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Author’s Note

Step-Mothers are the greatest! They marry an older man, and you want to bet they aren’t excited by, and contemplating, their new ‘son?’

The step-mother looks at that young man and they want him.

Who wouldn’t?

But she’s not the real mother, so should she control herself?

Probably not!

So here is a complete novel about a step-mother who goes a few steps too far.

So enjoy, and don’t forget to drop by my website:

gropperpress.wordpress(dot)com

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Feminization by Step-Mother!

Caught, chastised and feminized!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

I was talking to my brother once (yes! I have one of those!) and I asked him whether he had fantasies about dear, old Mom.

He curled a lip and called me something I dasn’t dare repeat. But eventually he did admit that he was aware of her sexually, though not interested. But the fact remains that many men are interested in dear, old Mom.

Interesting. I wasn’t interested in dear old Dad, but I know women who focus on men who remind them of their father.

The reason I bring this up is because it is a general taboo, in the erotic writing industry, to have incestuous relationships.

I’m fine with that. I sort of like step-mothers, anyway.

The interesting thing about all this is that while erotic writers are generally banned from such material, one of the most important Greek plays ever written had an incestuous relationship. Oedipus Rex.

Just think, if they had censors back then we wouldn’t have classics.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Jon giggled and ran for the garage.

He was home from college.

His father was on a business trip.

His step-mother was out with her friends.

And that left him. And the computer. And…his secret stash in the garage.

Jon was in his senior year of college. He had good grades, was on the varsity tennis team, and only had one, little problem.

He liked to dress up.

And well he should. He was slender and wiry from tennis, so he had the body for it.

He wore his brown hair long and he had soft eyes that almost demanded make up.

So, why not?

He trotted through the kitchen, then stopped and backtracked.

His step-mother wouldn’t be home for hours, so why not really enjoy himself?

He opened the liquor cabinet and got down his pop’s good whiskey. He didn’t drink much, being an amateur athlete, but he sure did enjoy it when he did.

He filled a glass with ice chips from the ice maker on the refrigerator. He poured in about half a glass of whiskey, then added a half a can of Coke.

Hmm.

He sniffed, sipped, and sighed.

Man, one more year, then he was done.

And what was he going to do then?

He was good at tennis, but it was a big jump to the pros, and he didn’t think he had that kind of drive.

He was a double major in history and English, and that might help him get a job somewhere, but the real jobs went to the IT boys.

He had thought about going into computer sciences, he liked games, but liking games wasn’t quite enough for motivation.

Fortifying himself with quick sips, he went out to the garage and looked up at the loft.

It was a three car garage, but they only had two cars. He didn’t need a car at college.

The third space was empty except for a few boxes which had been put in the loft.

He sauntered to the third garage, placed his drink on a shelf and opened a ladder. He placed the ladder at the far left of the loft and climbed up.

Boxes of clothes. Boxes of books. Toys from a long ago childhood. Records from his father’s law business.

Jon pushed the boxes aside, half crawled into the hole he made, and pulled outa couple of foot square boxes.

Chuckling, he brought the boxes down and placed them on the washer, then he rearranged things so it wouldn’t look like anybody had been there.

He put the boxes under his arms and held his drink with one hand and headed back into the kitchen.

Through the house, turned down the left hallway and went to his room at the far end.

He was at the far end because he liked privacy.

Down the right wing led to his father and step-mother’s room. The master bedroom. The room from which issued grunts and moans late in the night.

He smiled.

Good for Pop.

When his mother had left, walked out in the middle of the night to be with her boyfriend, who was the scum bucket to end all scum buckets, his father had been distraught.

His mother ended up in prison, she had been driving the getaway car, and his father had gotten over it, then married Ann.

Ann the babe. Definite jack off material, as Jon could well attest.

He entered his room, which was his sanctum sanctorum, and which was never violated by his father nor step-mother.

He didn’t listen at their bedroom door, and they left him alone.

That was fair.

He placed the boxes on the bottom of the bed, took a big glug—man, that was good, he was already feeling a bit dizzy—and started undressing.

He stripped off his tee and shorts and stood in his panties.

Well, actually, they were sissy panties. They had a stretchy pouch which was just big enough to hold his sizable manhood.

Not big enough when he was hard, of course. Then he had to use a stretchy garter to hold his dong against his thigh.

That was sort of a bummer, because he couldn’t wear anything super tight, but he could still wear dresses and skirts, so what the heck?

He kicked off his shoes and inspected his body.

Hmm. He had a bit of hair in his groin. He hadn’t shaved for a while; he usually didn’t when he was playing. But the season was over and it was time to shave again.

He stepped into his shower and stripped the hair out of his armpits and his groin. He went from a big razor to a ladies, pink razor. When he was done he was smooth as a baby’s buns.

Fortunately, he didn’t have hair on his legs or arms, and he had shaved his chest the night before.

He stepped out of the shower and toweled off, then sauntered back into his bedroom.

He opened the boxes and perused the contents, then selected the items he wanted for that play session.

He had stretch panties and he wore them regularly. Nobody ever seemed to notice, and he wasn’t undressed much around other people.

He took out his bra and the large breast forms.

Oh, baby, he licked his lips. He had missed these puppies.

He put the bra on and slid the forms into the cups.

The fit was a bit tight, but it gave a better look.

He stepped into garters, then rolled stockings up his legs.

He loved the shine of the material and he admired himself in the mirror for a minute.

He especially admired his red toenails. Tennis season over he had painted his nails. It gave him quite the boner to be walking around campus, his nails red under his athletic shoes.

Of course the athletic shoes weren’t too sexy.

But the high heels he took out of one of the boxes was. He stepped into the high heels and gloried in his new height.

He wasn’t big for a lad, guys were almost always taller than him.

Well, they wouldn’t be taller now.

He again went to the mirror and admired the curve of his enhanced calves.

He chose the black number. It was tight and it made his breasts look even more real.

He pulled it on, then brushed his hair out in the bathroom. His hair was long enough that he could curl it under in a long bob.

He dug through one of the boxes and found his make up kit.

He went into the bathroom and carefully filled in the lines. The lipstick had plumper in it and his lips immediately began to swell. He would have to miss dinner tonight, let the swelling go down, but, man, it sure was super to have the inflated, Angeline Jolie look for awhile.

Then he was done.

Sure, if he had a weekend he would have gone the full make up route. Maybe put on a corset. But for just a few hours, this would do.

While he had been dressing he had been sipping, and now the glass was empty.

He smiled and picked up the glass and strode down the hallway and the short flight of steps to the junction of the wings.

He walked, one foot in front of the other, letting his hips sway.

His breasts were big, and he loved how they moved on him.

The best thing, however, was his penis.

He had not tied it down, and it was poking a big bump out the front of the black dress.

Oh, yes, he would have liked to have worn his gaff, but he didn’t want the tightness. He hadn’t masturbated since he got home a couple of weeks before, and he really had a boner. His balls were full, and he didn’t feel like bending his dick down and tying it up. Or down.

So he walked down the short steps, turned right towards the kitchen, and just enjoyed being himself.

His heels made the click, click, click sound on the tile floor and he reached up to the liquor cabinet and brought down the bourbon.

He put ice chips in his glass, combined Coke and bourbon, swirled it, and lifted it to his lips.

“Jon?”

He freaked. His heart near exploded in terror.

He dropped the glass, turned so fast he lost control of his high heels and slipped on the floor.

Splat! Down he went, right onto his butt.

At the door to the foyer Ann stood.

Her mouth was open in shock. Her robe was hanging, open, and giving him a view of her mountains. She pointed at him with one manicured finger.

“No! No!” Jon yelled.

But it was too late. Ann was holding her cell phone in the other hand and she brought it up and clicked. And clicked. And clicked.

“Oh, fuck!” Tears burst out of Jon’s eyes and he scrambled to get to his feet.

There is a difference between walking around and trying to run in high heels, or even getting to your feet.

Jon slipped and fell and tried to get his feet under him and flailed his arms as he reached for the counter to get himself up.

All the while Ann was clicking.

“No! Don’t!”

Finally, Jon had his feet under him and was moving.

But to get to the safety of his own room he had to go past Ann, and Ann wasn’t going to let him.

He tried to squeeze past her but she gripped his arm with one hand and swung him off balance.

Maybe if he hadn’t been in high heels he could have made his escape, but he was in high heels, and he couldn’t get enough traction to get away.

“Hold on, Jon.”

“No! Let go! Let go!”

Tears streamed down his face and he kept trying to get past her.

Finally she pulled him to her. Grabbed him with both arms and hugged him.

Jon was caught. He couldn’t go to his room without using lots of muscle, and he certainly didn’t want to do that.

Ann was good for his father. He liked Ann.

He just didn’t like being caught en femme by Ann.

“Jon. It’s okay. It’s okay.”

She held him and soothed him.

Jon struggled, but eventually stopped. He stood in her grasp, crying.

She reached up and put her hand on the back of his head. She pulled him down on her shoulder.

He cried then. He had never been so embarrassed. He didn’t know what he was going to do. He had been caught cross dressing!

What was worse was he could feel her breasts.

Yes, his fake breasts acted as somewhat of a barrier, but hers were bigger, and she had shifted slightly and her breasts were pressing into his chest.

And, worse even than that, his boner was pressing into her.

“Stop crying, Jon. It’s okay. I understand. Relax. Breath. Come on.”

His body stopped struggling, though his penis didn’t go down, and he stopped sobbing.

“That’s it, honey. Just relax. It’s okay what you’re doing. It’s okay.”

“It…it is?”

“Jon. I have a brother who crossdresses and…and goes further. I understand what you’re going through.”

Jon stood there. Caught by her grasp, feeling the sexuality of their position, and he asked, “Can you let me go?”

“If you promise not to run away.”

“I promise.”

Slowly, she opened her arms and stepped back.

Jon stood, head down, his hair over his face, and tried to think.

“It’s okay, Jon. I understand.”

He couldn’t look at her.

“Is that a coke and bourbon in your hand? I need one, too. Why don’t you go get me one.”

He felt like he had no choice. He walked back past her, into the kitchen, and picked up his glass, mopped the floor quickly, and made two drinks.

She was standing at the door of the kitchen, leaning against the side, her arms folded under her large breasts.

“You really are quite pretty,” she said.

Her voice was husky, filled with an emotion that Jon didn’t understand.

“You could be beautiful with a little work.”

Keeping his head down he shuffled towards her. He still had his heels on, but he didn’t feel like putting out that sexy power stride that women do.

He handed her a glass and she took it.

His eyes were down, but he could see the press of her nipples through the silk robe she wore. And the bulge of her breasts almost revealed her nipples.

She noticed his gaze and smiled, but didn’t pull her robe closed.

“I often wondered why you don’t have girl friends. Now I know.”

“I’ve had a girlfriend,” he muttered defensively.

She ignored his statement for the lie it was. “There are two types of men that girls chase. They go after the bad boy, and they go after the softer, more effeminate boys. You’ve probably had a lot of girls pay attention to you, but you’re too scared to take advantage of it.”

He said nothing.

“Aren’t you.”

“Maybe.” he admitted, not knowing if she was speaking the truth, just talking to get past the situation.

“So how often do you dress up?”

“I…uh…” he mumbled something, but didn’t know what. He was mortified and didn’t know how to get past it.

“Let me guess. Whenever nobody is around.”

His eyes flitted up, looked at her face for a millisecond, then down.

She chuckled, then reached out and took his hand.

“Come on, girlfriend. Let’s go talk about this.”

“I…I…”

He tried to resist, he longed to run down the hallway to his bedroom, but she was insistent.

She dragged him through the foyer and into the big room.

This was where the majority of his father’s entertaining was done. This was the party room, and it was big.

The walls went to the sides, the glass at the back of the room was curved and opened up on the big pool. The wings of the house went out to the sides and there were bushes and hedges all over the back yard beyond the pool.

She led him over the pale, blue carpet and to the main couch.

She sat down and pulled him down next to her. She sipped, and that reminded him that he should sip. He needed to sip. He wanted to get shit-faced and wake up and know this was all a dream.

But it wasn’t a dream.

“Now then. Looking at those clothes, I’ll bet you pilfered them off a clothesline.”

He blinked in surprise. “Nu…no.”

“Where did you get them, then? The internet?”

“My mother left them,” he blurted.

“Ah, yes. Your mom probably never knew she had supplied you with the stuff of your dreams.

Her words were cutting and confusing at the same time.

He looked through the disarray of his long hair.

She leaned forward and brushed his hair with her hand, put it in place.

“Look at me now.”

He didn’t want to. Boy, he didn’t want to.

She put a hand under his chin and made him look at her.

“The sooner you get over this silly embarrassment the sooner we can get to work.”

He moved his head down, but she moved it back up, and, after a few minutes of her patiently manipulating him, he stared at her.

“There we are.” She smiled. “You have so much potential. It’s a shame to waste it.”

He said nothing.

“My brother was a basket case until he finally admitted what he wanted out of life, and, at first I was not much help. I made fun of him, teased him, said the meanest things possible.”

“What happened?” Jon finally managed to speak.

“One day I heard him crying. I opened the door and saw him. He was sitting on the side of a bed with a gun in his hand. That changed me. From that day on I was a different person. And not just with him. I realized how truly ignorant I was, that Alan didn’t deserve to end his life, that I had brought him to that point, and that if anybody deserved to die…”

Jon watched her.

There was no trace of lie in her words. There was no shine of humor, no subterfuge of any sort.

“What did you do?”

“First, I made him put that gun away. I made him take out the bullets and give them to me, then I made him put the gun in his dresser drawer, under his underwear. And I told him he wouldn’t need to touch that underwear again, that he wouldn’t be wearing male underclothes again. I then took him into my room and opened my dresser drawers. All of them. I said he could wear any of my clothes, and that I would get more, things that would specifically fit him.”

“And that was it?”

She smiled a bit wistfully. “I had lost a brother, but I had gained a sister. The next few years, until he moved out and went to New York, were a dream. We shared clothes. I taught him about fashion and make up. I even had a few friends who liked what he was doing. It was like every time we dressed him up it was a party. We laughed, we cried, and…the gun was never used.”

Jon was silent.

“What did you first dress up?”

“Sixth grade. There was a dress in a box of clothes on the auditorium stage and I stole it. I took it home and wore it until it wore out.”

“And you discovered your mother’s clothes.”

Jon nodded. He was looking down again, but now not so much from embarrassment. Now he was thinking.

“So it’s been long and lonely. From your first experience to last year of college. That’s 10 years.”

He nodded.

“And your father doesn’t know.” She knew he didn’t, but she had to ask.

“No!” Jon looked up in fear.

“It’s okay.” She put her hand on his.

Again, he caught a glimpse of her breasts.

She smiled, and this time she pulled her robe closed. It didn’t help, for now, instead of her luscious mounds being glimpsed, her hard nipples pressed through the material.

“She looked down at her chest and snorted. “Guess I’ll have to get dressed.”

“I’m sorry,” Jon mumbled.

“No need. It’s a compliment to be stared at, and it’s about time your compliments came out of the closet.”

He managed to look at her again, and now she was laughing openly. He blushed.

She leaned forward and patted his thigh, then realized that he was covering his boner bump.

“Oh crap,” she said, “Just forget it. Sit back and let yourself breath.”

No way he was going to do that.

So she pushed him back and forcibly spread his legs. His penis was clearly outlined in the material.

She nodded. “Yep[. Just like your father. No. Don’t close your legs. I want to see it. Look, you’ve got a tiny wet spot. You’re dripping. Am I that exciting?”

He was totally red-faced now. A regular five alarm fire in his head.

She sipped a bit more of her bourbon and contemplated him.

He was almost ready to ask if he could leave. She would probably let him now, but something stopped him.

She finished her whiskey and handed him the glass. “Another one. And for yourself. And this time, when you walk I want to hear it.”

He stood up, and now was even more self conscious of his body. His peeny was really sticking out.

“Go on now.”

He took their glasses into the kitchen.

“Let me hear you walk!”

He added the chops, the bourbon and the Coke and he returned to the living room. Click, click, click.

Ann clapped her hands in delight. “That’s what I’m talkin’ about!”

They talked then, her asking more and more questions, and him stumbling through the answers, but slowly becoming more comfortable with her knowing his secret.

After an hour, she was sitting next to him, her hand on his knee, his boner throbbing and them not caring. Well, her not caring. He was getting ‘throbbier’ by the second.

And another drink. They were both feeling it.

“So are you going to tell my father?”

“Are you kidding? Now way! He can find out on his own.”

He was silent, his red lips pursed.

“Are you going to tell him,” she asked.

“I don’t think so.” Definitely not.

“Good.”

“Why good?” he tilted his head.

“Look, there should be honesty between people, but people should also have their own lives, and that means secrets, things that they know, and it’s not anybody else’s business. Do you understand?”

“I think so.”

“Good. You’re a smart girl.” She giggled. “A guy.”

he sighed. “Sometimes I wonder.”

“Wonder what?”

“Why I have these urges. Do I want to be a girl? Is there something wrong with me?”

“Oh, honey. Don’t ever feel that way. Don’t question yourself, just enjoy your uniqueness. That was something that was very difficult for my brother to learn, but when he did he was much happier.”

He drank, and then Ann placed a hand on his, “Do you sometimes fight these urges?”

He nodded, and that didn’t feel too good.

“Well, you shouldn’t. You should explore them.”

“I should?”

“Absolutely. There’s something in you, sounds like it wants to come out, or at least be settled. One way or another…settled. Now how are you going to settle it unless you face it? If you try to run it’ll pursue you. If you try to deny it it will eat you up.”

“Is that why your brother…”

She knew what he was talking about. The gun.

“Yes.”

He was silent then,

“I can help you.”

“What?”

“I can help you. I helped my brother, and I can help you. Whether you want to face it, or…or whatever. I can help you.”

Then she frowned. “But…there’s something you would have to do.”

“What?”

She stood up then, and was in deep thought. She walked out of the main room and into the kitchen. She mixed yet another drink, and sipped it, then sauntered back.

He watched how the robe clung to her figure. God, she was sexy.

She looked up at him and grinned. Then she pulled her robe tight again, and her breast was as if naked. The material was so tight he could see everything.

She came around the couch and stood in front of him. She seemed to have made up her mind and she spoke firmly.

“I can help you, but you have to do what I say. And that includes something that might be a bit uncomfortable.”

“What?”

“I won’t tell you until you agree, until you admit that you need my help.”

“That’s asking me to agree to something without knowing what it is.”

“Yes.”

Her certainty made him blink.

“I don’t see…will it hurt?”

“In the best possible way.”

“I do something and you help me with my…my crossdressing problem, and…” he frowned in thought.

On the surface it was simple, but they were well under the surface.

He was puzzled, but intrigued.

“But, how are you going to help me with my little problem?”

“I’ll work with you. I’ll teach you, like I taught my brother, about fashion and make up. You can hide your clothes in…” she stopped, pursed her lips resolutely, and stood up.

“Come with me.”

She strode out of the room,

His heart pounding, not truly understanding what was happening, Jon followed her.

Ann went to the foyer and turned into the right wing, towards hers and Jon’s father’s bedroom.

The left wall on this corridor was glass and it provided a wonderful view of the pool, the gardens, and the roofs of houses in the distance.

Jon couldn’t help but stare at his step-mother’s buns as she walked. He envied his father, and he pressed his boner bump down. But just pressing on his cock wasn’t going to make it limp.

She entered the master bedroom and went to her dresser. She opened them and turned to Jon.

The master bedroom was no big deal to Jon. He had grown up in this house. He had watched his mouther put on his make up at the vanity that Ann currently used. His father had called him on the carpet here.

But he had never really looked into the dresser.

He had other sources for his underwear fetish, which included filching panties out of the dryer, or even raiding the neighbor’s laundry line. Not that there were many laundry lines in this neighborhood, but he would find swim suits hanging over chairs, lingerie in open boxes in open garages, and so on.

For a boy like him, that was easy pickin’s.

Now he stared into the drawer.

Rows of carefully folded panties. Bras folded so the cups were together.

She opened another drawer. Tummy shapers and a couple of corsets.

Another drawer, nylons and garters.

She opened the boxes atop the dresser. Jewelry. Rings and earrings, bracelets and necklaces. Expensive stuff that glittered and shone.

“You let me work with you and these drawers are open to you. You can wear what you want. And I’ll buy more. I’ll buy lingerie that will fit you.” She plucked a pair of earrings out of one of the wood boxes and went to him.

He trembled as she stood so close to him, her breasts almost totally visible under the hanging robe. His dick actually touched her thigh and she smiled. She put one earring on a lobe. Her tongue was sticking slightly out of the corner of her mouth as she screwed the plate down on his flesh.

He could smell her, she was so close. It was a wonderful, sweet aroma.

“You’ve got a nice dick.”

He jerked his hips back and she laughed. “Leave it there. I like it touching me.” And she put the other earring on him.

She turned him and he looked into the mirror over the vanity.

His lips were red, but need freshening. They had been drinking for a couple of hours and his lipstick was smudged all over his glass rim.

Still, he was very feminine looking. His hair so soft and full. His eyes looked bigger than they were because he was the deer in the headlights, dealing with experiences he had never imagined: a woman making him up.

She reached for a tube of lipstick, placed her hand under his chin and squeezed his lips with her fingers on his cheeks. She painted his lips, and he almost fainted.

She smiled, she knew how his heart was thudding, that he was having trouble breathing.

“This is a better color. I’ll get more cosmetics, stuff that will match your color, your skin. I can put it on a special tray on my vanity. You can come in here every morning and I’ll help you learn. You’ll be beautiful.”

His penis touched her thigh again and he jerked.

“I meant it. i like it touching me.”

He didn’t move. Talk about frozen!

She reached down and gripped him. She moved him so that he touched her, and she said, “I like it. That’s one thing I couldn’t do with my brother. But I can do it with you. But that leads us to that one thing you have to do for me.”

“What?” He was almost crying for joy.

“Come with me.”

She grabbed him down there again. His heart threatened to stop and he felt a bit of pre-cum leak out.

She felt it to, and she turned and smiled at him.

She took him into her walk in closet.

The closet was big. Almost a room in itself, and it was filled.

One wall held her dresses. Expensive dresses. Silky, smooth, stretchy, designed to show off boobs and hips. Portholes for bellies and cleavage and her sides.

Under the dresses were shoes. Athletic shoes, flats, Mary Janes, lots and lots of heels. Heels with open toes, criss cross straps up the calves, boots, and more.

She stood, holding him, and turned to the right. Drawers holding more lingerie. On the top shelf were wigs. A row of coats and jackets, some functional and some for show.

At the back racks of nylons.

“You know I used to act.”

Jon nodded.

“An actor always collects clothes. One never knows when a new part is going to demand a different wardrobe, and…I collected a lot of those clothes.

He was faint, shuddering, and his hips started going back and forth, screwing her hand.

She laughed and let go. “None of that, Jon. At least, not yet. And just to be clear, I’m not going to screw you. In fact, if you do what I say you’ll get all the sex you want, but no sex.”

“Huh?”

“I know. Doesn’t make sense, does it? But it all comes down to one thing: you do that one thing and you’ll be squirting in a minute, and you’ll have a full summer of crossdressing. Your father is going to be gone a lot this summer. He’s working on a deal with the Chinese, and I don’t feel like going and eating all that weird food. I’d like to play with you all summer. And I think you’d learn a lot, and I think you’d like it.”

Would he like it? Holy Lottery Ticket, Batman!

“But, there’s that one thing.”

“The one thing,” he repeated, stunned by what was happening to him.

“Agree to it and we start. Or you can just head back to your room and attend to your friend down there.”

They were face to face, intimate in the confines of the walk in closet. It was like a thousand dresses, representing a crowd, a thousand people, were listening in, and yet…nobody.

“Well?”

Jon had no choice. He was so juiced, so jacked, and he wanted what she was saying, what she was offering. His head bobbed up and down and he gulped loudly.

She smiled, took his penis in her hand and led him out of the closet. He dripped on the carpet as she led him to the table next to the big master bed.

She let go of him, pushed him back on the bed.

She knelt and opened the lowest drawer in the little table. She took out a little box and opened it.

She smiled fondly at what was in the box, then turned to him. She held the box so he could see what was in it, and he gasped and blurted, “Oh, no!”

She nodded and whispered, “Oh, yes.”

Jon reached his hand out, and now it was shaking and he couldn’t control it.

“Oh, no,” he whispered again, and he reached into the box.


Part Two

Jon touched the object and he would swear later that he felt an electric shock zap into his fingers, through his hand, up his arm and straight to his heart.

He lifted the round tube out of the box and handled it. It was the shape of his penis, but slightly larger, and made of clear plastic.

His other hand reached into the box and brought out a ring.

His penis drooled a big glob of pre-cum as he fit the two pieces together and realized what it meant.

It was a chastity. It meant he wouldn’t be able to touch his cock. At all.

He felt faint, but he looked at Ann and his voice was a whisper. “How long?”

“All summer. Even when you’re not in a dress. It will keep your cock down so you can wear a dress like a woman, and, I guarantee…the denial of sex will make you obsess on sex. You won’t be able to stop thinking about your dick. You’ll love it.”

“Did…did your brother wear one of these?”

“That was the one he used. I’ve kept it all these years. It brought me such memories. I also keep the gun he almost shot himself with.” She glanced ast the drawer she had taken the chastity tube out of. “I hate it, but I feel I should keep it to remind me not to be an asshole.”

He couldn’t imagine her as an asshole. But he continued with the conversation. “But you didn’t screw him.”

“No. But when I hold the key, and when you’re looking at me with those pleading, brown eyes, that’s when I get my sex.”

He didn’t understand, and she explained. “Power is like sex. Believe me, honey. We won’t have sex, but we will be having more sex than you ever dreamed of.”

“Okay,” he gave in.

“Put it on.” In her voice there was softness, but a bit of command, also.

He put it down to the bump in his dress. “It’s not going to fit.”

“Then you’ll have to make it fit.”

He could see the excitement in her eyes. She was right, she was getting extremely sexually stimulated.

“Okay.” He stood up.

“Where do you think you’re going?” Not rough, but a command, nevertheless.

And he liked it.

But he was confused. “To my room.”

“Put it on here, where I can see you.”

“But…”

“I can see your dick. I’ve felt it. I’ve held it. There is no more mystery there. Now take off your pretty dress, take off your nice lingerie, and put that chastity tube on.”

Man, now he knew what she wanted. She looked like she was about to have an orgasm. Her eyes were lit up and a light sheen of sweat was on her upper lip.

She licked her lips.

“Now.”

It was surreal, he felt like he was dreaming. He felt like he was outside his skull as he pulled the dress off.

She was sitting on the bed now, and he was standing. He undid his garters and took off his nylons. He rolled them carefully, then laid them over the back of the vanity chair.

He took off his bra, and she watched him as he took out the breast forms and placed them on the bed next to her.

He was naked. His body, so slender, was trembling. His penis was stiff, rigid, the veins showing.

He put the chastity tube down to his cock again, and looked up. “It’s not going to fit!”

“Make it,” she stared at his member as if mesmerized.

He stood there trying to figure out how to put the tube on his engorged cock. He turned it this way and that. He lifted his nuts and examined all possible methods.

But there was no way he was going to be able to put the tube on.

He looked up at her, and now he was feeling a bit of desperation. “I…I…” Then he got it.

He went calm and excited at the same time. The only solution.

“You want me to masturbate.”

She said nothing. Just smiled like a sphinx and watched him.

It was difficult. There was the embarrassment factor, accelerated to mortification.

But there was no other way he was going to get the thing on his dingus.

“Can I go into the bathroom?”

“No.”

“Will you do it?”

“No.”

“Then…then…”

She waited.

His hand was shaking as he put it around his weenie. He took a couple of strokes, and didn’t feel it at all.

He was too wrought up.

He took deep breaths, played with the head, and it got better. After a minute he was stroking.

“Keep your eyes open,” she commanded.

Then: “Look at me.”

He didn’t think he’d be able to. No way he’d be able to summon up the surge of urge that was necessary to do the squirt.

But, as he kept watching her, admiring her beauty, letting her turn him on, he started to feel it.

Still, it was a long way away. He was going to have to overcome a lot of inhibitions.

“Hold your balls,” she suggested.

He did so, and that helped.

“Stroke with one hand and polish the knob with the other.”

He did, and that was when he knew he was going to be able to do it.

She got up and went to her vanity. She picked up a tube of lube and came back to him.

He was grunting, sweating, and his eyes were bulging.

“Here,” she held the tube out and he put his hand out.

She squirted a glob in his hand.

He rubbed his hands together briefly, then went back to work.

She sat on the bed, and now his hands were slippery dippery and it felt like heaven.

He imagined himself in her pussy.

She gave a moan and reached down to her own sex organ. Then she stood up and pulled here panties off.

When she put her fingers into herself that did it. It was too much, over the line, and he gave a mighty groan and spewed.

On the bed Ann followed him, touching herself, fingering herself, rubbing her nipples with her hand.

“I wish I had more hands,” she muttered, then she focused briefly on him, “Not yours.”

And…POW!

She gave a half squeak and fell back. She brought her legs together and made helpless sounds. She was like an innocent, little mouse caught in a trap, but it was a trap she loved.

The tube fit over his penis easily. He snugged it up against the ring, which fit around his package.

“Come here,” she said. “Let me do the honors.”

He stepped up to her and she took over. Her small hands pushed a lock through the device, then she clicked it shut.

Jon looked down at himself.

“Holy, fuck,” he whispered. “I’m in chastity.”

“You are. And I’ve got the key. And I don’t want to ever let you out.”

She stared up at him. She had just cum, but he had never seen a woman so excited in his life.

He felt the cage. His skin pressed against the clear plastic, tried to push through the little portholes on the thing. He groaned. He could feel his weenie trying to get hard. Heck, he had just cum, and look at him!

She smiled, reached out and shook the thing.

“Oh!” he blurted, his excitement coursing through his body. He had whacked off, and he had felt the excitement in his weenie, and his nipples had gotten hard, but that was nothing like this.

The excitement was in his whole body. It was like his whole body was a weenie, stiff and straight, all while his own dingus couldn’t grow.

It pressed against the plastic and it pulled on his balls, but it wasn’t going anywhere. Or, to be precise, it was growing nowhere.

“How do you like it,” she asked, looked up at him, her eyes alive with wicked light.

“It…it hurts. A little.”

“Yeah, just a little, but it hurts so good, doesn’t it.”

He had to nod. He was having trouble speaking.

“Good. then there’s something I’ve been wanting to do.”

She stood up.

He started to ask ‘what,’ but it only came out “Wha—“ Then she was kissing him. Her lips slithered over his, her tongue entered his mouth and he almost fell backwards, but she was prepared. She held him up.

When she was done she backed up and grinned, “That was something else I couldn’t do with my brother.”

“But what about my father?”

“Heck, your father knows I kiss people. He accepted that I was an affectionate, Hollywood type person. He knows I’ll kiss who I want, but I won’t fuck anybody. At least, not without his permission.”

Then came a long moment while they both digested the moment. It was a breakthrough on so many levels, and, finally, she kissed him again. This time he was more aware, not so shocked, and he kissed back, and felt the worm wiggling in the tube.

Oh, God! It felt good!

He had just squirted, and all he wanted to do was squirt!

He moaned and she laughed right into his mouth, then backed away. “Sorry, honey, but I know what you’re feeling.”

“I never thought…this is…I don’t think I can handle it.”

“That’s the great part. You have to. I don’t have a key.”

“What?” He backed up and looked down at his cock. He was totally aghast. She didn’t have a key?”

“Oh, we could probably bust it off, but that’s dangerous. You don’t want some plastic shard sticking you in the weenie or the balls.”

He turned and went to a window and held his caged cock and stared at it.

“Or we could take a sharp pair of shears and try to cut the ring. But one slip and…oops.”

He turned to her, panic and fear in his eyes.

She was laughing. In fact, she was in a mild form of hysterics. She lay back on the bed and held her belly. “Oh, the look on your face.”

“But…then you do…you have a key?”

“Nope. I wasn’t kidding about that. But I don’t want you taking that thing off for the summer.”

“But I have to go back to school! What are we going to do then?”

“Oh, I don’t know. We’ll think about that then. Until then we’ll have fun. Besides, you might like it so much you don’t want to take it off.”

“But I do!”

She got off the bed and came to him and held his imprisoned pecker. She looked down at it and whispered, “You do now, but who knows how you’ll feel later on. She looked up at him, and maybe it was the fact of being imprisoned, being unable to use his cock, not even to jack off, but he was viewing her in new lights.

He was seeing her unbelievable, tremendous beauty.

“Fuck,” he whined.

“No thanks,” she said. “And, I suppose it’s time to get dressed. I’ve been running around half naked all morning.”

She let the robe slip from her shoulders and fall to the floor.

He stood, gobsmacked, and took in her beauty.

A Hollywood person.

A woman who had run with the beautiful people and more than held her own.

Her breasts so firm, perky, and he realized that she was only ten years older than him. Ten years younger than his father.

Her flesh was perfect, in full bloom. Her mouth was, as he knew, extremely kissable. And she was standing right in front of him!

He reached for her, but now she played hard to get. She put a hand on his chest and held him back. “I think I’ll take a shower. How about you?”

“A shower?” he asked dumbly.

She frowned. She moved her hand across his chest. Over his nipples eliciting a moan, but still frowning. “Is that stubble? It is!”

“I shaved,” he stated.

“You should have used Nair. Well, come on. Let’s get you cleaned up.”

She grabbed his package and pulled him into the bathroom. He was like a dumb mule following her.

She took a bottle of Nair out of the medicine cabinet and smeared it on him. She slathered it up and down his legs, over his arms, and onto his torso. She rubbed the hairy places, the armpits and the groin, even though he had already shaved.

“This will slow down regrowth,” she explained.

Then he stood in the shower, waiting, and she sat on the toilet and trimmed her toenails and talked to him.

“Your father isn’t due home until Sunday night, so we can play until then. You did a good job on your toes. Have you ever painted your fingernails? Or put on long fakes?”

“I’ve painted them, but never the fake nails.”

“Oh, goodie,” she raised her head and smiled, then she went back to concentrating on her on tootsies.

“We can really blow it out this weekend. Maybe I’ll even trim your hair. It depends. I don’t want to shock your father.”

“He’s not going to find out, is he?”

“Not to worry. There are things we talk about, but this is not one of them.”

Jon sighed in relief. “This stuff is getting kind of itchy.”

“When it gets hot. Is it itchy hot?”

“No. I mean…not yet.”

“Be patient. Being a woman is always an exercise in patience. How do you keep in such good shape? Your body is so slender and fit.”

“Tennis,” he explained. “And no junk food.”

“Oh, Lord. No junk food. That explains it.”

She was light hearted as she switched to trim the other foot.

“I’m hot.”

“I know you are,” she laughed, standing up. “Let’s cool you down.”

She turned on the cold water and he yelped and tried to hide in a corner, but this was an expensive shower, no place to hide.

The Nair slithered off him. Ann aimed the shower head and made him turn around. “Come on, spread those cheeks.”

He did, and the feel of the cold spray on his button was quite invigorating, to say the least.

Rinsed off, he was pulled out of the shower and Ann ran her hands over his body. “Oh, baby. Now this is nice. your flesh is like a woman’s, soft and tender and ready for…’plucking.’ She emphasized ‘plucking he knew exactly what she meant, even though she had said she wasn’t going to fuck him.

“Hey,” he said, a bit embarrassed.

“Hey, yourself. Enjoy it. Not many men have your skin, let alone your sensitivity.”

She dried him off, used a blow drier on his chastity area, then pulled him into the bedroom and sat him down at her table.

“Oh, boy,” she couldn’t stop grinning.

And, she was still naked. But Jon wasn’t about to complain.

She sat next to him, and whenever she reached for something on the vanity table her breasts brushed his arm or shoulder.

“First, let’s give you some jazzy fingernails.”

“I won’t be able to go out,” he mentioned.

“Oh, you could wear gloves.”

He said nothing. He wasn’t going to go out.

She took her time, holding his hands and prepping each finger. She sanded, pushed back the cuticles, and trimmed.

She selected long ovals and glued them to his fingers.

He stared in wonder as his fingers grew longer, appeared more slender and…and ladylike.

Then she brushed red onto his nails. Neat, even strokes, thick with polish, and the smell filled the room.

She only did three or four strokes per finger, starting at the cuticle and going down to the tip, but the result was a beautiful,  shiny red.

He held up one hand when she was finished and marveled. “I don’t believe it.” He spoke in an awed tone of voice.

“Believe, sweetheart.”

Then she was done. She sat back and smiled as he admired his new talons. “They’re beautiful,” he whispered.

“It only gets better, honey. Are you ready for make up?”

He nodded, and his Adam’s apple rose up and down jerkily.

She turned his chair so he was sitting sideways to her table, then climbed onto his lap.

She laughed and ground her hips down on him, and he groaned as his cock tried to respond, but failed.

Now she could reach for items on the table, and had a perfect seat for applying the cosmetics.

She used little sponges and cleansed his face. He watched as the sponges turned black.

“But I just took a shower!”

“This is what was in your pores.”

“Good Lord.”

She put primer on his face, smoothed it in, hid imperfections and helped make a better canvas.

She applied foundation, then used blush. He was amazed because his skin was now a different color, and the blush really made his face more feminine looking. And she was only started!

“You’ve got to be careful when putting on make up.” She spoke into his face, examining her work closely. “You’ve got to pick the right colors and hues or you’ll look like a monster.” Her breasts were brushing against his chest and she even stopped once and touched her lips to his.

His weenie, of course, was struggling like a shopper at a sale. Trying to get hard, failing, and wanting all the more.

She put on eye liner and he watched the sharp pencil nervously.

Then she put on Mascara and made his eyelashes long and luxurious.

“You have great lashes to begin with,” she muttered. “But this is going to go all the way.”

He sat, and all he could do was feel her breasts brushing against his flesh, breath the air she was breathing, and wish his cock was free.

She had been right. Being confined in chastity was making him hornier than he had ever been.

She brushed a light grey over his eyes. “Later we’ll play with colors, but right now let’s stick to the basics. It’s always a learning procedure.”

He gulped and she stopped and grinned at him. “What’s the matter, Jon?”

“I…I…nothing.”

She laughed and squirmed on him. “Lord, you are making me horny.”

She plucked his eyebrows, but carefully.

“I don’t want to go too far. You’re going to want to present to the world as a man sometimes.”

Jon thought about that. If he could get over the embarrassment, the humiliation, he might want to. He simply liked dressing up. He liked the feeling of lingerie encasing him, the freedom of a dress.

Then he thought: Oh, Lord. The chastity tube encases me. I’m supposed to like that?

She brushed his hair, trimmed it, styled it, then pierced his ears.

“Ow!”

Then he saw the little string of diamonds with a triangle hanging at the bottom. And he felt it when he moved and the earrings brushed against his neck. It was very sexual for such a little piece of jewelry.

“All right,” she said, putting his lipstick on. “I’m going to get some super plumper when your father goes on his big trip. We’re going to give you some lips that can do some serious kissing. We’ll look into permanent make up, too. We can have your eyeliner tattooed on, and maybe get you some breast implants, then—“ She burst into laughter. “You have a very scared look on your face.”

“Uh, yeah.”

“Are you ready for lingerie and a dress?”

He nodded, and felt his hair move freely and his earrings tickle his neck.

“Okay, you’re going to like this. Have you ever worn a corset before?”

He shook his head.

“Well, get ready. You don’t have any excess flab, but this will tighten you up and make your hips flare. Your boobs will look better, too. Are you sure you don’t want to get implants?”

“Ann!”

“Just kidding. Sorta. Not.”

She had him lay down on the bed and she slipped the corset on. He grunted when she fastened the hooks, but then she started pulling the ties.

“Oh, fuck!” he wheezed. “How am I supposed to breath?”

“Take small breaths, high in your chest.”

He did, and it worked, but he couldn’t believe how tight she was pulling the garment.

When she helped him to his feet and pointed him at the mirror, however, he was stunned. His waist had shrunk and it was like she said, his hips flared out and made his ass look round. His chest was pushed up, and when she put  him a bra and slipped his breast forms in he had a figure more womanly than her! Which didn’t seem possible, but she wasn’t wearing a corset.

“Wow,” she murmured, turning him this way and that and examining him. “This is working out better than I thought.”

“Oh,” he said, gasping a little.

She brought out nylons and rolled them up his legs and fastened them to the straps on the corset.

He was totally female looking.

They went into the closet and began going through dresses. She discussed the pros and cons of various garments, commenting on whether the color or fashion would go with his look, and he felt the material and just that increased his horniness.

He was about to put on a real dress. Something form fitting, not a discard or hand me down of some kind he had found.

She decided on a skirt, pleated, and a pink blouse that pulled over.

She helped him into it, and she had to because he was having trouble bending in the corset.

“How do you do it alone?” he asked.

“Women are more flexible. Besides, I do Yoga. I do it every morning, and now so will you.”

“Will it help my tennis?”

“Absolutely. You’ll be able to do the splits when you smack that ball back over the net.”

The thought of him doing the splits, especially dressed as he was, made him giggle, which made her smile.

“If you were a little younger you’d be like a daughter.”

which comment made him think. He wasn’t younger, so what was he? A sister?

And that made him think of what he was to her as a man. If not a son, then…hmm.

Finally, the final touch, she helped him into real high heels.

They were expensive, black, open toes to show off his toenails.

His feet slipped into the heels and he stood up and was suddenly three inches taller.

And he felt a million miles taller.

He looked down at his step-mother.

She quickly got some heels and matched his height.

They stood, face to face, grinning, and she kissed him. Placed a hand on his jaw and chewed on his lips.

His peeny was going crazy. It had been crazy all afternoon, but this was the ultimate and living end. To be a woman, and to be made love to by the most beautiful woman he had ever seen.

Well, not completely made love to, but the excitement, his imagination went all the way.

She hugged him then. They just stood, body to body, and he was shivering. But she held on, and suddenly he was crying.

“Don’t do that!” she panicked and grabbed tissues and blotted the tears as they came out. “Don’t ruin it!”

It took him a moment, but he finally stopped, and she relaxed.

“Lord. We don’t need a rainy day right now. Come on.”

“Where?” he asked as she led him down the hallway.

“ Have another drink, dance a little, talk about you.”

In the kitchen he just stood there, looking at himself in the kitchen window, his face, and he was totally happy.

She made the drinks and they sashayed out to the main room.

They sat on the couch and she showed him how to sit with his legs curled up under him.

They sat close together, and chatted, and she stopped every once in a while and kissed him.

Then he thought she was going to cry. But real women, having experienced female hormones, are better at holding their emotions in check. At least in that area.

“What is it?” he asked.

“I was just thinking about my brother.”

“Where is he?”

She sighed. “He eventually got married, but his wife couldn’t handle it, so they’re divorced. One kid, and he has to be a man all the time or he won’t get to see his daughter.”

“Wow.”

“But that’s the way it is with people like…like him.” She stared directly at him. “Like you.”

Her intentness was almost frightening.

“We’re having fun now, and I’m glad. But it’s a judgmental world, and you’ll likely have to make decisions. Many women are accepting of men like you, but many aren’t. You’ll have to find one who likes you for who you are. Or…” she paused a moment, “…you could find a man.”

That made Jon jerk. “I don’t want a man. I have no interest in being gay.”

“I didn’t think so, but we need to talk over everything. We can’t turn you out all feminized and not prepared.”

“I haven’t thought about girl friends.”

“I know. Your secret. But now that you’ve embraced it, and now that it isn’t a secret, at least with me, you can start considering. You probably have a pool of women in college that are interested in you.”

“There are a few who seemed enamored by athletes, even tennis players,” he admitted.

“Then you’ll have to figure out how to approach them, how to present as a man, and find out if they are amenable to the idea of a man who is into feminization.”

“Just the thought scares me.”

“It scared Billy, my brother, that is his name. But we talked, I advised, and we worked our way through the maze of courtship.”

“So how did he wind up with a girl who didn’t approve?”

“That is a mystery. I met her, several times, and we even discussed it a bit. In the end I’m wondering if she’s some kind of gold digger. Billy was doing well in the stock market.”

Jon blurted, “But you’re not a gold digger.”

She laughed, sipped some alcohol, and said, “I made a fair chunk of change when I was acting. I never made it to the big time, but I had enough money. When I met your father I was more concerned with compatibility, with finding somebody who loved me for me, and not as a meat puppet he could screw.”

“A meat puppet to be screwed. Gawd. That sounds so crude.”

“Real life often is. The trick is to hold to the high ground when the rest of the world is in the shitter.”

They smiled, and he made the drinks.

They talked through the evening, skipping dinner, and Jon felt freer and freer. Except for his cock, of course.

Ann noticed his discomfort and found great amusement in it.

“You’ll learn to love it. Billy did. But it takes a few weeks.”

“A few weeks,” his voice actually squeaked, and she almost spit up a bit of her bourbon.

Then she reached under his dress and held his testicles.

“God, I love testicles,” she whispered.

Dusk was outside and the room was growing darker. She leaned against him, pulled his hand around to cup her breasts.

He felt them, and she sighed.

They weren’t totally drunk, but they were super pleasantly high.

They sat and the darkness encroached.

Every once in a while she would bend her head back and he would kiss her.

Then she squirmed around, unfastened her bra and had him brush his finger pads across her nipples.

“Oh, fuck!” she finally cried out. She turned and squatted on the sofa and stared at him. “Why did you have to wear a chastity device?”

“But…but…”

She launched herself on him.

She felt him under his dress. She cupped his breasts like they were real, and she pressed her mouth against his.

“Don’t you understand how horny this makes me?”

“I…I guess.”

“You don’t!”

She was gripping his hair and pulling his mouth to hers, then pushing him away.

“I’ve got the power. I control your penis. But I can’t fuck it! You think I don’t know how that chastity is effecting you?”

Then he understood.

As her words broke upon him, as he realized that she might possibly be as horny as him, she got off the couch. She pulled him to his feet.

“Where are we going?”

Her hand under his skirt, stopping to kiss him every few steps, she led him down the corridor to the master bedroom.

“I hate to sleep alone when your father is gone.” Her words were almost a fierce cry. “So you’re going to sleep with me. And you’re going to get me off.”

“But I can’t get off!”

“That’s the best part!” And she pulled him into the darkness of the big bedroom.

END
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Part One

“Okay, sunshine. Time to get up!” Ann pushed Jon out of the bed.

Jon came to awareness as he fell past the edge of the mattress. He tried to orient himself, even to catch himself, but he landed on his butt and cried out.

Ann leaned to look over the edge of the bed and chuckled at him.

She was naked, her large breasts hanging over the side of the bed. To Jon, lying on his backside, they looked humungous.

He was naked except for the chastity tube she made him wear. His dingus, which was pretty good size, was cut down a bit by the contraption.

“Why’d you do that?” He groaned. He turned slightly and rubbed his butt, then reached up and grabbed her hair.

“Oh! No!”

He didn’t pull hard, he didn't want to cause pain, and she was just off balance enough, mostly from her good-sized udders, to fall on him.

He held her and tickled her, and she laughed and laughed, until she managed to get her hands on his cage.

“Stop!” she laughed, and she twisted so that he had to.

Now she had control, and she twisted around and sat on him, holding him tightly.

“You bad,” she said, and she kissed him.

After a long, passionate smack she rolled off him and they lay next to each other on the floor.

She turned, went up on an elbow and inspected him.

They had spent the night making love. Her getting off, and him getting hornier and hornier. He had lips and fingers, but his dick was caged. It had been an interesting night.

She had made him use his hands and his mouth which, in spite of his protests, he didn’t mind.

“We need to fix you up. We should have taken off your make up before sleep. You’re all cakey and blurry.”

Cakey and blurry,” he muttered. He reached over and cupped her mons and she groaned. “Please. I’m done for now. How many times did you do me last night.”

“Who knows,” he muttered, and he mouthed her nipples, went down on her, and finally she pushed him away.

They got up off the floor, were still enamored by one another.

Kissing, fondling, rubbing their flesh together, they somehow managed to make it into the bathroom where they showered. She helped clean him up, then they stepped out and dried each others bodies.

“Your father is coming in tomorrow night.”

He sighed. “These past few days. Wow.”

“Double wow,” she said. “I’ve never had so much fun. And I love it how you’re so horny.”

“It does feel good,” he agreed, a bit sad at the notion that it was coming to an end.

His father would only be home for a couple of days, but Jon had a taste for Ann now, and those couple of days would be pure torture.

Seeing her but not touching her. Meeting her eyes and not blushing at her thoughts.

But, she was his father’s wife, and she was just playing with Jon.

And teaching him about being a woman.

“But when your father is home there will be no sad looks, no revealing glances, not even a hint of emotion. I haven’t cheated on him, and I’m not going to feel like I have.

“I understand. And I agree. Not a problem.”

That statement made, that agreement reached, they went back to laughing and giggling and having the best time of their lives.

Ann brought out more panties and bras, put him in a tummy shaper and nylons, and finally a culotte and a sweatshirt.

His sweat shirt was cut off at the bottom to show his belly, and his falsies pushed the material far out. They looked exactly like real boobs.

The sweat shirt itself was pink with a heart on it, the heart pierced by an arrow and dropping red, blood drops in the shape of hearts.

She demanded that he walk around the house in high heels and get used to them.

Then she made him up. She gave him false eyelashes, red lips, and a bit of blush.

“I look like a tart,” he complained, without really complaining.

“Only a little. But that’s the way you’re supposed to look when…” she paused until he looked away from the mirror at her, then broke into a chorus of,

But girls, they wanna have fun

Oh girls just wanna have

Jon joined in when she pinched his butt and they danced through the house.

She was wearing a pair of shorts and a tight sweater with a vee. The vee wasn’t that deep, but her mountains were so big the cleavage looked…big.

And, of course, high heeled sandals.

She took him out to the car and tried to get him in it, but now he was scared. “I don’t want to go out.”

“Why? You look like a girl.”

“That’s it!”

“But you like looking like a girl!”

“Only here, in my house.”

“Well, tough. If you don’t get in the car I’ll stop playing with you.”

“Your football, eh?” he sounded a bit bitter.

“My rules! Do I need to get you drunk to do this?”

“No.”

But she did. She went into the kitchen, made him drink two drinks, then dragged him out to the car.

He still complained, he still said he didn’t want to do this, but he sat in the passenger seat while he complained.

She drove and he hunkered down, actually scrunched into the corner of the seat and didn’t see where they were going.

Then she stopped.

He popped his head up and looked around.

They were at a gold course.

A small nine hole just across the Golden State Freeway at Los Feliz.

“What are we doing here?”

“We’re going to eat, and we’re going to play golf.”

“No!”

She handed him a pint of Jack Daniels she had brought from the house.

He tilted the bottle and drank a quarter of it. He gasped, and he choked, and he slid out of the car.

He was a little woozy and Ann took his arm and walked him into the little restaurant.

Now he was scared, but drunk, and he just sat in a chair at a corner table and…was scared.

“I don’t want to do this…” he whimpered.

She ordered bacon and eggs for both of them, with a side of pancakes and lots of syrup. Then she sat down next to him and talked to him.

There were only a few customers, and most of them were busy eating, or reading a newspaper.

“Now, Jon. I want you to look at that fellow in the far corner. What do you think he’s reading?”

“The obituaries,” Jon was almost sobbing.

She poured a little more Jack in his water glass and told him to drink.

Then she said, “How many eggs do you think the cook cooks a day?”

Jack looked over at the man behind the grill.

“I don’t know.”

“Count the people in here, multiply that by ten hours.”

Jack had trouble with the math, he was so worried, but she talked him through it, and slowly, slowly, he began to relax.

“Not only will they never see you again, but you won’t see them again.”

“Unless I go golfing,” he said sourly.

“Of course we can go golfing tomorrow. And the next day, and…” she laughed at the expression on Jack’s face.

“What are we really doing here?”

“We’re going to play golf. Just us two girls. I know you’ve got athletic shoes in the trunk, we can rent a couple of clubs, and you’ll get used to being outside as a real girl.”

“But what if somebody figures out that I’m a guy?”

“What if they do? Are they come over and give you a ticket for wearing make up? Are they going to call the cops? Are they going to tear your panties off and scream and yell and make you put on pants?”

Jon was now not sure whether to laugh or cry, but her ludicrous speech was breaking him down.

After all, what would someone do if they knew he was a guy?

And, like she said, he wouldn’t ever see them again.

Their food came and they ate.

“Try not to mess up your lipstick, Jon. Take small bites. And don’t worry. I’ll fix you up if you’re messy.”

Then, his shaking and shivering reduced by their half hour in the cafe, they went out to the car.

“Careful when you put your shoes on, Jon. Don’t show your panties.”

He stood behind the car, looked around carefully, then managed to change his shoes.

Ann watched him, a smile on her face. he was so innocent.

Then they went to the little shack and rented a couple of clubs and balls and headed out for the tee.

It was a slow day, and there was a couple before them, an older man teaching his wife, and a couple of studs behind them.

They sat and waited, and when the couple was down at the far end of the fairway Ann teed off.

She hit a curve that rolled to the side of the green. It wasn’t a bad shot.

Then Jon put his ball on the tee.

Jon played golf regularly, and he wasn’t wearing high heels now, and the culottes gave him a certain freedom of motion.

He pulled back, arced through, and the club gave a healthy smack to the ball.

The ball went up in a nice slant, peaked, and hit the edge of the green and rolled to the back.

Ann smiled. “You didn’t tell me you were a pro.”

Jon smiled, be it shyly.

Two two studs spoke behind them in low voices, but not low enough that they weren’t heard.

“Good form.”

“Great form. I wouldn’t mind taking her to bed.”

Jon’s face turned a bright red. He was torn between turning around and yelling at the guy, and running full speed down the fair way to get away.

Fortunately, Ann linked her arm through his and walked him down the fairway.

“Jon has some admirers,’ she teased.

“Don’t say that,” he begged.

“Bet they want to lift up your skirt and pull down your panties.”

“Ann!” His voice cracked with humiliation.

“I see Paris, I see France. I see Jonny in his panty pants.”

He stiffened up, but the stiffer he got, the more she laughed, and, finally, it was too much. He had to snicker. “Stop it,” he said, but this time he was smiling.

And that was the way the game went. She teased him, she poked fun at him, and he, somehow free in his mind, hit the ball better than he ever had.

He even almost got a hole in one on the fourth green.

At the end of the course they turned in their clubs and headed for the car. They were just driving out when the two studs, finished with their game, walked up next to the car.

“Hey, ladies. How about getting together?”

It was innocent, but it was also…immature.

Two lads who wanted to get into two panties, and not having the couths to pull it off.

“Uh…” Jon squeaked from the passenger seat. his face was turning red once again.

Ann put her hand on Jon’s forearm to quiet him, and she turned to the big kid standing next to the car.

“Well,” she said, “I’d like to, but we have a date with a guy with a really big dick.”

The two lunks blinked.

“See ya,” and she pressed on the pedal. The last thing they heard was one of the boys saying, “I’ve got a big dick.”

For a moment Jon was stunned, then he started to laugh.

Ann grinned, and headed up Los Feliz.

They spent the day together. Hugging and kissing, went for a swim in the pool, and hugging and kissing.

At one point Jon asked her, “What is the best pick up line?” He was thinking of the two guys at the golf course.

“It’s not the line, it’s the confidence behind it. The line can be the worst line in the history of the world, but if the guy is transparent, isn’t acting like a dick dragging horn dog, then it’s worth find out about.

“But how do you know if he is worth it?”

“If he can take rejection easily. Laugh it off. Look, no woman wants a guy who gets his feelings hurt, or his panties in a bunch. Well, I shouldn’t say ‘no woman,’ ‘cause there are a few who pick up boys just to hurt them. But, generally speaking, that’s the key.”

Jon thought about that as the evening started. He began to evaluate himself as regards meeting women. He was honest enough to find himself lacking, and brave enough to not let it get to him.

After all, he was with a beautiful woman right now, wasn’t he?

That said something about his personality and character. Didn’t it?

Finally, after the day and night of play, it was time to go to bed.

Ann showed Jon how to use cream. She brushed out his hair and gave him a negligee. It was pale green and made of see through material that excited his skin.

Then they climbed into bed.

“I was pretty surprised at how well you played gold today,” she said. “Was it difficult with your chastity cage tied back?”

“Actually, it was easier. There was nothing between my legs and I was able to swing the club easier.”

She was holding his cage as she spoke. She loved the feeling of his dingus struggling and trying to escape the cage.

“So wearing a cage is good for you.”

“Wow. What a question.”

“It’s an honest question.”

“Honest if you’re trying to trap me into saying something.”

She laughed, pulled him over on her and told him to get busy.

“Eat me,” she whispered into his ear. “Show me that your fat lips are good for something other than showing off lipstick.”

He did, and shortly she was writhing and twisting and moaning.

Again and again and…again.

They slept soundly. Their limbs entangled in the sheets and around each other. The night was quiet, not a sound in the house.

Their flesh was hot against each other.

His peeny wiggled in his sleep, wanting to get loose and have its way even now.

Her arm was around him, pulling his head to her side, inches away from her blushing breasts, her pulsating nipples.

With such heavy sexual intimacy one would expect them to wake up, but they had spent hours with him pleasing her, and her teasing him, and they were finally done.

Exhausted.

Drained.

Ready for sleep.

Click. The sound of a lock unbolting.

Sh…sh…sh…the sound of good shoes walking through the foyer and into the right wing.

No sound as the feet traipsed on the thick rug.

Then a murmur. Soft, so as not to wake anybody. “Man, I’m tired.”

Miles pushed his suitcase to the side and undressed quietly. He removed his shoes and socks, dropped his slacks and underpants. He took off his jacket and his shirts. He pushed his hair back, he tended to wear it a little long, not as long as his son’s, but long, and pulled the covers up a little and slid into—

“EEEEE!”

Jon was sleeping on the other side and he leaped up, was twisted and tripped by the sheets, and fell against the wall. He was caught between the mattress and the wall.

“EEEEEE!” Ann shrieked, was twisted and turned by the pull of covers.

Miles fell on the floor, much the same as Jon had earlier that day.

“EEEEE!” Ann screamed.

Miles scrambled to the doorway and found the light switch.

“It’s okay, Ann! It’s me! It’s Miles!”

Click.

Light flooded the room.

There are moments that live in the generational memory. Pearl Harbor was one such moment for the generation that live in the forties. The Kennedy assassination in the sixties. The Twin Towers in 2000s.

Moments that are so imprinted on the people that it cannot be forgotten. Such an impact that forever that person will remember, in startling detail, the exact events of such a day.

And that was such a night for Miles and Jon and Ann.

Miles, naked, stared at his wife, who was also naked, her eyes wide open as she screamed, and realized she had no reason to scream, and stopped creaming. He turned his gaze to Jon, also naked, except he had this weird penis looking thing on his penis, and his balls looked so big and round and shiny and…

Jon, tangled up in sheets and trying to come up for air. His father staring at him with big, round eyes. Catching him in bed with his wife, Ann. Ann, who’s mouth had gone from screaming to a dull, shocked O. Her eyes looking like jello in the sockets.

Ann, sheets pulled off her in every direction, her breasts out in the open for all to see, except there was nobody there but her, and Jon, and…and Miles.

That timeless moment probably didn’t last long, but it seemed like forever, and it would be in their memories forever.

And they all began to babble.

The babble lasted all of thirty seconds, then Miles simply raised his hand and stopped talking. Jon and Ann slowly stopped, and Miles said, “Jon, if you could go to your room. I’ll talk to you later.”

Jon, feeling just a wee bit self conscious to having been caught naked in bed with his step mother, wearing a chastity tube, walked out fo the room.

As he walked down the hallway he was totally messed up. His head was spinning, tears were coming down his cheeks, he was shaking, and he was sure his life was over.

He was sure his father wold disown him. In fact, by the time he reached his room he was thinking of where he might go, what he could do, when he left the house.

He sat down on his bed for a minute, then fell sideways and buried his face in his pillow.

Oh, God! What had he done!

“Miles, please, you’ve got to understan—“

Miles sighed. He suddenly looked very tired. His face was drawn and sallow. Even his hair looked tired.

“So, for me to understand, I need data.”

Ann stood and he sat on the edge of the bed. He was sagging in body and soul, and she was sure it was her fault. To betray her husband like that. Yes, she was a Hollywood personality, Hollyweird, but…

“Come, dear, it’s not the end of the world. It’s just an episode that needs to be sorted out.”

The lawyer in him was rising to the occasion. He actually gave a wan smile.

“Could you hand me my robe?”

It was hanging on the back of the bathroom door, and Ann retrieved it and handed it to him. Her hand was trembling.

“Would you like to put a robe on yourself?” His voice was surprisingly wry.

She put on a robe. A sexy one, as that was all she had. She had just worn it for Jon.

“Okay. Sit next to me and apprise me of the facts.”

He moved towards the head of the bed, pulled his feet up and sat cross legged. His cock was on full display.

Sadly, she noted that it wasn’t hard. It was always hard, but now…after being betrayed…that almost made her cry in itself.

She climbed onto the bed and faced him.

He sighed. “Come on. Rip the bandage off.”

Ann bit her lip, was very self conscious, and began.

“You remember that I have a brother.”

“Billy,” he said.

“Billy,” she confirmed. “When Billy was growing up he had desires. He wanted to wear women’s clothes. I found out, and I used to make fun of him. I ridiculed him, laughed at him, and one day I walked in and found him with a pistol in his hand.”

“The one you keep in your side table.”

She nodded.

“That was the day I changed. From that day forward I helped Billy. If he wanted to transition, to become someone else, then I, who had driven him to the brink of suicide, had to help him. I had to, do you understand?”

Tears streamed from her eyes and she leaned forward and begged.

Once again Miles sighed. He looked so very, very tired. “Go on.”

“So I was sleeping late the other day, and when I came out to the kitchen I found Jon. He was dressed up like a woman.”

Then she broke down. “I had to help him! I had to! I couldn’t do what I did to Billy! So I dressed him up and we played around but—I swear to you—we never had sex! We slept together, and I teased him because…you know how I like teasing…”

“I do,” he nodded. Again, a wan smile. He leaned back against the head board and heaved another sigh.

“I swear Miles! We never did anything! I know you must be disappointed, but we never—“

He raised his hand. His presence was enough to silence her.

“I believe you.”

He sat silently for long minutes, contemplating her.

“What are you going to do?”

He tilted his head and gazed at here.

“If you want me to leave I will, but you can’t blame Jon. You can’t! I’m the older! I should have been more responsible. You can’t…”

He raised his hand and she waited.

He turned his hand over and motioned to her, just a crook of the finger, come to me.

Somewhat timidly she crawled up the length of the bed. He moved his arms and indicated his desire, and she was crying and…he wanted her to lean against him. To…to cuddle against him.

She moved into the crook of his arm. She felt his hot flesh. It seemed very hot. She felt his heart thudding slowly.

His grey hair was bristly on his chest, his nipples were erect. She cried against his chest.

“It’s okay. Shh,” he calmed her. “Everything is going to be all right.”

Finally, she just lay there, listening to his heart, her mind a weird sort of blank. She felt like she was leaning over the edge of a precipice, falling, but her feet still touching the edge of the cliff.

“Thank you for telling me about your brother,” he said. “Now I understand about the gun. And about other things. Is the gun registered?”

“I don’t know.”

“Okay. I’ll get one of the partners on it. You should keep that gun. It’s a reminder of terrible times, and a caution to always improve.”

She nodded, her hair rubbing his his chest, getting caught in his wiry bristles.

“Is Jon serious?”

“I don’t know. I know this is what he likes. I don’t think it’s…it’s a phase or something.

“Okay, then we must find out. We shouldn’t let him live in a state of confusion.”

She rose up and looked at him. “You’re…you’re not mad?”

“At somebody for trying to find out who they are?” He laughed. “Maybe if he was confused about being a bank robber or something. But figuring out what his dick is for? That’s something that concerns every man.”

She fell against him, sobbed more, clutched him. “Thank you. Thank you.”

“Which leaves us with the conundrum of you.”

She froze. She whispered, her heart breaking, “Do you want me to leave?”

“Oh, Lord, no.”

He kissed her forehead.

“What for? Trying to help my son? Of course, the methods you employed…somewhat unorthodox.”

“Then…”

“One thing I have never told you is that I went through a time of confusion. Oh, I never went as far as Jon, but I sometimes wonder if I made a mistake.”

“You?” She was apart from him again, sitting up and looking at his face.

“Me,” that wan, tired smile.

“Now, I know about you. You’re a kissy bitch. You love to kiss people, and I have even seen you turn and…accidentally on purpose…touch a man with the back of your hand. In the crotch. You giggle and excuse yourself, but it is obvious what you are doing. Teasing. Checking a man out. Having fun.”

“Then you’re not…mad?”

“Oh, I don’t know. I suppose some part of me is a little angry, but…I’ve got more important things to do than to be angry at the most beautiful woman in the world who happens to be the love of my life.”

She kissed him then. Tears sliding down her cheeks, her lips pressed against his.

“That does leave us with a quandary, however.”

“Jon.”

“Precisely.”

“So what are you going to do?”

“Before I tell you that, it’s time we had a talk.”

She waited, her heart pounding, still frightened, and within a couple of minutes she was sobbing uncontrollably, and holding on to him with all her might.

The door to Jon’s bedroom opened and Ann stuck her head in.

Jon was stunned by the look in her eyes.

It was one thing to hear about the ‘thousand yard stare,’ but that was for soldiers, not for beautiful women.

“Jon. Your father would like to see you.”

Jon had put on clothes. He was sitting at his desk, the desk he had done homework on while growing up. The view from there was wonderful.

Now he stood up. “Is he…”

She shook her head. “Best not to talk. Your father will explain everything.”

Jon walked towards the door like a dead man walking. “Explain what?”

She didn’t answer, just took his hand and led him down the hallway.

He was slightly behind her, and he could see her breasts jiggle under the thin robe. Why was she still wearing that?

She glanced back at him, and their tortured eyes met.

“It’s okay,” she whispered.

They passed through the foyer and down the wing towards the master bedroom.

“What is going to happen to you?”

“It’s okay. Come.”

She led him into the bedroom.

His father was laying on the bed, a robe on, and he looked so very, very tired.

Oh, God, what had he done to him? His father must hate him!

Miles had a briefcase open and he closed it and looked up at Jon. He smiled.

Smiled?

“So Ann tells me you have a slight sexual confusion in your life. How long have you been dressing up?”

Jon stammered, but his father had a steely gaze and an imposing presence, and he steered him towards full confession.

Since I was eleven. I don’t know why, but I found some underwear and—“

“Where did you find the underwear?”

“What…I don’t…why?”

“Just tell me everything.”

If Miles had been mean and vindictive Jon wouldn’t have said a word. He was kindly, though. He was like a Santa Claus asking a child what he wanted for Christmas, and Jon came out with more and more facts.

Finally, he was done. He was exhausted. He just wanted to shrivel into a little ball and roll away.

Miles nodded. “Well, Jon, do you like living here?”

“Yes, sir.” Oh, God! He was going to kick him out!

“And do you like having an all expenses paid education?”

“Yes, sir.”

Miles watched Jon closely. His son was good stuff. And it really didn’t matter what his sexual preferences were. What mattered was that he was a good human being, and that he make good decisions regarding…himself.

“Jon, I’m going to China early. I’ll be gone for three months. During that time Ann will be in complete charge. She will administer ‘punishment,’ if you want to call it that. You are to do whatever she says, no matter how…bizarre it might seem. Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir, but what about…what…”

Tears began to come up.

“Jon. It’s all right. Ann knows everything, I know everything, and when I come back we can sit down and have a long talk. Or not. Depending on what you want to do.”

“But…but…” Jon wanted to confess more, though there really wasn’t much more to confess. He wanted to plead for himself, for Ann, for what they had done.

“I said it’s okay.” Miles’ voice was firm, but also understanding. “Now, I need to get some sleep. I’m leaving tomorrow, and I need my rest.”

“Jon stood there.”

“Well?” He actually smiled that thin smile, then waved his hand, fingers down, a scooting motion.

Crying, Jon left the room.

Miles and Ann were silent for a moment, until he was down the hall and out of sight.

Miles: “I would actually enjoy that, if I wasn’t feeling so punk.”

Ann came to him, lay down next to him, shoved his briefcase away and just held on to him.

“You are the most wonderful man I know.”

“I know,” he said.


Part Two

Miles left the next day about noon. He was wearing casual, not his normal lawyer’s suit. He came into Jon’s room, smiled, shook his hand, hugged him, and left.

Jon’s heart was breaking. He didn’t understand. Not at all.

When was the other shoe going to drop?

What was really going to happen.

He listened to the sound of Ann’s car leaving. She was driving him to the airport.

Jon was heartsick.

He looked down at his lap.

For some reason he was still wearing the chastity tube. His dick didn’t feel like wiggling much, however.

Well, it did after a while, but sitting there in the empty house…it didn’t.

He stood up and pulled his pants down and stared at the device.

Well, so much for that. When Ann got back she’d undoubtedly let him out.

Free again.

but, oddly, he didn’t really want to be.

He loved the excitement.

And the way she got him even more and more excited.

But…those days were done.

For the next hour he just walked around. He read a book, without seeing any of the print. He turned on the TV and had no idea what he was watching.

He walked out to the pool and thought about swimming, but…it just didn’t seem worth it.

Finally, he just lay on his bed, his arms folded behind his head, and thought.

And he thought about his father’s command.

Do what Ann told him to do. She was in charge of his punishment.

How was she going to punish him?

What was she going to do?

Take away the chastity? Yes.

Make him do all the landscaping?

Heck, she’d probably fire the gardener first thing, then make him work his finger to the bone for the three months until his father returned.

Which was okay. He deserved a lot more than that.

Then he thought about his crossdressing. His transvestitism. He would have to give that up. God, he didn’t want to (and now his weenie started to stir). But, whatever Ann said, that was what he would have to do.”

He heard her car coming up the driveway.

He sighed.

Beautiful Ann, who had given him so much, taught him so much, and…now?

He heard the car door slam.

He thought about getting up, but didn’t have the strength.

The door closing. Her heels tapping in the foyer. Up the short flight of stairs. Then the rug hid the sound of her heels, but she was coming towards him.

He sat up.

“Hello, Jon.”

Jon put his head into his hands, then looked up at her.

God, she was beautiful.

“Why are you wearing those clothes?”

He blinked.

“Take them off.”

Her face was sad, but there was also a light in her eyes.

“But…what do you…”

“Do I have to administer a spanking? Didn’t you hear your father? I’m in charge!”

Lord, talk about an indomitable force.

“Now take off your clothes!

John stood up, and found that he was trembling.

He stripped off his pants and shirt. He pulled off his underwear and his cage hung down. His balls, thick with seed, hung down behind the cage.

She inspected him, and she had the most mysterious smile on her face.

“I want you to take those clothes down and put them in one of the big packing boxes. Then I want you to empty your drawers. Everything. Shoes, socks, baseball caps…everything goes into the packing box.”

“But…what are you…what is…”

“Is this the way you obey your father? Now do it, or I will take a belt to your hide. In fact…” she stepped over to the bed and pulled his belt out of the loops on his discarded pants. “Lay down!” She pushed him onto the bed.

“But, I don’t under—“

“Turn over!” She pushed him and he went onto his belly. The cage was pressing against his flesh so he had to adjust it, then…

WISSS…SMACK!

“Ow!”

Jon could take a lot more than that. But the shock of it totally discombobulated him.

WISSS…SMACK!

“Hey!”

WISSS…SMACK!

And she kept smacking him, and when he tried to get up she pushed down on him.

“It’s okay, Jon. Just take it,” she said at one point.

His fanny turned a bright red, and she finally stopped.

“Sit up.”

He did so, rubbing his butt.

“Now, are you going to do everything I say?”

“Is this what my father…my father…”

“Your father knows exactly what I’m doing. And, yes, I am following his orders to the letter. Now, are you going to throw out your clothes? Or am I going to have to continue with your spanking?”

“Okay! I’ll do it.”

She watched for a moment, her hands folded under her breasts, the belt hanging from one hand.             

Jon gathered up an armful of clothes. He walked past her, down the hall to the garage.

In the garage he opened a packing box, taped the bottom, then folded and put his clothes carefully into the box.

He returned to his room for another load, and Ann wasn’t there. Just a note on his pillow. When you are done packing your clothes come see me.

Huh.

He spent an hour, collected all of his clothes, and put them in the packing box. Then the folded the top closed and pushed the box into a corner of the garage.

Now he had nothing to wear. Except his chastity tube, of course. So, naked, he walked down the corridor to his step-mother’s room.

She was reclining on the bed, wearing a negligee and reading a fashion magazine. She looked up when he entered and smiled.

“How’s your bottom.”

“Hurts,” he admitted, and he rubbed it gently.

“Good. We’ll make it hurt again, but right now we have to discuss your future.”

Jon waited, totally unsure of what was happening.

“Come sit on the end of the bed.”

Nervously, he did. This was not the kind woman who had nurtured him, this was a power crazed vixen.

Sort of.

Actually, he wasn’t sure what she was.

“Okay, Jon, it’s time we discussed your future. As you know, your father left me in charge. Whatever we did before, it is subordinate to what we do now, what your father wished for me to do.”

“Okay,” he drew the word out. what the hell was going on?

“This summer you will learn what it is to be a woman. Not just the fun and games, which will continue to some extent, but the other side. Being bullied by authority figures. Being used for sexual pleasure. Having to follow directions or get a spanking.”

“But women don’t get spankings if they don’t follow directions!” he blurted.

“You will,” she smiled. “You’ll take it and like it, because it’s not just about you getting kinky, it’s about you understanding what you’re getting into.”

He frowned, but that was all. He was a quick learner, and a spanking was a quick teacher.

“Now then. I’m going to teach you everything about being a woman. In three months you will be able to take care of yourself as a woman. Furthermore, you will be getting breast implants, and probably within a couple of days. Your father knows a lot of people, and doctors willing to do such an operation are in his phone book.”

She knew that would stun him, and it did. Jon’s mouth opened. He stared at her, and kept blinking uncontrollably.

“This is what my father wanted?”

“Yep.”

“Get breast implants?”

She nodded.

“But what if I don’t want to do it?”

“Then you’ll disappoint your father. I suppose you could just leave, wander the streets, a sometimes transvestite without much fashion sense. But the alternative, becoming a beautiful woman with a lot of personal power…that would be better. The choice, however, is up to you.”

John stood and stared.

“Well? Any other questions?”

“And the chastity tube? You’re going to take that off?”

“Oh, heavens no.”

He stared at her bleakly.

“You’ll find that chastity gives me a lot of power over you. A month from now you won’t care about pleasing your father so much as pleasing me. I will become your world. I will be the one who affords you sexual relief…”

“You’re going to fuck me?”

“With you wearing a tube? I think not.” She found the idea amusing. “No, I have other ways of relieving your youthful…’energies.’ You will find them quite pleasing, and you will even want them more than I am willing to administer them. At any rate, here starts your new life. What happens after three months will be up to your father and you. It is up to me to prepare you for that time. Understand?”

“Uh…” he was gobsmacked. He still hadn’t closed his mouth, and every word he uttered was a study in stutter.

“Good. Now, get on your hands and knees and face away from me.”

He had no choice. He felt like property as he followed directions. He was on hands and knees, his butt pointed towards her, and she reached under her pillow and brought out something.

“What’s that?” he asked.

“Your new lover,” she answered, dripping some lube on the plug and smoothing it around. “She will always be in you, and you will learn a new way of walking. It will hurt a little bit at first, and we will have to massage your rectum and make sure you don’t get over used, but…” She put one hand on his right cheek and pulled it to the side. Gently, she touched the thing to his brown button.

“Oh, fuck!” he wheezed. If he had thought he was gobsmacked before, it was nothing compared to now. He almost never touched his back door. Just to wipe, and he was circumspect in that!

She pushed the thing into him.

He felt pain, then a sensation of fullness.

“Okay, honey. Come here.”

Moving gingerly, he turned and faced Ann.

Ann was laughing. “Oh, the look on your face.”

“It feels like I’m shitting.”

“Nah. That’s your imagination. You’re feeling something similar, but quite different. This is not about going out, it’s about going in.”

He shivered, which waggled his butt, and made her laugh harder.

“You look like a dog shaking off water.”

“It hurts!” he whined. “Take it out!”

For answer she reached forward and grabbed his hair. She pulled gently and brought him to her, made him lie down next to her, and then he found himself being cuddled, and snuggling into her grip.

He moved gingerly, afraid to move because of what was inside him.

She held him tight. Pressed his face against the side of her mammoth glands.

“Suck them, honey. Make me feel good.”

He needed no invitation. No matter how distracted he was, he wanted to experience her breasts.

He put a hand up and squeezed and fondled, and with his mouth he sucked hard on her nipple.

“Oh, yes,” she moaned.

Then it felt like things were back to normal. Perverse being normal in Jon’s mind.

He was in her arms, loving her. His weenie was making all sorts of motions inside his cage, and he couldn’t think of anything else.

“Down, boy,” she murmured into his ear.

But not down like back off, more like slide down to the juncture of the legs.

He moved down, their flesh sliding together like electrical slip and slides. He gave up her nipple and found himself mouthing her snatch.

She slid down a bit off her pillow. She spread her legs and held his head and writhed. “Oh, yes! Do it!”

In heaven, Jon felt the electricity coursing through him. He pleased, and could never attain that ultimate pleasure himself.

Yet, it built and built. The more he moved his mouth, the more he licked that wonderful, satiny, moist flesh, the more pleasure he felt, and he realized that basic truth of all truths. It’s not the explosion at the end, it’s climbing the hill to get there. And the longer he was in chastity, the longer he was kept servicing her sexually, the hornier he got, and the more pleasure he felt.

When Ann finally exploded, gushed and groaned and tried to close her legs from the intense sensations washing through her, Jon was at a peak of desire. He wanted her with a desire he had never experienced.

And the dull realization pounded through him: She’s going to do this to me for three months?

He didn’t think he was going to make it.

The next few days were amazing. And they were wonderful. And they were terrible.

First, right after he got her off that first day, when he wanted to lay back and just sleep, he was that tired, she pushed him off the bed and told him to do the laundry.

“What?” he squeaked.

“Women have to do the laundry. You’ll have to learn how to wash your father’s clothes, and you’ll have to hand wash our underthings.

“No,” he whispered.

She smiled. “Or, I could giving you another spanking. That was really quite fun, you know.”

“No. I’ll do the laundry.”

“I know you will. Gather the clothes on the floor, put them in the hamper and take the hamper out to the garage.

He picked up dainty underthings and put them in the hamper. the hamper was heavy, and he carried it out to the garage. Ann followed him.

In the garage she helped him separate the clothes. Some of them he put in the washing machine, others he had to wash by hand.

“You can do it in the sink there, but use good soap, wash, rinse, and repeat.”

While the washing machine chugged away he worked on the lingerie. He added Dawn to the sink and began washing and rinsing panties, bras, and whatever else.

After a while Ann went into the kitchen.

Jon worked, doing the boring labor, and wondered at his situation. His father had told Ann what to do, but…why? Even though Ann had told him that it was to acquaint him with the life of a woman, he didn’t get it.

The door to the kitchen opened and Ann came out with a couple of drinks. She handed one to him and said, “A bonus for doing me so well.”

He took the drink and sipped it.

He put it down on the sink and leaned over to pick up more clothes.

His butt plug worked around in there and he stopped moving and just laid there, hands on the edge of the sink.

“Oh, God,” he whimpered.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?”

It did. What was worse was that the incredibly sensation in his butt was making his cock try to rise, so he was getting it from both ends.

“Come on, Jon, move it.” She slapped his butt, part to wake him up, part to shock him into action. That made the butt plug jar inside him and he grunted with the sudden explosion of pleasure.

He continued washing the stuff, his hands sliding over the material, feeling the places her pussy touched, her nipples touch, that breathed in her flesh.

When he was done, the underwear hanging on a short line, she said, “Okay, you shouldn’t have any laundry to be done, except…did you empty your hamper?”

Jon’s mouth opened as he realized he hadn’t. He had just emptied his drawers and closet, and hadn’t given a thought to his dirty clothes.

“Aha!” Put your hands on the sink and bend over.

He did so, slowly, and asked, “Can I take the plug out before you—OW!”

She used her bare hand, and now he was caught between the pain and the pleasure. The pain of getting a spanking, and the pleasure as his plug shifted around inside him under the impact.

Two more smacks, then she backed off.

Simple reason, it hurt her hand.

“Now go get your dirty laundry. You’ll wash it, then put it in the box. And I want you to use duc tape to seal that box good. Got it?”

Sniffling, rubbing his butt, he nodded, then trotted off to get his laundry.

He worked all morning.  By the time lunch came around he was ready for a break.

“Lunchtime, honey. Come inside.”

He entered the kitchen and sat down opposite Ann at the kitchen table.

“Why are you sitting down?”

He looked at her blankly.

“You said it was lunchtime?”

“It is. So where’s lunch?”

“It’s…but…you always fix lunch.”

“But now you’re a woman. You work all day, you fix meals, then you get sexually satisfied at night.”

He couldn’t stop blinking.

“Now then. You’re lucky, I’m not particularly hungry, so make some cheese and bologna sandwiches. And make them the way I do for you.”

Sighing, but afraid of getting another spanking, Jon fixed two sandwiches. He sliced them crossways, put them on plates. He then got out a couple of glasses and put ice in them. She usually just served Coke, but now she said, “A bit of bourbon, if you don’t mind.”

“For me, too?”

“Of course, dear.”

She was smiling broadly when he served her.

She sipped, chewed, and asked, “So how’s life as a woman?”

“Not what I thought it would be.” He took a big gulp of the bourbon and Coke.

“I imagine. You thought it was run around all pretty all the time and be sexually excited.”

“I guess.”

“Well, don’t worry. This is just a quick boot camp. We’re going to start educating you tomorrow. And you will. be getting sexual satisfaction, so…” she shrugged happily.

“So you’re going to stop spanking me?”

“Actually, I sort of enjoy that. I never thought I was that kind of person, but…I am. But, again, don’t worry. There’s lots of other things we have to look into.”

“Lots of other things,” he parroted, sounding a little grim.

“Now eat up, I do want to play dress up this afternoon, and I’m feeling a little hot in the box. You can do something about that.”

After lunch he did the dishes, then reported to the master bedroom where Ann was waiting.

Ann had some lingerie on the bed, and some cosmetics on her vanity table.

“Let’s get you dressed first. How’s your weenie doing?”

“It’s wiggling.”

“Never stops, does it?”

He shook his head, and she laughed at the look on his face.

“That’s what my brother said. He said that even when he was sexually satisfied the worm kept trying to get out. It would start up, then relax, and then start up again. All day long, even during the night. Sometimes he would be so horny he would wake up out of a sound sleep and just feel his dingus singing.”

“Dingus singing,” Jon snorted.

“I know. Describes it though. Now have a seat and let’s go over the make up procedure.”

So he sat, and she cleansed his face, brushed it, creamed it, powdered it, and all the while his dingus sang. It wormed, it squirmed, but it could never get fully big. Sometimes it filled the tube completely, then it would shrink a bit, then wiggle, then fill. It was an endless cycle that put all his attention on his sex.

Sometimes Ann would notice, and she would laugh and pat him on the tube, or even fondle his testicles a little.

All the while she kept doing things, explaining what the various potions and colors were, what they were for, how they were applied.

Which kept his thing a hoppin’.

Finally, his face was done. She stood back and said, “You don’t always have to do everything, there are shortcuts you can take, but you’ll figure those out in time.”

He looked at himself in the mirror and was thrilled. Excitement lanced through his chest, and like he had the day before, he felt so…so complete.

Ann could see it, the happiness glowing from within. Miles was so smart. She could see that this had to be done if Jon was going to be able to understand his choices.

“Okay, lingerie time. You want the pink or the blue. Oops, no blue. Here’s the pink.”

He saw the humor, but wasn’t quite ready to laugh. Glumly, but excited, he pulled the panties up. then he put on the matching bra and slipped in his breast forms.

“Oh, you are so cute. Here, nylons.”

He rolled on the nylons and fastened them to a garter belt.

He looked in the mirror and was surprised. He had always worn a corset or a tummy shaper before. Now it was just him, and he was surprised at how feminine his body looked.

Yes, the make up helped, but he was naturally slender, not much in the way of excess chub, and the way his breasts went out made his waist look thin, and his legs were so sleek and shiny…

Ann stood next to him. put her arm around him, and he felt her breasts press against him.

“Nice, eh?”

He gulped as he nodded.

“Okay, the good news, you get implants tomorrow.”

He stared at her in the mirror. She was really going through with this. He was really going to have boobs put inside his chest.

“The bad news, no sexual satisfaction until you get some real titties.”

Oh, God, he wanted sexual satisfaction. He wanted this thing off his weenie, and he wanted to stroke himself to a squirt, and it didn’t matter to him that it wold likely be right in front of her.

But, it was what it was, and she was the boss.

“And the good news, this is all making me so-o-o horny…I need to get off. And guess who’s going to help me?”

Me? he mouthed into the mirror.

“Yep. Little, old you. Tonight you are going to take me to the moon. It might be a little frustrating for you, but…oh, well. I’m sure you can handle it. Now, let’s put some clothes on you. Then you can vacuum the rug, clean the bathrooms, and…” she went on and on, listing items to be done, and sounding like they were all sexual in nature.

But, as the afternoon would prove, doing housework was not sexual.

The following morning, ten o’clock, Ann took Jon to the doctor’s.

He was dressed nicely, wearing a pale blue sweat that showed his boobs, a pair of shorts, and lots of make up.

He was embarrassed, but as the trip to the golf course had proved, he was unmistakable as a woman. Nobody in the waiting room blinked, and a couple of older men eyed him surreptitiously.

“Jon? Ann?” They were called by a nurse, and as they walked across the room, Ann clicking on her heels and urging him to do the same, men stared at their saucy butts.

Down a corridor and into a small exam room with a big table.

Well, it was normal sized, but to Jon, about to get up on it and receive a larger chest, it was big.

Doctor Jane Jessup entered the room, shook their hands, then examined Jon. She gave him a full work up, even examining the chastity tube.

The nurse stood back and watched.

She smiled as she handled it. “No pain? No rashes or anything?”

“No, ma’am.” he gulped. His face was redder than a beaten beet.

“Excellent. Make sure you keep it dry. I’d hate to have to cut it off.” She chuckled. Her idea of a joke.

“Okay, hop up on the table and let’s give you some female parts.”

He laid on his back, his sweater and bra and falsies on a nearby chair.

“This is pretty straightforward,” Doctor Jane said. “We used to demand that the procedure be done in a hospital, but it is so commonplace these days, and so few problems, that a clinic like this can do it. Would you like to be awake during the procedure?”

“He would,” answered Ann.

The doctor didn’t mind that Ann was doing the talking. “Very well. Let’s give you some general anesthesia, and get started.”

Jon lay on his back and she delivered a dose of numbness to his chest, both sides around the pectoral muscles.

“All right,” said the doctor, picking up a scalpel. She made a slight incision in the crease under the pectoral muscle.

Jon only felt a little pressure.

“We’re separating tissue here,” she said as she worked the surgical tool back and forth. “Making a pocket. You’ll have to wear a bra for a few weeks. But…there we go.”

She put the knife aside, and the nurse handed her a large, plastic sack. Very carefully, Jane inched the sack through the incision. Jon watched, talk about shock and awe, as his chest suddenly grew a boob. And it was a big one!

“How big is that?”

“Your father was specific,” answered the doctor as she centered the bag of silicone under his nipple. “These are called Chyna 2000s. They were made popular by Chyna, who was a—“

“Wrestler,” Jon blurted. “Joanie Laurer.”

“Been doing your homework,” smiled the doctor. She was shifting the bag inside his body, and suddenly his nipple popped up.

“I love these new implants,” commented the doctor. They have a shape that promotes the nipple.

Jon stared at his suddenly stiff and enlarged nipple.

His penis wiggled in the cage.

The nurse nudged the doctor, who looked at his tube and grinned. “It is exciting, isn’t it?”

Then she did the other boob, and just like that Jon had tits.

Tits with larger nipples that stood right out.

“Okay. The nurse will go over your post operation instructions. Pleasure meeting you, Jon. Enjoy your new breasts.”

With that the doctor left the room.

“Oh, my God,” whispered Jon, looking down at his tits. “Why are they so big?”

“Because you have a male chest. It’s wider. Regular implants would look a little silly on you.”

She was driving the car, driving all around, the top was down and the air was whipping her hair.

“So how do you like then, Jon?”

He was silent, then finally blurted, “Scary.”

Then he noticed they were driving aimlessly.

“Where are we going?”

“I need to get some stuff. Would you like to come in? Or did you want to stay in the car?”

“I’ll stay in the car.”

“Very well,” and she pulled into a parking lot. At the other end was a garish building that advertised, ‘SEX TOYS!’

She parked, got out, and started to walk in.

Suddenly she heard Jon rushing up behind her.

She turned, and almost giggled at the way he was holding his hands under his tits.

“I didn’t know they’d bounce so much!”

“Walk a little slower. What’s wrong, anyway? I thought you were going to stay in the car?”

“There’s a couple of men that looked like they were going to come talk to me.”

Ann just laughed. “That happens. Well, come on. You might just as well see what sex is all about.”

“I know what sex is all about, I’ve been with a girl.”

“More likely your hand,” Ann quipped.

Then they stepped inside the store and Jon’s eyes grew big.

Dildos.

Harnesses. Lubricant.

Sexy panties. Butt plugs. videos.

Everything and anything that was connected with sex.

Ann kept him walking, and they circled through the racks and displays.

She went to a section labeled ‘prostate massagers, handled a few, then selected a large one. It had two bulbs on it, one on the shaft and the end was bulbous, and a ring.

She paid for it, and a large bottle of lube, and some rubbers, and they left the store.

“What is that for?” John had never seen a prostate massager before. “Is that a dildo or a butt plug?”

“Yes,” answered Ann with a chuckle.

There was no sign of the men when they got back to the car.

Jon didn’t feel like doing much that day, and Ann let him relax.

He watched TV, tried to stay comfortable, and kept touching his tits.

He had full sensation, and his nipples seemed even more sensitive.

They had dinner, and she made him wash the dishes. That was an adventure because he suddenly had to worry about his breasts getting splashed by the dish water.

Then he was done for the day.

And he was tired. Having an operation, getting used to the large weights on his chest, he was ready for bed.

Ann, however, had different ideas.

“Come on,” she said, summoning him from the couch where he was watching TV.

He stood up, felt his balance shift a bit as he got used to being ‘over balanced,’ and followed her.

“What are we doing?” he asked.

“Sexual satisfaction.”

He frowned. He didn’t feel like sex.

Of course, his cock did.

She helped him undress, and took a moment to just hold his massive mammaries.

“Wow,” she said. “You’re one lucky girl.”

“I’m tired.”

“You won’t be in a minute, and then you will be.”

“What does that mean?”

She helped him out of his lingerie, all except the bra.

“Up on the bed on all fours.”

Yawning, he climbed up and knelt on all fours.

She gently extracted his butt plug, and he sighed with relief, and yet, somehow, missed it. It was like there was a space inside him that wanted to be filled.

“Okay, John. I need you to stay still.” She unrolled a condom over the tube.

“What’s that for?”

“We don’t want a mess.”

He was totally puzzled. No mess? What did she think he was going to do? He couldn’t cum with the tube on.

Ann turned on some soft music and dimmed the lights. She got up on the bed behind him and started swirling her finger around his rectum.

Lube. Lots of it.

“You probably don’t need this much, but…better safe than sorry.”

“Safe? Safe from…OOOH!”

She slipped the prostate massager into him.

Jon started quivering right away. It was like there was an electric shock causing his muscles to twitch. His cock, of course, went stark, raving wild!

He groaned as the sensations washed over him. His penis banging away inside the cage. He could hardly breath it felt so good.

“This touches your prostate, Jon, and it will clean you out. It will drain you.”

She began moving the tool. She circled it slowly, pressed it down, rubbed it back and forth a little inside him, then she seemed to find what she was looking for. He felt her pressing, slowly, rhythmically, and a warm, wonderful feeling came out of him.

And it felt like he was pissing.

“Oh, wow,” he sighed.

His weenie was twitching, and he felt like he was pissing, and…and there seemed to be nothing better in the world.

“How you doing, Jon?”

“That feels good,” he soughed.

“And it only gets better. This is sort of like a female orgasm. Not a big bang, unfortunately, but that good feeling lasts and lasts. When you’re done, when you’re drained, you’re going to be twice as horny. Your body is getting drained, but your mind…it still thinks it needs to squirt.”

“Drain?” He felt almost goony. Like he was drunk, but without all the liquor.

“Drained. Your penis is leaking right now.”

“It is?”

He looked between his legs and, sure enough, the rubber on his cage was filling up. It bulged with white fluid.

“Oh, my gosh! It is!”

A minute later and they were done.

Jon collapsed on the bed, just laid there like an exhausted seal. Breathing. Wondering how life could be so good. He actually felt like he had just been born, that he had come alive and discovered that earth could be paradise.

Ann wiped his butt, cleaned the massager, then came to bed.

She snuggled, and he snuggled, and they were about as happy as they could be.

“I have to tell you, Jon, I won’t be doing that all the time, but I sure like doing it.”

“And I like having you do it. It’s better than an orgasm.”

She smiled, kissed him soundly and profoundly.

And they went to sleep.


Epilogue

For two months Ann and Jon played.

He learned how to be a woman. How to dress and do make up, how to act, how to walk. He learned all the fine, little things that makes a sexy creature out of female.

Two months of paradise.

Her getting off every night, even buying a strap on so she could experience him fucking her…without him really fucking her.

But one night, while they slept…

Tootle toot toot!

Jon and Ann both opened their eyes.

It was dark, the house was silent, except for the ringing of her cell.

“What?” asked Jon blearily.

Ann leaned over quickly and grabbed her cell.

“It’s your father,” she blurted as she glanced at the phone. “It’s a text.”

She opened the cell and read the text.

Coming home tomorrow night.

Pick up at eight.

Thx

Miles

Jon came awake. His father, coming home, and all that that meant.

He would have to stop sleeping with Ann.

She would stop massaging his prostate.

And he would have to figure out what to do about being a woman.

Then he saw that Ann was crying.

“Ann? What is it?”

“I…I…your father. He’s coming home early.”

“Well…isn’t that good?”

Jon had mixed feelings about that, but he loved his father.

“No. No. It’s all wrong.”

“Ann? What do you mean?”

“He didn’t stay the whole three months!”

“What’s wrong with that?”

But Ann just sobbed and couldn’t seem to stop.

END
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Part One

The text read:

Coming home tomorrow night.

Pick up at eight.

Thx

Miles

Ann sat on the side of the bed and sobbed.

“What’s wrong?” asked Jon, swing over to sit next to her. He put an arm around her, but nothing seemed to console his father’s wife.

Jon felt terrible.

She had done so much for him. She had feminized him, had helped when his father had discovered his feminization, and now, when she cried so hard, he couldn’t do anything for her.

Jon looked at the text, tried to figure it out.

His father was supposed to be gone three months. It was almost two, and he was returning. What was the big deal?

But Ann wouldn’t tell him, and when she was finally able to speak she just lay down on the bed and said, “Hold me, Jon. Just hold me.”

“But won’t you tell me what’s wrong?”

“Tomorrow. You’ll find out tomorrow.”

Thoroughly puzzled, Jon lay down next to her, spooned her, and they both felt his cock wiggled, trying to get free, wanting to fuck.

That wasn’t in the cards, however.

Even if she let him out, which she had pledged not to, she definitely wasn’t in the mood for sex. Heck, she even claimed there was no key.

For an hour he held her, listened to her sob.

Finally, she drifted off to sleep.

In spite of his trapped penis, wiggling so hard in the cage, he slept also.

He woke up in the middle of the night and Ann was out of bed. She was standing by the window peering out at the night.

He got up and went to her.

She half turned and accepted him. She just stood there, looking at the darkness of the night.

Finally, she led him back to bed and they slept again.

Morning, and Ann was up early. She was in the kitchen making breakfast. She smiled at him when he entered, but it was a wan, tired smile.

He sat. He was wearing a negligee and no make up. He wore a bra under the negligee. He didn’t have to, it had been a while since he had had his breast implants put in, but he wanted to. He liked the support. His boobs were heavy enough to cause muscle strain, and even pain, if he didn’t wear a bra.

“How are you?” he asked, as she put pancakes and sausage on the table.

“I’m fine,” she lied, offering a struggling smile.

“And there’s nothing you can tell me?” He couched the words carefully. He didn’t want to set off the waterworks again.

“No. Not now.”

“When?”

“At the airport. I’ll tell you when your father comes in.”

Jon wished she would tell him right then, but at least he had a commitment.

They put lots of butter on the pancakes, and drowned them in syrup. It was overly sweet, but apparently exactly what Ann needed on that morning.

“You’re a mess,” she observed as she cleaned her plate. “I’m going to have to help you.”

“You think I should meet my father like this? Like a girl?”

“Why not? He knows. I’m sure he’d like to see whether I did my job.”

“Whether you actually turned me into a girl.”

She nodded.

Then she put down her fork, came around the table and hugged him. It was awkward, her breasts were against his arm, trapping it, her leg was half over one of his, and she would have struggled for balance except that she was holding to him.

Her lips met his, and it was the most desperate kiss Jon had ever experienced.

It was the last grasp of the sailor’s hand before it sinks below the waves.

Jon took it, and it was exciting, but it was also sad.

But he realized it was for her, not for him. She needed this, she needed him to be strong for her.

Then she abruptly stood up. Her eyes were shiny, but she grabbed his hand and pulled him up.

She hesitated, then kissed him again. Longer, more balanced. Their breasts now met full on, and it was pretty crowded between their chests.

“Would you like to be drained before we pick your father up?”

“I don’t know,” he answered honestly. “You’ve got me awfully nervous about whatever is happening.”

“Well, I’d like to drain you. Doing that, giving you pleasure, will…”

She bit her lip and considered him.

“What?”

“There was one thing I was supposed to do before your father got home, and I haven’t done it.”

“What?”

She just stared at him, judged him, and even that was making him nervous.

She reached down and gripped his cage. She felt his excitement as he tried to escape.

Jon shuddered, he hadn’t squirted since before the summer, since he had jacked off one last time before leaving college on summer vacation. Ann had spent the summer priming him, teasing him, and even though she drained him every week or so, he felt so full down there he thought he might explode.

“I’m going to have to make love to you. All the way. You’re ready. you can handle it.”

“You’re going to take my chastity tube off?” That confused him even more.

“Ha!” she said, and the first hint of a real smile crossed her lips.

She pulled him by the tube, walked him out of the kitchen, and down the hall towards the master bedroom.

Jon followed along, sexual thrills shooting out from his balls, coursing through his frame. He felt light headed. What was she going to do? Were they really going to make love?

She turned him by the bed and held his face with her hands and explored his mouth with hers.

He felt her breasts, put a hand down to her junction and inserted it.

She gasped in his mouth, and continued kissing him. Then she maneuvered him to the bed, turned so she was closer to the bed, let him go, and fell back.

She shoved herself back and spread her legs. “Get me off. Do me good. Make me know it.”

Jon did his best, which, with the tutelage she had been providing for the last two months, was considerable.

He gripped her boobs, squeezed, pulled on the nipples with his teeth.

She groaned, felt shivers of ecstasy ripple out of her breasts, her pussy was so hot she could hardly breath.

She needed this. Needed like she had needed nothing ever before.

Jon crawled forward, lapping, kissing, biting.

Then he used his fingers. One, two, three…driving, opening her up, being deliberately rough.

When she came it was massive. It was an earthquake with tsunami that left her sprawled like a discarded rag.

Heck, she felt like a rag. used and twisted until there was nothing left in her.

They lay on the bed for long minutes. She turned her face to him. “You smell of pussy.”

“And a most delightful smell it is,” he quipped.

She faced the ceiling and chuckled. “I needed that. I’m okay now.”

Jon tried not to speak, but he couldn’t stop himself. He was just too wrought up, too needy. “I thought we were going to screw?”

She looked at him again. She grinned. “We are.”

She leaped up, turned and faced him. “Honey, it’s time to christen you.”

“Christen me?”

She bent to the lower drawer on her side table. For a brief second Jon thought about the gun there, but she wasn’t going for the gun.

“I picked this up last week. I knew it was almost time.”

She turned and was putting a harness around her hips. She snapped snaps, and screwed a dildo into the socket.

Jon sat up, staring at her groin. “You’re going to…”

“That’s right, honey, we’re going to screw, but it’s not you screwing me.”

She made the final connection and stood in front of him, hands on her hips, her breasts thrusting out, her lips red and a gleam in her eyes.

“You’re not going to…”

“Oh, yes. This is what it’s all about. This is the day you become a woman.”

“But…but…”

Sweetly, gently, she whispered, “Shut up, Jon.”

He shut, and he stared up at her.

She stepped up to the edge of the bed. “Do you have any preferences? Because I’d like to fuck you like a dog. I want to show you what it’s like.”

“I…you…however you want to.”

“A wise decision, young girl.”

Sometimes she referred to him as a male, sometimes as a female, but this time her choice of ‘girl’ was very pointed.

She pulled him to the edge of the bed, made him stand in front of her.

Then she walked over to her vanity and slipped her feet into high heels. Now she was taller than him.

Then she picked up a tube of lipstick and came to him.

She pinched his mouth gently and painted his lips. Being taller by her heels she looked down on him, and he stared at the fixed expression on her face as she applied the lipstick.

His heart was pounding, he could feel every nerve in his body sparking.

He knew he wanted this.

“Now you’re a tart. You’re a whore. And I’m about to possess you. Get down on your knees.”

Jon was compelled by the throatiness of her voice, the raw desire dripping from her. He knelt, and she brought his head to her penis.

Jon sucked. He had to. He wanted to. He wanted to feel this, to understand it.

“When a man fucks a woman he owns her. They will always be connected, and there will always be a hint of authority. He is the fucker, he is dominant, and the woman has given herself up to him. But we haven’t screwed, that is not between us. What is between us is that I will be the fucker. I will be dominant. I will have power over you, and you will always be submissive too me, to my desires. wherever you go, whatever you do, no matter what woman you are with, you will always remember who owns you. And you will love it.”

Jon was gagging. She was being a bit rough, but he tried to stay with her, to service her like a whore would a man.

Then she lifted him, by the hair, and kissed him. She brutally savaged his mouth, then shoved him backwards.

He fell on the bed, and she slapped his chastity cage. “Turn over.” Her voice was like gravel. There was not love in it, but lust. Raw, ragged, driving lust.

He turned over and his upper body lay across the body. His huge breasts were flat underneath his chest. His legs were straight and he was bent ninety degrees. His butt rose up like a mountain to be climbed.

She took out his butt plug and lubed him. Lots of lube. This was going to be a little more different than a plug, or a prostate massage.

He cried out when she entered him, and he cried, but the tears shortly stopped and he felt the fullness. He felt the completeness. And, finally, he felt his prostate impacted, sawed upon, and his semen began to drain. And he had never been so happy in his life.

Jon lay on the bed. He had been used, opened up, his cherry popped.

Ann was at the vanity table. She had showered, and now was seeing to her make up. She hummed lightly, rolled lipstick on, smacked, then chose a pair of earrings.

Jon stared at her. He was in love. He had been possessed, and it felt like nothing he ever could have imagined.

His balls might be empty, but his heart was full. Now he knew what she had meant. She owned him, and he was fascinated by everything about her.

He stared at her calves, so shapely in her heels. He watched her red lips and wanted to kiss them forever. Her waist was so tiny. He became aware that she was watching him.

“How you doing?” she asked.

“I love you.”

“I know.”

“Will I ever get over it?”

“No. If we live fifty years apart, on the day that you see me, old and wrinkled and a crone, your penis will stand up and you will want me. I own you now.”

Her every word brought a lurch from his penis. There definitely wasn’t much room in his cage now.

“Can you feel that I own you? That I’m the most important thing in your life.”

“Yes,” he answered. No doubt.

“Go take a shower. It’s time for you to get ready.”

Obediently, Jon slid off the bed and trotted to the bathroom. As the water rinsed soap off him, as he soaped his balls and scrubbed his long hair, as he fondled his breasts and groaned with the sensual feeling of having breasts and extra large nipples, he could feel her in the other room.

She was like a magnet the size of the sun, and he was but a piece of metal, drawn to her wherever she was.

She owned him, and he wanted to be owned.

He stepped out of the shower, his heart high in his chest. So high that he doubted it would ever lower again. He toweled off, then used the hair dryer on his cage. He made sure he was totally dry down there, then he came out of the bathroom.

Ann had laid his clothes on the bed, and she was ready with his make up.

“I bought you some bras,” she said. “Your boobs are bigger than mine.”

“Thank you.”

She handed him a shelf bra. It was a larger size, but his breasts still crowded over the top. They bulged, and there was a little indent for his nipple to peak through.

“Oh, my God,” he whispered as he felt the sensuality of the material, the better cupping, the way his nipple was free to be rubbed by outer material.

“I thought you’d like that. I got you some sissy panties. They’ll fit better than regular panties.”

They did. They were stretchy with a bit more pouch. He was still pulled back out of the way, but it was much better support.

She helped him with a corset. It was for the midsection, but it had garter straps for his nylons.

She helped him get it on, and he held his breath, as she pulled the ties.

Looking in the mirror he was wasp waisted, and that made his hips and bust flare. God, his body was sexy.

She handed him a dress, and he gasped. It was maroon with a deep V, layers to fold back when he walked so as to expose his legs, and ruffles that looked more like waves along the lines of the dress.

He was shaking as she balanced him and helped him put it on. She tied the little bow on the left side and that brought in the material

He had shiny, sleek legs, bulging breasts, and the outline of his nipples could be seen through the thin material. When he walked, especially after he put on high heeled sandals, he jiggled, and he had never been more proud in his life.

“All right,” murmured Ann, smiling broadly at him. “Let’s put on your face.”

Usually Jon put on his own make up, but on this special day she had him sit and she did the heavy lifting.

She cleansed his face, applied primer, then foundation, then began to add color.

She applied concealer and powder, then sculpted in his cheekbones with blusher and highlighter.

Jon watched his face transform. Suddenly his jaw didn’t seem so wide, and his cheeks looked higher.

She put very light eye liner on him, and mascara. “I got some new mascara,” Ann said, concentrating on him. “It’s waterproof.”

He kept his face still as she worked.

Finally, she handed him lipstick and while he painted on his lips she put earrings through his lobes and began brushing his hair.

He was done, and it was absolutely the best he had ever looked.

There wasn’t a trace of masculinity about him. His breasts were real, his lips were plumped and curvy and moist looking.

His eyes glistened in their darkened caves.

“Oh, honey. You are so gorgeous.”

They stood together then and stared at themselves in the mirror.

Two absolutely beautiful women. Decked out, made up, stunningly gorgeous.

“Well,” asked Ann. “Are you ready?”

Jon nodded, and the two women walked out of the house.

Ann drove Miles’ car to the airport. She wanted to drive her own car, but it wasn’t roomy enough for her and Miles and Jon, not to mention whatever luggage Miles had.

The mood as they drove became sober quickly.

The high of being beautiful receded as Ann thought about Miles arrival.

Jon didn’t know anything, he didn’t know Miles’ condition, but he picked up on the mood, and though he felt wonderful, he couldn’t help but empathize with Ann.

LAX is one of the world’s worst airport. This as attested to by the over 30 million passengers that travel through that poor construction. It is in the shape of a horseshoe, but it was built for a time when not everybody drove, and it simply didn’t have the room to expand as much as it needed to.

Fighting the traffic, Ann parked as close as she could in the central garage, then the two women haded for the terminal.

They walked through the international terminal, and while Ann was oblivious to the stares of passersby, Jon was made nervous. All those eyes checking him out. He could literally feel the gazes examining his hips, his ass, his boobs, his face.

They reached China Airlines and Ann told Jon to stand back while she went to the information booth and talked.

Jon waited. He wanted to be with her. He was consumed by her. But her every word, no matter how soft, was like a command. He was compelled to follow her every whim like it was delivered by sledgehammer.

Ann came back to him and led the way to a side door. An attendant met them there and took them back to a side room. It was just off a corridor that led to the planes, and they sat in comfortable chairs and watched the planes roll in and out.

They only watched for a moment, however, before Ann turned to Jon. “Okay, Jon. I’ve got some bad news for you.”

Jon’s eyes were wide and innocent as she began speaking, but they rapidly transformed into something more akin to misery. He started clenching his fists, and only reminded himself to relax in time to save himself some broken nails.

“They’re going to bring him through here and we’ll have a chance to speak to him.”

“What?”

“Shush. Let me get through this.” She took a deep breath. “Jon, your father has stage four pancreatic cancer. He discovered it on his last business trip, and that’s why he looked so worn and drawn. He went to China to try the latest in medical procedures, and to try some of the more ancient methods. Pancreatic cancer, when it bites, bites hard and fast. Your father collapsed in China and they decided to ship him home. No fault to the Chinese, they just knew…they knew there wasn’t anything they could do for him. So he’s home, and he doesn’t have long. Maybe just days. We make him comfortable. We don’t upset him. We love him.”

By the time she was done Jon was crying, and she didn’t bother telling him not to. That was why she had gotten waterproof mascara.

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

“He swore me not to. He didn’t want his problems to get in the way of you handling your life.”

“But…but…”

“Jon, I love your father, and while I disagreed, while I thought you had a right to know, I did what he asked. I hope you won’t hold it against me, but I understand if you do.”

Jon felt his heart breaking, his world coming apart. His mind was a shattered, murky mess.

“Jon, he wants to see you like this. Like you are. As a woman. He is too close to the end to judge people. He knew this when he gave me my instructions.”

Jon nodded.

Ann moved in and began repairing what ravages his tears had accomplished.

“Now, I know it will be difficult, but don’t cry. Present your best side. Only let him see you as you are, a happy, confident woman. Do you understand.”

Jon nodded.

Then, his face repaired, Miles’ plane coming into the terminal, the two women stood and watched his plane. they held hands, and gave what spiritual assurances they could to each other.

The plane rolled up to the terminal and the collapsible corridor was run out to her. Workers on the ground busied themselves with refueling, maintenance, cargo, and so on.

And all the passengers debarked.

Then a lone stretcher was rolled out of the forward hatch, up the corridor to a side door, and through the side door to where Jon and Ann waited.

Ann gripped Miles’ hand and gazed lovingly into his eyes. Not a trace of tear or sad emotion.

Jon stood on the other side of the stretcher and the two nurses pushing the thing stood back.

Jon was shocked by the difference in his father’s appearance. In just two months he had lost fifty pounds. His cheeks were drawn and the bone structure of his skull was visible.

Under the wrap of the blankets he was thin.

He had been a robust man, even two months before, but now…now he was just sickly.

“Hello, Miles. How’s my honey?”

“Hi, Sweetheart. I missed you.” His voice was a whisper, a desiccated rattle.

“And I missed you.”

Jon would always admire the nerves of steel Ann had.

“How is Jon? Did everything…” he paused to breath, “…did everything go all right?”

“He’s right here, honey.”

“Let me see him.”

It was obvious that Miles’ vision was fading. Ann moved slightly and Jon moved into his father’s sight.

“Hello, father.”

Jon wasn’t so steely. His eyes had moisture in them, but he didn’t cry.

“Ah…” The flesh may have been frail, but there was still a sharp mind back of it. “My girl. I am so happy to see you. Are you happy?”

“Yes, father. Thank you.”

“Good. Good. Let me talk to your mother.”

Ann shifted back and for a moment the couple muttered endearing words, then one of the nurses cleared his throat.

“We’re on a time schedule, ma’am.”

“Of course.”

Ann bent and hugged Miles, then moved back out of the way.

“We’ll see you at the hospital, Miles.” She walked a couple of steps next to the stretcher, then Miles was being squeezed through a door, and Jon and Ann were left alone.

Still, no tears.

Ann walked, and wavered very slightly.

Jon caught her arm and steered her.

Her eyes weren’t crying, but they were shiny and she wasn’t seeing the world well.

Jon guided her out of the terminal and back to the parking lot, and when they reached the car he helped her into the passenger seat. There was no way she was going to be able to drive. He cold sense that.

Jon got in his side of the car. He slipped off his high heels so he could drive better, reached for the ignition, and Ann let loose.

With a wail she buried her face in her hands. Her whole body rippled with her repressed emotion. She sobbed uncontrollably.

Which started Jon off.

Jon leaned to her and the two women held each other and cried.

And couldn’t stop.

The next two weeks were rough.

They got up early, dressed for the day, and headed for the hospital.

They sat in Miles’ room when they could, but often he was getting treatments.

“Why’d he go to China for his treatments?”

“Some of the procedures haven't been approved by the medical associations. He also wanted to try traditional methods.”

Whatever he had tried, the medicine had proved inadequate.

Within two weeks he was hovering, barely conscious, and when he was conscious he was drugged.

Still, there was a hint of that fabulous courtroom grin on his face. Through the pain and the wasting away he was Miles to the end.

Two weeks of a strained, saddened existence, then he left peacefully in the night. The hospital called them early in the morning and let them know.

They were prepared, they knew this was the only eventuality, but it still hurt.

That day they hung together, but rarely talked.

Sometimes they would hug, and a sob or two would escape, but…mostly they just lived with their grief.


Part Two

Time heals all wounds. Sort of.

The huge space in their souls that was occupied by the pain of Miles’ passing became smaller. the hurt faded a bit, and slowly, they recovered.

Hugs out of pain became an occasional kiss, a fondle, even a wan grin.

Then the lawyer called.

His name was Harold Jenkins, and he did not belong to Miles’ firm. This was to avoid any sign of impropriety that any challenger to the will might use.

On a Tuesday afternoon Jon and Ann were shown into his office, and were surprised to find a woman sitting to one side. They weren’t wearing black, but they were dressed conservatively. Jon had on a grey dress and Ann had opted for a conservative pencil skirt and jacket. Both were fully made up.

Jon could swear he had never seen her before, but she was old and wore black, and the black mesh covered her face. Every once in a while she would give a half sob and push a hankie under the mesh to dry her eyes.

Jon nudged Ann and gave her a questioning look.

Ann shrugged and appeared just as puzzled as he by the woman’s presence.

Harold Jenkins entered the office. He was brisk and professional as he sat behind his desk.

“First,” Harold said, “I want to offer condolences. The legal profession, and the world, lost a good man in Miles.”

He seemed to include both Ann and Jon and the woman in black in his gaze.

“Second, since we’re all here, I would like to proceed with the reading of the will.”

Jon couldn’t help but glance at the woman in black.

“Is there any reason for us to wait?”

The woman in black cleared her throat, a nasty, little rasp, and said, “I thought we were going to wait for my son?”

It hit Jon. The proverbial ton of bricks. His heart stopped and he stood up.

“Mother?”

Ann’s mouth opened and her head jerked as she turned to look at the other woman.

Harold: “I’m sorry, I thought everybody knew everybody!”

The woman in black turned to Jon. He couldn’t see the expression on her face, but he could imagine the shock.

“You’re not my son!” She removed her veil and peered at him.

The years had not been kindly to Margaret—Maggie—Pearson.

Her face was thin and had lots of lines. Lines at the corners of her eyes, lines on her forehead. Everywhere, and especially on her thin neck.

Worse, the effects of liquor and smoking, and drugs, were evident. Her once beautiful eyes were now shallow marbles. Her whole face seemed to have sagged into some kind of parody.

“I’m Jon,” Jon said. He was having a hard time understanding what was happening.

This was the woman who had abandoned him and his father. She had had an affair with a con man, and the con man had hooked her on drugs, then dumped her. She fell in with a hard core criminal and drove a car when he tried to hold up a bank.

They had gone to prison, and Jon vaguely remembered that she had received a ten year sentence.

But time off for good behavior, the way prisons were being emptied…she had probably gotten out three or four years previous.

Now she stood there, a pale imitation of the gorgeous woman she had once been.

And she was there for the reading of his father’s will.

Why?

But it was obvious. She wanted a share, or all, of Miles’ loot.

“You’re not Jon. Jon is a boy.”

She was trying to sound pathetic, to garner sympathy, but it was hard to cover such a flinty rock with ribbons and bows.

“No. I’m Jon.  I’m…” he choked a little, “…your son. I live like this now.”

She showed little on the surface, but Jon could see it smoldering under the surface.

Distaste. Disgust. Accelerating to hate.

Jon’s mother was not a tolerant woman.

“Well,” she said. “Well.”

Horace spent a couple of minutes trying to smooth the situation over. It was useless, however, as Maggie just sniffed and glared at Ann, and tried to smile—her teeth were bad—at Jon like she loved him.

“Well, Jon, I’m surprised, but you are so beautiful.”

Her voice was like pushing apricots through a strainer, pit and all.

“Where have you been?” asked Jon, trying to hold up his end of the conversation, but really wanting to be a million miles away.

“I was…we really have to get together. We have so much to talk about.”

Her disgust was now well tamped down, and she weaseled and tried to work her way into his good graces.

The son she had abandoned for drugs and crime and a stay in the state penitentiary.

“I’m…I’m pretty busy. But…”

“Maybe I could come over tonight…I don’t have a place to stay.”

Ann slid in there. Her voice was cultured, but her intent was plain. “We can probably put you up in a hotel for a few days. Just to help out.”

The look in Maggie’s face was a flash of hate, covered over immediately with gratitude. “Oh, that would be wonderful, but I would like to reconnect with my darling…uh…” she was confused as to how to address Jon, “daughter.”

“No,” said Ann.

That was the moment the knives were bared, the teeth were shown, and war was declared. Though it was covered in tinsel and gauze.

Maggie gave a start, as if she would leap from her chair.

Horace saw an opportunity then, a space in which to insert himself and stave off the coming war.

“Perhaps we should continue with the reading of the will? You ladies can get together later, on your own…”

He wanted to extricate himself from this maelstrom of malicious intentions.

Ann turned away, virtually ignoring Maggie.

Jon, unable to not glance at his mother, sat next to her.

Maggie, giving a whining sort of a growl, sat back and glared at the lawyer.

Horace cleared his throat and assumed a more official attitude.

He read:

My darling Ann and my beloved son Jon. Or Jane, as the case may be. I have gone to a better world. I hope.

To Ann, I love you with all my heart. I leave you five thousand dollars.

I have made provision for my first wife, who betrayed and abandoned myself and our son. I bequeath five thousand dollars to Margaret.

Maggie snarled under her mesh.

The bulk of my estate I give to Jon. This includes ten million dollars of stocks and bonds, my savings accounts, my interests, various ownerships in…

The list of goods went on for a while. Jon was about to be a rich man.

Horace finished up with a simple statement.

Jon, you will shortly, upon receipt of a personal letter to be delivered to you as part of my estate, understand why I have made out my will like this.

I have no doubt you will be generous with your step-mother. She deserves much, but for reasons you will shortly read, I cannot give it to her.

Ann, Jon. You are my heart. Thank you for enriching my life, and I’ll see you in the great beyond.

Horace’s voice stopped and the room was left with a space. Space filled with remorse by Ann, who sniffled, and rage by Maggie.

“I’m contesting this. Five thousand dollars! How could he…I’m his wife!”

“Were,” Ann managed to speak through a choked up voice.

Maggie turned to Jon, “Jon, surely you see how unfair this is.”

“I…I…”

Jon’s heart was confused. His father’s words, his mother tugging at his heart, what was he supposed to do.

“You’re going to take care of me, aren’t you? I’m your mother!”

“Maybe we won’t put you up in a hotel,” Ann was growing stronger, and a fierce desire to protect Jon from this harridan was emerging.

“You shut up! You have no business in this.”

“Please, mother,” blurted Jon.

Then Maggie was up and throwing herself in his arms.

Jon held the bony, old woman loosely. He looked at Ann helplessly.

Horace saved the situation. “I have a letter here to give to Jon. If you could have a seat?”

Margaret looked up at Jon, a pathetic mess of an old woman. She held back her crocodile tears and sat back down.

Horace held out an envelope, and Maggie darted forward and grabbed it.

Jon and Ann gasped, but Horace showed some steel.

“If you don’t hand that to Jon I will have you arrested.”

He was on his feet, leaning forward like a viking about to go into battle.

“But, I…he’s my son!” She spoke with a disgustingly ingratiating manner.

“And that is an official document to be delivered to one person and one person only. Would you like to spend a few nights in jail, explain to the judge how you stole a court document?”

“But this isn’t a court document!”

“It is until Jon has it in his hands.”

Horace picked up the phone.

The threat of arrest had effect and Maggie held the envelope out to Jon.

“I just wanted to make sure Jon was treated right.” Sniveling, corrupt, ragged harpy.

Jon took the envelope and with shaking hands began to open it.

Maggie moved as if to look over his shoulder.

“Sit down, madam!” Horace’s voice was rising and he had just about had enough of Maggie.

She sat, and Jon unfolded the letter.

Ann waited patiently.

Jon read:

Jon, I love you. Thank you for being my son. Or daughter.

No doubt you are wondering at my will. If I gave my estate to Ann your real mother, Margaret, or Maggie as she is called, could contest it. She probably wouldn’t be successful, but she might be, and at the least she would tie my estate up in the courts for years.

I know you love Ann, and I know you will take care of her.

Have a great life, and I hope you experience the love and happiness I have experienced.

Miles

Jon sat in the chair and his eyes misted over.

“Jon? Can I see that letter?”

Maggie had a claw out like a beggar.

“It’s for me…mother.”

He could see the flint in her eyes, the spark of rage.

He folded the letter, put it back in the envelope and slid it into his purse.

Maggie stared at the letter, a mix of suppressed rage and pleading.

She turned to Horace. She stood up, trying to act prim and victimized. “As I said, I will be contesting this will.” She turned and walked out.

Horace sighed and sat back. “That was certainly unpleasant.”

Ann asked, “Does she have any grounds?”

The lawyer grunted, and grinned. “No grounds at all. I flew to China myself, last month. Miles was not on drugs, he was in the soundest state of mind a man could be in. I will attest to that in court. The fact that Miles did give her something showed that he was aware of her. No. She has no grounds. Of course you might get a letter or two, she will find a lawyer, somewhere, who wishes to chase an ambulance, but…no. Just turn any letters over to me and I’ll handle them.”

And that was the reading of the will.

“That was interesting,” Ann said when they returned home.

She had been acting ‘careful’ ever since the reading of the will. Jon could figure out what was going on in her mind. Apparently she had been snubbed by Miles, and was in some kind of shock.

“I’ll make the drinks,” said Jon. “You read this.”

She took the letter and sat down at the table.

Jon got down some good whiskey, Blanton’s Single Barrel, and threw some in two glasses, added ice cubes and bruised it all with Coke. When he placed the drink in front of Ann she was just sitting, staring.

She focused on him, smiled. Sipped. “That explains that.”

“I think you saw how Mother was…” Jon was at a loss. It was his own mother he was attempting to describe.

“Nasty? Vindictive? Junk yard dog mean?”

He smiled ruefully.

“Yeah. That.”

“Which leaves us with the big unanswered question.”

“Where’s the key to my chastity tube?”

“Ha! When I said I didn’t have it I was not kidding.”

“So I’m locked up and at your mercy.”

She smiled, a bit evilly, and said, “I guess you’re not going to throw me out into the cold, hard world just yet.”

He put a hand on hers. “Ann. You were married to him. You can have whatever you want.”

She stared at him and he grinned.

“Besides, I am sort of your property now, aren’t I?”

She finally broke down and gave that famous smile he so loved. “Yes, you are.”

“Then let’s just sort of live our lives and see where it goes. If ever you want to be rid of me, for whatever reason, I’ll abide.”

She leaned across the table and kissed him then. A sweet, solid, more than a sister kiss.

“Whew!” he said. “You know, we’ve been so busy grieving, I’d forgotten how horny I was.”

Then she was on her feet, rounding the table and pushing in on him. She was almost laying on him as she molested his mouth.

Then she reached a hand under his dress and pulled him by the tube. She pulled him upright and led him out of the kitchen, towards the bedroom.

Jon tried to keep up, but she was in a hurry, and he felt like she was going to pull his member right off.

Then they were sprawling on the big bed, shedding their clothes, grabbing each other by lip and by sex organ.

She stopped, almost undressed, and snapped, “Get out the strap on. You’re going to do me first.”

Jon was short of breath. So horny, so anticipating, and he fastened the strap on in place.

“Use the big dildo,” she said, divesting herself of the rest of her clothes.

He snapped the big ten incher onto his harness and climbed onto the bed.

That was a wonderful afternoon. He screwed her, watched her eyes light up, explode with orgasm, then reside into a bone deep happiness.

Then she took him. It was his first time with the big one, and he thought he was going to leave his body. He couldn’t stop twitching, and he had no control when she put him face up, held his tube high so she could get better access, and penetrated him.

She held him up, and the sensations shook him. Vibrations coursed through his legs and his heart felt like it was going to pop.

When he drained it was the most indescribably experience he had ever had. Just an emptying of the soul and a filling of the heart.

Then they lay, and slept, and dreamed of happiness and money and being together.

Even though he didn’t have the key.

Days passed.

Life resumed as play, and Jon and Ann spent every moment they could doing what they loved best, which was each other.

Then Horace knocked on the door.

Jon had received several letters from various law firms. He had sent them, unopened, to Horace. Now Horace sat in the living room and faced Jon and Ann.

“Got a problem,” he said. “It’s not a big one, but your mother is attempting to declare you unfit.”

“How can she do that?” asked Ann.

“By attacking the fact that Jon is now a woman.”

They were silent for a long moment, then Horace continued.

“She’s claiming that your father was unfit for letting you become a woman, and therefore non compos mentis when it came to the will.”

“But that’s ridiculous!”

“I think so, but she’s lined up a bunch of mental health experts, and they are going to go to court and express their opinion. If she wins she gets Jon put in an institution, and has complete control of Miles’ estate.”

“Can she get away with it?”

“Normally, I would say no. But we live in California.”

His meaning was clear. In California there were more than eighty-nine sexes, Antifa was responsible for enforcing the law, and even though there more LGBTQs than anywhere else in the world…anything was possible.

“So what do we do?”

“Well, there are several options. One would be to declare your mother as unfit, citing her prison record, and putting her in an institution. It’s expensive, but…” he shrugged.

“What are the other options?”

“Ann, you could adopt Jon. But that’s rather risky. Once he is under someone’s ‘control’ somebody else can fight to take over the control. It would present Jon as a helpless victim. It’s an option, but I would reserve that for bizarre eventualities.”

“And…” asked Ann.

Horace turned to Jon. “It would help if you went more legal with your status.”

“What does that mean?”

“Change your name. Change your sex legally. Have all your documents in order. If you do that it shows a certain commitment of intent, and it will be more difficult for Maggie to attack you. Such changes tend to enforce your stability.”

Horace was done, and he sat back and waited for an indication as to how he should proceed.

Ann sat back and watched Jon.

Jon was leaning forward, his elbows on his knees, twirling a drink in his hands. He looked up at Horace. “It sounds like the best bet would be to change my name. Do the legal stuff.”

“I agree. That would be my advice.”

A week later, all paperwork in order, John became Jane. Horace filed all the paperwork properly, and brought legal documents to the house.

They celebrated with a whiskey, and when Horace had left Ann and ‘Jane’ celebrated with a fuck.

Ann on top.

Of course.

The truth was, though Jon sometimes thought about the missing key, he was quite satisfied with the way they made love.

He liked the reinforcement of his submission. He liked being owned. If he had the key, would he change his mind?

Doubtful.

Time passed. Jane thought about going back to school, but she didn’t really need to.

Oh, she wanted to some day. He wanted that degree he had worked so hard for, but understanding and handling his father’s estate was more important.

Not just the overt ten million dollars, she owned interest in a law firm.

Heck, if it got more complex she was going to have to go to law school.

As it was, her father’s partners urged him to do just that.

And she was thinking about it.

But not too hard. After all, she was young, and she had a beautiful woman loving her in the best possible way.

And so life went on. Figuring out complex economics, being screwed every possible chance, taking small vacations and enjoying the beach, the mountains, resorts in the high desert.

They traveled as two women, laughed as men tried to pick them up, and life would have been grand.

Except…

Jane was wearing a negligee and inspecting her figure.

“Are my breasts sagging?”

“I don’t see how they could,” Ann said. She was wearing a matching negligee and painting her toes.

“Do they need to be bigger?”

Ann looked at him and laughed. “Now you’re asking for it.”

“Hey, I just want to look beautiful for you.”

“Take it from me. You’re beautiful.”

Jane looked down at his package.

“What?”

“I sometimes wonder if I even need this.”

“Oh,” she gave him her full intention.

“I’m a woman. I live as a woman. To have this appendage, plastic and metal, hanging off me is silly. It is sometimes awkward when I want to dress up. I never use it. I could have the penis removed, the balls tucked up in my groin, and…” he looked at her.

“My. That’s a lot to think about.”

“I’m just thinking.”

“I know.”

She was done with her nails and she came to Jane. She took her cock in her hand and contemplated it.

“There is a chance I would like you to break loose and do me like a man.”

“No. You don’t. You like owning me, and you don’t want anything to get in the way of that.”

“Damn,” she said. “You’re right.”

She held him, kissed him, and their eyes lit up.

“Is it time to go to bed?”

“Past time.”

They slipped out of their negligees and went to the bed.

“Take me standing up,” she said. “Bend me over. I love it like that.”

“Great minds think alike,” she chortled.

She stood, half bent over, her hands on the bed, while she secured the strap on.

“You want the big one?”

“Sure.”

She moved up behind Jane, lubed her up, and entered.

Jane arched her back and groaned. God! That felt good!

Ann began to tilt and twist and screw the dildo around inside Jane.

Jane felt the surge of urge. Semen started swelling up his limp shaft, and just before she could squirt came the voice.

“Well, look at this!”

Maggie was frustrated. That money should belong to her, but lawyers either laughed at her, or told her she had no case.

Now she couldn’t even declare that brain dead son of hers incompetent. He had gone and changed his name, changed his sex, and the lawyers said that put an end to her case.

Which didn’t put an end to her intentions.

On a night she drove her rickety Chevy, firing only on five pistons, to the bus station.

The man who got off the bus was sloppy fat, extra chins, bad teeth, and bald.

A far cry from her bank robbing partner of many years previous.

“Hey, Maggie,” he hugged her, and put up with the scrawny bitches ugliness. What the hell had happened to her?

And he ignored the question of what had happened to him.

Maggie hugged Frank, and wondered how her stud had changed into a fat, tub of lard. And, of course, ignore what had happened to herself.

“So, I got your message, here I am, what you got lined up for us?”

They got into her car, Frank making the passenger’s side sag badly, and Maggie explained. “My son just inherited ten million dollars, and it should be mine.”

Frank grinned. “Sounds good. What’s the plan?”

“We can’t get the ten mill, but Miles, that was my husband—“

“I remember.”

“Miles always kept stuff in the safe.”

“What kind of stuff? How much?

“When we were married he kept a hundred thousand in cash. Two bars of gold, and lots of jewelry. Rolex watches, expensive diamond stuff, things like that.”

“Did he keep bearer bonds?”

“I think so. Why?”

“Hell. That might be your ten million right there. Depends on a lot of things, whether they’re old…”

“They’re old. I remember him telling me they’re old. Is that bad?”

“That’s good. It means we can cash them. No proof of ownership required.”

Maggie smiled a crooked grin. One of her molars was aching.

“So how do you plan on getting them?”

“We just go over and take them.”

“Yes!” Frank pumped a fist.

“Besides, I have a score to settle with the bitch Miles married. Did you bring a gun?”

“Yep.” Frank reached into his jacket and produced a snub nosed revolver. “Old faithful. Never misses.”

Maggie drove through town towards the house she had once lived in.

Maggie drove by the house. It was a thing of stone and glass with lots of bushes on the ground level.

“Not very big,” said Frank.

“It opens up in the rear. Two wings, big pool. Real nice.”

“And you gave this up for me.”

That made Maggie wonder.

She parked her Chevy down the street and the duo sauntered up the sidewalk. There were lots of shadows, and not many houses anyway. There was no danger they would be seen.

“So, we going to kill them?”

“Christ! Frank! That’s my kid!”

That made Frank frown, but not for long. After all, it wasn’t his kid.

They went between bushes up to the shallow porch. They stood on the brick porch and peered in the windows.

No lights downstairs, but a faint light shone into the foyer from the right hallway.

“They’re in the bedroom,” Maggie whispered.

“How we going to get in? I don’t want to make a lot of noise. I don’t want nobody calling the cops.”

For answer Maggie tried the doorknob. It opened.

It was probably the only time Ann and Jane had forgotten to lock the front door, but it was to prove their undoing.

Frank snickered and followed Maggie into the house.

They poked their heads into the main room. Silence, and through the big windows a swimming pool reflecting the moon.

Check the left wing,” Maggie said.

Frank walked quickly down the corridor. For a fat man he was a little clumsy. But he was back in a minute, not having tripped over anything, and whispered. “Nobody.”

“All right.”

Maggie mounted the short steps to the hallway that led to the master bedroom. It was all as she remembered it.

And she felt bitter about it. In her drug addled mind the house belonged to her. The house, the millions and everything! And if her boneheaded son didn’t understand that…well, he would just have to learn.

They heard sounds coming from the bedroom as they got closer.

They stood next to the door, looking at each other. Excited, eager.

Maggie peered around the corner and her mouth opened.

Jon was laying bent over the bed and Ann was porking him.

She stared as the beautiful woman hammered on Jon’s rump.

Oh, my God! she mouthed.

Then Frank stepped around her, saw the sexual activity and blurted.“Well, look at this!”

Startled, Ann couldn’t pull back. In fact, she lost her balance and fell forward, impaling Jane all the more.

Frank rushed across the room and placed a hand on Ann’s back.

“Just stay where you are!”

Ann screamed, and Jane tried to get out from under her, but she was pegged tight.

“What? What?” she yelled.

Frank, one pressing on Ann’s back, held his sub nose to her neck. “Shut up, sister.”

There was no mistaking the feel of the cold barrel on her warm flesh. Ann stopped screaming and just lay on Jane. Lay, breathing hard, her breasts pressed into him.

Maggie walked up to the end of the bed and Jane managed to turn her head and see her.

“Maggie!”

“And you call yourself a son of mine,” she sneered. “The poo poo choo choo.”

“Let me up,” she tried to struggle, but Frank had Ann pinned against her, and the big penis held her impaled.

Frank laughed. “Look at this shit!”

“What do you want,” gasped Ann.

“I want my ten million dollars that you stole from me!” snarled Maggie.

“We don’t have a million dollar here.”

“That’s ten million dollars, and I know all about the safe!”

Jane wasn’t thinking, he was gasping under the weight and the penis. He hadn’t ever felt anything so deep in him. Ever.

He wanted to cum, to drain, to anything, but the shock of Maggie and Frank showing up had totally discombobulated him.

“Let me up,” she gasped in a hoarse whisper.

“Keep them down, Frank.”

Maggie went over to a big picture on the wall. She swung it out. And frowned.

She turned. “Where’s the other safe?”

But it was obvious. Miles had replaced it with a newer, sturdier model.

She came back to the bed, leaned over the end and grabbed Jane’s long hair and jerked her head upright. “Okay, little girl!” she made ‘girl’ sound so throughly despicable. “Open the safe.”

“I…I…”

“Are you refusing?”

Jane was refusing. He jerked his eyeballs back and Maggie realized what the problem was.

“Okay, Frank. Let her up. But make her stay out of the way.”

Frank let Ann up, and she pushed off Jane.

“I’m sorry,” she muttered as Jane rose up.

Maggie pushed Jane towards the safe. “Frank. If he tries anything, shoot her.”

Frank grinned and pushed Ann down on the floor.

Jane approached the safe. She knew the combination, and she didn’t want to. But she knew, and Maggie knew she knew.

“Open it.”

Frank stood over Ann, grinned at her bare tits and actually slobbered.

Then the action at the safe drew his attention.

Jane opened the safe and stood back.

Maggie stepped in and shrieked. “It’s here! It’s all here!”

Frank couldn’t help himself. He glanced at Ann, then walked towards the safe. At first he kept glancing back. Then he didn’t.

Ann looked at the side table.The gun was in it.

She simply opened the drawer and picked up the gun.

It wasn’t loaded. She never kept it loaded.

She held the gun down at her side and scooped her hand in. She snagged three bullets.

She pushed the drawer shut, was about to load the gun, but Frank glanced back at her.

She froze, didn’t move, and Frank looked back to the safe.

Maggie was pulling out a gold bar. It was heavy and she handed it to Frank.

Frank almost dropped it, but he held on. It was heavy and he was excited and he lowered his revolver. He looked at the bar of gold and actually drooled.

Ann put the bullets into the gun. Snapped the chamber closed and aimed it.

Maggie saw it first. She jerked back and yipped, “FRANK!”

Frank turned his head, started to raise his snub nose, and Ann pulled the trigger.

Ann had decided, many years ago that if she was to keep a gun she should know how to use it. That was just basic common sense. Thus, her first shot did all the damage.

The bullet hit Frank in his twisted neck. Doctors would later tell her that that shot had severed nerves and killed him rather quickly. Which she would attest to as he lay on the ground, groaning and making sounds, and trying to figure out why he couldn’t do anything.

But he dropped the gun, and Maggie snatched it up.

“NO!” screamed Ann.

But Maggie was beyond reason. She lifted the gun and aimed it towards Ann.

BANG!

The bullet hit Maggie in the chest. She would die of the wound, painfully, a week later.

But as she spun from the impact she pulled the trigger, and the bullet hit Jane in the groin.

Jane collapsed and lay there. She was out of it. Didn’t understand why there wasn’t much pain. She knew she had been hurt, but…it didn’t feel all that bad.

“What’s wrong?” she said, then she passed out.


Epilogue

Jane returned home several weeks later.

She had bandages, and she was sore, and she was learning to walk differently.

The bullet had proved to be the key they couldn’t find. It had struck the base of the chastity tube, severed the penis and destroyed her balls.

At the hospital the bleeding was staunched and repairs were begun.

When the doctors were done Jane had a vagina.

It looked like a vagina, and could even handle sexual relations.

Then Jane had laid in bed for a couple of weeks and dealt with the emotional ramifications of what had happened to her.

Surprisingly, or maybe not surprising because she was already living like a girl, there were not a lot of adverse emotions.

Heck, she had been thinking of having her package removed before Maggie and Frank had come calling.

After two weeks she was sent home. Bed rest. Take it easy.

Jane lay in bed and Ann waited on her. And one day Ann was sitting by the pool when Jane came out the sliding door.

She moved gingerly, and had a cane just in case.

Ann sat up, and Jane sat next to her and sighed.

“How are you doing?”

“I can have a drink,” Jane whispered, watching the pool, the garden behind it.

Ann brought a couple of drinks back and they sat and considered life and all its options.

“How’s it going?” asked Ann.

“Pretty good. It’s weird…not having anything down there, but…I’m getting used to it.”

“Do you miss it?” It was obvious what ‘it’ was.

“Actually, no. But it’s so weird sitting down to pee.”

“But you had to do that before, when you were wearing the chastity belt.”

“Yeah, but I had something there. Now there’s nothing.”

“Welcome to womanhood.”

They both smiled lightly.

“So what are you going to do now?”

Jane sighed.

“I have to finish school, and I want to do the lawyer thing. With all the money I’ve got, I have to do the lawyer thing.”

He turned to her.

“And I want to live with you.”

“I’d like that.”

“I mean, you can have the money, all you want, but…you own me. I like that, And I’d like to stay owned.”

“I couldn’t give you up if I tried.”

Ann leaned forward, held his chin with one hand and kissed his lips so very, very tenderly.

Jane said, “I can’t have sex, but you can.”

“Oh?”

“And since you own me, maybe I better do my duty.”

“Well, if you must you must.”

With that Ann, a grin spreading across her face, held out her hand, and the two women went back into the house, back to the master bedroom, and to bed.

END
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My Step-Mother Feminized Me!

His wife wanted a female lover!
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PART ONE

“Slow down!” she snapped.

Joe dutifully slowed down, and sighed. He turned and waited for his wife to catch up.

“Don’t look so impatient. You’re the one who wanted me to wear heels.”

Joe smiled. “Well, you are pretty sexy with your butt lifted up like that.”

Nancy strode past him, her heels going click, click, click.

The sound made his dick hard, and he studied his wife’s very fine ass.

Nancy was a babe. With a capital ‘BABE!’

Her legs were built of taut, curvy muscles, and they ended in a round pair of cheeks that set his heart on fire. The roundness of her derriere sloped in to a tight, waist. Above the waist were her world class knockers. A dream in any man’s world. Then came the face with plump, cherry red lips, a pert nose that tipped up very slightly at the end, and blue eyes that made him shudder with lust. All topped with a wave of blonde that shone in the sun.

He was a lucky man, and that was true.

Heck, as far as men went he was sort of average. Not ugly, strong enough, a little thin, but…she had fallen for him. Gods be praised.

But she was also a little unhappy with him. Not always, not a lot, but sometimes she would give him a look, or talk a little snappy, and he would know that she was irritated.

Ah, well. He was doing the best he could.

Smiling, watching her ass sway, he followed her through the mall. They went up the escalator and he sighed, his boner sitting up and begging, and he watched her delicious buttocks.

They reached the second floor and she stopped to look in a window.

He moved up next to her and she said, “You really need to walk a little slower. You’re always charging off. You make me wear these heels, and then I have to struggle to keep up.”

“Sorry, babe. Just call me twinkle toes.”

“Tinkle toes?”

He frowned, then realized she was laughing. Tinkle toes. Oh, boy. Don’t let anybody hear that.” then he thought about it. Tinkle toes. He asked, “What does that mean, tinkle toes?”

“It’s like fart knocker, or snickerbocker. It’s just a word.”

She stepped sideways and examined a dress through the window.

“Well, at least it doesn’t mean I tinkle on my toes.”

She turned and looked at him, and her face was very quizzical. Suddenly she reached into the shopping bag she was carrying it. He had bought a present for her sister, and it was decorated with ribbons and bows and little jingle bells. She made him hold the bag for a second and ripped off a ribbon and a bell. She took back the shopping bag and handed him the bell and ribbon.

It was round, about as big as a dime, and had little slots on it. There was a little ball inside to give it the jingle sound.

“What am I supposed to do with this?”

She smiled in the most insidious way. “I want you to go into that little boys room over there, go into a stall, and tie the bell on the head of your cock.”

“What?”

“You heard me. Just wrap the ribbon around the groove on the head of your cock, attach the jingle bell, and report back to me.”

“This is stupid,” he held the bell and the ribbon loosely.

“This is a lesson in how to walk at the appropriate speed.”

“I can walk just fine.”

“But can you cum?”

He opened his mouth to speak, and quickly shut it. Nancy had a bad habit of punishing him by refusing sex, and he was a man who loved sex.

Very carefully he said, “Honey. I don’t think we need to do this.”

She smiled a sly smile and said, “Now.”

“But—“

“Do you ever?”

She only had to say half the sentence. The whole sentence was; Do you ever want to have sex again?

He did, so he turned and pouted and slumped his shoulders and walked towards the bathroom.

Nancy watched him cross the mall and enter the bathroom, and she smiled. He was a sucker for sex, and he had never realized that she wasn’t for a simple reason: he was too small.

Inside the bathroom it was cool. It had the usual smells associated with a bathroom. Soap, poop, mingled in a sad attempt to make the place standable.

It wasn’t.

He stepped into the first open stall, pulled his pants down, and sat down.

He could still hear the mall music, faint and designed to dull the mind.

Being a horny sort, his dick was already half hard. Heck, having watched his wife’s sexy body saunter through the mall it was definitely half hard. And, his hand taking it in hand, it was getting harder.

He smiled. He liked the bit of excitement in his balls. He liked how it got long and hard and even got a drip of pre-cum on the tip.

When his cock was hard enough he tied the bell to one end, and the other end to his peeny.

It dangled into the bowl. Not long enough to reach the water, but…it sure made him hard.

Maybe this wasn’t going to be so bad, after all.

He stood up and pulled up his underpants. His underpants kept the bell from hanging, and he was suddenly inspired.

Nancy wanted to hear him jingle, and he better make himself jingle, or he wouldn’t be getting any.

He pulled the little slit on his BVDs apart and pulled his cock out. It hung down and he pulled his pants up.

The bell could be seen, but nobody would know what it was, if they did happen to see it.

But nobody would really see it. They would have to examine his groin closely, study his crotch, and people didn’t do that. They glanced, peered without showing it, and that was all.

He buckled his pants, opened the stall door, took a few steps, and saw the nefariousness of Nancy’s plan. If he moved too fast he jingled, and that would make people stare at his groin.

Oh, fuck!

He exited the restroom and walked across the polished floor to where his wife waited with a smirk.

He was careful to move at just the right speed. Sometimes he moved too fast and…’jing jing!’

So he moved at a sedate, peaceful rate. About ten times slower than he usually walked.

“Hello, Joe. How’s things?”

His face was red and she laughed. People walking by ignored them.

She hooked his arm in his and walked through the mall.

“Oh, God! He said, when she sped up and pulled him along. His jingle bell tinkled and he grew redder.

With the jingle bell on his cock she was able to walk just barely faster than him.

“Come on, honey,. Let’s get a move on.”

Jing jing!

“I can’t!” he protested, slowing down.

She moved slowly with him for a moment, then blurted, with a big grin, “I never knew how irritating it was to have to walk so slow.”

She pulled him faster.

Jing jing!

He pulled back, walked at a pace where he wouldn’t jingle.

She pulled him faster.

He resisted.

He was becoming dour faced. She was laughing more and more.

Finally, she said, “Well, I can’t walk as slow as you.” She let go and walked away.

She tap, tap, tapped across the hard floor. He struggled to move fast enough to keep up. He tried to figure out how to walk with a smooth gait in the groin area. He slid, rather than walked, and tried to catch her.

“Crap,” he mumbled to himself. Then he noticed that people were looking at him and chuckling.

It looked like he was following his wife, trying to catch up, and he looked stupid. It looked like she was in charge and he was forced to walk several feet behind her.

“Slow down,” he murmured. Now his face was bright red.

But, if anything, she sped up.

Heck, if she had walked this fast when she was following him then they wouldn’t have this problem.

Ahead of him Nancy was in heaven. Having her husband follow her like a little slave had empowered her, and she felt a surge of power that filled up her body, and especially her groin.

It was sexy to have him following her like a little boy. And she noticed that people were looking after her more and more.

They saw him, they wondered who he was chasing, and they saw her, and…she wondered if she was leaving a little wake of boners behind her.

Probably. And that just made her hotter, and…wetter.

Heysoos Xristo on square wheeled skates! She liked the power! She liked being in charge! She was going to have to do this more often!

In fact, a subtle making of the mind, she was going to have to do this always!

Behind her, Joe struggled to catch up.

They sat in the car and Joe turned the key. The motor roared to life and Joe muttered, “That was stupid.”

Nancy sat in the passenger seat, her back to the door, and smiled. “Can’t take it, eh?”

“I can take anything!”

“Anything but a bell on your little peewee.”

He glared at her, “That’s enough of that. My dick is just fine.”

But she was feeling big and powerful, and it had always bothered her. “No, it’s not just fine. Let’s face it, honey lover of mine, your dick is on the small side.”

“It’s big enough to make you happy.”

“No.”

That was the big blink of Joe’s life. That was the slap heard round the world. That was his male ego being totally and ruthlessly emasculated.

“What?” His voice sounded a little desperate. And it should have. For, after all, Joe did have a substandard penis.

Average was six inches. Big was eight inches. Small was four inches.

Nancy leaned towards him, squeezed her arms together to showcase her ample boobs. “Joe, let’s be honest. You aren’t the biggest tool in the shed.”

“I’m fine!” But his voice cracked.

“Sure. You make me happy. But how times have I had to ask you to get me off with your mouth, or just your fingers?

“But women often take a little longer.”

“The longer it takes a woman to cum…that is proportional to the size of the dick.”

“It is not!” he croaked.

“Small dick takes a while. Big dick happens faster.”

Now Joe was silent. Silent and hurt and desperate.

The truth was that he knew he wasn’t the most endowed stud in the stable. In fact, he was the Shetland pony, the miniature, with a miniature dick.

“Well…well…” but he didn’t know what to say. The truth was the truth.

And Nancy, feeling a little guilty at handing out this dollop of hurt, sat back and frowned.

Yes, she had felt powerful, and sexy, and she wanted that feeling again, and always.

And she could walk faster than him, and make him follow her like a little puppy, but…the real root of the problem was his dick, and that problem wasn’t going to be solved by belling him. Or insulting him.

No. There had to be a better solution.

By the time they got home Joe was extra horny. Listening to that bell, feeling the light weight tugging at his cock, it was causing his balls to heat up and his cock to stay harder.

Jing! And his cock jerked a little.

Some ten or twenty seconds later, Jing!

“Oh, baby,” he murmured, coming up behind Nancy when they were in the kitchen and nuzzling her neck.

Nancy shrugged him off. “Not now, honey. I have some thinking to do.”

Joe tried to wrap his arms around her and she slapped him in the groin.

“Ow!”

“No means no, Joe.”

Joe, sulking, went into the entertainment room and turned on a game. Damn! Didn’t that woman understand? Didn’t she know that he was horny now? And that he needed relief now?

He sat and watched millionaires snap bats when they struck out. Big babies.

Nancy went into the computer room and began googling.

‘What do I do if my husband’s penis is too small?’

There were a lot of answers, and they were very enlightening.

‘Leave him,’ was the cruelest.

‘Don’t ever tell him he’s small,’ was moderately popular, but…not realistic.

How can you not talk about the elephant in the room? Especially when the elephant is only a couple of inches tall? When excited?

A biggie was the advice that ‘a dick doesn’t matter, love does.’

Deep in thought Nancy went out to the kitchen and poured herself a wine spritzer. Then she threw the liquid in the sink and made a bourbon and Coke. Serious thought required serious lubrication.

She stood in the kitchen for a moment, sipped her drink, and listened to the chatter from the entertainment room.

“Sammy is a clutch player. If anybody can bring in that run, Sammy can.”

And Nancy thought: A clutch player. Brings in the run. He digs in and swings…CRACK!

Joe yelping out a “Way to go!”

Was Joe a clutch player? Could he do what she needed?

And then the truth: But what did she need?

She made another drink, swirled it and bit her lip, then went into the entertainment room.

She walked in front of the big screen and told Joe: “Turn it off.”

Frowning, Joe clicked the remote.

Nancy handed him his drink and sat down on the edge of the couch. He was on the other end, half laid back to watch the game.

“Joe, what are we going to do about your dick?”

He went into instant confusion, and hurt.

“What do you mean? What’s wrong with my dick?

“It’s too small,” Nancy spoke bluntly. Rip off the bandage.

He tried to make a joke out of it. “It’s long enough for me.”

But she wasn’t going to let him out of it. “It’s not long for me.”

Now Joe looked really hurt, and confused, and humiliated. He didn’t say anything.

Nancy said, “I love you, but, walking in front of you in the mall, listening too that bell with it’s little jing jing, I realized that I need more out of our relationship. Now, you can feel hurt if you wish, but life is life, your dingle is too small, and what are we going to do about it?”

Joe mumbled a bit, and he wanted to get up and just leave, but he forced himself to stay.

“What do you want to do?” he threw it back at her.

“Well, there are several possibilities. We can look into methods for making your dingus bigger. Maybe that exercise called jelquing, or one of those suction tube things.”

“Or maybe we just cut it off,” Joe spat out the words bitterly.

“It’s not your fault, Joe, and if that’s a solution, then so be it, but…”

She shrugged, watched him.

“What about toys?”

“Definitely. We need to explore those. What about cucking?”

“Some other guy fucks you?”

He was aghast, but she just took it in stride. One more possibility.

The air seemed to be going out of Joe, and that wasn’t what she wanted. She wanted a solution; she didn’t want to break him.

“Sit up,” she said. He did and she moved closer. She unbuckled his pants and for a second he tightened up.

“Relax, Joe.”

She pulled out his peeny and they looked at it.

It wasn’t big. That was for sure.

He seemed to deflate even more.

But, in spite of all the mortification and sense of plummeting self worth, his cock was hard.

She bent down and took him in her mouth. She deep throated him and licked his balls.

Lack of self worth evaporated and he groaned with the pleasure.

She looked up at him. “So you get pleasure. I can give you all the pleasure you want, but I need some pleasure, too. Sometimes I can’t even feel you down there. I lay back and wait for you to squirt, and I clean up the mess without ever getting off myself. Is that fair?”

“No,” he mumbled, suddenly feeling a twinge of shame.

“So, we’re going to try some things, and some of them may seem demeaning, even shameful, but…we’ve got to do this, Joe. You’re already getting off. From the feel of it, your small dick affords you big orgasms. Shouldn’t I be allowed those orgasms, too?”

“Well, uh,” he was looking down, “I guess so.”

“Yes, so,” she agreed.

“So what do you want me to do?”

“Well, first, we need to keep you belled.”

His mouth pursed in disappointment,. He was having a hard time with this, but…he had to do it.

“I’ve got a bigger jingle bell, and I want you to wear it.”

He was puzzled now. “But what does wearing a bell have to do with the size of my dick?”

“Honestly? I don’t know. But I do know that when you were walking behind me, when I heard that bell dinging, it made me feel good. It made me feel horny. And powerful. I need to feel that way all the time. And let’s face it, the hornier I am the more you’re going to get some. Right?”

He couldn’t disagree with that logic, and he nodded, be it a bit sourly.

But this whole thing was sour to him.

“Okay.”

“Listen, honey,” she stroked his little weenie and prepared to say the thing that had been sitting in the back of her mind since she had belled him.

He looked at her.

“The fact is that I have big sex organs, and you don’t. That has to go for something. Maybe I’m designed to be the power in this relationship. Maybe not. But we have to find out, right?”

He didn’t shake his head, or nod, or do anything. But inside he was shaking, and not with fear. There was something exciting about all this.

Yes, he had a small dick, but maybe, just maybe, there was a way to change this to their advantage.

Nancy went and got the big jingle bell. She used the same ribbon they had used earlier, and she tied it to the end of his dick.

Joe stared at the decoration hanging from him.

“Move around,” said Nancy.

Joe walked around the room, and the sound was quite plain.

“Walk slow.”

He walked slowly, and the bell stopped jingling.

“Walk fast.”

Jingle, jingle, jingle.

“Do jumping jacks!”

As Joe jumped up and down the sound of the bell filled the room.

Nancy smiled. This might not be the whole solution, but it was a step in the right direction.

“Okay, Joe. I think we’ve made a start.”

“Can I take it off now?”

“Oh, no. And I don’t want you wearing any clothes. Not around me.”

“What about when I go to work?”

“I want you to wear the bell there, too. I want you to wear it all the time. I want to know that somewhere in the world you are jingling for me.”

She grinned, and he couldn’t help but respond to her cheer.

For the rest of the day he walked around the house naked. He jingled when he walked, and she listened to him as he moved around and smiled. And she realized that it wasn’t just the fact that he had a small dick, it was the sense of power over him that she was gaining.

“Are you going to take off your clothes?” he asked at dinner.

They were sitting at the kitchen table. The top was glass and she could watch his penis bobbing up and down, hear an occasional ‘jing,’ and she smiled.

He was naked, powerless. She was clothed, power. “I think not.”

Joe was disappointed, but he was also erect. He was in the middle of the ‘excitation phase’ of sex, and it was quite heady to be int hat position, and to be kept in that position.

They didn’t make love that night. Joe wanted to, but Nancy was plotting out their sex life and didn’t want to be bothered with his mess.

“But don’t jack off,” she said, as she climbed into bed. She was wearing a comfy, old gown. He was naked and breathing hard.

She turned on her side, away from him.

He tried to cuddle, to spoon, but she didn’t feel like it. Then she had a thought. Why not?

“Joe, go get that sleep mask. It’s in the dresser in the spare bedroom.”

Puzzled, but too horny to say no, Joe trotted through the house, returned with the black mask.

“Put it on.”

He did, and stared at the nothingness of the mask.

“Okay. You may eat me. You can even use your fingers, but you must do it with the mask on.

It was exciting. Joe felt his way back onto the bed. He slithered under the covers and felt for her body. With the mask on he had to rely on other senses, and other senses became heightened.

He felt the soft flesh of her thighs. He gently opened them.

He smelled the exquisite aroma of her pussy. His nipples became quite hard as he lowered his head and moved forward.

His tongue felt the combination of hot skin and wet flesh that is a pussy.

She arched her back, thrust her hips up, and Joe was captured between her thighs.

Nancy sighed and enjoyed the feeling of her helpless lover. God, that was good!

He lapped, and licked, and loved, and Nancy felt her heat ratchet up. She felt his tongue slick along her wetness. She began to climb the mountain.

She held his head, pushed his face into her mound, and…and…BANG!

She had never cum that hard in her life!

She was shaking, and shaken to the core.

Yet, even in that supreme moment, she knew she needed more.

She pushed him away and turned away from him.

Joe lay on his side, facing her, his dick erect and pointing at her buttocks.

But it was too small. Her vagina he could feel, if she had spread her legs and raised them up and presented her pussy. But he had tried entering her from the rear before, and that just didn’t work.

He was too small.

And now he was so damned horny he couldn’t believe it!

She had cum, a big cum, from the feel of it, and left him high and dry.

Just shoved him away.

He had done his duty and that was it.

And something strange happened. Joe liked it. He liked feeling horny. It felt, at least for a moment, that his peeny was bigger. It was harder, and the illusion was that it was bigger.

It wasn’t, but the horniness provided him an illusion. His cock felt so big and stiff.

So he turned over, faced away from Nancy, and touched his cock.

Fuck! That felt good.

And a sleepy mumble came to him: “Don’t you dare jack off.”

Joe almost sobbed, but his heart was pounding so fast, and…he lay there and reveled in the feeling of his erection.

For the next few days that was how it went. Joe walking around naked, and Nancy calling out, every once in a while, for him to move so she could hear him.

He would jump up and down and she would smile. And it made her feel so powerful, and power made her horny, and by night time she would require him to satisfy her. Orally.

She loved it, but it was only the start. She ordered stuff off Amazon, and by the next day things began arriving.

“Here you go, Joe.” She handed him a chastity tube.

But he was too small. His dick kept flopping out.

She could have gotten him super tiny sizes, but…she didn’t want to spend the money. At least, not on that. She put the idea of chastity on hold, something to be looked into later.

She bought bigger bells, and that worked. She loved it when he walked through the house, jingling away. She always knew where he was, and when he was jingling and she wasn’t there, she knew he was horny.

And he was horny a lot!

She called him to her. “Joe, are you doing okay? Is this working for you?”

He usually answered yes, that everything was fine, but she analyzed his expressions, judged his emotions, and tried to keep him happy.

Fortunately, being horny made him happy.

During those first few days she started dressing sexier, too. She wore revealing clothes, flimsy bras, and deliberately tantalized him.

He liked it.

At least, he groaned and made whimpering sounds.

She ordered herself more sexy clothes, and then she made a discovery.

“Joe,” she said, as she opened a box with a sexy peignoir in it.

“Yeah?”

“But this on.”

She tossed him her little nighty. It was short, and see through.

“What?”

Her gown was long, and opaque. She said, “Put it on. I want to see you in it.”

So Joe put his arms through the thing, pulled it over his shoulders, and she almost fainted.

She could see his body. Slender, with a small dick with a bell on it. But she could also see the potential.

He was slender. What if he had breasts?

Ding! Ding! Ding!

What if she…feminized him?

What if…?

Her mind alive with possibilities, she snapped, “Take that thing off.”

Joe was confused, but amenable. His hard dick made him amenable. He took off the nighty and placed it on the end of the bed.

Nancy took out a corset, one that only covered the mid section, and tossed it to him.

“Put this on.”

“Why?”

“Because I want you to. Now hurry.”

She watched as he fumbled with the thing. Her snatch was downright wet as he figured out the hooks. She was breathing hard.

It wasn’t tight on him, but it wasn’t loose, either. It could be tighter.

Nancy pushed him face down on the bed and climbed up and straddled him on her knees. She began pulling the ties tighter, tighter.

Joe gulped, and began taking shorter breaths.

“This is crazy,” he muttered.

She just smiled and tied him up and down, tighter, tighter.

At last she let him up, and her vision was proved, and given power.

His waist was skinny, and his chest and butt flared out. It was feminine.

She gave him the nighty again and he put it on.

It was incredibly sexy. A faux feminine body. His chest actually looking like it might have a bit of cleavage. His little dingus hanging down with the bell hanging from it. All semi-disguised by the transparent nighty.

“Oh, baby,” she licked her lips. “Come here.”

Joie went to her and she began brushing his hair.

His hair was a little long, not much, but by wetting the brush and turning it out she gave him a bubble cut. His hair framed his face, and was even more sexier.

She kissed him. The power made for the sex made for her pumped up desire.

She reached into his nighty and felt his peeny. It was so small that it fit in her hand with no problem.

“It’s like a clitoris,” she whispered to him.

Joe was turned on. He was excited. Wearing these things, her hand on him…he gulped.

“That’s what the problem is. You don’t have a cock, you have a clitoris, and we have to start treating it like a clit. Your clothes, your body…we need to…we need to…”

“What?” asked Joe, hoarsely.

“We need to bring the real you out.”

The real me,” he repeated.

“The real you. The one that wears sexy clothes and does what I want you to.”

“Are you trying to change me into a woman?”

This was the point. This was make or break. Nancy could hardly breath for the excitement exploding within.

“I think I am.”

Joe was silent. then, “What am I supposed to do?” His was a protest, and despair, and desperation, and…plea.

“Whatever I want,” she returned. Then: “Do you like what is happening? Does it excite you?”

Joe nodded dumbly.

“So why not let it happen? Why not evolve? Why not find out the truth of yourself?”

“But…but…”

She waited, and he popped with a wail.

“But I don’t want to be gay!”

She held him then, hugged him, her hand still on his tiny weeny. “Oh, honey,” she soothed him. “It’s not gay to be feminine. It’s cross dressing, and trans, and maybe, if we let you keep your weeny, a bit of shemale or lady boy or whatever. But it’s not gay. You don’t want men! You want women! You want me! And I want to explore this. I want to see you as a woman.”

He sniffled. “Would I have to clean house?”

She laughed. “Only if you want to.”

“And you’ll still love me?”

“From what we’ve gone through so far…yes. I will love you with all my heart. But I want to do things to you. I want to change you. I want to…I want to…” and words failed her.

And words failed Joe.

She sat on the bed, holding and hugging him.

He pressed himself against her, a sob in his throat. This was big…this was really big, and he wondered if he could go through with it.

But he didn’t have a big weeny, and he wasn’t much of a man, and seeing himself in a nightgown and a corset, his cock belled and hanging down, a little stiff and jingling, he realized: I want this. I’m afraid, but I want this.

And so the decision was reached.


PART TWO

Nancy didn’t waste time. She made appointments with doctors, bought bigger toys, and read up on all the things they were going to have to do with Joe.

Then came a few days of waiting. Waiting for the doctor’s appointments, waiting for the mail to arrive.

She loved feminizing him. She loved opening packages and taking out sexy underwear. She ordered him a couple of breast forms and she came extra hard when he wore them around the house, and then knelt in front of her and satisfied her.

She held the back of his head, leaned against a wall, and when she came she had to hold on, and he had to support her, her legs were that weak.

She made him wear panties. She thought his little peeny bump sticking out was the cutest thing she had ever seen. But the first time she put him in a dress she realized his bump was a problem.

Not for her, she liked to touch it and fondle it and caress him till he was shivering and dripping.

But it made his dress poke out. Very unfeminine, that.

So she bit the bullet and pulled his cock down between his legs and taped it there. Now the dress fit perfectly. With the corset on and the bigger boobs he looked exactly like a woman. Except, his hair needed to be longer.

Well, she would wait on that. A month or two and he wouldn’t need a wig or anything.

She also realized something else that wasn’t very feminine.

“Joe,” she said, “Take off your dress and underwear.”

For a second Joe leaped to a conclusion. She wanted to fuck!

But nothing could be further from the truth. As soon as he was naked she tossed him a bottle and said, “Do this.”

He examined the bottle. Nair. He looked at her, looked down at his hairy legs, and headed for the shower.

He couldn’t be a woman with hairy legs, could he?”

And that opened the door to cosmetics. Make up.

The next morning he woke up and Nancy was already moving. She had his panties and bra out. She helped him with his corset. She squeezed him into a tight dress with a high collar and no arms.

“Your arms are too big,” she said, feeling them.

“I don’t want to go through a biceps removal.”

She laughed. “You idiot. Hormones will take care of that. But for right now, sit down.”

He sat in her vanity chair and examined himself in the mirror.

He had a feminine, be it short, hair style.

His face, while not strong in the manly sense, with a jutting chin or anything like that, was…soft.

His chin wasn’t strong, his face was oval, and his lips were plump.

Not blubbery plump, just a little thicker than the normal male’s.

Nancy sat on his lap. His dick was taped back, but it was exciting to have her on him, on it, even if he couldn’t poke the stubby, little thing into her.

She picked up a thin bottle from her vanity table, pulled the applicator out and began painting his lips.

“Hey!” he blurted, “That’s hot!”

“Should be. It’s got things like cayenne pepper in it.”

“What’s it for?”

“It’s called lip plumper. Sit still and watch.”

She got off him, grinned, and he watched his reflection. Almost visibly his lips plumped. Now they looked a lot more feminine.

She put lipstick on him.

He stared at his face like it was that of an alien. “I…uh, wow.”

Then sat back on his lap and worked on his eyes, put on mascara and lengthened his eyelashes. Plucked his eyebrows.

“I’ll show you how to put on primer, foundation, and all that stuff. But this is just so I can get a feel for you.”

She rubbed a bit of color on his eyes, and he was stunned. He looked more and more feminine.

Then she got off him. “Have you ever worn nylons?”

“No!”

“Get ready for a thrill.”

She helped him put on panty hose. “I’ve got some garters coming in the mail, but for now we’re making do.”

He stared at himself in the full length mirror.

He realized that he could pass for male or female. It was just a matter of make up.

She kissed him gently on the lips, careful not to mess up his make up, and that was it for the morning.

And all morning, all day, he walked around and felt like a different person.

Hell, he was a different person.

Nancy had thought the medical side of this whole thing was going to be the most difficult. She read horror stories on the net of people who had to see psychiatrists and go through months of interviews and stuff.

In fact, they walked in, the doctor was a woman, and she was amenable right from the get go.

In fact, though she was amenable, she was also a trifle bored.

“I get a lot of people wanting to do this,” she remarked. “Also, the medical authorities have loosened up some of the rules.”

After filling out a couple of questionnaires Joe sat in the doctor’s office.

She gave them a prescription and asked, “Would you like a super booster shot right now?”

Joe wasn’t sure, but Nancy smiled and said, “Of course.”

The doctor produced a syringe and a small bottle.

“This is the latest in hormone therapy. You’ll notice results within a week. The pills will augment, and you’ll be off to the races.”

“How long before he gets boobs?”

“He’ll start changing by next week, you should see small bumps within a month, and—“

“Is there any way to make it happen faster?”

“Breast implants. Or something called ‘vacation boobs.’”

“Vacation boobs?”

“Some doctor out in New York developed the procedure. We inject a solution directly into Joe’s chest. He would walk out of here with boobs. We can make them as big or small as you would like.”

It was telling that the doctor had stopped speaking to Joe and was focusing on Nancy. It was obvious that she had figured out who made the decisions in this family.

“Let’s do the vacation boobs.”

“Okay. I can make them permanent or so they’ll be absorbed by the body after a month or so. Which do you want?”

Nancy controlled herself. This was exciting. This was ‘Femme’s R Us.’ She spoke slowly, thoughtfully, hiding her sexual excitement. “Permanent. When can we do this procedure?”

“I’ll check.”

The doctor had been talking while holding the syringe. Now she blotted Joe’s arm with alcohol and stuck the needle into his biceps.

Joe didn’t like shots, and he felt woozy.

The doctor put a bandage on his arm, and he stiffened up. Then he relaxed. Odd that the thought of a little needle like this would bother him.

A week later he was laying on the table and his eyes were big. The doctor had larger needles, and a couple of gallons of solution.

“This won’t hurt at all, Joe,” she said, smiling.

She made a lot of little marks with a grease pencil, measured injection sites, and Joe was feeling woozy before she even started. When she put the first needle in his pectoral he fainted.

Which was fine, because he missed the other 300 needles.

He woke up and stared down at his chest. It was mountainous!

A nurse was cleaning up and Nancy was sitting in a chair and waiting for him.

“You’ll want to wear a bra from now on,” said the nurse. “Your boobs are going to be quite heavy, and you’ll need the support.”

“Okay,” Joe swung his legs off the table, felt the weight droop on his chest, and quickly folded his arms. Yep. they were heavy, all right.

Nancy and he left the office and headed right for a bra store.

Joe had to get used to his new boobs, and wearing a bra. Every morning he put on his bra, and as the hormone shot took effect he found it easier and easier.

It was easier because his arms actually got a little thinner, and he had just enough flexibility to reach behind himself and fasten the hooks.

Speaking of the hormone shot…Joe did notice the effects within a week. His whole body got weird, felt like it had a flu, but it was just the shifting of fat within his body.

It wasn’t a gargantuan redistribution of fat, it was more of a subtle earthquake. But it opened up the pathways for further redistribution. It was the first snowball in an avalanche.

At the end of two weeks, when Joe received his boobs, his hips were slightly fatter, his waist was shrinking, and the doctor even commented that with the vacation boobs and the hormone shots Joe was going to have the biggest set of ta tas north of Disneyland.

To which Nancy merely smiled and replied. “Oh, goodie.” And thought: A new kind of playground!

Joe was now wearing full make up and dresses all the time. Work had been surprisingly easy. Nancy just called his boss and asked for a week off because Joe was transitioning.

Joe never could have done that, but Nancy was his rock in these changing times.

She was also getting all the sex she could ever want.

She had been a little stand offish, thinking things through, but when Joe got his tits everything changed.

No sooner had they arrived home from the doctor’s office, Joe feeling out his new bra, than Nancy called him into the bedroom. “Joe, get back here.”

Joe followed her into the bedroom. She took her clothes off and lay back on the bed and said, “Don’t get undressed, just make love to me.”

“I can’t get undressed?”

“I don’t want your weenie. I want you. I want a lesbian lover. NPA.

NPA was short for ‘No Poke Attached.’

Joe knelt by the bed and went to work. When Nancy was properly primed, he crawled up on her body, and Nancy had the thrill of a female making love to her.

She fondled Joe’s boob gently, kissed his nipples, and hugged his head between her boobs.

Joe loved it. He even loved the fact that his dick popped the tape off and his peeny poked out.

Poked out, but not in.

Nancy fondled it through his panties, went down on him, but didn’t let him cum.

“Please! Please!” he begged.

“Ha!” she replied.

Shortly after that she was gurgling with pleasure, her eyes rolling back and her toes curling.

Joe sat on the bed afterwards while she stretched and luxuriated in the afterglow of a monstrous cum. “Aren’t I ever going to get to cum?”

She sat up next to him, put an arm around his shoulder and held one of his breasts with one hand. “Honey, why would you want to?”

“Well, uh…I still have nuts, and they are producing semen, and it would be nice to, uh, relieve the pressure.”

“Well,” she yawned and stood up, “Good luck with that.” She chuckled, then walked towards the bathroom.

Joe’s face had fallen.

Nancy turned at the bathroom door and said, “Don’t worry, honey. Suffer for a week or two, and I’ll fix you up.”

Which didn’t reassure Joe. It had been a long time since he had had an orgasm. Though his nuts were small he could feel how full they were.

“Okay,” he whispered.

In spite of his lack of sexual release, Joe was in heaven. His body was shaping up, or down, depending on your viewpoint. His boobs, already artificially big, were getting bigger. His hips were widening. His face was becoming softer, and his lips were plumper, and Joe’s eyes actually seemed to be bigger, and to have more detail.

He loved his female look, and every night he would take the tape off his penis and look down at it and wonder.

Do I need this?

For the first month after his shot his penis had been very excited. He was hard all the time, and he got used to pooching his butt back a little bit to relieve the pressure. But the second month it seemed more…harmless. That was the word for it. Harmless. Not a threat. Not a masculine tool for fucking, but a dangle that just hung there. His erections were now softer, and his cock actually seemed a little smaller.

He sat on the bed and studied it, held it, and considered, Do cocks shrink?

It looked like it had. It had been just over four inches when this all started, but now…now it looked like under four inches.

Nancy walked into the bedroom and saw him sitting on the bed, staring at his penis.

“What’s the matter, babe?”

“What good is a cock?” he asked, raising his head to look at her.

She held her position and considered him. He was beautiful. He warmed her heart. It was one of God’s great mistakes that she hadn’t been born with a cock. She would have loved to show him what good a cock is.

Instead, she just said, “For some people it’s everything.”

He looked back and and murmured, “It disappointed you.And now it’s disappointing me.”

She sat down next to him. “How so?”

“I don’t know. It just hangs there, doesn’t do much. It wasn’t big to start with, and now…” he grunted, and left his disappointment unstated.

She nodded, then, “So, what do you want to do? Do you want to have it removed?”

He shrugged. “I’m scared of needles. My fear of knives is substantially higher.”

Nancy reached out and grasped his peeny.

He gave a little gasp.

“As long as you feel the pleasure… maybe you should keep it.”

In truth, Nancy wanted him to keep his dingus. She knew that altering his body in such a manner, removing the nuts or penis, was going to affect his sex drive, and underneath it all it was his sex drive that kept her in charge.

“I suppose.”

“Do you want to back on hormones?”

“No!” That seemed to surprise him.

“Are you doubting everything because of sexual frustration? Because I don’t let you cum?”

He frowned. “I don’t know. Maybe.”

“So maybe if I could get you off, then maybe you’d be happier, able to handle your situation better.”

“But how could you do that? My pecker is smaller, it’s softer. My nuts are full, but I seem to be lacking in a delivery system.”

She snickered. “A delivery system. That’s good.”

He smiled wanly.

“Okay. I can get you off, but doing so is going to…it’s going to change your attitude.”

He gave a half chuckle. “As if I haven’t changed my attitude already.”

“As if,” she agreed. “Well, come on. Let’s go do a little shopping, get out and about and think about it, and if you want me to get you off tonight I will.”

Now curious, Joe tilted his head.

“Come on.”

Nancy changed her clothes, threw some panties at Joe, and Joe finally started to move.

Nancy drove and Joe sat beside her. It was a beautiful day, and Joe looked out the window and had dour thoughts.

To get rid of his dingus was a big decision. He remembered thinking about that once upon a time, but now things were different.

Nancy pulled into the mall parking lot and found a space. They got out of the car and started walking across the parking lot. They were both wearing heels, and the click, click, click of them seemed to help. At least Joe was smiling when they reached the mall.

But maybe it was just the female pleasure derived from shopping.

They wandered through the stores, and they were aware of men looking at them, checking them out.

“Think they’d still want you if they knew you had a penis?”

Joe laughed. That circumstance, being wanted, was pleasurable, but…impossible.

Even if he had his thing cut off it would still be impossible.

Sure, he could have a vagina built, but…those weren’t really that big a deal.

They were sitting in the food mall, sipping lemonade, when Joe said, “I want to keep it.”

“Okay.”

Nothing more needed to be said.

They finished their lemonade and went looking for shoes.

And dresses and underwear. They stopped at Victoria’s Secret and Nancy whispered, “Do you know what Victoria’s secret is?”

Joe looked at her.

“Victoria is a man!”

Joe’s eyes opened, “Really?”

“No. But that’s what everybody thinks.”

“But what is the secret then?”

“It’s named after Queen Victoria, a time when the body was completely covered and the body was considered the big secret.”

“Hunh!”

They wandered through the store, examining apparel, material, and having a good time.

“My secret is that I love you like this,” said Nancy.

“Like a woman?”

“Yes. Like a sister. Like…like a lesbian.”

“So how are you going to make love to me?”

“That’s for me to know and you to find out.”

Shortly after that they returned home. They had dinner, which Joe prepared, and then washed the dishes afterwards.

Nancy made a couple of drinks and sat on the corner of the counter and watched Joe.

They laughed, they joked, and she called him to her and kissed him on the mouth.

Finally, the dishes done, Nancy said, “Are you ready to have sex?”

“Sure.”

His excitement quotient was ratcheted up, and he followed her out to the front room.

Joe was puzzled. The front room? Sure, they had christened the room when they first moved in, and it wasn’t unheard of to have sex in the big room, but this was getting curiouser and curiouser.

“Have a seat, I’ll be back.”

Joe sat down. He considered himself while he waited. His boobs were very big, very sexy. His body was completely feminized. His hair was long and styled into soft waves that reached his shoulders.

How was Nancy going to fuck him? How was she going to get his dick big and fat, stiff and rigid, able to penetrate her pussy?

Nancy walked into the room. She was carrying a strap on, and she tossed it to Joe.

Joe caught it and looked at it. It was big. Nine inches. With swirly ridges and bumps along the length of the shaft.

“Put it on.”

“Me?” He had had the idea, when seeing it, that she was going to use it on him.

“Yes, you. You didn’t think I was going penetrate you, did you?”

“Well, I sort of thought.”

“Not tonight. Some other night, sure. But I want to break you in tonight. And to break you in properly I need to divest myself of all desire. The best way to do that is to get a good, big cock in my hole. Now put that thing on and come do me.”

Joe did as he was told, and a minute later he was eating, slurping, and her pussy was getting truly wet.

Finally she pulled him up, kissed his wet lips, and told him to do her.

It ranked up there with the oddest things Joe had ever experienced in his life.

He was fucking without a dick. Without, at least, his own dick. And that meant he was balls deep, and didn’t feel a thing.

But Nancy did. She felt every inch of that huge dong. She lay on the couch and he penetrated her and she grabbed the cushions and felt him drive into her.

“Oh, God!” she groaned as he split her in two. “You’re black, you’re a monster, I can feel all of you opening me up.”

For the first time Joe realized how much he had been missing, how much his wife had missed, by having a small penis.

The look in her eyes. The way she arched and tilted her hips. It was like she forgot who he was and just wanted him to bang her.

Always, before, she had watched him, been aware of him, had not lost herself in the frantic banging of sex.

But now…now…

She cried out and held onto him. She scratched his back and bit his shoulder, and every mark she gave him made him feel more like a man.

A fake man…but a man.

Then she was done. She lay under him, peaceful for the moment, and shoved him away. “Give me a minute,” she asked.

He pulled out, sat up next to her, and wondered what she was going to do.

A half hour later, all rested, Nancy entered the room and she was carrying towels and a couple of pillows. She placed the towels on the coffee table, then the pillows. “Hop onto the table. Elbows on one pillow, knees on the other.”

Puzzled, Joe did as she asked. He was in a dress and his butt was elevated. His breasts hung to the table.

Nancy moved to a position on the couch and began feeling his breasts.

Joe moaned.

“Nice, eh?”

He nodded.

She moved a hand back to his ass and began rubbing his cheeks. “It’s about to get nicer.”

“Okay,” he gulped, feeling the heat rising within.

She pulled down his panties and lifted the dress.

“You see, I could simply fuck you. I could put on a strap on and screw you, and there are times when I’ll do that. One cannot underestimate the value of a fuck.”

“Okay,” Joe’s voice sounded ragged.

“However, there are times I won’t feel like fucking, or getting fucked, and on those times I’ll simply drain you.”

“Drain me?”

“I’ll tickle your prostate until the cum seeps out of you. You won’t get a big orgasm, but you’ll feel good, and, most important, the pressure will be off. You won’t be moping about, whining about your sex organs. You’ll know that when it gets too bad i can always do this to you.”

Joe was frozen. Her hands were massaging him, his tits, his ass, and he felt so good. Yet, what was this ‘draining’ thing?

Nancy produced a small tool. It looked like a butt plug, but it was curved and had a little knob on the end.

“What’s that?”

“This, my fine, feathered hubby, is a prostate massager.”

He gulped involuntarily. The odd thing was this whole thing was turning him on.

Nancy put the tool into a jar of lube and moved it around. When she pulled it out a big glob of the slick stuff was stuck to the knob end.

She moved behind him and said, “Spread your cheeks.”

Joe reached behind and gripped his cheeks and pulled them apart.

Nancy put the tool to his brown button, worked it around, and pushed it in.

Joe jerked, and his mouth opened. He felt the thing sink into him, then he felt Nancy turn it, move it, and position it so it was pointed down towards his pecker.

She began to work it, moving it gently up and down. He felt the knob moving over something inside him.

“I think I’ve got it,” murmured Nancy. “First time, too.”

Joe felt like peeing. He controlled the sensation, pulled his muscles tight. His voice sounded a little strangled as he deal with the sensation of having a full asshole. “Take it out.”

“Why?”

“I’ve got to pee.”

“That what the towels are for.”

Joe looked back between his legs. Under the folds of his dress he could see a little bowl. It was the kind of bowl you put cereal in. He wondered what the fuck she was doing, then he let go. He pissed, but it wasn’t pee that came out.

A long strand of silvery slime reached to the bowl, then little clumps of sperm went down the line.

He felt golden.

Not blasted like a cum orgasm, just…a soft, golden feeling inundating him. And the more the stuff came out of him the better he felt.

“That’s it, honey. Let it all go.”

Joe did. He sagged, almost collapsed, his muscles went slack.

Then the stream stopped. Nancy reached between his knees and took the cereal bowl. She put it aside, then she stroked his little weenie. Then she sucked it, and the feeling was so warm, so loving, so wonderful.

She let go of him, helped him off the table and onto the couch.

He sat there, not exactly exhausted, but emptied. Drained.

He marveled. “So now I’m drained.”

“You are, honey. And you’ll experience a bit of relief, but only for a day. By tomorrow you’ll be all horny again.”

“But then you can do this to me again?” He sounded so hopeful.

Nancy shook her head. “No way, honey. I’ll do this to you maybe once a month, if you’re a good boy. If you behave yourself. The rest of the time you’re going to be horny.”

“But, can’t you—“

She interrupted him. “No, Joe. Now you’re a woman. I’ll screw you every once in a while, but I won’t care if you’ve cum.”

“You’ll live a life serving me. Making sure I’m happy. I’ll cum a lot, but you? No. You’ve got dishes to do.”

With that Nancy slapped him on the ass and sauntered out of the room.

END
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The Feminization Games

CHAPTER ONE

It started with a simple game. Baseball. Rockwell City Park. Boys against girls. A break from our normal mixed league games.

The guys were terrific. They slow pitched, gave us extra strikes, and even gave us pointers on how to play baseball. And we liked how they looked in their jerseys.

And we girls were appreciative. We know the guys are stronger, they play a lot of sports, do weight lifting and like to wrestle around. We didn’t expect to win the game.

But there we were, score tied at 12 each, and the guys had just struck out.

Oh, we laughed and giggled, and teased them, but gently. They had put aside their usual drive for us wives, and everybody was drinking beer, and a couple of couples were in the dug out making out.

Bottom, of the 9th. Georgina was up, a tall red head who needed to choke up on the bat.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and…CRACK! She hit a good one. Her first hit of the game, and she took off like a rabbit. Good at first.

The guys tossed the ball around, made teasing remarks, but were kind.

To tell the truth, we all knew each other, and the guys didn’t care about competing, they were quite happy to go along and get along. There was no point in ramping up their testosterone and squashing us.

Leslie was up.

Swing and…CRACK!

Foul ball. But she was a good athlete, her hubby was pitching and he gave her a good next pitch and…CRACK! The ball sailed into right field.

Georgina made it to third, and Leslie was perched on first, a big grin on her sexy face.

And little old I strode out to the plate.

Oh, the guys gave me catcalls, and I blew them kisses and told them I was going to hit it out of the park. We all laughed, and I tapped the far side of the plate with the end of my bat and got ready.

I watched the first pitch sail over the plate. I thought it was high, but they called a strike, so I got ready again and…

“Lois can’t hit anything!”

Strike.

I stepped out of the batter’s box and stared at my husband.

Jim is a nice guy, I love him, but the tone of his voice was not right.

Even the other guys on his team looked at him. Bob, over on first base, lightly yelled, “Easy, Jim. It’s just a game.”

Wrong thing to say to Jim. To him everything is do or die. He did sports in school, almost went pro, played on the company team, and his testosteroney drive pushed him to be vice president of his company.

“Ah, fuck you guys,” he said in disgust.

I realized then that Jim had had a few too many beers. He was not normally like this. He just had too much to drink.

A couple of the guys looked down, a little embarrassed by his words.

“Come on,” he yelled. “Strike her out. Next pitch.”

Now, I’m a pretty good player, but Jim had me rattled. He’s my husband. He’s supposed to have my back. He’s not supposed to insult me in a mean fashion…and I don’t care how much he’s had to drink.

That said, I struck out. My bat whistled, I turned half around, and I was out.

But the game was basically over.

“Let’s call it a tie,” Bob called out as he walked in. “I’ve got to get to work early tomorrow.”

Jim didn’t like that, nor that a few of the guys agreed with Bob. “Come on. We’ve got this game in the bag.”

But everybody gathered up their stuff, chatted a bit, and started drifting out to the cars.

“Damn,” muttered Jim, and then he did the unthinkable. “You caused this.”

I stared at him, about to start talking the talk, but Bob stepped in. “Come on, Jim. Take it easy.”

“Easy for you to say.”

“The girls did good, we did bad, time to let it go.”

Well, Jim grumbled, turned around to pick up a spare ball, and I blurted: “You’re a bush leaguer.”

I meant his temper, but it came out wrong, and he felt personally challenged.

A couple of the girls came up and tried to calm me down, but I had had it. Jim’s a great guy, but he had gotten my goat, and my goat was feeling a bit peevish.

He straightened up and stared at me. “What?”

A rude ‘what?’ An insolent ‘what?’

I said, “Let’s have a real contest.”

Suddenly I had everybody’s interest. Hey, the guys like to compete. And the girls were naturally curious…so what did I have in mind?”

“What kind of a contest,” he asked suspiciously.

“Three games. You choose one, we choose one, and we coin toss for the third one. Chooser chooses the rules.”

The guys looked at each other, and I could hear their testosterone click to the ‘on’ position. There is nothing a guy likes better than a real game. And I was giving them a serious challenge.

“So if we choose wrestling, you’ll wrestle us.”

“Yep. We choose our girl and you choose your guy. And If I say you have to play baseball in high heels, then that’s what you have to do.”

The guys started mealy mouthing at that. They didn’t want to play in girly clothes.

But the girls liked the idea. And I knew they would. I had already given us one big advantage, and the guys didn’t know what it was. Here was another one, and it was bigger than the guys thought.

So after a few minutes of them protesting about having to wear heels, I made it happen.

“You guys are embarrassed, but I can fix that.”

“You can make it so we won’t be embarrassed by wearing girl shoes?” That was Bob. Even sweet tempered Bob was feeling the heat.

“You bet. “Charlene will put an ad in the paper. Guys against girls, all in heels, gate proceeds to charity. We can even play winner’s choice of charity.”

Now the guys looked thoughtful. They rubbed their chins, they scratched their balls.

Only Jim was suspicious. My guy knew me a little too well, and he knew I had an ace up my sleeve. But he was the only one.

Bob: “Hey guys, that’s not bad. Everybody laughs, we can sell a little beer at the game, maybe even drink a little, and…and yeah. I’m in.”

Tom said, “So are you choosing baseball, in heels?”

I nodded.

“And are you really willing to go with wrestling?”

“Yes,” I said.

The other gals on my team, all except Janice, who had a quirky smile on her face, all chorused “No!”

I quickly called a huddle. I whispered a couple of sentences, saw some grins, and then they all began looking at Janice, and then nodding their heads.

We stood up and faced the men.

“Yes,” I said confidently.

Hubby, dear Jim, couldn’t believe it. He must have thought we had lost our senses, for he stood there and shook his grinning head.

Bob: “So we’re going to do baseball and wrestling. You sure you girls don’t want to pick a girl’s sport? Ballet or something?”

We girls were smiling, and I asked. “Are you giving us the third choice?”

The guys looked at one another. Jim, bless him, helped my case. “Hell, give it to them. We’ve got them beat ten ways from go already.”

So the guys shrugged it off, and kissed their chances of winning away.

“So what is your choice for the third competition?”

Now, truth, I hadn’t thought that far ahead. I didn’t show the guys that, though, I simply turned to the girls and called for a huddle.

We went and sat in one of the dug outs and started throwing ideas around. I knew we were going to win the wrestling, and I knew we had a better than even chance with the baseball game. My skulduggery was paying off, but I wanted a third win. I didn’t want to take any chances.

Ping pong was offered, basketball in heels, and finally, we agreed on a simple foot race. At first we were going to insist on heels, but having heels twice seemed a little unfair. Then Georgina had a good idea: “Make ‘em wear pencil skirts.”

We all giggled, and our choice was decided.

I was afraid the guys wouldn’t go for pencil skirts, but when we presented the idea to them they just shrugged. I guess now that they had accepted baseball in heels, a simply foot race in skirts wasn’t much. Of course, they didn’t really know what pencil skirts were.

Then Bob, his turn to be blessed, asked, “So what are we really playing for? I mean besides charity?”

I spoke up quickly. “If you guys win, two out of three, then we gals will buy you beer, cook your ribs, and wait on you hand and foot for five football games.”

“Oh, yeah!” Their eyes lit up, and a couple of them even patted Jim on the back.

“But… if we girls win…you guys have to take us to five girly movies. Five chick flicks, complete with nice dinners and wine.”

They raised their eyebrows, it seemed too reasonable, and they were about to say yes when I added, “And I get Jim for a week.”

Everybody looked a bit curious then.

I said, “For one week I am going to dress him up, make him into a woman, and even have my way with him.”

“Whoo!”

“Wow!”

Catcalls and quick quips.

Then the guys went after Jim.

“Come on, Jim. You started this.”

“Hey, we aren’t going to lose, what are you worried about.”

And when Jim still hemmed and hawed, one lone voice said the magic word. “Chicken.”

Man, Jim turned red, his fists got tight. He looked around and couldn’t help himself.

“Okay!” The cheers started up, and that helped him relax, but I tell ya, my hubby was one pissed puppy for a second. Deep down, he knew I was a conniver. He knew I had something planned. He didn’t know what, and maybe if he did he wouldn’t have allowed himself to respond so easily. But he didn’t, and I did, and zingo bingo, there went my good old hubby’s manly life. Heh heh.


CHAPTER TWO

“Lois, I can’t believe you did that!”

“What?” I asked sweetly.

“Embarrassed me like that.”

We were at home, getting ready for bed, and I had decided to be nice and pleasant, but he was pushing my buttons. “You started it with that ‘she can’t hit,’ crack!”

“Yeah, but that’s just baseball. That’s the kind of thing we say in baseball.”

“Yeah, but you said it meanly.”

He grumped at that, but he didn’t complain too hard. He’s a hard charger, but when the truth hits him in the face he usually goes with it.

So we calmed down, he popped into bed and laid back, folded his arms behind his bed and thought.

I was plucking my eyebrows and getting ready to take off my make up.

“You really think you can beat us?”

“I wouldn’t have made the bet if I didn’t.”

He smiled. “You don’t stand a chance.”

“Okay,” I acknowledged.

He frowned. He didn’t like the way he won that little mini-argument. “You’re going to outwrestle me?”

“We’ll find somebody on our team. You find somebody on yours.”

“Heck, Bob was a wrestler in high school.”

“High school is long ago.”

He smiled. “Okay.” Turned my own strategy back on me.

Then: “And you think you can beat us at baseball? We’ve all played our whole lives. You gals are a recent addition, you just started playing a year ago, when the mixed league started up.

“Well,” I said, figuring out how much to give him. “I guess you do have an advantage. But it’s for charity, and we’ll do our best.”

There. That did it. He was happy now. And, suddenly, I had a thought. That thought was mean and devious, and so filled with love it was impossible for the average male to comprehend.

Guys, let’s face it, think with their lower heads, they aren’t good at sneaky, conniving strategies.

So I suddenly stopped taking my make up off. I scrubbed my face, then put a little make up back on. I hadn’t done my eyes yet, so I added fresh lipstick, pinched my cheeks for blush, then stood up, stripped off my night gown and turned around.

“You make me so fucking hot.”

He blinked and stared at me.

I grabbed my breasts, a handful, I am well endowed, and squeezed them in his direction. “I need a real man. Are you …’up’… for the task?”

Oh, men are easy.

The bed spread at his groin began to lump. He began to breath harder and became flushed.

“Well, are you going to ravage me? Take me like I need to be taken? I’m so damned wet I really need it.”

“Well, uh…yeah. I think I can, uh, help you out.”

So I advanced on him, and he threw the covers back.

“Whoa! Big guy! I don’t know if I can handle that monster!”

Jim always was a horny bastard, and he grinned as I grabbed his meat and started rubbing.

“Baby,” he said lustfully.

I gobbled his knob. I swallowed his shaft. I played with his balls.

“Oh…fuck!” he grunted. “You better hurry up if you want any.”

But I had better ideas than temporarily sating my carnal hungers. “MmmmMMMmmm,” I moaned, working him harder.

He realized then that I was giving him the works. I wasn’t worried about my own satisfaction. He laid back and thrust his hips up a little.

Up and down his shaft I worked my lips. I slobbered on him as I deep throated him. And I started giving his red balls little slaps. Slap, slap, and he jerked upward, and that caused him to get even hornier.

“Baby…I’m…gonna…AHHH!”

White semen spurted up, like a little volcano. I swallowed, and let some of the sperm seep out of my red mouth. It dripped all over his cock and I kept pumping and sucking.

“Oh, baby,” he groaned. “You’re so fucking good!”

I stopped, licked up the overflow, then smiled up at him. “You’re right. I shouldn’t have gotten so upset. So I’ll make it up to you. I’ll do this to you every night until game day.”

“Wow!”

“But remember our second bet. Beyond the charity stuff.”

He grinned, a satisfied, happy camper. “Not to worry, my word is my bond.”

But I knew what he was thinking. ‘No way those bitches are going to outdo us guys!’

I kept my grin on the inside, and went back to removing my make up.

Boy, was I going to get my revenge.

The next day I met with some of the girls and we discussed our plans. We were in, of all places, a high school malt shop. We were ruining our figures with milkshakes and loving it.

“Can we do it in one week?” I asked, sipping some of my strawberry shake.

“Why so soon?” asked Georgina.

“I don’t want the guys to have a chance to practice in high heels.”

Leslie snickered. “Tim laughed when I asked him to try on heels. He really thinks there’s nothing to it, that he can put on a pair of spikes and run a race.”

We all smiled cheerfully.

“What about Janice? Can she really beat…who’s she gonna wrestle?”

Jim said Bob used to wrestle in high school, so probably Bob, unless they have a sleeper.”

“Like us,” chortled Georgina. Then she grew serious, “And you’re sure Janice can do the job?”

“Nobody knows this, she’s been away for a while, and she doesn’t usually like to talk about it, especially to guys, but she trained for MMA. Even had a couple of bouts. She used to—get this—train with guys all the time. And she won as much as she lost, and this is against professionally trained MMA fighters.

There were grins when I finished. Nothing like a little confidence to help us along.

“What about the foot race?”

“Who are our fastest runners?”

So we went over our roster. Georgina got the nod, and then Leslie, she was always a quick, little thing, and then we threw around ideas for the third girl. They ended up choosing me.

“I don’t know,” I objected. “Jim might get pissy, and if his blood gets up, and this goes for most of the guys, they try harder.

“Well, then we just have to keep them calm, cool and collected until race day,” suggested Leslie, and that fit perfectly into what I was about to say.

“Did you know that boxers are not allowed to have sex for a week before a match?”

The girls looked at me blankly.

“It saps their energy. It’s like after sex, they just roll over and feel lazy. Could you imagine what a week of hot, wild, energy sapping sex would do to our guys?”

Man, the grins hit me then.

“Well, then,” crowed Leslie, “I started sapping Tin last night.”

We all giggled.

“This is going to fun,” interjected Georgina, “and you know what?”

We all looked at her.

“We might even win.”

We all traded looks of delight. Yes, we had a chance.

“Girl power!” I said, putting my hand in the center of us. Quickly, the others stacked their hands on mine and chirped, “Girl power!”

Then, plans all made, we all giggled and finished our shakes.

That night Jim wanted to put on some high heels. So I got out a two inch heel, a real comfy one, and let him slide his foot in it.

He grinned. “This ain’t nothing.”

And, here’s the odd thing, even though it was only a two inch heel, it was girly, and it made me horny.

Sure, I hadn’t cum the night before, but…there was something about seeing my guy in a low heel that turned me on. And thinking about a real high heel, I started to get real turned on.

“So when are we going to get me some heels so I can practice running?”

Oh, Lordy, did I hold the mirth in. He thought he was going to hop into a pair of heels and start running. He didn’t understand that there is a curve, a big curve, to wearing a real pair of spikes. That’s something that women know, but men have no clue about.

“Oh, we can pick something up this week end,” I returned nonchalantly.

Then I told him how big he was, and how I needed a little loving, was he up for the task?

He had just cum the night before, and he was usually a three times a week man, which meant a day of rest, but I wasn't going to give him any rest.

“Well, I don’t know,” he said, “After all, we just did it last night.”

“Yeah, but it was you that did it. I didn’t even get my feet wet.”

“Yeah, but—“

We were in the kitchen, me standing at the sink finishing a dish, he was next to me, leaning his butt against the counter. I reached over and grabbed his cock.

“Uh!” he grunted.
I gripped that puppy right through his shorts, then I knelt down and reached up one of the legs. I snagged his pole and began to work it.

“Hey…uh…”

I undid his zipper, and pulled his cock out. He stopped protesting and started sighing.

I munched on that ding dong like it was a ding dong, with a white, creamy filling.

In truth, I thought I was going to have to lay back and spread, which I wouldn’t have minded, but I wanted to get him off with my hands and mouth, save my pussy for the heavy lifting later in the week.

As I bobbed on his dick I felt his legs give a quiver, always a good sign. I held his balls and gave them little squeezes. I reached up, snuck my hand under his tee, and played with his nipples.

Jim always like having his nipples played with. But, as I said, he’s always been a horny bastard, and he liked anything I could have done. Heck, I could have told him a toe was an erogenous zone and he would have started getting horny in his toes.

So I played, and sucked, and gobbled, and squeezed his balls rhythmically. He grabbed my head and fucked my face, which I usually didn’t like, but I was fine with it now that I was enacting my plan.

And he started to lurch a bit, to buck his hips.

I pulled back. He was in the mood now, so I pulled back and let his desire build.

I kept working him as I chewed on his lips.

He was moaning now, and I knew he was close. The heck with this day of rest thing.

“Can you cum right now? Big guy?”

He thrust his hips, drove his man meat into the circle of my fingers.

“Uh…uh….maybe…maybe…”

I redoubled my efforts. I dropped to my knees again and mouthed him. I pulled up his shaft with my lips. I even reached around and rimmed his asshole with my finger. And that was what did it.

Sometimes I wonder if Jim wants a little anal. Wants to feel like a woman, take it like a woman, because when I touch his asshole he shoots like a rocket, which he did right then and there.

“AH…AHHHH…AH!”

Rope after rope shot down my throat, and I happily guzzled it. I don’t always like swallowing, but these were special times.

My special times would come when he lost the games and I had him for a week.

Tuesday, and Charlene managed to get our game announcement into the local paper.

WAR OF THE SEXES

The guys and gals of the town’s mixed baseball league have finally tossed down the gauntlet. Playing as equals was apparently not good enough for our knuckleballers and bat swingers. On Saturday, 10:00 in the AM, the guys  will take on the girls, but there is a catch.

To offset any physical advantage our glorious guys have grudgingly agreed to play the game in…get this…HIGH HEELS!

In addition, there will be a special pencil skirt foot race, and a wrestling match.

That’s right, sports fans, one girl will take on one guy in a special grudge wrestling match, and the girls are appearing pretty darned confident.

So, will the guys dominate? Or will the gals pull the ultimate upset? Get your tickets now…proceeds will go to the Wounded Warrior Project.

I read the press release with satisfaction, and the phone rang. It was Charlene.

“Lois, guess what?”

“What?”

“The papers only been out for two hours, and the phones are off the hook with ticket orders.”

“Oh my gosh!” I blurted, and that’s when it hit me…this was going to be big.

It wasn’t going to be a 20 or 30 fans sitting in the stands and ignoring us while they drank beer…it was going to be a sold out, whomper stomper of a sports event.

Sure, it was just a couple of hours, and a few phone calls, but…I knew it! Bobby Riggs and Billie Jean…people are hungry for this sort of thing. There has always been a little bit of competition between the races.

On the surface it was just a friendly give and take between the loving two sides of the species.

Under the surface, and this was some place people don’t usually go, it was do or die, get tough and grit the teeth, give no quarter, our side can beat your side you dirty…mofos!

Probably best that this depth was usually not reached. After all, we are the same race, be it with dicks or tits, but somehow this game, and I felt it when Charlene called me and told me of the ticket sales, had reached the depths.

After we finished talking I sat at my desk, I work for a small finance company downtown, and thought about it.

Oddly, my first thoughts were about how maybe I had started something I shouldn’t have.

Then Georgina called, all excited because Charlene had called her.

Then Leslie called, and I got it.

It was game on.

It was root hog or die.

And it was going to be fun.

Heck, if enough people showed up we were going to buy a house for a Wounded Warrior. And I knew it was going to fill up.

Then my boss walked in. Annette is a grey haired matron with a great body and smiling lips. And the meanest, wickedest sense of humor I have ever seen.

“What’s the grin for, Lois?”

So I told her about game and the ticket sales, and she said, “You know, I bet I could get a couple of corporate sponsors.

My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”

“Good cause. Let me make a few phone calls, but…”

“Yes?”

“Do you mind if I put a couple of signs on the field? A little advertising for us?”

“No problemo, Santa!”

She laughed, then she grew serious, “But there’s more to this than a simple game, isn’t there.”

We talked for a while then, about the differences between men and women, and how sometimes those differences are glorious, and sometimes they are a pain in the ass, and, I swear, I didn’t say anything…but she guessed it.

“You’ve got a side bet with your husband, don’t you?”

My stone face told her she was right and her face lit up.

“Come on, girl friend, tell me the good news.”

“Okay,” I begrudged, actually a little happy to tell the tale. “If the gals win I get to dress Jim for a week.”

“Oh, Lordy,” she breathed, her eyes getting all excited. “And he works for a realty, doesn’t he?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, here’s how it’s going to go down…” and she sat down and helped me flesh out plans for Jim’s comeuppance, and a nefarious sub plot that rocked my mind.

When we were done, all happy and giggly, she said, “Now it’s just up to you to win.”

I nodded.

“Then, girlfriend, you’d better win.”

And she was serious. And I felt a deep degree of seriosity come over me. And I knew she was right. And my competitive nature, in that moment, really rose up.

This has been the first two chapters from

The Feminization Games!
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Read it on kindle or paperback
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