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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

I know, the title of this issue of stories is sorta out there.

When I came up with it I imagined a rogue family of inbreds kidnapping men and hanging them from the rafters so they could forcefully feminize them.

Of course, feminization with a chain saw…that’s what’s out there.

Feminization is an act of love. Of sharing identity and gender.

The title presents an exciting fantasy, but feminization is rarely that brutal.

Oh, it can be, but I never feminize a man who hasn’t made the choice.

That said, happy chain saws and…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


I Feminized a Convict!

Changed from a man into a woman!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Let the punishment fit the crime, eh?

That’s what our justice system is supposed to be about.

But what if it isn’t?

What if OJ was guilty?

What if Trump didn’t collude with Russia?

What if some poor, helpless Schmuck is actually innocent?

That’s what this story is about.

CAUTION! This story does get a little gnarly, so be warned before you read.

And, of course…STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Getting out of prison was the worst day in his life.

One would not think so…for getting out of prison means freedom! A chance to roam the world and do what you want to do.

And that was his mindset when he walked through the gates. He was free at last. He was going to get to live! For the first time in six years!

Lance Perkins was five foot five, 140 pounds, and his face was smooth and youthful. In spite of six years in the Big House he had kept a certain innocence to his look.

Perhaps that was because he was innocent.

Passing through the gates he nodded to the guard, a grizzled, fat, fifty year old SOB, Chuck, called Upchuck by the inmates.

Upchuck glared at him, pasted a sneer on his face and said, “Get the fuck out, con.”

Larry said nothing. He was wearing his cheap jeans, tee and sweat shirt. He wore sneakers and had $176 bucks in his pocket.

The DOC (Department of Corrections) had taken $24 to pay for his release clothes.

He walked up a quarter mile paved road to the highway.

There was little traffic, and he didn’t think anybody would want to pick up an ex-con.

He walked along the edge of the road, wondering what the day would bring. There was a town 15 miles up the road, but what kind of town he didn’t know.

$176 wasn’t enough to get a motel room. He would have to sleep under trees and hope it didn’t rain. He could eat for a week. Longer if he bought cans and cooked them himself.

Maybe he could find a job. Just a temporary thing until he could earn enough money to get back to his hometown.

Would he still have friends there? After six years in prison?

He knew there were a lot of people that didn’t believe he had robbed that convenience store. But people who believed in him weren’t good witnesses compared to two citizens who identified him in the line up, swore he was the one.

Luckily, the clerk had survived the pistol whipping, or he would have faced murder. But the clerk hadn’t really gotten a good look at his assailant, and so couldn’t clear him.

To the right was a barbed wire fence, and beyond that cows grazed happily.

On the other side of the road was a field of broccoli or Brussel sprouts or something. Mexicans were bent over doing something. Weeding the rows maybe.

Up the road—

EEEE!

A van skidded to a stop next to him. The door opened and a slender figure in black sweats aimed a pistol at him.

“Get in.”

“But I…I…”

He looked to the sides, moving forward slowly, judging his chances to dive to the side, roll, run, hide in a ditch.

Not much of a chance at all.

He came closer to the van.

“Hurry up.”

The figure in the doorway backed into the shadows until only the gun could be seen. No chance of jumping the gun man when he got into the van.

“Come on.”

He put his hands on the side of the doorway and prepared to step into the van.

A blonde woman appeared at the back corner of the van. She pointed a gun at him.

He moved into the back of the van. He heard the phhft! Felt a needle sticking inches back, right around his right kidney, then the shock hit.

He sprawled on the floor of the van, his arms outflank, his face bruised on the floor, his back arched and his body shaking violently.

The driver’s door slammed as the blonde got in.

Larry couldn’t think. His brain felt like a peanut in a can, rattling…rattling.

His flesh felt like every inch had been stung by bees at the same time.

He was dimly aware of spasming and smashing his body up and down on the floorboards.

Then the horrible sensations went away and he lay, paralyzed, and couldn’t do anything when they put hand cuffs on his wrists, behind his back, and tapped his ankles together.

As he recovered he couldn’t stop shaking, and his brain was filled with terror and anxiety.

The van was now moving, and the person who had tasered him was sitting on the floor, back to the passenger seat, and watching him.

There were two other people in the van, the driver and a passenger.

Minutes passed, and Lance tried to speak. “Mmmph!”

That was when he realized he had tape over his mouth. They had put duct tape over his mouth while he was out of it.

He looked at the person who had tased him, who still held the stun gun at the ready, as if he could break his bonds, leap up and over power three people.

It was a woman! As his eyes became used to the shadowy interior of the van he saw that she had a female body under the dark sweats. She had breasts, big ones, and they showed when she twisted in place to say something to the person driving.

When the driver turned to answer, Lance could tell that she was a woman, too!

The long hair coming down the back, out from under the stocking cap.

What about the passenger?

When she turned Lance could see that she was a woman, too.

But…why?

Why had three women kidnapped him? He had been in jail for six years! He hadn’t had any interaction with anybody on the outside! He didn’t know anybody who he could have offended, who would be mad at him!

The van was an older model and it made a lot of noise. Whatever the three women were talking about he couldn’t make it out.

He lay back and looked at the ceiling of the van and counted the miles.

What he thought were miles.

When you are in a dark van all you can do is count sixty seconds and hope it approximated a mile.

They drove for two hours, as best as Lance could approximate.

The surface of the road changed from highway to what felt like a two lane black top, then a series of squiggly motions, bumps, and a slight upward trend.

It felt like they were sliding through ruts, and maybe even some muddy ruts, then around a turn, up a steeper hill, and onto a gravel surface.

Lance listened to the tires, so close to his head.

So they were a hundred miles or so from the prison, and off road, maybe even off grid.

The van stopped. The engine pinged. Doors opened and the three women stepped out.

For a moment Lance had a glimpse of a farm. Fences, fields, a portion of a big barn, then the side door was slid shut again.

Voices, muffled through the wall of the van, and he knew the women were talking, and probably about him. He could make out a few words, a phrase here and there.

“Got him.” He heard that.

Mumble, mumble, then: “Rather shoot…” Shoot what? Him?

He was stiff and sore, and a fresh wave of panic set in. Why would anybody shoot him? He had served his time! Time which he didn’t even deserve!

Mumble… “Eat some…”

Then the sound of feet walking away, crunching the gravel, three sets of feet. He thought.

He lay, trussed and in pain, and tried to think.

It had been a couple of hours since they had shocked him, but his mind still felt like it was whirling in a blender.

Three women.

Kidnapped him.

Why?

Why?

An hour later Lance was feeling faint. Not being able to move, he had a headache from the stun gun, and he was thirsty.

The door slid back and light flooded into the van.

He blinked and jerked back. He tried to see the world, but the light was too much after his lengthy rest in the van.

One of the women reached in and ran a line around the chain on his cuffs. She pulled it tight, stepped out of the van and yelled. “Go for it!”

The line was stretched into the barn, which the van had parked next to. It went over a pulley, then back to where a cable took over the duties.

The line tightened and he was jerked around and dragged out of the van.

A winch! He was being winched!

He was dragged across the gravel, and endured a whole new set of pains. Little pebbles digging into his flesh. He would have screamed but he still had the tape on his mouth.

Into the barn, and the surface smoothed out, became packed earth.

His arms were being stretched and it felt like they were going to come out of the sockets.

He caught a glimpse of the woman working a switch for the winch. There was another woman in the barn, under the pole to which the pulley was attached. The third woman walked alongside him.

He grunted and tried to yell, but all tat came out was mumbled gobbledegook. Then he reached the area under the pulley and was lifted to his feet. Then into the air.

He groaned, and tears came from his eyes as his own weight dragged on his arm sockets.

“Okay!”

Then: “Back off a bit.”

He was lowered and tried to get his bound feet under him.

“Okay!”

The winch stopped.

Lance tried to stand, but his legs wouldn't work.

The woman who had walked him back took a knife out of a scabbard and looked at him. “I’d love to just gut you.”

But she simply cut the tape on his ankles.

He did a slow, awkward dance, his feet flattened on the surface of the floor, and he was finally on his own feet.

“Let me go!” he tried to say, but it came out, “Lemmmeeooo!”

The women gathered around him. He was half leaning, half twisting, but he managed to hold himself still and get a glimpse at his captors.

A blonde and two brunettes. They wore close fitting pearl snap shirts, tight jeans, and were very good looking.

The blonde was a Marilyn Monroe look alike, with her cropped blonde hair and her red lipstick. The other two were fresh faced beauties. They would have looked at home in the Miss America Pageant. If they had categories for kidnappers.

“Lemmmeeooo!” he tried again.

“So this is the big, bad criminal. How do you feel rapist?”

Rapist? What rapist? He was supposed to be a small time stick up man! And he wasn’t really even that!

His eyes were wide and he shook his head in confusion.

“Six years you been in prison, and you thought we’d forget.”

Now he knew, it was a case of mistaken identity!

“But it was our sister you raped and killed. And now we’re going to see how you like it.”

Lance tried to yell through the doc tape, but nothing intelligible came out.

I’m innocent! You want Gary Swanson! He spent 12 years for murder and rape! And he was getting out the same day as me!

But all that came out was gibberish. Nonsense.

“Our sister,” corrected the other brunette. “And we loved her with all our souls. And you ended her life!”

Lance shook his head and tried to scream.

“Not so brave now, is he,” commented the blonde.

“He’s a coward.”

“Filth.”

Then one of the woman kicked him.

The world turned white and he was sure she had ruptured him. He wanted to curl into the fetal position, but all he could do was dangle.

“You beat her, and now we’re going to beat you.”

“We’re going to do to you what you did to Linzie.”

Dazed, ready to pass out, Lance shook his head, his eyes begged, but it as no use.

When they were done with him they walked out of the barn and closed the doors, and he was left dangling.

Lance had been released from prison at one in the afternoon.

He had been picked up by the three women around one thirty.

Two hours to the ranch, or farm, or whatever it was, then an hour before his beating…he figured it was about four, maybe four thirty, give or take.

It was the beginning of winter, a harsh time to be let out of prison. No crops to harvest and few jobs to be had.

In the barn it was cold. The sun’s warmth disappeared and the chill set in.

Lance heard the flutter of wings.

A barn owl? Catching mice?

A bat?

That was a rightening thought. Bats are the kind of creatures that always bring up thoughts of blood sucking.

He heard something on the floor, moving over the hard pack and disturbing a bit of straw.

A mouse?

Where was the barn owl?

His arms felt like they were going to break right off.

He thought about John McCaine, war prisoner turned senator, tortured so much he couldn’t’ raise his arms above his shoulders.

He fantasized himself, tortured, an object so piteous that the people elected him to congress.

He would take that.

He would take almost anything over the excruciating pain living in his shoulders.

Pitch darkness. He thought he could see a flicker of light through  a crack between the boards of the barn, but he wasn’t sure.

And everything was so silent. The outside world muffled by barn walls and distance.

Except, every once in a while thought he could hear music. Some old sixties stuff. Maybe Credence Clearwater Revival.

He tried to move, to relieve the pain eating his body up. But he couldn’t move enough.

The hours passed, slow ticks of the cosmic clock.

He realized, somewhere along the line, that he was hallucinating. Eyes in their nipples. An old Jim Morrison song.

He tried to sing, but the pain was too much. He couldn’t remember lyrics over the pain.

Some eternity later he perceived grayness.

Gray through the spaces between boards, around the big doors he had been dragged through. How long ago was that? Years? Decades? Millenia?

Dawn.

“Wakey wakey! Eggs and Bakey!”

He had been sleeping, but with open eyes. The world had been grey, then he began perceiving it, the light coming through the opening doors.

He tried to speak, but nothing came out. He was strangling for lack of moisture. He needed water.

The three women stood in front of him. They wore flannel shirts now, two blue and one red. It was colder than pearl snaps, he guessed, his mind doing swan dives.

“He looks pretty bad.”

“Hey, Gary. How you doing?”

He shook his head, tried to croak, but just hung there.

“I think he needs water.”

“Probably. Ask me if I care.”

“None of us care, but we need him alive if we’re going to fix him.”

“Dead or alive,” quipped the blonde. “What a choice.”

The brunettes snickered.

“Okay, how we going to do this?”

“Just the way we planned. Let’s get him down.”

They loosened the winch and Lance lay on the ground.

“Come on, tough guy. Up on your feet.”

“Yeah. We have a lot to do.”

Lance couldn’t move for some minutes. They kicked him a few times, then realized what they were up against.

The blonde trotted outside to a trough and came back in with a dipper of water.

One of the brunettes ripped the due tape off his mouth.

Lance tried to talk, but his voice simply wouldn't work. It was so dry it felt like it had beg cracks running up and down inside his throat.

The blonde poured water into his mouth.

He let the water seep down his throat, and slowly, slowly, he swallowed and the feeling of cracks in the throat subsided.

He gasped out “Not…Gary…”

Before he could finish his sentence the due tape was back in place.

“That ought to do him.”

I’m not Gary Swanson! he tried to yell through he dug tape.

Nothing but gargle sounds came out and the girls ignored him.

“He’s going to be a lot thirstier by the time we finish with him,” laughed one of the brunettes. The other two girls grinned.

“Okay, let’s get him inside.”

They grabbed his handcuffs and hauled him to his feet. “Let’s go, tough guy.”

They pushed him ahead of themselves, and when he tried to turn, to protest his innocence, they just pushed him harder.

Across the gravel yard. While the place was in good shape, no boards or shingles were missing off the house or barn, and the fences all seemed intact, the gravel on the drive was fair mushed into the hard pack.

He went up the steps to the porch and stood, his chest heaving, it was difficult to breath through just his nose.

“Open the door.”

One of them opened the door and he was shoved into the house.

Through a comfortable living room with a lived on couch and western style chairs.

Down a hall and into a bedroom. Except it wasn’t bedroom.

It was an operating theater!

It had a platform for the patient to lie on, a couple of machines that give out the beeping sounds. An open closet revealed IV bags. on a dresser was an array of surgical tools.

He tried to turn, but was punched hard, and near folded up.

He fell to the ground and tried to kick.

“Enough of this.”

ZZZZT!

Lance saw the world turn white again. His spine felt like it was going to make a u turn. Everything was going askew and his mind felt like it was a pin cushion with ten penny nails in it.

Then…some indeterminate time later…he was on the operating table.

Tied down.

And the operation began.

Operations usually last a couple of hours. If there needs to be more work, the operations are separated into separate operations over weeks and months. So it was with the operations suffered by Lance.

He awoke and had little idea as to how much time had passed. He just stared at the ceiling and lay there and didn’t even have much in the way of thoughts.

The women moved around him, and the blonde entered his view. She put a spoon in his mouth and he found himself eating broth. Later that day they fed him some sort of cinnamon flavored mush.

He couldn’t’ move, and when he tried to talk the blonde hushed him. she touched his throat.

“We’ve shaved your Adam’s apple. You’ll have a higher pitched, more feminine voice now. If you try talking now, while it’s healing, you might destroy your ability to have any voice at all.

He moved his head slightly, and he could feel the bulky bandage on his throat.

“You have to be very careful eating. We’ve got you on an IV, but you have to eat something or your digestive tract will degrade.”

He didn’t understand, and tears came to his eyes.

The women took turns sitting with him. Eight hour shifts, and at night one of them slept in the same room in a little fold a bed. He was never out from under their observation.

And they, possibly out of sheer boredom, possibly because they wanted him to understand what they were doing to him, told him things.

The blonde was Shirley. The two brunettes were Lana and Shiela.

They freely admitted: “We really wanted to kill you, but we’re not that kind of people. We don’t want to kill anybody, Gary. Or rape them.”

I’m not Gary, he thought at them.

A week later he was able to talk, but only in a whisper, and in a very high pitched voice. He was now a soprano. And that was when they took him in for another operation.

He awoke with breasts. Big breasts. But it was more extensive than just breasts.

“We used liposuction, Gary. We harvested your fat and injected it into your boobs. There’s no danger of your body rejecting the fat, and those boobs are there for the duration.”

Larry could feel the differences in his body. They had taken the fat from his belly and given him breasts, hips, and even sculptured his face a bit.

That operation took a while to recover from. His body was sore, and they showed him his new face. It was swollen and he had black spots, big bruises, including black eyes, and he could see that his cheeks were going to be more feminine.

He had a reduced Adam’s apple, an altered voice, a changed body, and big boobs. But they were only started.

Every day Shirley came in and injected him with a solution.

He looked at the syringe and tried to nod questioningly.

She smiled. “These are hormones. Very strong. Estrogen, delivered like this will be much more effective. All of the little things that we have done for you will be enhanced by this little chemical. Isn’t it wonderful?”

They fed him some solid food. They took turns, depending on who was on what shift, and spooned vegetables and bits of fruit into his mouth.

If he tried to talk they simply taped his mouth shut and came back later to feed him, when he was more ‘amenable.’

And he discovered that his lips had been botoxed. They were big and plump. He could feel that just by licking his lips.

“You like your new look?” asked Lana, feeding him spoonfuls of plain mush, not even a dollop of honey to make it palatable.

He shook his head, small tears forming at the corners of his eyes.

She just chuckled.

He tried to refuse food at one point, but they just shrugged, and kept him on the IV and told him that if he didn’t eat he eventually wouldn’t be able to eat, that he would have all sorts of intestinal problems.

“We want you healthy, Gary,” explained Shiela.

Not Gary! he sobbed.

“We want you to live a life of frustration. Death would be too easy for you.”

And another spoonful of mush down the gullet.

Christmas arrived, and the girls exchanged gifts. They gave each other things like purses and necklaces and cute cards with adorable kitty cats on them.

They gave Larry lingerie, laid the articles of underwear onto his body and giggled.

“You look wonderful in panties, Gary.”

“That bra is you!”

“We’re going to do your hair starting in the new year. And you’re going to learn about make up. Won’t that be wonderful?”

Not Gary! he thought, but not with so much force. It was useless protesting, after all.

Christmas dinner the house filled with the smell of turkey and giblets, apple and pumpkin pie, and it was warm and happy. For the girls.

They gave him just enough that he wanted more, and laughed at the distraught look in his eyes.

During this time he thought about how cruel people could be.

They thought he was a murderer and a rapist. He wasn’t, and that meant that a real murderer and rapist was out there.

And what they were doing to him—it totally proved the old adage that ‘the female is the more vicious of the species.’

Was the world really this cruel?

In that ranch house, at that moment, he thought it was, and he wondered if he wanted to live in a world that bad.

But the urge to survive is something that can’t be turned off.

Oh, some people manage to take their lives, but it is a struggle, and they have to overcome themselves, and even then they aren’t always successful.

The day after New Year’s Eve, the girls had spent the night drinking and howling to the moon, they reduced his restraints.

He was secured by chains that were attached to the walls. He could move around, and he could even use his hands.

Of course there was nothing for him to use his hands on.

But it was a degree of freedom after three months confined to a bed.

He stood up and looked at himself. The girls had put a mirror on the wall facing him and he saw what they had done.

He was stunned.

His face was smaller, more oval. The cheekbones were higher, the chin narrower.

The hormones they were injecting him with were working.

His shoulders seemed narrower, but maybe that was because his upper body had shrunk, and the new slenderness was emphasized by very large breasts.

His waist was tiny, and that was when he realized that they had actually removed his lower ribs. It felt so weird.

His ass was round. A real tush. And he knew that he would be swaying when he walked.

When he walked.

He was standing up now, and he could move around a little, maybe three feet in any direction.

But were they going to let him walk out of there?

After what they had done to him?

That morning the girls walked into the room. Shirley was carrying a little case, Lana was holding a handful of the lingerie he had been gifted with, and Shiela was holding clothes.

They arranged three chairs in front of him and smiled at him.

“Okay, Gary. Your transition is almost complete. We just need to give you a few lessons on how to dress, how to act, things like that.

He shook his head.

“Since this is going to be an education, and your participation is necessary, we’re going to take the tape off your mouth. Isn’t that wonderful?”

“But if you scream at us, or insult us in any way, the tape goes back on, and that won’t be good.”

Shiela commented, “You’re going to have to live as a woman now, and it would behoove you to learn, and learn quickly.”

“So, do we have your word that you will not scream, yell, or otherwise abuse us with your pretty, little mouth?”

Larry nodded.

For the first time in over three months the tape was removed and he was allowed to talk.

He had motion in his hands now, and he rubbed his mouth and tried to bring more feeling into it.

The girls watched hm. They were grinning brightly, truly enjoying this moment.

Larry opened his mouth and squeaked—they had given him a very high pitched bimbo voice—and shut up, horror in his eyes.

The girls all laughed hysterically.

“Did you see his face?”

“Oh, my God!”

“That was priceless!”

Tears rolled down his cheeks.

“Aw, look. Little baby girl is crying.”

More laughter.

Larry made himself talk, and he said, “My name is Larry Perkins.”

The girls giggled.

“Yeah, right,” mocked Shiela. “And mine is Hillary Clinton.”

“I was in jail for armed robbery, which I didn’t commit.”

The girls were having a hard time listening, they were too busy laughing at his ridiculously high voice.

Larry stood and raged within. But he was confined by the chains, and he was too weak, anyway. The long diet of estrogen and motionlessness and lack of exercise had robbed him of muscle mass and male strength.

He didn’t struggle or make a move towards them. He just said, “I didn’t even commit the robbery. I was convicted on the words of two women who claimed they had seen me, but they hadn’t. Whoever the real robber was…he’s still free and laughing at me.”

The girls were still laughing, but their laughter was less now. Now they were just snickering and enjoying his protests.

“Well, Gary, we expected this, so we brought proof.”

“Huh? What proof? My name is Larry! How can you prove it isn’t?”

Shirley bent and opened the little case she had brought in. It was a make up case, but jammed into the top of the case was a Manila folder.

Larry blinked. He had seen such folders before. but—

“This is a copy of your prison record. Here is your picture.”

She opened the folder and showed him the first page. A picture of him was in the upper corner.”

“You were arrested with a beard, so we made sure we got a prison picture of you without the beard. Is this not you?”

“Yes, but…” he was terribly confused, so confused his head hurt. He was reading the accompanying writing.

“And can you read the name for us?”

He did. Gary Swanson.

“But…this is wrong!”

“Of course it is. It’s your picture, with your real name, and Larry Perkins is one of your fellow convicts.”

“How convenient,” observed Lana. “You get out on the same day, and he looks a bit like you, and you try to convince us you’re somebody else. Nice try, Gary.”

“Nice try, Mr. Rape Man.” snapped Shiela, “But not good enough.”

“No, we know who you are, and now we’re going to complete your punishment. We’re going to teach you how to be a woman, fix you all up, then drop you off in some seedy part of the city.”

“A part where you have to give blow jobs to survive.”

“Or maybe worse.”

Big tears fell from his eyes, and Larry felt all hope evaporate.

He whispered in a tiny but impossibly high voice: “I’m not Gary.”

But the girls weren’t having it.


Part Two

Larry was learning to be a girl.

Oddly, something was happening with his three kidnappers.

He learned how to style his hair. How and when to use hair spray, how to use curlers. What to do when things like rain happened to his hair.

Shiela was helping him one day, and he noticed that she had a strange look in her eyes.

He was brushing up against his neck, flipping his hair into a bubble. Shiela was explaining about Dorothy Hamel and how she popularized the cut.

Larry worked to master the technique, and noticed Shiela just watching him.

But not watching him as he did hair, but watching him with a thoughtful look on her face.

He was also learning how to do nails. He prepared his nails, sanded, pushed the cuticle back, then trimmed some fakes so they would fit properly.

Doing fingernails was a wonderful time to just get things out of your mind.

Shirley was watching him, offering advice, be it in a caustic manner.

He ignored her harsh voice and concentrated on doing the thing right.

And noticed she wasn’t speaking to him.

He looked up and she looked away, actually appeared nervous. Her flustered look made him wonder: what was she thinking about?

Lana was helping him with make up. She helped him pluck his eyebrows and create curving arches that were pretty darned sexy. She was inches away from him, breathing on him, and he was aware of her face, her breath, her large breasts so close to his hands.

He didn’t move, but she suddenly backed away.

“What are you thinking of?” she accused.

He shook his head. “Nothing. It’s just…this female stuff is intimate. I’m not used to that.”

“So raping people isn’t intimate?”

He stared at her, then just looked away. Ignored her and looked into the mirror.

“We’re going to be letting you go.”

Larry nodded. He expected it. What he didn’t expect was the looks of concern on their faces.

He should have. After all, they had ‘raised him’ as a girl. As odd as it sounds, especially considering the situation, they were his ‘mothers.’

They had taught him how to dress, how to wear lingerie, how to put on make up…everything.

They had taught him how to speak, how to walk and sit and conduct himself.

Now it looked like they were having second thoughts.

Larry wasn’t having second thoughts. He wanted to leave. He didn’t know what kind of a life he was going to have, but at least he would be in charge of it.

He would have to see doctors and find out which of the procedures they had done to him could be undone.

Should he call he cops?

He should.

But he was done with the prison system.

He had been framed and thrown in jail. For him the idea of law and order didn’t work.

And he didn’t like the idea of trying to get ‘justice’ through the legal system.

No. He would just go on his way.

“When is this great event going to happen.”

“We’ll release you, and you can get used to walking around and keeping yourself girly. When we’re satisfied…you can leave.”

“Just like that. Walk down the road.”

“How am I supposed to survive.”

“That’s up to you.”

“You’ve stolen my life.”

Two of the girls kept straight faces, Lana muttered, “And you stole our sister’s. What we’ve done to you…at least you’re alive.”

Larry wanted to come back on that. Say something like, ‘Thanks for nothing.’

But he had developed a kind of discipline. He simply sighed and watched them.

That morning, Shirley holding a shot gun, they unlocked him. Then they backed out of the room.

He was free to move for the first time in five months. He rubbed his wrists, which were sore from the handcuffs.

He rubbed his ankles. He lay down on the bed, for the first time without chains holding him there.

He looked at himself in the mirror.

He was a pretty woman. No, a beautiful woman. He had a large chest, a butt big enough to twerk, and he knew make up and nails and hair care and all the things that go along with being a woman.

Worst of all, his penis was small and shrunken and just dangled.

Oddly, his reduced manhood didn’t bother him so much as the fact that he was always horny. Always frustrated.

Just because his dick was limp didn’t mean that his testicles, though reduced in size, didn’t produce semen.

In fact, his small balls always felt full and sensitive.

Whenever he walked his balls shifted between his thighs, and the head of his penis rubbed, and…he was horny.

Limp, but horny.

And he was not going to be able to masturbate, or have a woman, or…or anything.

He stood up, studied his curvaceous self, then walked out of the room.

The girls were sitting at the far end of the room, in the nook that was a dining room. They were heads close together and they were whispering.

They stopped whispering when he entered the room. They just stared at him.

He barely gave them a glance. He walked out to the porch, stood for a long moment, then sat on the steps.

The morning was bright, the air crisp, a good morning.

Larry stared at the hills in the distance, a hawk circling high above. He noted how the clouds were drifting.

The door behind him opened and Shirley came out, stood against the column at the side of the porch.

He looked up at her, then ignore her.

She waited a minute, then sat down on the steps next to him, but a couple of feet apart from him.

He said, “Do you have anything besides high heels? I want to walk around the property.”

“You’re not going to leave?”

“I’d like to, but not until you let me.”

“No,” she said.

He sighed, then turned to her. “What if I really was Larry Perkins? What if I’m not Gary Swanson?”

“We’ve got the proof. I don’t think I’ll engage in your little fantasies.”

“You only hear what you want to hear.”

She stared at him.

He stood up and walked across the gravel driveway.

It was awkward. He wasn’t used to high heels, and his ankles kept trying to twist. He stopped at a fence and stared across a hundred feet of pasture to some woods. He could see two deer…no three, four. A family.

That was something he would never have.

He wouldn’t have sex again, and he wouldn’t have a family. No rug rats to crawl on him and call him daddy. No loving wife.

And he thought about what the future held for him.

Work as a woman. Not many good paying jobs.

Would he have to give blow jobs to make a living?

Huh. He didn’t want to think about that.

He’d never bought one, and he didn’t feel like selling one.

Maybe he could work as a secretary, maybe get a job as a paralegal or something. Of course he would need a bit of schooling for that.

And then there was the problem of establishing himself as a transgender person.

He would have to get a license, choose a name, tell prospective employers why he had changed his name and what sex he really was.

It was not going to be a fun row to hoe.

But…what else was there?

Standing at the fence, staring into the distance, he suddenly noted the deer bounding away. But he totally missed the shadowy figure hiding in the brush.

That night the girls ate dinner. They actually invited him to sit with them, but he refused.

They might have had a look of concern in their eyes, might even be feeling a bit guilty about what they’d done, but he didn’t want much to do with them.

He ate in his room. He sat on his bed and manipulated his silverware with his long, red nails.

Oddly, he was getting used to being a woman. He was used to his body, and all the things the girls had taught him…sitting and being girly, just doing things like his hair and his nails, it was very satisfying.

And he realized that being frustrated was making him adhere to girl-ism in a manner he had not expected.

He sighed

He finished his meal, picked up his plate and headed for the kitchen.

The kitchen. Prepare meals, do the dishes, be a woman.

Funny, he had never pictured himself as a housewife, but now he was doing—

“Hello, ladies.”

Larry spun around to the sound of the new voice. It was gruff, manly, and…vaguely familiar.

Shirley, Lana and Shiela were frozen at the dining room table. They were staring at the door, where Gary Swanson stood, a gun in his hand.

“Who are you?” blurted Shirley.

“I’m your daddy, bitch. Now, stay where you are. And you, by the sink, move into the dining room and sit down.”

Carefully, very aware of the gun in the intruder’s hand, Larry moved to the dining table and sat down.

The girls were scared, but he was curious. He knew that voice. And that face…it was familiar. He tried to imagine it without the beard.

“Well, well, well.” The bearded man, he looked scruffy and dirty, moved across the room. He glanced down the hallway, but didn’t walk down it. “I’ve been watching you, girls. And what are four beautiful babes doing all alone out here in the wilderness?”

“This is our house! What are you doing here!”

“I’ve just come to visit. I‘ll be leaving in a while, but not before we’ve had our fun.”

“What fun?”

“What fun? Oh, I forgot, you don’t know me. So why don’t you just sit there and I’ll tell you a story. You, sink girl, go get me that bottle of whiskey on top of the fridge. Get me a couple of Cokes, too.”

Larry moved like molasses on a winter night. He moved into the kitchen and got the bourbon and Coke.

“A glass and ice, too, bitch.”

Gary had kicked a club chair around and pulled a TV tray to his side.

Larry placed the whiskey and Coke down on the tray. He considered trying to jump Gary, but knew he didn’t have a chance. Not yet.

He returned to the kitchen, then brought a glass with ice to the TV tray.

“Sit down, good looking.”

And Larry had it. He knew who it was. Take away the beard, there was a similarity…it was Gary Swanson! In prison for murder and rape, but got out early because he was well behaved.

So well behaved that he was now home invading, and threatening, three girls.

Oh, crap, Larry thought. Four girls!

As these revelations shot through Larry’s mind he sat down at the table. The girls were staring with wide eyes.

Gary poured a half a glass of bourbon. Then he managed to pop the top with one hand and one finger, and poured in the Coke. He lifted the glass, swirled it, and took a slug.

“Oh, fuck! Yes. Woo!”

His eyes were bright and he stared at the girls as the whiskey worked through him.

“If you leave now we won’t call the police.”

Gary laughed. Then grew serious. “Shut up.” Then he smiled. He was a real up and down personality.

“You were going to tell us a story,” Larry spoke in a low voice, but Gary still snickered at the high pitch.

“Man, you are a real baby bitch, aren’t you.”

He sipped again, held the gun on his knee, loosely pointed at them.

“Yes, the story. I suppose I should. It’s a doozy of a story, and you girls will love it. It starts before I went to prison.”

Three girls in took air and stared, and listened to the story.

Gary Swanson had the typical life of a criminal.

His father was a drunk, his mother made ends meet by offering her body to men at a bar.

Eventually they got in a fight, his mother was killed, his father sent to prison, and Gary went to the orphanage.

The orphanage was a filthy place where the priests mistreated the boys and Gary was broken in, proved uncontrollable, and was treated to the belt regularly.

Gary was released from that hellhole when he was eighteen, and he quickly turned to criminal activity.

Muggings turned to burglaries turned to strong arm robberies.

Turned to rape.

It was during this period that he came across a lovely named Sandra.

Gary indulged in his favorite pastime, then went on his merry way.

He didn’t count on the girl having three sisters, and that he would eventually be identified.

Murder and rape don’t necessarily pay the bills, and Gary decided to pick up a little pocket money by robbing a convenience story, and that’s where the story gets interesting.

“Hands up!”Gary burst into the convenience store. “Give me all your money! Everything! Now!”

Two old ladies stood to one side, staring at him and shivering. Fucking old biddies wore thick glasses and probably couldn’t see for shit. He ignored them.

The clerk opened the register and put money in a bag.

“Under the tray, stupid.”

The clerk lifted the tray and scooped out the twenties and fifties. He put them into the bag, then handed the bag across the counter.

Gary reached for the bag, and the clerk made his move. He flung a can of Coke that was sitting on the counter at Gary.

Gary avoided it easily, then slapped the clerk on the side of the head with his gun. The clerk went down like a sack full of manure.

Then Gary backed out of the store, wagging the gun and screaming threats. He got away with a couple of hundred dollars.

A day later he shaved his beard so he wouldn't be recognized. He should have shot those old biddies, but…shoulda woulda coulda.

He read in the newspapers that some schmuck had been arrested for the convenience store. That caused him a great laugh. Some idiot goes out to get the milk and ends up serving six years for a crime that he had committed! Could life get much better?

It didn’t get better, it got worse, for Gary was arrested and charged with murder and rape.

And convicted.

Twenty years to life.

Over the years he received death threats from three women.

They claimed the woman he killed had been their sister, and they wanted revenge.

Gary didn’t even bother telling the warden about the letters. Hell, he was in prison, nobody could touch him there. Besides, he sort of liked getting the letters.

Stupid bitches!

So he went away to prison. And guess what, surprise of surprises…the schmuck who had been arrested for the convenience store robbery was in the same prison!

He thought about meeting the guy, telling him the truth, but he settled for just inspecting the guy at a distance. They look sort of alike.

Then, one day, a con by the name of Butch approached him. Butch worked in the admin office, and he had an interesting tale to tell.

Three women were requesting his records.

Three women. And Gary didn’t have to guess who they were.

Grinning, he asked Butch for a favor.

“Hey, man, can you swap pictures for me? Take the picture out of Larry Perkins’ jacket and swap it with mine?

And so the stage was set.

The California penal system is truly messed up. Governor Newsome got in office and decided to release all these poor, convicted criminals who had been so unfairly put in jail.

Larry was scheduled for release, and had done his time with good behavior.

Gary got out with less than one third of his twenty year sentence served, and with very bad behavior.

And, the kicker…they got out on the same day.

Gary reached the gates a few minutes after Larry. When he went through the gates he could actually see Larry turning onto the highway.

He hurried up the long drive, hoping to catch up, to have a partner, or just to bop him on the head and take his release money.

He arrived at the highway and Larry was still far ahead of him.

Gary wasn’t in good shape, so he just followed along. It was a few miles to town, and he figured he would catch up to Larry in a while.

He knew who Larry was. He knew he was the dope who had been arrested for his crime, and he truly appreciated the irony here.

He was a bit surprised when he saw, a quarter mile ahead of him, a black van pull up next to Larry. The door slid open and Larry slowly advanced towards the van.

Gary started to run. Fuck! If that dope had a ride, then Gary wanted a ride, too!

He saw the blonde get out of the driver’s door and run around to the back. She pointed a pistol at Larry, and Gary slowed down.

What the fuck?

Larry got into the van, the woman went back to the driver’s door, and the van pulled away.

Larry had been kidnapped. There went Gary’s plan to steal Larry’s release money. Which pissed him off. Which made him curious.

Gary had the license number of the van. He had a good description. More important, he had addresses on the letters sent to him in prison.

Standing on that lonely highway, pissed because he couldn’t bop Larry on the head and steal his money, Gary suddenly started to grin.

And grin.

Gary sat in the club chair and grinned at his captive audience.

“So I knew where to find you. I spent a couple of months hiking, doing a little home invasion for extra money, and made my way up here. imagine my surprise when I find out that sweet cakes over there is the dope I framed, who I arranged for you girls to take by swapping his picture with mine. Can you imagine? That could be me sitting in that dress over there. You dumb bunnies!”

And he laughed and laughed.

Shirley, Lana and Shiela stared at Larry, and they were stunned. Shocked. Aghast.

They had kidnapped and transformed an innocent man!

And he had told them he was innocent, and they hadn’t believed him.

They had, instead, abused him. Maimed him.

They were guilty of far more heinous crimes than he.

“Oh, God. We’re sorry,” Shirley blurted.

Gary laughed even harder. This whole thing was funnier than a barrel full of monkeys trying to fuck a barrel full of leopards!

“What have we done?” whispered Lana.

“How can we make up for it?” Shiela begged.

Larry didn’t pay them any attention. He was more concerned with Gary.

Gary was the dangerous one. Gary was a proven murderer.

Gary’s laugh dwindled to chuckles and solitary guffaws.

“Hey, Larry, have these bitches screwed you, yet? They threatened to butt fuck me, have they done you?”

Larry just sat, head lowered, trying to figure a way out of this mess.

The girls asked for his forgiveness.

He said, “Let’s rob a bank.”

The girls stared at him.

Gary cocked his head.

“I’m not going to get a fair shake. I need a couple of quick scores, then I can leave the country.”

“You can’t be serious,” Shirley said in a low tone.

The expressions on Lana’s and Shiela’s faces were shocked.

“We were wrong, but…”

“He’s just as bad as Gary!”

“What do you know about robbing banks?” Gary scoffed.

“I can pass for a woman. Nobody will suspect. I can get inside, maybe even through the door to the back. Ask to see a deposit box or something. You hit ‘em through the front and I’ll already be in the back, my gun out and ready.”

Gary blinked. Laughed. Blinked again.

“Damn. Damned if you don’t give me ideas.”

“There had to be a reason you framed me. This is it. My life sucked anyway. Nobody would give me a good job. Bitches don’t treat me right.”

Gary straightened up in the club chair. The gun was still loosely pointed. How do I know you’re for real?”

And here it was…here it came…the make or break point. “I’ll seal the deal by giving you a blow job.”

Gary’s eyes went wider. This fucker was for real!

“Ew!” one of the girls made a sound of disgust.

“Come on, Gary. I’ll prove myself right now, then we can have fun with these bitches, and go score some real cash. We can even use this place for a hidey hole between jobs.”

Gary stood up.

Was he convinced? Maybe, maybe not. But he was interested in getting a blow job.

And, having been in prison, he liked his blow jobs to come from men.

Getting sucked off by a man made him feel more powerful. He would definitely be in control.

He unzipped his pants and his stiff cock came out.

He held the gun with one hand and said, “Okay. Prove it.”

Larry didn’t want to suck a man. Under the female clothes he was still, at least for a while, a man.

But he wanted to die less.

He stepped over to Gary and squatted.

The three girls watched with open mouths.

Larry had tried to convince them, and then he turns out to really be innocent, but…he’s still a degraded man.

“Oh, yeah,” Gary stuck his tongue out the corner of his mouth.

Larry stared at the snake and felt like he was going to vomit. Take another man’s penis in his mouth. He couldn’t. He…had to.

He opened his mouth and began to move it on the shaft.

Gary groaned, watched girls, held the pistol, and his knees grew weak as Larry pleasured him.

The only sound in the room was the suck and gurgle of Larry’s mouth. For a long minute Larry sucked, and he remembered what he liked in a blow job. He massaged Gary’s testicles. He even reached up and tickled Gary’s brown hole. He used his tongue under the glans.

No sound, but everybody knew when Gary was about to cum. He started grunting, he held the back of Larry’s head, and…

Larry felt the streams of sperm shoot down his throat.

Gary’s knees buckled, and Larry shot up. His teeth scraped the underside of Gary’s dick, then the top of his head banged into Gary’s chin.

Teeth cracked and pieces of teeth filled Gary’s mouth. It was so violent, so efficient, that Gary was unconscious and flew back, dropping the gun and laying on his back.

Out cold.


Epilogue

The police had come and gone, Gary in their custody.

Larry sat in the club chair that Gary had sat in. He wasn’t holding a weapon, but his eyes were watching the three women, who were sitting together on the couch.

“We are sorry.”

“If only we had believed you.”

“What can we do to make up for it?”

Larry sighed.

He had hated these girls at one point, but now he didn’t care.

Revenge is for idiots. He just wanted to get on with his life.

It would be a lot easier if he had some people on his side.

“I’d like some help. I’m going to do correspondence courses, see if I can become a paralegal.”

“You can live here.”

“We’ll pay your tuition.”

“And I’d like to know whether my erections are gone for good.”

The girls glanced at one another, then Shirley spoke. “The shots we gave you are good for a year. A year from now you should get function back in your penis.”

“Well, that’s something,” Larry looked resigned, but there was a glimmer of hope in his eyes.

“And…there’s other things we can do. To help you, I mean.”

“Like what?” He tilted his head, slightly curious.

“Well,” Shiela had the floor, “You’re feeling frustrated all the time. You have the urge, but not the tool, and the feelings are almost too much to stand.”

“You’re right about that,” Larry responded.

“We read about that, we planned it, and…there is one way to take care of those feelings. Until your cock comes back, of course.”

“Of course,” Larry spoke dryly. “So what did you have in mind?”

“Anal sex,” blurted Shirley.

Larry blinked.

“It’s really fun! We do it all the time! And we know exactly what to do to relieve your feelings. You’ll even get drained of a bit of semen, and…you’ll feel better.

“You’ll even have orgasms. And they can be better than normal orgasms.”

Larry looked at the three girls. Talk about stunned. Yet…they were serious.

“So you zap me, kidnap me, change me into a girl, and now you want to butt fuck me to make it all better.”

The three girls nodded their heads together.

“We’re sorry, Larry. We really mean it, and we’ll do anything to make up for it.”

“Larry, we’ll spend the whole year until your cock comes back to life helping you.”

“Waiting on you.”

“Pleasuring you.”

The girls spoke one after another, rapid-fire, and they were quite serious.

“Let me think about this,” Larry finally said. “Can one of you get me a drink?”

The three girls almost fought for the right to get him a good, old bourbon and Coke.

END
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Part One

“What’s this?” asked Joe, scratching his head.

Fed Ex was driving down the street and Joe had opened the door to find a small, cube like package on the stoop.

He bent down and picked up the box. It was about six or seven inches to a side, regular cardboard with some packing tape to secure the flap.

He walked back into the house and headed for the bathroom. Not to be crude, but he had to go, and he carried the package with him.

Sighing in relief, he lowered his pants and plopped down on the toilet. Listening to his tinkle in the bowl, he turned the package over.

Joe Black. His address. And a return address.

Jane Black. His address.

What the fuck? His wife had sent him this?

He smiled.

She was out of town on business. Going to be gone for a month. And it was only the second so that meant 29 more days.

God, did he miss her.

And so did his weenie.

He was used to getting it regular, and now he was getting nothing.

Of course, there was always his hand. It would take about three days—tomorrow, to be exact—before he would be desperate enough to resort to Madam Palm and her five daughters.

So what did his wife send him?

He grunted and began to lighten the load. He dug a finger under the tape and dug up a flap, then he started pulling.

Another grunt, another splash, and he had the tape off.

Another grunt and he had the flaps open.

There were a few pieces of bubble wrap, which he promptly popped the bubbles on, then…a velvet pouch.

His brow lowered and tilted his head slightly.

The pouch was purple with a yellow cord to keep the mouth of the sack closed.

He loosened the cord and opened up the sack.

What the…?

He took out a metal ring, turned it this way and that, just a ring with a hole in the top and a change at the bottom.

He placed the ring on the counter and dug into he pouch again.

He took out little pieces of plastic. Little spacers. Then a small lock,  the keys to the lock, but the big object in the bag, and it wasn’t that big, was stuck in the bottom of the bag.

He manipulated the sides of the bag, dug his fingers in, and pulled out…a plastic penis?

His mouth opened.

He grunted and plopped.

And turned the plastic peter around and examined it from all angles.

No. it wasn’t a peter, like a dildo or something, it was just a little tube shaped like a pecker. Now what could his wife—then he got it.

She had sent him one of this chastity things. A chastity tube.

It was supposed to go over the dong, then you lock it up, and…who in hell would do something like that?

Who, in their right mind, would lock their cock away where they couldn’t use it?

Somebody had to have landed their plane in nutsville.

He lined the pieces of the thing on the counter, let loose with a final grunt, then cleaned himself off.

He was grinning. Surely Jane couldn’t be serious! She knew how horny he got. She knew he wouldn't do something like that.

That was for perverts!

He had placed the box on the floor and he bent to pick it up and place it on the counter, to put all the pieces in it, when he saw a flash of white in the bottom of the box.

He reached in and pried up a piece of paper. He unfolded it and read,

Honey

I want you to think of me.

Try this on,

if it’s comfortable,

leave it on.

You’ll be thinking of me every day.

Joe chuckled. As if.

All clean, he walked back into the kitchen and tossed the box with the tube in it on the table.

Maybe he’d try it on the day before his wife got home. Maybe.

Now laughing, he went to the cupboard and got out the good whiskey. Whistlepig, ten years old.

He didn’t drink it a lot because it was a hundred bucks a bottle. But having dodged the chastity bullet, he felt entitled.

He took down a round glass and rattled some ice cubes into it. He splashed the whiskey over the cubes, then did the unthinkable. He ruined the whole thing with Coke.

Well, that was okay. People liked their whiskey the way they liked it, and that’s the way it goes.

He sipped a big glug, headed for the computer room and smiled at the box on the table.

Sitting down in his swivel chair, he powered up the computer and went searching.

He always did this when his wife was away. He never admitted to it, but he loved to surf porn.

He would look for search engines, type in weird stuff, and see what came up.

He liked to type in Dominatrix and peruse the results. Women who swung whips, ruined orgasms, and wore strap ons.

He would, every once in a while, type in something like Ladyboys, and see what came up. It was always amazing to him that these slender boys had such huge dongs.

And he would put in other things and generally avail himself of the glories of the net.

This evening he typed in big titted grandmothers, and one of his favorites came up. Sally D’Angelo. She wasn’t bad looking for a granny, and she had humungous boobs, and he absolutely loved her red lips.

He could just imagine putting his penis in her delicious mouth and…he sighed, and sipped, and lost himself in fantasies.

A half hour later he went back out to the kitchen and passed the box on the table.

Hunh! And he grinned. Stupid box. Didn’t his wife know that he needed total access to his dingus?

He made another drink, more Whistlepig, and headed back to the computer.

For a couple of hours he gazed upon tons and acres of pulchritude. He stroked himself, and thought about the morrow. He was horny enough now, but he really wanted to give it at least three days before he masturbated.

That extra day of getting horny really made it for him. He would squirt harder, squirt more, and…three days, yeah!

He scrolled through pages of porn stars.

Mila, with her innocent but wise face. Always happy to share her youthful charms.

He found an orgasm fest with Brandy. She must have squirted seven times, and was begging for more.

A little sojourn through the Kink site, and he decided just one more drink.

He headed for the kitchen, passed the box, and made himself a drink.

Yum.

And stared at the box.

No way he was going to get that thing on his cock now.

He looked down.

Actually, the booze, and the long time he had spent hard, he was starting to get soft.

That happened. Three or four hours of porn and his cock sometimes laid down.

Couldn’t blame the good fellow, it just happened.

He picked up the box and looked in it. The pieces of the chastity device looked back at him.

He chuckled, and headed for the computer room, and this time he was carrying the box.

He placed the box on his desk and ignored it.

More porn. More.

Shalina’s nipples. Oh, man.

Richelle’s slick, red lips. Oh, Lord.

And Holly. He really liked her husky voice and her awesome boobs.

He looked at the chastity thing.

Holly groaning huskily in the background, he laid the pieces of the chastity tube on the desk and stared at them.

The tube would fit there, with spacers, and his balls would come out there. It looked pretty fool proof.

Silly wife. Thinking she could trap him.

He had kicked off his pants and removed his shirt hours ago, and now he placed the tube over his shaft.

Son of a bitch if it didn’t fit!

He took it off, then placed the ring around his whole package.

Hunh. Didn’t feel too bad.

Felt sort of kinky, actually.

He tossed the pieces of the thing back onto the desk and went back to surfing porn.

He happened across ‘castration,’ and that was sort of scary.

Now drunk, he sat back and sighed.

And looked at the tube.

He bent forward and examined the thing.

He had the keys. No big deal. He could just open the thing if he didn’t like it.

He fit the ring around his cock and balls, then the tube to his dingus. He put the pieces together and ran the padlock through the little circle.

There, he was in it. It felt weird, but cool.

But he still wasn’t ready to lock it up.

But what would Jane say when she called and asked him about it?

And she would call.

He would have to hem and haw, and then explain that the little thing was too scary.

Ha!

Him scared?

And he had the keys.

Closed the padlock.

Click.

He was locked up. No way out.

He stood up and down at himself.

It was snug, that was for sure.

And his penis was starting to react. Funny, he had been limp, but now that he couldn’t get erect, he was trying to get erect.

He chuckled, and went for a walk.

The thing swayed between his legs, and his penis tried to get hard, and tried and tried.

That was sort of cool, sort of added an extra horniness factor to the whole thing.

He pulled on his pants and shirt and went outside. He walked fifty yards up the sidewalk, then back.

It was late and nobody saw him, and he felt a surging excitement.

Nobody knew that he had locked his cock up.

He was, for intents and purposes, impotent. Unable to fuck. And that was even more exciting.

Now his cock was straining hard, so hard that it was a little painful.

He bent a little at the waist, then straightened up, and the feel of being confined was actually sort of heavenly.

It was like, for the first time in his life, he was in control of his cock.

You can’t tell me what to do! I’m in charge now!

His dick didn’t say anything, but he could tell it was unhappy.

And happy.

He realized that being locked up was increasing his horniness by ten times. He had never felt this horny in his life.

He decided that maybe three days had passed. It was time!

He walked back into the house, headed back to the computer room and sat down.

He picked up the keys to the padlock, grinned, and inserted one of  them into the lock. He turned, and…nothing happened.

He frowned.

He pulled the key out and stuck the other key in. he turned.

Nothing.

What the fuck?

Didn’t it know he had to jack off?

He tried the first key.

He pulled open the drawer and got out some DW40. He spritzed the lock, getting his cock all greasy, but who cared. He had to get this thing off!

The key again went in smoothly, but no matter how he jiggled it, it wouldn’t turn.

He stared at the lock.

Then at the chastity tube.

It was metal. And the lock didn’t look like something that could be cut.

He got up and went out to the garage. He picked up some pliers and tried to cut the lock off.

He didn’t even leave a nick on the metal.

He squeezed harder.

SPANG! The pliers broke!

Heysoos!

He took out a file and began rubbing it on the thing. It was difficult, and he had to quit when it kept slipping. If he kept this up it was going to scratch his pecker.

Now he was panicking.

What had his wife been thinking?

Had she given him the wrong keys on purpose?

Did she suspect him of jacking off and decided to end his little habit?

Joe had no idea. All he knew was that he was tuck.

He went back into the computer room and sat down.

The porn was still filling the screen and he stared at it for a second, then shut it off.

But his weenie was struggling, pushing, trying to get free, and…he turned the computer back on.

It was exciting.

The longer he was locked up the more excited he got.

Well, he would call Jane on the morrow. He would have her tell him where the key was, or ship it over night, or whatever.

But, until then, stuck as he was, he might just as well enjoy the damned thing.

And, the surprising thing…he did like it.

It was frustrating, aggravating, but was making him so fucking horny he couldn’t believe it.

And the figures on the screen fucked long into the night.

Joe went to sleep late, and he intended on sleeping late. He worked at home and he could sleep late whenever he wanted to. He was surprised, then, when the drapes were pulled back and sunlight hit his closed eyes.

“Ugh…wha…wha…”

The sheets were wrapped around him and he struggled to untangle himself.

He felt the bed sink on the edge and he finally figured out there was somebody in the room with him. He should have figured it out sooner, but he was hung over, still sorta drunk, and not aware.

Then he opened his eyes, and a hand grabbed him by the package!

“EEE!” he screamed like a little girl, then his eyes started to function, and he saw what…who…had grabbed him.

Jane, his mother-in-law, sat on the edge of the bed, her hand holding his chastity tube.

His chastity tube! He had forgotten about it!

And now he had a morning woody trying to happen and causing pain, a head that felt like rocks were shaking in it, and his mother-in-law holding his…his…

He tried to push here hand away and yelled, “What are you doing here?”

Her hand didn’t budge and she laughed.

Jane, for an older lady, was a true babe.

He had been watching Sally D’Angelo the night before, and that’s who Jane looked like. She had the same big breasts, the stunning body, a sharp but pleasant face, and she always wore red lipstick.

“Oh, my God!” he blurted.

He looked at her hand. His penis hurt and he had to pee.

He looked at Jane, who was smirking just short of a laugh.

“Hi, Joe. How’s my son-in-law?”

“Please…what are you doing…I have to go pee.”

“Oh, excuse me. Come along.”

She stood up, lifting him by the chastity tube.

He squeaked, and she carefully got him out of bed and walked him to the bathroom.

“Oh, crap! What are you…let go…”

But she didn’t let go. She simply pulled him into the shower and turned on the water.

It was cold and he shrieked, but she laughed and just held him.

“You smell like a brewery,” she said, and she grabbed the soap and started washing his body.

Unable to escape he shivered, then the water warmed up.

“Let go! Get out! What are you doing?”

“I’m getting to know my son-in-law. And he’s got a lot to get to know.

She squeezed his balls and stroked the chastity cage. He couldn’t feel her stroking his shaft, encased as he was, but the sensation of pleasure in his balls made him groan.

And, shock starting to wear off, but not the embarrassment and humiliation, he blurted, “I’m married to your daughter! We can’t be doing this!”

“Doing what?” she responded, a bit coquettishly. “I’m just helping my son-in-law wash up. Besides, it’s you that’s naked. Not me.”

With that she began pulling off her wet clothes.

“No! Stop! I love my wife!”

“I know. But don’t worry. I’m not going to fuck you.”

“You’re…you’re not?” There was relief in his voice, but darned if there wasn’t a bit of sadness, too. He had admired her stunning body for years.

“Of course not. I like you, Joe. And you’re a good husband for my daughter.”

“Then what are you doing? Why are you doing this?”

She was naked now, and he was having difficulty breathing. She had very few wrinkles, and what few wrinkles she had made her look wise. Her breasts were so big they were pressed against him, and she kept playing with his caged cock.

His cock liked it, even though it was trying so hard to get hard that it hurt.

She leaned forward and kissed him. Those red lips pressed against his.

He couldn’t dislodge her hand, but he managed to push her back.

“Joe! Is that any way to treat me?”

“You’ve got to leave! I love my wife!”

“And she loves you. Now come on…” she tried to kiss him again, and Lord, he wanted to taste her lips, but he managed to fend her off again. “You’ve got to get out of here!”

“Why? Jane’s gone for a month. That’s a whole month we can play. Wouldn't you like to play for a month?”

“But…but…”

Jane smiled, patted his cheek, then stepped out of the shower.

She was drying herself off, and Joe was sulking, hiding in the water, trying to figure out how he could get out and dry and dressed without her molesting him.

“Come on, Joe. I’m waiting with a towel.”

He stayed in the shower.

“That box was from you.”

“Of course it was. Do you think I’d be doing all this if I thought you were cock loose and ready to fuck? You must be so-o-o horny now.”

“You just put your name on it, figuring I’d think it was your daughter’s name, and my address…why’d you do that?”

“So we could have fun, a pure, platonic relationship—for you, not me, I intend to get my jollies—for a whole month.”

“Well, forget it. Get dressed and get out!”

“You’re no fun!”

“I’m married, and I’m not going to have an affair with my mother-in-law!”

“If we don’t fuck it’s not an affair. But that doesn’t mean you can’t get me off. Do you know how long it’s been since I had a good, big orgasm?”

He did. Her husband had died a couple of years ago. She hadn’t gone through the change of life, she still had menopause, and…she had to be horny.

“It’s been a whole week! Not since that college student I picked up in a bar. He was one hot piece of ass, I’ll tell you. He didn’t last long, but he kept getting hard, and I had so many orgasms…and it’s time for me to have another. Are you going to come out of there?”

“No!”

“Okay.”

He heard her walk out of the room.

He turned off the water and listened. No sound. She must be in the other room, getting dressed.

Joe opened the door slowly, then stepped out.

Click!

He looked at the doorway. Jane was holding her cell phone.

And he realized that the picture was perfect. It had caught him naked, with the chastity tube attached to his dingus, and in the mirror Jane could be seen standing naked, her big, beautiful tits pointing at him.

“NO!” he shrieked.

She laughed and skipped away from the bathroom, and he realized what she was doing; she was sending the pictures to the cloud! He wouldn’t be able to grab her phone and delete them!

He ran at her, his caged dick flopping, and she was taking more pictures.

He chased her across the room and managed to catch her right next to the bed. She was turning to catch him in more pictures, and he fell, and she fell under him. They ended up on the bed, his naked body laying on hers, and her hand was to the side, still snapping selfies.

He felt her gorgeous boobs, but he tried to wiggle over and grab her arm.

Her legs wrapped around one of his legs and held on, and she managed to send the last picture to the cloud.

“No!” he howled.

She handed him the camera.

He tried to get off her, but she not only had her legs wrapped around on of his, she now had her arms wrapped around him.

Again, she kissed him.

Her lips were soft soft. She tasted sweet.

He had always been turned on by his mother-in-law, but…he didn’t want this!

Well, maybe he did. But he had the good sense to never let it happen.

Finally, he managed to disentangle himself and he sat up on the edge of the bed.

“You’re no fun,” she pouted, sitting next to him. “I thought you were red-blooded and ready to go.”

He looked at her.

“Well, that’s what Jane says. My daughter says you are a hot hunk, too horny for words, and that she has to fend you off or you’d be screwing her every hour of the day.”

“Jane,” he said, painfully aware that he was not just saying his mother-in-law’s name, but his wife’s, “You tricked me into this thing. You need to let me out, and…you need to delete those pictures.”

“Delete the pictures? Not on your life!”

“But you have to! If Jane sees them my marriage is over!”

“Then you’d better make sure she never sees them.”

“You can just delete them!”

“Then I wouldn’t be able to make you do whatever I want you to do.”

“I thought you approved of Jane and I being married! You said I was a good husband!”

“You are, and this,” she tapped the phone, “will make sure you stay a husband. And I,” she grinned, “Will make sure you become a better husband.”

“But…but…”

“And the first thing you need to learn, if you are going to be a great husband, and not just a good husband, is how to perform cunnilingus.”

“Cunni…”

“Oral sex. Eat me out. Munch my rug. Suck my chow box. Drink from the fuzzy cup. Make out with the tuna taco. Now, come on. I need a face job. She lay back on the bed and spread her legs.

She was shaved, or depilated, or…she had no hair.

Her pussy was absolutely delicious looking. The labia were smooth and slick and her excited Clitoris was eagerly waiting.

Joe jumped up and faced her.

“No!”

She lifted her phone up and typed a text, and added the picture of him laying naked on her.

Aghast, Joe could see that she had her daughter’s email in the address box.

“Well? Do I press this button? Or are you going to do me?”

“Jane?” he begged. “Can’t we talk about this?”

“We can all you want, for about ten seconds.”

“But…”

“Ten.”

“You can’t…”

Nine.”

“Please don’t!”

“Eight…”

He begged and he pleaded. He walked in a circle and wanted to pull his hair out, but Jane kept slowly counting down.

She reached two, and he leaped forward, buried his head and began licking.

Jane put her phone aside (after taking a couple of pics, which Joe couldn’t hear because his ears were being smashed by her strong thighs) and grabbed the sides of his head. She lifted his wet face and he stared at her.

“That’s not how you eat pussy, dear. Take your time. Now get down there and eat me slowly. That’s a delicate viand you’re chewing on, not a dog bone!”

She pushed his head back into her crotch.

He was immersed in the sacred mystery, and while he was screaming to be let out, he didn’t want to be.

What man doesn’t want to be forced to lick a strange pussy?

What man doesn’t want to be in that place where life comes from?

“That’s it, honey. Lick slowly…oooh, That feels good. Now run your tongue up the slit, feel the difference between the labia majora and the labia minoro. Feel the diff—oh, fuck! That’s good! Your tongue is just long enough, and it is so soft!

Joe ran his arms under her legs and lifted. He now had even more access, and he slurped the fur burger like it was his last meal.

Jane kept giving instructions, and it was a true education.

If only he could stop thinking about Jane, his wife, who he loved and never wanted to betray.

Joe ate his mother-in-law for a long time. His mouth began to get tired, but she kept him there, and he realized that she was deliberately holding off on her orgasm so she could teach him.

But he was tired. Yes, it’s possible to get tired, especially when your tongue hasn’t been doing proper exercises.

So he snuck a hand under her buns and rubbed her brown spot.

“F-U-U-U!” she screamed and arched her back. She lifted so hard she lifted him off the bed. She locked up and held for a minute, than came crashing down. Her legs were clamped and squeezing and he tried to get out, but she wouldn't let him.

Then, finally, she just wheezed and collapsed.

He pulled his pussy drenched face out from her junction and they stared at each other.

“Where did you learn about the butt  hole trick?” Jane asked, gasping for breath.

“Your daughter.”

“Oh, my. I was saving that for the second lesson, but you’re obviously ready to go to the third.”

Joe stood up and looked down at his mother-in-law.

She smiled and laid back, her hands clasped behind her head, which caused her monster boobs to rise up and point into the air.

He couldn’t believe how stiff her nipples were. And big. And filled with pumping blood.

Fuck! Being forced to eat his mother-in-law’s pussy, with his cock locked up, it had brought him to a peak of horniness he had never experienced.

He felt like his nuts were going to explode, and his cock kept battering against the cage.

But he forced himself to speak of the matter at hand.

“Jane. You simply have to delete those pictures.”

“I do not. Don’t be silly.”

“Look. I’ll do anything you want, but those pictures are…they’re…”

“Too revealing? A threat to your marriage?”

He nodded.

“And you think I would deliberately send them to my daughter and risk ending her marriage.”

“Yes.”

“Oh, Joe. You know so little.” she shook her head sadly.

“I’m serious, Jane. Please get rid of those pictures.”

“Or…what?”

He didn’t say anything.

Jane heaved a sigh, then said, “So you don’t want me to touch this button here,” she pointed at a button on her phone, “because it will send all those cute pictures of me getting my rug munched. Of you slurping the clam. Of you—“

“I get it. Now, please. Delete all hat stuff.”

Jane smiled at him, and pressed the button.

“N-O-O-O!” screamed Joe.

But there was nothing he could do.

It was done.

His marriage was over!


Part Two

Joe stood in the middle of the bedroom and sobbed. His whole body was shaking. His marriage was over. His life might as well be over.

Jane sat on the bed and watched him. She held the phone negligently, but was filming his breakdown.

Through the heavy deluge of tears, “How could you? You made me do those things, and now…now…”

He crumbled to his knees, his face in his hands, his shoulders shaking.

“Oh, come on, now, Joe. Women are a dime a dozen. You could have any woman you wanted.”

“But I want Jane! I love Jane! She’s my everything!”

His mother-in-law snickered. “God. You are so-o-o dramatic! It’s not the end of the world.”

“It is!”

“Oh, nonsense. You still have a lifetime of jacking off to look forward to.”

“Oh, you…you fucking bitch!”

Now he was on his feet, clenching his fists.

Jane chuckled. She shook her head.

TOOT DE LA TOO TOOT!

Joe’s phone rang, and it was his wife’s ring.

He looked at his phone. He looked at his mother-in-law. He wanted to answer, but he was scared. He couldn’t’ face his wife after…after.

“Better get that. She knows you’re here, and she’ll be pissed if you don’t answer.”

“Oh…you…you…”

Joe whined piteously, and he went to his dresser and picked up his phone.

He clicked to answer, then couldn’t speak.

He tried to speak. He was lurching, his mouth moving, but nothing came out.

“Joe?”

He faced his mother-in-law, who had a big grin on her face. He held the phone at his side and just…stared.

Jane raised her voice so she could be heard. “I think he’s in shell shock, honey.”

“You don’t have to yell, mother, I can hear you through your phone.”

Joe looked at Jane’s phone and realized that his wife could hear him and even see him.

“How long…how…”

“She’s had it on the whole time, Joe. She didn’t need to send the pictures, except that we really wanted memories.”

“We…you…memories?”

His mind was in a strange neverland, trying to absorb. Something was strange here.

“Yes, Joe. By the way, you really did a marvelous job on mother’s pussy. I’ll be looking forward to seeing more of that, and when I come home you should be a thoroughly trained husband.”             

“I…you…she…”

Both Jane’s began laughing. Their voices filled Joe’s ears and he understood.

A gotcha.

But more than. gotcha.

This was a sexual gotcha, and…something more.

“Why did you…”

“Joe, honey. Mother and I have been planning this for some time. You’re a wonderful husband, but you need some work in the sex department. Mother is going to completely make you over, show you what you haven't understood, and when I get home…baby, we’re going to have fun.”

“And this…this thing on my dick?”

“It’s a chastity device. A very good one. You won’t be able to take it off unless you cut your dick off, and we know you don’t want to do that, do you?”

“No…no.”

He shook his head frantically.

“Excellent. Mother knew you’d love it. I was a bit leery, but mother is always right, and it’s obvious that you love it.”

“I…I don’t. I want to get out of it!”

“Sorry, hon. Mother gave me the keys, so you’ve got a month in lock up.”

Joe’s mouth was open and his brain was dazed. A month? A fucking month?

“And, just so you know, if you don’t learn your lessons, if you don’t do absolutely everything mother says, with no hesitation or complaint, then I might not be willing to use the key to your little jewel box.”

“But, honey…everything?”

“Everything. Heck, she can’t fuck you, so you’re going to be true blue to me, and when I get back you are going to have a month of squirts stored up in your little wanger. I can’t wait to milk that out of you!”

“A month.”

“A month, honey. Well, I’ve got to go. I expect more pictures, lots of pictures, so you have fun. You’re in good hands.”

Joe looked up at his mother-in-law. She was looking a bit proud and confident.

“Bye, now.”

The phone went dead.

Joe was in the kitchen. He had drunk the night before, but he needed more. A lot more.

He got down the cheap stuff, Old Grandad, which wasn’t bad as far as cheap stuff went.

He made one of his bourbon and Coke concoctions and glugged.

His wife was in on it. She knew about the chastity thing. She knew what her mother was going to do.

She even encouraged it!

He turned, sipping, and saw himself in the kitchen window. He was naked, Jane had told him to stay naked, and he studied his body.

Tanned, slender, a little short.  He had dark, brown eyes, and they looked a little shell shocked at the moment.

And he thought back to the first time he had met his mother-in-law.

He had walked into Jane’s mother’s house. He was nervous as all get out, because he loved Jane and he wanted to make a good impression.

“Mother, this is Joe.”

Jane’s mother was unbelievable sexy. She held her age well, and she had monstrous boobs. Joe, of course, was a boob man.

He stepped forward and held out his hand.

She slapped it aside and moved in. She grabbed him, hard, and kissed him.

His eyes were open and he was in shock, and he was aware that his girlfriend was behind him. What she must think?

And he was scared.

Jane’s mother’s mouth was plastered all over his. It was like her mouth was raping his, and all he could do was stand there and take it.

Then she broke off and backed up, a big smile on her face.

“He’s nice, but he knows nothing about kissing.”

“That’s okay. I’ll teach him.”

Joe realized that Jane was laughing.

And that was the start of an odd relationship.

He stood in the kitchen, years later, and considered his mother-in-law.

Gorgeous. Abundant in the chest. Beautiful in the face. A wicked sense of humor.

She knew it, and she teased him mercilessly.

She would greet him with a full mouth kiss, and his wife just laughed.

She would talk in serious sexual innuendos, making him blush.

She would even, occasionally, when they passed in a doorway or one of them was turning to close, bump his crotch with her hand.

When he told Jane of her mother’s behavior she just laughed and told him it was his imagination.

But he liked her, and was afraid of her at the same time.

And now he was really afraid of her.

He was, in his mind, being compromised, and he feared for his marriage. No matter what his wife said.

But…he had no choice.

He was already feeling the frustration of having his cock locked, and he knew his wife well enough to know that when she said she wouldn’t unlock him…she meant it.

“Joe! Back here! And bring me a drink, too!”

Joe made another drink, and another drink for himself, and headed for the bedroom.

He entered the bedroom and stopped. Almost spilled his whiskey.

Jane was standing, nekkid, and she was holding lingerie over her arm.

“Put the drinks down and come over here.”

Joe made himself move. He placed the glasses on the dresser and moved towards his mother-in-law.

“The first thing you have to learn is what it feels like to be a woman, and what women go through just to please their men.”

“What’s that for?” he asked Jane, nodding at the lingerie.

“You, honey. We’re going to dress you up and show you what it takes to be a woman.”

“I can’t wear that stuff!”

“Why not? Women do. Are you better than a woman?”

“No, but…I can understand how a bra must feel without wearing one.”

“Not really. You only think you do. But you put this on, and I brought a big, old pair of breast forms with me. A month of having tits and you’ll understand.” She nodded confidently and checked out his package.

She grinned when she saw how it was trying to get hard and failing.

“No, you—“

She placed a finger against his lips to stop him. If you made me wear that chastity tube…would I understand your frustration?”

He worked his mind on that for a second, then admitted, “No.”

“You see? Now, just put this on. And don’t mind me, I’ll be taking pictures for Jane.”

Joe groaned, and took the bra and panties. He looked at them, and Jane picked up her cell phone and started snapping pics.

“Come on, Joe.”

Sighing, Joe put the panties aside and held the bra up. It looked pretty simple, and he snaked his arms through the shoulder straps and tried to fasten the hooks in the back.

“Fuck,” he whined. He wasn’t flexible enough.

“How does your wife put a bra on?”

Joe thought about that. He had seen Jane put on a bra hundreds of times.

He turned the bra backwards, held it behind himself and fastened the snaps in front. Easy peasy. Then he ran the bra around his waist. He had to wiggle a bit to get his arms through the straps, but it worked out.

He was surprised, and pleased for a moment. He was pleased that he had figured it out, then he realized he was showing a smile and turned it off.

“Your forms are in that bag over there.”

Joe naked but for the bra and chastity tube, reached into a large shopping bag and took out two breast forms.

They were heavy. And big. He held one in each hand and said, “These are too heavy.”

“Nope. They’re the same weight a woman’s natural boobs are.”

He sunk his chest in and slid one form in, then the other. He looked down at his giant-sized cups.

“They’re too big.”

“Nope. I know your chest size, and I picked out forms that were perfectly appropriate to your measurements.

He frowned at her, but she just chuckled and kept taking pictures.

He picked up the panties, turned them the right way, and stepped through a leg hole.

“Nice fit,” commented Jane. “Whoever buys your clothes knows what she is doing.”

“Hardee har har,” grunted Joe.

But they were a good fit. They actually had a pouch in the front, a very stretchy sort of thing, and his chastity tube lay in the pouch perfectly.

“I’ve got some tighter panties for you, even a gaff, for when you get to tighter dresses, but this should do for now.”

She handed him a small razor. A female size razor. “Time to do your legs, and underarms, and your groin, and your whole body.”

“I can’t do that!”

“Nonsense. Never say can’t.”

“I’m not flexible enough! I can’t reach all those places!”

“Do the best you can.”

So Joe sat on the floor and used the little razor. He scrapped hair off his legs, turning this way and that, and doing a terrible job.

He kept pulling hairs in his armpits, and was nearly in tears.

He couldn’t reach out of his back and, again, he was pulling hairs when he tried to do his groin.

When he was done Jane inspected him. She walks around him, feeling his shaved areas with a hand.

Joe gave a shiver as she touched his private parts.

“Joe, this is terrible. You’ve got stubble everywhere!”

“I know! I told you I couldn’t do it!”

“Well, fortunately, I have some Nair.”

Joe’s mouth dropped a bit as she proud red a bottle of Nair.

“Why didn’t you let me use that before?”

“It’s a lesson, remember? You’ve got to know what we do and why, and that includes what we use and why.”

Joe grumbled, but took off his underwear. He placed it, and the breast forms, on the bed and began rubbing the Nair onto his skin.

Jane watched, and she commented, “Next time Jane asks for a new washing machine, or a TV, or something, you’ll know she’s got a reason. Even if you can’t figure it out…she’s got a reason. There are things that are difficult for a woman to do. The world is built to male specifications, and people sometimes need to adjust to make things work.”

A few minutes later Joe felt the heat and he jumped into the shower and rinsed off. He was surprised, when he saw the hairs on the shower floor. He had thought he had done a better job than that!

He dried off and put on his new lingerie, and darned if it didn’t feel…better.

Sexier. His skin smooth. Get rid of all those little antenna and his skin felt more sensitive.

“Well, well. Somebody likes his little kink.”

He looked up and took all expression off his face.

“That’s men for you. They hide it all, and don’t enjoy it. Feel your emotions, enjoy them, or why have them?”

That made Joe blink.

She handed him a garter and he put it on, and waited for the nylons.

She just motioned to him. “Come along.”

They went out on the patio. It was a beautiful day, and she told him to sit down.

She was still naked, and it would turn out to be her preferred mode of dress. Or…’undress.’

“I’m going to do it for you the first time, but after this you’re going to have to learn. I suggest watching Youtube, looking these things up and seeing how other women do them. You’ll find there is a lot of similarity, but there are different ways.

She did his toenails.

He wanted to jerk his feet away at first. But she cleaned them, prepped his nails, and he began experiencing wonderful sensations.

She painted them red, and put on a shiny protective coat.

“Well,” he mumbled, “There goes my sandals this summer.”

“Nonsense. When I’m done with you you’ll be able to wear sandals all summer long. And the men will get big boners just staring at your feet.”

That remark unnerved him, but Jane didn’t even notice. She just kept working.

Then she cleaned up his hands and trimmed his nails.

“My hands, too?”

“A woman isn’t secretive about outward beauty. You get on the inside and it can be beautiful, or it can be a mess. But on the outside, that’s where it is what it is.”

She glued long nails on his fingers.

“I’m not giving you long ones ‘cause you have to get used to them.”

“They long like nine inch knives!” he blurted.

“I’ll give you those later.” 

She painted his new talons the same delicious red as his toes, and coated them with an extra hard coat. Very shiny. She smiled and held them up to her own. “I do good work,” she smiled.

After the nails had dried they went back into the house and she helped him pull him his nylons.

“You have to be careful now that you have claws,” she explained. “Nothing is worse than new nylons that get all runny.”

He stared at his new legs in the mirror, and he was properly impressed. His legs looked very female.

In fact, he wouldn’t have recognized them as male if he hadn’t known.

“Okay. Let’s get you a sexy dress.”

She led him to his wife’s closet and went through the dresses.

Joe stood and looked at the mirror, and turned, and studied his burgeoning female form.

Jane grinned when she saw him. “Mikey! I think he likes it!”

She tossed him a black dress.

It was short, mid thigh on him. Stretchy, and would make his boobs look seamless. He loved it on his wife, but on him?

But he had underestimated the job Jane was doing on him.

The dress slid over his form, stretched a bit here and there, and suddenly he was, below the neck, totally female looking.

Except for a slight bump in the crotch.

“Oh, damn,” mused Jane, a finger on her chin and her lips in a moue. “Pull your dress up.”

He lifted his dress and she pulled his panties down and shoved his caged cock back between his legs.

“Urk!” he gasped.

She had him lower the dress and inspected him again.

“No. Not quite. But I’ve got an idea.”

She ran into the bathroom, then returned. She was holding a roll of athletic tape, the stretchy kind.

She had him lift his dress again, shoved his caged cock back, and taped it back.

“Oh, fuck,” he wheezed, when she pulled his dress down.

But…no more boner bump. Actually not no more boner bump, no more chastity cage bump.

She smiled.

He was standing funny, his butt pooched out a bit.

She went to the bed and pulled out some high heels. They were his size, classic black look, and a bit worn. And they fit and were about as comfortable as a high heel can get.

She had him walk around the room. She had to help him at first, and he was awkward, but that was just a matter of practice. Besides, this wasn’t for practice

She took a video of him walking and showed it to him.

“See? Your butt looks almost natural pushed back like that. But…hmmm.”

“What?”

“Not quite.”

“It’s quite enough for me. How do women stand it?”

She smiled a big smile. “Now you’re getting it.” Then she snapped her fingers.

She reached into her purse and murmured, “Fortunately, I came prepared.”

She took out a butt plug.

He goggled.

She grinned.

“Come on, Joe. You can’t tell me you never played with one of these.”

He shook his head and gulped.

“Well, it’s time then. Panties down, dress up, and bend over the bed.”

He didn’t want to, but his wife had told him he had to do everything his Mother-in-law said.

He bent over, and found that act easy to do because of the high heels. In fact, it felt good to bend over. He made a mental note to always have his wife bend over when she had high heels on.

Jane moved behind him and used a finger in his asshole.

He grunted, jerked, but was surprised when it didn’t hurt.

In fact, it felt good.

It was a body part that got a lot of use, but little attention.

He made up his mind to change that around.

She pushed lubricant into him, used two fingers, and he began to relax and open up.

Then she slid the plug into him.

He gasped.

It felt amazing. And he felt…full.

“Is this what a dick feels like?” he asked in a halting voice.

“Pretty much. But a dick is much, much better. A dick, or a dildo, if you wish, is bigger and longer, and it is in motion. It feels really great, or we women wouldn’t want it so much.”

Joe had never actually thought about women wanting penis. Sex was just something he did as a male, and never really appreciated the other side.

She pulled his panties up and his dress down. “Stand up and take a few steps.”

He did so, and was amazed. He could feel his ass swaying just right, and every step was like getting a rub in his anus, a very pleasurable and wonderful rub.

“Be careful,” she laughed, seeing the expression on his face. “You do that enough and you’ll cum.”

“Really?”

“Really. Butt plugs press on the prostate, and the prostate controls the flow of semen. Many men can orgasm, and even squirt, just from wearing a butt plug.”

Joe understood, and he suddenly wanted to go out and walk around the block a few times. It felt good!

“Okay, you’re female from the neck down. Are you ready to go topside?”

“What do you mean?”

“Hair, jewelry, make up.”

“Ma-make up?” he stuttered.

“Don’t worry. When I get done you will be 100 per cent woman.”

He couldn’t help it, he had to worry, but he sat down at his wife’s vanity table.

“Okay, your hair needs to do some growing, so we’re going to put a wig on you.”

“A wig?”

“Is there an echo here?”

“Sorry.”

“I’m just kidding. Echo all you want.”

She brushed his hair back then pulled a skull cap sort of thing over his hair. It made him look bald.

Then she took a wig out of her big shopping bag, adjusted it for the size of his head, and pulled it over the forehead and down. It fit perfectly. She pushed a few strands here and there, made small adjustments, but it was pretty obvious that she knew her way around a head of false hair.

“Okay, honey, before eI brush you into shape we’re going to pierce your ears.”

“Pierce my…why?”

“Don’t be silly,” she said. “Surely you know what decoration is.”

He didn’t know if she was making a joke or mocking him, but he stood still while she put a hole through his earlobe and hung a chandelier.

It felt like a chandelier. It was actually a triple strand of delicate diamonds.

Then the other ear.

He could see his face in the mirror, and it was changing. Rapidly.

She brushed his hair gently, lecturing him on how to hold hair in place, and how to style it, and all sorts of other things. Then she threw a leg over his lap and stared him in the face.

“How’s that plug feel?”

The feeling of her extra weight smashing his anus down had taken his breath away. He gasped. “Oh, my God!”

She leaned in closer, until they were an inch apart, and she whispered, “God, you are delicious. Do you mind if I kiss you?”

Oh, Lord. His cock was going crazy. And now…now he had been given permission. In fact, he had been commanded. He shook his head.

She rested her forearms on his shoulders, pressed her breasts against his chest, and began to devour his mouth.

Joe had been kissed before. Many time before. But he had never had a kiss like this.

It was like she was eating his mouth and replacing it with a wonderful, sensitive orifice. It was like she was chewing on his lips, and putting sex into them.

His cock wiggled hard, but was doomed to frustration.

She stopped and studied him. “You’re good,” she whispered. “We’re going to do this a lot.”

Then, still straddling him, she turned and picked up tools and cosmetics. She cleansed his face, primed it, and he felt like his skin was simultaneously being scrapped off and enflamed with pure excitement.

She laid her foundation, added blush and bronze.

“Men have such interesting skin,” she murmured, leaning right into his face, breathing into him. “The hues are all…different.”

She spent a long time on his eyes, making them into light charcoal pits. Within the pits his brown eyes glinted.

She lined his eyes, lengthened his lashes, then frowned and applied fake eyelashes.

She smiled. “Oh, yes.”

Finally, she turned the base of a tube of lipstick and he watched as a pillar of red appeared.

Red, the same color as his nails.

“Got a built in plumping agent. Your lips are going to feel heat for a moment, then swell bit, and you are going to be so fucking delicious.”

He felt the heat on his mouth, in his lips, and his eyes widened, but she had warned him so he was able to handle it. When he looked in the mirror he was stunned by how big his lips looked.

“What do you think? Are you still worried about looking like a man?”

He shook his head, and the oddest thing, he felt like crying.

“Stop that,” she whispered into his ear. “We don’t want your eyes to run.”

It took great will, but he managed to control the tears.

“What now?” he asked.

“What now. As if this isn’t enough.”

“No…I just meant…”

“I know what you meant. Come on. It’s time for a drink. And you get to make them.”

He followed her into the kitchen. She made her heels tap not he wood floor, he couldn’t. She walked smoothly, her ass a harmonious delight.

He stumbled and worried that his ankles might break.

But he made it.

She sat down and waited, and that’s when the fun began.

He had to get the bottle down, and he almost couldn’t do it for watching his red fingernails.

He had to get the glasses down, and he watched his fingernails through the glass, felt them being too long, and making his grip awkward.

He had to get ice cubes out of the fridge, and he could hardly hold them. Had to get them out one at a time and put them in the glasses.

Jane watched with much amusement.

He unscrewed the bottle of Whistlepig by using the palms of his hands.

And he couldn’t pop the top of the Coke can.

“Come here,” murmured Jane.

He handed her the Coke, and she showed him how to wedge under, get the pad under, and lift.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“Tough being a girl, eh?”

He sighed large.

They sat and sipped, and Jane watched him.

And he watched himself. He was going all introspective.

The simple act of getting dressed, with make up, was far more difficult than he had ever imagined.

As a guy he just stepped into his pants, pulled a loose fitting shirt over, and asked out the door.

For a woman to make herself up it took a major act of congress. Yet women did it every day, and made it look easy.

“Well, Joe, are you looking forward to the coming month?”

“Actually,” he admitted. “I think I am.”

She lifted a fist and they bumped.


Epilogue

Jane, the wife, stepped out of the Uber and walked up the walkway. She pulled her rolling suitcase and had a handbag over her shoulder, and she was tired.

A long flight, traveling over tome zones, she was ready to relax.

As she reached the door it opened, and Joe stood there.

He was a woman. No sign of his masculinity. And his cock was nowhere to be seen.

“Oh, Lord,” Jane smiled.

“Hi, honey.”

“Just like the pictures,” Jane sighed, loving what she was seeing.

Joe took her suitcase and travel bag and took them into the bedroom.

Jane followed him, studying his sexy walk, listening to his heels click, smelling his perfume.

He turned to her. “Honey, I missed you.”

She took him in her arms then, and she showed him what a kiss was.

When she was done he fell back over the bed and stared at her.

“Was it worth it?” she asked. “Having your cock out of play?”

“Oh, yes,” he answered breathily.

“Excellent.”

“But…”

“Yes?”

“Jane, your mother, she didn’t de-flower me. She said that was up to you.”

Jane smiled. “And what did you have in mind?”

“If you’re not too tired, I really…you know?”

Jane nodded. “Tell you what. You pull those panties down and lift that skirt, and I’ll put on my strap on. Okay?”

For answer Joe grinned and turned and bent.

A minute while Jane strapped on the tool, then she moved forward.

“Okay, honey, are you ready to go all the way?”

Joe nodded.

She gently removed his plug, set herself, and moved forward.

“Oh…fuck!” moaned Joe.

Then he began to squirt a month’s worth of juice.

END
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


Feminization

at San Miguel!

Manuel changes from a boy to a girl!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

I look in strange places for inspiration. For this story I looked to a song called ‘San Miguel,’ by a group called the Kingston Trio.

The song is soft and sad and filled with love, with a wicked, little twist at the end.

The song happened long ago, but the story is timeless.

Enjoy.

STAY HORNY

Gracie


Part One

They wouldn’t let him be a vaquero.

His name was Manuel.

He was simply too short, too slender, too gentle looking. In an age dominated by rough riding men who roped bulls he was the exception.

While the men went on the cattle drives and hunted in the hills, he was left behind.

His hair was long and too soft, his eyes too dewy, and his frame too wispy.

As the other boys came of age and picked up their pistols and adjusted to the saddle, he was sent to the big house.

“What is this?” thundered Don Carlos Cantrell, seeing the frail boy for the first time.”

“Oh, father,” murmured his shy wife, la Dona Maria Elena Cantrell. “He’s to help around the house.”

Don Carlos being overbearing, and even somewhat of a bully, chuckled in his gravel voice. “Well, keep him with the women. I won’t have a sissy boy under foot.”

And so Manuel was set aside for housework, to help the women dust, to help in the kitchen, and even to model the dresses when the women sewed.

His body, except for a lack of breasts, was perfect for modeling.

And he learned to avoid the large voiced owner of the hacienda.

He learned to get along with the women, to do as he was told, and the men shunned him.

He was too soft. He couldn’t shoot. He couldn’t ride all day. He was good for nothing but being with the women, for baby sitting the children, and…they shouldn’t have underestimated him.

“Turn this way, Manuel.” Maria Elena placed a hand on his buttocks and applied pressure, turned the thin boy to the left. “That’s perfect. I need light to make these stitches.”

Maria Elena held pins in her mouth and arranged the folds of material It was to be a beautiful dress. White, festooned with lace and ribbons. Little pearl buttons in two rows down the front, the tight fitting garment causing her bosoms to look much bigger than they were. Though, to be honest, they were big.

Manuel stood and, once again, was excited by the woman’s touch.

The way she placed her hands upon him, the way she so freely patted his flesh—well, her garment to be—it made him rise up.

Maria Elena giggle. “Oh, Manuel, calm down.”

Yet, though she spoke of calming, her hands wandered yet again, ostensibly shaping the garment for pins and scissors, but, he thought, merely to feel him once again, to luxuriate in the effect she had upon him.

He might look a bit girlish, even foppish, but he had a man’s tool.

“I don’t understand why you do this, Maria Elena,” Don Cantrell thundered. “We have maids to do this for you?”

Maria Elena cast down her eyes and murmured. “I enjoy making dresses, my husband.”

“Yes, well.”

Don Carlos frowned. He could see that the boy was excited.

He felt a rage within. The boy was too soft, a sissy, and yet, to have an erection, Don Carlos wanted to drag the boy out of the house and beat him.

He had done that to other hands when they gawked at his wife too disrespectfully.

But this was his wife’s favorite ‘maid.’

He snorted. What man could ever allow himself to be put in dresses? No kind of man at all.

“Is there anything else, Carlos?”

“No. No.”

The older man stood for a moment longer, lit a cheroot, then turned and abruptly left the room.

“He doesn’t like me,” whispered Manuel.

“He doesn’t like anybody,” Maria Elena snickered.

Manuel kept a straight face. He never understood Maria Elena. She laughed, she joked, she even made fun of her husband.

“Now, I want to do your hair this afternoon. I want to see how a new style would look on you. For me, of course. And I simply need the practice.”

“Of course, la Dona.”

“You idiot,” she hissed, pricking him in the butt with a pin. “You will call me Maria Elena.”

“Yes…Maria Elena,” and Manuel rubbed his butt.

Yet he smiled. It wasn’t just the big erections she was causing him. He loved to be allowed to address her in such a familiar manner.

She patted the bulge in the dress she was making again, and Manuel gasped.

And Maria Elena giggled.

Don Carlos Cantrell sauntered through the front room. He stopped in the center of the big room and was surrounded by beams, thick carpets, oil paintings form Spain on the wall. He frowned, and thought about the sissy boy his wife was choosing to associate with.

And Don Carlos felt that familiar rage running through him.

The boy had had a reaction in his stupid dress.  There was no mistaking that bump rising up from his groin.

His wife seemed oblivious, but Don Carlos felt the heat of anger as he considered the boy.

He should have turned him out years ago. Sent him to the village to live.It was too late now, however. Now he was his wife’s favorite pet.

What to do…what to do?

He couldn’t allow the boy to be around his wife.

Don Carlos was older than his wife, much older, and he was always jealous.

So…what to do about the boy.

Hmmm.

Days passed, the affairs of the ranch demanded Don Carlos’ attentions, but he did not forget about the simpering fop, Manuel. He simply would have to do something about the boy.

He and Maria Elena were invited to Don Fernandez’s hacienda for a small gathering.

Only a few hundred people, an afternoon of vaqueros showing off their riding skills, an evening of dancing, and mucho gusto vino.

Don Carlos gave the order for the carriage to be brought around, and he smiled. For an evening she would be free of the boy, she would be treated like the lady she was.

Manuel led a horse across the courtyard.

“What is he doing?” Don Carlos muttered.

“Manuel goes everywhere with me, father. He holds my chair, he brings my letters and books.”

Don Carlos felt the rage within. A flame threatening to devour good sense.

Yet he kept it under control. He was with his wife, after all, and she didn’t approve when he showed his more bestial side.

Don Carlos sat in the carriage and Maria Elena sat next to him. She held his arm, and he loved his wife so much.

He simply had to get rid of the weakling Manuel.

They rode through the countryside, a day of blue skies and pleasant temperatures.

Normally Don Carlos would ride with twenty vaqueros. The bandits were bold in this part of the country, but this day they were only traveling a few miles. Just around the San Miguel mission, so he had only three horsemen. Big brave men, and he was sure that would be enough.

He didn’t count Manuel, who carried his wife’s books and letters.

BANG!

One of the accompanying horsemen was pushed out of his saddle. He bounced in the dust, then lay still, his body leaking blood.

The man driving the carriage snapped the whip, but ten banditos moved in front of the carriage and he was stopped.

BANG! BANG! The remaining two vaqueros pulled their pistolas, but were shot from their saddles before they could discharge them.

The carriage driver lifted his whip to strike at the bandito’s, but—BANG! He fell back.

Don Carlos stood up and grabbed the horsewhip from the dying carriage driver. He snapped the whip, and — BANG!

Don Carlos was shot and fell back in the carriage seat. Blood welled up from his groin and he groaned with pain.

He was caught, his wife was forfeit He knew what these terrible scavengers would do to her. He knew…

The fourth horsemen, ignored by the others and following slightly behind, leaped into the carriage.

It was Manuel.

“You are cowards,” he hissed, pulling out a knife.

For a brief moment the bandito’s stared at him, then they broke into laughter.

Manuel was wearing clothes given him by Maria Elena. His hair was long. His face was soft. He looked like…a sissy.

The bandit leader, a gruff bully called ‘The Hawk,’ began to laugh.

So the bandito’s didn’t shoot Manuel, they just laughed at him.

Maria Elena was sitting back in the carriage, holding her bleeding husband.

“You are cowards, and I challenge you. Who will face me like a man?”

The Hawk stepped off his horse. “Well, little man, or should I say…little girl, I will meet your challenge.”

He turned to his men, handed the reins to his horse to one of his lieutenants, and snickered. “He is already cut down to size, but I shall cut him some more.”

Manuel jumped from the carriage and stood in the road. He held his knife, a slender stiletto, in one hand.

Hawk strode up, pulled out a Bowie knife. It looked more like a sword in his gnarly grip, and the sun glinted off its sharpened blade. “Okay, little girl…”

The Hawk jumped forward and stabbed.

The Hawk was portly, a big man, and he was fast, for a big man.

He was slow compared to the little wisp of a sissy that faced him.

Manuel wasn’t accustomed to knife fighting, but how much do you have to know to slice an ignorant bully who relies on his bulk to intimidate?

He ducked under the big blade and sunk his stiletto into the fat man’s gut several times, then jumped back.

Hawk stood, gave a shiver, and put a hand to his folds of flesh. Blood seeped out at a fast rate and was dripping into the dust on the earth.

Like all bullies, he was scared of the sight of his own blood, and his knees gave way and he stared at the pooling blood in horror.

His men were struck silent.

Manuel moved back to the carriage. “You leave us now! I have won!”

The Hawk fell face forward. He groaned and turned on his back. “Help! Help me, my men!”

But, bandito’s being bandito’s, the men simply kicked their horses with their spurs and the group rode off.

The Hawk bled a bit more, but it was obvious he was going to die. Even if, by some fluke, he survived, he would be hung from a tree.

Manuel climbed into the carriage and took up the reins. He snapped them, and the carriage leaped forward.

“I will take you to Don Fernandez. He is closer.”

Maria Elena was sobbing as she held her bleeding husband, and she nodded.

The fiesta was just starting as Manuel drove the team into the courtyard.

He stood back when the men picked Don Carlos up and carried him into the big house. He stood silent as Maria Elena fell into his arms and hugged him and cried.

And he was a hero.

From a sissy whom everyone looked down upon he was suddenly a man. Respected. He had fought off ten bandito’s, killed the bandit leader, and…he was a hero.

Manuel walked Maria Elena into the house and stood by her as she sobbed for her broken husband.

Don Carlos had been older, but strong and vital. Now he was broken. He lay in a bed in a back room and his blood stained the bed and the floor. Such a lot of blood.

The doctor arrived shortly, and later a priest was summoned.

Don Carlos lay on the bed, his eyes feverish, his flesh pale, and he looked up at his wife.

Maria Elena held his hand and cried over him.

Don Carlos had been shot in that most private of places. The bullet had entered just above the penis, tore through his reproductive system, and was lodged in his asshole.

The pain was incredible, and he screamed like a woman giving birth.

Yet the doctor called upon all of his skills and administered to the older man.

Don Carlos was given drink to numb his mind as the doctor tried his best to repair the damage.

But, in the end, all the doctor could do was take out the bullet and sew the flesh back together.

When the priest gave him the last rites Don Carlos murmured through the fog of pain and liquor, “Why can I not feel my legs?”

But, contrary to all expectations, Don Carlos did not die.

He did not fully recover, either.

Three months later Don Carlos came home. He rode in the same carriage he had been driven to Don Fernandez’s home in. With the addition of a large and bulky chair with wheels.

He sat gingerly, constantly shifting to relieve some of the pain in his body.

His eyes scoured the ranch and he took note of the many men who stood under the eaves and watched him.

A few of them came and gave their respects.

“Welcome home, Don Carlos.”

“We are glad to see you, Don Carlos.”

Don Carlos stared at the men. His thoughts were bleak.

He couldn’t walk. He couldn’t ride. Even the carriage had caused him much pain and suffering.

How could he run his huge ranchero in such a state?

He was lifted down by several men and placed in his wheel chair. He was rolled up to the front door and into his stately home.

He was now surrounded by his paintings and tapestries, his furniture and his belongings, but he no longer felt like a lord of the realm.

Now he was weak.

He was crippled.

He couldn’t walk, couldn’t ride a horse, had to be carried everywhere.

And his sexual apparatus was destroyed.

“Do not worry, my husband.” six months had passed and Maria Elena had taken over the running of the ranchero.

When he had been shot she had been a shy woman. She was surrounded by women, and she rarely talked to the men.

That had changed.

Now she wore tight pants and a short jacket. Pearls lined the seams, and her breasts were accentuated by the corselet she wore; they were mountains over the tight garment and her nipples, when her jacket was brushed aside, showed through the thin material of the blouse.

Her nipples were rigid. The material brushed against them and she always felt a sense of excitement.

She wore a black sombrero with white satin lining and a white ribbon for a hat band. The ribbon dangling over the edge of the hat. Her raven dark hair fell from under the hat.

The men on the ranch couldn’t help but stare at her. Her form was so lush, her ass so round, her waist thin and her breasts so large, and her lips….cherry red and always in a sad smile.

“I cannot help but worry,” Don Carlos murmured. His once thunderous voice was still gruff, but it had turned softer.

His whole body, and his persona, had changed.

His barrel chest was now shrinking, and his taut stomach was now a starting to expand. Where once had been good, hard muscle was flab.

His hair was turning prematurely white. It had been bristly grey, but not it was softer, thinner, whiter.

His thick eyebrows shagged over his watery eyes, and his lips were constantly turned down.

“You worry too much. I will make sure the round up goes well. I know the men well, and they work hard. And if I forget anything Manuel will remind me.

Manuel. The slender man who had saved his life, and his wife’s life, and her honor. The man who looked more like a girl with his soft face and his long hair.

Don Carlos felt disdain for the young man. And yet, he had saved him.

The boy looked like a girl. That was the problem.

The boy looked effeminate. He would look better in a dress than in pants and a jacket.

Don Carlos watched how the boy followed Maria Elena around; he saw the way the youngster stared at his wife, and it drove him crazy.

But there was nothing he could do. His wife kept him by her side, and the boy had saved them.

But Don Carlos couldn’t help but feel a certain…jealousy.

Yes. Jealousy.

For his wife looked at Manuel the same way Manuel looked at her.

There was an understanding between the two. An understanding that was not between Don Carlos and his wife.

Oh, he didn’t suspect them of sex…but…he didn’t think so.

Not yet.

But when? Don Carlos knew that when men and women were in close proximity they fell to their desires.

He had done it often enough, in spite of being married. So…he knew.

But how could he stop it?

“About Manuel.”

Maria Elena turned to her husband. She knew that, in spite of the boy’s heroism, her husband was not fond of Manuel.

“What about him?”

“I would like him to stay here.”

“But I need him. He carries my books and letters. He carries a gun now, and he protects me. You know that he watches over me!”

Yes, and waits for his chance.

“I understand, my dear, but it would be helpful for me.”

Maria Elena approached her husband, stood in front of his bulky wheel chair. “Helpful how?” She was biting her lip. She didn't want her husband to lay down some kind of rule, get in the way of her feelings for Manuel.

“I need help in bathing, and…other things. The women aren’t strong enough, and…he is not as embarrassing as if I had a real man help me.”

Maria Elena stared at him. A real man. Yes. she understood how the other men on the ranch considered Manuel, and it was partially for that reason that she kept him close to her at all times.

He might be a hero, he might have saved her and her husband, but men were men and they looked down on men who didn't act like men.

And Manuel did not act like other men.

He wore his hair long so she could practice styling it. Sometimes he would even be seen with clips and even barrettes in his long locks.

And he was not a big chested, loud-voiced man.

He was soft, and gentle. He wore outfits that she wanted to see him in, pants…but feminine styled pants. A corset so she could see how a garment would look on her. Heeled boots that were just a little too high.

And he never complained or tried to boss her around. He was dedicated to her, and he always did what she said.

“But, honey, I can help you bath when I return.

“But you know the round up will take several days. Please, leave Manuel with me.”

She didn’t want to, but she loved her husband, and she acceded to his request.

He smiled, she leaned down to kiss him, and the die was cast.

Maria Elena and the crew sauntered out of the courtyard on their horses.

The crew had grown to love Maria Elena, and they respected her knowledge of how to run a rancho greatly. They surrounded her and escorted the beautiful woman out of the yard.

Maria Elena turned in her saddle and waved good bye to her husband. He waved back, and she saw Manuel standing behind his wheel chair.

Her wave was to him, too, and she could make out his tentative smile, then she was through the gate and trotting down the road to the pastures where the cattle waited.

She didn’t see the look of mean satisfaction on her husband’s face.

No sooner had the dust settled than Don Carlos raised up a small bell and shook it.

“Si, señor,” Manuel rushed through the door into the big room and stood in front of the crippled rancher.

Don Carlos kept an even expression on his face. “It is time to wash me.”

“Si, señor.”

Manuel took a place behind the wheel chair and pushed it to the small hoist that had been set up for Don Carlos. Once on the hoist Manuel pulled on the ropes and the hoist slowly rose to the second floor.

“You like my wife, don’t you, Manuel?”

“Si, señor. She is very fine lady.”

“And you like it when she puts her dresses on you.”

Manuel blinked. “Not so much, señor, but it pleases her.” He wasn’t telling the truth here, of course, for men weren’t supposed to admit they liked wearing dresses.

“Ah, yes. Pleases her.”

They reached the second floor and Manuel pushed the wheel chair down the hallway to the room with the big tub in it.

The tub used to be for Maria Elena’s pleasure, but now that Don Carlos was crippled it was much more convenient to attend to his needs in that room.

“Do you ever think of my wife in…that…way?”

For a moment Manuel was confused, then he understood. “No! No! Señor! That would be bad!”

“And you don’t want to be bad with my wife?”

“No, señor.”

Manuel was shaking his head as they entered the bathroom.

He maneuvered the chair around so that Don Carlos could use his arms and get into the tub. Manuel moved so that he could help the Don.

Don Carlos took his bathrobe off, and Manuel was treated to a look at legs that had atrophied, a limp penis that yet had big balls.

Manuel placed his arms around the old rancher and started to lift.

It took effort, but they managed too deposit the rancher in the large, claw foot tub. It was already filled with hot water, and the rancher settled into the liquid with a sigh.

“Oh, yes.”

Manuel went to a dresser and picked up a bar of soap and a sponge.

“Manuel?”

“Yes, señor?”

“You’re going to get wet if you scrub me with your clothes on.”

“I don’t mind.”

“I do. Take your clothes off.”

Now Manuel felt strange. He had never been asked to disrobe when helping with the bathing of Don Carlos.

In fact, he was embarrassed.

“Please, senor…”

“I said, take your clothes off.”

Don Carlos spoke evenly, hiding his excitement.

“I don’t—“

“Now.”

His flesh turning a blushing red, Manuel removed his shirt.

“Now your pants.”

“Please, senor…”

“I have a confession to make,” whispered Don Carlos.

Manuel waited, his heart pounding.

“I am no longer able to function down there. I wold like to see, just once, a functioning tool. To remind me of what it was like. To help me come to grips with my condition.”

Manuel didn’t know how seeing another man naked would help the Don, but he knew he had no choice. He was a peasant, honored to be working in the big house. So…he must.

He unbuttoned his pants and pulled them down his thin thighs.

Don Carlos stared at Manuel’s legs. They were hairless, like a woman’s. Like his own were becoming.

The anger within Don Carlos swelled. He was crippled, helpless, and this boy…he had seen his wife touch the front of the dress she made him put on for sewing.

He was jealous, and he looked down on the slender boy.

But, mostly, anger. All his crippled emotions were manifesting in anger.

“Step closer,” Don Carlos looked at the healthy penis hanging from between Manuel’s legs.

So cruel, nature, that she would grant a skinny boy the prick of a bull, and curse him to a limp noodle.

He grabbed Manuel’s penis, held it, and screamed, “HELP!”

“Aiieee!” Manuel squeaked like a woman. He batted at the rancher’s arms, but there was enough strength left in the rancher’s arms to hold tightly, and, inevitably, the penis began to grow stronger.

“HELP!”

“Please, let go!”

“HELP!”

Running footsteps, coming up the s stairs.

Don Carlos sneered, “You look at my wife! She touches you! You bastard!”

Manuel tried to pry the rancher’s fingers off his penis, but Don Carlos had a grip on him.

“HELP!”

Three men rushed into the bathroom, and Don Carlos finally let go of Manuel.

“He tried to get me to kiss his penis!” Don Carlos yelled.

The men, being men, were truly upset.

“No! I—“

A punch knocked Manuel to the floor.

“Please!”

A kick in the belly curled him up and robbed him of breath.

“I didn’t!”

Then all three men were beating him.

Don Carlos sat in the warm water, looking scared, but secretly he was exulting.

This would teach that bastard who was boss! And his wife would hear how the boy had tried to do things to Don Carlos!

His wife would never look at the boy again, and she would certainly never pat his penis and feel it through the dresses she made him wear.

More men rushed into the room, and they were shocked to hear of what Manuel had attempted. But they knew how to deal with men who weren’t really men.

They dragged him out of the bathroom and down the hallway. Down the steps, his head banging on each step, and outside.

In the courtyard they let loose their anger, and when they were done they threw the naked boy out the front gate, then locked the gate.

Upstairs, in the bathroom, several men helped Don Carlos out of the tub and helped him down the hall to his room.

His face was shocked and saddened; his heart was leaping like a fish in the pond on a summer day.

Bastard peasant!

Manuel lay in the fringe of weeds alongside the trail leading to the rancho. Amazingly, his bones weren’t broken. They just felt like it. Every inch of his body felt like a giant bear had jumped up and down on on it.

He put out a hand, grasped dirt, and pulled himself forward. He pushed with his weary legs. He wondered where he was.

He didn’t remember being thrown off the ranch, he was just aware that motion was life, and if he wanted to live he should keep moving.

He crawled through the weeds, and the taller weeds engulfed him.

His face was bleeding. His teeth felt loose. His rectum was savagely bruised and bleeding.

What the men had done to him.

He crawled.

The night passed and Manuel found himself in the woods.

The soft, cool earth of the forest absorbed his body heat.

He heard animals, but they were silent when he crawled past them.

Crawl. Crawl.

Why had Don Carlos done that to him?

He understood the men, that was a manly reaction. But Don Carlos? He had saved Don Carlos life! Why did the old man treat him like that? Cause him to be beaten in so savage a manner?

A day passed. A day of crawling. A day of sleeping fitfully for minutes, before the pain woke him up and caused him to crawl again.

Yard after yard.

Two days, and he had crawled a mile. He was hungry, delirious. He couldn’t figure out where he was going.

He knew he would just reach the end of his strength, stop crawling, and die.

And he did.

He closed his eyes and thought, This is the final time I will see the daylight.

“He left!” Don Carlos blurted. “The very day you went on the round up Manuel took a saddle horse and rode away. I don’t know why.”

Maria Elena stared at her husband. Something was wrong here. She knew that Manuel wouldn’t just leave.

What had happened?

And to all her queries Don Carlos just shrugged.

But she knew…she knew there was something more here.

But whether he had a secret or not, she had a ranch to run.

She saw to restocking the cattle. She sent a man to town to get provisions. She saw to the fences and the feed, the branding and the medical emergencies that crop up on a ranch.

And wondered.

Oddly, the men who had been left behind on the ranch shared the same secret concerning what happened to Manuel.

She asked them outright and their faces would glaze over and they would act concerned. “I do not know, la Dona.”

But they did!

She knew they did!

What secret were the men hiding from her?

What had happened to Manuel?

But, work went on, and she was pivotal to all the decisions to be made, so she concerned herself with running a ranch, and only in small moments did she allow herself to wonder, and to feel the hurt.

For she truly missed Manuel.

In these small moments she began to realize there was more between Manuel and her than she had realized.

But there was nothing she could do about it.


Part Two

He became aware of the log rafters over his head.

Rough hewn, planks atop the beams, probably a covering, maybe just straw or sod, atop the planks.

His eyes shifted along the beams and came to the edge of the roof.

Logs. He was in a log cabin.

He even knew which log cabin he was in.

It was a building in the north pasture, once used and a line shack, now abandoned. Not enough water in the pasture dried up the grass. Maybe some year it would rain again and…the line shack would be used again.

But…why was he here?

The memories flooded in. Being grabbed by the penis and held, the men bursting into the room and Don Carlos accusing him.

But…why?

He heard somebody moving. He turned his head—it hurt—and saw…a man.

The man was big. Well over six feet. A big, bushy beard.

Norteamericano, Manuel thought.

“Morning, partner.”

The man crossed the room, sat on a chair that creaked with his weight, and held out a cup of coffee.

“Man, you been beat to a pulp. Fact, I never seen a pulp so beaten. Drink this.”

The man held Manuel’s head up and Manuel sipped…soup. Not coffee. But it had a taste of coffee because it had been made in a coffee pot.

The man laid Manuel’s head back down and nodded.

“I don’t think anything is broken, but I ain’t never seen anything so bruised. A couple of weeks you’ll be right as rain.”

“Thank you.”

“Por nada. Man oughta help his fellow man. You like burritos? I got some bear meat burritos, you look like you could use a burrito.”

Maria Elena always thought of this time period on the ranch as the empty time.

She commanded the men, she ran the ranch, and nobody would talk to her.

Too embarrassed? Some terrible, hidden secret?

She didn’t know.

She just knew that her heart was empty and she had a ranch to run.

She gave the orders, and she ate silent dinners with her husband, and wondered what had happened.

Don Carlos would be wheeled up to the table, and he would smile, and she would smile back at him. But her smile was wan and weak.

She had loved her husband, but he had become crippled.

But it wasn’t the crippling that was killing her heart. It was the secret he wouldn't tell her.

And she knew it had to do with Manuel.

What had they done to Manuel?

Manuel got out of the bed after a couple of days. He could hardly move. He shuffled across the floor and found that he couldn’t bend his joints to sit down.

Long John, for that was the name he went by, watched the Mexican lad with the soft face stand at the table and stare at the chair.

He walked over and slid the chair under Manuel’s legs and shoved the boy back.

Manuel sobbed, but no tears came out. The pain of just sitting down was so terrible.

“I made biscuits, we can use the grease from the bacon to make them tasty.”

Manuel sat, his hands on the table, and watched the big man prepare biscuits and bacon. The smell was good, and he knew he was recovering.

But he wouldn’t recover from what Don Carlos had done to him.

He missed Maria Elena. Missed her fiercely.

It was during this time that Manuel realized he had feelings for the woman that were…strong.

After dinner Manuel made it to a chair on the porch. He suffered, but he was determined. He sat, and in a strange oddity of sound, he could hear the mission bell from San Miguel—it had to be four miles away—traveling through the hills.

Dong…dong…dong…and in his mind he heard, She is married, Manuel. The wife of the rancher Don Carlos Cantrell. She is married.

He sat and watched the sunset, and Long John came out and sat next to him. The big man rolled a cigarette and offered one to Manuel.

Manuel had never smoked, and he sat on the porch and watched the thin line of smoke rising.

He coughed, but it felt good. It soothed his lungs.

“So whatcha gonna do, partner?”

What would he do?

Should he run? Leave the area? Go find work on a ranch hundreds of miles away?

But he didn’t want to leave. He knew of no place else; he had been born and lived his life on Don Carlos’ ranch.

And…he couldn’t stop thinking of Maria Elena.

If Don Carlos had done what he had done to Manuel…what would he do to Maria Elena?

He whispered, “You have a pistol. You have a knife.”

Long John sat and pursed his lips and thought.

Sure. He had a pistol. He had a six shooter and he was good with it. He was so good he had had to come south of the border to escape what he had done.

But what had he done but stand up to railroad bullies?

And, he liked Manuel.

Sure, the kid was soft looking, but he though about how far the kid had crawled.

No quit in the kid.

And he might have soft eyes, but there was a hardness in them now, a hardness that warned any railroad bullies.

But from what the kid said it wasn’t railroad bullies, it was a rancher. A rancher bully.

Long John smiled.

A bully is a bully, and they ought always to be stood up against.

“Sure,” he murmured, and in that word he agreed to teach Manuel how to use a six shooter and a knife.

“I know you chased Manuel away.”

“How can you say that?”

Maria Elena stared at her husband. It had been a year since his crippling, and he was a shadow of what he once had been.

His chest was thin, his belly was fat. His legs were like toothpicks and his eyes had taken on a mean look.

She had loved him, but how could she love…this?

“I heard the men talking. Something about a bathtub.”

Don Carlos’s eyes took on a mean cast. “He attacked me in the bathtub. The men caught him, beat him, and threw him off the ranch. there was nothing I could do.”

She studied his mean eyes. His lips had once been firm, now they were soft, blubbery, like the man.

He had changed from a cock of the walk bully boy into a whining object of pity.

“There’s more to it than that.”

He crossed his heart. “I swear.” Then he went on the attack. “Why do you care? Was there something between you? Did you cheat on me, my wife?”

She gasped at the thought, yet under the thought was the feelings she had had for the slender boy. He had been the one she could talk to. He never judged her, never mocked her, always treated her like she was a lady.

And she was.

But now, her husband making his baseless accusations, she didn’t feel like a lady. She felt dirty just talking to him.

Was he always like this? Was he like this and I never noticed?

She didn’t know. But she knew her feelings for the man were waning, and rapidly. He was using his crippled state like a club, bullying people by making them feel sorry for him.

How could she survive this marriage?

At the same time Maria Elena was having this discussion with her husband Manuel was riding into the village.

He was riding a stolen horse, stolen from the rancho he had once worked for. The saddle had come with the horse, a silver buckled thing of exquisite beauty.

Manuel, himself, was a thing of beauty.

He wore a pair of pants that were skin tight, no shirt, a tight jacket, and his hair was long and coiffed in one of the styles Maria Elena preferred. It hid under his hat.

His lips were full and soft. His eyes were beautiful, but hard. They glinted with a meanness that had not been there a year previous.

The horse stepped gently, as if aware that there was a man of some significance on his back.

The people in the town glanced up, then down, then raised their faces again.

Manuel commanded their attention.

He had a pistola in an American style holster. Not beautiful.

He had two knives in scabbards on the right and left side of his body. They weren’t large scabbards, not a Bowie knife, but rather stilettos. Built for the quick jab, the rapid slice that wouldn’t be deep, but wold draw much blood.

He walked his horse to the hitch rail in front of the cantina and tied the reins loosely.

Two men from the ranch walked out of the bat wing doors at that moment. They were sturdy men, hard working, with the muscles accrued from such hard work.

They had also, a year previous, dragged Manuel down the stairs and into the courtyard and beat him within an inch of his life.

And they had done other things to him. Things befitting a pervert. But they didn’t know he wasn’t a pervert, that he was just a victim of perversion.

Manuel recognized the men, but he ignored them.

They didn’t recognize him, but they did recognize the horse.

As Manuel walked into the cantina he heard the whispers behind him.

“Caballo robado.” Stolen horse.

His lips stayed in a line, and he walked to the bar.

“Tequila,” he stated.

The two men entered the saloon, looked around, and spotted him.

He turned and leaned against the bar, his elbows on the bar. His hat was pulled slightly down and his face was in shadow.

The two men, rough characters, walked towards him with measured steps.

“Senor. Where did you come by that horse.”

He looked up, smiled, and said, “I steal him.”

They recognized Manuel. They gasped.

One reached for him, and withdrew his arm, holding it to stop the flow of blood.

Manuel’s knife was already back in the scabbard.

And the two men left. Back glances. Muttered imprecations. Hate.

It was the boy who looked like a girl, the one who had tried to touch their boss.

Manuel turned back to the bar and sipped his tequila. It wouldn't be long now.

The two men entered the courtyard in a rush. Men helped the one who was cut out of the saddle and into the bunkhouse. The cut was serious and the doctor had to be called.

Men rushed out of the bunkhouse. Little groups clustered, and then men rushed off to saddle their horses.

Maria Elena was upstairs working on a dress. A mouthful of pins, she stepped to the window and looked down on the activity. What had gotten the men so worked up?

She put the pins down, dismissed her maid, and put on her riding clothes.

She wore the black outfit with the wide brimmed sombrero. She placed a coiled whip over her shoulder, and walked down the stairs.

Half the men on the ranch were already gone, racing out of the gate, spurring their horses savagely.

“What it going on?” asked Maria Elena in a strident voice.

A year of running a ranch had brought great changes in her. Now she walked like a man. Her lips were thinner and her eyes hard and small. She still had the amazing body, but…she was different.

“Nothing, la Dona.”

Men stood around, hats in hands, looking at the ground.

Maria uncoiled the whip and snapped it.

“If you don’t speak honestly I will take your flesh off!”

Still, the men did not speak, but one of the kitchen women stepped into the courtyard. Drying her hands on an apron she snapped, “Manuel has been seen in town. He has stolen a horse and cut Pablo.”

A moment of stunned surprise.

Manuel? The symbol of her innocence? A reminder of when life was young and beautiful?

She turned to the nearest man. “Saddle my horse.”

“But—“

CRACK! She snapped the whip an inch from his cheek, and the man hurried off.

“The rest of you will stay on the ranch.” She turned back to the big house.

She entered the main room and went to the gun rack.

“What are you doing?” asked Don Carlos, pushing himself into the room, seeing his wife take down a pistol and belt and strap it on her waist.

She turned to him. Her gaze was powerful, and his was weak.

“Manuel is in town. If you have something to say about him…you best speak now.”

Her meaning was plain. She was going to get to the bottom of why Manuel had left the ranch.

“As I told you,” his voice was whiny and whimpering. “He put his hands on me, and…and…he tried to place his penis in me.”

She stared at him. She didn’t believe him. But she didn’t know what to believe.

“Very well.” She checked the loads, then jammed the pistol into her holster.

“What are you going to do?”

Maria Elena said nothing, just stared at him, then turned and left the room.

Don Carlos now commenced to worry. He needed to get rid of Manuel. When Manuel had disappeared the year previous he had thought he was done with him, but now, for him to show up…he rolled his wheel chair to the gun rack and took down a rifle.

The first two men to reach town barged into the saloon.

They stomped to the bar.

“Where is he? Where is Manuel?”

The bartender, a skinny fellow with large mustaches, nodded towards a table in a far corner.

There sat Manuel, and there was nobody else in the bar.

The peasants could smell when matters were coming to a head.

The two men turned and walked towards Manuel. They pushed aside chairs and advanced on the slender youth.

Manuel, his hair piled high like a woman’s, his sombrero on the table in front of his right hand, watched them come.

It was dark, the two men couldn’t see the details, couldn’t discern the look in Manuel’s eyes, but they felt him.

It was like walking into a room in which stood the toughest, meanest, bull they had ever seen.

They stopped, and frowned, and watched the effeminate, young man.

“You stole a horse.”

Manuel watched them with no concern. He was not the slender, girlish boy any more. Now he was trained with the pistol, and his natural talents with the knife had blossomed.

“I did.”

Now one of the vaqueros said something stupid.

“Give him back.”

It was just so illogical. All they had to do was go outside, unhitch the horse and lead him away.

But they wanted the confrontation. They wanted to teach this fop a lesson. They were prideful men, and didn’t understand that pride went before a fall.

“If you leave you will live.”

The two men looked at each other, then at Manuel.

Manuel smiled a brittle smile.

One of the men reached for Manuel.He would pick him up out of the chair and thrash him, and then he would be taken outside and lynched for a horse thief.

Unfortunately, the vaquero wasn’t a trained gun fighter. Or a knife fighter.

Manuel pushed a pistol into the man’s throat.

The man froze. He gulped. He tried to look down at the barrel focused on his Adam’s apple.

Manuel said, “You beat me for something the old man did. Tell your friends. I did not touch him. He touched me, and you, estupido, did his wishes.”

Manuel pushed slightly and the man backed away. The front of his pants were wet with urine, and he turned and staggered out the door.

He was brave, and if he was right he was braver. But to be wrong…his bravery fled.

The other vaquero stood uncertainly. He hadn’t heard the words. He hadn’t seen the pistol. He had just seen his companion stagger out the door.

“You—“ he blurted, and he pulled his gun.

BANG!

The vaquero didn’t even have his gun out, and his body lost strength and the pistol slid back into the holster.

He turned, took a step, turned as he sat down in a chair, then went limp all over.

He was dead.

More men entered the village. They rode hard and slid off their horses in front of the cantina.

But nobody was entering.

The first vaquero who had gone in and come out was talking to the men. Everybody was looking at the cantina uncertainly.

Maria Elena rode into the village and pulled her horse up. She stared at the men standing in front of the cantina. She stepped off her horse and walked past the vaqueros.

They stared, but their crime was staring them in the face. They had beaten an innocent man, and done other things to him. And they had refused to admit the truth as they learned of it.

Maria Elena pushed the bat wing doors open and entered the cool shade of the cantina.

She had never been in a cantina before, and she stared around.

It was silent, and there was nobody behind the bar.

A man sat in a bentwood chair in a far corner. He was slumped, and she suspected her was dead.

Behind the man and slightly to the side was…Manuel.

Maria crossed the room, her heels tapping on the floor. She stopped in front of the table and looked down on Manuel.

His tight outfit. His coiffed hair. His full lips and soft eyes. Hard for others, soft for her.

“Why did you leave?” she asked, her voice trembling.

For a moment Manuel said nothing, then he whispered. “Don Carlos grabbed me by my manhood. He called to the men. They took me out and they used me…like a woman. They beat me and they poked me, and…” he shrugged.

Yet he was hurting. She was trembling, and he was shivering.

She nodded, and confronted the mess her husband had made.

“You will come back to the ranch with me.”

“But—“ he stopped.

“But what?”

“But…I dream of the days when you put me in dresses. I remember that day when you made my lips red and you touched me…down there.”

“I remember, too.”

Her voice was so very, very soft. And she said: “We can do that again.”

His eyes were locked on hers, he was shaking. “I would like that.”

“Then come with me.” She held out her hand.

They rode together, holding hands as they rode, and the men of the rancho followed them.

There was no whispering, no judging, for men who have admitted their guilt are not so willing to be guilty again.

They entered the courtyard and men came rushing out to take the horses and handle them.

Holding hands with Manuel, Maria Elena entered the house.

It was dark, only a lantern by the front door.

“Don Carlos!” Maria Elena’s voice was strong as she called for her husband.

Don Carlos, a weasel, a whimpering bully, aimed the rifle from a dark corner and fired.

BANG!

Manuel picked Maria Elena up and flung her behind a sofa.

BANG!

Yet Manuel, though he had located the flash of the barrel, did not shoot.

Some may think he was generous.

Some may think he was no longer possessed of jealousy and anger.

But the truth was that he was saving Don Carlos for a punishment more dire.

BANG!

Don Carlos pushed the chair out into the room, tried to get in position for a killing shot, but Manuel moved from shadow to shadow, until the gun was empty and Manuel stood behind the rancher with one stiletto held to the rancher’s throat.

“No!” begged the cowardly Don Carlos, and he threw the rifle to the floor.


Epilogue

Manuel stood in his dress. It was a marvel of lace and ribbons. It was cut low at the chest and revealed his smooth, hairless flesh. He was wearing high heels and this made his calves more pronounced, his rear end more rotund, and his walk more sexy.

His hair was flowing down his back, barrettes controlling the flow of his beautiful locks. His lips were plump and Maria Elena had colored them red and rouged his cheeks. His eyes were dark, soft, expressive.

“Come, my love,” whispered Maria Elena. She led him by the hand to the big, poster bed.

She helped him up on the bed, positioned him on all fours, and lifted his dress and pulled down his pantaloons.

His ass was round and ready. After being abused by the men in the courtyard he had discovered that he preferred this way of making love.

He was a soft man, with soft wants, and he didn’t want to do the taking….he preferred to be taken.

Maria Elena moved up behind him. She used her fingers, and then a knob of wood carved in the shape of a penis.

Manuel groaned and cried out, and felt the softness of him manifest.

He loved the woman who was taking him with all his heart.

When he was done. When his semen was drained and it was his turn, he took her, and for this he did use his penis. It was drained, and yet would not soften.

This was the usual way it was, for his mind thought he still had to cum, and his body reacted, but his body had no more to give.

For long minutes they made love, Maria Elena having orgasm after orgasm, until they were both exhausted.

Then they lay upon the bed, in each others arms, sated and content.

“Please, close the door, my love.”

Manuel was delightfully sore back there, and he loved to walk after having been taken. It tickled his fancy in the best possible way.

He walked to the door and looked out.

The rope to the hoist had been removed, and the hoist was permanently stuck on the first floor.

Don Carlos was resigned to the first floor; he would never ascend to the second floor, and the bedrooms, again.

He was sitting in his wheel chair, tears dribbling down his cheeks as he looked up and met Manuel’s gaze.

Manuel smiled, touched his fingers to his lips, then angled his fingers towards Don Carlos.

Good night.

The bedroom door closed.

END
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!
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Part One

Jim heard the ding and grinned. He was in the bathroom and his phone was in the bedroom. He trotted into the bedroom and retrieved his cell phone. He opened it, and…zowie!

Marcy had sent him a zinger.

She was in Houston for the monthly meeting, would be there a week, and she always sent him little messages. Good, little messages. Messages with her emphasizing her sexiness.

He stared at the screen and bonered up.

She was in a bathroom, a cubicle, and she had her panties down. She was holding the phone on one of those selfie sticks and it showed the lip of the bowl, her tinkling, then her blouse pulled aside to reveal a bare tit, and then her beautiful face.

Jim couldn’t help it. He howled. And he stripped his clothes off and stepped into the shower.

His cell phone was the latest model, it could be submerged up to 10 meters without water damage.

He placed it in the soap dish, the lens aimed towards him, and he began stroking.

Oh, yeah! His soapie hand flew back and forth and his testicles bounced under his weenie.

He stared at the picture of his wife, then heard another ding.

He tapped the phone and pulled up another picture.

She had two fingers in her pussy and the look on her face showed that she meant business. She was intending to cum!

Damn! He had to beat her to it! He stroked faster, felt the heat in his balls, and knew he was almost there.

He tapped his phone as he kept up his frantic pumping, and started snapping pics.

CLICK! The first squirt.

CLICK! Angled up so she could see the torment on his face.

CLICK! Right on the face of the cell phone.

Now he was stuck. He aimed the water on his cell phone and tried to wash his semen off.

CLICK!

CLICK!

He kept snapping pictures as he spewed his seed.

At last, emptied, his knees weak, he looked at his photos. He chose a couple of them and sent them to his wife.

And received a couple of dings and saw her face twisted in joy.

Done, he stepped out of the shower, put his phone aside, and dried himself off.

Wow! That was fun! That was good.

He loved it when they played these types of games.

Well, heck, he was a kinky guy, and it was always fun to—

DING!

He looked at his phone and was puzzled. Marcy should be heading back to whatever meeting she was going to. And they were done. What the heck was she sending him now?

He picked up his cell and pulled up his wife’s…mess…oh…fuck!…FUCK!

The message on the phone was one word.

Jim?

And it was from his mother-in-law!

Jim held to the doorframe and staggered. He almost fell to the floor.

His mother-in-law? What the…in her message, it was a return from his, he could see the pics he had sent to Marcy.

His squirts, the stupid look on his blessed face.

But he had sent that to his wife!”

He examined his phone very carefully then, and saw what had happened.

When he entered his wife’s name, several years previous, they were dating and he entered her last name, which was the same last name as his mother-in-law. So he had tapped his mother-in-law and not his wife’s number!

DING!

Jim? What is this?

For a frozen, mind blasted mentality Jim was thinking pretty quick.

He went through several possible answers in a half a minute and settled on:

OMG! I’ve been hacked!

Which was stupid, because his face was right there, over the squirt of his penis, grinning like an idiot.

DING!

I don’t think so.

Unless you’ve got a clone somewhere!

Jim:

No! I was hacked. They photo shopped my face.

DING!

Looks like your shirt.

Jim was completely and totally panicked! How could he have made such a mistake? And he knew his mother-in-law was on to him. This was proven out by her next message.

DING!

Actually, it’s sort of cute.

Your face is all scrunched up…

must have been a doozy of a cum.

Jim started writing a half a dozen times, trying to come up with excuses, trying to evade, but he stopped short of sending each time.

He was caught! And there was nothing he could say!

DING!

I’d ask you to masturbate again,

and will later,

when you’ve recovered.

But for right now you should just worry.

When Marcy sees what you sent me…

Jim was sweating profusely now. Moisture was pouring down his forehead and onto his face. What was that bitch planning?

Matty, short for Mathilda, smiled as she closed her phone and sat back.

She was sitting on her patio enjoying her morning egg and cantaloup. Her flimsy nightie showed all her charms, and her breasts were pointy.

Especially pointy, since she had seen Jim’s inadvertent sexting.

Oh, she knew what had happened. It was obvious.

But how far could she push this?

The fact was that she had never been fond of Jim. She thought Marcy could do a lot better.

Still, he worked hard, and she had no complaints, other than a mother’s natural inclination to judge her daughter’s choice of life mates.

So she was coming around to him, but…then there was this.

She smiled, and she thought about what she should do next.

DING!

Come over.

We need to discuss your perversions.

Jim didn’t want to. His mother-in-law was a bit snippy with him, and he knew that she had never truly approved of him.

Still, things had been okay between them, until this happened!

Jim wrote back,

Very busy today.

He figured he could put her off, and that would give him the time to figure out what to do. Matty, however, was not having it.

DING!

Right now,

or I will forward these filthy photos to your wife.

Still, Jim thought he could get out of the situation, until the next message.

DING!

Or put them on Facebutt.

Now Jim was done for. He wrote back.

Okay.

While Jim got dressed and drove across town Matty began preparations.

She set the angle of the security cameras in the hall, in the bedroom and on the front porch.

She then gave her face a little color, put on a peignoir that showed everything, and waited.

Jim pulled up to Matty’s house and stepped out of his car. He walked up to the front door and raised a fist.

Marcy was waiting just inside. She positioned herself so it looked like she was leaning against the front door, but she wasn’t putting any weight on it.

She screamed. “AAIIIEEE! HELP! HELP!”

Jim froze, for about a second, then realize that somebody must have broken in and was threatening Matty.

He tried the knob. It didn’t turn.

He moved back and ran at the door with his shoulder.

Marcy jumped back onto all fours. Then she scrambled down the hallway.

Jim burst through the door and fell on the floor of the foyer.

“AAIIIEEE! NO! NO!” came from down the hallway.

Jim scrambled to his feet and ran in the direction of the screams.

He entered the bedroom.

Matty was lying next to the bed, huddled, sobbing, crying, her hands raised up as if to fend an attacker off.

But there was no attacker. There was only Jim.

And Jim still didn’t get it.

He ran across the room and placed his hand on her forearm.

“Matty! What’s—“

She came up easily, pulled his off balance body until it looked like he was falling on her.

She grabbed his hands and placed them on the sides of her head, and she kissed him.

Jim struggled, but being off balance it looked like he was pushing her down, not pushing her away. It looked like he was forcing the kiss, and not her!

“Wha—what?”

Then she pushed him away, done with her acting. She smoothed her peignoir, which super-emphasized her magnificent mounds. She brushed her hair with her fingers, and grinned.

“Matty?”

“Hello, Jim.”

“What is going on?”

He was totally nonplussed. He didn’t understand. He could taste her lipstick on his mouth, and he was embarrassed to find that she had given him a boner.

“I’ll show you what is going on. Come with me.”

She took his hand and pulled him out of the bedroom, down the hall and into her computer room.

She sat down and told him to sit down. Then she turned to the screen.

The computer was on, and Jim recognized the rooms. He figured out that she was tapping into the home security system.

“What’s this?”

“Be patient, Jimbo.”

She tapped keys, worked the mouse, and pulled up the outside camera.

Jim looking relaxed, be it a bit worried, raising his hand to knock.

There was no sound, so there was no scream, and it looked like he just rammed the door with his shoulder.

She pulled up the second screen and he saw: her falling back from the door that was bursting inward, and scrambling to run down the hallway.

He saw himself scrambling to his feet and following her.

Then, in the bedroom, she slid to the corner of the room, and he burst in through the doorway. He came towards her, and the angle was such that his concern couldn’t’ be seen, only the grasping of hands reaching out to…to…

And her shrinking away, screaming, terror on her face.

Then…the kiss.

Jim stood, his mouth open, staring at the evidence of his home invasion and what looked to be a rape.

Matty spun her swivel and looked up at him. Her red lips were in a big smile.

“Honey,” she said. “Go fix us a couple of drinks. We need to talk.”

Jim staggered backwards, bumping into the wall. He managed to turn and, on wooden legs, stumped down the hallway. Into the kitchen.

Matty turned to a desk drawer and opened it. She took out a small box and followed Jim.

Jim opened the upper cabinet and took out a bottle of bourbon. He was tempted to just pop the cork and suck the thing dry, but he placed the bottle on the counter.

He took out two glasses, filled them with ice, then poured half a glass of bourbon.

“Coke in mine,” Matty said, sitting down at the breakfast table.

He nodded stiffly, then added Coke to their drinks. He picked them up and went to the table. He handed her one, and lifted his own and drained it.

“Whoa!” she laughed. “Make another one, and drink it slowly.”

He nodded. He was trying to think, but…it was so difficult.

As he made his second drink he thought about what the security footage showed.

Him breaking in, chasing her down the hallway, advanced on her in the bedroom, and that kiss…it actually looked like he had forced it on her!

He came back to the table and sat. the first drink had done nothing of him. He was cold sober. He was too shocked to be drunk.

Matty sipped her whiskey and watched him, an amused smile on her face. She was sitting back, one arm folded under her breasts.

Her breasts. Big. Succulent. Large nipples erect and pointing at him.

Yes, he had a boner. He couldn’t help it.

“I figure I’ve got home invasion, then attempted rape. I can’t get you for rape itself because you never got your pecker into me.”

The way she talked, suggestive, and it only made his poor dick harder.

“Now the question is…should I send it to the police?”

“Matty…” his voice sounded like a python was hugging his throat.

“Or post it? It would get taken down, of course, but not for a while. And everybody and their uncle will be sending it back and forth…I’ll bet millions of people will see the video before it finally starts getting pushed back to the second page.”

“Matty…” His voice was a hoarse whisper. “You can’t—“

“Or I could just send it to Marcy. Wouldn’t that be embarrassing? Her husband trying to rape her mother.” She shook her head slowly. “Tsk, tsk.”

“Matty, you can’t do this. I love Marcy! It would…it would destroy our marriage.”

Matty straightened up and leaned forward. She turned the glass between her palms on the table. Her arms were pressing in, which made her tits bulge up, which made him gulp loudly.

She giggled. “Look at you.”

“Please give me…delete the…please…” moisture was seeping out of his eyes.

She sat back, she crossed her legs under the table. The peignoir parted and he could see her pussy through the glass top.

It was moist.

She was really getting off on this.

“Matty…”

She sighed. “Well, Jim, you know we haven’t always gotten along, and I always thought Marcy could do a bit better than you.”

“Matty!”

“Still, you’ve tried hard, you work hard, and Marcy seems to be happy…”

“You can’t—“

“Shush,” she said with a satisfied smile.

He shushed.

“I’m going to offer you a way out of this dilemma. In short, you’re going to have to prove yourself to me.”

“Of course…” Tears were running down his cheeks.

“So if you do everything and anything I say for the next week…I might be convinced to lose that delicious video.”

“Anything?” His voice trembled. He was thinking he was going to have to mow her lawn, wash her windows, straighten up the garage, that sort of thing.

“Anything,” she confirmed.

“But…you…I…”

“Anything,” she warned, half threatened.

He had no choice. He hung his head and nodded.

“Very well. first things first, I want you to put this on.

She shoved the little box across the table towards him.

He looked at the thing. It was a cube, six inches to a side.

He reached out and lifted the flaps, then looked into the box.

A velvet sack.

He lifted out the sack and opened the mouth.

A ring with a hinge. Spacers. A…a dick.

No, not a dick. Just a dick-shaped piece of see through plastic.

“What…what…”

Matty lifted the penis shaped plastic. “This goes over your penis. It attaches to this,” she lifted up a ring, “which goes around your package.”

“A…a chastity…thing?”

“Yep. Now, pull out your dick and make it soft.”

“But…but…”

“Down with the pants.”

Not knowing what else to do, his choices non-existent, he unbuckled his belt and unbuttoned his pants and unzipped his zipper.

“Oh, Lord,” Matty breathed. “Now I know what Marcy saw in you.”

“I can’t get it in there.”

“Not hard like it is. So make it soft.”

“But…but…”

Matty chuckled. “I know, you just masturbated a short while ago.”

He nodded, and was blushing furiously. This was not the thing a man liked to admit to.

She reached out and took his penis in her hands. She had small hands, but long, red nails. It looked large in her grip.

She smiled up at him and stroked him.

“Do you think you can get off?”

“I…I…I…”

His chest was thudding, he was feeling faint.

“If I stroke you like this, and fondle your balls like this,” she reached under and cupped his testicles and massaged them.

“Please…no…my wife…”

Frowning, Matty let go of him. “Yes, I suppose I shouldn’t make you cum that way. So stroke yourself. Or go get a bag of peas from the refrigerator.”

He gave a sickly smile and moved to the refrigerator. He took out a bag of frozen peas.

“Come here.”

He went to the table and she took the peas from him. She grabbed his penis and he groaned. She stretched it over the table and slapped the bag of peas down on it.

“Oh, fuck!” he whined. “It’s cold!”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” she laughed.

For a minute they stood there, and slowly the blood pulsing through his big member slowed down, then his penis shrank.

“That’s a boy,” she murmured.

She fit the ring around his package, then slipped the tube over his cock. It fit together perfectly, and she slid a padlock through the hasp.

They stared at his cock.

It was already starting to get hard again, but it had no room. It pressed up against the plastic and looked flat and white on the inside of the device.

She held his balls, tapped one of them with a fingernail.

His knees shook and he moaned.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?”

He didn’t know what it felt like.

Or, correction, he knew exactly what it felt like, but the sensations were too intense and too numerous for him to define.

Trapped. Squeezed. Pulsing. Hurting in a really good way. Feeling good in a way that hurt.

He felt his whole groin area pulsing with blood as his cock tried to break free.

It wasn’t going to happen.

He was in for the duration.

But…how long was the duration?

Jim suddenly realized that he had been put in chastity with no understanding of the conditions he would have to abide by.

“How…long…?” he blubbered.

“About two inches. Oh, you mean how long you’ll have to be in this? I would say that if you’re a good boy and do everything I ask, anything I ask, then Saturday.”

Saturday. The day before his wife came home. Good.

She picked up her cell phone and snapped a picture of his imprisoned cock.

“Hey!”

“These are for me. My memories.” She was smiling. And inside she was thinking: to use as I see fit.

Jim was chastised on a Monday.

After he was in penile prison he was directed to clean the house.

Well, he expected that.

So he spent the day vacuuming, cleaning the kitchen, mowing the lawn, and a dozen other tasks.

And he was naked, except for the chastity device, the whole time.

His whole body was blushing and he couldn’t even look at Matty.

Though Matty enjoyed herself totally by looking at him, and taking lots of pictures.

He was not given lunch, although he was given a drink.

“You’re too fat,” was the reason Matty gave him.

“I’m perfect for my size,” he protested.

“For a male,” she said, and he stepped back and stared.

“You didn’t think I was going to waste this precious time just making you work, did you?”

“I…I don’t…”

“No. I’ve always wanted a maid. And while you were working I was ordering lingerie and clothes for you. Starting tomorrow we’re going to fix you up, make you beautiful.”

Jim’s eyes widened. “But…why?”

“Just for fun. Now, I would like Chinese for dinner. Orange Chicken and…oh, Beijing Beef. Are you still here?”

They ate dinner. Her daintily, ladylike, and him a little more messily. He was hungry, after all.

Then, after dinner, she watched TV and made him rub her feet while she ate chocolates and watched Grey’s Anatomy.

“Do you really think doctors and nurses have sex in the on call room?”

“I have no idea,” he mumbled. Handling her feet, with her red toenails, was making his cock struggle within its confines.

“And that blonde, Izzie whatever…would you like to screw her?”

He looked up at her in shock.

“Oh, come on. Men are men, that’s what they do. I’m just curious as to whether you ever got excited, you know, wanted to slip the salami to that pretty blonde.”

“No!” he lied, putting out aghast so well that Matty actually believed him.

Then: “But what if you were locked in a room with her, and the world was going to end, and she really wanted one last screw…would you do it?”

“No!”

But she didn’t believe him this time. She chuckled. “Oh, you men.”

Finally, after three hours of rubbing her feet, Matty was ready to go to bed.

“Well, come on.”

“What? No! I’ve got to go home!”

“Nonsense. You’re going to sleep with me. We’re going to cuddle, and I’m going to find out what it is that Marcy sees in you.”

“No!”

But she smiled, picked up her cell phone and tapped it. “I wonder…who would like to see you now…”

“Stop! No!”

“Then come along, little man. And I do mean ‘little.’” She tapped his cock cage and giggled and left the room.

Having no choice, Jim followed her, and he was strangely excited.

No, he didn’t want to, but…there was a part of him that did want to.

She sat at her vanity table and cold creamed her face. She watched him looking so uncomfortable in the mirror.

“What are you feeling right now, Jim?”

“Worried, scared, I want to go home.”

“But your cage is lifting up and down. Your cock is trying to get hard. I think you like this.”

“No!”

“I don’t like that word. Say ‘yes.’”

He blubbered then, tried to get out of it, but she was insistent.

“Say it, lover. You love being naked with me. You love seeing my body.”

Finally, he mumbled it. “I like seeing you naked.”

Though he whispered, he was sincere, and he couldn’t hide it.

“Was that so hard?”

She turned to him and took his caged penis in her hands. She rubbed his nuts and reached between his leg. He squeaked and jerked when her long nail tickled his brown spot.

She kissed the head of the cage and smiled up at him.

Even without make up she was extraordinarily beautiful.

“Now go lay in bed.”

He stumbled across the room and climbed into bed. It was large, King-sized, with posters and a pink canopy.

She followed him, slipped out of her peignoir and slid in next to him.

She took his hands and placed them on her breasts. “Come on, lover. Make me feel good.”

His heart was electric as he felt her rigid nipples, her big, plump breasts.

She kissed him.

He was naked, in bed with her, had been excited all day, and he couldn’t help himself.

Who could?

He kissed her back, and it was delicious.

It was like kissing a version of his wife. Her lips were similar, her breasts were the same. Her hair got into his stubble and it was as if they were in the same web.

She reached down and cupped him, and he almost fainted from the heady sensations.

Then, being a woman and being horny and not having had any sex for a while, she went crazy on him.

She slithered down his body, kissing him, suckling on his nipples, and reached his groin area.

She took his whole cage in her mouth and he couldn’t believe how hot and wet her mouth was.

Then she spit him out, laughing, and took his testicles in her mouth. They were stretched tight and his hips started to move.

“Oh, God,” he whispered, losing control.

She once again reached between his legs and touched his hole.

He jerked, and under the covers she grinned. There wasn’t a man alive who didn’t love the sensation of having his asshole touched.

She slipped a finger into him.

He jerked, was frozen for a second, then realized what a wonderful feeling it was.

He pushed his butt back, and she began reaming him gently.

And she said, “Okay, honey, it’s time for you to get me off.”

He didn’t object, but he did feel a bit empty when she removed her finger.

She slithered up and he slithered down, and he was face to face with her womanhood.

Gently, he nibbled on the clit, then gave long laps to her labia.

Matty groaned. She held to his head and helped him pleasure her.

He felt it when she was close, and he slowed down, drew it out.

“Oh, you bastard,” she moaned, arching her back.

He cupped her buttocks and tongue fucked her.

She felt like screaming as she began to climb the mountain.

Then it burst over her, a massive orgasm. One of the best of her life.

Her back arched for a long moment, then collapsed.

Jim was suffocating between her clamping thighs, but she finally let go and relaxed.

“Oh, fuck…fuck…” she whispered.

She lay on her back, and he lay on his next to her.

He stared at the ceiling and wondered at himself.

He had been embarrassed, humiliated, but when push came to shove, when her pussy started demanding…he had complied.

Happily.

Without a second thought.

He felt guilty.

But he also felt an odd satisfaction. He had gotten his mother-in-law off.

And he was so damned excited he couldn’t stand it.

“Stop wiggling. I want to sleep.”

She turned to him, placed her lips on his for a slow, long, lingering, tender kiss.

He kissed her back, and tried to control himself.

She giggled. “Got you horny, didn’t I?”

“Uh…”

“And I expect you to get me off in the morning. I am a woman that loves sex, and you are going to spend the week pleasuring me. Does that make you happy.”

He hesitated.

“Does it? Answer me?”

“Yes,” he whispered.

“Good,” and she settled back onto the mattress.

In a moment she was breathing softly, and she slipped into sleep.

Jim stayed awake. For a long time. And he thought.

Was he being untrue to his wife?

But there was nothing else he could do!

He couldn’t risk the shame and embarrassment of that security video, and the others she had taken.

Marcy would never understand!

He lay in the darkness, unbelievably turned on, wanted to fuck the woman next to him, but unable. Wanting to be true to his wife, but irrevocably compromised.

Wanting to get his dick free, to stroke it to a massive squirt, but…unable to.

As the hours wore into dawn he realized something. Being confined, having his penis in prison, he…liked it.

He enjoyed the feeling of being horny and unable to do anything about it.

That was something he had never imagined, and now that it was happening, he liked it.


Part Two

The birdies sang and sunlight dashed through the window and splashed on Jim’s face.

“Come on, Sluggo! Rise and shine!”

Matty shook the bed and Jim opened his eyes.

He had laid awake for hours, had finally dropped off to sleep when the dawn was in the sky.

“The bathroom is right in there,” she laughed and pointed.

He knew where the bathroom was, and was confused as to why she—oh fuck! He bent over and grabbed his groin. He had to pee. In fact, he had a morning woody, and that was causing him extreme pain.

He rolled out from under the covers and dashed to the bathroom and Matty laughed and followed him.

He sat on the toilet for a minute and, unbelievably, couldn’t pee, then it started.

Matty leaned against the door jamb and grinned as relief crossed his face.

“Oh, you poor man,” she chortled.

“Oh, God,” he mumbled, his head bent down as a thick, yellow stream raised the water level.

“Have you ever measured your urine?”

He looked up at her. “What?”

“Take a beer, drink it, and when you piss, do you fill up the beer bottle to the same level?”

“No,” he muttered, finally finishing. He shook and stood up.

She was waiting with the Nair and she slathered it all over his body.

He objected, but she ignored him.

“Take a shower when your skin burns, and use my hair drier to make sure your dingus is completely dry. We don’t want you to get all moldy.”

He waited about fifteen and then stepped into the shower. All his hair rinsed right off and swirled down he drain.

A few minutes later he stepped out and dried himself off.

“Were you awake all night?”

“Pretty much,” he admitted. “Why?”

“Your eyes are so dark. You have circles, bags, whatever you want to call them.”

He looked at the bathroom mirror and saw what she was talking about. The circles were so dark he looked like a bandit.

“Oh, jeez.”

“Not to worry. A little make up will make everything look normal. Better than normal.”

“About that…I don’t want to wear make up.”

“Aw, that’s too bad. Let’s have some breakfast, first.”

So they ate, eggs and sausage.

Too much protein for me, but I know you’re going to need it. Tonight, however, you’re going to be eating a salad.”

“A salad? Why?”

“We’ve got to work on your girlish figure.”

He sighed. “My figure is just fine.”

“Nope, but it will be. When I finish with you a salad is going to seem like a lot.”

This confused him, but he let the subject drop.

Matty took him back to the bedroom and sat him down at the vanity table.

He stared at himself, and was ashamed.

And excited.

She was really going to do this to him.

DING!

“Oh, fuck!” Jim looked at his phone.

Matty picked it up before he could and read the message.

Hi, honey.

Are you ready for some fun and games?

She typed a message and said,

Yep.

“Hey!”

“What?” Matty looked at him with an amused expression.

“Those are for me!”

“Would you like to go FaceTime? Or maybe I could send her some pictures?”

“No!”

“Then let me handle it.”

Jim wanted to object, but Matty turned away from him, typed, and sent.

“What’d you send her?”

“A picture of you in chastity.”

“WHAT!”

“Oh, calm down. She’ll—“

DING!

He grabbed the phone out of her hand and read the message.

Jim!

I love it!

When did you get a chastity device?

Matty held her hand out. “Gimme.”

Not knowing what to say himself, Jim handed his phone back to her. She typed:

A while ago.

I’ve been saving it for a surprise.

I mailed the key to myself.

It’ll get here on Saturday.

DING!

“Don’t you dare let yourself out!

I want to see this for myself!

I want to see how much you can cum

after being locked up for a week!”

Matty smiled victoriously at Jim. “See?”

“Oh, my God. What’ll I…I can’t believe…”

DING!

Oh, God!

You made me so hot!

Want to see me cum?

Matty murmured, “Oh, Lord. No.”

“Yes!” Jim snapped. He was so horny, and the situation was driving him crazy. He had to see it.

“I don’t want to see my daughter have an orgasm!”

“Then close your eyes! Stick your fingers in your ears and go ‘La la la la! But let me see it!”

For a moment Matty frowned, then she grinned. “Well, hell. Why not. It’s just going to make you hornier.”

“If that’s possible,” he muttered.

Matty typed in,

Yes!

Then she handed the phone to Jim and sat on the bed and closed her eyes and put her fingers in her ears.

Jim stared at the cell phone, then grinned, then laughed.

He watched as Marcy dialed herself, pulled her nipples and stuck three fingers into her pussy.

When she came it was gangbusters, and all he could do was blubber, “Oh, fuck…oh, fuck!”

“Let me take care of those bags first,” Matty said, putting him into the vanity chair.

She took note of how happy and bouncy his cock was. It kept pushing the chastity tube around. It had been a good idea to let him watch his wife.

She put cream around his eyes and matched the color of his skin. Voila, instant no bags.

“Wow,” he was impressed.

“Okay, now you’ve seen the magic, let’s do this right.”

Matty sat right on his lap, pushed her pussy onto his chastity tube, and smoothed primer onto his face.

He felt her moistness dripping onto his cock, and he was aware of how close her lips were to his, how kissable they were.

“Lord, you make me wet,” Matty muttered, focusing on matching hues and colors.”

She turned on his lap, grinding her pussy onto him, and reached for more implements of facial construction. He had a quick look in the mirror, and was startled. He was pale, like a canvas ready for the painting.

And she painted.

Toner, blush, then the eyes. Her fingers moved nimbly as she colored his skin, used the eyeliner, and transformed him

“I’m only going to pluck you a little. When the week is over you should be able to rub them up and hide the fact that you’ve been plucked.”

She nuanced ‘pluck’ and made it sound like ‘fuck.’

After his eyebrows she insisted on piercing his ears. “Marcy will never notice, the holes close right up, and…there.”

He said ‘ow,’ and stared at the danglies she had put into his lobes.

She grinned. “Big baby.”

“What about my hair? It’s too short.”

Maybe, in some universe, he was hoping she would give up. But in this universe he was hoping she would have a solution. Staring at himself in the mirror, seeing the half made product, he wanted more.

“Not a prob,” she said, grinding her pussy on him, then leaning in and kissing him.

It was driving him crazy, being hornier and hornier, and yet having his cock caught in a vice.

But she didn’t want to stop kissing him.

She explained, “Did you know I’m bi?”

He shook his head.

“Oh, yes. There’s something about a fully made up woman eating your pussy…and now I’m going to have a woman with a big cock. Not that you’ll be able to use it, but…you know?”

He didn’t know.

She sighed and stood up. She retrieved a wig from her closet, but a skull cap on his head, then pulled the wig over his forehead. It was perfect, and his face was now framed perfectly; he looked like a woman. From the neck up.

She stood back and smiled. “Oh, Lord. You are going to make a perfect woman. come on.”

She led him by the hand to the bed. “Sit down and put these on.”

He put on panties. They were snug, extra strong, and they pushed his chastity tube back between his legs.

Then she handed him nylons and helped him put them on. And a garter to hold them up.

“You don’t need a garter, of course, but men find it so sexy. Are you finding it sexy?”

He gulped, but nodded.

He was now in a sort of a never never land.

He loved his wife, but wasn’t thinking about her, he was only thinking about his own horniness. He did what he was told, and put all consequences out of his mind.

“And a bra.”

She helped him put on the bra, then slipped some breast forms into it. “Ooh la la!” she chortled, hefting his new boobs and helping them settle into place.

“This is going to be the toughie,” she said, and she handed him a corselet.

“Is this a corset?”

“A corselet. It’s shorter, it’ll push up your boobs and push your hips down so they flare out a bit. Very sexy.”

She helped him with the corselet, and it took some work. He was a man, with man fat, and she was determined to reduce his man fat until he had a wasp waist. When she was done he did.

A dress. It as just a piece of cloth, but it was stretchy. It hid things that would make him look male, and emphasized those things that would make him female.

He stared at the mirror and was stunned.

He was a woman.

His face was framed by lush hair. His eyes were scintillating, actually sparkling.

Matty had shadowed his face to hide the maleness and to accentuate the femaleness. He did have an Adam’s apple, but it wasn’t much. If he wore a turtleneck that would completely hide that bit of maleness.

His hands were a little masculine, but Matty would cure that in a short while by giving him fingernails.

“Okay, a couple of things and we’ll be done.”

“We’re not done?”

“Oh, no. Sit, and spread your hands out.”

He did as she directed and she began preparing his nails.

“I should have done your tootsies. But I can do them tomorrow. Besides, I don’t have any open toed heels that would fit you.”

She glued to long fingernails to his digits and painted them bright red.

He stared in wonder. Those were his hands…and they weren’t.

Then, finally, made up and dressed, wearing lingerie and jewelry, the final step was done.

Lipstick.

Jim had been trembling throughout the whole process, and he was shaking as she sat on his lap and held the lipstick.

He watched as she twisted the base, and he felt the color being rolled onto his lips.

Then she retracted the pillar of red, put the lipstick aside, and stared at him.

“Oh, Lord,” she whispered, and she was hot. She was breathing heavily and was very excited.

She placed her arms on his shoulders, and leaned closer.

“Not too much,” she sighed. She touched her lips to his. Just a touch. Not enough to rob him of his lipstick, but enough so he could feel her flesh, her hot breath mingling with his.

She pressed a hand against one of his boobs and she smiled. “Just what I wanted. A woman with a dick. God, I want to fuck you!”

The thought thrilled him, even as it terrified him.

He was married. While he wanted to fuck Matty in the worst possible way, he didn’t want to.

“Well, let’s slip on your heels and take a drive.”

She had a pair of heels, classic black patent leather, and she helped him slide his feet into them, and then take a few steps.

It was difficult, and he wobbled, but she held his arm and balanced him so he didn’t fall.

She took him on a drive. The top down on her car, and their hair waving in the wind. She waved at horny boys, and he found himself laughing, and even waved himself.

“It’s fun, isn’t it?”

He had to admit it was.

He was a man, learning what it was like to be a woman, and he liked it.

They had no sooner arrived back at her home when…DING!

It was early evening, Marcy was done with her workshops for the day, and she was ready for a little sex action.

Are you still wearing it?

Matty took the phone from Jim’s trembling hands. He had done well, but he couldn’t confront the idea of talking to his wife while he was dressed like a woman.

She typed:

You bet.

She sent a picture of the thing between his legs.

“Hey, wait! She’ll see the panties…and the—

DING!

Are you wearing women’s underwear?

“No!” he yelped.

Matty answered

Yes.

The thing didn’t fit into my tight whiteys.

I borrowed your panties.

Is that all right?

DING!

Is it?

Oh, my God!

This is making me hornier

than I have ever been in my life!

“A girl after my own heart,” whispered Matty.

Should I wear something else?

DING!

Yes! Yes!

Wear whatever you want!

Send me pics!

I’m going to play with myself

until I see the pics!

Then I’m going to squirt so hard

the Mississippi runs backwards!

Matty grinned. “I’d like to see that.”

Meanwhile, as this conversation was going on, Jim was walking in circles, tears were coming from his eyes. “She knows…she knows…” he kept blubbering.

“She knows nothing,” Matty said. “But we’re going to show her.” She typed. “Give me an hour.”

“I won’t do it…I won’t…”

Matty looked up at him. “Jim. Go make us some drinks.

He backed away, towards the door to the hallway.

“You can’t make me do this. You can’t!”

“I can do anything, and everything. Now make us a pair of drinks.”

Jim was sobbing as he mixed the bourbon and Coke. His mascara was running and he was sure that his marriage was destroyed.

“I never should have,” he burbled, taking a hard nip right from the bottle.

Matty sat down at the kitchen table. He brought the drinks over and sat down across from her.

“I can’t…why did you…I—“

“Shush now,” she whispered and patted his hand.

He drank quickly, and she got up[ and fixed another couple of drinks. But she wasn’t drinking hers. She was just pushing her drinks over to him whenever he was done.

That was five stiff drinks in a half hour, and Jim finally was drunk enough.

Somewhere in there he had gone from sobbing to smiling, and he was ruminating philosophical concerning his situation.

At one point he said, “Fuck her if she can’t take a joke.”

Another time he said, “Heck, I like this. So should she.”

Matty just kept pushing the drinks into him and ran a light banter.

“All men should do this. How they ever going to understand women if they don’t?”

“Yesh.” He was getting bit sloshy now.

“So let’s show that bitch!”

“Yesh!”

At this point Matty already had dozens and dozens of pictures of Jim in transition, and she pulled out her phone and picked a few juicy poses. She downloaded them to Jim’s phone and challenged him.

“Pick out a few and send them off.”

Jim was now drunk enough to do exactly that.

He slid through the pictures.

The first one he sent was one of him in full femme. “Let her think about that!” he slurred his speech slightly and tapped the phone.

A thousand miles away Marcy opened her phone, looked at the picture, and her mouth dropped open.

Her husband in full drag!

But how had he…full make up?…where had he gotten the underwear…and known how to size it!?

She stared at the pic, her mouth still open, trying to come to grips with what she was seeing.

A thousand miles away Jim selected another pic. His hand, red-tipped and sexy, holding a glass, his red lips placed to the rim.

“That’‘ll fix her,” he chortled.

Matty could hardly keep her laughter in, and she began videoing Jim as he created his Waterloo.

Marcy stared at his features on her phone. His make up was expert, his colors and hues were perfect. His lips—he must have used plumper—were totally female.

Her husband was…was…a transvestite! Or…a transformer or transistor or whatever they called them.

Trans. That was it.

Or was he worse? Was he…gay?

Somehow, she didn’t think so. But…the pictures were telling her something. The pictures…

“Okay, baby!” he had the tip of his tongue sticking out of the corner of his mouth as he sent his wife another picture.

He was standing, legs astraddle, dress up, and holding his chastity tube. The look on his face was downright maniacal.

Finally, Jim slowed down. The liquor was too much, and he was losing control. He was slobbery, and he was starting to cry.

Still, Matty kept videoing. She recorded every moment of his descent into drunkenness, and she didn’t stop until he passed out.

He was sending pictures, then he wasn’t. He was sitting on the couch in the living room, chortling and crying and laughing and sobbing, and he leaned over and went to sleep.

Jim awoke on the couch. He was en femme, and Matty had lifted his nylon clad legs up and placed them on the couch.

Still, his neck was a little sore, and his mouth felt like he had been gargling cotton.

He groaned and sat up.

And saw his reflection in the big, front room window.

He was a woman. He liked being a woman. He liked having his cock caged.

And…he was a pervert.

He wasn’t just a guy who sexted with his wife, he was a full out and out pervert. What did they call people like him? Trans men? Trannies? Something?

He stood up, found he was still in his heels, and that he was becoming more and more able to walk in them.

He walked into the kitchen and Matty was there.

“Hello, lover.”

“Hi,” he said. He picked up a glass and filled it with water. he drank, and drank again. And again.

Finally some of the hydration was back in his body. He sat down at the table heavily.

“Tell me I didn’t do that.”

“Didn’t do what?” Matty asked innocently.

“Talk to my wife. Send her pictures.”

“Yes. You did.”

“Oh, God!” He buried his long haired head in his red tipped hands.

“But I wouldn’t worry about it.”

He looked up at her. “You would’t?”

“Not at all.” She sat down across from him and patted his hand. “If she kicks you out you can come live with me. I like you like this.”

He whispered, “With all respect, I would rather have my wife.”

“I know.” Matty spoke softly and patted his hand. “I know. Now let’s get you fed. You’ll feel better after a big, old salad.”

He groaned.

But she didn’t give him a salad. She gave him bacon and eggs and French toast.

It was a good meal, and he started to feel better.

“What am I going to do?” he asked, when he was done eating.

“Whatever you want,” Matty answered. “You haven't jumped into a prison, in spite of that tool on your tool. You’ve jumped into a freedom of expression that most people know nothing about.”

But Jim didn’t say anything. He just sat there and worried.

The days passed, and it was revealing of Jim’s personality that he continued to sit in the morning while Matty made him up, dressed him up, and took him out for drives, to small, little cafes, and showed him more and more of what it was like to be a woman.

The texts from his wife stopped, and that made him worry all the more.

He tried to calling her on the phone, and she didn’t pick up or return his call.

He knew, then, that his marriage was probably over.

He had gone too far.

He had done too much.

And, to complicate matters, he liked the chastity tube, and feeling horny, and…and being horny.

He was in the excitation phase of sex, stuck there, and that’s the way he liked it.

Wanting to get a hard on, unable to get a hard on, wanting to get rid of the chastity tube, and never wanting to take it off.

And, in the nights he slept with Matty. He would slip in beside her and, without a word, begin making love to her.

Sometimes he cried a little, being reminded of his wife.

But always he enjoyed it.

He enjoyed being driven crazy with sex.

He wanted more and more.

If only he didn’t want his wife more and more.

Saturday evening and he and Matty had had a long day of being female.

Did he even want to go back to being male?

He didn’t know. It would probably be nice to put on a pair of pants, a tee shirt, maybe even some athletic sneakers.

But, on the other hand, none of that stuff could compare to the way female clothes made him feel.

“Let’s go to bed,” Matty suggested.

He nodded, smiled, felt sad, followed her down the hallway.

He hadn’t even been home for the whole week. He just stayed at Matty’s house, did what she wanted, and was female.

“Tonight we’re going to do something a bit more interesting.”

“What?” he looked up and was curious.

“Come lay down and I’ll show you.”

They lay in her big bed and made out. They kissed and felt each other, and she suggested that he consider getting breast implants.

“They don’t have to be big. Just big enough. You can bind them when you want to be male, and push them up when you want to be female.”

But did he even want to be male again?

He didn’t know.

He just knew that he had unfinished business with his wife.

He was, sometime, going to have to face her.

He was going to have to explain about himself.

He wanted her, desperately. But he also wanted this, his femaleness, desperately.

And which wish was more desperate?

He didn’t know.

Matty felt his breasts, she moved behind him, over him, and dry humped his butt.

He loved it. He loved the butt plug she made him wear. He loved to hump back, to pretend he was taking it up the rear.

He groaned, and she used her fingers, massaged him, then pushed three fingers into him.

Three fingers, and they were working on four.

Maybe someday…a whole fist.

He groaned, accepted her, and she threw off the covers, and—

The lights went on.

Jim was in a sexual delirium. His asshole was being stretched out in the most delightful way. He could feel Matty pressed against him, holding his chastity device with one hand, and pushing her fingers into him with the other hand.

But…the lights?

The light switch was on the other side of the room. And Matty had no more hands. Certainly not any hands that were capable of reaching across the room.

He turned and looked over his shoulder.

“Hello, Jim.”

Marcy stood by the door.

Jim blubbered. “Marcy! Honey…I…I wanted to call you, but…”

“But you were scared.”

He nodded, and she crossed the room. She was wearing a pencil skirt and a blouse and jacket. Her heels were high, and she was fully made up.

He realized that she had just gotten off the plane. A day early. She was…here.

He turned his face down into the pillow. He was mortified.

Matty kept pushing her fingers into him.

“Stop…stop…” he whimpered.

His wife sat down next to him. “No, mother, don’t stop. Get him warmed up for me.”

He looked up at her. Warmed up? For her?

“Honey, I have been less than honest with you. All my life I have done to boys what mother has been doing to you. But I didn’t do it to you. I love you so much, and I was afraid of how you would react. I didn’t want to risk losing you. Then, at the beginning of the month, Mother emailed me and told me of the mix up in the sexting, how she had gotten pictures meant for me. I was okay with that. Mother and I have always been close, and…we’re the same in our sexual desires. We like soft men who like to go pink. But they are so few. And…I didn’t want to risk losing you.”

Matty was still reaming him, moving her fingers, and he could feel that she had touched something deep inside, and he felt like he was going to pee.

“So I told mother to go ahead. To take you where I hoped you wanted to go. I told her to make you into a woman, a woman I could love…if…if you could love me.”

“Then…then…” he looked back at his mother-in-law, “…I’m going to…something’s happening…I’m going to pee.”

Marcy leaned forward and kissed him. “Pee, my honey. Mother is pressing on your prostate, and you are about to release your semen.”

“I’m going to cum?”

“No. You won’t experience orgasm, at least, probably not. That takes time and practice. But pressing on your prostate will cause your sperm to flow, and when you are empty we can take the chastity tube off. You can fuck me then. And you can even fuck mother. After all, you will be emptied, no sperm left. You will be as hard as you ever were, but you won’t be able to cum, and we will be able to use you.”

“Then…you don’t…you’re not mad about…”

“You and mother? Oh, Lord. No. If you don’t squirt it’s not a fuck. It’s only half a fuck. And I can certainly share half a fuck with my mother.”

“Uh…uh…I’m…it’s…”
Jim felt the semen oozing out of the head of his prick. It was a silvery stream of slime with a few nuggets. It felt so incredibly wonderful, and yet…he was still horny. He wasn’t losing his horniness. In fact, he was becoming more horny.

Matty pumped her hand back and forth and eked out every last drop.

Marcy kissed him, loved him, and put her hand down and squeezed his balls.

Jim moaned with the pleasure, and it was like he was entering a golden plateau. One built of horniness and satisfaction. A place where he could have both the women he loved, and cum but never cum.

It was place he wanted to be.

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


OOPS!

A torrid tale of first time feminization

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Hi, big boy,” she was a knock out. I mean, one look at her and your eyeballs turned to steam. Long legs, a flare of the hips then a dive into a tight waistline, then the fun started. World class breasts, and she wore them right. A high bra and low cleavage, I could see her large and erect nipples looking right at me.

“Like what you see?” she chuckled at me.

Her face was a gentle oval, her nose pert, which served to emphasize her juicy lips.

“Very much,” I managed to answer.

“Then stop gawking like a tourist and buy me a drink.”

I raised a couple of fingers to the bartender and he nodded. While we waited for him to get to us I asked, “What are you drinking?”

“Coke High.”

“Hey! That’s my drink!”

“Great minds think alike,” she murmured.

Joey the bartender sauntered over, we ordered two bourbon and Cokes, and traded names.

“Tina,” she said.

“Kirk.”

“Well, Kirk, what are you into?”

And that was the start. I gave her a capsule history, college, the army, a few jobs and now I finally owned my own company. 30 years old and I was the proud papa of a box company.

“A box company?”

Cardboard, packing supplies, tape, foam, the whole bit. And what do you do?”

“I help balance the scales.”

“Huh?”

I help people deal with trauma in their lives.”

“Oh, sort of like a therapist.”

“Yep. Just like. Tell me, have you ever done something bad to somebody?”

I almost sobered up and walked out. Good looking or not, I had a history.

She placed a cool hand on my arm. “Relax, be honest. Just tell me.”

I stared at her. I could see her caring, professional side coming out. She must be one hell of a therapist.

“I’ve done things I’m not proud of, I’ve done bad things to people, but I don’t talk about it.” I could feel myself shrinking back, withdrawing into myself.

She took her hand off my arm and sipped her drink. “Too bad. Sounds like you need to cleanse your soul.”

I changed the subject, thank God, and we kept chatting, had another drink, and things were feeling pretty good, then… “Huh.”

“What?”

“I don’t feel so good.”

The room tilted a bit and I stood up.

“Want to take a walk?”

“Yeah, I think I’d better.”

She linked her arm in mine, and that was good. I was starting to feel a bit woozy.

We walked out of the bar and into the parking lot. She guided me around the side and back where there were few cars.

“Is it getting better?”

“I think it’s worse. I don’t…I’ve never felt like this before…”

“That’s my van over there. Let’s sit down for a minute.”

I was staggering slightly now, and the world was turning about me. I was trying desperately to stay upright.

She led me to the van, opened the side panel and I sat on the lip. Behind me was an empty van. I looked up her, confused, in pain, and she pushed me. I fell on my back, the van door slid shut, and I closed my eyes.

Life became a kaleidoscope of whirling images.

Bouncing around in the back of the van. My head lolling, touching the floor, bouncing, but not caring because I felt like I was built of rubber.

The van door sliding open and Tina pulling on my arm, trying to get me turned around and on my feet.

Staggering a few feet to a door, Tina under my arm. The door opening.

Bright lights, slanted pictures on walls, the dull sound of far away music.

A chair. Sitting in a chair. Tina looking into my face.

“Do what I say. You have to do what I say.”

I had to…I had to…and it all started to come together. I had to do what Tina said.

I had to.

“Ohhh,” somebody groaned.

I was aware that I was laying on a bed.

“Ohhh!”

Oh, that was me. It was me that was groaning.

“Rise and shine, pretty girl.”

I opened my eyes. Or rather, my eyes opened. I wasn’t doing anything. The world was happening and I wasn’t involved.

The bed shook. Earthquake.

“Come on. Up and at ‘em.”

Another earthquake.

Oh, not earthquake. Somebody was kicking the bed I was on.

“Ohhh,” I groaned, then the pain set it.

My body was stiff, my joints all had super arthritis, my head had been filled with glue and the glue had dried.

I turned on my side, doubled up and tried to barf.

Laughter.

It sure as hell wasn’t me that was laughing.

I started to focus on the room.

A room. 8 by 12. Pink. White baseboards and molding.

“Come on, sit up.”

A figure came into focus. It was the girl I had been drinking with last…last night? My sense of time was totally skewed.

“When is it?” I croaked.

“There’s a glass of water on the table, and a couple of aspirin. Take your medicine and come on out.

She walked away, her round butt was still sexy, but I wasn’t feeling very sexy. I felt like I needed some aspirin. Like maybe a boxcar of it. I started to sit up, everything felt weird, I was off balance, my chest felt like somebody had tied a pair of pillows to it, and reached for the…

AAAIIIIIEEEE!

That wasn’t somebody else screaming, that was me. That was me looking at my hands.

I have spatulate hands, a little rough from ripping boxes and moving stuff in a warehouse.

These weren’t my hands. Well, they were, but they had long, red nails on them. Which made them look slender and feminine.

“What’s happening!” I yelled.

I stood up, suddenly shocked out of my hangover. My chest bounced. I looked at my chest. I had breasts! And my hair was long! It hung over my face. I brushed my long hair aside with my long, red-tipped fingers, and my hair actually got hung up in my long eyelashes!

I was now standing in the center of the room, turning, looking down at myself, trying to figure out how I had come to look like a woman.

I felt my face. My lips were slightly numb, but they felt…big. Huge, in fact.

I looked over my tits and examined my manhood. Oh, fuck! I still had it. But it was…not right. My normal 8 inch dick was now about an inch long, and my balls were tiny, little marbles.

“What the fuck…what the fuck…?” I was whimpering as I turned and examined myself.

Finally, I slowed down. I tried to think, but couldn’t, but I did see the water and the aspirin on the end table. I grabbed the little pellets and threw them down my throat, then tossed the water after them.

Fuck. What had happened to me? I remembered drinking, and feeling bad, then…images flittered through my mind. Being in the van, getting out, Tina telling me I had to do what she said.

Tina. She was in the next room, or at least she had told me to go in the next room.

But I was naked.

I looked around the room. No clothes. Okay. Birthday suit it was. I went to the door and opened it.

“Well, well, good morning, Miss Sunshine.”

She was sitting on a divan, back up against a wall. Next to her was a mousy girl whom I had never seen before. The girl had an okay face. Her lips were a little thin, but she had okay eyes, but she obviously didn’t take any pride in her appearance.

Her body was slender, almost a rail, with a bit of flare for hips, but a flat chest.

“What the fuck is going on?”

The girl I had never seen before jumped up and yelled, “No!”

Tina looked at her quizzically, “What?”

“That’s not him!”

Tina sat up and her face became very concerned. No more cheerful bantering, no more ‘how you doing good morning ain’t we got fun’ bullshit.

“What?”

“That’s not Kirk!”

“I’m Kirk,” I said, enraged, but confused.

“He’s not Kirk?” She stood up and faced the smaller girl.

“He’s the wrong one!”

“But you said Kirk would be at the bar!”

“He was! I followed him there!”

“What did you do to me?” I managed to gurgle out.

“Oh, fuck,” said Tina.

“What’d you do?” I blurted, and at the same time, the other girl turned to Tina and aid, “What did you do?”

Tina stood there for a long moment, then she grinned, then she began to chuckle, and finally…she laughed.

“Oh, God! this is good! I don’t believe it!”

Laugh, laugh, laugh.

Hah hah.

I was enraged, but didn’t know what to do, and my confusion was getting even larger.

Another Kirk? And they intended to do to him what they had done to me? What the fuck was going on and why?

At last Tina stopped laughing. She was shaking her head and chuckling.

I took a step towards her, my anger plain on my face, and looked into the barrel of a gun.

It wasn’t a big gun. And it was pink. Probably a .22, which wouldn’t stop me, but would certainly cause me to think, especially as it was pointed right at my nose.

“Okay, Captain Kirk,” Tina’s mouth made a little snarl. “Back up.”

I backed. She tracked me with the little pistol. The girl stared at her with big eyes.

“Sit down.”

I sat. She lowered the gun and kept it aimed, then she suddenly took a step to the left, turned and aimed the gun at the girl. “Now, you. Sit next to him.”

“Me?” But…”

Tina lifted the pistol and pointed it at her noise. Tina was closer than I had been, and her eyes crossed slightly, then she moved gingerly over next to me and sat down.

The gun momentarily off me, I was looking at my body, my arms, my legs. My little manhood. “What did you do to me?” I whispered.

Tina sat down on the edge of the divan and contemplated us.

“Well, kids, looks like we’ve got a problem. Correction. You’ve got the problem. I’ve got the gun so I don’t have a problem.”

“Who are you?” I asked the girl.

“Janice.”

“She’s Janice, you’re Kirk and I’m Tina. So what?”

“But what happened to me?” My head was swiveling back and forth between the two.

“You’re the wrong Kirk. I’m…I’m sorry. I never intended…”

I looked at Tina, who had a twisted grin on her face. “Okay, Captain Kirk, time to find out the facts of life. You raped her. Gave her a roofie and you and your friends abused her. She came to me and wanted a little revenge…”

“They ruined my life,” Janice whispered, her head down.”

“But why me?”

“Haven’t you been listening? Bonehead? Mistaken identity. Happens all the time. Happened to you this time.”

“But what did you do to me?”

Her grin got bigger.

“Vacation boobs. Saline injected into your chest and you’ve got nice, big boobs. We glued eyelashes on you, gave you hair extensions, long nails, and lipstick that lasts. Your lips have been plumped and stained. The color is designed to last at least a month, and it will probably be three months before it fades completely.”

“But…” now I was whispering, “What about…what about…”

“Your dick? That’s the best part. I gave you a shot of medroxyprogesterone acetate. It’s a chemical castrator. Good for three months. So you’ve got about three months before your little pecker can spit again.”

“But I’ll return to normal?”

“What’s normal?” She leaned over to a table. There was a little bowl of M&Ms there, and she popped a couple in her mouth.

“What am I supposed to do in the meantime?”

She shrugged. “What do I care? I’m done with you.”

“You…you do this to me, and…and…”

“Hey, I delivered Janice’s revenge. That’s what I was contracted to do, and that is what I did. I delivered, I’m done, don’t let the doorknob hit your ass on the way out.”

“What?” My eyes, already widened, opened even more.

“What what?” She snapped, her grin becoming tighter.

“You’re just going to kick me out like this?”

“What’s it to me? Now get, and take Miss Stupid with you.”

“Stupid?” Janice’s voice quavered.

Tina laughed.

“But…I need to cover myself…don’t you have some clothes?”

“Nope.”

“But…but…”

“That was part of the plan. We were going to take you to a bad part of town and set you free. Can you imagine what would have been done to you?” She was laughing again. She really was a jolly person.

“Now…GET UP!” She stiffened her arm and pointed the pistol at us.

We stood.

“And don’t try to find me. If I ever see you again I’ll shoot first and laugh later.”

I didn’t doubt that.

I turned towards the door, Janice was in front of me. A shocked expression on her face. The best plans of mouseys and men.

She moved to the door, turned the knob and exited.

I glanced back at Tina. She laughed yet again and made a ‘shooing’ motion with the barrel of the gun.

We were in an apartment house, and we didn’t have far to go to find a shabby section of town. We were there.

We descended the stairs slowly. She had on flats and made a little noise. I was bare-footed and made no noise.

We reached the bottom and she stopped and we looked at each other.

“I’m sorry.”

I opened and closed my mouth. My large, red lips were quivering. I was naked, looked like a girl, and…and I was in a section of town that would not be too friendly to people of my apparent persuasion.

“I can take you home.”

I nodded, becoming aware of how long my hair was.

Her car was on the other side of an alley, and she led me to it. It was a red Honda Prelude, and she slipped behind the wheel and keyed my door open. I got in.

She leaned around and reached into the backseat. She handed me a thin sweater. “Here.”

I took the sweater and had my first adventure with women’s clothes. The material was thin, my shoulders were too large. The sweater wouldn’t come together in the front and it looked like I was wearing something deliberately provocative, showing off my tits, as it were.

She started the car, glanced at me, and drove.

Shock was starting to lessen now, but tears were starting up. I’m not the kind of guy that cries, so it was a very unfamiliar feeling as the tears ducts pushed rain down my cheeks.

“I’m sorry,” she muttered again.

I nodded, but I couldn’t speak. I had gone to a bar for a drink, and now my life…my life was over.

“It’ll be okay,” she said, turning a corner.

I was sobbing louder now, and she suddenly pulled over. She reached across the console and hugged me.

I cried on her shoulder, my whole body shaking with emotion. Finally, I managed, “Why…why did you…why me?”

But I knew why. Mistaken identity. I was just an innocent passerby, collateral damage.

“I’m sorry,” she said, yet again.

Finally, not sobbed out, but at least the edge of the storm done, I sat back. Tears still streamed, but I was able to take note of the world.

“40th street,” I murmured.

Janice drove quickly, but she kept looking at me. She seemed about to say something several times, but the only thing that came out was a muted, “I’m sorry.”

We arrived at my place of business. It’s a small brick warehouse with a parking area in the back. I have a cot in the back of the warehouse from when I first got started, and I have a trailer nudged up against the building. It’s cheaper than an apartment and I get lots of silence.

I need lots of silence.

She stopped her car next to the big back roll door. Several pallets had been deposited there, I estimated I had been gone two days. I stepped out of the car.

“Wait!”

Janice stepped out of the car and came to me.

“What?”

“What are you going to do?”

“Go to work.” Tears starting up again. How was I going to handle customers looking like this?

“What do you do? What is this place?”

“Haven’t you done enough?” I asked. I turned and went to the trailer, holding her sweater closed over my chest. She was walking behind me.

I stepped up the two steps, opened the door and stepped into my trailer.

Gloomy from all the shades drawn. Comfortable for one guy, maybe even a couple. Right now all I wanted to do was take a shower, put on some clothes, and sit in the darkness.

Janice was behind me. I turned around and looked at her. I took off the sweater and handed it to her. I closed the door.

I showered, and was almost afraid to touch my boobs. Simple saline that would fade away, be absorbed by the body, I guessed, in a month or three.

My cock. Just a dangling string. It would start growing in three months.

Fuck.

I opened my small closet and took out clothes. Shorts. A tee shirt. I pulled on the shirt and realized something: my boobs hurt. Well, not my boobs, but the muscles, the skin, that supported them. So, what? I needed a bra?

I sat down at the table and tears came again. Outside the window I could see Janice’s red Prelude. She was in the front seat, hands on the wheel and head bowed. She was in a ‘crying’ posture.

Good. Let her cry.

I bent over my boobs and put on some tennis shoes. My boobs hit my knees and my hair hung down and obscured my vision. I managed the task, however, and sat up.

I ate. I was hungry from not eating for the two or whatever days they had me, but I wasn’t hungry from my depression. I settled for waffles and apple juice. I had to force myself to eat.

Then it was time to go to work.

I opened the door and stepped down to the ground, and my boobs bounced so hard I was reminded of the pain.

Janice sprang from the car and ran around to me. “Look! I’m sorry!”

“Okay,” I walked past her.

I opened the big roll up doors, and walked into the gloom.

The familiar smell of cardboard. I walked into the front office and unlocked the door. Hopefully I hadn’t lost too many customers.

I returned to the warehouse and she stepped in front of me. “You can’t do this.”

“What?”

“You can’t…I did this to you. Let me help you.”

“You can help by leaving me alone.

I went to the hand forks and rolled them out to the parking lot. I pulled the pallets in. It was hard, I was awkward because the big tits messed with my balance. I started lifting boxes onto shelves.

Janice stepped in and started lifting boxes.

I didn’t say anything. Tell the truth, I was so immersed in my misery I didn’t care.

Fifteen minutes the pallets were done, the boxes stacked, and I took the empty pallets outside to put them in a stack. When I placed one pallet  on the stack it rubbed against my boob. “OW!” I grabbed my boob and stood there, not knowing what to do.

“Let me look at that,” she pulled up my tee shirt. Fortunately, it was just a bare scratch.

“Let me get a first aid kit.” She ran into the warehouse.

I didn’t need a first aid kit. I didn’t need anything but to be left alone. I sat down on a chair next to the order table and put my head in my hands.

DING!

Oh, shit! I looked up. Somebody had entered the office. A customer.

“Hi, what can I do for you?”

“I need some foot square boxes. Cubes, I guess. For moving.”

“No problem. Have a seat and I’ll get them.”

She started back towards the warehouse, then stopped and turned back to the customer. “How many?”

“Twenty?”

She said something I couldn’t hear, then re-entered the warehouse and ran up to me. “Foot square boxes.”

I motioned towards a pallet.

She grabbed twenty and started back for the office. She stopped and asked, “How much do I charge?”

“Three bucks each.”

“Got it.”

She trotted into the office, placed them on the counter and said, “Do you need tape? A dolly?”

Inside my far away mind I registered this. She was bright. She had checked out the front room and knew what the business was about.

“Oh, tape. Glad you reminded me.”

She came and asked about the tape. Three rolls would be enough, and they were $6.98.

She returned to the office, completed the sale, then came back to me.

“Look, I’ll help you. Maybe we can figure something out so you can…” she didn’t finish. It was obvious what she was thinking. So I could look more manly.

But, whatever. I just sat there and stewed.

Three more customers. Then she ran across the street for hamburgers for lunch.

We sat at the work table and munched our burgers. I was hungry, and the burgers were good. And I found it really, really weird to pick up French fries with long, red fingernails.

I stared at my hands when I picked up my cup of Coke.

She ate across the table from me. Watching me. Not saying a word. It was like asking me about products and prices had worn out her ability to talk.

Finished. I crumpled everything into a bag and tossed it into the big trash can.

“How come?” I asked in a low voice. “How come you did this?”

She knew what I was talking about. “I had a boyfriend. I thought I loved him. He gave me a roofie and shared me with his friends. I…I wanted revenge.”

“And you got me, instead.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Is the revenge good?”

She was near frozen with that one. She stared at me, and, thank the Gods, didn’t say she was sorry. I didn’t think I could handle one more, ‘I’m sorry.’

“It…I think it was wrong.”

“So if you had managed to do this to your ex-boyfriend you wouldn’t be happy?”

“I don’t know. The way it turned out…I’m totally miserable.”

We sat for a while.

Another customer. Another one. Then she came back and sat down.

“”Why are you miserable?”

We entered into the conversation as if no customers had interrupted it.

“Because, I know this may not be believable, I’m not a mean person.”

“Fooled me.”

“Look,” she said. “They hurt me. I’m not just a woman scorned, I’m a woman that was laid out like a piece of meat. They did things to me. Yes, I’m guilty and I’m…I’m more sorry than I can tell you. But I still hate what they did to me.”

I didn’t say anything.

A few more customers and she locked the front door. She had seen the hours on the little sign in the window and knew I closed at five.

I stood up and walked out of the warehouse. She followed me. I rolled down the big door and locked it, then turned to my trailer. She was right behind me.

I walked into my trailer and sat at the table. She was outside, looking at the trailer, then she made up her mind. She went up the stairs, opened the door, and walked in.

“What?”

“We’re not done.”

I looked at her quizzically.

“I have totally fucked your life, and I need to do something. I need to make it right.”

I watched her. “So, what, you’re going to work for me?”

“Until you’re back to normal.”

“What about your own job?”

“I can get a job anytime. Believe it or not, I’ve got skills.”

“What kind of skills?”

“I’m a paralegal.”

“Oh.”

“Why don’t you sit down and watch TV. I need to go get some things. I’ll be back in about an hour.”

I looked up at the big screen TV that occupied the back wall of my trailer. I looked at her.

“Well, sit down, dammit!”

I heaved a sigh.

She turned around and walked out. I heard her car zoom out of the parking area. Good riddance.

And, yet, she had helped me.

Yes, she had totally fucked me up the ass, but…I needed help. I knew that.

I sat down in the recliner, picked up the remote and turned on the TV.

An hour later I heard her car zoom back into the lot. I looked out the window.

She got out of her car and trotted towards the trailer. She entered, without knocking, and placed a bag in front of me.

“I’ll figure out something other than burgers. But I had to go to my apartment, and I had to get a few things for you.”

For me?

I looked in the bag. Never Say Die Burgers. My favorite. I looked up at her with a bit of surprise in my eyes. “They’re my favorite.”

“They’re everybody’s favorite. I’ve got to get a couple of things.”

She ran out to the car, got some bags out of the bag, and hurried back in. She put the bags down on the couch and sat next to them. She watched me grunt and drool.

Never Say Die Burgers is on Silverlake, and they serve what are called ‘smash burgers.’ They smash two burgers flat, which causes a juicy, tasty burger, MUCH better than your normal burger.

“Is there another burger for me?”

I grabbed the bag and held it and shook my head ‘no.’

She actually giggled, and I handed the bag back to her. The very significant thing that had just happened was that we had shared a laugh. I was living in a body that was severely altered, my dick was limp as a dead noodle, but we had joked.

Huh!

She reached into the bag and extracted her own smash burger, shortly she was grunting like me, absorbing that delicious construction and washing it down with Pepsi.

And, we finished. Crumpled up our papers and threw them in the bag. Then we sat back and I belched.

So she belched.

Fuck.

I was miserable, altered, hated life, and we were having fun.

Well, not real fun. Looking at her after the belch, my mood rapidly sank down and I lived in sadness again.

She became solemn. “I messed you up bad, and all for stupid revenge. And…you are a nice guy.”

“I’ve done bad things.”

“Like what.”

I was in the army. Mid-east. I did some bad things.

“What were you in the army?”

“Sniper.”

She grew very silent. Then, “Shit.”

“Don’t worry.”

“I should. If anybody deserves to get sniped it is me.”

“I was thinking more of that twisted fuck who kidnapped me.”

“Tina.”

“Tina.”

“Well, don’t. She’s hooked up to some big criminals. That’s how I found her.”

“You hang around big criminals?”

“My boss represents them. Sometimes. And sometimes I meet people.” She shrugged.

“Huh!”

We were silent then for a while, just looking at each other. She really wasn’t a bad looking person. She just wasn’t made up, and, of course, she had no real chest.

“Okay, are you ready for your surprise?”

“Surprise?” I raised my eyebrows.

She smiled, reached into one of the bags on the couch, and took out an item. She held it up and grinned.

“No,” I whispered.


PART TWO

She was holding a bra. It was flimsy, the top sort of cut off, I think they call it a shelf bra. It was white, and the cups were big.

“What is this?” I asked, sounding rather stupid.

“Go on, tell me your muscles aren’t sore from carrying those mothers around.”

“They’re not.”

“They are, and if you don’t have support those boobs are going to ruin your muscles, and your skin will sag down and when your chest returns to normal…you will have stretch marks and saggy skin and everything.

“I’m not wearing a bra.”

“Why not?”

“Only girls wear those.”

“Hell,” she laughed ruefully, “I don’t wear a bra.”

“You don’t…” I stopped myself.

“I don’t have a pair of super big mammary glands, like you do.”

“I’m not wearing a bra.”

“I actually thought you might say that.”

She reached into another bag and pulled out…bourbon!

“Fuck.” On one hand I had a bad memory of the last time I had gotten drunk. but, what was she going to do? Make them bigger?

On the other hand, I was a pretty much crushed individual, and I wanted a drink. Badly.

She went to the sink and found a couple of glasses. She came back with a Coke High for me.

“How did you know I liked Coke and bourbon?” I asked as I sipped.

“What real man doesn’t.”

Real man. I liked that. I didn’t really look like a real man right then, and it was nice to be reminded of what I was.

We sipped, and she placed the bra to one side. Shortly, courtesy of the liquid lucidity of bourbon, we were chatting away.

We traded college stories. We talked about jobs we held. We actually found a lot of stuff in common.

She held up the bra. “Are you ready for a test run?”

“Oh, God.” But I was loosened up. I nodded and put my glass down.

She put the bra on me, adjusted the straps, and there I was. A girly upper body. Sure, my shoulders were still a little wide, but there are girls these days who lift weights and that sort of thing. So I was acceptable.

“Take your pants off.”

“What?”

“Drop your drawers, soldier,” she giggled.

I thought about it. I couldn’t even feel my little pecker bouncing around in my pants. I dropped.

She tossed me a pair of panties. White. High sides, a thong up the butt.

“Are you serious?”

“Try it. You’ll like it.”

I stepped into the panties and snugged them up. My reduced package fit in easily, and…it felt better.

And, I have to say it, the little string running up my butt was sort of exciting.

Janice nodded. “Nice. Here.”

She handed me a dress. An actual dress.

I held the thing and looked at her. She shrugged.

“You’ll be able to work without getting crazy stares.”

I figured out how to put it on.

“Oh, man. This is juicy,” Janice licked her lips.

“What? You’re getting turned on by this?”

“I…yes.”

I stared at her.

“Go look in a mirror.”

I went to the bathroom. It wasn’t a big bathroom, but I was able to see about 3/4s of myself in the mirror.

“Holy fuck!”

She came and stood next to me. “I used to work in a dress shop. I know sizes. But…”

“But what?”

“But I don’t wear make up…and I don’t know a lot about make up.”

“I’m not wearing make up!”

“Oh, yes. You are.”

“You can’t make me.”

“Don’t have to. Look at yourself again. Can you see the potential there? Your face is still a bit masculine, but with a little make up…you have to do it. If you’re going to fool your customers.”

Fool my customers. Crap. And I thought about it. If I went in looking like a drag queen, that would be bad. Versus a full make up job…I could pull it off.

“But you said you don’t know much about make up?”

“I know a little, and you’ve got the internet here, right?”

“So you’re going to take make up lessons on the internet and make me up. Like, right now.”

“Yep.”

We were facing each other now, and we were standing close together because the trailer encourages that. And the moment actually began to fill with an emotion. An attraction.

I quickly moved into the living room.

Janice went to the computer and asked for my password.

She was right. She did understand something about make up, must be in girl’s DNA, and what she didn’t understand she got off the net. Shortly she was cleansing my face, sorting through creams and powders, and changing my face.

It was sort of neat. Being pampered was enjoyable, feeling somebody doing intimate things to my face was a kink, and even though my dick was as good as dead, I could feel a budding closeness.

No. I didn’t want to kiss her. I didn’t want a girlfriend. But we were growing closer. Sitting there, breathing each others air, watching me turn into a woman…it was…cool.

“This is supposed to hide imperfections in your skin. It’s called Primer.”

I watched as little marks disappeared, as my skin became smoother.

“This is foundation.” She brushed it on my face. “It smooths color out, that sort of thing.”

She worked for a long minute, then gave a sigh of aggravation.

“What?”

“Nothing.”

She went to the sink and washed her hands, then came back and used her fingers on my skin. She was standing between my legs, my face close to her chest, and I looked up and studied her.

She had chocolate eyes. Dark chocolate. They were the kind of eyes that, in the right light, looked like black pools. And they had a cheerful gleam to them.

She rubbed her fingers against my skin, smoothed the foundation in, and, I swear, if I had had a working dick it would have been working. There is just something so…cool…about letting somebody work your face.

She became aware of how intently I was studying her, or perhaps of a growing emotion. “What?”

“Nothing.”

But she knew there was something, and she kept putting on the make up.

“This is concealer. We can hide those big bags under your eyes.”

“I don’t have big bags.”

“Huge sacks, black as night. Testifying to your evil essence.”

“Fuck you.”

She giggled, and I think she was thinking about how limp my dick was. She certainly didn’t have to worry about being raped by me.

“Okay, powder,” she was studying a page on the internet. Too little and it doesn’t work. Too much and it’ll look like you’ve been putting on pancake make up.”

“Pancake?”

“Used on TV. Heavy duty stuff to withstand hot, klieg lights.”

“Oh.”

We continued, and she put on bronzer to make me sunshine-y, then blush.

“Weird,” I said, at one point. “Why would anybody want to blush all the time?”

She chuckled. “You men don’t understand anything.”

“We don’t?”

“You lust after girls who blush. Now do you understand why we put it on?”

“We not including you?”

“Yeah, I guess so.”

That seemed to lessen her cheer. I decided to avoid that subject.

We reached the eye shadow and eye liner and mascara stage, and it felt weird to have somebody working a pencil that close to my eyes. A little frightening, actually. Janice didn’t seem to pick up on that emotion, however.

“You have the most glorious lashes.” She remarked.

“Oh.”

Then she was putting on the coup de grace…lipstick.

“Tina stained my lips.”

“She did. But stain isn’t as bright as regular lipstick, and especially not gloss. We want your lips to pop out. Every man will want to—“

She stopped.

I asked. “Every man will want to what?”

She grew bright red. She whispered, “Kiss you.”

It was a bright moment, clearly outlined. I said, “No thanks.”

She blurted, “Every woman will want to kiss you.”

“Hah!”

She was done. She stopped her making up and looked me in the eyes. “You’re hot. It’s not just men…I know that’s not your thing…it’s women. Women love women.”

“Are you a lesbian?”

She laughed. “God, no. I’m just saying there’s a lot of women who will be attracted to you.”

There it was. A dramatic statement. I should have asked, if it was a normal situation and I hadn’t been forced into it, I would have asked…’are you attracted to me?’

I let the moment pass.

Done, we sat back and talked. Had another drink. Discussed girls and girly things.

“Do girls do this every day?”

“Most girls do.”

“But you don’t.”

“I’m a wall flower. I was always more interested in school, and reading, and…and I never got into the make up thing.

“Well, you’re certainly into it now.”

“I guess so.”

A short pause. A little awkward, but not much. We were getting used to each other.

“So now I’ll do you.”

“What?” It almost looked like she panicked.

“You just talked me through it, I’m probably going to have to learn it anyway, and what better way than to do it to somebody else, to see how everything works.”

She was silent.

“Chicken?”

“I just…I never liked all that goop on my face.”

“Sounds like you never gave it a chance.”

She didn’t say anything to that, and it sounded like I had hit it right on the head.

“It feels sort of neat.”

She said nothing.

“Come on, have another drink, and I’ll try my hand at making you up.”

Well, it took a drink, but she finally agreed. She sat on the kitchen chair and I stood between her legs, so very aware of my limpness, and began putting make up on her.

“This is cleaning.” I scrubbed her pores gently. “And this is primer.”

I told her what each item was for, and made a lot of mistakes, but between her advice, the internet, and even a little observation and common sense from me, she began to look like a girl.

I mean, she already looked like a girl, but now her face was becoming more colorful, more feminine, and…more sexy.

I was standing between her legs, leaning into her, trying to get the shadow on her eyes right, and she said, “How do you stand those big milk sacks?”

I realized that I was too close and I stepped back. “You should try some. It feels sort of sexy to bounce around a little.

“You’re kidding!” I think she was surprised that I would defend them.

“Hey, Tina gave me some vacation boobs, why not you? Eh?”

“Come on.”

“Hey, you’d look good with a nice, big set of tits on you.”

She blinked, but that conversation dried out.

But it felt like she was thinking about what I had said.

Big boobs aren’t necessary to make a woman look good. Heck, good looks are the product of a state of mind. But they certainly help.

Finally, I was done. “There you go.”

“You know,” she said, looking in the bathroom mirror. “Not half bad for a man.”

“I bet you say that to all the cross dressers.”

She giggled. “I can’t believe you said that.”

“What? Cross dresser?”

She stared at me. “This morning you looked ready to kill yourself. Now you’re joking about it, and saying…weird things.”

“I’m drunk,” I said.

“Not that drunk.”

“Oh, well, maybe I am.”

But I wasn’t. I was just having fun.

I woke up in my own bed, and realization washed over me, and when I rolled over my tits flopped a bit. Fuck.

Yet. Cool.

I got up, put on a bra, combed my hair, got dressed, then ate a little mush while waiting for Janice to arrive.

Janice. Beautiful Janice without boobs. I wondered what she would look like with big boobs. And if she fixed herself up.

Huh.

She arrived a half hour before work and I was startled to see her already sporting make up.

She breezed into the trailer, sat me down and started to work.

“You wore ‘goop’ today.”

“Shut up,” she said pleasantly.

“Are you hung over?”

“Just feeling good.”

I stepped out of the trailer and felt…good looking. Like I had just swallowed a pill that said ‘pride.’

I walked over to the warehouse and rolled up the door and went to work.

There was actually a bit of work to do. I had to make up for not being there for a couple of days. It went fast, dealing with stock, cleaning the front window, that sort of thing, because Janice was working with me.

I saw our reflection in the freshly cleaned window. Two girls. Good looking. One with big boobs.

I turned sideways and found myself admiring my shape.

Sure, I was a bit wide at the shoulders, but nothing unusual or offsetting.

Several customers came in, one asked where the owner was.

“He went on vacation,” I explained, stunned that I wasn’t recognized.

Then there were no customers for a while, we had an early lunch, then more customers, and I was being a woman all day long. I was wearing shorts and a tee, and my heavy chest was up and proud, and I checked my lipstick occasionally, and…and I was passing for a woman.

I was stunned to find how much I liked it.

“You have to wear a dress tomorrow.”

“Why?”

“So you can feel fresh air touching your under parts.”

“Huh.”

“Of course, we need to get rid of your hair.”

“What?”

“I have to tell you, freshly shaved legs feel sexy, and nylons feel even better.”

I didn’t say anything, but I was thinking.

That night I fixed dinner. Being a bachelor I knew how to cook, and I was pretty good. I served a tasty spaghetti and we each had a drink and we chuckled and talked about movies.

Then, later, we watched a Disney movie. Mulan. I liked all the swordplay, and the idea of a woman passing as a man…I didn’t expect it to get to me…but it did.

But the worst thing was an ad for, of all things, Lady and the Tramp. And you know which scene I refer to. The scene where the two dogs are eating spaghetti and they suck a noodle until their lips meet.

Man, that image was printed on my mind like the indentation a shoe stamped in concrete makes.

“What did you think?” asked Janice.

I was about to tell her I liked the martial arts, but I blurted, “Can a woman pass for a man?”

“Asks the man passing as a woman.”

“Yeah, but I didn’t have any choice.”

She frowned. Everybody thinks you have choice about everything, but she had proved that wrong. She changed the subject.

“So let’s practice our make up.”

So we did. We whiled away a couple of hours talking about colors and shadows and facial features and stuff, and we explored the effects of make up on our faces.

I was making her up, against standing between her legs, my big boobs almost shoved into her, and I said, “Why don’t you get some big boobs?”

“What?”

“You’ve got a good body, you just need a little up topside.”

“Little like you?”

“Well, I might be a bit much,” I spoke wryly. “But, you could get some vacation boobs, see what they look like. Then, choose what you want, make them permanent.”

“Would you like me better with bigger boobs?”

It was said innocently, but the undercurrents were tremendous.

I blithely said. “I like you fine.”

I was almost done, I was painting her lips. She was staring up at me. She wasn’t just resting her eyes on me, she was scrutinizing me, analyzing me.

“Why don’t you get permanent boobs?” she blurted.

I froze for an instant. Then I stepped back, screwed the base of the lipstick I was holding and put it aside.

“There, all done.”

She wouldn’t let me off so easily. “Why don’t you get permanent boobs?”

“Because I’m a man.”

“You could have fooled me,” but, oddly, she wasn’t speaking unkindly.

“What?” I said, not sure which way to go.

“I’ve seen you looking at yourself. You like what you see. I certainly like what I see.”

“You do?”

She didn’t answer, she just looked at me. I was aware that we were breathing harder.

“Kirk, I’m going to ask you something weird.”

Huh. What could be weirder than being a girl?

“What?”

“Can you…would you…”

“Would I what?”

“Can I see your…your package.”

I snorted. “You mean my tiny, weenie, little package.”

“Yes.”

I didn’t say anything. I didn’t feel much down there. But sex isn’t in your package. Sex is in your mind. Sex is in your feelings. Your emotions.

For answer I unbuckled my shorts, dropped them, and pulled down my panties.

“Oh, my God.”

My dick looked even smaller. It was like a little pinkie. And my balls, I might as well not have had any.

“Can I touch?”

She was looking up at me avidly. There was an excitement in her gaze that was so powerful it was almost frightening.

“Sure,” and I found that I was out of breath, slightly hoarse, wondering what was happening.

She reached forward and took my penis in her hand. She moved forward and gazed at my crotch. With her other hand she felt for my nuts.

“I think by balls have gone up into the…the place where they are before they drop.”

“Probably,” she whispered. Then: “It’s so beautiful. It’s so…small.”

“Yeah.” Why was this so exciting?

“She looked up at me. “Can I…can I suck it?”

“Uh…” hard to breath, “Uh…yeah.” God, I WANTED her to suck it.

She leaned forward slowly and took me in her mouth. I could feel her tongue swirling around it. It didn’t get hard, it didn’t feel like I was going to orgasm, but it was incredibly exciting.

“Oh, Heysoos forked a dork,” I breathed.

Her eyes were focused on nothing, half closed, and her mouth worked around Mr. Happy.

For a long minute she sucked on me, and her hand went between my legs and stroked my buns, then I felt her finger sliding down between my crack.

Like I said, I did’t get hard, but, like I said, sex is in the mind. In my mind this was sexier than any squirt I had ever had.

“Fuck!” My knees were shaking. I could hardly stand.

Then she was on her feet and kissing me. I could taste my groin in her mouth, an earthy smell that did nothing but make me horny.

My boobs were pressed into her slender chest, and her hands groped them, felt them, hefted them, and searched out the nipples.

We broke for air, stunned by what we were doing.

“I knew that bra was right for you.”

“How can this be?” I responded.

Then we were back at it, sucking each other’s face, gobbling lips and feeling each other.

And, somewhere in there my hand found her snatch. I slipped a finger inside here and marveled at her wetness. I had had sex before, but this woman was gushing. I had never felt anything so erotic in my life.

I pushed her back across the table, then we were on the couch, kissing and feeling, and my hand began to work. I rubbed her clit, searched for her g-spot, and she began to pump her hips into me.

I kissed her breasts, was amazed at how much bigger her nipples were than mine, and, suddenly, she began to gasp and lurch.

“I’m cumming!”

Then, “Oh….oh…unhh!”
For a long minute she came. Most women are done in 10 seconds, but she went on and on. I kept rubbing her spot, and she was looking up at me, her face open and astonished.

Then she came down.

We lay there then, not moving, just thinking about what we had done.

“Oh, my God,” she finally whispered against my neck.

Moving cautiously, we untangled, straightened our clothing.

“Do you always cum like that?”

“No. Never.” She actually gave another shudder. She was still getting aftershocks.

She looked at me, “But you didn’t cum.”

“I can’t.”

“But it felt good?”

“I’ve never felt anything so incredible, but…three months.”

“Wow,” and her eyes were shining.

“What?”

“I…it’s…exciting.”

“Me not cumming?”

“Yes.”

“You’re weird, you know?” But I wasn’t speaking harshly. Heck, she was getting off on it…and so was I.

“There’s a lot to think about here.”

“Tell me about it.”

We stood up, awkward yet comfortable, and she poured us a couple of Coke Highs. We sat down at the table and stared at each other.

“What if you never came again?”

I answered, “I want to cum again, but…but this feeling I have right now. I’ve never felt so…complete. And I’m horny without all the mess of it all.”

“What do you mean?”

“I’m horny, but in a relaxed, comfortable way. I’m not driven by my dick.”

“You feel like…that’s like…”

“What?”

“That’s like what a woman feels. Sometimes.”

“Men are driven, they have the testosterone, and sometimes we get…obnoxious.”

She grunted, and I knew what she was thinking. She was thinking of a boyfriend that had used her like candy at a party. Drugged her and thrown her to his friends.

“Guy was an asshole,” I said.

“Yes.” Then: “You’re not.”

“But what if it’s just the castration chemical in me? If I had my full load of testosterone…would you like me?”

“I’d always like you.”

But we were both wondering.

“We could let me get back to having hard ons, screw a few times, like with me all manly and everything, and if you don’t like it we could, you know…”

“Give you a month of the chemical again.”

God, that was an exciting thought, and we just stared at each other and let our minds wander.

Then: “There’s another way of having sex.”

“What do you mean?”

“We could get a strap on. Then…then I could have a penis, and you…”

“What about me?”

“We could use it on you.”

“On me?”

“Anal sex. Men are supposed to be able to have prostate orgasms.”

I sat back and contemplated her. “And that would keep me…testosteroneless.”

“We could try.”

“What if we try and I don’t like it?”

“Then you don’t. Look, we know we like you this way, so we could always come back to this. But we can try things.”

I nodded slowly.

“We could.”

“Let’s look at dildos on the net.”

Suddenly we were both excited. I flipped on the computer and we began searching.

Man, there are a LOT of dildos in the world.

Short ones, tall ones, fat ones, skinny ones. Dog dildos, pig dildos and, scary, horse dildos. Red ones, pink ones, black ones. Dildos with small heads, glass dildos, vibrating dildos. Within a short time I felt like Cheech in the movie ‘Dusk to Dawn,’ talking about all the pussy in the world. But now we were talking about dick.

We finally ordered three. A regular sized one, a specialized one that was for ‘prostate massage,’ and a big one. Real big. But not as big as a horse.

“This is for you? I assume?”

She laughed. “Who knows, once you see how much I like a big dick…you’ll want it, too.”

Finally, done with make up and drinks and sex, we watched a little TV. Arms around each other. And thinking more than we were watching.

I woke up, and it was weird, but not so weird. My tits were big, my penis was small, and I had a lump of woman in my arms.

She awoke, saw me staring at her, and smiled.

“God,” she said, then she was on me, insatiable, grinding her hips onto my rather dickless crotch.

But I liked it. I know this is going to sound strange, but it was love without the messy sex. And it felt good. And I was horny all day. Working side by side with her I kept looking at her and grinning.

And she was grinning at me.

And after lunch she got down and nibbled on my teeny peeny again. Nibbled a lot.

Amazingly, it was hard, but…well, it couldn’t do anything. Anything but make Janice horny.

I laughed at her when she was done. She was scrunched over a little and grabbing her pud, right through her pants, and wanting to cum.

“Hold on, slick. Wait for tonight and I’ll get you off.”

She kissed me, near chewed my tonsils out, and whispered, “And you won’t cum. But you’ll wish you could. And I’ll keep you there, on the edge but unable, for months and months.”

“Maybe years,” I whispered into her ear.

“Oh, fuck!” she whimpered. “I’ve got to cum! Now!”

“Nope. Time to go to work.”

So we worked through the afternoon, an Amazon truck came by, overnight delivery, and we stared at each other in glee.

“This is going to be good.” She was standing over me, stroking the dick in her hand, slathering it with lube.

“I hope so,” I agreed, feeling a joyous excitement lancing through my chest.

“You want it missionary or doggy?”

Now that was an interesting choice. I finally said, “Doggy. The net says it’s easier for the man to come if he takes it doggy.”

“Okay, roll over, Rover.”

I got on all fours and looked over my shoulder at her. I quipped,

“Old Mother Hubbard

went to the cupboard

to get her poor doggy a bone

when she bent over

old rover took over

and gave her a bone of his…OWN!”

She had slapped a bunch of lube into my asshole and she laughed at my yelp.

“All right, Rover, you ready to experience the other side?”

I felt my big tits hanging down, my tiny, little ‘clitoris all erect, and I said, “Yep.”

She entered me slowly, and there was a moment of pain, but she was gentle, read me right, and took her time. Soon she was in me. I marveled at the feeling of a dick in my ass. It wasn’t a real dick, but I could feel the veins. More important, I could feel the warmth and caring of the woman on the other end of the dildo.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

“Feel good?”

“Oh, God. Yes.”

“Good.” She began to saw back and forth, and it felt like she was turning me inside out. I groaned loudly.

“That’s it, baby,” she crooned.

In and out. A wiggle here and there, the feel of that big thing going around and around as if it was trying to hollow me out.

“Fuck…fuck…”

“Yes.”

She held my hips, controlled me, owned me, used me.

Then I felt it start to build. It was weird, not like a normal orgasm, normal for a male, that is. Instead of a little click and the quick rocket ride, it was like a warmth that seeped into me, elevated me, inundated me.

I could feel Janice’s thrusts become different, like she was stirring energy inside my body, an ocean of energy. An ocean that built higher and higher, like the ocean was becoming a tsunami, and I felt like I was being lifted up to the top of the waves, then smashed down on the ocean floor, again and again, and I was crying and sobbing, and I didn’t even know how it had happened.

Then I was done. Exhausted. Lying on the bed, her lying on top of me. The dick in me, but the ocean gone. Gone but not forgotten, gone but desired again. And again. And again…for the rest of my life.

And I thought: Why would I want to go back to a puny, little male orgasm?

She did a push up, got off my back, pulled the dildo out of me, and it felt like she was leaving a monstrous cave in its wake. I wondered about the big dildo then.

I rolled over, and she laid down beside me. We lay there, staring at the roof of the trailer, awed and in wonder.

“Okay,” I said. “Okay.”

She just smiled.


EPILOGUE

Janice continued to work with me, and we got married.

We found that it was fun to experience male orgasms, so we would let the castration chemical wear off, have our jollies for a few weeks, then I would get a shot and everything would go limp, just the way we liked it.

She tried vacation boobs, and she liked them. We both have a monster set of jugs. And all of our monsters are permanent.

Oh, and as for Tina?

I bought a rifle, tracked her down and…had my revenge.

Heck, I’m a sniper.

And, like I told her way back in the beginning, I’ve done bad things.

But she had thought I was hiding a past as a bad guy who abused women. She didn’t know I was talking about war and being a sniper and feeling guilty about it.

I guess she didn’t really know who I was.

Just another case of mistaken identity.

END
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A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!
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15 steamy five star stories
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!
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The Long, Hot Feminization!

Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!

PART ONE

The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name.

I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor.

So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.

Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater!

“This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.”

I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out.

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

“Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city.

I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend.

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house.

Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love.

Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust.

But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life.

So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming.

I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled.

I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through.

Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that.

I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off.

I like sex, but I like good sex.

If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.

But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die!

So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off.

Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house.

Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum—

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels.

She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly.

But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova!

So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life.

The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah!

Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes.

Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized.

I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous!

On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone.

Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy.

I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot!

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way!

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.”

“Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it.

“Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.”

“No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.”

“I know. I heard your phone.”

Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!

“But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief.

“Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out.

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing.

Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.

I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off.

After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive.

If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’

Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over.

“Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.”

She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist.

She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.”

“Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say.

But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly.

It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris.

“I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.”

“Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff.

“There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.”

“You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.”

She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?”

“No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.”

She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.”

I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus.

“Okay.”

She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?”

We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life.

First, there were the cobwebs.

“I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.”

Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web.

We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely.

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me.

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

“A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke.

Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at.

We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out.

I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs.

We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.”

I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.”

She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’

Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed.

‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water.

“Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.”

“This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs.

And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.

After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in.

Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.”

We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry.

We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping.

“It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.”

Man. The red-faced thing again.

But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at.

“Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted.

She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.”

On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad.

Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days.

“Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me.

Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face.

But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail.

On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip!

A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there.

“Oh, crap,” I said.

Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!”

I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking.

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.”

She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor.

In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage.

“Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.”

I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner.

Well, she knew that.

But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart.

She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide.

“Sorry,” I said.

She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad.

My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound.

She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.”

“Huh?”

“When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.”

There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened.

“But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.”

“I…”

“I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.”

I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged.

She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.”

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

“Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.”

She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in.

“Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.”

“What…what about you?”

“Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.”

Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.”

I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock.

She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends.

Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.”

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

“But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.”

She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up.

She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.”

I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.

“Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.”

I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders.

“Okay. Open eyes.”

I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink?

And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene.

She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?”

My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it.

She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

“Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t.

“I…I can’t wear—“

“Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.”

Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have.

“Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs.

More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist.

She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand.

After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard.

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths.

She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?”

“Oh, yes.”

She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?”

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.”

My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand.

“Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking.

I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?”

She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook.

“Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.”

She turned and ran upstairs.

I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything.

I went to the front door and walked home.

That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed.

On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that?

“You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti.

I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.”

“Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.”

I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy.

I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.”

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

“Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.”

“Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.”

Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!”

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine.

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing.

That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised.

Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise.

Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed.

I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in.

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.”

“I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.”

“Oh, okay.”

But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy.

I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered.

We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while.

Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings.

“Did you know the old lady who lived here?”

“Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.”

I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working.

But I could feel her thinking.

She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks.

I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

“Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.”

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking.

“I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…”

She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.”

I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.”

She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.”

I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks.

“I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?”

“She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.”

Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me.

It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped.

“It’s called a Coke High.”

“Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.”

I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking.

“Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

“Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’

“So the man did.

“And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up.

“Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side.

“And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.”

She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side.

She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.”

She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her.

Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry.

She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth.

“Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?”

I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind.

“Sure.”

“Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.”

Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind.

Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice.

“Okay.”

And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me.

And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder.
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