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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
     Brad opened the door and looked in. 
 
    Shelly wasn’t home. Ha! He had beaten her home. 
 
    He darted through the door and into the kitchen. He was holding a small sack, and he was very careful with it. 
 
    Inside the fridge was a bottle of champagne. He glanced out the kitchen window and saw Shelly’s car pull into the driveway. He had to hurry! 
 
    He opened the bottle of champagne and filled two flutes with the alcohol. He opened the sack and took out two vials. One was red and one was blue.  
 
    Damn! This had cost him a lot! And he had had to buy both his and hers. But it was going to be worth it. 
 
    When Shelly drank her potion her breasts wold grow bigger. She had nice sized boobs already, but Brad always dreamed of bigger. Bigger was better, after all. 
 
    Shelly was, unfortunately, resistant to such thought, but she’d find out! 
 
    Brad tapped three drops of the red potion into one of the flutes, and three drops of the blue potion into the other. He placed the flutes on the counter, the red on the right and the blue on the left. 
 
    He pounded it into his mind, right to Shelly, left to him. 
 
    She would get big, beautiful, gigantic boobs, and he would get a hard on that wouldn’t quit! 
 
    Red, right, Shelly. 
 
    Blue, left, himself. 
 
    The door opened in the living room and he looked around in a panic. He needed to hide the potions! 
 
    But the kitchen was clean. Nowhere to put them! 
 
    Behind the toaster. That was it! He slid the little vials behind the toaster just as Shelly yelled, “Brad!” 
 
    Oh, crap! He looked at the flutes. 
 
    Red, right, Shelly. 
 
    Blue, left, himself. 
 
    He poked his head into the living room. “Whatcha need, honey?” 
 
    “I forgot the ice cream! Could you run out and get it? It’s in the back seat.” 
 
    “Right now?” he tried not to whine. 
 
    “It’s going to melt. Come on, babe. Go!” 
 
    Brad glanced at the counter. 
 
    Red, right, Shelly. 
 
    Blue, left, himself. 
 
    Crap…crap…crap! 
 
    “Okay,” he said, praying that she wouldn’t go into the kitchen. 
 
    She wasn’t carrying any groceries, must just be the one item…he trotted past her. 
 
    Shelly smiled and put her purse down. She was thirsty and wanted a Coke desperately. She sauntered into the kitchen…and saw the champagne. 
 
    How sweet! Brad must have just poured it, the bubbles were rising up at a nice rate. 
 
    She picked up one of the flutes and quaffed it. just like that. 
 
    Mmm. Good stuff. She placed the empty on the counter, right back in the same place, and sighed. 
 
    This was going to be a good night! 
 
    She heard the car door shut and raised up on her toes and looked out the window. Brad was on the way back, ice cream under his arm. 
 
    Then, a sudden reaction to the champagne, she tottered. Her hand went out and bumped the full glass of champagne that was waiting for Brad. 
 
    Fortunately, she had quick reactions, and she managed to catch it before it spilled. She steadied it, and it was now in the place where the first flute had been. 
 
    Which left the other one out of place. She moved it over, and now the glasses were switched. 
 
    The front door shut and Brad came darting into the kitchen. 
 
    “Hey ho!” 
 
    His eyes took in the champagne. Good, she had taken the one on the right. His, on the left, was right where it should be. 
 
    He bent slightly and opened the freezer door and put the ice cream inside. Then he turned and grabbed his own glass of champagne. “I see you already drank yours.” 
 
    “I did, thank you, honey. It was exactly what I needed.” 
 
    She hugged him then, and kissed him, and he held the glass and wanted to drink it. Couldn’t she wait a minute before kissing him? 
 
    His arm still around her, he tilted his flute, gulped, and smacked his lips. “That is pretty good stuff.” 
 
    “Pour some more. I’ll start dinner.” 
 
    Brad grinned and shortly they were sipping more champagne. 
 
    While she fixed dinner they chatted about their day. 
 
    Shelly talked about one of the girls in her office who couldn’t quite figure out the computer system. 
 
    Brad ‘uh huhed’ and listened and waited. 
 
    He watched Shelly with a fixed eye, trying to act nonchalant whenever she looked at him. 
 
    How long did the potion take to work? How long before she felt an itch, or scratched herself, or maybe heated up a little? 
 
    How long before she noticed a swelling in her chest? 
 
    How long before her boobs suddenly swelled up into perfection? 
 
    Unaware of Brad’s mad ponderings, she put a steak in the pan for him, and made herself a salad. 
 
    Interestingly, as the meat cook she licked her lips at the odor, and suddenly wished she had cooked two steaks. 
 
    Usually she wasn’t much of a meat eater, but that smell, the sizzle…it was driving her crazy. 
 
    Brad, on the other hand, coughed a couple of times. He liked steak, and loved the smell, but suddenly he was feeling a little bit queasy. 
 
    He figured it must be a reaction from the potion. Fuck, his dick was going to get big and hard any second! Maybe even before Shelly had her reaction. 
 
    Well, okay. But he was looking forward to her changing more than himself. After all, his dick was already big. 
 
    And, he grinned inwardly, could she really take a supersized dong? He was eight inches hard, and the potion would probably give him a couple of inches. At least! 
 
    “I don’t know what we’ll do with her. She doesn’t know the difference between a space key and a delete key. I just don’t see…” Shelly stopped talking for a minute. She had a sudden spell of dizziness, and she was feeling flushed. She put a palm to her forehead. 
 
    “Are you all right?” asked Brad. He figured the change was starting. 
 
    “I’m okay. Maybe I drank too much too fast.” 
 
    “Maybe you didn’t drink enough?” he quipped. 
 
    She grabbed the bottle and tilted it and chugged a couple of big gulps. 
 
    “Whoa!” Brad stared in fascination.  
 
    “Boy, that’s good. But I wish it was beer. Or maybe bourbon.” 
 
    Brad was amazed. Shelly was more of a wine spritzer girl. 
 
    “Mmm! That steak smells delicious.” She flipped it and the bottom became the top, and it was perfectly cooked. It had exactly the right amount of char. 
 
    Brad was leaning against the counter and the bowl of salad Shelly had been working on was right next to him. 
 
    “Can I have a bite of your salad?” 
 
    “Sure.” Shelly eyed the steak and actually had a bit of drool at the corner of her mouth. 
 
    Brad took a fork and began working on the salad. 
 
    The salad was delicious. It had all sorts of stuff in it, stuff that he normally wouldn’t have noticed. Little bits of onions and peppers and even bacon bits.  
 
    Not thinking, he reached into the fridge and got out the Thousand Islands. He poured a glob onto the salad and kept eating. He was fascinated by the richness of taste. Man, why hadn’t salad ever tasted like this before? 
 
    Shelly, meanwhile, was staring at the steak as if hypnotized. She suddenly grabbed a knife and fork and sliced off a small bite. She popped it into her mouth, telling herself it was just a taste test, and her taste buds suddenly swooned. It was like her mouth had just suddenly exploded with a sweet taste of pure energy. She cut off another bite. 
 
    Brad was facing the counter, eating, forking more and more, adding more Thousand Islands. 
 
    Shelly was facing the other way, standing in front of the stove, and she kept slicing bite after bite. 
 
    Suddenly Brad realized, when the bowl was empty, what he had done. 
 
    “Oh, damn! Honey, I’m sorry, but I ate your salad. I don’t know what came…” 
 
    He was turning around as he spoke, and he suddenly stopped. Shelly was holding the pan and putting the last piece of meat into her mouth. 
 
    She froze, and realized what she had done. 
 
    They stared at each other, both in a sort of state of shock, and, suddenly…POP! 
 
    It was a sound like snapping one’s fingers, and it came from Brad. 
 
    “Oh!” He grabbed his right pectoral. 
 
    “What was that?” blurted Shelly? 
 
    “I don’t know. Something just stung me on my—“ 
 
    POP! 
 
    He grabbed his left pectoral. 
 
    “Fuck! That hurt!” 
 
    Shelly put the pan down and stepped closer to him. “Brad?” 
 
    Brad felt a pressure in his chest. Two pressures, one on each side. His hands were already on his chest, and the skin under his hands was…roiling.  
 
    His pectorals felt like they were rippling, pressing out. It was sort of like an upset stomach, except it was in his chest! 
 
    And he felt two stiff things under his shirt. His…his nipples! 
 
    “Brad?” Shelly was getting alarmed at the look on his face. She moved closer, and realized that he was gripping his chest. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” 
 
    “It…it hurts?” he groaned. 
 
    “What does?” 
 
    “My chest!” 
 
    “Let me see…” 
 
    Suddenly Brad thought about the champagne. She was supposed to drink the red, and he the blue, but…what if… “No!” he yelped. 
 
    “But let me see!” 
 
    “I’m okay!” 
 
    He pushed past her, holding his pectorals with his hands. 
 
    She stared in amazement as he ran, hunched over, for the bathroom. She was still holding the frying pan and she tossed it on the counter. It slid across the counter and hit the toaster. 
 
    She ran after Brad. 
 
    Brad entered the bathroom and closed the door behind him. His chest felt like it was on fire. And it was bulging. And those two, little spikes on his chest felt like they were electrified! 
 
    Brad ripped open his shirt, buttons flew into the sink, and he stared. 
 
    Under his tee shirt were two large mounds. On top of the mounds were…were…nipples! Big nipples! 
 
    It must have been the nipples that made the popping sound. That had started everything, and now he was growing boobs. 
 
    But he had drunk the right flute of champagne! 
 
    Then he realized that he couldn’t have! Shelly must have switched them! Somehow he had gotten the red potion, and she…had she gotten the blue potion? 
 
    But she wasn’t experiencing any effects, so maybe…maybe she was immune, or something! Or maybe she hadn’t drank the potion. Or… 
 
    He stared at himself in the mirror, his mind whirling in a thousand different directions, trying to figure things out. 
 
    What had happened? 
 
    But as he stood there, mind mind frantically flinging about, he could tell that his…his boobs…he might as well call them that…were still growing! 
 
    They had been the size of tennis balls when he had first opened his shirt. Now they were the size of baseballs, and the nipples seemed even larger! 
 
    And they hurt! Everything hurt! 
 
    He pulled his shirt off all the way, then he pulled off his tee shirt. 
 
    His boobs were as big as softballs now! 
 
    He became aware of the pounding on the bathroom door. 
 
    “Brad! Brad!” 
 
    He couldn’t let her in! He couldn’t let her see him like this! 
 
    “I’m okay!” he yelled. “Don’t come in!” 
 
    “Brad! What’s happening? What’s wrong? Should I call a doctor?” 
 
    “No! No! I’m okay! I just felt a little sick. It must be the champagne!” 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “I’m sure!” 
 
    He wasn’t sure at all. He was panicked. His face was as white as Caspar’s underpants. His eyes were big, round black orbs. 
 
    Shelly left the door. She wasn’t making a sound. Good…good. He needed time to figure this out. 
 
    He looked at the mirror. The softball size boobs on his chest were even bigger! 
 
    In the next room Shelly ran for her vanity table. She found a bobby pin and straightened it out and returned to the bathroom door. 
 
    The doorknob was one of those old ones with a single hole in the center on the outside. If somebody locked themselves in one could put the end of a bobby pin in the hole and open the door. 
 
    Shelly put the end of the pin in the little hole, felt the little ‘click.’ 
 
    Inside the bathroom Brad heard something, and he spun around. 
 
    Shelly pushed the door open and stopped. And stared. At Brad’s chest. 
 
    “You’ve got…what…you…” she fell to her knees. 
 
    “Shelly!” 
 
    Shelly didn’t pass all the way out, she never lost consciousness. When Brad leaped to her and caught her his boobs loomed right in front of her eyes. 
 
    “No!” she screamed and pushed away. 
 
    He had tits! 
 
    Possibilities screamed through her mind. He was transitioning. He had been a girl all along. He was going to have a baby! 
 
    Every possibility, however, was ludicrous, and growing more ludicrous by the second. 
 
    He still had an arm around her, though she was shrinking back, and then she reached out and said…”Oh, my God! you’ve got boobs!” 
 
    Brad closed his eyes and tears squeezed out. 
 
    Shelly touched his nipple and he felt an exquisite charge of sexual electricity run through him. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    But he was still holding her. He tried to move away, and knew he should let go, but she would fall then. 
 
    She touched his other nipples and he groaned. “Oh…God!” 
 
    She said, “You’ve got tits.” And there was a growing sense of wonder in her voice. 
 
    Finally, he managed to let her down without her falling. Now she was coming towards him, and he backed up until his back touched the toilet. 
 
    “Brad?” 
 
    “Please,” he sobbed. “Leave me alone!” 
 
    “But how did you get tits?” 
 
    “I don’t know…I…” and it burst out of him, “I put something in the champagne!” 
 
    She was holding one of his boobs with both of her hands now. She needed to use two hands, as his boobs were really getting big. She looked up at him. “The champagne? I don’t understand!” 
 
    His face now in his hands, and his hair growing longer, growing over his hands, he sobbed, “I bought two potions. One for men and one for women. The pink one, the one for women, was supposed to make your boobs bigger.” 
 
    Suddenly, the craziness of the situation getting to her, Shelly giggled. “You drank the boobs.” 
 
    Brad’s hair was getting longer, and softer, and suddenly Shelly noticed his fingernails. They were changing shape, growing thinner and longer. In fact, his fingers, which were pudgy, little, spatulate sausages, were extending, getting long and slender. 
 
    “I…I didn’t mean to!” He looked at her, his cheeks wet with tears. “You were supposed to drink the pink. 
 
    That was when she got it. “Wait a minute. If you drank a pink solution, then I drank the other solution…what’s supposed to happen to me?” 
 
    “You were supposed to get the big boobs!” wailed Brad. The other potion was blue! It was for men! 
 
    She grabbed him and shook him, and was aware that he seemed…shrunken. Shorter. Skinnier. 
 
    “Ow!” he yelped. 
 
    “Never mind that!” she yelled, her voice suddenly louder, growing in power. “I drank the blue. What’s supposed to happen to me?” 
 
    That was when Brad got it. His eyes grew wide and his mouth clamped shut. His mouth, with thicker lips, curvier lips that were assuming a more ‘M’ shape. 
 
    Shelly rose up and lifted Brad’s arm. His arm was slender, and her fingers, which suddenly felt powerful, closed around and squeezed, and she lifted him up. 
 
    “OW!” he batted at her wrist ineffectively. 
 
    She shook him. “What’s supposed to happen to me?” 
 
    He had to answer. He had to, or she was going to shake the shit out of him. “The blue potion makes the penis bigger.” 
 
    His hair was over his ears and down the back of his neck. His eyes were becoming rounder, and the iris’s were bigger. His lashes were growing longer and his nose was pert. 
 
    In fact, it was like fat was redistributing all over his body, and his skin was becoming fine pored and soft. 
 
    His muscles were but a memory. 
 
    She dropped him in frustration, before she lost her cool and slapped him silly. 
 
    And if she slapped him silly now it would hurt. Her arms were getting thicker. Her hands were like little mitts, and…she felt…something growing in her panties. 
 
    Suddenly she was aware that her clothes, which she liked tight, were almost ready to burst. 
 
    She looked down at the sobbing Brad. His clothes were several sizes too large. His jeans were like shopping bags on his legs, and his shirt, except for the two prominent bulges where his pectorals were…had been…were…was like a big bag! 
 
    “Fuck! What’s happening?” 
 
    Shelly reached down and gripped her skirt. It was a pencil skirt, supposed to be tight around the butt and the knees. Now it was super tight. It was strangling her body! 
 
    She fumbled at the button, but her fingers were too big and too uncoordinated. So she just gripped the buttons and ripped them off. That caused the pressure to focus on the zipper, and it came apart. 
 
    “Heysoos Xristo!” she yelled, and she began pushing the skirt down. 
 
    A big penis was trying to erect in her panties! 
 
    It was a monster! It was ten inches! It was red and looked like a rocket trying to take off! It was like a boa constrictor, and as thick as her forearm. 
 
    Her forearm…which was now big and bulky. 
 
    And her hair was…going back into her scalp! It was shrinking, getting shorter. And it was coarser! 
 
    In fact, she had hair all over her body, short, scratchy, itchy hair! 
 
    She felt her face. Her jaw was strong. Her teeth felt like she could chomp a stick in two. 
 
    And her feet! It was true! She had a huge cock and her feet were equally huge. 
 
    On the floor Brad was curled up. His body was short and slender and his hair was down his back. His lips were plump, and he had more color on his face! 
 
    “Why! Why!” he cried. 
 
    But he knew why. 
 
    He knew. 
 
      
 
    Shelly recovered first, and the reason was simple. Now she was a man, and she had no hormones, and her body was big and strong. 
 
    She still had residual female habits, but her body…she could handle disaster better with a sturdy male body. 
 
    Brad lay on the floor of the bathroom, sobbing, shattered, suddenly the victim of innumerable hormones. 
 
    And while both Brad and Shelly had residual behavior patterns, they also had expected behavior patterns. Brad was now female…and he knew how females were expected to act. Shelly was male, and she knew how males were supposed to act. 
 
    Thus, their behavior was a hodge podge of male and female, and their minds were suffering confusions as to how they should act. 
 
    Shelly did, however, have the advantage. 
 
    She exited the bathroom, staggered to the couch and sat down. She stared around at a world that was suddenly a little smaller to her. She was taller, wider, and the sensation of having muscles that rippled with every motion was…heady. 
 
    “Brad. Get out here.” 
 
    Not ‘Brad, honey, can you please come here,’ but ‘get your butt out here.’ 
 
    Male versus female. MVF. 
 
    Brad heard the strong voice and struggled up on one arm.  
 
    “Brad?” 
 
    Brad stood up, and was stunned by being in a world that was suddenly bigger. He was shorter, and so incredibly weak. She had had long fingernails and hair. He looked down at his breasts. 
 
    His breasts, that mark of femininity, had stopped growing. But they were huge! Shelly had been C cups. He was triple Fs or something.  
 
    And they weighed so much! They sagged and he felt a little pain and hefted them with his hands. 
 
    “Brad?” 
 
    He walked into the next room and stopped. 
 
    Shelly, in a big, strong body, stared at him, then she laughed. 
 
    “What…what?” 
 
    “You look so…” still having a bit of the female in her she controlled her desire to say ‘stupid.’ Instead, she said, “you look a little silly holding your boobs like that.” 
 
    He looked down, then sniffed. And, just like a female, he said, “I’m sorry. I don’t know…” and he didn’t know what he was apologizing for! 
 
    “Okay. So you gave us something, some potion. Tell me about it.” 
 
    “I don’t…” Brad was caught, no way out, but he tried to walk past Shelly. 
 
    She caught his wrist and stopped her. It was easy, male muscles to tender flesh, and Brad found himself halted. 
 
    “Let go!” he whined. 
 
    “Not until you tell me about the potion.” 
 
    She jerked him back and he staggered and one of his hands, the one she was gripping, lost control of his boob. 
 
    “Ow!” he yelped as the big bowling ball of flesh sagged. 
 
    “Heysoos. You’re big. How do you like it?” 
 
    “I don’t. Let me past!” 
 
    Shelly’s thick eyebrows dipped. “Where are you so anxious to get to?” 
 
    Unable to get past his girlfriend, Brad finally broke. “I want to take the potion, the right one. I want to change back!” 
 
    “You’ve got more potion?”  
 
    Shelly stood up. Brad was suddenly frightened. She was six inches taller than him, and so wide! And that grip of her hand was like a steel trap. 
 
    “Let me go!” 
 
    “Not till you tell me where the potion is.” 
 
    “It’s behind the toaster.” 
 
    Shelly pushed Brad’s body back and strode from the room. 
 
    In the kitchen she pulled the toaster out, and there it was: two vials, one of which was broken. 
 
    Brad came up behind her and looked around Shelly’s massive arm. “Oh, no!” 
 
    Brad stared at the shards of the broken vial. There was liquid drying around the shards. The other bottle was in Shelly’s big paw. 
 
    She held it up and looked at it. “Doesn’t look like much.” Her mouth was twisted in a frown. 
 
    “Give it to me!” Brad tried to reach past her arm. 
 
    Shelly moved the remaining vial out of his reach. “Oh, no you don’t.” 
 
    “But I need it! I need to change back. That might change me back!” 
 
    Shelly turned to him, “And it might change me back. And I think I’ve got a better call on it than you do.” 
 
    “But I can’t stay a girl?” 
 
    “What’s so bad about being a girl? I’ve been one for 24 years.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Besides. You gave this stuff to me against my will. I should be able to change back before you do.” 
 
    “But if you take it there might not be enough to change me back!” 
 
    “Tough titty, said the kitty. The milk’s gone dry,” Shelly spoke drolly. 
 
    She looked around and then got the folding stool out. She got on the top rung of the stool and reached way back in the space on top of the kitchen cabinets. She would be able to retrieve the vial when she wanted to, but Brad, even if he stood on the counter, would have arms to short to reach it. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Safekeeping,” said Shelly, getting off the folding stool. As she put the stool away she added, “It’s there when I want it.” 
 
    “But…you have to…please…” 
 
    Shelly grabbed Brad’s arm and pulled him out of the kitchen. She pushed him down on the couch and eyed him. “Okay, bozo butt. Give. Tell me all about that potion.” 
 
    Brad didn’t want to. He was frightened, so frightened that he was shivering, and his boobs were shivering right along with him. 
 
    “Tell me what, exactly, that stuff was supposed to do to me.” 
 
    Brad sniffled, then, “It was supposed to give you bigger boobs.” 
 
    “And I’m guessing the other one was to give you a bigger dick.” 
 
    Brad sniffled some more and nodded. 
 
    Shelly was standing in front of him, bigger, taller, and overwhelming. “I’m guessing, just a guess, mind you, that you wound up with the bigger boobs and I wound up with the dick.” 
 
    “I didn’t mean to!” he whined. “I don’t know what happened!” 
 
    “What happened, dear ‘boyfriend,’” she snarled out the last word. “Was that I drank the wrong glass, and then you drank what was left, which was the wrong glass. And now you have the tits of a super bimbo and I’ve got the cock of a super stud.” 
 
    And that statement, spoken innocently, was a catalyst. 
 
    Shelly looked down at the sudden sensation and motion. Her dick was rising up. And rising up. And rising up. 
 
    “Whoa!” she said startled at the length and girth of a full erection. 
 
    Brad’s mouth opened in shock. Her dick pointed right at his mouth. Big, and swollen and—a bit of her male sense of humor—Shelly tilted her lips and her cock went right into his mouth! 
 
    “Ack! Gah!” 
 
    But Shelly was giggling and had hold of the back of his head. 
 
    “It’s a blow job, honey! How do you like it?” 
 
    Brad finally managed to pull back enough to spit out her cock. 
 
    “What the fuck!” he screeched in his higher voice. 
 
    Shelly couldn’t stop laughing. “Do you remember all the times you tried shit like that on me?” 
 
    “Yeah! But I was the man!” 
 
    “And now I’m the man. So stop your whining, bitch!” 
 
    Rod tried to stand up and move away, but Shelly pushed him back down. 
 
    “You’re being a bully!” 
 
    “I’m being what you were to me. Besides, we aren’t done talking.” 
 
    “But I want to put on some different clothes! These are too big!” 
 
    Shelly thought about that. She was barely covered by ripped female clothes. He was swallowed up by baggy, male clothes. 
 
    It would feel good to put some clothes on. 
 
    “Okay.” She stood back. “Head for the bedroom.” 
 
    Brad stood up and walked, a bit sullenly, glancing towards the kitchen and the out of reach vials, towards the bedroom. 
 
    Shelly followed him. 
 
    Shelly had no problem. Girls sometimes wear pants, even fully male pants and shirts and stuff. She simply selected some jeans and shirts and put them on. She even slipped into a pair of Brad’s athletic shoes. She looked like a man, be it with a rather sizable bulge in his pants. 
 
    Actually, that bulge was getting to be a problem. She had trouble zipping up over the thing, and her balls were so tender. Still, a little push and shove and she managed to contain her tool with its ball bearings. 
 
    She smiled and looked at the wall mirror. She was tall and big, but the clothes were a good fit and her body had room to breath. 
 
    Brad, on the other hand, was having a terrible time. 
 
    He found panties, was dubious, but they fit. 
 
    The bras, on the other hand, weren’t a good fit. 
 
    There is a huge difference between a C cup and a triple F cup.  
 
    Shelly was dressed now and sitting on the side of the bed. And grinning. 
 
    “Try the shelf bra. The regular bras are going to cut right into your skin. At least with the shelf bra you’ll be supported. You’ll be out front, but…it’ll support you. Sort of.” 
 
    Brad put on the shelf bra. He was surprised to find out that he was flexible enough to reach behind himself and fasten the thing. 
 
    His boobs were supported, all right, but only barely. 
 
    They sat on the ‘shelf’ structure. But if he leaned forward they fell out of the cups, simply folded the material down and hung. 
 
    This meant he had to keep his shoulders back and not lean forward. 
 
    Shelly laughed and whistled. “Look at those nips!” 
 
    He growled at her, which he shouldn’t have because his high voice sounded a little ridiculous.  
 
    Then he looked for a pair of pants. The choice here was limited. 
 
    Shelly had sweats, nice slacks, lots of skirts and dresses, and one pair of culottes.  
 
    “Put on the green dress,” Shelly suggested. 
 
    Brad held it up. It was way too short, and it had too much space on top. He hung it up. 
 
    Shelly’s eyes narrowed. “You liked seeing me in it, now you wear it.” 
 
    “It’s too short! You’ll be able to see my ass. And my…my chest!” 
 
    “That’s the point, honey.” 
 
    Shelly was aware that just sitting and watching Brad get dressed was causing a reaction down there. She shifted and adjusted. Damn. She shouldn’t have worn underpants. Just let the damn thing hang down her leg. 
 
    “Well, I’m not.” 
 
    Brad stood up, partly to cow Shelly, partly to let his cock breath a bit. 
 
    “I said…the green dress.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Would you like a spanking?” 
 
    Now Brad’s eyes opened wide. “Don’t you…you can’t!” 
 
    “I can do what I want.” 
 
    “But I never spanked you!” 
 
    “No. You were more into the verbal bullying. But, no matter. You gave us the potion, and now you get to live with the consequences.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to!” 
 
    Shelly simply reached out and grabbed Brad’s arm. He sat on the bed and put her across his lap. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “EEEE!” 
 
    Shelly stopped. She suddenly realized just how strong she was. She had just meant to give a little paddling, but her hand was big and meaty, and Brad’s ass was already bruised. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” she let go of Brad. 
 
    Brad fell off her lap. He cried and touched his ass. Tears were pouring from his eyes. 
 
    “Honey, I’m sorry. That was a little too rough.” 
 
    Brad just kept crying and crying, and Shelly would have fallen for it, it had been painful, after all, but then she realized what Brad was doing. He was crying for sympathy. 
 
    Shelly toughened up and said, “Now, if you don’t want another one, put on the green dress.” 
 
    Brad realized his feminine wiles weren’t working as well as he thought they would. He straightened up, still sniffing, and rubbed his ass. “It really did hurt.” 
 
    “I know, but I still want to see you in the green dress.” 
 
    Brad’s tits had fallen out during his spanking, and he pulled the lip of the shelf bra forward and tucked his boobs in again. 
 
    He stepped into the dress and pulled it up. 
 
    It was a perfect fit. Well, almost perfect. Brad’s breasts were too big. Fortunately, the dress was looser on the top. Still, his boobs were nearly exposed. He would have to be careful. If he turned to suddenly a boob might pop into view. 
 
    Shelly smiled. “Now I see why you liked to see me in it.” 
 
    Brad looked at himself in the mirror. Suddenly it wasn’t so bad. He had a spectacular body, and his hair, though uncombed, fell down over his bare shoulders. And his eyes, they really sparkled. 
 
    Shelly came up behind him. She put her arms around him, and he felt her big penis pushing up between her buns. 
 
    “Hey!” Shelly whirled and pushed Brad away. Which was like pushing on a tank. He just sort of swayed back and didn’t really move. 
 
    “What?” Shelly grinned. “You don’t like my dong?” 
 
    Brad looked haughty. “Keep it to yourself.” 
 
    Shelly frowned. “No worries, boyfriend. Unlike some people, I’m not going to force myself on you.” 
 
    But, boy, did she want to. That big hunk of meat in her pants had a mind of its own. It really wanted to get into Brad’s little body. 
 
    “Now put on some nylons and high heels, and tell me where you got the potion.” 
 
    Brad blinked. Nylons? He always wore socks! But…nylons? Having seen himself in the dress, appreciating himself in female clothes, he started thinking about nylons. 
 
    Brad found the nylons in her drawer and rolled them up his sleek legs. It felt really good, like unrolling a condom on his dong. 
 
    “I got the stuff at a store on Silverlake.” 
 
    “What store?” 
 
    “Uh…it’s just past the pizza place, and they sell things like tarot cards and hexes and things. 
 
    “Like potions that will change your sex.” 
 
    “At first I thought it was a joke. The girl guaranteed me, though, and…” 
 
    “And you took a chance.” 
 
    “Well, I didn’t think—“ 
 
    “No. You didn’t. You give me a drug, like a roofie or something, and you think that’s all right.” 
 
    Brad whispered, “I’m sorry. I was thinking with the wrong head.” 
 
    That made sense to Shelly. He was thinking with his dick. Now that she had a dick, and now that it was wiggling in her pants and was so compulsive and compelling…she actually understood something of what men go through. 
 
    “Well, no excuse. And no experiments. We have to go find out what will reverse this stuff.” 
 
    Brad said nothing. 
 
    “Put on the heels.” 
 
    “Why?” He had actually put them on, then taken them off. They were uncomfortable. 
 
    “Because we’re going out.” 
 
    “But can’t I wear running shoes or something? Or those flat things you call Mary Janes?” 
 
    “You wanted to be a girl, so you should experience all the delights a woman experiences. High heels are top of the list.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    Shelly growled, in a deep and threatening voice, “A girl looks forward to wearing her high heels. It’s a step towards womanhood. So put your shoes on before I spank you.” 
 
    Brad didn’t want to experience her hand again, so he bent over, groaned when his boobs fell out, and slipped his feet into black high heels. Then he straightened up and put his boobs in place. 
 
    “How do women wear these things?” 
 
    Shelly wasn’t sure if he was referring to the heels or the bra. She just laughed. “Enjoy, honey. Now let’s go.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
     Shelly took Brad’s hand as soon as they left the apartment. It made Brad feel…possessed. Then he realized it wasn’t like he was possessed, it was like he was owned, which made him feel submissive! 
 
    Brad tried to take his hand away, but Shelly held on and grinned down at him. “Come on, lover.” Then she frowned. She was finding it hard to walk and haul him with a big, old dick poking around in her pants. 
 
    “Don’t pull so hard,” whined Brad. 
 
    Shelly eased up, and they crossed the parking lot to her car. Then she shifted towards his Mustang. 
 
    “You’re not going to drive my car, are you?” 
 
    “Your Miata is too small for this body. Besides, I feel like a little horsepower.” 
 
    Brad groaned, but there was nothing he could do about it.  
 
    Shelly put him in the passenger seat and closed the door. Then she went to the driver’s side and got in. 
 
    It was a high powered Mustang. Big motor. Pipes that sounded like a brace of Harley’s. Zero to sixty in four seconds. Zowie! 
 
    Shelly started up the car and pressed the pedal a couple of times. 
 
    VROOM! VROOM! 
 
    “Hey! Take it easy!” 
 
    “Nope.” Shelly hit the gas and went forward, over the curb, and squealed tires all the way down the street. 
 
    “Stop it!” 
 
    Shelly just grinned. She took the next corner too fast and spun out. 
 
    “WHEEE!” she laughed. 
 
    Brad, in his smaller, female body, was holding to the seat with white knuckles. He closed his eyes and prayed. 
 
    Shelly, however, was just showing off. She still had enough female good sense to realize that being pulled over while in a different body might create some problems. 
 
    Gee, officer, I’m sorry, I happen to be in the wrong body! I don’t have any license or anything for this body! 
 
    Yeah, right. That would go over like falsies in a nunnery. 
 
    Shelly headed down the 210 to Silverlake. She took the Fletcher turn off and turned right at the end of the road. She was checking out businesses. Brad was now not so white knuckled, and he looked, too. 
 
    “There it is!” he said, just as she caught sight of it. It was a small, purple building advertising occultish things. 
 
    Shelly pulled around and slid up to the curve. Just as she got out of the car a woman stepped out of the entrance and began locking up. 
 
    “Oh, wait!” 
 
    The woman turned around and smiled. “Done for the day, honey. Open at nine tomorrow.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, but we’ve got a real problem here, and only you can help.” 
 
    The girl tilted her head slightly. She was a thing woman with small breasts. Her hair was long and straight and black as coal. 
 
    “Only me?” 
 
    “Yes, you see, my dumb boyfriend,” Shelly thumbed towards Brad, who was standing by the side of the car and trying to look like he wasn’t there, “he bought a couple of potions from you. They, uh…they switched us.” 
 
    The girl laughed. “Oh, gosh. He’s one of those guys, eh?” 
 
    Brad shriveled down a couple more inches. 
 
    “Well, he said he just wanted me to have bigger boobs, but…” 
 
    “But you got the wrong potions. It happens so often.” 
 
    “But what do we do about it?” 
 
    “Well,” She lowered her voice, speaking confidentially, and Brad tried to listen. But he was too far away, and too embarrassed to come closer. 
 
    “Just drink one of the potions. Doesn’t matter which,” said the girl. 
 
    “Oh, thank you,” Shelly whispered. “I don’t think I’ll tell him. I’m going to have some fun.” 
 
    “After what he did, I don’t blame you. Go for it, girl.” 
 
    Shelly smiled, and hugged the girl. Hugged like girls hug, even though she was in a big, hulking body. 
 
    Shelly returned to the car, and the girl went around the corner of the building to her own car. 
 
    “What’d she say?” 
 
    “She said you were stupid. There is no cure! You got that! We’re stuck like this for the rest of our lives!” 
 
    Brad moved back against the car, leaned on it, couldn’t hold himself up with his own legs. 
 
    “You mean…I’m going to be a girl?” 
 
    “Well, there is a cure.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “But I’m not going to tell you!” 
 
    “Why not?” he begged. 
 
    “After what you did? I’ll turn back, but you…you’re gonna be a woman all your life.” 
 
    “No! No!” 
 
    Around the corner the girl from the shop was smothering a laugh. This was too good. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! And you’re going to have to fuck men and have babies and everything! All because you wanted big tits. Well, now you got ‘em, lover. How do you like them? 
 
    Shelly reached out and grabbed Brad’s boobs and squeezed them. 
 
    Brad felt the shock of humiliation, but he also felt the thrill of having a sexual organ handled. It shot right through his body to his pussy. 
 
    While Brad near collapsed, Shelly walked around the car and got in. She started it up. VROOM! VROOM! and rolled down the window. 
 
    “You gonna get in? Slut? 
 
    Sobbing, broken, Brad opened the door and got in. 
 
    Shelly drove down Sunset looking for a bar. She found one. It was the cowboy bar right at the edge of Beverly Hills. 
 
    Excellent. Wearing jeans and a flannel shirt she should fit right in. 
 
    She glanced at Brad. Wearing a revealing dress with boobs that fell out at the slightest bounce, he would fit right in, too. 
 
    “What are we doing here?” 
 
    “We’re stopping for a drink, a little fun. Get out.” 
 
    Brad didn’t want to, but Shelly rounded the car, opened the door, and pulled him out. There was no way he could resist Shelly’s muscled frame. 
 
    Shelly walked towards the entrance, Brad trailing along, looking shrunken and scared. 
 
    “Buck up, bozo,” Shelly suggested.  
 
    The place was packed. Couple were crowded around tables, the dance floor was filled, and the bucking horse had a long line. 
 
    Shelly moved up to the bar and ordered a couple of bourbon and Cokes. 
 
    Brad stood behind her, frightened. 
 
    She shoved his drink into his hand. “We really need to do your nails.” 
 
    Brad looked at his nails as he clutched the glass and lifted it to his mouth. 
 
    He guzzled the first drink, and Shelly gave him hers. 
 
    He guzzled that one. 
 
    Shelly moved back to the bar and ordered two more drinks. 
 
    Brad hadn’t figured on the effects of alcohol on his smaller body, and he found himself dizzy. 
 
    And some of the fear had abated. 
 
    “Hey, baby, what’s your name?” 
 
    Brad stared at the big, fat, bearded biker. 
 
    She tried to turn away. She looked for Shelly, but Shelly had seen what was happening and she was standing behind a group of guys. 
 
    “I’m…I’m with some one.” Brad tried. 
 
    The biker was jovial, and he backed off easily enough. 
 
    Shelly appeared and handed Brad a glass. 
 
    Now Brad knew the effects of alcohol, but he didn’t care. He needed something to stave off the terror he was experiencing. He took the glass and gulped it down. And took the second drink out of Shelly’s hand and guzzled that! 
 
    Now he was officially drunk. Now the fear was a memory. He stood, stunned, and looked around. 
 
    He was short, skinny (except for the boobs, which seemed to be always getting in his way) and everybody else was a giant. 
 
    “Let’s dance, babe.” Grinning, Shelly took him in her arms and whirled him out onto the dance floor. 
 
    Brad was dazed, he watched the world turn. He felt Shelly’s big cock pressing against his belly. 
 
    It was weird, Shelly was in control of him, being the lead in the dance. 
 
    That made Brad clumsy, and he kept bumping into people. 
 
    Girls glared at Brad. Guys grinned at him. And a few people studied Shelly, and it was obvious they were thinking about whether they could take him on. And…could they take Brad away from her. 
 
    Shelly didn’t mind. As a woman she was the master of polite, and she could talk her way out of anything. Now if she was pure guy…she’d be in trouble. 
 
    “I want to go home,” whispered Brad. 
 
    “Well, honey. I understand. I didn’t want to take that potion, but sometimes things happen.” 
 
    “But I’m sorry I did that. Now I know.” 
 
    Shelly grinned. She said, “You know, the girl at the shop said there was one way to reverse the effects of the potion.” 
 
    Brad looked up, hope in his eyes. 
 
    “The potion, you see, was designed for one night stands. And what’s the purpose of a one night stand?” 
 
    Brad was blank. He probably could have figured it out, but he was drunk. 
 
    “The purpose of a one night stand is to have sex. Strangers in the night. Two ships passing. A fuck with no recriminations or guilt or anything.” 
 
    Brad remained blank. 
 
    That was okay with Shelly. She was enjoying this. And she was going to enjoy it more when he finally figured it out. 
 
    “So you see, dear Bradley, if you want to change back into a man, you have to have sex.” 
 
    Brad blinked and blinked. His long eyelashes went up and down like fans. Behind his beautiful orbs his brain was trying to process. 
 
    “I don’t…then…let’s go home and fuck!” 
 
    He made the statement even though the thought was distasteful. Even though he couldn’t handle the idea of Shelly, or anybody, putting her penis into his pussy. 
 
    “Oh, we don’t have to fuck each other. We can fuck anybody.” 
 
    “But…I don’t want…” and it hit him. 
 
    Shelly was not intending to fuck him, and he was going to have to pick somebody up and get them to fuck him. Put a big, ugly dick into his pussy. Suck on his big, bountiful boobs. Chew on the nipples. Maybe get down there and eat him out. 
 
    Brad was a man inside that frail, big boobed body. He knew what perversions drove men. And now he was really scared. 
 
    “Shelly. No. You can’t…let’s go home and…” 
 
    Shelly was shaking her head. 
 
    “No, Brad, dear. You created this problem, and you’re going to have to solve it. And if one guy doesn’t give you enough semen, then you’re going to have to fuck more than one. You’ll have to fuck as many men as you can until the potion is reversed.” 
 
    “But…Shelly…you can’t!” 
 
    Shelly just smiled at him. A big, strong smile. A smile of vindication and victory. 
 
    “And that said, Brad, dear, I’m going to go get a fuck. If I leave before you do you can take an Uber. 
 
    Brad was stuttering now, pleading, but Shelly turned and walked away. 
 
    Brad tried to follow her, but he was small and slender, except for his boobs, and the crowd closed up and he was not able to keep up. 
 
    Shelly walked through the crowd and up to the second floor. This was where people went to make out, or to just look over the railing at the party. 
 
    Brad was turned and twisted. He was drunk, and he wound up in line for the bar. 
 
    And he needed a drink. Badly. 
 
    He stood in line, dazed, unsure of what he was going to do, and the line moved forward. 
 
      
 
    Shelly watched the line move, and she giggled. There was still enough woman in her that she giggled instead of guffawed. 
 
    She knew that Brad didn’t have any money. 
 
    In the darkness a woman sidled up next to him. “Hey, handsome.” 
 
    Shelly turned and looked down on a svelte redhead with bright eyes. 
 
    “Hey, yourself.” 
 
    “You looking for a little company?” 
 
    Shelly wasn’t put off or embarrassed. She knew what the woman was. “Actually, I just came her for the free sex.” 
 
    The woman moved up against Shelly. “I’ve got the sex. Can you get over the free?” 
 
    Shelly kissed her, deeply. She knew how a woman liked to be kissed, and she put her all into it. 
 
    “Whoo!” muttered the redhead. 
 
    She walked away on unsteady legs. She couldn’t get over the free part. 
 
    Shelly looked down at the bar and saw that Brad had reached it. The bartender quickly mixed a bourbon and Coke and handed it to him. 
 
    That’s when it struck Brad that he didn’t have any money. 
 
      
 
    “I…I’m sorry…I don’t have…my purse…” 
 
    The barkeep frowned. He looked over at one of the bouncers and raised a hand. 
 
    “That’s okay. Put it on my tab.” 
 
    The fellow behind Brad was dressed casually. He had a quirky smile. His eyes were dark and he touched Brad on the shoulder gently. 
 
    Ownership. 
 
    And there was nothing Brad could do about it. He had been paid for. It wasn’t a cold, hard, contract registered paid for, but it was a deal none the less. 
 
    The barkeep handed the man his drink and the man turned and guided Brad out of the crowd. 
 
    “Thank you,” said Brad. 
 
    “That’s okay. Let’s dance.” 
 
    Unsure of himself, Brad didn’t panic when the man took him in his arms and moved them around the edge of the dance floor. 
 
    Brad sipped, and felt the man. He wasn’t big and beefy, he was more whiplike. 
 
    “Haven’t seen you around here,” the man stated. “My name is Bob.” 
 
    “Br…Shelly,” Brad said, saying the first female name that came to mind. 
 
    “Well, Shelly, my pleasure, and what do you do for a living?” 
 
    Brad answered…with Shelly’s data. And he wondered what he was going to do. 
 
    The man was smooth. he knew his way around women.  
 
    Was he going to try and kiss him?  
 
    The idea of putting up with a weenie inside him was too far away fro Brad to deal with. 
 
    Yet, too far away or not, it was in the back of Brad’s mind. He was going to have to fuck somebody. Was Bob any different from any other man? 
 
    Inside Bob’s arms, Brad tried to figure out what he was supposed to do. How could he get over his natural revulsion and let Bob fuck him? 
 
     
 
    Upstairs, Shelly watched the couple dance. Well, well. Brad was figuring it out. He already had an admirer…would he actually go through with the fucking? 
 
    Suddenly Shelly heard a commotion. It wasn’t large, and it was just a few feet down from him. 
 
    “Leave me alone!” 
 
    Shelly studied the couple. The man was holding the girl by the wrist, trying to kiss her. 
 
    “Pardon me?” Shelly moved up and just stood there. 
 
    “Who the fuck are you?” 
 
    “You should let her go.” 
 
    Shelly was confident that her intervention would work. She was big and strong. It came as a surprise when the fellow let go of the girl’s wrist and uncorked a slobber knocker. 
 
    Shelly felt the pain of her nose busting, and her ass hitting the floor. 
 
    She stared up in shock, and the girl said, “Come on, Biff. Let’s get out of here.” 
 
    Shelly wasn’t knocked out, but she was hurt. She had never played the rough and tumble games men play, and she was totally unprepared for the damage to her nose. 
 
    She stood up, wobbled, and felt her nose. 
 
    Yep. It was broken, and he was bleeding, and tears were streaming from her eyes. 
 
    She staggered to an exit and staggered down the stairs. She held her nose and blood got all over her hand. 
 
    People stared at her as she ran to her car. She got in, sobbing, and started the car. 
 
    Crying, trying to see through tears, she headed for home. 
 
     
 
    The kiss, when it happened, was totally unprepared for. Bob simply lowered his face and touched his lips to Brad’s. 
 
    Brad froze, and felt the lips, and wanted to run, but…couldn’t. 
 
    There was something in this human touch that captivated him. 
 
    He was so scared, and then the humiliation of not being able to pay, and the smooth way Bob had rescued her. 
 
    Bob waited for Brad to respond, and, finally, Brad did. He moved his lips and felt Bob’s lips. They were hot lips. They were anxious lips. 
 
    Maybe Brad would have been frightened then, but he knew what men felt. He knew the drive and the compulsion that drove them. 
 
    They were standing in the middle of the dance floor now, and Bob went to work. He kissed, and used his tongue, and his hand was feeling one of Brad’s breasts. 
 
    And Brad was loving it! 
 
    He loved the taste of Bob’s mouth, and he could feel that big penis growing harder. And the feel of bob’s hand as he felt Brad’s boob, it was electric and heavenly and felt so amazing. 
 
    People danced around them, and didn’t mind. A giggle her, a smile there, but it was all appreciation for a couple that had lost their senses. 
 
    Then Bob moved, almost lifted Brad with his arm, and walked him off the dance floor. 
 
    They went up the stairs, to the landing where Shelly had so recently been knocked down. 
 
    Bob moved her back against some drapes, totally in the shadows. 
 
    Brad knew he had to do something. He had to fuck Bob. But…what if he just made Bob squirt? 
 
    Brad unzipped Bob’s pants and the big penis shot forward. 
 
    Brad kissed, he was getting good at this, and stroked Bob’s shaft. 
 
    For long minutes the couple made out, and Bob was getting hotter and hotter. Finally, he reached up and pushed down on Brad’s head. 
 
    Brad couldn’t resist. He knew this was what women were supposed to do. He bent his knees and the cock brushed against his face. 
 
    Oh, fuck! 
 
    He took Bob’s cock in his mouth. He worked on the head while stroking the shaft. 
 
    Bob started grunting. 
 
    Brad worked harder. 
 
    Bob started jerking his hips back and forth. He held Brad’s head, and Brad realized that Bob was doing something he himself had done many times. He was face fucking. 
 
    And he was so strong that Brad couldn’t resist. 
 
    The squirt, when it came, was powerful. It was a splash of semen right into his throat. 
 
    Brad swallowed reflexively. His throat worked, and a second squirt went down the tubes. 
 
    That was when Brad accepted it. It was just semen. He could do this. He swallowed and swallowed, and Bob kept grunting and squirting semen into his mouth. 
 
      
 
    Shelly arrived home, and she was still crying. She crossed the parking lot and climbed the stairs. Inside the apartment she went to the sink and started washing her face. Her nose hurt, and there was still a seep of blood. But…she was getting over it. 
 
    Then she looked up to where the cabinet where the unbroken bottle of potion was. 
 
    She had to get it. 
 
      
 
    Brad finished swallowing. He wiped his lips and stood up, and a pair of hands grabbed his ass. 
 
    “Hey!” he squeaked over the taste of cum. 
 
    “Thanks, Bob. We’ll take over now.” 
 
    Brad was turned around by a big, heavy man. A fat man with the lard sagging over the belt. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Then the man kissed him. 
 
    Brad was scared, but…this was what he needed. Apparently the blow job wasn’t enough, because he was still in a female body. 
 
    Man, just wait. When he changed back he’d teach these guys a lesson! 
 
    But for now, the lesson would have to wait. The big man kept kissing Brad, and didn’t care that there was a bit of semen on Brad’s lips. 
 
    Then Brad felt hands lifting his dress and pulling down his panties. 
 
    “She’s a hot one.” 
 
    There were other men there! Hot, horny men! Waiting their turn! 
 
    And Brad remembered what Shelly had said, that if one man wasn’t enough he would have to keep fucking. 
 
    Then he was lifted into the air, and placed right down on the fat man’s dick! 
 
    It was fat, like he was, and she slipped right down. 
 
    It didn’t hurt for the simple reason that Brad was hot! He was horny. He was in a strange body with all sorts of sensations, and he had to fuck. He really had to. 
 
    The fat man was strong underneath the lard, and he kept lifting Brad and dropping him. The big penis kept opening him up, then pulling almost out, then shoving in again. 
 
    Brad gasped. 
 
    The fat man pushed him against a wall, held him up there, and bent his head forward. 
 
    Brad felt the unique sensation of having his nipples sucked. It was crazy. It was wonderful. He tilted his head back and put his arms over the fat man’s shoulders. 
 
    “Damn!” Somebody said. “She really likes it!” 
 
    The fat man started grunting, and now Brad felt the splash of seed deep inside him.  
 
    Now Brad felt wonderful. He was set on his feet, where he staggered for an instant, then another man moved in. 
 
    This one was shorter, but he was strong. 
 
    They all were strong! 
 
    And all Brad could do was give up. Submit. Let them have their way. 
 
    Hands began groping him. Hands on his buns, his breasts. 
 
    He was turned, bent over, and fingers felt their way into him. Not his pussy, but his asshole, and it felt so wonderful! 
 
    “Let me in there!” 
 
    Brad was on a spit. His clothes were half torn off, a dick was up his pussy, another dick was in his mouth. 
 
    He loved it. 
 
    He was an object of love. All these men wanted to give him their love. 
 
    So that was the secret of submission, to give yourself up so that all may partake! 
 
    Brad moved, and dicks were replaced, and semen was constantly injected into him. Into his mouth. Into his pussy. Into his asshole. 
 
    And the night went on. 
 
      
 
    Brad staggered up the stairs. It was dawn, and he had been gang banged for hours. 
 
    And what was the big deal? Why didn’t all women do this? 
 
    He missed the fact that it was the male side of him that loved it, that women had other concerns that he wasn’t used to. Like…diseases, pregnancy, that sort of thing. 
 
    He opened the door and stopped. 
 
    Shelly was sitting at the kitchen table, waiting for him. Her nose was swollen and she had been holding a handkerchief to it. 
 
    “You fucked somebody! But…but why didn’t it work on me?” 
 
    She glared at him. “Because the potion was the antidote. Fucking had nothing to do with it!” 
 
    “But…you made me, and I fucked…all those guys!” 
 
    “Tough titty,” muttered Shelly. 
 
    “But…but…” Brad looked at the counter. 
 
    The empty potion vial was sitting there. 
 
    He ran to it, lifted it up. Not a drop remained. 
 
    “Oh, no!” 
 
    “That’s right. I’m me, and you’re now stuck as a woman!” 
 
    Brad stood, hands on the sink, face down, for a long minute. 
 
    Then he suddenly looked up and grinned. 
 
    “Yeah!” 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “EEEEEEE!” 
 
    Rob sat straight up in bed. What the fuck? What was that screech! 
 
    “God damn you! You did it again.” 
 
    Rob lay back down and covered his face with a pillow. Fuck. He forgot. Again. 
 
    He heard her angry stomps as she came down the hallway. He quickly turned and feigned sleep, hoping to escape her anger. 
 
    She crossed to the bed and swatted him on the ass. So much for feigning sleep. 
 
    “You left the seat up again! I sat down and fell into the toilet! My ass is soaking!” 
 
    Rob sighed and turned over and up on his elbows. 
 
    “Geez, honey. I’m sorry, but why didn’t you turn on the light and look? Why is it my fault that you can’t lift the ring!” 
 
    “You were the last one to use the toilet! You’ve got to put the seat down!” 
 
    “Take responsibility for yourself!” he snapped. 
 
    “Oh! Oh!” 
 
    She punched him in the belly. She knew how to tighten a fist and it was a good punch. 
 
    “UNH!” he grunted. 
 
    “When will you learn! Men must put the toilet seat down.” 
 
    He turned on his side and held his belly. Damn. That woman knew how to punch.” 
 
    She ignored him then. She ripped off her clothes, put on a chemise, which was sexy as hell. Her boobs thrust out and her nipples, probably because she was mad, stuck straight out. She was a sexy woman. 
 
    Rob looked through slitted eyes and his dick started to rise up. 
 
    She threw the covers around and hopped into bed. And pulled too many covers over on her side. 
 
    Rob sighed again, and gently pulled some covers back. 
 
    Then his dick touched her buns. 
 
    She spun around and slapped his penis. “Don’t you even!” 
 
    Rob turned over and held his cock, which felt like it was bruised, with one hand. 
 
    It wasn’t that he left the seat up on purpose, it was just that men could stand up and he forgot. It was that simple. He just forgot. 
 
    “And you’re not going to get any more sex until you put that ring up!” 
 
    Rob wanted to say he was sorry, he wanted to apologize, but that ship had sailed. 
 
    He settled down, was almost asleep, when he heard her whisper. “You idiot.” 
 
    And that woke him up. 
 
      
 
    The next day Ann was cool to Rob all day. He made a point of putting the lid down. He tried to be polite. And slowly the storm waned. 
 
    A few days, him on his best behavior, and he was proud of remembering to put the seat down, and, one night, while he dozed… 
 
    “EEEEEEE!” 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Rob came awake and knew what he had done. 
 
    This time he jumped out of bed and ran to the bathroom. She was just coming out the door, using a towel to dry her ass. 
 
    “I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” 
 
    She slapped him in the face and stomped past him to the bedroom. She slammed the door, and when Rob tried it it was locked. 
 
    Damn. He thought she was almost ready to give him sex, and he forgets again. The funny thing was he could swear he had put the seat down. 
 
    Well, so much for sex. He slept on the couch, woke up with a neck ache and renewed determination. 
 
    He even pasted a little note on the wall behind the toilet. ‘Lower the ring!’ 
 
    When he went to pee, however, the note was gone. 
 
    “Ann? Honey? I left a note to remind me so I wouldn’t leave the seat up.” 
 
    “I took it down! It makes us look stupid, leaving a note like that. What would the neighbors think when they saw that?” 
 
    “But our neighbors never use our bathroom!” 
 
    “Doesn’t matter. It looks bad.” 
 
    He sighed, and was once again defeated. 
 
     
 
    He tried little things to remind himself. Turning the soap the wrong way in a dish, leaving the toilet paper the wrong way on the roll. 
 
    But it was like Ann was waiting for these little faux pas, and she corrected, under the guise of household neatness, all his little tricks. 
 
    Still, he made progress. He mentally chastised himself, and he even made up a little ditty and tried to sing it to himself whenever he was in the bathroom. 
 
      
 
    Pee on the bowl 
 
    don’t pee on your toe 
 
    shake it off 
 
    without a cough 
 
    now put the seat down 
 
    so the wife doesn’t drown 
 
     
 
    He hummed the ditty, and followed instructions. 
 
    And, one night…”EEEEEE!” 
 
    Followed by “Son of a bitch!” 
 
    She came out of the toilet, drying her ass with a towel. 
 
    He didn’t say a word, just carried his pillow down the hallway towards the most uncomfortable couch. 
 
      
 
    This went on for months.  
 
    Rob was getting so much no sex that he was dripping. He’d go to sleep at night and his cock would drizzle a bit of pre-cum, and it would take an hour to get to sleep with his boner throbbing. 
 
    The funny thing was he never remembered leaving the ring up. 
 
    But he was a bit confused now, and his balls were so damn blue.               
 
    Then, one day, Ann called him into the kitchen. 
 
    “Yes, honey?” 
 
    She reached a hand out and placed it over his. “I know you’ve had a rough time of it, not being able to remember to put the seat down.” 
 
    “I’m sorry! I could swear I always put the seat down, but…” he shrugged helplessly. 
 
    “That’s okay. I’ve got a solution.” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    Hope springs eternal in the human soul. 
 
    “I do, but it requires a certain discipline on your part.” 
 
    “Discipline? What kind of discipline?” 
 
    “I was reading on the internet today, and I came across the subject of men who leave the toilet seats up. It appears that I am not the only woman who is incensed when her husband can follow simple etiquette. There are a lot of women with the same problem…and a lot of men. The men leave the toilet seat up, their wives fall in, water all over the place, and sometimes it is pee water. Yuck. How unsanitary!” She shivered. 
 
    “So what’s the solution?” 
 
    “Well, it turns out that men sit only one third of the time that women do. Mostly they stand up. But what if you couldn’t stand up? What if you had to sit down?” 
 
    “To pee?” 
 
    “To pee, to poo, doesn’t matter. What if you always sat down. Then you would always remember to have the seat down. There would be no more of these silly incidents.” 
 
    “Okay, I can see that. I mean, it seems a little silly, but,” he noted the tightening of her lips and hurried on, “but I’ll do what I can.” 
 
    At this Ann smiled, and she held out a small box. It was six inches on the side, and it didn’t weigh much when Rob hefted it. 
 
    “What’s in here?” 
 
    “Something that will insure that you always sit down. It will equalize us in the bathroom.” 
 
    And he thought: and I’ll be able to sleep in the bedroom? And maybe even get a little sex? 
 
    Rob opened the box, slitting the tape on the top and undoing the flaps. inside the box was a velvet pouch. It was purple with a little gold braid holding it closed.  
 
    Rob loosened the tiny rope and peered into the bag, then he turned it over and spilled the contents onto the table. 
 
    “What the heck?” 
 
    “It’s called a chastity tube,” explained Ann. She lifted up a ring in one hand and a tube in the other. A little padlock was on the table. 
 
    “You put this ring around your package. Then you put your dingle in this tube, and secure everything with the padlock.” 
 
    “Wait! What? I’m supposed to wear that thing on my cock?” 
 
    “Yep,” Ann was quite pleased with the thing a ma jig. She held it up, put it together, and smiled at him. 
 
    “You’ll have to sit to pee, you’ll never make a mess, and I won’t be tricked into falling into the toilet!” 
 
    “I never tricked—“ he stopped talking at the frown on her face. 
 
    He looked at the thing. He took it from her and turned it and examined it. It seemed awfully small. 
 
    “What do I do if my dick starts getting erect?” 
 
    She put both hands on one of his hands now. “You’ll use some of that great male discipline you have!” 
 
    “Male discipline isn’t designed for this!” 
 
    “You talk about discipline being the secret of a good golf swing. You talk about disciplining yourself to eat correct amounts so you don’t gain weight. There’s no difference! 
 
    “But this is—“ 
 
    He stopped talking at the frown on her face. 
 
    Funny, when they were first married, and that was only four years before, she had never frowned at him like this. 
 
    “Try it on,” she suggested. 
 
    Rob looked at the little thing, sighed, and stood up. He unbuckled, unzipped, dropped, and…his penis stood out. Rock solid. A testimony to the power of sex deprived. 
 
    He controlled a smile. “Well, looks like it won’t fit.” 
 
    Ann frowned. “Of course it will.” 
 
    The smile crept out. “Not without, uh…you know?” 
 
    “Well, go do something about it.” 
 
    “That’s sort of a two person thing,” he was grinning now. 
 
    Ann was unhappy, but determined. She reached over and stroked his cock. 
 
    Rob sighed, it had been months since someone other than himself had taken himself in hand, and this was paradise. This was— 
 
    “Can’t you hurry up?” 
 
    “It’s a work of art, dear, it takes time.” 
 
    So Ann kept stroking and stroking, and even though she was sort of half hearted about it, Rob managed to grunt and groan and…he squirted all over her hand and onto the table. 
 
    “Oh…yuck!” 
 
    She grabbed a paper towel and wiped the cum off her hands. 
 
    Rob sighed and felt nice and loose. 
 
    “Now put it on.” 
 
    But Rob was released, and not feeling the pressure. 
 
    “Why don’t you, dear.” 
 
    He grinned and waggled his now limp cock at her. 
 
    Ann’s eyes were getting a little squinchy, but she picked up the chastity tube and put it on him. 
 
    Click. 
 
    Rob looked down. Then he had a thought. “Where’s the key?” 
 
    “Oh, I’ve got that,” she held up a little gold key. She grinned and put it on the gold chain that hung around her neck. The key hung in the valley of her boobs, and Bob eyed it with misgivings. 
 
    “What if I need it?” 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “Doctor’s appointment. Maybe I’ll need to scrub down there. Maybe…maybe sex.” 
 
    “Just come see me when you think you need to get out. I’ll consider it.” 
 
    “You’ll consider it.” 
 
    “This will be good for you, Rob. I’ll help you with your discipline.” 
 
    “But what if I just want to get out and jack off?” He was being crude on purpose. He was starting to worry about this situation. 
 
    “Masturbate? Nonsense. Why would you want to do that when you’ve got me?” 
 
    “Well, you haven’t felt like doing it for a few months. Maybe you better let me have the key.” 
 
    “I just did you.” She grinned and patted his cheek. Then she stood up and walked out of the room. 
 
    Rob was left, pants down, staring at his cock. 
 
    It was limp now, but he didn’t think it would stay limp for long. What was it going to feel like when it got hard? 
 
    Rob worried harder. 
 
      
 
    Rob had to sit down when he went to the bathroom. 
 
    He learned that quickly when, yawning, he woke up in the night and headed for the head. He stood, placed his hands on his hips, and let fly. And squawked when the pee came out of his chastity tube like water out of a sprinkler head.  
 
    He managed to choke off the spray, then whirled and sat down.  
 
    He sat and listened to the spray in the bowl, and then wiped himself off, and the lid and the floor and the back of the toilet. 
 
    What the fuck? 
 
    He went back to bed—he was being allowed to sleep in his own room for the first time in months—and Ann mumbled, “Was that you?” 
 
    He woke her up with his bitching. “I fucking pissed all over the place! This thing is a mistake! I gotta get it off!” 
 
    Smiling, Ann just closed her eyes and mumbled, “Night, dear.” 
 
    Rob lay awake for an hour, totally unnerved. He couldn’t control his pee. 
 
    His pee. 
 
    Every man should be able to control his pee! 
 
    He remembered being a teenager and seeing how high he could pee on a tree. And he tried to write his name in the snow. He even climbed up on the garage to see how far he could pee. 
 
    Now he couldn’t. His pee…belonged to his wife! 
 
    In the morning he woke up to a woody and bounced out of bed, to find that Ann was already in their bathroom. He ran down the hall, spun and plopped, and just in time. 
 
    “Good morning, dear.” Ann passed by the open door. 
 
    “Hey! Wait!” 
 
    She backed up and poked her head into the bathroom. She smiled at the sight of him sitting on the throne. 
 
    “You need to let me out of this thing!” 
 
    “Why on earth would I do that?” 
 
    “Because I make a mess when I pee! I have to sit down.” 
 
    “Isn’t that why we locked you up? To make sure you sat down, so the ring would always be down?” 
 
    “Yeah, but…this is silly. I should be able to control my own pee!” 
 
    “Oh, you don’t feel like you can control your own pee?” 
 
    “Isn’t that what I just said?” Rob was feeling peevish, and she was acting obtuse. 
 
    “Does that mean I own it?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She waggled the little gold key at him. “I own your cock, now I own your pee. Is there anything else of yours I should own?” 
 
    “Argh!
“I thought not.” She giggled and continued down the hall and into the kitchen. 
 
    Rob was now in a different frame of mind. He mumbled and grumbled and pulled up his pants. His dick had gone from pee woody to sexual woody. He headed for the kitchen and his penis wiggled inside the little tube. It pressed and tried to grow, and he felt extra horny. 
 
    Ann was making waffles. She stood at the toaster, watching the griddle things toast, and there was a plate of butter and a bottle of politically incorrect syrup on the table. 
 
    “Good morning again,” she smiled at him. “Have a seat.” 
 
    He sat, but his mouth started working. “This really is uncomfortable.” 
 
    “How so?” She arched her eyebrows. 
 
    “I keep trying to get erect, and it…it can’t!” 
 
    “Really? Is that all?” 
 
    “Is that all? Is that all? A man lives and dies by his dick! I need to be in control of my cock!” 
 
    “What’s it doing right now?” 
 
    “It’s trying to get hard!” 
 
    “Huh. Really.” 
 
    “Yes! Really!” 
 
    “Show me.” 
 
    “Show you my cock? You want to see my cock?” 
 
    “I’d like you to prove that your dick is trying to get hard. Yes.” She glanced at the toaster. It had a half minute to go. She looked back at him. “Take down your pants and show me your penis. As the owner of your dingle a doo doo I have a right to make sure my property really is trying to get hard.” 
 
    Rob was now nearly speechless. He sputtered, “Dingle a doo doo? Your property?” 
 
    “And hurry up. The waffles are almost done.” 
 
    His face turning red, Rob unbuckled, unzipped, and pulled down. 
 
    Sure enough, his cock was whipping around inside the tube. It was trying to squeeze out of portholes and pull his balls out from his body. 
 
    “Oh, my gosh! That is so cute!” 
 
    “Cute!” 
 
    DING! The toaster popped the waffles up. 
 
    “Just stay there for a second!” She pulled the waffles out and put them on the plate. She hurried over to the table. She sat down and grabbed his weenie and pulled it over to her. 
 
    “This is adorable! Look how it’s all red and frustrated!” 
 
    “The key!” Rob’s voice sounded strangled. 
 
    Ann smiled, undid the syrup flap on the cap and poured the sticky stuff on his penis. 
 
    “Hey!” but he couldn't get loose. Her hand was holding his balls. 
 
    Ann leaned forward and licked the syrup off his plastic enclosed member. 
 
    In spite of everything, it felt good. Rob couldn’t help but groan. And he groaned louder when she took his whole cock, cage and all, inside her mouth. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whimpered. 
 
    Ann gobbled, made sounds of happiness, and sucked all the syrup off his cock. She took her mouth off him and said, “I should try that with your balls, too.” 
 
    Rob’s knees buckled a little. “Can I please have the key?” 
 
    Ann pivoted to her waffles and started putting thick pats of butter and great globs of syrup on them. “No.” 
 
    He was so flustered, so weakened by her antics, that he didn’t bother to pull his pants up. He just sat down and faced her.              “But why?” 
 
    She forked a bit of dripping waffle into her mouth, chewed, and considered him. Gulping, she said, “Honey, I like you better this way. It’s not even been a day and you are leaving the ring down. And look at your little weenie. It just came last night, and it’s already trying to get hard. I don’t think I’ve ever seen you get so excited. 
 
    “I don’t want to get excited! I have things to do! I can’t walk around with this thing in my pants trying to go off all the time!” 
 
    “Why, of course you can. And I’ll bet it’s good for you. All that blood coursing through your body? I’ll bet your whole body is thanking you.” 
 
    “No! It’s not.” 
 
    “Okay. I’ll tell you what. I’ll think about it.” 
 
    “What’s there to think about? Just give me the key!” 
 
    “But, honey, isn’t that what you always say when I ask for something? I want to subscribe to Netflix, and you say, ‘I’ll think about it.’ And if I want to change pool cleaners you say, ‘I’ll think about it.’ I certainly deserve the chance to think about this. After all, you agreed, and it’s only been a day, not even a day, and…I want to think about it.” 
 
    Rob: “Argh!” Got up, threw up his hands and stomped out of the kitchen. 
 
    “You haven’t eaten your waffles, dear?” 
 
    “ARGH!” 
 
     
 
    Time passes. It may dawdle, and it may speed up, but it passes. 
 
    Ann was quite happy with her husband’s little ‘decoration.’ 
 
    Rob was not. 
 
    He was constantly trying to get an erection. His horniness factor multiplied. He was irritated. 
 
    And he noticed that Ann wasn’t wearing the little gold key. 
 
    “Where’d the gold key go?” he blurted upon seeing that it wasn’t on the little gold chain around her neck. 
 
    “Oh, it was a little irritating. It rubbed on my chest, and I decided to put it away.” 
 
    “But where did you put it?” 
 
    “Why?” she asked with innocent eyes. 
 
    “I don’t want it to be lost.” 
 
    “Oh, it’s not lost,” and she patted his cheek. 
 
      
 
    By that weekend Rob had been in chastity for five days, and he was about to come out of his skull. He was constantly rubbing his crotch, only to feel the hard plastic, and the itch remained. 
 
    He would become aware of his cock at the oddest and most inconvenient times. Talking to a co-worker and suddenly it felt like his pants were dancing. 
 
    Passing a woman in a grocery store and his cage would literally bounce. 
 
    His cock was struggling so hard it would move the cage and he was constantly turning sideways, or sitting quickly, or scrunching around so that nobody would see his pants doing a little dick rhumba behind the zipper. 
 
    And he was having a hard time thinking. And he was thinking better. Such a contradiction, but he would be distracted, then force himself to concentrate. Distracted and focused all at the same time. 
 
    On Friday evening, during dinner, Rob brought up the subject again. 
 
    “Ann, honey?” He was determined to keep his cool. 
 
    “Yes?” She looked up from her spinach salad. 
 
    “It’s been a week, and we’ve had no problems with the toilet. Perhaps it’s time to give me a break.” 
 
    “But, honey? Why would we change something that’s working? Isn’t it you that’s always saying, ‘if it’s not broken…don’t fix it?’” 
 
    He felt the immediate surge of frustration, but held it under control. 
 
    “Well, it’s very uncomfortable.” 
 
    “How so?” She gave him her attention and appeared very thoughtful. 
 
    “It tends to—“ 
 
    “You mean your penis?” 
 
    “Yes, of course…” his voice started to rise, but he tamped it down. “I mean my penis. It keeps wiggling, and that makes my tube wiggle, and the front of my pants wiggle, and that could be very embarrassing.” 
 
    “Yes, I can see how that would cause you a little consternation.” 
 
    “Then you’ll give me the key?” His voice sounded so hopeful. 
 
    “Let me think about it.” 
 
    “Think about it? What’s there to…uh…” he controlled himself, “It seems to be very straight forward. There’s a problem, here’s the solution, so…?” He kept his face bright and cheerful. 
 
    “Now see, that’s why you have me. I offer different solutions. i see problems in different ways. I’m sure that with a little thought we can come up with a solution that will be beneficial to all.” 
 
    “But, honey—“ 
 
    “I think one solution, right now, would be to take your mind off all this difficulty. Take your pants down and come here.” 
 
    Rob’s eyes blinked a few times. 
 
    Yet, he was so horny, his lust fever had been growing so much over the week, no relief from his wiggling weenie, that he couldn’t resist. 
 
    He stood up and unbuckled, unzipped, and dropped. 
 
    “That’s a good boy. Come here.” 
 
    Rob shuffled around the table, his pants gathered around his ankles and acting like hobbles. 
 
    Ann reached under his cage and took his balls in one hand. Well, one ball in one hand.  
 
    Rob groaned. His balls were full and very sensitive. 
 
    “My, this one is very full, isn’t it.” 
 
    “Uh…” Rob’s voice broke a little. 
 
    “And this one…oh, my. If this keeps up we’re going to have to give you sex.” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” he sighed. 
 
    Manipulating his balls, one then the other, back and forth, Ann ate her salad and considered his situation. 
 
    “Of course, we’re in no hurry.” 
 
    “What?” he asked softly, his mind on his manhood. 
 
    “After all, you seem to have lots of extra energy, and we don’t want to waste that, do we?” 
 
    Inside his skull: waste me! Waste me! 
 
    His voice, however, said, “Well, uh…I could use some relief.” 
 
    “But aren’t you enjoying this?” 
 
    “Uh…yeah.” 
 
    She smiled up at him and gave a quick squeeze, “And if we allowed you to cum then you wouldn’t enjoy it. Right?” 
 
    “Of course, I would!” 
 
    “Of course, you wouldn’t. I have observed you prior to this. Once you divest yourself of your seed you have no interest, and don’t even want to be touched. No, allowing you a cum at this stage would not be advisable.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “But I will do something else for you.” 
 
    “What?” Desperation was in his voice. 
 
    “This.” 
 
    She spanked his balls. 
 
    The shock went through his body. It was like somebody hitting him in the nuts and his asshole feeling the pain. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he groaned. He grabbed the table so he wouldn’t fall. “Don’t—OH!” She spanked his balls again. 
 
    Now she had his cage by one hand and with the other one she gave him a series of swats that he couldn’t avoid. He couldn’t get his hands down, he couldn’t get loose form her hand on his cock cage, and he finally fell to his knees. 
 
    Smiling, Ann asked, “Do you still feel like cumming?” 
 
    “No…no…” Rob rolled over on his side and curled up into a ball. 
 
    Ann continued eating, and when she was done with her salad she pushed him with one foot. “Move aside, dear.” 
 
    He rolled over and she stepped past him. She placed her dish on the counter and said, “Make sure you do the dishes, honey.” And she left the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    A day later she had an answer for Rob’s problem of his cock moving the front of his pants. She handed him a tummy shaper. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “Put this on and you’ll be able to push your cage back out of the way. Then it won’t be bouncing around in the front of your pants.” 
 
    Rob didn’t like that idea. He didn’t want to wear women’s underthings, and he didn’t want to bend his cock way back between his legs. 
 
    Still, it was a solution, and Ann was determined that he at least try it. 
 
    He pulled on the tummy shaper, pushed his cock back, and snapped the bottom closed. 
 
    “See?” chirped Ann happily. Your front panel is under control now, and you won’t have to worry about your penis being unruly. 
 
    Unruly. 
 
    Still, it worked. 
 
    It was uncomfortable, but not more so than his penis wiggling around in front. And, Rob hated to admit it…it looked cool in the mirror. 
 
    He had very small love handles, but with the tummy shaper he had none. It made his body look trimmer, younger, and it even made his chest puff up a little. 
 
    He still wanted out, but…this would work until he could convince Ann to give him the key. 
 
      
 
    Rob’s next problem was a plumbing problem. He started to leak. in fact, it was like the little ball spanking he had received had turned a switch. He woke up the next morning, ran for the bathroom with his woody hurting inside his cage, and perceived a sticky string of something on his legs. 
 
    Sitting down and spraying the inside of the bowl, he saw that he had emitted a long silvery string of pre-cum. It had dripped from the end of his cock, and through the cock cage, and had tangled on his legs. There was even some of the string on the floor. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whispered. then, louder: “Honey? Ann? We’ve got a problem!” 
 
    Ann yawned and stretched. She was getting used to sleeping later and she didn’t like being awakened by her husband. 
 
    Still, she slid out from under the covers and went to the bathroom. “What is it?” 
 
    “Look!” Rob slid a finger across the front of his cage and held up a stringy mess of pre-cum. 
 
    “Why are you making a mess?” 
 
    “I’m not doing it on purpose! It’s my dick! I haven’t cum in so long that my balls are overflowing!” 
 
    “That’s ridiculous!” 
 
    “No! It’s not! A guy gets blue balls, and that happened over the last week, then he starts to dribble.” 
 
    “That could be a problem,” she pursed her lips and thought. 
 
    “Could be? It is! It means I have to take a change of pants to work!” 
 
    “Well, give me a day and I’ll come up with a solution.” 
 
    “A day? I have to go to work today!” 
 
    “Well, then…wear a condom.” 
 
    “A condom? A rubber?” 
 
    She smiled and went back to bed. 
 
    Unbelievably, her suggestion worked. He pulled a rubber over his condom, put on his tummy shaper and male clothes, and went to work. 
 
    He could feel the build up of fluid in the rubber. And it even made his penis flare up a little more, sloshing in the suds, as it were. 
 
    But he made it through the day, or so he thought. He was about to leave work when he heard one of the office secretaries giggling behind him. 
 
    He turned, aware of his cage and the tummy shaper and the rubber and his red face. 
 
    The secretary whispered to him, “I think you sat in something.” 
 
    Rob got even redder, mumbled a thanks, and went to the bathroom. 
 
    The condom had filled up with pre-cum, and if it was hanging straight down it wouldn’t have mattered. But his cage and penis were pulled back, and the fluid had leaked out of the condom and made a spot in his pants right below where his asshole was. 
 
    It looked like his asshole had leaked! 
 
    Fortunately, it was just a couple of minutes before five. He stuffed a wad of toilet paper in his pants and tried not to run as he went out the door. 
 
      
 
    “Ann! This isn’t working!” 
 
    He entered the living room. Ann had her favorite soap opera on and was about to put a chocolate in her mouth. She put the chocolate back in the box and sat up. “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Look!” He turned and showed her the spot on the back of his pants. 
 
    “Did you have an accident?” 
 
    “No! I did not have an accident! The condom filled up and overflowed!” 
 
    He took off his pants and unsnapped the tummy shaper. 
 
    “Well, it’s obvious what you must do.” 
 
    He hoped she would say, ‘use the key,’ but instead she said, “You must take a change of condom with you, and you should probably wear a pad tomorrow. 
 
    “A pad?” 
 
    “A menstrual pad. To catch your overflow. Then you won’t have to be all embarrassed when you have an accident.” 
 
    “I did not have an accident!” 
 
    “Oh silly boy, of course you did.” She placed her hand around his cock cage and pulled him closer to her. “But don’t worry. We’ll take of it.” 
 
    She began to manipulate his balls. 
 
    Now they were really full. And really sensitive. 
 
    Rob almost fell down, it felt so good. The way she was gently palpating them, like a spanking, but not so hard. The pre-cum starting pouring out of his penis at a faster rate. 
 
    Ann giggled. “Poor boy. You really have lost control.” 
 
    “If I had the key…” 
 
    Ann took his cage in her mouth, sucked some of the pre-cum. One of her hands went up under his shirt and started playing with his nipples. 
 
    His penis pressed out and Ann could feel the hot skin squeezing through the little portholes on the side of his cage. 
 
    She took her mouth off him and whispered, “Honey. Don’t worry. We’ll get you all dressed up tomorrow, and I have an idea how we can solve this problem for good. 
 
    “Oh, please…please…” begged Rob. And he didn’t know if he was begging her to suck his cock, or to give him the key, or to solve his problems once and for all. 
 
    That was the point, he would realize on later retrospect, that he lost total control. He was conditioned to her solutions, and he was looking to her solutions, and though he was frustrated, he was also energized, and excited, and…and under her thumb.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Morning came, and with it what would turn out to be the morning ritual. 
 
    First, Ann demanded that Rob shave his legs. If she was going to help him get dressed she didn’t want to deal with all his unsightly hair. 
 
    So Rob hopped in the shower and shaved, or, later on, used Nair. 
 
    Out of the shower and dry, he would pull up his tummy shaper. Then Ann would roll a rubber over his cage and push his chastity cage back between his legs. Finally, she would put a feminine pad under his cage to catch any overflow. 
 
    By the end of the day there would almost always be overflow. but the pad caught it. 
 
    Anyway, after he had the pad in place and the bottom of the tummy shaper snapped, he would finish getting dressed by himself. In this he was very selective, as the pad frequently, no matter how careful Ann was, leave a slight rectangular lump on the seat of his pants. 
 
    He would choose pants that wouldn’t show this. 
 
    Then it was regular wear. Shoes, socks, shirts…just like a man. 
 
    Then it was out to breakfast, which he usually fixed for himself as Ann had taken to returning to bed. 
 
    A day of work, and home. Where he would undress, change the condom and the pad, and finally relax. 
 
    But it was hard to relax with his little worm asquirmin’.  
 
    His cock was on a constant wake up call. It just kept wiggling, and pushing out, and trying to get erect. 
 
    Rob would sometimes look up to find Ann smiling at him. 
 
    “What’s so funny?” 
 
    “You, my love. You.” 
 
    He didn’t think he was so funny. In fact, now he was having trouble sleeping. His cock simply wouldn’t let him. 
 
    So while Ann slept long nights of luxurious sleep, he would go to the computer and work. As a result of this his job performance started to soar. And, as a result of that he was allowed to work at home. 
 
    As long as his performance remained stellar. 
 
    Which, of course, it did. 
 
    In fact, there seemed to be no end to the upward bullet that were his personal work statistics. 
 
     
 
    “Honey, you know how you’re always asking for the key?” 
 
    “Uh…yeah.” He stared at her with hopeful eyes. It was all he dreamed about now. He wanted that key. 
 
    “Well, I might have a solution, so you don’t have to have a key, or even a chastity belt.” 
 
    “Okay. I’ll do it. Whatever it is…I’ll do it.” 
 
    Ann giggled. Then, “I read sometimes, and I came across a wonderful little solution. I call it chastity without the tube.” 
 
    “So I would still be in chastity?” he frowned. 
 
    “But without the tube.” 
 
    “Okay.” He sounded doubtful. 
 
    Ann knew when Rob was being difficult, or would be difficult, so she sat down on the couch and called him to her. “Okay, mister. Unbuckle, unzip, and drop.” 
 
    Rob couldn’t control himself. He was dying for her soft hands. Even when they slapped his balls, he wanted them. He was horny, and this made him even hornier, removed him from the realm of intelligent thinking, as it were, but…he needed it. 
 
    He did as instructed and stepped in front of her. 
 
    Ann took his cage in her mouth and held his balls. She sucked and squeezed. She gave little spanks, and then—something new—she reached under his legs and started rubbing a finger over his bunghole. 
 
    “Oh…fuck!” he wheezed. He jerked his hips and Ann had to caution him not to move. 
 
    Yet that little, index finger, circling and prodding, rubbing and massaging, it was torment! 
 
    And that made him even hornier! 
 
    Standing there, being sucked and rubbed, having his nipples played with, and now having that very sensitive brown button tantalized, he sobbed. 
 
    Almost as if that was what she was waiting for, his tears, Ann took her mouth off him. She kept playing with him, however, and she said, “I would like to suture the under head of your cock to your perineum. 
 
    “What?” Shocked, yet he didn’t back away. The sensations ratcheting through him were too good. He needed them. 
 
    It will require certain sacrifice, but you won’t need to wear the chastity tube. This will make it easier for you to wear a pad, and you might even be able to do away with the tummy shaper. After all, those salads I’ve been giving you have really being working. 
 
    And they had. Rob was definitely down a few pounds. His waist was downright slender, and it was even making his hips look a little bigger, and his chest, too. 
 
    “No,” he moaned. 
 
    “Very well. If you’re going to be obstinate.” Ann took her hands away. 
 
    The look in Rob’s eyes. The desperation. In the absence of sexual acts he had come to rely on her hands for his thrills. 
 
    “No…please.” 
 
    “If you won’t do this one, little thing for me, I don’t see how I can be bothered doing anything for you. I mean, honestly, I work and I slave, I fix salads and help you get dressed, and you can’t even do this one, little thing.” 
 
    “Wait, please. Do…what you were doing and let me think.” 
 
    Ann pursed her lips in a mild frown. She reached out for his balls with one hand and his nipples with the other. She played with him, but it was obvious she was ready to stop. 
 
    If he didn’t…if he didn’t… 
 
    With a sob, Rob gave in. His knees buckled a little, and he nodded, and he said, “Okay.” 
 
    Delighted, Ann really went to work on him. She sucked on his cage, pulled his nipples, and even snaked a hand between his legs and massaged his hole. 
 
    Rob was in heaven. He loved this feeling, he loved his wife. His mind was a white hot blankness, and there was only…only… 
 
    She stopped. 
 
    “Please, keep going!” 
 
    “Honey, I’ve done you for a whole turn of the hourglass!” 
 
    He looked to the side table and saw the little hourglass, all the sand in the bottom. 
 
    “But…it’s only a three minute hourglass.” 
 
    “Honey, don’t be a hog with my time. There’s things I have to do. I have to arrange for your little operation. And you need to go work and make me some money.” 
 
    Rob went in to work, staggering on shaking knees, and he made her lots of money. 
 
      
 
    The ‘operation’ occurred on a Saturday.  
 
    Ann didn’t do it herself, she had a friend who was a nurse, and the nurse did it. 
 
    “This is my husband Rob. Rob, This is Jennifer. 
 
    Jennifer was a tall woman with a big bosom. She wore a nurses uniform, and she carried a black satchel. Her eyes were piercing and revealed a lot of determination. 
 
    “You’ve done this before?” asked Rob, trying to subdue his nervousness. 
 
    “Oh, yes. Many times. Never lost a patient.” 
 
    Jennifer and Ann giggled. 
 
    “Oh, well…uh…” 
 
    “Now, let’s put him on a bed, no clothes, face down.” 
 
    They went to the bedroom and Rob, embarrassed, took off his clothes and lay on the bed. 
 
    Jennifer watched him closely, and nodded in approval when she saw the chastity tube. 
 
    “You’ve done a wonderful job,” she said to Ann. 
 
    “Thank you. It has been a trial, however.” 
 
    “Well,” said Jennifer, opening the satchel, “your days of trial are over.” She prepared a syringe, squirted it into the air a bit, then turned to Ann. “I would recommend complete removal, but I know how attached men can be to their little toys.” 
 
    Rob caught that remark, and he turned his head up and started to rise. 
 
    “None of that now,” Jennifer said, pushing his fanny down. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Let’s put some pillows under him, get his butt up in the air.” 
 
    Once his ass was pooched up, Jennifer gave him a shot in the groin. The needle hurt a little going in, but within seconds he wasn’t feeling anything. This, oddly, gave him a loosy goosy feeling. Almost like he had taken a sedative. 
 
    Which was good, because he had thought about resisting, not having the chastity tube or the operation. But with the shot he was suddenly totally relaxed. 
 
    “Excellent. Got the big vein right off. 
 
    Rob sagged on the pillows. He felt weak. He didn’t move or do anything when Ann stuck the key into his lock and opened it. 
 
    “My, I see what you’ve been dealing with.” 
 
    “Yes. It used to be bigger. But…” Ann shrugged. 
 
    “Well, no problem. It’s the perfect size for this operation. 
 
    Rob, dazed, wondered what they were talking about. He couldn’t feel his weenie, so they couldn’t be talking about that. 
 
    He lay there and felt Jennifer’s hands between his leg. He sort of knew when she pulled his dick back up through his legs.  
 
    He didn’t know what she was doing, but after a few minutes she said, “Almost done. You can see where I sewed his penis to his perineum. There’ s just a little slit in the under part of his cock head, and a little slit in his perineum, and sutured together the flesh will grow together. I’ve pushed his testicles up into the cavities from which they descended.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s cute! It looks like he doesn’t have any balls!” 
 
    “But they’re there. They’re just more like ovaries now, inside instead of out. 
 
    “What did you do?” asked Rob, sounding a little goofy. 
 
    “Shush, now, Rob. I’m tying it off.” 
 
    Then she slapped his ass and said, “Bed rest for three days. Don’t pull on your weenie or play with yourself in any manner. You don’t want to pulled your stitches out. That might be very painful, and it might bleed a lot. 
 
    Rob, laying on his face with his belly in the air, thought about that. He didn’t want to see his own blood. He decided to follow Jennifer’s directions. 
 
    “Okay, Rob, I want you to just lay there. Three days now, and I’ll wait on you hand a foot.” 
 
    As the two women walked out of the room Rob heard Jennifer ask, “Is he taking his pills?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. I mash them into his…” and then their voices faded. 
 
    Rob lay there, stoned, and wondered what was happening to him. After all, leaving the seat up on the toilet…it seemed a small thing compared to him getting an operation. 
 
    But he didn’t have much time to think as Ann came back and watched over him. 
 
      
 
    A week later Rob was up and about, and he was stunned. 
 
    He looked down at his groin and saw only a flat surface. 
 
    No boner bump. No sign of the chastity tube. Nothing. 
 
    He felt between his legs and could feel the ridge of his cock pulled back. 
 
    And he could feel his butt and feel the little point that was the head of his cock coming between his legs below his asshole. 
 
    This self inspection started him to getting horny again. After all, he still had a full load of semen in his now hidden balls. 
 
    But his dick wouldn’t come out from between his legs. Wearing the chastity tube for several months had caused a permanent curvature of the ding dong. And now that his cock was sewn down, it just pulled on his skin, a little uncomfortably, but even that discomfort went away as the bond between dick and perineum grew stronger and stronger. 
 
    And his new condition resulted several changes in lifestyle. 
 
    For one, he didn’t have to wear a tummy shaper. He just put on a pair  panties and placed the pad in them. That was simple dimple, and Rob was glad for the ease of changing his panties and clothes. 
 
    Of course there was a downside to this. His cock was now in the open, so to speak, and the pad rubbed the head of his cock mercilessly. Every step he took and the pad rubbed the head of his penis. It was excruciating, and Rob actually started to change the way he walked. He tried to push his butt out, unconsciously, in an effort to remove the pad form contact with his cock head. 
 
    It didn’t work, of course, but Ann thought his new walk was quite adorable. 
 
    And, the constant rubbing on the head of his penis was causing him to drip more. He was now dripping so much he had to change his pad several times during the day. 
 
    Oh, for the days of tighty whiteys!  
 
    But those days, sadly, were long past. 
 
    Another disappointment from the operation was that Ann could no longer suck on his cock. The chastity tube could be pulled out, but his dick was now sutured in place. No way that was moving. 
 
    The good side: Ann could bend him over and play with both the head of his penis and his butthole. 
 
    And she loved doing this. She loved rubbing the head of his cock with her third finger and touching his hole with her thumb.  
 
    And, as time passed, she began actually inserting her thumb. 
 
    It wasn’t a deep insertion, but it sure made Rob’s day. At least for three minutes. 
 
    She would do that to him frequently during the day, but only for the length of time it took for sand to flow from the top to the bottom of the little hourglass. 
 
    And, since Rob wasn’t going to work, she asked him to wear a dress around the house. 
 
    “You don’t really need pants, and you don’t need to worry about any boner bump or anything. So, please. Just for me.” 
 
    He didn’t want to. 
 
    “It will make it so much easier for me to get to your backside.” 
 
    He wanted to. 
 
    So Rob took up the wearing of skirts. And because his hairless skin was so pale, she made him wear nylons. 
 
    Rob would sit at the computer, occasionally wiggling because of the pressure on his cock head. 
 
    And occasionally wiggling to get a little rub a dub on his cock head. 
 
    Ann loved to see him do this. 
 
    “You’re such a horny, little vixen,” she would say, rubbing his shoulders for a moment. 
 
    Rob would smile, and keep working, trying to get his mind off his eternally horny situation. 
 
      
 
    Time passed, and Rob noticed something. His chest was getting puffy. 
 
    How weird!  
 
    He would pull a shirt over his head and look in the mirror, and it looked like his pectorals were getting bigger. 
 
    But he wasn’t lifting weights or anything! 
 
    But…they were turning into little bumps. Swelling up. 
 
    Ann noticed it right away. 
 
    “Honey, you’re going to have to stop eating ice cream.” 
 
    Ice cream was Rob’s favorite desert, but it was obviously having a fat effect. 
 
    So he gave up ice cream, but his chest kept growing. Slowly but surely, week after week, it grew bigger. 
 
    Sometimes Rob felt like crying about this, but Ann would always hug him, but his head to her large breasts, and shush him. 
 
    And, one day, “You know, Rob, you are getting quite sizable down there.” 
 
    He knew where down there was. He hung his head. Partially out of embarrassment, partly to see the growing mounds on his chest. 
 
    “I think you’d better consider wearing a bra.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Just for a little while, until your chest shrinks.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Come on, now dear. You know you need it. You don’t want to feel the pain of sagging boobs. You don’t want to risk getting stretch marks. You need this.” 
 
    Still, Rob didn’t want to wear a bra. That would be like the kiss of death to any pretensions of manhood he might have left. 
 
    But, day after day Ann lectured him on why bras were necessary and even moral, and she would cup his bosoms and massage them and tickle the nipples. 
 
    Which nipples were growing bigger, and stiffer, and were so excited when she touched them. 
 
    One day she bent her head and sucked on his nipples, and he thought he was going to explode! 
 
    “Please…please!” he begged, not knowing what he was begging for. 
 
    She brought out a bra, a wispy thing that barely covered his growing boobs. She helped him put it on, and she explained about different bras, and…he was wearing a bra! 
 
    “Oh, my God!” he exclaimed, looking at himself in a mirror. 
 
    He had always been slender, but now he was…shapely. 
 
    His butt flared out a little,  
 
    And, of course, it goes without saying, as long as he was wearing nylons, skirts, and a bra, he should also wear blouses. Or sweaters. Or even a halter top on a hot day. 
 
    Rob fought it. He refused. He cried (which she claimed was him merely going through hormones).  
 
    “I’m not a woman!” 
 
    She said: “Then show me your dick.” 
 
    To which he would turn around and bend over and show his little cock head. 
 
    And she would touch it and feel it, and rub it, and he would shiver in excitement and that was the end of that argument. 
 
    And he eventually gave up and wore blouses. 
 
    And…a dress. 
 
    “You’ll love it,” said Ann. “It’s a free feeling, the material is light. Come on, just try it on.” 
 
    Rob held up the yellow dress. It would come down to just above his knees, which would show off his shapely legs. It had a neckline that would hint at his cleavage. His arms would be bare, and they were rather slender now that he had lost a lot of muscle mass. 
 
    “No,” he said. A last vestige of his dwindling resistance. 
 
    “Come on, honey. If you do, I’ll put make up on you. And I’ll fix your hair.” 
 
    Rob couldn’t help it. He thought about it. 
 
    But he still refused. 
 
    “Come here, honey, and turn around and bend over.” 
 
    Ann rubbed his penis head for a long time. She reached around and cupped his boobs. She pushed her index finger into his heinie all the way up to her fist knuckles. 
 
    Rob tried to resist. He wanted to resist. But he couldn’t resist. 
 
    Ann helped him pull the dress over his head. She smoothed his hair down and kissed him and told him he was adorable. 
 
    Rob was shaking. This was it. This was the end of his manhood. 
 
    “Come on, now, honey.” She sat him down at her vanity and began working on him.  
 
    She gave a cursory brushing of his hair, which had grown long, to get it out of her way. 
 
    She cleansed his face and plucked his eyebrows. He had thin, arching lines over his eyes when she was done. 
 
    She primed his face, and put on foundation. She put on blush to make his cheeks colorful. She worked forever on his eyes, making his eyes sparkle inside the colorful cage. 
 
    She put lipstick on him. She put plumper on first, and his lips grew a bit larger, then she painted them. 
 
    They were red, curvy, beautiful, and Rob stared at his face, his eyes, his lips. 
 
    He was beautiful. He knew this, and this was where his male resistance faded completely and he started to take a female pride in his appearance. 
 
    She brushed his hair, coiffed it, added some curls and wisps, and he was suddenly in love with himself. Now he understood. 
 
    Now he knew where Ann had been taking him. 
 
    He stood up and went to the full mirror in the bedroom and studied himself. 
 
    Ann came up beside him and linked her arm through his. 
 
    “Oh, my God,” he mumbled through his red, red lips. 
 
    Ann just held him and smiled at him. 
 
    Then she said, “Don’t you think it’s time you tried on some high heels?” 
 
    High heels. They were uncomfortable, and he had been resisting them for the longest time. 
 
    But now, transformed, seeing what a rare beauty he had become…he wanted to try them on. 
 
    She handed him a pair of heels, and he held them up, examined them, ran his hands down the smooth, black leather, felt the spike, then he slipped one onto his foot. Then the other one. 
 
    He stood up, and the first thing he noticed was that he was taller. And that made him realize that the world was smaller. 
 
    “I feel so much bigger,” he whispered. 
 
    “You are bigger. You’re almost a woman, my sweet.” 
 
    He stared at her, aware of his feet, his body, his boobs, his face, his hair. 
 
    He was transformed, converted into something more beautiful. 
 
    He was in heaven. He felt like an angel, and he finally understood what a woman was. 
 
    And he understood that his desire to put his dick into Ann had been a travesty, that he was trying to make impure that which was pure. 
 
    Tears ran down his cheeks, and he blubbered apologies. 
 
    “No need, my honey. No need. Just go to the bed and bend over. 
 
    He went, he bent. 
 
    She opened the dresser drawer and took out a strap on. He glanced back at her, saw what she was doing, and was okay. 
 
    It was only right, after all the times he had sullied her, that she be given the chance to sully him. 
 
    She stroked her cock, covered it with lubricant, then moved up behind him. She covered his butthole with lube, pushing globs of the slick stuff into him, making sure this would be the most pleasurable defrocking he could experience. 
 
    He lay there, feeling her fingers swish around in him, felt his asshole relaxing, growing able to accept that which was about to come. 
 
    She slid two fingers into him and began running them around the rim. 
 
    He groaned, and felt his asshole expanding. 
 
    It felt so good. 
 
    And now he wanted to cum. The feeling had waned a bit in the last few weeks, but feeling the penetration, seeing himself from a female point of view, he wanted to cum…to cum like a woman. 
 
    Three fingers. In and out, and he felt her fist knuckles bumping against his rim. 
 
    It was almost loose enough, but not quite. 
 
    Ann took her time. She began tickling his cock head, and he arched and lurched and wanted more. 
 
    She pushed her penis into him, and now he was sated. Now he was filled. Now he had everything he wanted. 
 
    Ann pushed and tilted, pulled and rubbed the edge of her shaft against the tip of his cock. 
 
    He moaned, he felt his balls, hard, full, inside his body. Though they were inside they wanted to expel their semen. 
 
    Ann reached around him, cupped his large breasts, rubbed the nipples. Her cock slithered against his cock head. She kissed his back and murmured endearments. 
 
    “It’s love, my honey. I’ve wanted to do this to you from the first.” 
 
    He spread his legs wider, tilted his butt so he could get more cock, more feeling. 
 
    “I’ve wanted your power. I needed you to submit. Can you give yourself up for me?” 
 
    He nodded, he could. 
 
    “Then you must cum. Cum, Rob. Expel your essence, give yourself up to me.” 
 
    Rob felt the urge stirring deep within. His ovary/balls grew hot and began to roil. He felt the tip of his cock stimulated. The big cock penetrating him rubbed his prostate. 
 
    He didn’t know what happened. Was it a sissygasm? An anal orgasm? A prostate orgasm? 
 
    He didn’t know, and it wasn’t a cum like he had ever experienced. 
 
    It came over him, a warm feeling of love, and sperm started leaking out of his bent under penis. 
 
    It didn’t shoot, like a man’s, but drizzled, and he felt lost and helpless, and then he realized that Ann was holding him. 
 
    He gave up. He allowed himself to be held. That which was male left him, and was absorbed by Ann. 
 
    She was the alpha. She was the leader in their relationship. She would always take care of him. 
 
    And he became submissive. He became feminine in essence as well as body. 
 
    From now on he would wear the dresses, put on the make up. 
 
    From now on he was owned. 
 
    And he never felt so powerful in his life. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I have got the coolest idea!” 
 
    “Cooler than a milk shake?” 
 
    “Cooler than a popsicle in the arctic!” 
 
    “Cooler than an eskimo’s toilet? 
 
    “Way cooler!” 
 
    Sam stared at his wife. “If it’s that cool then I have to hear about it!” 
 
    Sam’s wife stood just inside the kitchen, a big grin on her face. Sara was a short gal, a little chunky, but mostly in the boobs. She had a round face, plump lips, and a sense of humor that wouldn’t quit. 
 
    “And you will!” 
 
    “Well, hell, woman! Tell me!” 
 
    Sam was a few inches taller and very slender. He had a wiry body and a twisty grin. 
 
    “Okay, get out the bourbon and pour us some drinks, because I’m going to lay it on you.” 
 
    Sam went to the cupboard and took down a bottle of Old Grand-Dad. He threw some cubes in a pair of glasses, splashed the OGD on the rocks, then added a touch of Coca Cola. 
 
    They sat down at the table and sipped, and Sam said, “Okay, woman. What gives?” 
 
    Sara took a gulp, leaned forward and said, “You know Janice Dewalt?” 
 
    “Sure. You and her are friends from way back.” He smiled thinking of all the jokes he had put her through. 
 
    “Well, she came up with an idea at the meeting tonight that was just shit over bonkers. I mean, it’s so wild…and all the girls were scared to do it.” 
 
    “Really?” Sam was definitely interested. He was the kind of guy who liked to do things that other people were scared of. “So what is it that’s so scary?” 
 
    “Well, it has to do with sex.” 
 
    Sam moved his head back an inch. “And what’s so scary about sex?” 
 
    “Normally, nothing. Sex is sex. You put it in and wiggle it around and then we squirt our butts off and zowie. That’s it.” 
 
    “Well if that’s it then what’s so scary?” 
 
    She leaned forward another inch, looked around as if to make sure nobody was listening, and whispered. “Unconscious sex.” 
 
    “What?” Sam wasn’t sure he had heard that right. 
 
    “Yeah. You see one of us goes unconscious, and the other one gets to fuck ‘em.” 
 
    Sam sat all the way back. This was so weird he wasn’t sure if he had heard it right.  
 
    “So you’re saying that you go unconscious, and I take advantage of you?” 
 
    Sara’s head bobbed up and down excitedly. “I can get real drunk so I can’t stand up straight, or maybe even take a pill—Janice says she’s got some of those pills—then you take my clothes off and have your way with me.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know,” he rubbed his chin. 
 
    “What’s not to know?” 
 
    “Seems like that sort of defeats the whole purpose!” 
 
    “Okay, two things. First, sometimes you wish I’d just lay down…and I’m not in the mood. This way if you feel like sex and I don’t, I just go unconscious and you get your sex. And if I feel like sex, and you don’t…” 
 
    He smiled at that. 
 
    “Then you take a pill and I get to hump and ride you till my pussy is sore.” 
 
    “What if I don’t get an erection?” 
 
    “I don’t know. We feed you some of that Viagra stuff. What do you care? You’ll be sleeping!” 
 
    Sam poured a couple of more drinks. It sounded sort of stupid. But, at the same time, there was a sort of excitement to it. 
 
    “So you’re passed out, can’t move, and I fuck you.” 
 
    “Yep!” she nodded happily. “I won’t know it so I won’t care. Hell, you could do anything you wanted to me.” 
 
    “Anything?” 
 
    “Sure. You can fuck me, cum on my face, suck my tits when you know it would irritate me…” 
 
    “Could I fuck your asshole?” 
 
    Sara blinked. She hadn’t thought about that, but… “Sure. Long as you grease me up. I don’t want to wake up all sore.” 
 
    “Hmm.” I hate to say it, but it sounds interesting. Unconscious sex. Might be hot.” 
 
    “And remember, some day I’d get to take advantage of you. You get drunk, or take a pill or two, and a lot of Viagra, and I could hump your pogo stick to the moon. I could slap your ass and kick your balls—“ 
 
    “Not too hard now,” he frowned. 
 
    “Nope. Not too hard. Hell, I just want to have fun, not insapitate you.” She wasn’t quite sure of that insapacitate word, she didn’t know she was trying to say ‘incapacitate,’ but it was close enough that Sam understood what she meant. 
 
    “Well. That sounds…cool. I got to say.” 
 
    “Cooler than a eskimos ice hole?” She giggled at her play on words. 
 
    He laughed. “Cooler than a polar bear’s penis.” 
 
    They leaned across the table and shared a juicy kiss. All this ‘cool’ talk had got them hot. 
 
    “Well, let’s go explore some of this potentially unconscious sex stuff.” 
 
    They poured another drink and headed for the bedroom. 
 
    In the bedroom they got undressed, leering at each other, and Sam’s boner was obvious. 
 
    “Baby. I can’t wait to feel that dipstick check my oil.” 
 
    “You mean my unconscious dipstick check your unconscious oil?” 
 
    “Exactly!” She tossed her dress in a hamper and bent her arms back to work on the fastening at the back of her bra. 
 
    “Let me do that, woman.” Sam walked to her, nearly tripped because his pants were around his ankles, and reached around to undo the snap. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” he muttered, eyes down to her chest as her charms tumbled forth. 
 
    As he eyed her tits she grabbed his balls and pulled them. 
 
    “Fuck!” he wheezed, his knees buckling. “Tell me I’m not going to feel that!” 
 
    “Just think. You won’t even know when I do this,” she sank to her knees and put her mouth over his pecker. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he repeated. “I sure can feel it now.” 
 
    She gobbled on his shaft, sliding her lips along his flesh. He shivered and groaned. The slide of her moist tongue around the curvature of his beast was totally…cool. 
 
    He put his arms under her arms and lifted, then transferred his hands to her breasts and groped them, and felt the nipples, then sucked the nipples. 
 
    “Oh, ho!” she yelped as he pushed her back on the bed. “Suck my unconscious pussy!” 
 
    Then his face was in her muffin, his tongue delving and his lips sucking in between her labia. 
 
    “Oh, baby!” she yelled, holding his head. 
 
    He began yelling into her pussy. He loved to do this as she couldn’t understand a word he said, but the combination of sound and air reverberating in her coosh was unbelievable. Her labia lips flapped and made a big sound that she said was like a motorboat, but he thought was like a giant fart. 
 
    Finally, laughing, he slithered up her body and pushed his penis into her vagina. He grinned. “You’re not going to feel that, baby.” 
 
    She laughed. “And you’re not going to feel this!” She tilted here hips and pulled on his cock with her pussy rim. 
 
    “Fuck! Are you kidding? There’s no way I couldn’t feel that!” 
 
    Back and forth they went, in and out, saying what each other would, or wouldn’t feel. 
 
    The conclusion, of course, was that he felt his nuts roiling, and the semen shooting up his shaft. 
 
    She felt his white stickum splattering inside her pussy, and she held on, held him hard, and felt her own orgasm coursing up from her pussy. 
 
    “Fuck!” she whispered, closing her eyes and curling her toes. 
 
    “Take that, you unconscious bitch!” he whispered as he slammed his last squirt into her. 
 
    “Oh, yeah…yeah…” and they were done. 
 
      
 
    Going unconscious for sex has some potential pitfalls. 
 
    Hell, going unconscious for anything has potential pitfalls. 
 
    They talked it through thoroughly. They didn’t want to just get drunk and pass out because what if the unconscious one started barfing? 
 
    Barfing was definitely a deal breaker. 
 
    That left pills, and pills had some drawbacks. 
 
    First, where do you get them? 
 
    Second, how do you know there won’t be side effects? 
 
    Third, where do they get them? 
 
    In this Janice was adamant. She had gotten the pills from a doctor. They were called Flunitrazepam, and they were guaranteed to knock you on your ass. Apparently if you took this Flunitrazepam stuff you got real drunk, real fast, then sort of lost track of everything. You’d be unconscious for a few hours, then you’d wake back up. Easy peasy. 
 
    So they had the pills, and they were good to go. 
 
    But now the question was who was going to go first. 
 
    “I should get to go first because I came home with the idea!” 
 
    Sam frowned. “Yeah, but I should go because if something goes wrong it should go wrong with me, first.” 
 
    “But nothing’s going to go wrong!” 
 
    “But it might. So I should be the guinea pig.” 
 
    They argued back and forth, even raising their voices, and no decision was reached. 
 
    That irritated them. They had the pills and were ready to rock and roll, and they couldn’t make up their minds about this one, simple thing. 
 
     
 
    KNOCK KNOCK! “Hey, guys!” 
 
    Janice was at the door and Sarah let her in. Janice took one look at Sarah’s face and asked, “Okay. What’s wrong.” 
 
    “Bozo balls over there doesn’t want to let me go first.” 
 
    “And basketball tits over there doesn’t seem to understand the risks involved!” 
 
    Janice was the same height as Sam. She was as good looking as Sarah, which gave her a pretty good set of knockers. She frowned and looked at Sam. 
 
    “Sam. You realize that you’re not the first to do this?” 
 
    “I’m not?” 
 
    “No, no. Unconscious sex is all the rage in high school and college. Even grown adults are doing it. And I heard, just the other day, that old folks in old folk’s homes are having unconscious sex. 
 
    “They are?” 
 
    “Sure, and sometimes they don’t even need pills. You get some old guy who has Alzheimer’s or dementia, and they don’t know what they’re doing. All the sex they have is unconscious. At least, they don’t remember it.” 
 
    “Well, I never heard of all that,” his face was a study in deep thought. How could he have not heard this? How could he have been missing out on all that unconscious sex? 
 
    “So maybe you should just back off and let Sarah have unconscious sex before you.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t—“ 
 
    “You certainly don’t. But I’ll tell you what. If you let Sarah get unconsciously screwed first, we’ll have a special present ready for you when you go unconscious.” 
 
    Sam grinned. “Really?” He loved presents. 
 
    “Really,” Janice stated confidently. 
 
    Sarah looked at her friend. “Wait a minute.” 
 
    Janice simply smiled and said, “Sam, could you excuse us for a minute?” 
 
    “Sure.” He wanted the time to think things through, anyway. 
 
    Janice took Sarah into the other room. 
 
    “What do you have in mind, girlfriend?” Sarah asked. 
 
    Janice grinned. “You know, when he’s unconscious he’s going to be willing to do anything we say?” 
 
    Sarah pursed her lips and lowered her eyebrows. “Anything?” 
 
    “Sure. And he’s agreed that anything you do is going to be all right, right?” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” 
 
    “And do you remember last Halloween when Sam hooked an airhorn to the toilet seat?” 
 
    “Do I? He scared the shit out of us. Literally!” 
 
    “And do you remember when he coated the bathroom soap with nail polish?” 
 
    Sarah giggled. 
 
    “And how about when he put that red food dye pill in the faucet.” 
 
    “Oh, crap! I thought water had turned to blood.” 
 
    “So isn’t it time you got him back?” 
 
    Sarah was now grinning widely. 
 
    “So we’re going to get you to have unconscious sex first. And I’ll watch over you. But when’s it’s Sam’s turn…” she grinned. 
 
    “But what are you planning to do?” 
 
    Janice whispered in her girlfriend’s ear. At first Sarah frowned. Then she smirked a little, and finally she was holding in the laughter. 
 
    “You really want to do that to Sam?” 
 
    “Oh, you can bet last month’s Tampon on that one!” 
 
    The girls went back in, trying to hold in their giggles, and told Sam that Sarah was going to go first, and that Janice would be the referee. 
 
    “Referee? What do we need a referee for?” 
 
    “Don’t worry, Sam. I’ll be the referee for you, too. It’s all for safety, to make sure nobody gets carried away, that there are no accidents, and that sort of thing. 
 
    Frowning, Sam finally agreed. And then he was grinning. He was going to get to have unconscious sex with his wife! 
 
      
 
    It was a Friday night on a three day weekend. Sam and Sarah were looking forward to the great adventure. 
 
    Janice showed up at four o’clock, an hour before Sam came home from work, and talked with Sarah at length. 
 
    “Don’t worry, honey, I’ve given you a half dose. You take it with a drink and you’ll feel super loopy, but you probably won’t go all the way out. I’ll be there to make sure Sam doesn’t get too weird, so you’ll be fine.” 
 
    Sarah nodded and gulped. “Okay.” 
 
    Sam arrived home at five o’clock. He was whistling and happy and possessed of a nervous energy. 
 
    “Hey, babe, are you ready?” 
 
    Sarah nodded. 
 
    Sam stripped down to his underpants, and couldn’t stop grinning. 
 
    Sarah put on some sexy lingerie and a chemise. Her lush body was inviting and ready. She was a little nervous. After all, she was the one who was going to go unconscious. 
 
    Sam mixed three bourbon and Cokes and set them on the dining room table. 
 
    Janice placed a pill in front of Sarah, and Sarah picked it up and swallowed it, just like that.” 
 
    Sam smiled like a dog licking its balls. 
 
    The girls each sipped, and Sam took a big gulp. 
 
    “You’re looking forward to this, aren’t you, Sam?” Janice placed her glass on the table and eyed her friend’s husband. 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” He took another gulp. “Funny thing, I always thought you were a little pissed at me, then you come up with this great idea.” 
 
    Janice smiled. “Oh, I’m fine with you, Sam. You’re a good husband, so…” she shrugged and took another sip. 
 
    They chatted for a while, then Sarah said, “Whew, I feel hot.” 
 
    “It’s starting to work,” observed Janice. “Give it another fifteen minutes.” 
 
    Under the table Sam had started stroking himself. Fifteen minutes and he could have unconscious sex. Whooo! 
 
    Janice noted his hand moving under the table and smiled. “Now, remember, Sam, I’ll be here, and if you do anything nasty I’ll call an end to it.” 
 
    “Oh, no problem.” He couldn’t stop looking at Sarah hungrily. 
 
    The minutes passed slowly, and Sam gulped another whiskey. It was downright suspenseful, and he couldn’t take it. 
 
    He reached over and put his hand on Sarah’s hand. “Are you unconscious, yet? Baby?” 
 
    “No,” answered Sarah. 
 
    “Now, Sam, how will she know if she’s unconscious?” 
 
    “Well, I…” he was a little puzzled by that, so he took another gulp. 
 
    Fact was, Sam was getting a little loopy. If he wasn’t careful he was going to be the one that went unconscious! 
 
    Sarah giggled a little, a nervous giggle. 
 
    Sam leaned forward, his eyes big and round. 
 
    Janice leaned forward and placed her hand on Sarah’s hand. “How you feeling, honey?” 
 
    “Oh…uh…” 
 
    “Are you unconscious?” 
 
    Janice was way back in her mind. A half dose and she was still there, watching as if from afar. She remembered Janice talking to her, telling her what she should say. 
 
    “Yeah.” She let her head loll a bit on her shoulders. 
 
    Sam focused on his wife and blurted, “Now?” 
 
    “Yes, Sam. Now.” 
 
    Sam was like a glutton, drooling like a horny dog, unable to control himself. 
 
    Then he looked at Janice suspiciously. “I thought she wouldn’t know when she was unconscious?” 
 
    “She doesn’t.” 
 
    Sam was confused, but…he was horny. 
 
    Unconscious sex! Mmmm. 
 
    He stood up and walked around the corner of the table.  
 
    “You’ll be able to tell her simple things and she’ll be able to do them, but don’t get complex, and don’t yell or get irritated if she’s slow.” 
 
    Sam nodded. He wanted to lift Sarah out of her chair and run with her to the bedroom. 
 
    Instead, he managed to say, “Stand up, Sarah.” 
 
    Slowly, very slowly, Sarah stood up. She wobbled for a second, hands on the table, then she was on her own. 
 
    “Okay, baby, take my hand and let’s go to the bedroom.” 
 
    Sarah’s gaze was a dazed and dizzy thing. She was so far away, yet she could make her body move. 
 
    To anybody watching, she was slack jawed, loose lipped, confused and bumbling. It was like she was unconscious. 
 
    Sam led her down the hallway. Janice followed along. She was there as an observer. She followed Sam into the bedroom and sat down in a chair in a corner. 
 
    Sam didn’t like it that she was there. Heck, he’d never hurt his wife, but it was part of the deal so he tried to put her out of his mind. 
 
    “Lay on the bed, honey.” 
 
    Sarah lay down. She was beautiful in her chemise, the underwear just showing through. Her breasts were pointing upward and her eyes wandered. 
 
    Sam climbed onto the bed. “Spread your legs, honey.” 
 
    His boner was the boner of all boners. It was stiff and hard and dripping. He was dripping so much he was leaving a snail trail of his pre-cum slime. 
 
    Sarah spread her legs. “Sam?” 
 
    Sam jerked his head towards Janice. 
 
    “It’s okay. It’s like she’s talking in her sleep.” 
 
    Sam stared at his wife’s face. She certainly didn’t seem to be there. 
 
    “Go on, Sam, have yourself an unconscious fuck.” 
 
    Sam glanced at Janice, then moved his hips forward. 
 
    Janice felt it from so far away. She felt his cock sliding into her, and it was all right. Janice had talked to her, and she had known what was going to happen, what it was going to feel like. This was her husband, he wouldn’t hurt her. And Janice was there just to make sure. It was going to be all right. In fact, it felt good. 
 
    Sam pushed slowly into her, his eyes glinting, feeling the slack way her pussy accepted him. 
 
    He was gulping, and he was half drunk, and he had been playing with himself. He suddenly felt close. 
 
    “Shit,” he mumbled. 
 
    “Sam?” Sarah whispered. “Sam?” 
 
    And she tilted her hips and thrust them up. 
 
    That was all it took. Sam’s dick spurted and spurted, and he grunted, and he was panicked. It wasn’t supposed to happen this fast! He wanted to make it last! He wanted to fuck her butthole, and her ample chest. He wanted to go in and out and glory in the unconsciousness of it all! 
 
    Instead, his semen squirted and in short order he was pulling his limp dick out of his wife’s pussy. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” Sam cursed again. 
 
    Janice held in a grin, bit her lips to stop from laughing. Good, old horn dog Sam had come through. 
 
    Sam lifted himself up and looked down at his weenie. 
 
    Small, glistening with cum, and…spent. 
 
    He had shot his load. 
 
    “Just wait, Sam. Maybe it’ll spark up again.” 
 
    But she knew it wouldn’t. Sarah had told her that Sam was a one time squirter. One load and he was done. 
 
    Sam slowly backed off, climbed off the bed. His face was crestfallen, his eyes were disappointed. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Sam. There’s still time.” 
 
    Sam went and got another drink and Janice watched Sarah sink into a slumber. With the mild dose Sarah had taken she would wake up in an hour or two and be fine. 
 
    Better than fine, actually. She would be rested and ready to go. 
 
    Sam returned to the bedroom and sipped his drink. 
 
    “Damn, that was too fast.” 
 
    Janice withheld herself from making any comment on his quick trigger. “Yeah, but it was good, wasn’t it?” 
 
    Sam thought about it, and gave a weak smile. “Yeah. It was good, but I didn’t get to do half the things I wanted to do.” 
 
    Thank goodness, thought Janice. “There’ll be other times, other opportunities for unconscious sex.” 
 
    That made Sam smile a little wider, and he softly agreed. “Yeah.” 
 
      
 
    Sarah slept for two and a half hours, then woke up. She was still a little out of it, but she was okay. She looked around, then Sam and Janice were at her side, and she smiled up at them. 
 
    “How was it, Sam?” 
 
    “Oh, it was great!” Sam enthused. 
 
    Well, it wasn’t, but he wanted to act like it was. And Janice had told him he should really be appreciative of his wife’s sacrifice. So he was. 
 
    “Was it, really?” She stretched and tried to sit up. 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    Sam and Janice helped her stand up and she was a little wobbly. Suddenly she frowned and reached down to her vagina. She felt his goop on her and frowned. “Oh.” 
 
    It hadn’t hurt, she had actually enjoyed it, in her far away state of mind, but…it was unnerving to know you’ve just made love without knowing about it. 
 
    “Are you okay?” Sam asked worriedly. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” she gave him a wan smile. “It’s just…I don’t know.” 
 
    “You did great, honey.” 
 
    Janice’s cheer encouraged Sarah, and she started to smile again. 
 
    “Yeah, it was, wasn’t it.” 
 
    And the three helped Sarah out to the living room where they had more drinks, talked about the experience, and thought about Sam. 
 
    Sam was next, and he was worried, but everything had gone off all right, and…dammit! He could do this! 
 
    Sarah recovered fully within a couple of hours. Not even a hang over. She was mildly surprised by how pleasant everything had gone. She thought about doing it again—Sam certainly wanted her to, he was that excited—but she remembered that Janice had set the thing up and given her a half dose, and she had talked her through it. 
 
    No, she better just wait until Sam had had his turn. 
 
      
 
    It was a couple of months before Sam got to experience his night. 
 
    A couple of months of worrying. After all, it was something to turn control of your body to somebody else. Even for wild, raging sex. 
 
    But he kept thinking about how Sarah had seemed to have fun. And Janice came over a few times, and she was pretty encouraging. She kept building up the experience, telling Sam how cool he was, and how much he was going to enjoy being on the other end. 
 
    And Sarah did seem to like it, though he caught her pondering, a frown on her face, a few times. 
 
    But…he could do this. 
 
      
 
    A couple of months and it was time for Sam to have a vacation. He was a good worker, had not taken a vacation for a couple of years, and Sarah had talked him into taking a month off. 
 
    It didn’t take much talk. 
 
    First there was the fact that it was vacation. Paid vacation. And he that was something to look forward to. 
 
    Second, Sarah and Janice kept telling him how great unconscious sex was going to be. 
 
    Sam believed it. He wanted it. He was ready. 
 
    On a Friday night he came home, and the scene was set. 
 
    He walked in the door and Janice held out a drink. She had a big, smirky grin on her face. 
 
    He laughed, sipped, and said, “You look like you’re the one who’s going to get fucked.” 
 
    She said nothing, just patted him on the shoulder and pointed him towards the back room. 
 
    Sam sauntered down the hallway and into the bedroom. 
 
    Sarah was waiting. She was wearing a simple dress, a little revealing, but…simple. High heels, make up, and a grin. 
 
    A smirky grin just like Janice’s. 
 
    Sam laughed. He was nervous, but he was feeling better. The way the girls were acting, it was going to be nothing but fun. 
 
    “Well, Sam, since this is going to be my turn to fuck you, I thought I’d like you to wear a little something for me. 
 
    She held up a bra and panties in one hand, and the very same chemise she had been wearing when she had been unconsciously fucked. 
 
    “Whoa…” he eyed the girly apparel. “I don’t think I need to wear sissy stuff.” 
 
    “Oh, so I was a sissy when I wore it, eh?” 
 
    Janice was standing behind him, and she said, “Be a sport, Sam. She wore what you wanted, it’s only fair that you wear what she wants.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…she was a girl wearing girl stuff! This is different!” 
 
    “Heck, what do you care? You’ll be unconscious, anyway.” 
 
    Sam thought about that. He’d be unconscious. 
 
    “Yeah, but…what if somebody finds out?” 
 
    “Now who would ever find out, Sam?” Sarah said. “This is you and me in our bedroom.” 
 
    Sam was suspicious. He turned and looked at Janice. 
 
    Janice put her hands up and smiled. “Don’t worry about me.” 
 
    “Come on, Sam…I did for you.” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    “It’s sort of kinky feeling. You’ll like it. Of course you won’t have any real boobs, but you can make believe.” 
 
    “Make believe,” Sam repeated dubiously. 
 
    “Sure. Now come on. Off with the pants and let’s get this show on the road.” 
 
    Still a bit of a frown on his face, Sam toed off his shoes and unbuckled his pants. 
 
    “That’s a boy,” Sarah unzipped him and pulled down his pants. 
 
    Janice headed for the kitchen. “You’re going to need another drink,” she tossed over her shoulder. 
 
    Sarah pulled down his underpants and his dick was standing proud and tall. It bobbed with the pulsing of his racing blood, and he couldn’t help but grin. 
 
    All his nervous energy was being translated into excitement. His heart was racing, and his dick was so hard it hurt. 
 
    “What if it goes soft once I go unconscious?” he worried. 
 
    “Not to worry. Janice has lots of viagra. We can give you a bunch of that, then the Flunitrazepam, and I’ll willing to bet that your dick stays as hard as…as…as I don’t know. But it will be hard.” Then she giggled. “Besides, I can play with it and even if you’re asleep you’re going to be springing to attention.” 
 
    Sam grinned. He liked the way this was going. 
 
     
 
    Janice entered the room with another drink at that point. She also held three, little, blue pills. 
 
    “Are you ready for your first does, your Lordship?” She did a little curtsy. 
 
    They all laughed, and Sam took the three pills and tossed them down his gullet. He poured bourbon and Coke after them to make sure they reached his belly. 
 
    The girls smiled happily. 
 
    “Okay, Sam, we’re on our way.” Sarah hugged him, then she helped him get dressed. 
 
    Sam put on the panties. They were snug, but they had a little pouch on them. 
 
    “I bought them special. They’re called sissy panties and they have space for your big dong.” 
 
    Sam couldn’t resent such a happy explanation, and he pulled the panties snug and inspected them.  
 
    They were a good fit. 
 
    “Okay. Let’s put on the bra.” She held it up and she slipped it up his arms and over his shoulders. Behind him, Janice fastened the back. 
 
    Sam’s prick was really hard. It was even dripping a bit of pre-cum. 
 
    “Oh, man,” he said, licking his lips. “This is going to be good.” 
 
    The bra was a perfect fit. Sarah had bought that special, too. Of course the cups were way too big. 
 
    “What? Did you think I was a super G cup or something?” 
 
    “Super G?” laughed Janice. “I don’t think they have a size like that.” 
 
    “Only, in Sam’s dreams,” quipped Sarah. “In Sam’s dreams every woman has boobs the size of Kansas.” 
 
    They all chuckled. 
 
    “Okay. Try on the chemise.” Sarah held the garment up and Sam slipped into it. He shook to settle it in place, then looked at himself in the mirror. 
 
    “Hunh!” 
 
    It was sort of neat. Of course he wasn’t any kind of raving beauty, but…he thought he looked sort of studly. And he liked the way his cock pushed the panty material out. 
 
    Man, this was cool! 
 
    The party adjourned to the dining room where Janice had another drink ready, and one, small pill. 
 
    “Okay, Sam. this is a nice, light dose. You’ll probably feel a little warm after fifteen minutes, and after that you’ll be far away and ready to be taken advantage of.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” He licked his lips. He wanted to be taken advantage of. He wanted his cock sucked and fucked. He wanted his wife to fuck the living crap out of him while he was unconscious. This was going to be so cool! 
 
    He picked up the pill, looked at it, then washed it down with bourbon and Coke. 
 
    He smiled, and sat down at the table. 
 
    The girls sat down next to him and they chatted while they waited for the pill to take effect. 
 
    What Sam didn’t know was that while Sarah had had a half dose, he had the double dose. He would be unconscious for real, and his wife and Janice would be able to do anything they wanted to him, and he would just go along with whatever they commanded. 
 
    After fifteen minutes Sam yawned and said, “Yeah. It’s getting warm.” 
 
    Janice whispered, “Yeah, but look at your cock.” 
 
    His cock was pointing to the skies. It threatened to rip right through the panties. It was seeping pre-cum and throbbing like a son of a bitch. 
 
    Sam smiled. Then he had a thought. It was a goofy thought, being limned by Flunitrazepam, but it was real. “Heck, I’m not going to be able to feel this.” 
 
    Janice leaned forward and placed her hand on his. “That’s the point, Sam. This is for Sarah, not you.” 
 
    “Am I extemporaneous?” 
 
    The word came out clear, but it had nothing to do with his thoughts. Sam’s mind was starting to jumble about and things weren’t making sense. 
 
    The girls laughed. “Yeah. Extemporary Sam.” At least that’s what he thought they said. They had actually used an entirely different word, but Sam’s mind was making the long journey to goofy land. 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” He grinned. 
 
    The girls were swimming in his vision. “I think something’s happening.” 
 
    “Yep, Sam. Things are happening. See you on the other side…” 
 
    Side…sife…still…wife…sterilize…pretzelize…good doggy…man, thoughts a boner…are we really going to do this to him… 
 
    Sam was far away watching the words distort and become something else. He had no control, and he sank back against the chair and felt his big hard on and the world turned and turned and…

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Sam had a dream. 
 
    He dreamed he was a Hollywood movie star in fields of tall grass…no. That wasn’t his dream. That was Eric Burdon. 
 
    Sam was flying in his chemise, he had bit, huge, king-sized tits hanging down from his chest. 
 
    His little weenie, funny how it had shrunk so much, hung down from between his legs. 
 
    He had long hair and he wanted to wear a dress. 
 
    How weird. Of all the things he dreamed while he was floating along, this was the weirdest. Why would he want to wear a dress? 
 
    Wasn’t a chemise bad enough. 
 
    But a chemise was the uniform of the day for the flight he was on. 
 
    He found himself in a cockpit—hee hee, cock pit, he had made a Beavis and Butthead funny—and he was holding on to the stick. 
 
    His stick. His big penis, large enough that he had to use two hands. 
 
    And he moved his stick one way and the plane swooped that way. And the other way, and the plane swooped that way. He pulled it back and the plane did a loop. 
 
    Then, for some reason, his dick started shrinking. Shrinking. And the plane went into a nose dive. 
 
    He was aimed straight for a volcano on an island in the ocean! He pulled on his now miniature stick, his shrunken dick, and pulled and pulled, and slowly, slowly, the plane began to respond. 
 
    He dipped into the crater of the volcano, then the plane level, then swept up a bit, and he roared over the lips of the volcano. 
 
    He was screaming and crying. Something wasn't right! Something was… 
 
      
 
    “Sam? Sam?” 
 
    The voice was in his headgear. 
 
    “Sam?” 
 
    “No…no it wasn’t. It was…” 
 
    “Sam?” 
 
    He ripped off his head gear, opened his eyes and…looked around. 
 
    He was in his own bedroom. Where he and Sarah slept. The ceiling was above him. He was under covers. And Sarah…Sarah… 
 
    He turned his face. Sarah was right there, smiling, looking at him. 
 
    “Sarah?” 
 
    His voice seemed a little high pitched. He tried to clear his throat, to speak in his normal baritone, but his voice came out high pitched again. 
 
    “Sarah?” 
 
    “Hush, Sam. Take it easy.” 
 
    “What’s happening? Did you fuck me?” 
 
    He heard giggles,  lot of giggles, and he tried to see past Sarah, but she moved to stay in his line of sight. 
 
    “Yes, Sam, I fucked you. A lot of us fucked you.” 
 
    Yet she was grinning fit to kill a cat. 
 
    “What…what’s going on then?” 
 
    “Well, Sam, this was my turn, and I went a little overboard. After all, the deal was we could do anything we wanted, and I wanted a lot more than a simple fuck.” 
 
    “But…but…” his head wasn’t working quite right, and he was having trouble figuring everything out. 
 
    “Sam, you’re quite beautiful now.” 
 
    “What do you mean.” Damn! Why was his voice so high pitched. 
 
    “We gave you a make over.” 
 
    “A make over? Isn’t that when girls get make up jobs?” What was going on? 
 
    He started to feel his body, and it felt weird. The covers on the bed were squashing his chest. And he didn’t feel his dick. 
 
    Of course, why would he? Sarah had fucked him, probably a lot, and his dick would be pretty empty now, wouldn’t it? 
 
    “Yes, Sam. It’s when girls put on make up and do their hair and their nails and stuff. But we went a little further than that.” 
 
    Sam’s brows came together a little. “You went…further?” 
 
    “Yes, Sam, honey. Do you feel this?” 
 
    She reached under the covers and he felt her hand on his chest. But…it wasn’t quite his chest. It was something more. It felt like she was cupping his pectorals, but…not his pectorals. She was squeezing, and he was flabby, and… 
 
    “Those are your breasts, Sam, dear.” 
 
    Sam’s eyes opened wide. He was in denial. No! No! This couldn’t…no! 
 
    “And you’ve got such lovely hair now.” She lifted his locks, long tresses of lush hair. “We gave you boobs, and we gave you extensions for your hair, but that’s only the start.” 
 
    “Only the…” Sam brought a hand out to brush his hair, and saw long, red fingernails on his fingers. “What! What is this?” His voice was rising, and it was ridiculously high pitched now. 
 
    “We gave you some shots. One makes your vocal chords thin. Another one makes your penis limp.” 
 
    “What? What have you…” 
 
    Sarah stepped back, and Sam sat up and saw a room full of women. 
 
    Blondes, brunettes, redheads. All made up and wearing their best clothes. Lips and tits and buns and…and…they had all the things that he now had! 
 
    Sam struggled out of bed. He had been unconscious for a couple of days and he was feeling woozy, but he held himself up and looked down at his body. 
 
    He was wearing panties, with the pouch, but now the pouch wasn’t full. It was just a slack piece of material, and…and…he felt the pouch. His penis was in there! Terribly shrunken! Just a limp, little weener! 
 
    He looked at his chest. He was still wearing the bra, but now it was filled. He remembered saying something about wanting super cups, but…this was ridiculous! 
 
    His boobs were so big they over balanced him and he had to grab on to one of the posters on the bed to stay upright. 
 
    Janice moved in from the side and linked arms with him. 
 
    He saw his hairless, white skin. His voice was high. His long brunette hair was in his eyes. He brushed the hair back with his long, red fingernails, and Janice pronounced, “Ladies! I present Samantha!” 
 
    Sam stared at her, his whole body shaking, which made his boobs quiver. 
 
    The ladies began clapping loudly, and cheering, and then they moved forward and touched Sam, hugged him, kissed him. 
 
    To the sides Janice and Sarah watched him. They had big grins on their faces. 
 
    And Sam thought: What the fuck have they done to me? 
 
     
 
    Sam was escorted out of the bedroom, down the hall, to the living room. 
 
    He was surrounded by beautiful women, and they kept telling him how gorgeous he was. Slowly, he figured things out. The women told him what they had done, and his mind whirled and whizzed and he tried to grok it all. 
 
    Sally and Jen had put extensions in his hair. That hair was real hair, and it was his until he decided to cut it, or let his own hair grow out. Which it would…if he took hormones. 
 
    Becky and Susan had done his fingernails. They had chosen long ovals, attached them with super glue, and painted them a metallic red. They glistened in the light, actually flickering as he moved them. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” said Becky. “They won’t lift, and when you want to replace them, or cut them off, just let us know. 
 
    Susan kissed his cheek and whispered, “This is such a brave thing you’ve done. You make us all proud.” 
 
    Sandy and Charlene had done his make up. They had done it right before he had awoken, and they had given him the full treatment. He was cleansed and blushed and foundationed and his eyes were sparkly and his lips…his lips were injected with botox and painted a shade of red to match his fingernails. 
 
    Sam licked his lips. They were fat, and they tasted of lipstick, and the girls laughed at the look on his face. 
 
    As for his boobs, one of the girls was a doctor, a plastic surgeon, to be precise, and she had injected him with the latest ‘vacation boobs.’ 
 
    He would have these big tits for a month or two, and then his body would absorb them…or he could get more injections, or even implants. 
 
    His choice. 
 
    But the pièce de résistance was his penis. 
 
    His big, proud, eight inch cock. 
 
    The doc had given him a shot that would last for a month or two. Technically, it was a chemical castrator. It would cause him to be totally limp. And it would last until it wore off, a month or two, and she was quite willing to give him another shot, should he wish. 
 
    Sam listened to the women as they handed him drinks—wine spritzers, of all things—and explained, proudly, what they had done to him. 
 
    Sam thought he had been…abused. 
 
    But he said nothing. He just sat and listened. There would come a time for talking later. Right now he was just trying to absorb it all. 
 
    Feminized. Emasculated. Chemically castrated. Made into a woman. 
 
    The party went long, and the women all insisted on dancing with him, and he felt their boobs against his, but his penis…it didn’t do anything. It just hung, a little spineless worm, in his panties. 
 
    Janice danced with him. Some of the women were going home now, but there were still a lot of them drinking and eating and congratulating each other on the wonderful job they had done. 
 
    “Hey, Sam.” 
 
    “Janice.” 
 
    “You sound like you’re working yourself up.” 
 
    He grunted, and it was his first expression of irritation, and it hinted at more to come. 
 
    “Well, before you recover your senses completely, before the drugs wear off and you start getting upset and want to kill somebody, let me tell you why we did this.” 
 
    Sam looked at her. He was very aware of her big boobs. He wanted a hard on. 
 
    Yet, the touch of her boobs against his was enjoyable. He couldn’t deny that. 
 
    “Okay,” he muttered. 
 
    “Do you remember when you gave me that onion made up to look like an apple?” 
 
    Sam stared at her. 
 
    “Or the time you put a Mentos in the cap of my diet Coke? I twisted the cap and the Mento dropped…that was pretty funny.” 
 
    Sam couldn’t help it. His lips rippled. It had been so funny when the Diet Coke exploded all over her. 
 
    “Or how about the time you stuffed a bit of paper into my computer mouse? That drove me crazy. I was trying to figure out how to take it apart before the paper dropped out. I unwrapped that paper and it said, ‘Ha ha! Gotcha! Sam.’” 
 
    Sam smiled. “That was pretty funny.” 
 
    “And I heard about when you froze some mentos in ice cubes for Sally.” 
 
    Sam’s grin grew wider. 
 
    “And the time you replaced mayonnaise with yogurt for Jen?” 
 
    Sam chuckled. 
 
    “Or when you replaced the cream filling in the donuts with mayonnaise? The whole ladies’ club thought that was a gas.” 
 
    Sam laughed. “It was pretty funny.” 
 
    “The point is, Sam, dear, you have played practical jokes on everybody. And now everybody was willing to play a practical joke on you.” 
 
    “Yeah, but I didn’t hurt anybody!” 
 
    “We didn’t hurt you.” 
 
    “But…you’ve changed my body!” 
 
    “Only for a while. Everything will wear off.” 
 
    “But my penis!” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. That. Sorry, but it was supposed to be a month of chemical castration.” 
 
    “What did you do?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. I might have slipped a year of castration into the injection. Of course you won’t know for sure how long I castrated you for. I might be ten years. Might even be the rest of your life.” 
 
    She grinned. 
 
    Sam felt his heart sinking. 
 
    A year without dick? 
 
    The rest of his life? 
 
    She had to be kidding. She had to be! 
 
    “So, that’s the story, Sam. And it pleases me more than you’ll ever know to be able to get back at you like this.” 
 
    With that Janice stepped away, blew him a kiss and laughed, and sauntered out of the room.  
 
    Sam stood, frozen, and it would be nice to say that he was having second thoughts on all his practical jokes. But what he was really having thoughts on was his current condition. 
 
    He was a woman. He was a slender fellow, and the boobs gave him curvature, and he wondered what he was going to do. 
 
    What if all this stuff didn’t wear off by the time his vacation was over? 
 
    How would he walk around the town? 
 
    And…how was he going to make love to his wife? 
 
    His thoughts were interrupted as women kept coming up to him and giving him hugs and welcoming him, with a broad smile on their faces—to womanhood. 
 
    On the surface, Sam was calm, but on the inside he was…in turmoil. 
 
    He would get mad, but…it was done. 
 
    And according to Janice, he deserved it. 
 
    But…how was he going to live like this? 
 
      
 
    Sarah was doing the dishes in the kitchen when the last woman left, and Sam came in and sat down at the table. 
 
    “Hello, honey. How was your unconscious fuck?” 
 
    “How could you do this to me?” 
 
    “Pretty easily, actually. After all, you’ve played more than your fair share of practical jokes, it was time for a little karma to bite you on the ass.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…how can I function? I can’t go out! I’m worried it won’t wear off before I have to go to work.” 
 
    “Lot to think about, honey.” She reached up and put glasses in a cupboard. 
 
    Sam looked at her sexy ass, and he realized something. 
 
    “I’m still horny.” 
 
    She turned and looked at him. 
 
    “I’m still horny. But didn’t you fuck me? Didn’t you make me squirt while I was unconscious?” 
 
    Sarah chuckled. “Oh, Lord. No. I could do whatever I wanted, and I certainly didn’t feel like fucking somebody who wasn’t even there. Besides, this way you’re all full of juice with no way to relieve yourself.” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “Just because you’re limp doesn’t take the sperm out of your balls, honey. You’re going to get hornier and hornier, with no way to get off, and…you’ll have a limp dick and blue balls.” She laughed at her little witticism. 
 
    “But that’s not fair!” 
 
    “I know. But, Sam, you brought it on yourself.” 
 
    She walked out of the kitchen and down the hall. 
 
    He stood up and followed her, wanted to say something more, but what was there to say? 
 
    It was now late, and Sarah took off her clothes, folded them neatly, and put them away. She stood, her breasts thrust proudly forward, her ass so curvaceous and delicious, and Sam stared at her body. 
 
    “What?” she laughed. “You want some of this?” 
 
    He found himself nodding. 
 
    “Well, feel free to take advantage of me. I’m actually feeling a little horny. In fact, seeing you like this, all made up and sexy with big boobs…it makes me very horny. Do you think you could get me off?” 
 
    Sam shook his head, then he nodded. He didn’t know what he could do, yet the sight of her so sexy and naked, the way he was feeling…he really wanted to fuck her. 
 
    But he couldn’t. 
 
    So, the next best thing, he couldn’t stop himself, he had to do it, he had to get her off. 
 
    Without his dick. 
 
    Sarah lay back on the bed and smiled and spread her legs. 
 
    Sam licked his lips and moved to the side of the bed. He looked down at his beautiful wife. 
 
    “Oh, God,” he said. He was so horny, but his dick just…sat there. Doing nothing. 
 
    “Come on, honey. Don’t you want me?” She was laughing on the inside, teasing him. 
 
    “I do…I do…” he muttered. 
 
    “Then come on! Eat me! Finger me, get me off!” 
 
    Sam leaned down, he couldn’t help himself. He hadn’t cum for a week before his ‘unconscious fuck,’ and he was stored up. His balls were full and he wanted to squirt. 
 
    But his dick was like a rubber band. 
 
    Still, he moved in, placed a hand on her mons and squeezed. 
 
    “Oh, yes! Do me!” 
 
    He squeezed, and he used a finger. 
 
    Sarah arched her back and gave a small cry. 
 
    Sam sucked on one breast as he jammed two fingers into his wife. 
 
    Sarah was moaning. “Eat me, Sam. Eat me first, then the fingers.” 
 
    She reached for his head, pushed it down towards her vagina. 
 
    Sam went with her hand. He plastered his mouth on her hole and sucked. He tasted her moist sweetness and licked her slit. 
 
    Sarah bucked a little. “God, this is better than dick!” 
 
    Sam didn’t think so, but it was an exciting thought. He sucked on her clitoris. 
 
    “When the shot wears off I’m going to have you get another one! “I’m going to keep you like this forever!” 
 
    Sam sobbed and smushed his face into her. He ran his tongue up and down her slit. He worked a finger in there so he was fingering her and eating her at the same time. 
 
    “Oh, Sam! This is it! Use all your fingers!” 
 
    Sam made a point of his digits, squeezed his fingers together, and entered her pussy. 
 
    Sarah held to his wrist, tried to control him. 
 
    Sam pushed his fingers into her, four plus the thumb, and felt his knuckles hit the rim of her vagina. 
 
    “Oh…Whoa…Oh…” 
 
    Sarah moaned and pulled his hand harder. 
 
    Sam had never fisted anybody before. He hadn’t even seen anybody do it in porn films. But his hand suddenly slipped inside her. 
 
    She froze, her eyeballs rolled back, her back arched, her hips tilted. 
 
    “Fuck me,” she whispered. “Fuck me!” 
 
    Sam pushed his hand in and pulled it out. It was only a couple of inches, but from her reaction one would think it was a couple of feet. 
 
    “Oh, yes…yes…” 
 
    She pulled on his wrist again, and again. She pulled him in, then he pulled out, and she groaned and writhed and made sounds. 
 
    Sam was fascinated. He had his whole hand in his wife, and his wife was totally out of control. Not in any fuck they had ever had had she acted so wanton, so out of control. 
 
    Then she began to cum, and it was the biggest orgasm Sam had ever seen. 
 
    Sarah shrieked, and her pussy clamped down on his wrist. She froze, her head tilted way back, her mouth open, and she moved her mouth and said soundless things. Other language things. A gasp to the stars and the angels. 
 
    Then she simply collapsed. Just laid there, breathing hard, looking at nothing. 
 
    Sam took his fist out of her, extracted it slowly. It was soaking with her juices and he got off the bed and left the room. 
 
    Sarah just lay there, and a few minutes later she was asleep. She was exhausted by her cum. 
 
      
 
    Sam walked into the kitchen. He was away of his boobs jiggling. He swayed his hips a little. Now that the big super fear was over—it was done—he was interested. 
 
    He washed his hands in the sink and wondered: what am I? 
 
    “Am I a shemale? But I’ve still got a dick. Am I a trans? Am I transitioning? 
 
    Oddly, in this self inspection, Sam didn’t think of the male him. 
 
    Now he was female, or intersex, or some other species. 
 
    And…it didn’t bother him. 
 
    “Oh, a little, but there was an excitement coursing through him. What was he? 
 
    And it was exciting to know that he could only get horny and never relieved. His dick…it was so small. 
 
    Sam had woken up in bra and panties and a chemise. Yet he had seen other female clothes, clothes he had never seen Sarah wear. They were for him. 
 
    Some of the women had mentioned that they had bought him this or that, so…he had a pile of clothes to help him make the transition. 
 
    He walked back to the bedroom and looked at the piled of clothes. It was sizable, and there were shopping bags around the mound of clothes. 
 
    He picked everything up and, in a couple of trips, transported everything to the living room. He placed the stuff on the floor in front of the couch and began going through it. 
 
    He had dresses. Some looked to be very expensive. All of them were sexy, had low cleavage and high hems. 
 
    He had tons of underwear. Of course. Women like sexy underwear, and that was one bunch of sexy women that had bought for him. 
 
    He had a wig, and quite a few pairs of shoes. 
 
    And, there was jewelry, rings and necklaces and all sorts of stuff. 
 
    He was going to have to get his ears pierced. That thought popped out of the blue and surprised him. 
 
    He took off the chemise and tried on some of the underwear. It was kinky, but he cold get used to it. Thongs and days of the week, all sorts of ribbons and bows and decorations. 
 
    He wondered: Why would a woman care if she was wearing ribbons where nobody would ever see?” 
 
    And, the answer: Just because it was sexy. For them, if for nobody else. 
 
    He settled on a pair of stretchy but really tight panties that held his little dingle up against his body. Or down, if he felt like it. 
 
    He tried both up and down and found that he liked the down position better. That way he had no bump, even a tiny bump, in the front. 
 
    “That’s a gaffe.” 
 
    Sam looked at Sarah, standing in the doorway with her arms folded and a smirk on her face. 
 
    Sam looked embarrassed. 
 
    “It’s okay, honey. It’s a lot to get used to. I know.” 
 
    “How do you know?” he mumbled. 
 
    “I’ve been through puberty. Months of embarrassment as these big, old honkers grew on my chest. And you have to get used to it instantly. Poor boy.” 
 
    Her smile twisted, she entered the room and sat next to him. 
 
    “How do you think this will look?” She held up a bra. 
 
    Sam was tight lipped for a few moments, but as Sarah kept holding things up to his body he started to relax and actually look at the things. 
 
    Sarah had him wear a half bra, simply because she wanted to see his tits. She wanted him as feminine as she could possibly make him. 
 
    She put him in stockings, then a sheer dress with a porthole for his boobs, and a slit on the side. 
 
    Then she held out the high heels. 
 
    “Oh, God. I can’t.” 
 
    “Any 16 year old girl can, Sam. Now put them on.” 
 
    Sam did, and he was surprised to find himself taller. 
 
    His balance was terrible, but…it was okay. 
 
    Sarah had him practice walking up and down the hallway, and showed him how to make his heels click. 
 
    “That’s your power, honey. When a man hears a woman’s heels clicking they turn and look. There’s the power, and power leads to control. 
 
    “I never thought about it,” Sam admitted. 
 
    “Nope. You just looked.” 
 
    He nodded ruefully. “Men are easy, aren’t they.” 
 
    “You have no idea.” 
 
    “No, but I have a feeling that within a month or two I will.” 
 
    Sarah nodded, then she touched his made up face carefully. “Sam, I have a confession to make.” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “Janice started this. And I went along. And I thought it was all a joke, a giant gotcha for all the things you’ve done. But as went along I started thinking. What do I want out of a man?” 
 
    Sam watched her. 
 
    “I love you as a man, but there’s always been a piece of me that wanted something else. I thought about going lesbian, but…there’s things about a man that are…fun. So why not a man who is a woman?” 
 
    She took a moment to draw a breath, then continued, “There’s still things you’ve got to do. Hormones might even out your facial fat, might make you look more feminine.” 
 
    “What about my dick?” 
 
    “That’s up to you,” she answered honestly. 
 
    “You wouldn’t miss it?” 
 
    “Sam, I’ve got a strap on. You wouldn’t believe how good it is. Sometimes it’s better than a penis.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “More than really. Come on.” 
 
    She stood up and held out her hand. 
 
    She led him down the hallway to their bedroom. She let go of his hand and rummaged in the bottom dresser drawer. She pulled out the strap on and started putting it on. 
 
    “What are we doing?” 
 
    “You’ve got to learn. You’ve got to experience it if you’re going to be making any decision about strap ons.” 
 
    “So you’re going to use that on me?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    Sam was silent. 
 
    Sarah took a dildo out of the drawer and snapped it into the socket on the front plate of the strap on. 
 
    Sam stared at it. 
 
    It was as big as his cock, when his cock used to get big. 
 
    It was eight inches and had big, gnarly veins twisted up and down the shaft. 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Of course you do. You were willing to try ‘unconscious sex,’ weren’t you?” 
 
    “Yeah, but…that was…different.” 
 
    Sarah just chuckled, turned him towards the bed and pushed. “You can be face up or face down. Your choice.” 
 
    Sam lay down on the bed, face up. He took off his gaffe and. lifted his dress. He stared at his wife as she slathered lube on her cock. then she stepped forward, spread his knees apart, and put lube on his asshole. 
 
    Sam shivered. Fuck! It felt good.” 
 
    Sarah smiled and fingered him. She rimmed him. She pushed more and more lube into him. 
 
    “It’s all about relaxing, honey.” 
 
    Sam took deep breaths and tried to relax. 
 
    Sarah stepped closer, held her cock in one hand and touched it to his brown button. 
 
    Sam gasped. 
 
    “Relax, honey,” and she pushed forward. 
 
    Sam didn’t have time to resist, the big thing just sank into his rectum. He could feel the big, twisty veins. He could feel the balls striking his, and she deep into him. So very, very deep. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whimpered. He was pinioned, couldn’t move, and it felt…good! 
 
    “That’s it, honey. This is what it feels like. When you fuck me…and when I fuck you.” 
 
    She pushed in and pulled out, again and again. 
 
    Sam make ‘erking’ noises. His eyes rolled back a little as the pleasure exploded inside him. His hips tilted automatically, and he was sorry he hadn’t laid face down. 
 
    Yet, face up wasn’t bad. Sarah grabbed his cock and pulled it up. It was now small in her hand, and he had to rise up or it would hurt. 
 
    “Here it is, Sam. Do you love it?” 
 
    She went in and out. She fucked him, long, slow strokes, rubbing her penis against the his anal walls. 
 
    Suddenly, she grinned. 
 
    “What?” asked Sam, forcing his mouth to work in spite of all the pleasure building inside him. 
 
    “You’re cumming.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    She held up the hand that had been holding his limp dick. “I must be pressing on your prostate, or maybe you’re just having some sort of sissygasm. But this is your sperm leaking out.” 
 
    She put her hand forward, put it in his mouth. 
 
    Sam gagged, then stopped, and tasted it. 
 
    His own sperm. He was eating his own sperm. 
 
    And it was all right. 
 
    “Come on, Sam. Give me some more.” And Sarah kept holding his dick, then transferring the seed slopping onto her hand to his mouth. 
 
    Finally, his sperm done, Sarah stopped and just held still, her cock buried to the hilt inside him. 
 
    “What do you think, Sam? Are you going to want to get another shot when your dick starts to wake up?” 
 
    Sam felt good. He felt relaxed. He felt full of energy. He had been drained, and was relieved, and the weird thing was that five minutes before he would never have thought he would want another shot of chemical castration, Now, however, he wasn’t so sure. 
 
    He reached up and grabbed his wife’s face. He pulled her down, which caused her penis to move further and further into him. 
 
    Then their lips came together, and Sam started sobbing with happiness. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    It started in college. 
 
    Jason was a runner. He trained four hours every day. On top of classes, on top of studies. He ran. 
 
    Some months, when he had very tough classes, he would go running late at night. If the track was closed he would just run on the streets. It was on one of those nights he met Sally. 
 
    He was running down third street. Not a good area, but, what the heck, he could outrun any trouble. 
 
    He would put on his running shorts, a sleeveless shirt, and head right down the middle of the street. Dodging cars, waving to the cops who had come to know him, miles and miles and miles. 
 
    At Harrison and Third he saw the girl. He was only a block from campus, it wasn’t a bad area, but some times bangers would come a little north and look for a student to trounce. 
 
    Easy money, you know? 
 
    So he’s running, aware of what’s going around, and he sees the girl on the sidewalk. Three big guys stalking her. Got the pants down so low you can see their cracks. One of them is holding a club. They’re closing in on the girl. 
 
    The girl was tall, maybe as tall as Jason, and she looked behind her, saw the guys, and stepped into the street. 
 
    Jason came to a stop. 
 
    She looked at him, and he saw that she was a looker. She had a round ass, hefty boobs, and a killer face. She could have dropped out of college and won the Miss America pageant. 
 
    “Better get out of here,” she warned. 
 
    He thought maybe she thought he was one of the thugs. 
 
    The three guys stepped into the street and closed in. 
 
    “I see you guys! I’ll recognize you at the police line up!” 
 
    They looked at him, didn’t stop, and two of them angled off and headed for him. 
 
    The other one headed for the girl, whose name he would find out, when he woke up, was Sally. 
 
    Jason tried to dodge. He tried to do an end run, got cut off, then tried to run the other way. And he would have made it, except that the third thug had reached Sally. 
 
    Jason ran towards and jumped on the back of the guy. 
 
    “Oh, crap,” said Sally. 
 
    The two guys jumped on Jason, and suddenly he was at the bottom of a barrel of hard kicking shoes. 
 
    Thunk! Thunk! Thunk! He felt the shoes impact upon his slender frame. 
 
    Then one of the thugs fell back and grabbed his nuts. Sally, it turned out, knew Karate. 
 
    The remaining two thugs split up, one for Sally and one kept kicking poor Jason. 
 
    Sally faked a kick, and when the thug bent forward to protect his nuts, she scratched his eyes with her fingernails. 
 
    He screamed and fell down and held his eyes. 
 
    Meanwhile, Jason had just about beaten up the shoes with his face. His nose was bleeding and felt like it was broken. His cheeks were puffy and one eye was closed. 
 
    Then Sally picked up the club one of the muggers had been carrying and slammed it down on the mugger’s head. 
 
    Clonk. 
 
    Good night. 
 
    Snore. 
 
    Sally squatted down over Jason. “You’re sure beat to shit.” She smiled a little. “Well, come on. I’ll help you get back to the college. 
 
    Jason was out of it. He staggered, her shoulder under his arm, and tried to remember who he was. 
 
    “Come on, just a little longer.” 
 
    They crossed the quad and headed for the Tri Pi sorority house. 
 
    Pi Pi Pi. The raunchiest sorority on campus. 
 
    Jason remembered seeing houses in a row and giggling, then he was being told to lift his feet and he clambered up steps and was guided through a door into brightness. 
 
    “Woo woo!” somebody yelled. “Sally knows how to pick ‘em.” 
 
    Bodies moving around, remarks that made no sense, floating in and out. Then Jason was sitting on a comfortable chair and somebody was touching his face with a wash clothe. 
 
    Somebody asked, “What you got there, Sal?” 
 
    “Damned hero.” 
 
    “Your hero looks like shit.” 
 
    “He lost.” 
 
    Jason looked up and saw the girl he had tried to rescue. “You better get out of here.” 
 
    Laughter. Then he was wanting to sleep, but nobody would let him. All night long he sat there, trying to sleep, but there was always a girl sitting, waiting to wake him up. 
 
    “You’re not supposed to sleep after a concussion.” Somebody said that to him, a couple of times, and he finally understood it. 
 
    Then it was dawn, and they let him go to sleep. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, fuck,” Jason whispered. He was lying on a lumpy couch and there were people in the room. 
 
    The room?  
 
    What room? 
 
    He reached up to his face and picked off a washcloth. 
 
    He was in a dorm, no a sorority. Half a dozen girls were sitting around, chatting, reading. 
 
    “Good morning.” 
 
    Jason looked around. Catty corner to him, in a similar chair, was the girl he had tried to rescue. 
 
    He sat up, groaned at the sudden pain in his body, and said, “Did I do any good last night?” 
 
    “You distracted them for a moment. That was helpful.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. Did they hurt you?” 
 
    Sally smiled. “No.” 
 
    Jason leaned forward, let the room spin a bit. “I heard somebody say the name Sally. Is that you?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “Well, I’m sorry I didn’t do a better job.” 
 
    Sally made a moue, tilted her head, considered Jason. 
 
    “You tried. You got hurt for me. Other guys don’t always do that.” 
 
    “Dumb them,” Jason touched his face and winced. 
 
    Sally liked the look of Jason. Under the bumps and bruises, of course. He was strong, in a wiry way, and he had thrown himself at bad odds for her. 
 
    “Well, come on,” she said. She stood up and held out her hand. 
 
    Unsure what was going on, Jason took her hand. 
 
    She led him through the sorority house and up the stairs. 
 
    “Where are we going.” 
 
    She opened a door and pulled him in. He was stiff, he wasn’t going to be able to run for a couple of days, but he was okay. 
 
    She turned and put her arms around him. She kissed him. Deep, thoroughly, passionately. 
 
    He tried to kiss her back, but his lips were swollen. 
 
    Still, she was gentle. 
 
    She reached to his belt and unbuckled it. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Shut up.” She unzipped. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Don’t be stupid.” She tugged his pants down, and knelt in front of him. She put her mouth on his cock and it started to grow. 
 
    “Mmm. Good. It’s not small. Skinny guys sometimes have small dicks. Glad to see you’re not one of those.” 
 
    He stood there, it was semi gloomy, and she sucked him and played with his balls. 
 
    He might be a bit addled by having his brains kicked, but he was smart enough to know that he shouldn’t object. 
 
    His prick got super stiff and his balls were roiling. Suddenly he had the urge to cum. He was going to shoot his load right in her mouth! 
 
    She stopped and stood up. “I don’t usually let boys squirt.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whimpered. Headaches were gone, his body wasn’t as sore, and he really wanted to empty his seed in her mouth. 
 
    She sat down in a chair, motioned him towards a bed. 
 
    Shakily, he pulled up his pants and sat down. 
 
    “I thought you might like to get your cock sucked for being a hero. Sorry, but as I said, I don’t usually let boys cum.” 
 
    He sat on the bed, taking in the room, studying the books on the shelves, taking note of a rather large cupped brassiere hanging from a bedpost. 
 
    “How come?” 
 
    She saw where he was looking, grinned, snagged the bra and crumpled it up and put it beneath her pillow. 
 
    “Because if you let a man cum he’ll go. You won’t see him again. He might be the catch of the ages, so you don’t want to let him go. And then there’s the other reason.” 
 
    “Which is?” 
 
    “You don’t let them cum and you watch them. They end up frustrated and leaving. So they weren’t really into you after all. They just wanted the sex.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “So we’ll see what kind of a guy you are.” 
 
    He thought about it. What kind of a guy was he? 
 
    “I get frustrated I’ll probably jack off.” 
 
    “Many do.” 
 
    “But I don’t think I’d go away.” 
 
    “Why?”
“Because you’re beautiful.” 
 
    “Heard that before.” 
 
    Then he surprised her: “But beauty is only skin deep. I need to know what kind of a person you are.” 
 
    That intrigued her. He was using her own argument, sort of, at least her own conclusion, on her. 
 
    “So why were you out running the other night?” 
 
    He explained about his scholarship. He told her about his classes. And she ended up telling him about hers. And they talked through the half the day, all the way till lunch, and when Jason went home Sally stared after him. Something was ticking inside her. Some self knowledge. Some happiness.  
 
    And, tell the truth, if Jason hadn’t been so beaten up he probably would have blown it. He would have tried to get her to finish him off, in spite of the fact that that wouldn’t have worked. 
 
    Men and their horny minds, you know. 
 
    So he went back to his dorm, Alpha Kappa Pi. He staggered up the stairs and to his room, and went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    They began dating the next week. Neither of them had much money, so they dated frugally, holding hands and going to campus events. Seeing movies at the midnight cult showing. Seeing such gems as Frankenstein, Nosferatu, and the 1950 wolfman, which had Don Megowan and which they agreed was one of the better werewolf movies. 
 
    They kissed a lot. She played with him constantly, bringing him to the edge. 
 
    He would sometimes jack off, and tell her, and she would laugh at his lack of self control 
 
    She told him she masturbated nearly every day. 
 
    “There’s nothing like a good cum in the morning. Sets up the whole day,” she confided. 
 
    “I know what you mean,” he said. 
 
    She laughed and told him he was full of shit. 
 
    He grinned and agreed. But at least someone was getting happy. 
 
    He graduated, lost interest in running, got a book keeping gig in a small factory, and married her. They moved into a small apartment off campus. 
 
      
 
    “It’s our wedding night,” he smiled. 
 
    “What? You think you’re getting off?” 
 
    “It is a tradition. Man carries wife over threshold, wife puts out for man. Babies nine months later.” 
 
    “So much for tradition,” she snickered. 
 
    He carried her over the threshold. He was married, and he was now allowed to touch her body. 
 
    Oh, he had touched her body before, but there had always been a ‘stop point.’ 
 
    Now there wasn’t. Of course, that wasn’t all good. 
 
    She took off her clothes and lay on the bed. “Rub me, honey. Touch me everywhere.” 
 
    He took off his clothes and sat over her, knees on each side, his cock trailing between her buns. He rubbed her. All over. He rubbed every square inch. He rubbed her breasts, and he sucked on her nipples, and instead of pushing him away she welcomed him. 
 
    He rubbed her groin area. He massaged her mons, and put his finger in her. Then he put his penis in her. 
 
    She groaned, and frowned. 
 
    He squirted, spat seed all over her, and she said, “Well, that was a little faster than I’d anticipated.” 
 
    He just twisted his lips a bit and commented, “I’m horny all the time. That’s on you. We get me a little regular nookie and I’ll be better.” 
 
    She lay in his arms then, and she liked that. She liked the feeling of flesh. In fact, she liked it so much that she flipped over, made him turn over, and they spooned in the opposite direction, him in her arms. 
 
    He liked the feeling of her breasts pressed against him. He liked the way she reached around him and held his cock. 
 
    Now if only she’d start stroking. 
 
     
 
    The next day she went to classes and he went to work. 
 
    She was irritated, and he was happy. He was satisfied. He had, at last, squirted in his true love. 
 
    His true love didn’t like the mess dripping out of her pussy. She didn’t like being underneath him. She decided that they were going to have a sex life that wasn’t the norm. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, honey. I’m home.” 
 
    He was horny, ready to go, he wanted to fuck her every night. He wanted to shoot his load every night. 
 
    She just smiled and took him to bed. She didn’t let him in her, she just played with his cock. 
 
    As they played he got hornier and more out of control. He forgot about getting inside her and was more focused on getting her off. 
 
    Naked, sweaty, lusting, enamored by flesh, he finally got her off. 
 
    Then she turned on her side, turned him on his side, and she spooned him and held his throbbing cock. 
 
    And this was the sex of their marriage. 
 
    She would wake up and frequently masturbate, right next to him. Sometimes borrowing his fingers or mouth. 
 
    At night, if she hadn’t masturbated in the morning, she would demand that he get her off. Then she would spoon him and stroke him and kiss the back of his neck and tell him how much she loved him. 
 
    “I love you, too, honey. 
 
    And he did. Because after the first month, he was addicted to this kind of loving. He wanted to get her off, he lived to get her off. And he gloried in being denied. 
 
    He loved going to sleep with a rod of energy shooting through him. 
 
    He sprang out of bed in the morning, after she had masturbated, of course, and hummed through the day with a vim and vigor that was way above normal. 
 
    He had energy at work. He got promoted. 
 
    He had energy sparkling in him all day, and he brought that energy home with him and used it on her pussy. 
 
    And, once every month or two, Sally would jack him a little too long. Or perhaps he was just too full and couldn’t stop himself. 
 
    On those infrequent days he would shoot his semen into her hand, and she would rub it on his chest, and on his face, and even across his mouth. 
 
    He would go ‘Gak,’ but…he was getting used to it. And after a year he was looking forward to her feeding him his seed. He liked the warm, salty taste. He loved the way she enwrapped him in her arms and made him eat. 
 
    And she did, too. 
 
     
 
    She graduated, and decided to take a job in a big city. 
 
    He was fine with that. He decided he should become an accountant, open his own office, be at the top of the food chain. 
 
    They moved to Los Angeles, within a couple of years they had a nice house in the hills, she was pulling in good bucks as a sales consultant, and he had a burgeoning accountant business. 
 
    And they still had sex the way they had started in college. 
 
    He would get her off, and she would almost get him off. 
 
    He would occasionally masturbate, and she would frequently masturbate. 
 
    He whined and whimpered, and she gloated and bossed. 
 
    And their life, though sedate, was happy. 
 
    Until Rhonda came along. 
 
      
 
    “I hired a new girl today,” Jason headed for the bedroom to change out of his work duds. 
 
    Sally followed him. “What for?” 
 
    “I need a receptionist. Business is getting good, I need somebody to type and file.” 
 
    “Hmm. Is she good looking?” 
 
    Jason grinned. “She’s a babe.” 
 
    Jason screwed up. If he had been looking at his wife’s face when he said that he might have noticed, perhaps even saved the day. But he didn’t. 
 
    Sally frowned. And her lips turned down. And her eyes turned to ice. 
 
    Her husband had hired a babe? 
 
    If he had said, ‘Oh, she’s okay.’ Or even, ‘She looks good enough,’ that might not have triggered Sally. 
 
    But…’a babe’ 
 
    Sally instantly wanted Jason to fire her, and that was the beginning of the end. 
 
    Sally was silent during dinner. 
 
    She didn’t hug Jason, or try to accelerate his always horniness when they went to bed. 
 
    She was thinking, ‘a babe.’ 
 
    Jason noted that she was out of sorts, but instead of asking, he shrugged it off. All too often men think women are ‘on the rag,’ or otherwise hormonal. 
 
    He went to work, trained Rhonda, and came home all happy. 
 
    “She’s doing a good job. Very smart.” 
 
    Which was not what Sally wanted to hear. 
 
    She wanted to hear, ‘Oh, she’s a dumb skag, I don’t know why I ever hired her.” 
 
    A couple of days later Sally dropped by the office. It was lunch, and Jason was out. But she really wanted to look at Rhonda. 
 
    She stepped through the door and her eyes went all squinchy. Rhonda was more than just a babe. She had a Miss America body, sultry lips, wavy blonde hair, and, if there was anything wrong with her, it was that her boobs were too big. 
 
    “May I help you?” Rhonda dazzled a smiled at Sally. 
 
    “”Just looking for Jason.” 
 
    “Jason’s out right now. Would you like to leave a name or number?” 
 
    “No, that’s all right..” Sally turned towards the door. Then she turned back. “Is he a good boss?” 
 
    “Oh, he’s wonderful. I’ve only been here a short while, but he makes sure I understand everything I’m supposed to do.” 
 
    Sally gave a smile that didn’t reach her eyes. 
 
    “That’s good.” 
 
    She walked out the door. 
 
    As she walked down the street she seethed. Rhonda’s innocent statement resounded in her mind, and her mind was translating in a not so innocent fashion. 
 
    Everything I’m supposed to do. 
 
    And what’s that, bitch? Get down on your knees? 
 
    Truth, Sally had no reason to be jealous, and one could wonder at her motivations for eons, but, whatever…Sally was jealous. 
 
    She was cooler to Jason at home. She didn’t play with him much. She didn’t let him come at all. She was turning to ice. 
 
    After years of marriage, after a wonderful life, after all the wonderful sex…Sally had a problem with Jason. 
 
    Jason finally noted that Sally was acting too weird, and he mentioned it, but when she just shook her head and clamped her lips he decided that she just needed a little space. 
 
      
 
    One day, a couple of months after Rhonda was hired, Sally was out shopping. She lost her credit card and decided to go to Jason’s office and borrow his. 
 
      
 
    Jason was reorganizing files. To be specific, he was moving boxes from a small closet to a large one. As he entered the closet he tripped on the sill and fell into the closet. 
 
    Rhonda was sitting at her desk working on a form when she heard the racket of his fall, the dropping of the heavy box, the thud of his body as he wedged in between a stack of boxes and the wall. 
 
    Rhonda ran into his office, saw the open door and his feet, and figured out what had happened. 
 
    She ran to the closet and grabbed his hand. She pulled. And, as she pulled Jason reached up. He thought he was grabbing the corner of the doorway, but his hand reached into Rhonda’s blouse and pulled 
 
    Pop! Pop! Pop! Pop! Pop! Pop! 
 
    Buttons went everywhere. 
 
    But Jason was up and out, and Rhonda was red-faced, and then they were both laughing. 
 
    That’s when Sally walked in.  
 
    Jason grinned, “Oh, my God! You won’t believe—“ 
 
    Sally saw Rhonda’s blouse parted, her ample boobs presented. She turned and walked out. 
 
    Jason blinked. He didn’t understand. 
 
    “You better go after her. I think she might have gotten the wrong idea.” 
 
    “Oh, she’ll be all right. I’ll explain it all to her when I get home tonight.” 
 
    Rhonda frowned, but he was the boss. 
 
      
 
    “But, honey! I’ve explained what happened!” 
 
    Sally looked at him with cold, hard eyes. “Right.” 
 
    “But what do you want me to say? It was an accident, and—“ 
 
    “You might try the truth.” 
 
    “That is the truth!” 
 
    Back and forth they went, pleading, denying, pissed off, and…Sally pushed him out of the bedroom and slammed the door. 
 
    “Sleep on the fucking couch!” 
 
    “But…Sally…” 
 
    But the door was shut, communication was cut, and Sally wouldn’t respond. 
 
     
 
    They had dinner. Burned spaghetti and cold Texas Toast. 
 
    Rhonda wouldn’t look at him. 
 
    Jason tried to talk, but then she just got up and left the room. 
 
    Jason sighed. What the hell was going on? 
 
    He found out the next day. 
 
      
 
    Jason came in from work and Sally was waiting. “Come into the kitchen, please.” Her voice was level, no emotion. 
 
    Jason came in. He looked at her, sitting so primly at the kitchen table, a little box in front of her. 
 
    He went to the liquor cabinet and poured himself a stiff bourbon and Coke. 
 
    “You want one?” 
 
    “I want you to sit down and face me.” 
 
    Heaving a sigh of resignation, he sat down and faced his wife. 
 
    Sally eyed him for a good minute. Then she said, “You’re a cheater, and I want you to wear this.” 
 
    She pushed the box towards him. 
 
    Jason put his drink aside and opened the box. He shook out a metal ring and a tube and a padlock. 
 
    “What’s this?” But he sort of knew. 
 
    “It’s a chastity tube. It’s the only way I can be sure you won’t be cheating on me.” 
 
    “And what am I supposed to do with this?” 
 
    “I told you. Wear it.” 
 
    Fortunately for Jason, it was one of those rare moments that he didn’t have a boner. 
 
    He stood up, dropped his pants, and put the ring and tube on. He closed the padlock and looked at his wife. 
 
    “Okay?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “What more do you want?” 
 
    “I’m going to spank you.” 
 
    Jason blinked. 
 
    Sally was a strong woman. He was slender. They weighed the same, 140 pounds, but her’s was hard muscle from constant gym work outs, and his was office muscle. The most he ever did was pick up a box or two. 
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    Sally stood up and grabbed his wrist. She pulled him, and Jason was caught off guard. He lurched forward and before he could get his balance they were in the living room. 
 
    She spun around and grabbed his caged cock. She sat and pulled and he fell across her lap. 
 
    “I will not put up with cheaters.” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Fuck!” Jason yelled. He struggled, but she had the position and the muscle. 
 
    SMACK! SMACK SMACK! 
 
    Jason wiggled. He was determined not to cry, but he could feel moisture building in the corner of his eyes. 
 
    SMACK! SMACK SMACK! SMACK! SMACK SMACK! 
 
    “That’s ten,” Sally said, coldly, and she pushed him off her lap. 
 
    Jason fell on the floor and stared up at her. 
 
    She stood up and stared down at him, and…CLICK! 
 
    That was the moment. That was the shared epiphany. That was the realization that something had happened. 
 
    He was on the floor, rubbing his ass, water sliding down his cheeks. And his cock was going crazy inside the tube. It was lurching and wiggling and trying to get hard. 
 
    She was standing over him, proud and haughty, and…horny. 
 
    She hadn’t been horny for a couple of months, not since Rhonda came to work, but now she felt an uncommon heat in her loins. 
 
    Fuck. She wanted to rub one off right there. 
 
    Jason stared at her, and there was something in him that knew he would never turn back. This was a next step for which there was no reverse, no backing up. His whole groin felt like it was going to explode, then he looked down at his groin. 
 
    Semen was seeping from his caged dick. 
 
    He looked up at Sally in shock. “Oh, God!” 
 
    Sally saw it. She saw his excitement, she saw his penis leaking. And she had never, ever, in her whole life, felt so powerful. 
 
    She had caused that. 
 
    She sniffed, turned around and left the room. 
 
    Jason was left to clean up the mess. 
 
      
 
    Jason went to work the next day, and he was distracted.  
 
    First, there was the cage on his penis. It was causing him to be horny all the time. He couldn’t think for the constant writhing of his penis trying to escape. 
 
    Second, his ass was sore. It didn’t hurt bad, it hurt good, and he kept wiggling his butt on his chair, feeling the pain and the memory of his ass being slapped by his wife. 
 
    His heart was near exploding, and he felt a love for Sally that was stronger than anything he had ever felt in his life. 
 
    “You okay, Jason?” 
 
    “Uh…yeah.” He stared at Rhonda. He was aware that she had said something. “I’m just thinking. What was it you wanted?” 
 
    “Sorry. You looked like you were in outer space. It’s the Johnson account. Did you want to file the LLC for them?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. Do you know how to do it?” 
 
    “Oh, sure. I’ll put it on your desk when I’m done.” 
 
    He nodded, gave a wan smile, and turned his swivel until he was facing out the window. 
 
    If only his dick would settle down. And, was it the chastity tube that was causing him such…horniness? Or was it the spanking? Or a combination of the two? 
 
    He had never been spanked in his life. And, except for the time he tried to rescue Sally in college, he had never really experienced violence. 
 
    Now he had.  
 
    And it seemed like the violence was causing a sexual reaction. 
 
      
 
    Jason walked into the house. Normally he would yell out, ‘Honey, I’m home.’ 
 
    Now he was silent. Now he was looking for her, afraid of her, even as he lusted for her. 
 
    She was in the garage, putting clothes in the washer. 
 
    He heard her from the kitchen, and stopped to make a drink. 
 
    His heart was pounding. His chest had a full feeling. His nipples were rock hard. 
 
    His dick, of course, was going crazy in the tube. 
 
    He opened the door and Sally, who was bent over and picking up clothes, straightened up and stared at him. 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    This was a moment of compulsion. Something had to happen. 
 
    She wanted to spank him. She wanted to bully him. She wanted to pull him through the house and treat him like a bad, little boy. 
 
    He wanted to be spanked. His penis was screaming for a spanking. His ass throbbed for another spanking. 
 
    And it burst out of him. “That wasn’t the only time I cheated on you. 
 
    He was lying. 
 
    Sally had the feeling that he was lying. 
 
    But they needed this. 
 
    She finished putting the laundry into the washer. She threw in a couple of soap pellets, closed the lid and pressed the start button. She turned and glared at him. 
 
    After the ice of her previous behavior, the heat of her glare was welcome. It meant something was going to happen. 
 
    Sally moved across the garage. She walked slow, eyeing him, stalking him. 
 
    He stepped back into the kitchen. 
 
    She came up the two steps into the kitchen. 
 
    She slapped his face, and he swooned. 
 
    She grabbed his belt and pulled him into the living room. 
 
    He couldn’t talk. He couldn’t object. this was what he wanted. 
 
    She stopped in front of the couch and undid his buckle, then she pulled his belt out of the loops. 
 
    He gasped, unable to stop her, unable to even speak. 
 
    She undid his pants and zipper and sat down, pulling him onto her lap. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he wheezed softly, realizing that his dreams were about to come true. 
 
    SMACK! SMACK SMACK! 
 
    He sobbed. Big tears splattered on the rug. 
 
    SMACK! SMACK SMACK! 
 
    His ass was turning bright red, but he couldn’t it out from under the slashings of his belt. 
 
    SMACK! SMACK SMACK! 
 
    And… 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    She pushed him off her lap, but this time she didn’t get up and stomp out. This time she just sat there and looked at him. Her eyes measured him and she considered him. 
 
    Jason cried, and turned around. He was holding his ass and rubbing, and that hurt almost as much as the spanking, but he couldn’t stop. 
 
    Then he was hugging her ankles, crying on her patent black leather high heels. 
 
    “I’m sorry…I’m sorry.” 
 
    She reached down and ran her hand over his hair. She was in deep thought. There wasn’t, couldn’t be, any verbalization to that thought, but she was adjusting her mind, her life, to the fact of spanking him. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I didn’t really…I didn’t cheat on you.” 
 
    “That’s okay,” she whispered. 
 
    He hugged her calves, and she lifted his head and held it against her large bosom. 
 
    “I just…I just wanted…” 
 
    “I know. I know what you want.” 
 
    “What’s wrong with me?” he suddenly wailed. 
 
    “Shh. Nothing.” Then she smiled. “Nothing that a good spanking won’t cure.” 
 
    He looked up at her, a sudden understanding in his eyes. Then he was hugging her. And she was holding him. 
 
    And he said, “I’m sorry.” 
 
    She held him for a moment, then held him at arm’s length. 
 
    “It’s obvious that you need to be punished. And I will punish you. Sometimes I’ll initiate the punishment, but if you feel the need, don’t make up stories. Simply tell me that you’ve been bad, and I’ll take care of the rest. Okay.” 
 
    “Okay.” he sobbed. 
 
    She held him, she kissed his forehead, and he never felt better than at that moment.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Jason went to work happy. And confused. But out of that distractive mode that he had been in. 
 
    He was happy because…he was just happy. 
 
    He was confused because he couldn’t figure out why he was the way he was. 
 
    But he wasn’t distracted. His mind was sharp, he paid attention to business. 
 
    “You look pretty happy today, Jason.” 
 
    “Thanks. I am.” He smiled at Rhonda, then went about his business. 
 
    Rhonda was puzzled. That thing with the wife, it made no sense, but if it was settled, that was fine with her. 
 
    Jason went home that night, and his pants were alive. Inside those pants, inside that chastity tube, his cock was fighting the hard plastic, trying to get hard. 
 
    “Hi, honey.” He poked his head into the kitchen, then handed her some flowers. 
 
    Sally glanced at him, grinned, and took the flowers. 
 
    “How nice.” 
 
    “But they aren’t what you really like.” 
 
    She looked at him harder. 
 
    “I know you wanted some other kind of flowers.” There was an intense look to his face, an inner hope, and she got it. 
 
    “Oh, you silly boy.” 
 
    She walked past him, snagging his belt and pulling him towards the living room. 
 
    Jason was in heaven. He liked being denied. He liked the way he rarely got sex, and then on Sally’s terms. But this…this BDSM or whatever it was, this was special. 
 
    She unbuckled him, looked at him, saw the desire in his eyes. 
 
    But not normal desire. He didn’t want to be fucked, he wanted to be punished. 
 
    She sat down and he almost fell across her lap. 
 
    SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! 
 
    All the way to ten. 
 
    She thought about giving him some more, but decided against it. 
 
    Ten was enough to tan his fanny, any more and he might get too bruised to sit down. 
 
    She pushed him off her lap and made him stand up. 
 
    “Is it the humiliation or the pain?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” he sobbed, rubbing his buns. 
 
    She held out her arms and he dropped to his knees and hugged her. 
 
    He cried, and was forgiven, and then he knew. It wasn’t the pain nor the humiliation. It was the forgiveness. 
 
    He lived to be forgiven. 
 
    “Well, if we’re going to do this we need to set up a separate room.” 
 
    “How about the garage?” 
 
    She nodded. “I want you to outfit it the way you want it. You want spankings…I want to see furniture for you to lay on, whips for me to use. If you want bondage, I want to see chains and handcuffs and all the things I need to secure you. If you want toys…it’s up to you. Scour the net and find what you want. What you need.” 
 
    He nodded, and she added the piece de resistance. 
 
    “I’m not going to punish you until it’s done.” 
 
     
 
    Jason worked hard during the day. He rushed home at night and worked on the garage. 
 
    He moved everything out, even set up a sturdy awning for the cars over the driveway. 
 
    Fortunately, the garage was back on the property, but he sound proofed it anyway. 
 
    He covered up the one window and painted the inner walls black. It was getting very dark and gloomy. He put in extra lights, but made sure the bulbs were low watt. He liked the gloom. 
 
    He built a big A against a wall with four by eights, then he screwed in eye bolts. hung some chain, and ordered four handcuffs. 
 
    Sally came out to the garage every once in a while and observed his efforts. She had never seen him to engrossed in a project. This was going to be interesting. 
 
    He ordered a bench to be spanked on. It had a sway back plank for him to lie on, so his butt and face would be tilted enough to be accessed. It had padding, straps to secure his wrists and ankles, and he bolted it to the floor. 
 
    And he ordered various items to be used for BDSM. 
 
    A standing cock and ball pillory.  
 
    A kneeling stockade with a dildo. 
 
    Yokes. 
 
    And even a hanging strap cage. 
 
    As he worked and installed various apparatus, he wondered why he was going so far overboard. The answer is simple. Aside from wanting to be punished, he was a guy, and guys fantasize about this stuff. And his wife had given him carte blanche to go in this direction. 
 
      
 
    Rhonda was puzzled. 
 
    The situation with the wife was ridiculous, but volatile, and then it had…disappeared. Just like that. Gone. 
 
    But what had happened? 
 
    “Hey, Jason? Is your wife…is she okay with me?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” And he grinned and smiled. 
 
    And he hurried home every day. Just a smile and a wave and he was gone. 
 
    No big deal, the business ran itself past a certain point, but what had happened to change Jason into such a smiling, almost goofy, fellow? 
 
    Then she saw the invoices. 
 
    Jason had bought all the chains and wood and sex toys through the company. It was a write off. 
 
    So Rhonda is examining receipts and sees the subjects, and starts to think. 
 
    Nothing wrong with wood. Everybody buys wood. A little home improvement stuff. 
 
    Chains. Well, that’s weird. But maybe he’s reinforcing something. Or maybe it’s decorative. 
 
    Handcuffs? Weird, kinky, odd. 
 
    Then receipts for the sex toys came in, and it hit her. 
 
    Jason imprisoned his wife! 
 
    He had built, or reinforced a spare room. He had sound proofed it. He had her chained to the wall, or the floor, or whatever. And he was doing things to her! 
 
    “Later, Rhonda!” he went out the door. 
 
    Rhonda’s mouth was slack. She mumbled good bye, and examined the receipts again. 
 
    She knew that Sally was being held prisoner and abused. 
 
    What should she do? 
 
    She couldn’t confront Jason on the matter. If he was violent…he might do something. 
 
    She had to find out more. She needed facts. 
 
    In a coincidence, Jason finished the garage on the night that Rhonda decided to do a little investigative work. 
 
    She made reservations for Jason and Sally at a swank restaurant, smiled when he left early for home, and followed him. 
 
     
 
    “Hey, honey, you ready?” 
 
    “Look at you,” Sally, chortled. 
 
    Jason was the epitome of nervous energy. He grinned and felt his groin. Inside his cage his cock was going totally bonkers. It was whipping and trying to push out and even stretching his balls away from his body. 
 
    Sally laughed. “You act like a virgin who thinks he’s going to get some. 
 
    “It’s been so long,” he said, “that I feel like a virgin. It’s been months!” 
 
    She patted his cheek, “And you’ve been a very bad boy, I know.” She walked past him towards the front door. 
 
    Sally drove, she had taken over driving duties from Jason, and he sat in the passenger seat and felt excited. 
 
    As soon as they turned the corner Rhonda pulled up to their house. 
 
    The street was isolated, not many houses, and she got out and went up to the front door. Crossing her fingers, hoping there wasn’t anybody else in the house, Rhonda tried the front door. 
 
    Open. 
 
    She walked in and quickly examined the house. 
 
    Everything was normal. Bedrooms were for sleeping, a computer room, a spare bedroom. Everything was nice and neat. 
 
    She looked in the backyard. A swimming pool, a neat garden, and…nothing else. 
 
    Rhonda frowned. Where was all the dungeon stuff? 
 
    She went through the kitchen, opened the door to the garage, and froze. 
 
    Bingo. Holy crap! 
 
    She stepped down into the gloom. Just enough lighting to see all the chains and the big A and the spanking bench, and…and a pegboard with whips and dildos and things on it. 
 
    And she went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    “Jason, I forgot my cell phone.” 
 
    “No prob. I’ve got mine.” 
 
    “No, I need mine.” Sally whipped a U-ey and headed back to the house. 
 
    She saw the strange car in front of the house and frowned. It hadn’t been there before, and nobody would park there if they were visiting somebody on the street. 
 
    Jason didn’t notice. 
 
    She stopped the car back a little ways, having a sneaking suspicion that somebody was burgling their house. 
 
    Yet she didn’t ask Jason to check it out, and for a good reason. She was the alpha. She trained in martial arts. He was desk bound and had no real muscle. 
 
    “I might need to find the mobile charger, so just be patient.” 
 
    “Okay,” he was looking at his own cell phone, anyway. 
 
    Sally stepped out of the car and walked, without letting her heels click, to the front door. 
 
    It was open. She knew she hadn’t left it open. She took off her heels and stepped into the foyer. She moved forward cautiously and peered first down the hallway. Nobody there. 
 
    She turned her head and saw the open garage door. She ran quickly, intuiting that she had the surprise. She entered the garage and couldn’t see clearly because it was gloomy. Somehow she found that she had picked up a rolling pin on the way through the kitchen, and she flung it down on the head of the shape in front of her. 
 
    Clunk! 
 
    And the shape just sort of evaporated down to the floor. 
 
    Now Sally was breathing heavily. Her chest was heaving and her blood was pounding. 
 
    She went back to the door and felt around, and there was an extra light switch. She clicked it and the room flooded with light. 
 
    It was a woman! She had conked a woman!\ 
 
    Sally turned Rhonda over and gasped. 
 
    The girl from the office! Rhonda! And she was here to see Jason! 
 
    That fucking Jason! He was seeing Rhonda on the sly! 
 
    Her mind raged, her anger had no limits, and just when she thought she couldn’t get any angrier…she became calm. 
 
    It happens. People get so mad they just blow out the back of their head and suddenly they are calm. 
 
    Sally looked around.  
 
    It was a beautiful dungeon. She had examined it a few times, and she was a bit surprised at how far Jason’s fantasies went, but…she had all the tools she needed. 
 
    She dragged Rhonda to the big A frame and cuffed her to the chains. It was difficult, Rhonda’s body was a bit limp, but Sally managed it, and then she put a penis gag in the poor woman’s mouth. 
 
    Rhonda started to come to. Her eyes fluttered. 
 
    Sally slapped Rhonda’s face. “Come into my home and steal my husband, eh? “ 
 
    Rhonda’s eyes opened wide, she struggled, and panicked, and went crazy in her bonds, but Jason had built well. 
 
    “Well, I’ll deal with you later.” 
 
    Sally turned and left the garage. 
 
      
 
    “That took a while,” observed Jason. 
 
    “Sorry about that. I couldn’t find the charger, but I have a hook up for the car.” 
 
    She plugged her cell phone in and they drove off for their night of celebration. 
 
     
 
    They went to Charley Coyote’s, the swankest of the swank when it came to high end but down and dirty restaurants. 
 
    Jason opened the door, held her seat, and treated Sally like a gentleman should. 
 
    Sally smiled, but…she seemed a little tight. 
 
    “Is everything all right, dear?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Are you going to have the prime rib?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know.” 
 
    “Oh, go ahead. How often do we celebrate? Waiter! We need some drinks, lots of drinks, so keep them coming!” 
 
    Jose grinned and gave her the thumbs up. 
 
    It was a good night at Charley Coyote’s, and they celebrated well. Lots of drinks, mostly for Jason, and Sally even ordered the special triple chocolate desert. A couple of hours later, after a few more drinks, for Jason, and a bit of dancing—well, actually dry humping—on the dance floor, it was time for them to go home. 
 
    Jason was feeling great. He was soused, and Sally had been so nice all night. She had touched him suggestively, hinted at a punishment beyond belief, and then, for her to hump him on the dance floor…he was happy and looking forward to the rest of the night. 
 
    The rest of the night, when he presented her with the dungeon, and when he finally got punished for being so bad. 
 
    Sally drove home slowly. Her mind was calm, and life was unfolding in an orderly manner. She could see what she was going to do, what was going to happen. 
 
    She pulled into the driveway, and Jason still missed that there was a car parked in the front of the house. 
 
    She parked and they got out and walked to the front door. 
 
    “Jason! Look! The door is open!” She hugged his arm, instilling in his mind that he was the great protector. 
 
    Jason whispered, “You didn’t leave it open?” 
 
    “Of course not!” 
 
    He stepped over the threshold. 
 
    She followed him. 
 
    He crossed the foyer, looked down the hallway towards the bedrooms. 
 
    Nothing there. 
 
    “Pssst! Look!” 
 
    Sally pointed through the kitchen. “The garage!” 
 
    Jason whispered, “Stay here.” He tip toed through the kitchen. 
 
    Sally followed him. 
 
    He stepped into the doorway and clicked the light switch. Across the garage Rhonda was standing, secured in the big A frame. She looked up, her eyes went wide and she yelled something, and Jason went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    “Unh…” Jason groaned. 
 
    “Hello, husband of mine.” 
 
    Blinking, he raised his head. 
 
    And was face to face with Rhonda! 
 
    He was tied onto the A frame! His body was pressed against his secretary’s! 
 
    And he had no clothes on! 
 
    And neither did Rhonda! 
 
    “So, I finally got the goods on you.” 
 
    Jason felt his penis stirring, Sally had taken the chastity tube off! 
 
    Rhonda’s eyes widened as she felt him getting harder. 
 
    Jason made a sound, but his mouth was filled with penis gag. 
 
    “I love the dungeon you built me, incidentally. It was tough getting both of you on the A frame, but I did it. How do you like it?” 
 
    His penis was now stiff and poking between Rhonda’s thighs. With a little movement he could put it in her. 
 
    And her chest! Rhonda had a good, healthy chest. It was big, and he could feel her breasts against him. He could feel her hard nipples poking into him. 
 
    “So, here we are. Me and you. And Rhonda makes three. And you’ve finally got her right where you want her. Pretty good, eh?” 
 
    “Mppphuumph!” Jason said. 
 
    Sally laughed. She came up next to the them, leaned on one of the beams that made the A frame, and whispered in his ear. “All that talk about liking to be punished. That was just to distract me. To stop me from seeing how you two were going on behind my back.” 
 
    Rhonda’s eyes were large, she tried to move a little, to get Jason’s cock away from her bush, but Sally had tied a length of rope around their waists, keeping them together. 
 
    “She’s already trying to fuck you, Jason. Isn’t that nice?” 
 
    “Mumphoom!” 
 
    “What’s that, honey? I can’t quite hear you.” 
 
    A tear squeezed out of Jason’s eye. Rhonda closed her eyes for a long second, then looked at him, tried to reassure him with her eyes. 
 
    It was all right. 
 
    It was going to be all right. 
 
    But it wasn’t. Jason’s cock was getting harder and harder. In spite of any guilt or misgivings that Jason had, his cock had a mind of its own. His cock smelled pussy, and it was going to get it! 
 
    Sally bent her knees, lowered, and watched as his cock wiggled and poked. 
 
    “Aw, isn’t that sweet? It wants to fuck her.” 
 
    She reached in and grabbed his cock. She angled it towards Rhonda’s pussy. She pushed the tip right in between the labia. 
 
    Rhonda gasped. 
 
    Jason shook his head, trying to tell her that he wasn’t doing this on purpose. 
 
    Sally stood up, “What? Cat got your your tongue? Let’s see what you have to say.” She pulled the penis gag out of Rhonda’s mouth. She held it so she could push it back in again, but Rhonda could speak. 
 
    “Please. Don’t do this. Jason and I…we aren’t…we didn’t…” 
 
    Rhonda pushed the penis gag back in. “You didn’t, eh? Could have fooled me. That feeble bullshit about him falling into the closet and you being pulled in afterward. Ha!” 
 
    She took out Jason’s penis gag, again holding it so she could put it back in easily. 
 
    “What do you have to say, Jason, dear?” 
 
    “I didn’t fuck Rhonda.” Then, to Rhonda, “Rhonda, I’m sorry about this. Please—“ Then the gag was reinserted. 
 
    “Oh, Gawd! You are so…so…” 
 
    She glared at Rhonda and Jason. Then: “So here’s how it’s going to go. Jason is going to fuck you, little Miss Rhonda. And when he does I will have it on video. That’s right. You’re going to fuck, I’ll film it, and then I’ll take you to divorce court. When I’m done with you you’ll have nothing!” 
 
    Jason stared, horrified. His wife had gone bonkers! This made no sense! 
 
    “So get to fucking, my fine, feathered friends. The sooner you fuck the sooner this will all be over.” 
 
    Jason shook his head, tears streaming. 
 
    Rhonda just appeared thoughtful. 
 
    “Mmmmph!” she said. 
 
    “Oh, does little Missy Wissy husband stealer have something to say?” 
 
    Sally pulled the gag out of Rhonda’s mouth. 
 
    “Rhonda licked her lips, caught her breath, and blurted, “It’s okay, Jason. She knows, so just fuck me. Fuck me and enjoy me. I can’t wait to feel your hard cock in my pussy. Just like last time.” 
 
    Sally had not expected that, and she goggled for a second, then pushed the gag back in. She snarled, “So…you did! I knew it! I knew it!” 
 
    Sally went to the wall and selected a whip. It was a short one with lots of strands. She stepped behind Jason and started whipping him. 
 
    SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! 
 
    Jason lurched with each impact, which drove his cock head into Rhonda’s pussy. 
 
    Rhonda, crying, nodded that it was all right. 
 
    “Fuck her, Jason! Fuck her!” 
 
    And he did. His cock slid in, all the way. Their hips met, and she was penetrated. 
 
    And glad. 
 
    She liked Jason. He was a good boss and a nice person. 
 
    Hell, she had fucked worse, and if she had to fuck him, the sooner they fucked the sooner this would all be over. 
 
    Except…she felt a spark inside. She felt a warmth. She felt a closeness to Jason beyond just sex. Her eyes opened. 
 
    His eyes opened. This was good. He hadn’t expected this. 
 
    SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! 
 
    With each stroke he drove his penis deeper into Rhonda. Deeper and deeper. And now the insidious nature of the forced fuck could be felt. 
 
    Jason wanted to be punished. To be punished he had to be bad, even though he was never bad. But fucking Rhonda was definitely being bad, so he was being bad and getting punished all at the same time. 
 
    In fact, the more he was punished the more bad he was! 
 
    Rhonda felt his thrusts deeply. She felt his hot flesh inside her. She banged back, tilted her hips, tried to get as much of him as she could into herself. 
 
    “I knew it!” screamed Sally. “I knew it!” 
 
    Their bodies were one, their mouths, in spite of the penis gags, were touching in a bizarre kiss. Their eyes were speaking immense volumes. 
 
    SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! 
 
    Then Jason began ignoring the pain on his ass. He ignored the way she was beating him. He focused on this beautiful woman he was attached to. 
 
    Which enraged Sally all the more. 
 
    SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! 
 
    Jason didn’t care. Punishment meant nothing in the face of true love. A man will go through anything to find the one, perfect person that is totally right for him. 
 
    Rhonda felt him submit to her. Not to Sally, who was demanded submission, but to her. Sally was doing the work, but Rhonda was getting the benefits. 
 
    And Sally felt him leaving her. More and more. Detaching, going away, giving himself to someone else. 
 
    It infuriated her. It raised her to screeching insanity levels. And, finally, she blew through all the rage and stopped. 
 
    She had gone too far and her mind had overloaded. 
 
    And, in a strange way, it had reset. 
 
    She stood behind Jason, breathing heavily, and there was a part of her that wondered what the hell was going on. 
 
    She was beating her husband. 
 
    And she was losing him. 
 
    What was she doing? 
 
    She stepped around and took the gags out of their mouths. 
 
    Jason and Rhonda ignored her, kissed, and wiggle their bodies against each other. 
 
    “Well…” said Sally. “Well…” Then she left the basement. Just turned around and walked out. 
 
    Jason spurted deep inside of Rhonda. His cock stiffened and squirted, and Rhonda felt a big splatter of semen deep within. And another, and another.  
 
    She felt several months worth of denial painting her insides, and it felt so good. She sagged even as she tilted her hips and tried to drink more of him. 
 
    And they kissed. 
 
    And the, when it was all done, they just laid against each other, felt each other. 
 
    For the next few hours they talked in whispers. They were, after all, still secured to the big beams of the A frame. 
 
    He told her he loved her, and tried to explain about his life with Sally. 
 
    She told him she loved him, and that everything was all right. They would figure a way out of this mess. 
 
      
 
    Four hours later, the middle of the night, Rhonda and Jason dozing against each other, Sally came back into the garage. 
 
    She was now drunk. She hadn’t drunk much at Charley Coyote’s, but she had drunk a lot the last few hours. 
 
    She had lost her husband. She knew it. And a part of her knew that it was all her own fault. 
 
    Had Rhonda and Jason fucked? Maybe. Probably. But it didn’t matter because they had certainly fucked now. 
 
    She went to the wall and selected a paddle. She went behind Jason and slapped his ass. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Jason woke up. 
 
    Rhonda came awake. 
 
    “Well, husband and harlot, what do you have to say for yourselves?” 
 
    Jason said, “I love you.” 
 
    Which shocked the hell out of Sally. She had expected denials, begging, anything except his simple statement. 
 
    “I have always loved you. And now I love somebody else, too.” 
 
    Sally started crying. She could handle that he loved somebody else, but to know that he still loved her…it was too much! 
 
    “So this is what is going to happen,” Jason said. “First you will let us out of this. We need sleep and food. We’re tired. And you really gave my ass a blistering. And then we’re going to sit down and discuss this whole situation. Divorce is stupid. We can all live together. Maybe Rhonda and I can get into being the ones doing the spanking. Maybe not. But I know that you can spank me any day you want. Any condition. Every time you spank me it’s like a declaration of love, that you care. Rhonda, you can move in with us. We’ve got plenty of room. My dick will be available to my wife, my first wife, and, of course, it will always be available to you. Maybe you can get into spanking me. Lord knows I need it. But even if you can’t, Sally will be more than willing to spank me enough for both of us. Do you understand? Rhonda?” 
 
    Big tears fell from Rhonda’s eyes, and she nodded and said, “Yes.” 
 
    “Sally? Honey? Do you understand?” 
 
    Now Sally was crying even more. She hadn’t lost her husband. Her fears were of naught. And she would be able to punish him, to strap him and whip him to her heart’s content, and he wold still love her. And if she didn’t feel like fucking him, that was okay. Rhonda would do that for her. 
 
    And so Jason and Sally and Rhonda entered into a wonderful relationship. 
 
    Sally spanked Jason, and Jason fucked Rhonda, and all were sated in their desires. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Honey, you have to try this.” 
 
    I looked at Ralph, sighed, then took the little box. It was white with some pukey purplish boxes on it. The headline and major claims were in bold and easy to read. 
 
    ‘Macaria V18 spray…Advanced Technology…guaranteed to improve vaginal tightness…’  
 
    “What the fuck is this!” 
 
    “Honey!” he begged. 
 
    I glanced through the remainder of the description on the box. Apparently there were three ‘sticks,’ to be inserted, and they guaranteed to rejuvenate natural pussy tightness. I couldn’t believe it. 
 
    “Where did you get this?” 
 
    “On the net. There’s lots of products like these…come on. You’ve got to try it.” 
 
    “There’s no way I’m going to put this stuff in me. Stuff off the internet? Are you crazy?” 
 
    “But it’s from Bangkok! It’s specially formulated! It’s guaranteed to work.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, it looks like it’s already worked on your brain. Stick one in each ear and scramble, those are my instructions.” 
 
    “But, Bonnie! Come on! You need something like this.” 
 
    My jaw dropped. Then my eyes tightened up, and I growled, “are you saying that I’m too loose down there?” 
 
    Ralph blinked and realized he had gone too far. Stupid man, he tried to blunder his way out of it. 
 
    “It’s not that you’re loose. It’s just that…you know…we do it a lot, and every muscle needs to get massaged, and this will help with—“ 
 
    I grabbed his shirt front, which was funny. I’m five foot six and he’s six feet, and I shook him so hard a button popped off his shirt. “You egotistical asshole! You’re saying that your big, huge, giant-sized cock, which is, by the way, sort of a normal seven inches, has stretched out my cunt until I’m a loose fuck. Is that what you’re saying.” 
 
    “No…no…I…” he backpedaled. He realized there was no way out of this dilemma he had created for himself. 
 
    I was moving forward, and even though he outweighed me, I had pushed first and he was backing up. He hit the couch and sat down with an “oomph!” 
 
    “Listen, ‘little man,’ if you ever bring this subject up again then you better have the divorce papers in one and your dick in the other. You got that!” 
 
    “Uh, yes…yes, dear.” 
 
    I snorted and walked away, and my head was filled with thoughts concerning how my hubbie could be such a bone brain, a pea wit, a knuckle head. I mean, putting some strange concoction up my vagina just because he thinks he’s big? Fuck. I had had bigger cocks than his before we were married, and the thought of them kept me warm on cold nights. What an idiot! 
 
      
 
    The problem was, hubbie was smart enough, and he got a hold of these stupid ideas, and he focused on them. 
 
    I thought I had been emphatic enough that he would give up the idea of me inserting some stupid kind of ‘pussy tightener’ into my body. But, not so. 
 
    I was to find out later that he immediately began figuring out ways to administer his evil concoction without me finding out. 
 
    How does one insert a foreign substance into a woman without her knowing it? 
 
    His solution was easy. He took the three little ‘sticks,’ the suppositories on little poles, and he ground them up into paste. He used three because he figured that one wouldn’t be enough, that it would be diluted, but three… 
 
    Just another case of stupid, though. Three ended up being three times as strong. 
 
    Then he put it into my douche bulb. 
 
    I’m a clean girl. I attend to my vagina once a month. I simply put  a little warm, soapy water into my douche bottle, take a shower, insert, and I’m all clean. Being clean is good. I like clean. 
 
    So, the next Sunday morning being my douche day, Ralph was stirring about early (putting his concoction into my douche bulb) I got up, stepped into the shower, and cleansed my body. Then I added the warm, soapy water, shook the pinkish bulb, and did my cleansing.  
 
    Nice pussy. Clean pussy. Ready to go pussy. 
 
    I stepped out and Ralph happened to be there.  
 
    “Hey, hey,” he chirped, eyeing my luscious body. And it is luscious. I have 36 DDs. My hair is long, I’ve kept my waist trim, and…and he held up a towel and started drying me off. 
 
    “Oh, ho!” I exclaimed as he rubbed my breasts. He spent a lot of time drying my breasts. 
 
    “Ahhhh!” I sighed as he bent his head to my nipples and began sucking. 
 
    “Fuck!” I whispered, as he pressed the towel into my pussy and started massaging me. 
 
    So there I was, getting hornicized, his hands all over me, and what was I going to do? Go knit? 
 
    I grabbed his cock and fell to my knees and began to suck. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” he moaned.  
 
    I grabbed his testicles and massaged them.  
 
    “Crap, that feels good.” 
 
    I put my finger up his ass and wiggled. 
 
    “Oh, shit!” he yelped. He wiggled his butt and tried to take in more of my finger. Ralph really likes it when I stimulate his asshole. 
 
    But it was my hole that needed stimulating right then. 
 
    We kissed and he backed me into the bedroom. He groped my tits, then grabbed my butt and lifted me onto the bed. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” I moaned. 
 
    “Fuck, yes,” he grunted. 
 
    Then he was on the bed, between my legs, and pushing his cock into me. 
 
    “Fuuu…” I whispered. “That feels good!” 
 
    “It should,” he chortled. 
 
    I didn’t get it. 
 
    He began pumping me, ramming in and out. A subtle guy Ralph is not. But, regardless it felt good. I mean, when the cock isn’t all the huge a little ramming helps, right? 
 
    And he asked, at one point, “How does it feel, baby?” 
 
    I didn’t get it. 
 
    “Oh, you feel so big!” 
 
    Actual, it felt like usual. No difference at all. A guy with a normal sized cock fucking a normal sized pussy. 
 
    Hey! I’m not knocking it, I loved the goof, and sex between lovers is ALWAYS good. 
 
    And, let’s face it, when I said he was so big I was saying what smart women have been saying from time immemorial. We know guys have fragile egos. We know the right things to say to make them feel good. We don’t want to hurt feelings. 
 
    And, I didn’t get it. 
 
    “Oh….here it comes…here…here…AHHHH!” 
 
    He squirted deep inside me. 
 
    Fuck. I wasn’t close. I still had some time left, but that’s the way it is. Guy cums, girl fakes it, girl waits till he’s gone and masturbates. And that’s okay. I know that girls take a little longer, and guys, well, they tend to shoot quick. 
 
    So I lay there for a moment, his bulk laying on me, then I shoved him off. “Move it, slick.” 
 
    He rolled onto his back and lay there breathing, trying to recover from what I believed to be an incredible sexual experience with a gorgeous woman. 
 
    I got off the bed and went into the bathroom to clean his mess out of me. There was the fluffy, white towel that he had dried me with. I picked it up, saw the yellow stain, and frowned. What was a big, yellow stain doing on my…I got it. 
 
    “YOU SON OF A BITCH!” 
 
    I charged back into the bedroom. He sat up, and I saw it in his eyes. Guilty. 
 
    “You put that stuff, that pussy shrinker into my douche bottle! You fucking moron! You brainless cock! You fucking…” I went off for some time, used up all my vocabulary, made up some new vocabulary, and used that up. 
 
    He sat on the bed looking sheepish. And he wasn’t smiling. I was too serious for that. I finished up with, “Take me to the hospital right now!” 
 
    “What?” His eyes grew big. 
 
    “You just fucking poisoned me, your own wife, and I want medical attention.” 
 
     
 
    We walked into the emergency room. I was carrying the empty box of Macaria V 18 in my purse. I strode up to the desk and said, “I need to see a doctor right now.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. What is the problem?”  
 
    She was a sweet, innocent, little nursie thing, probably new on the job, and her eyes opened and her face froze when I snarled, “This bone headed excuse for a dick put a foreign substance up my pussy.” 
 
    Oh, I was pissed. 
 
    And she was flustered, but she called an older nurse into the room. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am?” Large and imposing, looked like Nurse Ratshit in ‘The Cuckoo’s Nest’ movie. But she wasn’t mean. She was kind, and she was on my side right from the get go. 
 
    I took the empty box out of my purse and handed it to her. I motioned to Ralph, who was standing there trying to blend into the floor. I mean, it was embarrassing, and I wasn’t done. I said, “This ass cunt next to me put this stuff into my douche bottle.” 
 
    She put on her reading glasses, which were hanging around her neck, and examined the empty box. She read. She looked at Ralph, and that one look was better than all the things I had said to him. She just shriveled him up faster than…than if he had taken a bath in Macaria V18. 
 
    “You did—“ she stopped herself from chewing Ralph a new one and turned back to me. “First door on the left.” She pointed down the hallway. 
 
    I went to the door, Ralph dragging his pathetic ass after me, and entered the room. Nurse Ratshit, whose name actually happened to be Emmie Johnson, met me there. 
 
    She asked me obligatory questions, pulled up my records, and summoned a doctor. A female doctor. And she kept glancing at Ralph, who was trying to look at nothing. 
 
    The doc was a small, little Asian lady. And it was good that she was Asian. She said, “Macaria V 18? Oh, Lord.” 
 
    “What?” I asked, starting to panic. 
 
    “I’m going to have to examine you in the next room.” 
 
    She and Nurse Emma told Ralph to stay put and escorted me into the next room. 
 
    “Sit right there,” she pointed to a seat, and sat down on a little rolling swivel stool. 
 
    I sat, and  she smiled. “That stuff is absolutely harmless.” 
 
    “Oh!” I sighed in relief. 
 
    “However, your husband is not.” 
 
    “I know. I can’t believe…” 
 
    She held a hand up. “I do have some medicine for him. Do you feel like having a little fun?” 
 
    “Fun?” I tilted my head in question and smiled. “Fun is my maiden name.” 
 
    “Before it became Stupid?” Nurse Emma quipped. 
 
    I blinked, then got it. And it was funny. “Oh, you’re good,” I said. 
 
    “If you think I’m good, wait until you hear what Doc Lee has to say.” 
 
    “I turned to the doctor,” and she laid out her plan. 
 
    At the end, I nodded. “I’m in. All the way.” 
 
    We trooped back into the room where Ralph was waiting. We all had somber looks on our faces. He jumped up. “Doc? Is everything all right?” 
 
    “Sit down, Mr. Haroldson. I have some bad news.” 
 
    “Oh, no! What’s wrong?” 
 
    He kept looking at me. He was actually wringing his hands. 
 
    “Well, Mr. Haroldson, there are several complications.” 
 
    “Oh, no…” 
 
    “Your wife has…the substance you placed in her vagina, it results in a condition called, ‘yadoangetnonitus.’ She spoke it fast, placed her hand in front of her mouth and mumbled it, but I caught it. Fortunately, I have good self control and I didn’t laugh. 
 
    “Yado—-yado—“ 
 
    “It’s a long technical term, but the result is that your wife’s vagina has shrunk several times. It is very miniscule now, and it must be allowed to become larger.” 
 
    “What?” he was frowning, trying to keep up with the good doctor. 
 
    “Yes, too tight for intercourse. It might be several months, even a year, before she can have sex again.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I could see the twin paths of his cock headed thinking. 
 
    One, alarm for me. 
 
    Two, alarm for the fact that my legs would be closed and he wouldn’t be getting any. 
 
    “That’s right, it’s a reaction to those awful chemicals you induced into her vagina. A terrible thing.” 
 
    Nurse Emma actually slapped the back of Ralph’s head and muttered, “Terrible.” She looked exactly like Nurse Ratshit right then, and it was all I could do not to laugh. 
 
    “Nurse Johnson,” Doctor Lee chided. “Mr Haroldson is not a bad man. He was just trying to help his wife. Weren’t you?” 
 
    “Yeah…I was just trying to help her.” 
 
    “Idiot,” whispered Nurse Emma. 
 
    Doctor Lee leaned forward. “So she should have no sex for six months, and then we can re-evaluate. Okay?” 
 
    “Okay. but…she’s going to be all right?” 
 
    “Hopefully, with the right help.” 
 
    “Oh, good,” he sighed. “I was worried.” He looked at me. “Honey, I’m so sorry. If I had ever suspected…I wouldn’t have—“ 
 
    “There is something you can do to help her recover.” 
 
    “Sure! Anything!” 
 
    “Well, there are a couple of specific things that will aid in her recovery.” 
 
    “Okay. what are they?” 
 
    “Well, first, I know this might be a little embarrassing, but there are chemicals in human saliva that tend to nullify immediate effects.” 
 
    He was frowning as he tried to think this through. “What kind of effects?” 
 
    “Well, for instance, if she starts feeling an itch in her vagina you should immediately apply saliva.” 
 
    “Oh, like…like spit in my hand and—“ 
 
    Doctor Lee shook here head. 
 
    “What? But…” 
 
    “The saliva must be fresh. Air tends to reduce the benefits, so you will have to apply it directly with your mouth.” 
 
    His mouth opened. He blinked. Ralph didn’t like to give oral sex. Oh, he liked it when I gave it, but as for his own pristine mouth…no way. 
 
    “Now, the second thing,” Doctor Lee went right past his shock and  potential objections. “Your wife must remain off her feet as much as possible.” It’s okay if she walks a bit, but she shouldn’t engage in any rigorous chores. 
 
    “Like mow the lawn?” 
 
    Nurse Ratshit touched the back of his head, not gently. “Idiot.” 
 
    “Oh, Lord, no. She shouldn’t mow the law, or vacuum, or do the dishes, or any household chores. As simple and easy as these types of chores might seem, they will aggravate her condition. I would recommend she take her meals in bed, you’ll have to take care of the house, and…” she shrugged, “Maybe she’ll recover. In a year or so.” 
 
    “Okay…okay…” but his eyes looked a little glassy. 
 
    “And, the third thing.” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “It seems that alcohol is of considerable benefit in helping people recover from this…this…” she held up the box. 
 
    Oh, Lord. Ralph was a sight. He was totally dumfounded and hang dogged. I was blinking to keep from laughing. 
 
    “So if she complains of a rash, you should immediately pour her…” she turned to me, “What do you like to drink?” 
 
    “Oh, um…” I felt like I was going to lose it any second, “I like wine spritzers.” 
 
    “Excellent.” 
 
    “And an occasional whiskey. Bourbon and Coke. The good stuff.” 
 
    “Excellent. You are a good patient already.” She turned to Ralph and spoke in a thoroughly professional manner. “The patient, if she complains of a rash, even if you can’t see a rash there might be one there—women are so much more perceptive in these matters—then you should fetch her the drink of her choice. Wine spritzers and Coke and Bourbon are excellent drinks, though if she wishes something else you should get her what she wants. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” he nodded. “Yes, doctor.” 
 
    Doctor Lee nodded, then she dropped the other shoe. “Now, there is another problem.” 
 
    “Oh, no.” 
 
    “Oh, yes. You see, you put your penis in an infected vagina. It’s almost like an STD, but worse. We’re going to have to examine you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The Macaria V18 might have gotten on your penis.” 
 
    “What…what does that mean?” 
 
    “It means that I have to examine you.” 
 
    He stood there in shock. His mouth opening and closing, his eyes blinking. 
 
    “Do you want me to take off my shirt?” 
 
    “Everything, Mr. Haroldson.” 
 
    “Everything?” he squeaked. 
 
    “Everything.” 
 
    He stood there and looked at us. He’s sort of shy, and he started turning red. 
 
    “Unbutton your shirt, Mr. Haroldson.” 
 
    “Oh…do I…” 
 
    “Take your clothes off, dummy,” I snapped. I had to snap. I was too close to busting out in laughter. 
 
    So he did. Button by button, buckle and zipper, and shortly he was standing there, his whole body a bright red, his hands in front of his penis. 
 
    “All right, Mr. Haroldson, sit right there and let’s listen to you.” She put the ends of her stethoscope into her ears and began listening to his chest. 
 
    “Hmm.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Don’t talk, please.” 
 
    She listened to his chest, his back. “Yes…uh huh.” 
 
    “Doc?” 
 
    “Quiet,” and nurse Johnson slapped him on the back of the head. the first slap had been light, the second a little more, and this third one a bit more. 
 
    He looked at her reproachfully, but she glared him down. 
 
    “Okay, now your penis.” 
 
    “My…” 
 
    “Your dick, stupid,” I said. 
 
    He started to look at me reproachfully, but I followed Nurse Johnson’s example and glared him down. 
 
    He stood up and turned to the doctor. He was limp. 
 
    Of course he was. We had just fucked an hour before. 
 
    “Uh,” he said, looking at his penis. 
 
    The doctor looked up at him. “It doesn’t get hard?” 
 
    “Well, uh…I can make it hard.” 
 
    “We need a good erection for this exam.” 
 
    “Oh, uh…well…” 
 
    “Make it hard, Ralph,” I suggested. 
 
    “Well, I…uh…” 
 
    “Play with it.” 
 
    “Right here? In front of everybody?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Well, uh…usually I look at porn,” he explained, his face getting even redder. 
 
    Nurse Johnson laughed cruelly. “You need porn to get it up?” 
 
    Ralph looked like he was going to shrink right through the floor. 
 
    Doctor Lee said, “We don’t have any porn.” 
 
    “Well, uh…I…” 
 
    “He just needs to play with himself,” I said. 
 
    So, beet red, totally and utterly shamed, Ralph took his tool in hand and started manipulating it. 
 
    We watched him for a while. He wasn’t having much success. Usually I was sorry when he couldn’t get it up afterwards. He did sometimes leave me wanting more, but this time I exulted. I had fucked him good. 
 
    Nurse Ratshit: “It’s pretty small. Maybe that’s why it isn’t getting hard.” 
 
    Doc Lee: “He is small, but that shouldn’t stop him from having erections. I think it’s the disease.” 
 
    Ralph: “Oh, no. Really?” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “What…what are we going to do?” 
 
    “To be sure, I’m going to have to give you a prostate exam.” 
 
    “A prostate…” 
 
    “Yes.” She opened a drawer and took out some gloves. She snapped them on and said. “Bend over the exam table, Mr. Haroldson.” 
 
    Ralph was actually trembling as he bent over the table. 
 
    “Let me help,” Nurse Johnson said. She grabbed his buns and pulled them apart. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “Don’t be such a baby,” I snapped. 
 
    But he was whimpering and couldn’t stop. 
 
    Dr. Lee stood behind him and looked at me. She held up one finger. I knew immediately what she meant. I shook my head. 
 
    She held up two fingers. I shook my head. 
 
    She held up three, and I smiled and nodded. 
 
    She smiled. She slapped a big glob of jelly on his ass and inserted three fingers. 
 
    Ralph grunted. 
 
    She began moving the fingers around, reaming him, pushing further and further into him. 
 
    “Ooh,” Ralph groaned. 
 
    She pushed until her fingers wouldn’t go in any more. “How does that feel.” 
 
    Ralph moaned. 
 
    “Mr. Haroldson? How does that feel.” 
 
    “Oh…it feels…okay.” 
 
    “He’s getting an erection,” said Nurse Johnson. 
 
    “Oh, that’s bad,” murmured Doctor Lee. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Measure him.” 
 
    Nurse Johnson yanked his prick down and held a tape measure to it. It read seven inches. 
 
    Doctor Lee pulled her fingers out and pulled her gloves off. She handed Ralph some tissue and we watched him wipe his butt. There was a lot of jelly, and he had to keep wiping and wiping, and it was getting more and more embarrassing. 
 
    Doctor Lee wrote on a clipboard, and Nurse Johnson and I waited. 
 
    “Sit down, Mr. Haroldson. I have some bad news for you.” 
 
    “What? What?” He sat on a chair, and actually slid a little bit. He still had a bunch of jelly on his cheeks. He was positively squooshing. 
 
    “Mr. Haroldson. Because you put your penis in an infected vagina you have contracted the condition. You have yadoangetnonitus.” She coughed a little and disguised the word just enough so he couldn’t figure it out. 
 
    “What am I going to do?” 
 
    “Well, the good news, if there is any, is that you, as a male, will require treatments that are pretty much the opposite of your wife’s. No sex for a year. Don’t even masturbate. And you should engage in light work. Vacuuming, mowing the lawn, that sort of thing. And, finally, there are enzymes in vaginal juices that will help alleviate your condition.” 
 
    I thought she was done, but the coup de grace was about to rear its head. 
 
    “And, about your penis…” 
 
    “What about my penis?” 
 
    “How long is it?” 
 
    “Nine inches.” 
 
    “Tell the truth, you sap,” I said. 
 
    Nurse Ratshit slapped the back of his head. 
 
    “Ow! Okay. It’s seven inches.” 
 
    “Not very big, is it,” snickered Nurse Ratshit. 
 
    “It’s big enough!” He protested. 
 
    “For a midget. A small midget.” 
 
    Ralph didn’t say anything to that, but his face showed it all. He had never been so shamed in his life. 
 
    Doctor Lee: “Well, sad to say, it has shrunk.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She held up the tape measure, her finger on the five inch mark. 
 
    “And considerably.” 
 
    “What? Oh, no!” 
 
    “And if you don’t follow the regimen I have described for you, no sex, no alcohol, light work, lots of vaginal juice…it might shrink more.” 
 
    “Honey,” I said. “If you get down to three inches I’m leaving you.” 
 
    He looked down at his cock. “But it looks regular like.” 
 
    Dr. Lee reached for a big thick book on a shelf. She opened it and thumbed through it. “Here we go. Uh, it appears that you will be suffering from perceptual problems. That’s a psychiatric problem. Would you like to discuss your problems with a psychiatrist?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    She closed the book. “And it does say that there may be times when it will appear normal, but it won’t stay that way, and if you don’t follow my medical advice it will definitely shrink. A lot.” 
 
    “Three inches?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s possible.” 
 
    “Oh…no…no…” He was still bright red, but he was also ashen. Sort of a paler bright red. He looked at his penis sadly. “And there’s nothing I can do?” He looked at Doctor Lee. 
 
    “Well, there is one thing…I sort of hesitate to mention it, because manly men…men who are very manly, they don’t like to…” 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “Anal stimulation.” 
 
    Ralph actually slid down a little bit, he was swooning, and I caught him and held him up. 
 
    “Come on, honey. Let’s go get started on our medicine.” 
 
    “I…I…” he couldn’t even talk as I helped him from the office. 
 
    I looked back. Doctor Lee nodded. Nurse Johnson raised a fist in victory.  
 
    I smiled, and we left the hospital.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Better help me to bed,” I said. 
 
    He rounded the car and opened my door. He gently held my arm and helped me to the house. 
 
    “I can’t believe you poisoned me,” I murmured softly. 
 
    “Oh, honey. I’m sorry. I was stupid. Will you ever forgive me?” 
 
    “Probably not,” I sniffed.  
 
    He helped me through the house and into the bedroom. “Help me out of my clothes.” 
 
    He gently helped me out of my clothes and into bed. As I laid back I could feel his eyes on my breasts. 
 
    It’s funny, he had just squirted, but all the stuff that happened in the doctor’s office was getting to him. He had been naked in front of three women, his asshole had been played with, and his cock had been handled. I could tell that he had a boner in his pants. 
 
    I covered up a giggle and said, “You’d better get me a wine spritzer. I’m feeling a little itchy down there.” 
 
    He ran for the kitchen. I fluffed the pillows and laid back. I smiled. I was loving this medical treatment, and it hadn’t even got going. 
 
    He returned and handed me the wine spritzer. I took a sip. Hmmm. Good. 
 
    “Well, I’ll—“ 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “If I’m going to be bed ridden for a while…is there any way you could bring the TV in here?” 
 
    He blinked. We had a big screen, and he loved to sit on the couch in his underwear and drink beer and shout at football players. 
 
    “Well, uh…”  
 
    “Please? I’m hurting, and I have to stay here, and it would mean so much to me.” 
 
    He gulped, and nodded. 
 
    So I lay in bed and watched as he got out the drill and punched a couple of holes in the wall. Then he put up the hardware and mounted the TV. 
 
    Ah, great! 
 
    I turned it on. I flipped through the channels and found ‘Bridesmaids.’ 
 
    Ralph stared at the screen. He hated chick flicks. And he especially hate Bridesmaids.  
 
    And, tell the truth, I don’t blame him…I watched it enough that I knew all the lines, and he heard enough, even while running from the room, to know the lines. Poor boy. 
 
    “Uh, honey?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Could you…I was sort of planning on watching…” 
 
    “Thank you for putting this up for me. This is just what I needed to take my mind off my disease. Are you going to mow the lawn now?” 
 
    He visibly shrank in front of me. I mean, his shoulders slumped and his head went down. He was planning on watching football. ‘Ha!’ to that. 
 
    I turned back to the TV, took a sip of my wine spritzer, and he left the room. A couple of minutes later I heard the mower going in the front yard. 
 
    Ah, this was the life. 
 
    Except I needed one more thing. I jumped out of bed and ran for my bottom dresser drawer. I grabbed my trusty vibrator and ran back to bed. 
 
    I plugged the super duty thing in, lay back and spread, and started diddling my brains out. 
 
    There’s a trick to a good vibrator cum. 
 
    I know some gals just start jamming it in, swirling it around, hit the vibrate switch, and grunt their joy out. 
 
    No, no. That’s all wrong. 
 
    First you have to diddle your nipples. Take a little time, watch a handsome stud on TV, or just get the idea of one in your head. Imagine that it’s him sucking on your nipples. Go around and around the nipple, pushing the nipple a bit as you go, until it is as hard a rock. 
 
    Then, flicking your nipple lightly, move the vibrator down to the pussy. But don’t just jam it in! 
 
    Instead, rub it lightly up and down your labia. Explore the folds, take your time, and let the heat build. 
 
    After a while you are breathing hard, and the desire to finish yourself off rises. 
 
    Don’t do it. 
 
    Instead, focus the vibrator on your clitoris. 
 
    Soon you are gasping, and you really want to squirt your brains out. 
 
    Whether you do it now is optional. 
 
    But there is always the asshole. That is an erogenous zone of a whole different caliber.  
 
    But don’t just jam it in. Take your time. Suck your nipple, moving from one to the other, use one hand to finger bang yourself, it’s okay if you insert and get a little rough with that finger. And your other hand teases your bunghole. 
 
    Oh, baby, it won’t be long till you are on the edge of the biggest squirt in the universe! 
 
    So, I followed my advice and got ready to pop. I was gasping, gulping. My pussy was on fire. My breasts felt so spectacular, and…and…BANG! The front door slammed. 
 
    Cursing, I hid the vibrator under my pillow and laid back and pretended to be dozing. 
 
    Ralph stuck his head through the doorway. 
 
    I opened my eyes and murmured. “Hi, honey. What is it?” 
 
    “Oh, I finished the lawn, I was wondering if you were still watching TV.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah, sort of. I’m dozing a bit, but it’s so comforting to wake up and watch a little, then doze a bit. 
 
    “Oh. Okay, then you…” 
 
    I knew what he was going to do; he was going to ask if he could watch football. 
 
    “Honey, I’m sorry, but the doctor…what she said…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “My pussy is starting to itch. I mean, it’s really itching. Could you… do you think you could…apply some saliva? 
 
    Oh, the look on his face. I mean, he was absolutely crushed. He hated eating my pussy, and here he had to do it. 
 
    “It would feel so good, and I know it will help the itching go away. could you?” 
 
    “Uh…yeah. I guess…” 
 
    “And, if you could take your clothes off and wash first…you’ve got grass cuttings all over you.” 
 
    “Yeah. Sure.” 
 
    He took off his clothes and stepped into the shower. A minute later he was drying himself off. I noted that his dick was very hard. God, I wanted a piece of that, but, sigh (giggle) doctor’s orders. 
 
    He came to the bed and gently crawled up next to me.  
 
    I kissed him. No way he was going to rub me off a quickie. I was horny, extra horny from not having cum and from just being on the edge, and I wanted everything he could give me. 
 
    Minus the dick, of course. 
 
    He returned my kiss and began chewing on my mouth.  
 
    Heh. He was horny, too. In spite of just cumming this morning, he was getting hot. 
 
    “Suck my breasts,” I whispered. 
 
    He had no trouble doing that. He lowered his head and began tonguing and then sucking on my nipples. 
 
    “They’re hard,” he whispered. 
 
    Oh, yeah. They were little statues. Standing up and rejoicing. 
 
    “Now…” I pushed his head down. 
 
    I could feel his reticence, but he slid down my body and put his head between my legs. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” I mumbled as he slithered his tongue along the labia. 
 
    “Fuck!” I gasped as he sucked on the clitoris. Heysoos! I had just been vibrating the crap out of my clit, and him sucking it now, I could feel tendrils of sexual electricity shooting out from my pussy. 
 
    Then his whole mouth was kissing my vagina. He was Frenching my slit, and it felt like heaven exploding. 
 
    He might not like to eat pussy, but that doesn’t mean he wasn’t good at it. 
 
    I grabbed his hair with one hand and hit the back of his head with the other. 
 
    “Hey!” he yelped, and even that short exclamation shot into my pussy and made me arch and moan. 
 
    For a long minute he ate, and I began smushing my pelvis into his face. 
 
    “I…can’t…breath…” he sounded all garbly.  
 
    “Almost there…almost…almo…AIIIIIEEEE!” 
 
    I have never such a violent cum in my life. I mean, my pelvis tilted up and locked. My back was arched and frozen, and I could feel the muscles in my pussy clamping down, again and again and again. 
 
    He was caught, trapped, and I didn’t care if he ever breathed again. I mean, this was it…this was the cum I had been waiting all my life for. 
 
    And, I started to come down. My body sagged, I sprawled, I tried to catch my breath. 
 
    He finally emerged from between my legs. He gasped for breath, couldn’t breath. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said, it’s just that…that…” 
 
    “It was good,” he managed. He turned over and lay next to me. 
 
    “Fuck. It was good. Your tongue is better than your dick.” 
 
    “It is?” 
 
    I glanced at him. son of a bitch, he actually was feeling a bit of pride! 
 
    Well, of course. He had caused an effect. Men usually are pleased when they get a woman to cum. 
 
    But this cum…it was magnificent, and I didn’t begrudge him a bit of magnificent pride. 
 
    He had done all right. 
 
    “Come here, honey.” 
 
    We rolled together and held each other. We cuddled, something else he is not fond of. And the TV spoke of Bridesmaids. And I was quite happy. What more could I ask for? After this? 
 
    But there was one thing, and I realized it after a half hour of holding on to him, not letting him go. 
 
    “Honey? Could you go buy me a box of chocolates?” 
 
    He jerked his head up and stared at me. 
 
    Now, here’s the thing. Normally, he would have said no. He would have laughed it off, but this time was different. 
 
    How was it different? 
 
    It was different because I felt his hard cock against my leg, and I reached down and grabbed it. I held it, stroked it lightly. I whispered. “Just one, little, box of chocolates. Maybe Lady Godiva. That’s the good stuff. And then maybe I’ll stroke you a bit more.” 
 
    Oh, he was easy. He was breathing hard, and moving his hips, and when I let go with a promise, he nodded. “Sure.” 
 
    “Right now?” 
 
    Oh, he didn’t want to get out of bed. He wanted to stay there. His penis wanted to be in me. But, good girl me…doctor’s orders…I wasn’t going to let him in me. Not a chance. Not when I had him right where I wanted him. 
 
    So he got out of bed, struggled to get his pants on over a deliciously hard erection, and went to the store. And I gave him a list of other things to get while he was there. 
 
    After all, I was a sick girl. I needed my rest (giggle). And I really needed to watch a few chapters of ‘Sex and the City.’ 
 
      
 
    Ralph returned home an hour later. I was watching Carrie Bradshaw strut her stuff through the streets of New York, girl ought to be arrested for looking so sexy, and I heard Ralph coming down the hallway. 
 
    “Hi, honey,” I smiled and stretched, and showed him how large my boobs were. 
 
    He couldn’t raise his eyes from my chest, and he placed a box of chocolates on the bed. A big box. That’s the thing with men. When their peckers are big they start becoming more complaint, and more eager, and they start buying bigger. If I had asked for flowers he would have bought me a flower shop. 
 
    “Oh, thank you.” 
 
    He glanced at the TV, frowned at Carrie, then smiled at me. “I’ll put the groceries away. 
 
    I blew him a kiss, and went back to watching soap operas and eating chocolates. Oh, baby. I think I’m going to be sick for a long time. 
 
     
 
    He fed me lunch in bed. A salad. And I made him have one. 
 
    “A salad?” he had said. “But being the opposite of you, don’t I need meat and stuff?” 
 
    “Oh, I doubt that. Salads are so much better for you.” 
 
    Well, he didn’t believe me, but I was milking the situation for everything I could, and I convinced him to eat a salad. And then I asked for a steak for dinner. 
 
    “But, honey,” he complained. “I only bought one, and you usually don’t eat steak!” 
 
    “But I’m sick now, and I need to keep my strength up.” 
 
    He nodded sadly, and asked how I wanted it cooked, rare, medium or well done. 
 
    “Now, if you could get me a wine spritzer…” 
 
    He did, and the way he was moving…he was so sad. So when he brought back the wine spritzer I took hold of his cock. I stroked it, and took sips of the wine spritzer, and watched more Sex and the City. 
 
    Helpless, addicted, Ralph stood there next to the bed, his legs shivering and trembling, breathing in gasps. Then I let him go and pushed him away. Better get the vacuuming done before dinner. 
 
    Sighing, wanting more, he started to leave the room. 
 
    “Could you close the door? So I don’t have to hear the vacuum?” 
 
    He nodded and closed the door, and I dove for my vibrator. Greedy me, I wanted another one of those earth shattering orgasms. 
 
      
 
    And so the weekend went. I lazed in bed, drank wine spritzers and ate chocolates, and watched a whole season of Sex and the City. And Fried Green Tomatoes. And even The First Wive’s Club. 
 
    Ralph vacuumed, mowed, dusted, did the laundry, and poked his head in every once in a while to make sure I was all right. 
 
    I tell ya, there was a piece of me that was actually a little guilty. but only a little. After all, he had put a foreign substance up my vagina. The dope deserved everything I was giving him. And more. 
 
    But, the weekend over, he had to go to work, and I could get out of bed. So I went to the gym and worked all those dastardly chocolates out of my system. Then I looked up Doctor Lee’s office. I wanted to talk to her outside of the hospital. At 11 that morning I sauntered into her place of business and asked to see her. 
 
    “How’s it going, Mrs. Haroldson?” She grinned and showed me to a seat in her office. 
 
    “Absolutely wonderful. But I had some questions.” 
 
    “I don’t doubt. What can I answer for you?” 
 
    “Well, first off, how long can I keep this going?” 
 
    She chuckled. “As long as you want.” She grew serious. “I’ll tell you, I’m actually supposed to call the police in a case like yours.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really. But what we did, I figure it’ll be a lot better for your husband, and he doesn’t get a record. 
 
    “Well, thank you for that.” 
 
    “No prob. Women must stick together. Right?” 
 
    I grinned. “Now, second question…how long can Ralph go without an orgasm? I mean, it’s not going to harm his body if I make him go without for a few months, will it?” 
 
    “Not at all.” she shook her head. “The body absorbs semen after a while. But…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “If you really want to do it up right, you should consider prostate orgasms.” 
 
    “Prostate orgasms?” 
 
    “Sure, look it up on the net. You tickle his anus. Like I did at the hospital. Some guys can actually have an orgasm that way. But, at the very least you can drain him.” 
 
    “Drain him?” 
 
    “Drain his semen. You press on the prostate gently and force the semen out of his cock. He is relieved of his fluid, but here’s the great part…his mind doesn’t get it. Now he wants an orgasm even more, but he doesn’t have the juice to make it. He’ll be hard as a rock, but can’t cum. Check it out on the net.” 
 
    I laughed. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “This all started because he read something on the net, and now I’m going to go read something on the net.” 
 
    She grinned, “Turnabout, eh? Anyway, give me a call if you need any help in this big conspiracy. We’ll teach that big lug to do stupid things like the Macaria V18. God, is that stupid. Sorry, I know he’s probably bright enough, but men and their cocks.” She shook her head. Then we both giggled. Turnabout was fair play. 
 
      
 
    Five o’clock and he returned home. I was back in my bed, feeling bouncy, and trying to look sickly. 
 
    “Honey? How are you?” 
 
    “Oh, God. It’s bad. I feel so itchy down there.” 
 
    He didn’t even hesitate. He just jumped on down there and started licking. And after I had my orgasm he massaged me and told me to relax while he took care of dinner. 
 
    And he even brought me a wine spritzer without being asked! And a plate with a chocolate on it! 
 
    Oh, my God! What a life. 
 
    And so went the week. Day after day, luxury and pleasure, jaunting about all day long, going to the gym, lunching with the girls, and everything was looking roses. 
 
    I even told my girlfriends that if they came over they had to treat me like an invalid, and shoot Ralph dirty looks. Heh. That poor boy. 
 
    And, darned if some of them didn’t start looking at me wistfully, and wondering, and doing their own plotting. 
 
    How could they get their boyfriends to do something with such glorious consequences? 
 
    And the weekend, as weekends are wont to do, arrived. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, honey, I’m so glad to see you.” 
 
    He glared at me. “You aren’t sick.” 
 
    “What?” Oh, no!  
 
    “I talked to the doctor at work. He told me there’s no such things as You don’t get none itus!” 
 
    “Well my doctor says there is.” 
 
    “We’ll see how your doctor likes my lawyer.” 
 
    I stood up and I glared at him. “Don’t you dare.” 
 
    “I’ll dare what I want. And you…going along with it. What kind of a fool do you take me for?” 
 
    I got in his face then. “You put that stupid pussy shrinker juice up my pussy. You want to talk about law suits?” 
 
    He gave way a little. After all, he had started it. But he wasn’t about to give up his righteous rage yet. “You’ve been playing me for a fool all week. Wine spritzers, chocolates, eating you out.” 
 
    I started to get madder, then I suddenly giggled. 
 
    “What?” He was trying to get madder. 
 
    “Honey, you’ve given me some of the best sex in my life.” 
 
    “And I haven’t gotten any!” 
 
    “And now that I know…now that I’ve seen the light…I don’t think I’m going to give you sex again.” 
 
    “What? After what you did to me?” 
 
    “What did I do but make you be a man! Make up for your stupidity. A week of chocolates and wine spritzers is small price to pay for the mean, ugly, little squirts you’ve been giving me.” 
 
    “What!” He was near shrieking now, his face red. He didn’t like the truth. 
 
    “The fact of the matter is that you’re a lousy lover! You’re cock is average, but instead of facing the truth, and doing something about it, like trying a little in bed, you just pump and grunt, spit and slobber, and…and…” 
 
    “What!” 
 
    “AND YOU DON’T EVEN GET ME OFF!” 
 
    And that was it. That was the big emasculator. As soon as I said it I was sorry. 
 
    Heck, he could be a good lover if he tried. But he was so obsessed with his dick that he didn’t even see anybody else. All he could think about was squirting. 
 
    And I calmed down. “Wait.” 
 
    Oh, man, he wasn’t ready to wait. His face was so purple I thought his veins would pop. 
 
    “Hold on,” I softened my voice, I tried to sooth him. I knew I had gone too far. I had to back it up. Man, arguments between man and wives should never be done like I had just done. Heck, saying the things I said, no matter if they were right, they were just going to exacerbate the situation. I had to make this right. “Honey, I’ve gone too far. I apologize. Let’s calm down and…” 
 
    But he wasn’t calming down. No fucking way he was calming down. I had not fought fair. I had insulted his dick. 
 
    So I did the only thing I could. 
 
    I took off my negligee. I hung my head. I even cried a little. 
 
    He stopped, but he didn’t soften. “Heck. I had mortally wounded him. I tall ya, girlfriend…don’t ever insult a man’s dick. That’s one argument you will NEVER win. Ever. 
 
    So I grabbed his buckle and undid it. I had to tug a bit, but at least he didn’t stop me. 
 
    I unzipped it. 
 
    I pulled it out and sucked on it. Mightily. 
 
    “It’s huge, baby. Please don’t hurt me with it.” 
 
    He just stood there. He was caught between his eternal, righteous, get a divorce anger…and my cock slurping mouth. 
 
    I sucked his balls. I stuck a finger up his ass and…bingo. 
 
    He gasped. 
 
    And it all came together in my mind. He likes a finger up the butt. The way he had reacted in the doctor’s office, all embarrassed and caught and everything…and he got a boner. 
 
    And now this.  
 
    And I knew what I was going to have to do. 
 
    I stood up and faced him. 
 
    “Okay. I did some bad things. And so did you, so we canceled out.” 
 
    He sniffed. Yes…but. 
 
    “And I said some things about your cock. I was wrong and I apologize.” 
 
    He didn’t blink, but he was listening. Okay. 
 
    “So I’ll make a deal. You can fuck me, right here and right now, and we can go back to the way things were. You’re the boss, you’re on top, you get to squirt anytime you want.” 
 
    He tilted his head slightly. He couldn’t figure out where this was going. 
 
    “Or…” 
 
    “Or what?” Ha! He gave a little bit. 
 
    “Or I will show you how I want to be fucked. And when I show you…it will change your life. You will change…and you’ll never go back.” 
 
    So I can fuck you. Right now. And things are back to normal…”  
 
    Ha…things weren’t ever going back to normal. I knew that, and I think he knew it, too. We had gone too far. I had opened my mouth, spoken the truth, and unless we went somewhere else our marriage was on the rocks. 
 
    Oh, it would take some time, there would be the typical whining and crying, the half hearted attempts to make it all better, but…unless he gave way our marriage was a gone goose. 
 
    I said, “Or you can let me rock your world. I will show you things you never knew existed. When I get done with you you will beg me for a chance to pour my spritzers and buy my chocolates. When I get done with you you’ll want to watch chick flicks with me, instead of watching football.” 
 
    Okay, I was going overboard, but I had to. I had to appeal to his manhood…even as I destroyed it. 
 
    He was a good man. He just had a stupid side. And what man…heck, what human being…doesn’t have a side of stupid in his or her head? 
 
    He had put that stuff in my douche bottle, but I had insulted his pecker. Tell me that wasn’t stupid! 
 
    He stood there for a long time, his pecker sticking out of his pants. 
 
    I would have grabbed it and stroked it, but I knew this was one time I dasn’t dare do that. He had to think about it. He had to reach his own conclusions.  
 
    There had been enough manipulation. 
 
    Finally, he asked, “Can I think on this?” 
 
    “Honey, you can think all day and all week for all I care. I did something stupid, I want to make up for it, and that’s it. You just let me know what you want to do.” 
 
    I walked out of the bedroom. It was the smartest thing I could do. 
 
    Heck, his cock was still sticking out, still hard, still wanting my delicate, little pussy. And if he took a week to think about it, his cock would still be sticking out, and it would be a nibble in his mind, picking away at him, telling him to decide, and hopefully the right way. 
 
      
 
    I served him dinner. I served him steak the way he likes it. And I put a big glass of bourbon and Coke next to his plate. And a chocolate. 
 
    He ate, and we didn’t talk much. just a word here and there. 
 
    He sat on the bed and watched football. I did the dishes. 
 
    And all the while he was thinking. Thinking. Thinking. 
 
    We went to bed. He still had that big, old boner, sticking up like it was a Roman candle about to go off. 
 
    We awoke. 
 
    Went to a few yard sales. 
 
    Came home. 
 
    Dithered around the house. Not speaking much, but, oh, were we aware of each other. 
 
      
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    I was sitting by the pool. Sunning in the late afternoon. He stood behind me, a shadow with a thought. 
 
    I stood up and we kissed. And, I got to tell you, make up sex is the best sex, it was one of the best kisses of all time. 
 
    He wasn’t kissing me to get me in bed, to prepare me for his dripping cock. He was kissing me because he was actually thinking, and making a choice, and inherent in that choice was the question, and the answer, of whether we truly loved each other. 
 
    I knew I loved him. And it wasn’t just that I had spread my legs, it was that I had opened myself, my soul, and accepted him for who he was. 
 
    Sure, he could be a lout, but. he was kind and caring, worked his fingers to the bone, and, let’s face it, when he thought I was ill he went the extra nine yards. 
 
    “So how do we do this,” he finally asked. 
 
    I smiled. 
 
      
 
    First, I washed him. I scrubbed his body, I soaped every square inch of him. I rinsed him and dried him, and I even put a spritz of perfume on him. 
 
    He actually liked that. Well, he should. I had chosen a perfume that he appreciated on me, so why not him? 
 
    I then made love to him. I kissed him, nibbled his nipples, slurped his penis,…but not to a climax. 
 
    Oh, he was groaning and moaning, and I could tell he was thinking: Okay, this is good. But this is not going to change my world. 
 
    I laid him on bed and lowered my pussy on his cock. I rode him, and watched him carefully. Whenever he thought he was going to squirt I hopped off. Waited. Then got back on. 
 
    I edged him for a couple of hours. 
 
    God, he loved it. And he hated it. But he loved it more. And I knew I was going to have to finish him off in spectacular fashion. 
 
    Yes, it was great, but it was not going to change his world. 
 
    I lay him on his belly on a pile of pillows. 
 
    I put lube on his asshole and I began to finger bang him. 
 
    Yes, Ralph always liked a little butt play, and that should have told me. A man who likes a little butt play is really going to like a lot of butt play. 
 
    He was groaning. He was moaning. 
 
    I used two fingers and began rimming him. Gently, waking up all his nerves. 
 
    And he didn’t object. That was very important. His sense of pleasure far outweighed his sense of…being a manly man. Too manly to take it up the butt. 
 
    I went to my dresser drawer and took out my vibrator. 
 
    I touched it to his asshole. 
 
    “What’s that?” He tensed up. 
 
    “The answer to your dreams.” 
 
    I slid that thing over his brown button. I rubbed the point to his hole. I alternated it with my fingers. 
 
    In and out. 
 
    Touch and swirl. 
 
    He began to relax. 
 
    “Honey,” I said. “Some men can’t take this. Some men are too rigid, can’t have any real pleasure.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything. 
 
    “But you like it. A lot. I’ve always known, but I’ve never taken advantage of this…and in that I failed you. What is the point of being married if it’s not to give pleasure to one another?” 
 
    “I…okay.” 
 
    Good Lord, that was ten times easier than I thought. I thought I was going to have to convince him. All the stuff I had read on the internet, the draining and the prostate massage, the way men talked about taking it up the butt? I thought I was going to have to work on him for hours. But he just gave in right away. 
 
    Which, if anything, told me that I was absolutely right about Ralph. 
 
    I gently pushed the vibrator into him. 
 
    He started to tense, but relaxed. 
 
    Further. 
 
    He forced himself to relax. 
 
    Further. 
 
    He was gulping now, and breathing hard. but it was halfway into him. 
 
    “How are you doing, lover?” 
 
    “I’m…good.” 
 
    “Excellent. Now feel this. I began to stroke his cock. It hung down below the pillows and was red and throbbing. It looked so delicious I wished I could suck it. but I couldn’t. Not now. 
 
    I slid the dildo all the way into him. I could feel his electricity, snapping, crackling, popping. 
 
    I worked it for a slow minute, let him get nice and relaxed. 
 
    I knew what he was feeling. I had used the thing on my pussy enough times. He would be feeling expansive, languorous, ready. 
 
    And he would be charged with sexual electricity. 
 
    His boner felt like an iron rod in my hand. 
 
    I leaned forward, let my tits rub his back. I whispered in his ear. “I’m going to turn it on now. Are you ready?” 
 
    He nodded, and gulped, and I hit the switch. 
 
    He pushed down with his hips so hard I was afraid the vibrator was going to pop out of his asshole. 
 
    But it didn’t, and I began to gently ram and jam. 
 
    “Oh, fuck…oh, God…Oh fuck…I can’t…Oh God…” 
 
    I grinned, and I tilted the vibrator so I was directly stimulating his prostate. 
 
    He began to move his hips, back into me, trying to swallow the vibrator, and every once in a while he would start shivering, and twitching. 
 
    I dug it into him, and I moved slightly to the side so I could see his face. 
 
    His eyes were closed, his mouth was open in wonder. He was actually drooling. 
 
    This boy was liking it! 
 
    “Can you cum?” I asked. 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    I knew it didn’t matter. Even if he didn’t cum, the experience he was having, he was a butt boy, it would be better than regular sex from here on out. 
 
    “Do it,” and I grinned and whispered, “Bitch.” 
 
    He began to shudder, and for a second I thought he was going to break, throw me off, his whole body would just explode. 
 
    But he didn’t. Instead, it was like a volcano going off. He just began thrusting into the pillow, back onto the vibrator, again and again, and his hips locked, and his prick began ejecting semen. 
 
    God, what a load! 
 
    I had cleaned a few loads out of my pussy, and he had regular sized loads, but this…this was something special. He just kept spewing and spewing and spewing. And he groaned and began sobbing. And it went on and on and on. 
 
      
 
    Life is different for Ralph and I now. 
 
    He fucks me a lot, but he’s learned self control. He takes me gently to the stars, he blows my mind, but he doesn’t always cum. Only when I want him to. 
 
    I cum a lot. He takes great pride on how much he can make he squirt. 
 
    And when does he cum? 
 
    Once a month.  
 
    About one every month he takes me out to a great dinner, wines me and dines me, then we go home. 
 
    He cleans himself up, lays out the vibrators—we have a collection now—and gets ready. 
 
    Then it’s my turn. 
 
    I take him. Sometimes with a vibrator, sometimes with a strap on—he really likes that—and sometimes, if he needs a little extra (or, let’s face it, like I feel like giving him a little extra) I’ll have him wear a slip, or a bra, or anything to help him in his mind, his fantasies, his sexual needs. 
 
    Does he want to be a woman? 
 
    Nah. Some men do, some men need to, but not every man does. It’s a personal thing. 
 
    Does he think he’s gay?  
 
    Not on your life. Not the way he plows me most nights of the week. 
 
    He’s just a man who appreciates his butt. 
 
    Which is good, because I’m a woman who appreciates the way he appreciates his butt. 
 
      
 
    END 
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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. 
 
     
 
      
 
    This has been the first part of 
 
      
 
    The Long, Hot Feminization! 
 
      
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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