face into her womanhood. “God!” she blurted. “This is like making love without the fucking!”

Laura just watched, and her snatch was steaming hot. She felt the heat radiating out from her groin and overwhelming her body.

Her husband was eating her best friend, and…she began fingering herself. She watched as he pulled on the rings with his teeth,

Rod didn’t know what was going on. He was lost in hot juices and squirming flesh. But he heard Laura moaning, and he wondered.

Then Jenny gave it up. With a great moan she clamped her legs together and twisted her body on the couch. Heat surged through her, white hot heat that obliterated her senses, and she shivered and shook and held his head.

Rod was forced over on his side. He couldn’t get loose, and her legs twisted him over. He was making sounds, but they went directly into Jenny’s pussy, which just caused more sensation in her rocking body.

Then she let go, sagged back, and Rod fell on the floor.

“Fu-u-uck!” Laura came, and came hard.

The three lay, breathing heavily,  and had no thoughts for a minute.

Well, Rod had thoughts. He had the thought that he wanted to cum.

But he couldn’t. He was locked up. They (sob) wouldn’t let him!

“Good job, honey,” Laura finally murmured. “I guess I won’t be needing you right now. Maybe tonight.”

“But…I…but…”

“I suggest you go mow the lawn or something,” she said archly. “Unless you want another month tacked on to your sentence.”

Rod looked at the two women. They were laying next to each other, their bare pussies showing, swollen and moist.

He had to get out of here. He knew that if he stayed he would be begging, and that it wouldn't go well for him.

He got to his feet, and the girl’s glittering eyes followed him.

He pulled up his underwear and pants and staggered towards the kitchen. As he passed through the kitchen and entered the garage he could hear the girls snickering.

Rod mowed the lawn. He was sobbing and grass flew up over the catcher and coated his front.

In his pants his cock was dripping in the cage. Pre-cum was seeping out and making a big wet spot on the front of his pants. Flying blades of grass were sticking to that spot, and it looked like he had a little lawn over his groin.

What had happened?

He had been a happy man, getting nookie at need, and now he was a…what was he? A prisoner? Yes! A prisoner, of a cage of a different sort.

What was he going to do?

What could he do?

And, the answer: nothing.

Inside the house Laura and Jenny were sipping wine coolers and discussing the situation.

“Lord, that man has a tongue. It felt like he was sticking it all the way up into my womb.”

“You’re one cum ahead of me,” smiled Laura. “I used my own finger, that was so hot.”

“So, are you going to be willing to lend him to me?”

“Of course!”

Jenny grinned. “This is going to be fun. We’ll be sending him back and forth between us.”

“Never a moment’s rest for the poor doofus. I am so grateful to you for getting me started on this.”

“I didn’t have anything to do with the chastity. I’m sorry to say I never even thought of it.”

“Yes, but if you hadn’t gotten me started on depriving Rod, then I might not have had the frame of mind to talk to the lady at the yard sale.”

“The universe works in mysterious ways.”

“Yes, it do.”

They poured another wine cooler and sat back and watched as Rod started mowing the lawn in front of the house. He didn’t look at them, just sobbed and pushed, actually running, the lawn mower back and forth.

“Looks like somebody is anxious to please.”

They sipped.

“There is one thing,” Jenny said, looking a little serious.

“What’s that?”

“Well, there is the danger of you back sliding.”

“Back sliding?”

“Yes. What if he gets you so horny, and you can’t stand it and decide you need a little dick.”

“Oh, that couldn’t happen.” then she was silent. The way she had felt when Rod was eating her friend…yes, it could happen.

“So what’s the solution?”

“Give me the keys. Then, even if you want to break down and give in, you can’t. And if you call and ask for the keys, then at least I’ll have a chance to talk you down.”

“Hmm.”

“And, the good news, I’m not emotionally invested in Rod, so I won’t be tempted. All I want is to have my rug munched. Nothing more.”

They talked about it for a minute, but Jenny was making sense, and Laura handed her the keys.

“Don’t lose them,” she joked.

“Guard them with my life.”

The girls grinned, and shortly after that Jenny headed for home.

Life became a carousel for Rod.

He finished the lawn, took a cold shower, and tried to get over the constant lusting of his cock.

But his cock wouldn’t let him.

No sooner did he get it limp in the cage than it woke up again. Struggling, pressing, pushing, failing.

That night Laura made him go down on her.

He couldn’t stop himself. He had no willpower. He was taken over by his own desires. He spent fifteen minutes down there before Laura popped off her second orgasm of the day.

Then, upon awaking the next morning, after a ragged night of sleep and stunted boners, Jenny called.

Laura answered, listened, smiled, and turned to Rod. “Get dressed. Jenny needs a little relief.

Rod dragged himself out of bed. His eyes were looking a little baggy, but his dick acted like it was fresh and rested, pulling him along, making him move with expediency.

He drove across town and knocked on Jenny’s door. It opened at his touch and he called out, “Jenny?”

“Back here! Lock the door.”

He entered her house, locked the door and headed back to the bedroom.

She was laying on the bed wearing nothing but a peignoir. The garment was spread so her luscious boobs were revealed, and so were her legs.

But she had a surprise for Rod.

“Bottom, drawer, put it on.”

In the bottom drawer was a strap on with a big penis. Bigger than his. By a lot!

He stared at her body and drooled, finding that in spite of his desire to be free, his carnal urges were supreme.

He put on the strap on, snugged it tight and stared down at the big penis sticking out.

In one way he was proud, as if the penis was his own and he was largely endowed.

In another way he was shamed. He was so small and inadequate.

But, that’s what a dildo is for, when a man is inadequate, and he crawled atop her.

“Don’t waste time kissing and all that stuff. I’m so fucking horny I don’t need any of that stuff.

And she was horny. Her eyes were alight and her breasts were flushed. She spread her legs wide and he crawled between and inserted.

It went in easy, in spite of being big.

She groaned and latched on to him.

Then, as he ground into her, she kissed him as if his dick was real.

It was surreal. He was screwing, and didn’t feel a thing. He was making love, and he was above her, watching, not involved, yet becoming even more and more horny.

To be denied in such a manner, on top of being denied by being locked up…it was terrible. And…it was wonderful, in a way.

He plunged and writhed and twisted.

He licked and sucked and kissed.

He felt and used his hands to help his efforts.

Coolest of all were the rings in her labia.

The rings were just big enough for his fingers to fit through, and he pulled her labia apart and she near screamed with the feeling of being opened and penetrated to the max.

She didn’t cum once. She came several times, then pushed him off.

“Lick me gently. Clean me. Then cuddle me.”

When he was done, and she had slept with him in her arms, his face against her gently rising and falling bosom, the phone rang.

“Get back here! I’m hot!”

So he stood up, got dressed, and, while Jenny smirked, headed back home.

And so his life was set.

Back and forth.

Between his wife and her friend.

And…was she now his girlfriend?

Their relationship was purely sexual…and it was not.

He never came in her, he never truly fucked her…at least, not with his own dick, so…was she his girlfriend?

Sometimes they would all go out for lunch, and the girls would ignore him and talk. Except that sometimes, as if making sure he was there, one or the other of them would reach down to his lap and fondle his caged cock.

A reassuring smile. Yep. You’re still there.

And he would go home with one of them, or the other, and service them, and wait for the call to send him back and forth.,..back and forth…back and forth.

And so it would have gone forever, except…

Rod had never been so horny in his life.

He was tired and had dark circles around his eyes. The girls took to putting make up around his eyes so he didn’t look so ghoulish.

Then they took to giving him a little eye shadow, and even touched his lips up with pale pink lipstick.

He was their toy, their boy toy, and they talked about making him into a girl.

And he was starting to like it.

He was so embarrassed that embarrassment started to wear off.

He would sit in a restaurant and let them play their games, and people would stare as they painted his lips, and colored his eyes and combed his hair, which they were letting him grow long.

And they were doing this one night when Jenny said, “Can I have him tonight?”

“Absolutely, and I’m a little tired. Just keep him over night. I don’t want him disturbing my rest.”

“No problem.”

And they ate and drank, and the girls talked, and Rod had the feeling something was up.

But he didn’t know what.

Jenny was driving, Rod was rarely let to drive any more, and she asked, “How do you like it when we put make up on you?”

“I don’t know.”

“Come on. Truth.”

“I like it, I guess.”

She glanced at him as they drove through the night. “You guess?”

“Well, it’s kinky, and it makes me horny. Hornier.”

She gave a crooked smile. “So you’ve grown to like being horny.”

He was silent.

“You don’t have to answer. I’ve done this enough that I know the answer. Men love it when they get made up and sexy.”

“Do you like making me up?”

She heaved a sigh, then admitted. “I’m bi. I love lesbians. I’ve got to tell you, getting a little make up on you, pretending you’re a woman while you screw me, oh…God!” She shivered in delight.

Then she pulled into her driveway and they got out and went into the house.

Jenny was deep in thought.

Rod knew exactly what to do.

He went into the bedroom and turned down the bed.

Jenny was in the kitchen. They had had a few drinks at Charley Coyote’s, and she was making more drinks in the kitchen.

She called him into the kitchen and he trotted through the house.

“Sit down,” she said.

They sat at the kitchen table and she faced him.

“I’m going to make you into a girl tonight.”

“You are?” he gulped.

“I am. All the way. “We’re going to put you into lingerie and make up, and then you’re going to screw me.”

Rod figured that meant he strap on, but her next words surprised him.

“With your dick.”

“With…what?”

“With your real dick. It’s been what…months? Aren’t you ready for a little flesh fucking?”

“Well, yeah, but…”

“Don’t worry about Laura. I already cleared it with her.”

“You did? she said okay? That doesn’t sound like her.”

“Believe me, honey, she doesn’t want to have your penis in her. She likes you as a muff diver, but nothing more. Else she would have unlocked you before this, right?”

“Well, I guess…”

“So if you want to get out and have an actual fuck, this may be your last chance. I mean, who knows, I might never be in this mood again.”

He stared at her.

He was going to get out and fuck!

He was adapting, actually loved being in chastity, but to be told…to have a chance…

“So what do you say? Want to get your rocks off?”

He couldn’t help himself. He tried to speak but couldn’t, and finally simply nodded.

“Okay. Guzzle the rest of your drink and let’s get started.”

He guzzled, and they walked back to the bedroom. She watched him, and was confident.

He was nervous, his heart pounding, his penis drooling and twitching in his device.

Across town Laura lay down in bed, and she felt funny. Not ‘ha ha’ funny, but weird funny. Like something was wrong.

But what?

What was giving her that weird feeling?

She sighed and turned over and tried to go to sleep.

Rod sat at Jenny’s vanity table and she worked on him.

He had been Naired and had no hair on his body. What would Laura think of that? But Jenny just chuckled and said she would love it.

She painted his toenails a bright red, then put long nails on his fingers and painted them red.

She took off his chastity cage and he was straight and stiff and ready to rock and roll.

She smiled when she saw the little drops form on the tip of his cock and roll down the sides.

He wasn’t a huge man, but he was okay. Seven inches was okay.

She liked huge, but the feeling of warm flesh, real flesh, that would make up for it.

She was, at last, going to get man-screwed by a Lesbian. And not with an inanimate dildo.

She put a bra on him and then inserted breast forms. It worked. So she took the bra off and glued the breast forms in place, then put the bra back on.

Oh, Lord. He was taking away her breath.

She put a garter belt on him, then rolled some nylons up his legs.

Standing in front of a mirror, he was exactly what she wanted. What she needed. She was feeling that hot nugget of desire in her loins.

Rod was stunned by what was happening. He could see his body was looking very feminine, and his penis had never felt so hot and hard and horny.

It was like he wasn’t his body…he was his penis. That was all he was.

She began working on his face. She made a canvas, then colored it, and she was good. She used shadow and hue to give him a more female face, she colored his eyes and outlined them and gave him false eyelashes.

She could hardly breath now, and was constantly gulping with ardor.

Lipstick. Bright red to match his fingers and toes.

Then she styled his hair.

When she was done he stood and couldn’t believe it.

He was no longer a man, and…his penis…God…how it lusted for her!

“Okay, honey. You’ve been a good girl. Are you ready for your reward?”

He nodded, his head giving a series of little jerks.

She laughed and led him to the bed.

They lay in each others arms and gently kissed. They reveled in the slight touch, the rising sensation of desire, the feel of breasts in both their hands.

She reached down and stroked him.

He bent his head and sucked her nipples, and she was treated to the illusion of a female head making love to her chest.

Then, him shivering and trembling and virtually out of his mind, he placed his penis to her portal and moved in.

She gasped, and the orgasms started at once. A series of little pops that kept coming and coming, finally culminating in a wonderful blast of golden light.

Oddly, Rod couldn’t orgasm. It had been too long, he literally didn't remember all the little things that men go through on their way to the big bang.

By the time Jenny orgasmed big, however, he had figured it out. He blasted a stream of squirt into her. He sent months of semen roping into her.

She could feel him discharging his love into her, and she sighed.

She had finally made love to a lesbian with a dick.

Then, exhausted by the culmination of dreams and lust, they slept.

Laura couldn’t sleep. That feeling of something wrong was lambasting her, washing over her.

It was women’s intuition.

Women know when a child has died.

They know when a husband has been in an accident.

And particularly sensitive women know when their husband has been untrue.

Often they will deny it.

Sometimes they will try to live with it.

But…women always know when something has happened.

Laura knew.

She knew that sending Rod home with Jenny was a mistake.

She couldn’t articulate what she knew, but…she knew.

She got out of bed and slipped into bra and panties. She had worn a slinky dress, showing much cleavage, to the dinner with Rod and Jenny earlier, and it was still out.

She put it on.

Then, because it was appropriate, she pulled on her nylons and slipped into her high heels.

Scarcely three minutes had passed since she had been impelled out of bed, and she was rocketing down the street.

All the way across town she had this terrible feeling of being betrayed. Why had she ever told Jenny Rod could spend the night?

What was wrong with her?

The street on which Jenny lived was quiet. A couple of dim street lights, a house light or two, but…gloom.

To match her frame of mind.

She pulled in behind Jenny’s car and stared at it.

And the house.

Dark and silent.

She got out and closed the door silently.

The front door was unlocked and she entered.

She was praying that it was nothing. She wanted to just turn around and leave. To go home with a clear conscious.

She walked down the hallway and looked into the bedroom.

Her heart sank and her mind shattered into a million pieces.

They were asleep in the bed. Hugging each other, legs wrapped and…his exposed cock lay on her leg. He was still wearing the ring around his package.

Naked.

She had fucked him.

And he, that bastard, had fucked her.

And he was dressed up like a woman!

She walked to the bed and looked down, took in all the detail. The semen dripping out of Jenny’s hole. The way their arms were all the way around each other.

His semen, which belonged to her.

Jenny had stolen her semen.

Tears were leaking out of her eyes when she turned and left the room.

She didn’t think it through, she just knew what she was going to do.

She was familiar with Jenny’s house. She knew where everything was.

She collected a bunch of little padlocks. She found the four pairs of handcuffs Jenny bragged about. She took everything back to the bedroom.

Rod and Jenny were both in a sound sleep. They had been drunk, they had physically exhausted themselves. They didn’t wake when Laura began doing things and shifting their bodies minutely.

First, she put hand cuffs on Rod’s wrists. His arms were around Jenny, and he didn’t wake up.

They she cuffed Jenny’s wrists behind him.

Now they were not just hugging each other in sleep, they couldn’t let go.

She straightened out their legs somewhat and cuffed their ankles together. Rod’s right to her left, and her left to his right.

She did this quickly, knowing that they might awake at any second.

And they did stir. It wasn’t as comfortable a position, and they were swimming up from the depths.

Laura took Rod’s penis and stroked it under the head.

In spite of just having cum, his dick straightened up.

She put it to Jenny’s hole and, the natural inclination of a dick, Rod pushed a bit, and suddenly he was in her.

“Wha…” Jenny stirred, her eyes opened, but she was not fully aware.

Jenny had eight rings in her labia, four on each side.

Laura slipped a padlock through a ring and around the ring around Rod’s manhood.

Another padlock. Another. She moved quickly.

“Hey!”

Rod woke up, and he woke up faster than her. He looked around, felt something happened, and tried to pull back.

Click, the fourth padlock was closed, and now Rod and Jenny were locked together at the groin.

“What’s happening!?” Jenny blurted.

Click…click!

Six padlocks.

Rod and Jenny realized their arms were locked around each other, and they stared at each other. Awareness filling their eyes, and yet not knowing how this had come to be.

Jenny tried to pull back.

Click.

She felt the hands working at her groin and panicked.

“Who’s..” She looked around. “Who’s here?”

But she could see nothing in the gloom.

Click.

Rod’s ring was locked onto him, and Jenny’s eight rings were locked to his ring, and they were cemented together.  His cock was deeply inside Jenny.

Now alarmed, they tried to pull away from each other.

“OW!”

“Stop that!”

He was stuck in her. He was seven inches long, and he could only pull back three inches. That meant four inches was inside her.

She jerked and twitched, and those motions acted like humping.

“Oh!” a glazed look appeared in his eyes.

“Let me go!”

She lowered her head and bit him on the shoulder!”

“No! Stop! I’m not doing that!”

Laura had backed away from the bed. Rod and Jenny knew, vaguely, that somebody was in the room, but they were so intent on their own predicament they paid no attention.

For a long minute they struggled. Her biting, him trying to avoid her teeth, and his penis rocketed back and forth, and suddenly the pleasure couldn’t be denied.

“Oh, fuck!” she groaned, and she buried her face against his chest and stopped trying to bite him.

“What’s happening?” moaned Rod.

Laura was at the door now, and she stepped into the hallway. She walked, soft footed, down the hallway.

In the bedroom she could hear the conversation.

“What’d you do?”

“I didn’t do this!”

“Then who did? Do you see anybody else here?”

“But it wasn’t me! I’m locked up, too!”

“You son of a bitch! Get out of me!”

“I’d love to, you skag!”

“You’re a fairy, all dressed up like a girl!”

“You made me that way! You…you queer!”

“You fuck! Will you stop moving?”

“That’s not me! That’s my dick!”

“So stop your dick!”

“I can’t stop my dick!”

“Fuck!” And a groan filled the house.

“Oh, Heysoos. Tilt your hips a little.”

“I don’t want you coming in me!”

“You didn’t mind a while ago.”

“That was then. Now I just want you out!”

Laura opened the fridge and took out a can of Coke. She popped the top and took a sip.

“Did you hear that?”

“What?”

“Somebody else is in the house.”

“I didn’t hear any—“

“Will you stop doing that?”

“I can’t help it!”

“Oh, you fucking fuck!” Her tone was a curious mix of anguish and lust.

Laura smiled and slid out the front door and closed it gently.

They’d keep, and she had to get go home and get her camera. After she slept for a while.

After all, they’d keep.

And then, with pictures in the cloud, she could make up her mind as to what she wanted to do.

With pictures she could make Jenny do what she wanted her to do. She liked lesbians, eh? Well, maybe she’d like to lick a little pussy.

And Rod, dressed like a girl. That opened new doors of possibilities. Maybe she’d keep him as a girl, get him some nice implants.

Heck, under her anger she still liked Rod and Laura, but…maybe they would make good maids. They could clean her house and service her.

And on a good night she could make them service each other.

But she would have to do something about Rod’s determination to squirt. Maybe she could give him pills, hormones, and reduce his testosterone. Just enough so he could still have boners, but not enough to squirt.

Yeah.

That would work.

So thinking, Laura hopped into her car and headed for home.

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


Emergency Transition!

A Terrible crime becomes a wonderful opportunity.

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“We shouldn’t be doing this!”

“Oh, don’t be a sissy.”

“If we get caught…”

“We won’t get caught.

The four medical students opened the door and descended the stairs. Now they weren’t talking. It was silent in the stairwell, and they circled downward, heading for the basement.

The morgue was in the basement.

They reached the bottom door and peeked through the slit of wire re-enforced window.

Down the hallway were two double doors. Nurses and doctors went in and out of the double doors.

“That’s the overflow. When it gets too busy upstairs they send the overflow down here.”

“Looks like there’s a lot of people down here.”

“Nah. This time of night it’s pretty slow.”

“Look for yourself.”

One of the students looked through the slit of window and saw no activity. “I don’t see anything, and look, there’s our body right there. Right where my friend said.”

The others crowded around and looked. Sure enough, whatever activity had been going on it was done now, and just six feet from their door a body lay on a gurney.

“Crap. Let’s get it!”

“Let’s wait and see.”

One of the four, however, couldn’t wait. He opened the door, darted out, and pulled the gurney back.

“He’s doing it!”

“Oh, shit!”

Then the gurney was rolling back through the door.

Laughing and giggling, the four body snatchers pushed the gurney down a long hallway. This was the basement of the hospital, the bowels, as it were. There were boilers and a laundry, the morgue, of course, and lots of storerooms.

And there was, set up long ago, a completely functional OR. An Operating Room. Complete with old examples of tables and light, patient monitors, endoscopy equipment, fluoroscopy machines, and so on. There were even fresh towels from the laundry, and the anesthesia was fully functional.

The room actually had its beginning when old machinery was being stored. A couple of clever students, probably a little drunk, decided they would make their own operating chamber. A place where they could pretend they were full attending doctors. A place to put their feet up and drink beer, or whatever, and discuss the wins and losses of a medical career.

The four students rolled the gurney with their dead body on it into the operating room. They put it in place, then headed for the refrigerator. Inside the frig was a bag of oranges. On top of the frig was a bottle of vodka. In a cabinet was a box of syringes.

The students took turns filling the syringes with vodka and injecting the oranges. Shortly they were sitting in a couple of club chairs, and on top of a metal table, and peeling oranges and popping the delicious but potent slices into their mouths.

“Okay, what we gonna do with Hyram here?” They always gave a corpse a name. They had to pretend the patient was living and not dead, and a little familiarity went a long way.

“Appy,” said one student.

The others booed. “Too easy!”

“A whipple!” volunteered another.

“We did one of those two months ago.”

They were silent and thinking

“How about swapping kidneys.”

There was some debate on that one, but they had done kidneys before, so it was hard to build up a head of excitement.

Then one of the interns, a good looking girl under her scrubs, who had been drunk before they stole the body, said, “Why don’t we change the sex of Hyram?”

A moment of blink. A realization stark, and they all grinned.

“Yeah, we’ve never done that.”

“We can lose the penis, turn it inside out and construct a vagina.”

“We can shave his Adam’s apple and get rid of the lower ribs.”

“Butt implants. He’s got to have a round tush.”

They all laughed.

“I want to give him boobs. Big, fucking boobs.”

They all giggled.

“Okay, people, we’ve got a plan! Let’s check that we’ve got everything we need and get started.”

“Remember, all steps. Anybody misses a step they have to buy the booze next time.”

They all agreed, and the operation commence.

One student administered anesthesia. Another hooked up the monitors. The other two pulled Hyram’s pants down and prepped his groin area. The last student made sure all the trays were stocked with the right tools.

“Gosh, he looks so lifelike.”

“Well,” quipped a student, “it is a live dead body.”

They all snickered at his words.

And, perhaps if they hadn’t been so intent on doing things right, perhaps if they hadn’t had a snootful of ‘orange vodka,’ perhaps if they weren’t tired from 80 hour weeks, perhaps if they had plugged the monitor into the body, and not the training computer, perhaps a dozen other little things…they would have detected the extremely slow rise and fall of Hyram’s chest.

But they were impaired, and silly with fatigue, so they commenced to operate.

The testicles were removed, the penis was sliced and inverted and moved ‘upward,’ into a prepared body cavity.

Up top the girl removed the two floating ribs, the better to make the waist more feminine, and made a nick under each pectoral. She slid a BIG bag of saline into each slit and hooked them to the rubs. She was so tired her vision was shimmery, but she managed to follow all the steps, then she glued the man’s ‘wounds’ and stepped back in satisfaction.

“Done. Beat you all.”

“Don’t be a bitch,” said one of the interns. He glanced up at the chest. “We’re almost done and…oh…oh, fuck!”

His words, blurted with such intensity, made the others stare at him.

“What?”

“He’s breathing.”

The girl giggled. “Don’t you man ‘she’s breathing.”

The other two giggled. They hadn’t realized what had happened.

“No, guys…everything was too perfect. We had pressure in the veins—“

“There’s always pressure in the veins. Guy dies it takes a while for his body to slow down.”

“No! Goddamn it, LOOK!”

They all stared at the man’s chest. His enhanced and BIG chest.

Rise.

Fall.

And again.

And again.

Not much, just a slow and peaceful absorption of air.

“Oh, fuck,” came a whisper.

“I’m out of here!” blurted another.

“No! No! We stop now we’ll kill him.”

“He’s supposed to be already dead!”

“We’ve got to patch him up and put him back where we found him.”

“Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck.”

“Hook him him up for real.”

The girl, she had finished with the tits, pulled the plug on the training computer and attached leads to the man on the table.

“Pulse is steady. 90 over 60. Crap.”

“They stitched and sewed and finished the operation, then stood back and stared at ‘Hyram.’

“What have we done.”

“Nothing. Don’t say a word. Just…let’s put him back and forget about it.

They detached the man from the machines and wheeled him back to the hallway where they had found him.

“He must have been waiting for something. Why would they have left him in the hallway?”

“It’s the spare ER. He must have had something wrong with him.”

“Yeah, he’s going to die, anyway.”

“Don’t sound so hopeful.”

“Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck.”

They came to the bottom of the stairs and looked through the slit in the door. The corridor was empty except for four dead bodies on gurneys.

“Shit, there’s the one we were supposed to operate on.”

“You better get a hold of your nurse and tell him not to say anything.”

“Okay. You guys, ready?”

The door was opened, the gurney was pushed out and down the hall. They pulled the sheet off their patient and rushed back to the stairwell.

Nobody saw them. Nobody knew what they had done. They rushed up the stairs and away from the scene of the crime. And the last sound of their passing was a whispered, “Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck.”

“Who the fuck is this?” Elray Jackson looked down the corridor and saw the gurney, slightly crooked in the line up. He was supposed to have four bodies for the morgue. Who the fuck died and messed up his count?

He sauntered down the corridor, placing a hand on each gurney and counting as he passed. “On…two…three…four…fuckin’ five.”

He placed a hand on the stiff, had to be a woman with those big boobies sticking up, and—

“Oh,” the stiff moved.

Elray jumped back. “Holy fuck! Is you alive?”

“Oh…help.”

Elray helped all right. He helped by turning around and beating feet towards the extra ER down the hall.

“John! John!”

Elray’s supervisor was pushing a machine to one side so he could mop up the blood underneath it. Seemed all he did these days was mop up blood. Why, one day he—looked up as Elray slid into the room.

“What?” he asked.

“There’s somebody alive!”

“There’s lots of people alive,” John said, slightly confused. He needed to get the mopping done.

“No! I mean really alive. I got four dead bodies and one alive.”

John sighed and came to the doorway and looked down the hallway. He could see somebody trying to sit up on a gurney.

“Well, I didn’t do it.”

“But…is he supposed to be dead?”

“I don’t know.”

“What am I supposed to do?”

“Call a doctor? Oh, hell. I’ll make the call.”

He picked up the phone next to the door and dialed a number.

“Yes?”

Elray could hear the operator from where he stood and peered down the hall.

The figure on the bed was trying to sit up, but it felt so weird. It was like something was wrong with his body, and he hurt down there, and he could feel his pants…he hoped he hadn’t soiled them.

“Hey, this is John down in the basement ER. We need a doctor down here. We got a dead person.”

A moment of silence. Then: “Why do you need a doctor if he’s dead?”

“Well, he’s moving?”

“Dead bodies move. They have juices in their system that cause convulsive movements.”

“This guy’s trying to sit up.”

“Well, call Fitness. Have a trainer come down and train the guy to sit up.”

“Oh. Fitness. Couldn’t you send a doctor down here?”

“Just call fitness.” Click.

Meanwhile, Elray was creeping down the hall.

“Can somebody…I need help. Please…” the voice was garbled, but then it should be. One of the procedures done in the transition was to shave the Adam’s apple. Actually, the man shouldn’t have spoken at all, but he was desperate. He had figured out he was bleeding from various places, and his muscles were all fucked up. He felt like he was missing ribs, and every time he tried to sit up these big pillows on his chest held him down.

“Man? You all right?”

“Hello? Who is that? Can you help me?”

But the voice was garbled, and Elray moved closer.

“Elray! You better get away from that guy!

Elray asked, cautiously, “Is you a zombie?”

“What…what?”

John called Fitness, but was told he had to make an appointment. He tried the operator again, but just got yelled at. Finally, in desperation, knowing he had to do something, he dialed an outside line. 911.

“911, what’s your emergency?”

“I got a guy who’s alive.”

“Uh…”

“I mean, I think he’s supposed to be dead, but he’s trying to sit up and…Elray says there’s blood dripping off the gurney.”

The 911 operator was confused, but efficient. Besides, people often didn’t make sense when they called for emergency services. “I’m sending a unit right now. Please stay on the line.”

John stayed on the line and waited.

Elray was tip toeing towards the corpse, then coming back, then tip toeing. The corpse was moving his arms…her arms. He could see the big boobs on her chest. Some bitch probably came in for a boob job and got put in the morgue by accident. Happened all the time. Right?

Five minutes later the 911 operator said, “Sir, the unit is there, where are you?”

“I’m in the basement.”

“Okay.”

Two minutes later the elevator down the hall dinged, the door slid open and two cops stepped out.

“Down here!” John waved and hung up the phone.

The cops walked slowly, peering into rooms, their hands on their guns.

Elray went to meet them. “She’s down at the end. You gonna arrest her?”

The cops blinked, but kept moving. They arrived at the end of the hallway and looked down on the gurney.

It was a man, but a funny shaped man. He had a huge chest, and there was blood all over his groin.

“Fuck,” muttered one of the cops. He began speaking into his shoulder mike. The other cop bent down and listened to the man’s garbled speech.

“Help me. Please.”

“Okay, fella. We’ll help. What happened?”

“I don’t know. I was here for a colonoscopy…and I woke up here. I think I’m injured. Can you get these bags of cement off my chest? I want to sit up.”

The cop looked at the man’s body. The chest was big, like super tit big. The groin was bloody, and it looked like…like the man had been castrated. He placed a hand on the man’s arm and said, “Please hold still. We’ll get a doctor down here to look at you.”

“Oh. Okay.” The man finally relaxed. He was going to get helped.

ONE MONTH LATER!

“Well, Owen, Mr. Grey, we have completed our investigation.” Three men in white coats, who looked more like lawyers than doctors, sat across the big table from him. They were in an office on the top floor of the hospital. A gorgeous view of the city could be seen through a wall-sized window.

Owen sat in a wheel chair. He wasn’t allowed to walk in the hospital. He had a manly face, but his waist was thinner than if he wore a corset. His chest was enormous, and they had outfitted him with an actual bra to help his muscles hold the load. Worst, however, was the fact that he had no manhood. He had a vagina, and he could feel the emptiness in his pants always.

In truth, he felt a little girly. And the long hair, which the hospital hadn’t cut, didn’t help.

“What happened to me?” His voice was clear now, but high pitched.

“Apparently you received your colonoscopy. We were busy that night, and your procedure was done in the second ER. Your gurney was waiting to be taken upstairs when, apparently, it was taken to a hidden operating room in the basement. We haven’t found the parties responsible, but they apparently gave you a full sex change operation. Your penis was made into a vagina, your balls removed, you have a set of implants, two ribs were removed and your voice box was shaved, and, uh, oh, yes. You have butt implants.”

“I know all that. I figured that out.”

“Excellent. Now, we just need to discuss the bill, then you’ll be free to—“

“Bill?”

“Of course. Medical procedures were done, and you neglected to complete the paperwork, so we have to have you sign these papers.”

One of the lawyers laid out a stack of papers. “This is a release for injury. Here is an agreement to abide by arbitration. The cost of the surgery, of course. And then there’s the after care…a month in recovery, not to mention drugs, bandages, nurse care…”

Owen listened to the man, and was in shock. He had been operated on, against his will, and now they were trying to charge him for it. When the man was done outlining all the procedures and legalese and medical jargon and a recipe for his grandmother’s pumpkin soup, he asked, “What is the total?”

“$465,924. We’ve discounted certain items, of course, and physical rehabilitation was lumped into a smaller sum, you’re welcome, but how do you intend to pay this bill?”

Owen stood up, which was against the rules, but he had finally had enough. “And if I don’t pay it?”

A doctor who had been standing to one side rushed over and said, “Please, you mustn’t get up.”

“It will effect your credit score.”

The doctor pulled his arm and tried to make him sit down in his wheel chair. “Please, it’s against the rules.

 Owen shrugged the doctor off. “So you maim me, tell me you’re going to ruin my credit, and I still don’t pay. What then?”

“Please, Mr. Grey. You have to sit down. Insurance liability must…” the doctor blathered on.

“We’ll turn you over to collections.”

“Well, I’ll tell you what. You can turn my dick over to collections, if you can ever find it.”

Owen turned around, pushed the doctor who was trying to get him to sit away, and walked out.

Owen had no trouble walking out of the hospital. There were security guards, but it seemed that they were more concerned with keeping people out of the hospital than in. He walked down the corridor, took an elevator down, and stomped out the front door.

And, of course, three doctors were yelling, pleading, begging, the whole way.

Owen stood on the curb and gazed at the city. He was healed, he could walk, though his big chest sometimes put him out of balance. And he was wearing a hospital gown. Whatever clothes he had once had were long gone and who knew where.

“Hey, baby!” somebody whistled at his perky backside.

He turned around, his face obviously male, and glared.

“Shit! It’s a guy!” Two construction workers walked away, one of them mumbling something about freaks.

Owen turned back to the city and considered his next move.

A lawyer. Yes. He needed a lawyer.

But he needed clothes.

And a ride home.

And a meal. Damned hospital food sucked.

But he had no money. His wallet had disappeared during his stay at the hospital.

Sighing, he started walking.

It was five miles to his apartment, and shortly he was tired. He had been laying in a bed for a month and his muscles weren’t used to working.

He walked, and cars slowed, took a look at him, then sped up. They wanted to pick up a chick with a round ass and big tits, but when that chick ended up having the face of a man…sayonara, sweetheart.

A cop car pulled up next to him. Checked him out, then left. It was LA, they’d seen worse.

He passed by hamburger stands and restaurants, and almost passed out from the tantalizing aroma.

Finally, several hours later, he came to his apartment. Wearily, he climbed the stairs, grabbed the knob and cursed. He had no keys. He turned to go down the stairs, to find the manager, and the door opened. He spun back around in surprise.

A woman was standing there. A hell of a fine looking woman. Long, brunette hair, sparkling blue eyes, red lips. And wearing a bathrobe.

It took all of Owen’s willpower not to look at her chest, but he managed.

“Yes?”

Owen stood there with open mouth.

“Is there something you wanted?”

“I…I…”

A puzzled expression on the woman’s face. She started to look Owen up and down. The hospital gown, the big boobs, the logical conclusion: Owen was an escapee from a mental institution.

She started to close the door.

“Wait, wait!” Owen managed to blurt. “I live here.”

She blinked, the door half closed. “I’m sorry, you must be mistaken. I just rented this apartment.”

“My name is Owen Grey. I was in…I had some medical problems. This is my apartment.”

“Well, I’m sorry. I just paid the manager and he didn’t…Owen Grey?”

“Yes.”

“There’s a stack of mail here. Would you…”

Owen broke down. The operation and the recovery, being charged for the medical procedures…the long walk, starving…he broke down. He fell to his knees and put his face in his hands and sobbed.

The girl started to close the door, but the helpless, hopeless sounds of a man crying, be it in a high pitched voice, was too much. She knelt and put a hand on his wrist. “Can I call somebody for you?”

Owen shook his head, his sobbing increased. “I was in a hospital, simple procedure…but they changed my sex…I don’t know what to do or where to go…”

The girl listened to his sobs and felt so badly. She had never heard a man cry like this, his soul just turned inside out. Apparently somebody had botched a surgery, and he had no where to go…maybe she should…she could help him…

“Come on,” she pulled his wrist and he came to his feet. “Let me make a few phone calls and we’ll figure something out.”

Owen sat on a couch, sniffling, watching the girl through his messy hair and tears.

First the manager, and he could hear the manager say, “I assumed he’d abandoned his apartment…yes, I’ve got a couple of boxes of his stuff. No, you don’t have to move. The law says…” blah, blah, blah.

The girl who’s name was Brittany Elizabeth, hung up the phone and nibbled on a knuckle.

Owen was still sitting, sort of collapsed in on himself. He obviously couldn’t function.

“Com on, let’s go get your stuff.”

They walked down to a storage area in the garage, the manager turned over a half a dozen boxes, and they brought them back up to the apartment.

Owen stared at his belongings as she took them out of the boxes.

Plates. Glasses. Books. Clothes. Shoes. Bric a brac.

Owen sighed.

Brittany looked up at him. “Why don’t you get dressed while I make a couple of phone calls.

Owen grabbed a pair of shorts and a black tee shirt. He went into the bathroom and took off the hospital gown. He was unaware that Brittany could see him in the mirror.

She stared at him. He had a huge set of breasts, marvelous breasts. He had no manhood. He had a pussy. She was far enough away that she couldn’t see the tiny scars from scalpels. And his waist was thin. Very thin. Which made his round butt look even rounder, and his big boobs look even bigger.

She looked away. For a man he sure had a girl’s body. An ideal body, in a way.

First she called the police. After a wait she asked questions and got referred to county general services.

At county they referred her to social services.

Social services started asking all sorts of questions about identification. Questions which she knew she had no answer to. In fact, it looked like Owen wouldn’t even have the answers. He didn’t seem to have any identification, he claimed he had lost his wallet, and…she frowned and looked at him.

He was sitting on the couch again. A woman with big boobs and a masculine face and hairy legs.

“Do you have any family?”

“I’m an orphan.”

“Any friends?”

“Not that I…no.”

“People you hung out with?”

“No…I used to do traveling work. So…no. The people I hung out with are in other towns.”

“How about money? Do you have a bank account?”

“I do…but…will they recognize me?”

So…no money, no friends, no work, nothing to do. Brittany really frowned now. She had let him into her apartment, which was apparently his apartment, and now she had to kick him out.

Owen kept talking. “I suppose I could mail away for another credit card, say mine was lost. It would only take three weeks, then I could…”

Brittany listened with half a mind. The other half was thinking about welfare and food stamps and all that sort of stuff. If he really had been a victim, she had pieced that together out of his burblings, then he should be able to get all that stuff, and more.

But that would take time. And she didn’t want a roommate.

Finally, he said, “So if I can use this address maybe I can get some identity. I won’t even bother you. I can check the mailbox myself, or if that bothers you you can check it and just leave my mail outside, and…”

“Let’s order some dinner.”

Owen blinked He was starved. All he could do was nod his head.

Brittany ordered Panda Express, and a half hour later they were chewing on orange chicken and Beijing beef.

They drank large Pepsis.

Owen told her about waking up on a gurney, finding out he had been ‘transitioned,’ and the month of recovery. Finally, he told her how the hospital was trying to charge him.

“I’ll get a lawyer, maybe even get a lot of money. But until then…” he shrugged.

They opened their fortune cookies.

Owen read: ‘Help! I’m being held prisoner in a Chinese fortune cookie factory!’

Brittany snorted a laugh. She liked his pleasant manner, and with all the tragedy he had endured…he had a sense of humor.

“Nah,” he said. “It says, ‘The early bird gets the worm, but the second mouse gets the cheese..’”

Brittany opened hers. ‘The real kindness comes from within you.’ She stared at it.

“What’s yours say?”

“Nothing.” She crumpled up the paper and put it in the bag the meal had come in.

Owen watched her.

She thought: ‘Kindness comes from within.’

A direction from the Gods of the universe.

The man on the sofa, he was handsome under that mop of hair, and over those magnificent boobs. And he was intelligent. And he had been dealt the worst kind of blow.

Operated on, his body altered in a most cruel way. No money or friends.

Kindness from within.

“What is it?”

She shook her head and looked down. She had been raised to help those less fortunate than her, but, here in Los Angeles, she had forgotten all that. She hadn’t helped anybody, but herself, in…what? Ten years?

Owen stirred. “Well, if I could use this for a mailing address…I can—“

“Where will you stay?”

“I don’t know. I’ll find someplace.”

She knew what he would find. An overpass. And drugs. And people who would conk him on his head and take what little he had.

Kindness comes from within.

“Can I use this for a mailing address? The state won’t know I’ve moved and they will mail my license, and the banks will…”

He blathered on.

She thought.

Kindness from within.

“You can sleep on the couch.”

“I can’t do—“

“Then don’t. She was pissed off at herself, and she didn’t know why, and this last came out harsh.

Softer, she said, “I mean you don’t have anywhere. Just stay on the couch. A few days and you’ll have your credit card and your ID…I can stand you that long.”

He sat there, staring at her, obviously surprised at her kindness. Then he said, “I’ll try not to fart,” and it made her laugh.

She stood up, “Put your boxes behind the couch. Don’t mess with my stuff. If I’m grumpy just walk away.”

And he asked, with much curiosity, “Why would you get grumpy?”

She was struck by the question. Asked by the man who had been modified, had his life stolen, had no home or friends…how could he care after what had been done to him?

Yet, he had.

He had.

She watched TV and he went through his belongings, throwing some things out, consolidating other things into one box.

It was an awkward evening, for they didn’t know each other, and a meal of Panda Express does not life long friends make.

She did a little light cleaning, and in between asked him questions.               About his family. Supposed to have a mother somewhere, but not sure where. She didn’t want him contacting her.

About his education. A little college, mostly roustabout jobs, floating here and there.

About his work. Went to conventions and sold kitchen tools. He would stand on a podium and show kitchen gadgets, speaking through a lip mike, pushing for a sale even as he tried to relax people and make them laugh. Laughing people always buy more than sad people.

About, eventually, girlfriends. Not for a while. Not many. He was just too footloose and fancy free.

And he asked about her, though not to the extent that she questioned him. Big family, some college, dropped out to be a dancer, and thank God he didn’t ask what kind because she didn’t want to talk about that. Her own mother had near disowned her when she started taking off her clothes for a living.

Then five o’clock arrived.

“I’ve got to go to work now.”

He nodded. “Can I watch TV? Is there anything you’d like me to do around the house?”

“Sure, and…no.”

Him working to earn keep? Sounded good, and she would have to think about it, but right now she had nothing for him.

She went down the stairs, hopped into her Miata, her one concession  to extravagance, and zipped down the street.

Owen watched from the window.

He was lucky. And he knew it. She was letting him stay here. He would have to get busy in the morning. He could get some money—hmmm, problem right there—and start calling banks and the state and whatever. But for right now, he started poking around the apartment. It was his apartment, and he knew the faucet in the bathroom leaked. And the lightbulb outside the door had to be replaced.

He went to work.


PART TWO

After one week, without being asked, Owen gave Brittany some money.

Brittany blinked. “Where did you get it?”

“In the morning. I found a job with a food truck. They pay me under the table.”

“What do you do about…uh?” She looked at his chest.

“I wear a tighter bra, and a jacket.”

“Doesn’t that get hot?”

“Yeah. But…?” he shrugged. “You want some Panda? It’s been a week, I could buy.”

Brittany looked at the money in her hand. She looked up at him. “Only if you let me buy.”

“But I feel a little guilty. I have to pull my share.” He actually sounded a little worried.

Brittany chuckled. It was obvious that he was worried about getting kicked out. He might have a little money, but he wasn’t swimming in the green.

She was also pleased. The apartment was immaculate. He cleaned it, and he had fixed the faucet, and leveled the table, and washed the windows, even the outside of the windows, and…and he was working hard. Though she hadn’t wanted a roommate, this was turning out pretty good.

“Where did you get the outside lightbulb?” she suddenly asked.

He looked embarrassed. “I, uh, borrowed it from one of the neighbors.” Then he hurried on with, “But I bought a new one for them! I don’t think they even noticed it was gone.”

She smiled. “Okay. You order, but I pay.”

“Yes, boss.”

They both chuckled.

While he borrowed her phone and ordered, she went in and started going over bills, and thought.

He was handsome. A catch, if you could get over the protrusions on his chest, and the lack of…manhood. And he kept her in the loop as far as recovering his identity was going. Apparently he had some money in the bank, not a lot, but he wasn’t going to be a drag on her. And the apartment was roomy.

“All done,” he said, entering the kitchen and placing her phone on the table. “Would you like a Coke while we wait?”

“A Coke?”

“I saw the six pack in the fridge, so I bought some stuff, and made sure I got you a six pack.”

“You know what that six pack is for?”

He blinked. “Drinking?”

“Oh, child, you have so much to learn.”

She stood up and got out a couple of glasses, filled them ice and half filled them with Coke. Then she went to the cupboard above the refrigerator and got down the Old Grandad.

“Oh, Lordie,” he whispered as she poured. “There is a heaven.”

She smiled, passed him a glass, and they sipped.

“Oh, fuck. Pardon me, but I haven’t tasted anything this good since…since…” he didn’t finish what he was saying. They both knew. Before what had been done to him.

They sipped, and the Panda came, and they ate, and sipped some more, and before they knew it they were jolly. And, jolly being what it was, they began talking about…things.

Like: “How do you like exotic dancing?”

“I like the dancing, and I don’t mind the men, but there’s always one or two that…don’t behave.”

“How do you handle them?”

“I don’t. Chuck, the bouncer. He handles them. He walks me out to the car at the end of the night, and,” she lifted her shoulders slightly. “I don’t have any trouble.”

Owen smiled. “Big friends good.”

“Yes. And…can I ask you a question?”

He read her mind. But it was an obvious question. She knew what had been done to him. “Sure.”

“What’s it like…since…you know…losing…”

“My junk.”

She nodded, suddenly embarrassed. “Oh, forget I asked. I shouldn’t—“

“No,” he said. “I don’t mind talking about it. Besides, I wouldn’t have made it without your help. If I can’t be honest with you…then who? eh?”

She thought about that. It was curiously intimate. Friends…but, somehow, more than friends.

“It’s odd. sometimes I don’t think about it, then I sit down to pee. It’s weird walking. My gait has changed, there’s nothing to keep my legs apart.”

She blinked. She was just drunk enough to observe: “The point of balls is to keep the legs apart.”

Then they both giggled.

He said, “And I find I feel softer as a human being. I don’t have all the testosterone driving me.”

They sat for a while, thinking about his words.

“What about…sexual urges?”

“That’s a funny one. I thought, when I was learning about this stuff back in the hospital, that I wouldn’t have sexual urges, but I learned something.”

“What?”

“Sex is in the mind. I don’t have a dick, but if I think about what it felt like to have a dick, maybe to have it touched, even sucked or fucked, I get sort of horny. I mean, it’s a different horny, but I get…urges.”

“But no way to satisfy them.”

“No.”

“God,” she said. “That must be so…so…” but she didn’t finish. But she did manage to stop herself from giving a shiver.

His license and  bank card came in. He had $4,327 in the bank, and an immediate plan.

“What you going to do?”

“Uber.”

“Really? What about a car?”

“I can buy a car on credit. I can get insurance. A phone for a few bucks. I can make a couple of hundred day.” He smiled. It won’t be long and I’ll get out of your hair.”

Which statement made her sad. She liked him. She liked his humor. She liked his way of keeping everything clean, of fixing anything that went wrong.

And, just a couple of nights before she had come home very tired, but wired. That sometimes happened with her hours.

He had rubbed her shoulders, fixed her dinner, and the shoulder rub had turned into her lying on the couch, his bed, and massaging her whole body.

And she didn’t have to worry about his hands getting carried away, or him making advances. In a way that was a sad thought, even though there was a certain degree of comfort in it.

She could have a man friend and not worried about him trying to force himself on her.

He did as he stated. He bought a brand new Prius, complete with sufficient insurance, and a new cell phone, and he was in business.

Brittany would come home late at night and he would be there, sometimes he would fix dinner for her, and he would relax her, and when she woke up he was gone. Out after the morning crowd of Uber commuters. He would come home about 10, sleep for an hour, then hang with her before going back out for the evening rush hour. They would go have a lunch, buy some clothes, saunter through a park or museum. It was fun, it was pleasant, and Brittany actually started to worry. The worry came to a point two weeks after he went into business. Less than a month after he moved in.

“I’ve got enough to move out,” he said, as they visited the Petersen Car Museum.

“Oh,” she said. But she didn’t say anything more. She didn’t, and she wished he would say something, but…that was their agreement. And that very same night…

The crowd was joyous. Beer was flowing. Brittany swirled around a pole. Her body was lithe, and her large boobs seemed about to fall out of her top. Cheers, money appearing on the edge of the stage. It was going to be a good night.

Suddenly, a face appeared in the ring of faces, and she knew it immediately.

“Hey, baby!” yelled Owen, giving her a wink and a five dollar bill.

She laughed. He had caught her by surprise, he had never come to the club, but the look in his eyes, the enjoyment of seeing a friend so happy, she giggled and gave herself a turn, floated down the pole, and let go to slide across the stage.

The crowd whooped and she ended up right in front of Owen. “Hey, baby!” She cooed, her red lips being easily read.

Then she was up on her feet, strutting back to the pole.

Behind her, a biker looked at the dude next to him. Long hair, and at first the biker thought, ‘Hippie asshole.’ Then the biker caught a glimpse of flesh between front of Owen’s jacket.

Maybe the biker was drunk, or drugged, or just feeling unusually surly, but he grabbed Owen’s lapel and pulled.

Owen left his feet, and his jacket came half off.

Customers moved to the side and the biker yelled, “Fucking queer!” He punched Owen in the face.

Owen was out of it, but he didn’t need to be in it. Chuck, the bouncer, grabbed the biker by the belt and his long hair. He flung the biker ten feet towards the entrance, and two other bouncers picked him up and tossed him through the door. Through, like with his nose hitting the door hard enough to open it, and the rest of his carcass sailing on through.

The crowd cheered wildly, then turned back to the stage.

Chuck turned to Owen, helped him to his feet. “Sorry, man. Let’s get you a drink.”

Then Brittany was next to them, grabbing Owen’s arm.

Chuck, blinked, realized no one was on the stage…but another girl was moving in to pick up the action. He looked at Brittany, who was now crying and wiping Owen’s bloody nose. “He your friend?”

Brittany nodded, leaking tears on the floor.

“Take him into the back. I’ll get your tips.”

Brittany walked the dazed Owen to the back area. A minute later Chuck showed up with a bundle of greens. “You okay, man?”

Owen grunted. But he didn’t say anything else. He was keeping his face tilted while Brittany blotted.

“Okay, I’ll send some drinks back. You need time off, Brit?”

“Yeah. Please.”

“You got it.” Chuck turned to Owen. “Nice meeting you, man.”

But he hesitated on the ‘man.’ He had caught sight of Owen’s tits and he wasn’t sure what the sex was.

Chuck left, and it was quiet. The roar of the crowd was muted and it was actually sort of pleasant.

“That son of a bitch,” Brittany stated angrily.

“It’s okay,” then he said something interesting. “I’m sort of used to it.”

“What?”

“Driving for Uber, sometimes people see…and they give me funny looks. I even had a guy complain to the company.”

“What did the company say?”

“They wanted to know if I should have the guy black balled for sexual harassment.”

Brittany laughed. The blood was stopped, but she kept smoothing his face with a wet towel. It felt good, and Owen sighed.

“I don’t want you to move out.”

He went still.

“Did you hear me?”

“But…okay.”

“So are you going to stay.”

He was silent for a long minute, and she started to worry. Then: “Are you sure?”

“I’m sure.”

“We need to discuss my half of things.”

“Okay.”

Two drinks arrived. Chuck knew Brittany liked Coke Highs, and he assumed for Owen, and they sipped the delicious concoctions gratefully, and looked at each other.

Finally, “Want to come with me? Pick up your car later?”

“Sure. But…there’s one other thing.”

“What’s that.”

“That guy, he hit you because…because he thought you were gay.”

“He doesn’t even know what gay is. I’m more of a…well, a trans.”

“That’s sort of what I wanted to talk to you about.”

“Being gay?” Owen was confused.

“No. Being trans.”

He stared at her.

“Look, your body is changed. Your sex is changed. People pick on you. But they wouldn’t if they thought you were a girl.”

“If I was a girl,” his eyes were far away as he contemplated futures.

“Yes. I could teach you. You’ll find it’s fun, shopping, trying on clothes…the make up.”

“Make up?” His eyes were now glittering. There was an excitement there, but it was a very, very cautious kind of excitement.

“Sure. Your hair is long enough to start styling, if you put on a dress, maybe some heels…would you like to try on some high heels?”

“I don’t…I don’t know.”

“How about trying it? For me?”

“For you.”

“Yes. I don’t want people picking on you. When that bully hit you I…I…” she was starting to glimmer in the eyes as tears came to the surface.

He took the wet rag and blotted her eyes carefully. “I’m the one that got beat up, you big sissy.”

A giggle escaped her. “Me? A sissy?” Look who’s talking!”

Then they were both laughing.

They started slow, because Brittany was actually a little scared of overwhelming Owen. She got out of some of her dresses, he tried them on, and was surprised by two things: how well they fit, and how comfortable they were.

“Oh, these aren’t comfortable. We get some dresses made to fit and you’ll see comfortable.”

So Owen walked around the house in dresses for a day.

“You need to wear panties.”

“Panties? But…” he stopped talking. Truth was, he was wearing men’s underwear because he had bought underwear while he was a man. Now he wasn’t. So he didn’t need to cup his package.

She tossed him some panties and he pulled them on. “They are comfortable. Sort of kinky, though.”

“Why do you think girls wear them?”

“Girls are kinky? No!” He mocked her.

So he walked around in panties and bra and a dress.

The next day she broke out the high heels. “These will be too tight, your foot is wider, and a little bit longer, but they’re loose on me, so…”

He tried them on, and shortly was staggering around the apartment while Brittany laughed at him.

“Very funny,” he grinned, holding on to a wall.

She got a far away look in her eyes. “Shave your legs.”

“What?”

“Your legs are too hairy. And your body is too hairy. Women don’t have hairy bodies. In fact…don’t shave your legs. Let’s go shopping.”

They went to a drug store and picked up Nair and products designed more for women than men.

A brush for his tangled hair. And she snuck some fake nails into the bag.

Home again, home again, jiggedy jig, and now the fun was on.

First, he used the Nair. Slathered it on his body, waited until his skin grew hot, and rinsed it off. Bye bye, baby hairs. Down the drain you go.

Then she showed him how to unroll nylons up his smooth legs.

“Wow,” he blurted, at one point. This is downright electric.”

“Is sex still in the mind?” she asked.

“More than ever.”

Panties, and a tummy shaper.

“How does that feel?” She was worried because she knew he was missing his lower ribs.

“Actually, pretty good. Takes the place of the missing ribs.”

She smiled, and handed him a shelf bra.

“What’s this?” It was so ‘wispy and insubstantial’ compared to his normal bra.

“You need a heavy duty bra, but it’s fun to wear something sexy. Treat yourself sexy and you will be sexy.”

He worked his way into the bra and was stunned. His boobs felt even bigger, stood out further, and now his nipples were plain to see. “Wow.”

“Of course, if you want to be a plain Jane,”

He laughed at that.

“Now, let’s put your new dress on and see how you look.”

His new dress was slinky blue with a bit of cleavage. It fit like a glove, and he was once again stunned. “Oh.”

Brittany smiled. She liked the way this was shaping up.

“Sit here.”

He sat at her make up table and she began shaping his nails.

They sat there for a long time, talking in low tones, whispering of their days and their dreams, and she glued, shaped and painted his nails.

“I didn’t give you long ones, it’s going to be hard enough to do things with brand new nails, let alone two inch long claws.”

“Two inches, really?”

“Well, I can if you want.”

“No…no.”

She laughed.

“Okay, let’s do your make up.”

He stared at her. She knew this was the make or break point. But so far…he had been making. He didn’t look like he was going to be breaking.

“Okay,” he gulped.

She took her time. She really wanted to wow him. She cleansed his skin, put on primer, foundation, and concealer. A bit of foundation powder, then the blush.

He watched in her mirror, fascinated, as his face took on a different shape and texture. His jawbone softened out, his cheeks became rounder, and his maleness started to disappear.

“You probably need some hormones,” she mentioned at one point, which surprised him and made him think.

Then she did his eyes. She made them smoky and mysterious. She curled his lashes and added mascara, and then, drum roll…lipstick.

He watched her hand move. He watched her hand by looking down and in the mirror through the corner of his eye. He watched the red paint, a perfect match for his nails, unroll on his lips, and he was…transformed.

“Oh, my God,” he whispered at himself in the mirror.

Brittany stood next to him, a hand on his shoulder. We need to comb your hair, get your heels on, and take a walk.

So they did. She used a bit of hairspray and managed to make his hair curl around his jaw and even further hide his maleness. Then he put on high heels and they were ready to go.

“Okay,” Brittany said, as they left the apartment. “Your real lessons are about to start. “Walking down stairs is going to take it out of you.”

And it did. He was off balance, clinging to the rail and her arm, and he had to slant his foot just right.

But he made it!

They sauntered across the small quad and onto the sidewalk. Just a short walk, but it was breath taking.

“Walk on a line, it will make your butt sway better.”

“Oh,” and he focused.

“Put your heel down like this. It will make a clicking sound.”

Within minutes he had figured it out and was making a sexy ‘click, click, click’ sound on the sidewalk.

They turned and walked back.

“I won’t be able to drive with these on.”

“Probably not.”

“Hey, bitches!” A voice yelled from a passing car.

They looked at each other in surprise, then started giggling.

“I’ve been mistaken for a girl,” chortled Owen.

“You betcha.”

They returned to the apartment.

The next week was a miracle for Owen. He drove as a woman, and he found that people treated him totally different.

He didn’t, however, like it when guys hit on him, and he wished he could just say no in his old, masculine voice, give them a bit of a shock, then he was glad he couldn’t. He didn’t need some asshole punching him again.

Then, about ten days in, he came home all pissed off. Not five minutes after leaving the apartment.

“What?” asked Brittany.

“The company photo checked me. I didn’t pass.”

“What?”

“They have you take a selfie and send it in, to make sure somebody isn’t driving your car for you. I took a selfie, but my face wasn’t recognized. I—“

DING! DING! His phone went off.

He shrugged and answered it.

“No, that was me. I’m…now. That wasn’t somebody else. Look…no…no.”

Brittany stared at him. She quickly realized that it was Uber corporation, and they were upset about his failure to pass his photo check.

Finally, however, Owen snapped. “He blurted, in a determined. voice, “I’m transitioning.”

Silence on the other end of the phone. Then rapid talking.

Owen grinned and mouthed, ‘They’re apologizing.’

Brittany giggled, and Owen finally hung up.

“I just have to submit a new picture, and go down to one of their centers and be checked out.”

They began to laugh. It was like this little scene had been a final step.

She came home tired. He fixed her a meal, bacon and eggs, and poured a couple of bourbon and Cokes.

He led her out to the living room and motioned to the couch.

She led him into the bedroom. She took off all her clothes and lay on the bed.

He had seen her naked. She was beautiful, and the sex was all in his mind. He began to massage her.

He massaged her legs, her arms, and she began to feel dopey lazy. He massaged her back, and suddenly she flipped over and presented her front.

He stared at her.

She stared at him.

He began to massage her chest. He ran his hands over her boobs, felt her nipples under his fingers.

She groaned.

He asked, “Would you like a happy ending?”

Her grin in the darkness was all he needed. He began massaging downwards, swirling his hands over her skin, pressing gently into her muscles. Shortly his hand was squeezing her pudenda.

She gave a sigh that was almost a groan.

“Is this okay?”

She nodded. Then, her eyes flickering in the gloom. “Kiss my nipples. It’ll help.”

He did. He bent his head, laid down beside her for a better angle, and began kissing her nipples. He kissed and sucked and gave them little bites, all the time his hand working, his fingers inserting and swirling.

“Oh, yeah,” she murmured.

His motions built until he was finger fucking her. He had an intuition that she needed this. They touched, they held hands, she needed something else.

She gasped and grabbed his forearm, but not to slow him down. If anything, she wanted him to go faster.

He pumped ferociously now, and she felt the shivers begin in her, way down deep, struggling to come up.

She tried to relax and let it happen, and it began to happen.

She gave a groan and her hips lurched. “Fuck,” and she lurched again, then her pelvis began to move all around, bucking and jerking, as her orgasm gathered and built strength and…finally…overwhelmed her.

“AHHH!” she gave up his arm and grabbed for his body. She hugged him. Held on to him for dear life, and the earthquake shimmied through her.

Then she was done.

He started to get up.

“Sleep with me,” she whispered, refusing to give up her hold on him.

“Okay. Let me take off my clothes.”

He undressed, and his body was feminine in the dim light. He was stacked, his butt was round, and his face was becoming more and more feminine. Almost as if the daily make up was enabling him to transform this personal part of himself.

He lay down and she reached her arms around him.

He put his arms around him. In this intimate moment he missed his dick. It had been wonderful getting her off. He wanted to do it again and again.

And he wished he had a dick. But if wishes were dicks we’d all be fucking.

They slept.

And awoke. Staring into each other’s faces. And smiles broke out.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

“We’re going to need a bigger bed.”

She laughed, then grew sober. “You were wonderful. I’ve never experienced anything so…so pure and wonderful.”

“I can’t wait to do it again.”

Then: “I want to do it to you.”

He laughed, bent his head and kissed her nipple.

“No, I’m serious. I want to fuck you.”

“Sorry, no can do.”

“You’ve got a vagina. They said it will work…”

“But you don’t have a peeny.”

“Yes, I do.”

He stared at her with one raised eyebrow.

She rolled out of bed and opened her bottom dresser drawer. She held up a dildo.

“You have a dildo?” he gave a look of mocking shock.

“Not only that…” she reached into the drawer again and pulled up a mess of straps.

“You have a strap on!” And now he was awed.

“I got the dildo for me, it came with straps and I never…I never…”

“Never expected to have to use them.”

She put the dildo in the plate and untangled the straps, then she began buckling the dildo on.

She stood there, a penis jutting out, and it was a big one.

“God,” he said. “I hate to say it, but I’m scared.”

“No, you’re just a virgin. You don’t know, yet.”

“Yet.”

“So, we’re going to need lots of lubrication.”

“You been reading up on this?”

“Yep.”

“So you’ve been thinking about this for a while.”

“Yep.”

He sighed, and gulped. “Well…”

“Well, you’ve got no choice. But here’s the good news…after I fuck you…you can use it.”

“Just like a man,” he whispered.

“Just like.”

She was done adjusting the straps and she grabbed her cock and held it. “So how you want it, bitch?” She was grinning, and then they were both laughing.

“Let’s try it face to face. Then all fours. Then every which way but loose.

“Every which way it is. Lay down and get ready.”

He lay back on the bed and she grabbed some lube from the top of her dresser. She slathered it onto his hole. It felt weird, nobody ever touched him there. He didn’t even touch himself there.

She knelt next to him, her lubing turning into a gentle fingering, and he was suddenly terrified.

“Shush, now. I know,” she reassured him.

Being a woman she knew how to be gentle, and she took her time.  She kissed every square inch of his body. She mouthed his boobs and he was feeling warmth shoot through him. She even fingered his asshole, which made him jump, but he loved it. The prickly sensations that turned into little shivers of anticipation.

But it was his pussy that they wanted right then.

She knelt between his legs, pushed them apart.

There was a little bit of male in his mind that told him it was wrong, that he should be between her legs, but he squelched that thought quickly. He was no longer bound by ideas of what was male and what was female.

She kissed him, a long time, and he felt her fumbling down there. Then she had the top pointed into his pussy.

“Oh, God,” he breathed, terror becoming anticipation.

Slowly, ever so slowly, she slid into him.

It was incredible, it was like being opened up. The stretching of skin was the stretching of nerves and he felt himself so tight, but opening, becoming…

“Okay, lover?”

It was the first time she had called him lover, and he loved it. He kissed her, and he realized he was crying.

“Don’t cry,” she kissed his eyes. She remained still, inside him, but not moving.

“I can’t help it.”

“Okay, then, cry. Are you ready.”

Crying, gulping, giving himself up to her, he nodded.

She began to move in and out.

His vagina was his penis turned inside out, and the nerves of his penis gave him full sensation.

“Oh…oh…”

More than full sensation. This was like nothing he had ever felt before.

She kept her strokes gentle, but filled him, then emptied him. Again and again and again.

And he felt it, an orgasm. His eyes went wide. “I can…I can…”

“Yes, you can.”

She kissed him, squeezed his tits, and slid the dildo into him, right to the balls, and he started to shiver.

“Oh, fuck…oh, fuck…”

“Let it go, baby.”

He did, and the explosion was awesome, magnificent. He curled his toes and his hips jerked like a baby’s rattle. back and forth, out of control.

“Yeah, baby!”

“FU-U-UCK!”


EPILOGUE

On January fifth of this year Owen Grey was awarded $4,659,240. His victory over the hospital came after 4 years of legal work. The final decision was made easy by the fact that the hospital deliberately tried to hide his records. The proof, however, was between Mr. Grey’s legs.

END
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Please take a moment to rate me five stars.
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for future books.

HAVE A HORNY DAY!
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A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!

GO TO:

21 STORIES!


Do you have all the bundles of
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each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:
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FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!
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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.
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


Here is the first part of…

[image: ]

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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