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PART ONE

“Aha! I caught you!”

Larry spun in surprise. His hand was still on his dick and he was almost ready to cum.

“Laura…what are you…hey, uh…”

Laura stepped into the shower. Larry stepped back so they could both catch the spray.

“Did you really think you were going to jack off before the party?”

“Well, uh, I…”

“I’ve told you before that you are not allowed to masturbate. Save it for me.”

“How did you you know I was uh, going to be…uh…”

“Come on, after all that begging wheedling?” She mimicked his voice. “Please, honey, my balls are really full! I need to get off. You don’t want my balls to be hurting, do you?”

She laughed and he looked chagrined.

She reached down and pushed his hand away. She placed her hand around his shaft and began stroking. She leaned against him, pressing her large breasts against his chest. Her green eyes looking directly into his browns.

“If you ever try to jack off again I’ll divorce you. And when we separate community property I’m going to take one of your nuts.”

He could hardly breath for the pleasure she was giving him. Suddenly he was on edge again, the sharp, sweet urge of orgasm exploding in his balls, and…she let go.

“No, no. No cummie for you.” She began soaping her body, soaping her buns, her breasts.

He stared in awe. His wife was one stacked creature. She was 36 by 24 by 38, and the cups were Fs, or Gs, or whatever gigantic letters described her awesome bosom.

“Let me help,” he breathed.

She smiled and he took over the soaping. He lathered suds all over her. He placed his hands on her breasts and used up a lot of soap. He soaped her mons, her pussy, and she gasped with the sudden pleasure.

She kissed him then, holding his head and chewing on his lips like they were candy. She whispered, “Get me off, honey.”

He was so excited, there was no way he could refuse. He redoubled his efforts, working his arm until his muscles were aching.

“Rinse your fingers.”

He did, and now he could put them inside her. Multiple fingers. She arched her back, pressing her mammoth mammaries into him. He bent his head and sucked, and she began to hump his hand.

“Yes…yes…yes…” She shivered and quaked and the orgasm swept over her. Through her. Exploded her  and she held to him. Then she couldn’t even hold on to him, and he was forced to hold her up.

Sighing, moaning, her eyes closed, she let the earthquake consume  her body.

A minute later she smiled, opened her eyes, and kissed his check. “Thank you, honey.”

She ignored him and re-soaped her body, then began rinsing it.

“But…wait…can you return the favor? A little help?”

She chuckled. “No why on earth would I do that?”

“Uh, ‘cause you just made me super horny? I did you so you do me? That sort of thing?”

She shook her head, then ran her hand under his chin. “Oh, honey, you haven’t figured it out, yet. Have you?”

“Figure what out?”

She opened the door and stepped out. He followed her, still soapy and needing a rinse. She began toweling herself off and said, “If I get you off then you’ll ignore me at the party. You’ll go off and talk football with all your macho male friends and leave me alone.”

“But…it’s a party, and I should be allowed to go socialize!”

“Fine. Go. But you’ll be thinking of me.”

She pushed the towel into his face and went into the bedroom.

Larry looked at the towel, started to follow her, then realized what a dripping mess he was. Especially in the penis.

He stepped back into the shower.

“And don’t you even think about finishing yourself off!” she called.

Larry rinsed, stepped out and dried, and inspected his weener with sadness.

It was a nice dick. Not too big, not too small, always ready for a little  attention. Right now it was ready to squirt. He had almost done himself, then she had almost done him, then she had had him get her off, and his peeny was feeling the heat.

“Oh, fuck,” he mumbled.

In the bedroom Laura was in bra and panties and was working on her make up. He watched as her eyes became magical. Her lips turned red and moist. She kept glancing at him in the mirror, chuckling at his state of excitement.

“Poor baby,” she commented.

He put on his under pants, and they wouldn’t fit over his turgid cock. He pressed and pushed, but it didn’t work.

“Hey, I’ve got something that will help with that?”

She leaned over to her dresser and opened the top drawer, she took out a pair of panties and tossed them to him.

He held them up. They were pink, and stretchy, and would be tight.

“I can’t wear these?”

“Why not? Afraid?”

That was the ultimate insult for a guy, and she knew it. She watched him turn blustery.

“I can wear these. I just choose not to.”

“Oh, you do, eh?”

Her tones were carefully designed to mock him.

“Besides, there’s no pouch for the pooch. And the string going up my asshole all night, I don’t want that.”

She turned to him and looked honestly puzzled. “Why not?”

“Because…because…” and the truth burst out of him, “they’re for girls!”

“Oh, nonsense. Men wear panties all the time. Look it up on the net.”

She reached forward and grabbed his erect penis. She pulled it to her. She took the panties and bent over held them for him to step into. “Come on.”

He wasn’t sure what was compelling him, maybe her tones, maybe the kink, maybe just because he was now so horny he wouldn’t have said no to anything she said.

She pulled the panties up his leg. The string snugged onto his asshole and she giggled as she moved the panties so the string rubbed on his asshole. “Feels good, doesn’t it?”

He didn’t want to admit it, but he couldn't help making an ‘urk’ of a sound.

His penis poked the material out, made a rather sizable mountain.

She looked up at him. “You want it up or down?”

“I want it in you.”

“Down it is.”

She pushed his weenie down, then she picked up a ribbon from her vanity table and tied it around his cock, and then around his thigh.

“There!” she patted his downward pointing penis. “Prefect!”

He groaned.

“You’re even leaking a little. Would you like a tampon?”

“No!” He was shocked that she would say such a thing.

She laughed and turned back to her mirror and continued with her make up.

Larry looked down. He had to bend slightly at the waist to take the pressure off his cock. It made his butt poke back a bit, and he wondered how he was going to pull this off. The guys at the party would surely notice if he was pooched over and walking like an old lady with hemorrhoids.

Laura stood up, wrapped a dress around herself. She rolled nylons up her legs, then stepped into a pair of strappy sandals. Her red tipped toes looked quite sexy poking out at the bottom of the slope of her heels.

She looked at him. “Come on, honey, get a move on.”

Larry, totally distracted by the arrangement of his manhood, put on shorts and a polo shirt.

Laura watched him. “I’ve got to say,” she said as he tied his athletic shoes, “The way you’re standing is turning me on. I mean, I know I have a gigantic cock waiting for me what I get home. Oh, the little shower finger bangs are good for hors d’oeuvres, but I crave the real thing. I need a man with a big cock.”

“Well, it’s big all right, but it’s a bit tied up at the moment.”

Hardy har,” she grinned, then she placed her hands under her breasts and hefted them. “You play your cards right and you might get some of these.”

He shivered with desire. He was so excited his flesh was running hot and cold and his boner dripped in his panties.

She laughed, then took his hand and they exited the room and the house.

The party was a blast. A score of couples drowning themselves in liquor. Women dressed to show off their figures. Men dancing to the sweaty music, pressing themselves up against the women.

And the women pressed their hips forward to gauge the degree of the men’s excitement.

The music was a lot of eighties. Hard rocking glamour bands, and when Poison started preaching ‘Talk Dirty to Me’ everybody hugged their partners and told them how badly they wanted to be fucked.

Larry stayed by Laura’s side, he was too horny not to, but when the party got raucous men frequently came up and asked her to dance.

Frustrated, a little pissed, he watched as men pressed their groins against his wife’s, let her feel their engorged dicks, and then whispered how much they wanted to fuck her.

This caused him to drink a bit more, and he felt his good sense leaving.

Still, he didn’t get out of control, and when the party was over he put his arm around Laura possessively and walked her down the sidewalk to their car.

“Ooh. somebody still loves me.”

“You’re driving me crazy,” he said.

She stopped, turned him, and grinned at him. “So you like being horny.”

“I like fucking. And you promised me a fuck.”

“I didn’t promise, and…you’re giving me an idea.”

“What idea?”

“A sly look ran across her face. “Why don’t we make you hornier?”

“What?”

She hugged him, and he shivered as he felt her large breasts push on his chest. She whispered into his ear. “Do you know how horny the guys were tonight?”

He went silent. He didn’t want to think about his wife dancing with other men.

They held me, tight, and I held them back, pressing my breasts into them. A couple of them actually reached up and squeezed me, felt me up right on the dance floor. You didn’t see that, did you?”

He shook his head. He was enraged, and yet, it made him hornier.

“I could feel penises pressed right against my groin. I could feel them thrusting, pressing, trying to get through my material and into my snatch. One man…I could feel his head. I mean, right through the sheer material of my dress, I could feel his cock. The head was actually pressed between my labia. I mean….he was in me. Not all the way, but enough. God, it felt good, and I humped him. People were between you and I and you couldn’t see that, could you? You couldn’t see the way I was actually fucking, getting an inch of peeny into my velvet hole. And I wondered what it would be like if I could take his whole dong into my gina. I think he was a little bigger than you, and that might mean he’d actually feel better than you.”

Larry couldn’t breath, and then Laura pushed away.

“Would he, Larry? Would he feel better than you?”

“Stop that,” Larry whispered.

She took his hand and continued the walk to their car.

“I don’t want you to cum, honey.”

“I’ve got to get off.”

“No, you don’t. I want you hornier than all those men that tried to hump me. I want you so horny that when I say fuck you lean your gism all over the place. We could be in the supermarket and I could look at you and say, ‘squirt, baby,’ and you would. Would you like that?”

The thought was incredibly exciting, but his cock wanted to cum now. He managed to summon up a bit of logic to refute her proposal. “Laura, I’m so horny now I couldn’t not cum. I mean, I’ve got to have you.”

They arrived at the car and he held the door open for her.

She slid into the passenger seat, her nylons rubbing and her hole moist with juices. She thought about what he said. He couldn’t not cum.

But she was thinking about this now, and she wanted him not to cum. All those men pressing against her. All the gism stored up ready to shoot, but unable to. It was heady, exciting, and made her even hotter.

By the time they reached home she was officially wet.  She could actually feel moisture between the rubbing of her thighs.

Larry stopped the car, turned it off, and she reached to him, turned him to her.

“You’re going to do what I say, baby. And I am going to make you hornier than any man has ever been in the history of the world. And when you cum, it will be the biggest cum in…in…the history of the universe.

“I don’t think—“

“Shhh. I have spoken. Now get your ass into the house and I will work my magic on you.

They undressed. Him fast, and he sat on the edge of the bed, his cock throbbing and dripping. Her slow, tantalizing, teasing, edging him without even touching him.

“Honey, I need to squirt.”

She slipped off her shoes, smiled, and said, “Where’s the fun in that? You shoot your juice, and then go to sleep. I think you’ll find what we’re about to do a lot more fun.”

“Yeah, but…my balls are full! They were full before the party, and now they’re really full.”

“Ha! If you think they’re full now…you ain’t seen nothing.”

She walked into the bathroom and opened up the medicine cabinet. On the top shelf was a box of condoms. She took out three, then picked up the numbing spray on the bottom shelf.

“What’s that for?” he asked.

They rarely used the condoms, only when she was liable to get pregnant. And the numbing spray he had bought when he had a sore in his armpit and wanted to relieve the pain.

“Lay back, honey, and I’ll show you what it’s all about.”

She pushed his chest, and though. his arms reached for her, he fell back.

She sprayed his cock with numbing spray.

“Hey!”

“Go with it, baby. This is going to be fun.”

Kinky was fun, and he found himself staring as she prepared him for love making.

When he was properly numb, couldn’t feel a thing with his dick, she rolled a rubber onto him.

“Fuck!” he whined.

She just showed her teeth and rolled another rubber over the first. And then a third.

He was squeezed tight, but couldn’t feel a blessed thing.

“Laura!” he was actually begging, “This might hurt me!”

“No pain, no gain,” she said, and she pulled her panties off and mounted him.

The rubbers didn’t provide the greatest sensation, it was like wearing raincoats, but they did stop sensation for him.

She managed to slide down over his super encased dick, and then the rubbers proved their value.

He was rigid, more rigid than she had ever felt him. And the rubbers provided a rare traction. It felt like he was pulling her inside out, then pushing her back outside in.

He stared up at her, a hurt expression on his face. “I can’t feel anything!”

“That’s the idea, honey.”

She leaned forward, pinioned his wrists with her hands, and kissed him.

She lay on him for a second then, breathing heavily. She said, “I can feel everything. It feels like you’re bigger than ever, and it’s like the pedal has finally touched the metal.

Larry moved his hips. He wanted to feel something, but there was nothing. It was like he had no dick at all, it was so numb and absent of feeling.

But Laura felt it all. She groaned and tilted her hips. Her pussy gripped every inch of his cock and grated up it.

And down it.

“Oh, God! Why haven’t we done this before.”

He made a mewling sound, like a kitten crying for milk.

“We’re going to do it like this all the time!”

“No!” he wheezed, closing his eyes. He knew he was fucking, he knew she was fucking him, but he was denied the feeling and the pleasure.

“Please. Take them off!”

“Not on your life,” she grunted, rising and falling. She placed her hands on her big breasts and squeezed. She leaned her head back, and her eyeballs actually felt loose in the sockets.

“But, honey…”

“Shut up and fuck me.”

And, having no other choice…he did.

Larry woke with the most tremendous boner, and it wasn’t just the morning wood. It was stiff and sore because Laura had screwed him into literal insensibility the night previous.

She had been insatiable, and as he tried to keep up with her he became aware that she was having orgasm after orgasm.

He rolled out of bed and headed for the bathroom. Behind him Laura slept peacefully and happily.

Satisfaction is its own reward.

He placed one hand on the wall behind the toilet, leaned, and drained. He could feel his penis now, and it was amazing. He truly was as horny as he had ever been in the life.

He listened to the sound of his stream, it drizzled off, and he flicked it, then returned to the bedroom. He tried to be silent so as not to wake his wife, but when he opened his dresser drawer she said, “Wear the panties again.”

“Oh, no,” he groaned, but his cock was not unhappy at the command.

She rolled out of bed, sat on the edge and called him to her. “Wait. Let me work on you a while.”

He stood, and gasped as she took his dong in her mouth.

“Pew,” she muttered. I can taste chemicals on you.”

“Whose fault is that?”

“Yours. Go wash, then come back.”

He went into the bathroom, but instead of just washing he got into the shower. She was awake now and he didn’t have to worry about disturbing her.

He leaned against the tiles and let the hot water sluice over him. Heysoos, what a night.

The door opened and she stepped in. She grabbed him and soaped him and said, “You don’t follow directions very well.”

“Sorry,” he yawned. He was awake, in fact he was wired, but he was also tired.

She held him up and slapped his nuts.

“OW!”

She giggled, “That didn’t hurt. Admit it, it felt good.”

He made a whining sound and she laughed harder.

“Do you like this?” she squeezed and lifted until he was on his tip toes.

“Or this?” she pulled down until he had to bend his knees.

Then she went to her knees and brought him to the edge. Which was easy considering how horny he was.

Finally, when he was boiling down there, she stood up and kissed him.

It was so wonderful, the hot water raining on him, her lips sucking the soul out of him.

Then she was gone with a flippant, “Your bra and panties will be on the bed.”

He blinked. He knew he wasn’t thinking entirely straight. Did she say ‘bra?’

He stepped out of the shower and toweled off. He was awake, he wouldn’t be going back to sleep, but…the world felt like it was going sideways.

He pulled on the panties. Stuffed his cock down and tied it to his thigh. He would be pooched over for a while, then his cock would relax enough that he could walk normal.

He looked at the bra.

It was pink, like the panties. It was thin, and it had big cups. It wasn’t meant for support, but for sexy looks.

He put it down, pulled on his pants and tied his shoes, and the bra was like a snake laying on the bed right next to him. It demanded his attention.

Did he dare?

The thought made him throb. He was dripping again, and if it got much worse he was going to have to wear a pad.

He picked up the bra and looked at it. He held it to his chest, and knew he couldn’t do it.

But he didn’t have to. Laura walked into the room, saw him holding the bra up, saw the look on his face, and laughed. She came to him, slipped the bra over his arms, the straps over his shoulders. She fastened it in the rear.

“Damn, this is tight. I’ve either got to get you an extender, or just a bigger bra.”

“Honey, what are we doing?”

When he looked at her his eyes were haunted. Haunted by sleep deprivation, excess horniness, and confusion.

“Hell if I know,” her teeth showed white and wide. Then she pulled the back of his bra and let it snap against his skin.

“Ouch.”

“Baby.”

“It’s not comfortable.”

“We’ll get you one that is. Now put on your jacket, we’re going out to breakfast.”

“Breakfast?” Was that his voice? It sounded so squeaky!

“Yep. And be glad I don’t stuff your bra and give you a pair.” She pursed her lips then, put one hand to her chin and held that arm with her cupped hand. “Hmm. That is an idea.”

“What’s an idea?” He looked at her with a worried expression. This was getting out of hand.

“Giving you a pair. I mean, getting you all kinky dressed is such a turn on. What if we get you a pair of boobs. Falsies. You could strut around and…oooh!” She bent her knees, twisted slightly, and grabbed her groin. “That’s making me hot!”

They went to a Denny’s, and he had never felt so conspicuous in his life. His face was eternally blushing, and Laura’s lips trembled with laughter.

She was holding the menu and she leaned forward and whispered, “Everybody knows. They can all see you. Everybody just acquired Clark Kent’s X-ray vision and they are wondering how such a manly man can be such a sissy.”

“Stop that,” he lifted his own menu, opened it.

The serving girl arrived then, and Laura, biting her lip, said, “I’ll take a pair of eggs, over hard, a mound of home fries, and bacon, could you have the cook make sure the strips are long and hard?”

The girl was new, she didn’t pick up on the way Laura was emphasizing, ‘pair,’ and ‘hard,’ ‘mound’ and ‘hard and stiff.’

Larry did, though, and Laura caught a subtle gasp from him.

“And you, sir?”

Larry was almost choking, but he managed, “Number one.”

The girl left and Larry was now even more red. He looked like a sun burned tomato.

“Why did you do that?”

“What?”

Larry tried to explain, but realized she was just drawing him out, teasing him, looking for more ways to embarrass him.

Laura sat back. “How’s that bra?”

She spoke just loud enough to embarrass, but not really loud enough to be heard.

“Shh!”

She leaned forward again. “Are you dripping?”

“Oh, God!” he whispered.

“Good. Now, the question I have is this…how long can we do this? How long can you go without cumming?”

“Not long. I need to squirt right now.”

“Go ahead. Play with yourself. If you can get yourself off right here, right now, then I’ll screw you.”

“If I masturbate then I won’t feel like screwing.”

“Aha! The point I was making last night! then you ignore me and go on about your business and I am left neglected and ignored.

Behind Larry, her back to them, an older lady was sitting. She was done dining, and she stood up, came around to their table and sat down.

Both Larry and Laura sat back and stared.

She was older, but still looked amazing. Her face was smooth and her eyes gleaming. She had large breasts, and she said, “I can tell you two are just starting out, so let me help you.” She focused on Laura. “Don’t let him cum. Once a month, if he has been a good boy, you can milk him. Look it up on the internet. He should always wear female underwear. The whole thing, nylons, garters, everything. And he should grow his hair longer. He should have a feminine look to him, and he should obey you explicitly. And you might consider getting a chastity device. Most men don’t have the discipline to not masturbate, and a chastity tube will make your lives very much easier. If you want extra instruction just give me a call.”

She slid a business card across the table to Laura, smiled, stood up, and marched out of the restaurant.

Larry and Laura sat with open mouths, gazing after her.

“What the fuck?” Larry breathed. He was shocked, so shocked that his face was no longer so red.

Laura picked up the card.

Samantha Gearings

Sexologist

Counseling for the young at heart

There was a phone number on the card.

“What the hell just happened?”

Laura smiled. “I think I’ll keep this.” She put the card into her purse.

At that moment the serving girl placed their dishes on the table.

Larry forked and chewed, and didn’t taste anything. His mind was on his pants, and the woman who had just given them her ‘advice.’

Laura just smiled like a Cheshire cat.

They left the restaurant, not having much conversation, still thinking about the ‘sexologist,’ and got into the car.

“Take me home, honey.”

“Where else would I go?” he asked, a bit snidely.

Laura gazed at him indulgently. “Samantha said you should obey me explicitly.”

“Well Samantha can go take a flying—“

Laura leaned over the console and grabbed him. “Still hard, I see. Good,” she grinned evilly. “Now, take me home.”

He groaned, started the car and left the parking lot. All the while Laura rubbed him, twiddled her fingers over the lip of his head, squeezed him, and enjoyed the look of submission on his face.

It was horrible, terrible, the way she was manipulating him, but he loved it.

At home she told him to get her a bourbon and Coke and leave her alone.

“But it’s only ten in the morning!”

“And I’ve got a lot of research to do. Now, hurry up. Or else.” She slapped his groin and he moaned and bent over.

“Baby,” she laughed, then she went into the computer room.

Larry went into the kitchen, got out a glass and filled it three quarters with ice cubes. He then poured half and half with bourbon and Coke.

And made himself one. Well, heck. He wasn’t going to be left behind!

He entered the computer room and froze.

On the screen was a schematic of a chastity tube. Lines indicated measurements, and the thing looked huge on the screen, but Larry knew they weren’t that big. He had never worn one, but he had seen them on the net, and they scared him.

Imagine never being able to touch yourself? What a horror!

“Thanks, honey.” She took her glass, sipped, and set it down next to the mouse. She began typing and he watched as she pulled up a page on ‘milking.’

He read over her shoulder, and his mouth dropped open. “You can’t expect me to agree to that!”

Laura turned to him. “Obey me explicitly,” she said.

“Yeah, but that’s…that’s sodomy!”

“Oh, God! You are so silly. It’s more like an enema. Unless you feel like me strapping on a horse sized dong.”

“What?”

“Look, it’s just a finger. We’ve actually done that before. And you liked it.”

“Yeah, but…but we were drunk! And this is more! This is tickling my prostate until…until…”

“Until you are emptied out. Just think, no more gooey mess for me. I wouldn’t have to sleep in the wet spot. And according to this you’ll be horny all the time.”

“But I don’t want to be horny all the time!”

“Well, I want you to be, and what I say goes. After all, Samantha said—“

He cut her off, “I know, obey explicitly.”

“I know. “

“Look, lady,” he tried to take a tougher approach, “This is my dick we’re talking about. And we’re not going to waste it. Furthermore, this is my asshole we’re talking about, and—“

She reached up and put a hand over his mouth. Her eyes were getting a very direct look about them and she said, “First off, it’s not your dick, or your asshole. Your dick and butt are community property, and if I decide I want my half of your sexual apparatus to be properly milked, then that’s the way it goes.”

Larry pulled her hand off his mouth, but before he could say anything, she continued.

“I know you masturbate, and I know you lust after other women.”

“Says the woman who was dry humping every man at the party last night!”

“Furthermore,” she spoke warningly, “If I decide to lock you up, to give you a bit of discipline…”

“Yeah?” he challenged.

“Then you will obey me implicitly!”

“Oh, yeah?”

“Yes.”

“And what if I don’t?”

“Then,” she smiled and reached down for his penis. He had untied it and she stretched it out and made him groan. “Then you won’t get any of this. And you won’t get to put your dingus in my pussy. You won’t feel my mouth, or feel like you do right now.”

And, feeling like he did right then, unbelievably horny and desperate, he knew she had won the argument.

He wanted to cum in the worst way, but he also knew that he was loving this game.


PART TWO

Laura sat in the computer room for hours and surfed the net. She looked up milking and prostate massage, and she searched for exactly the right chastity tube. She didn’t think she would need a tube for the next couple of days, but she would need one. She knew that Larry could only last so long before he made himself squirt.

She knew this because she was the same way.

Many people think women have reduced sexual desires, but women get just as horny as men, and they are just as apt to jerk off, or find a big dildo, or whatever, as men are to stroke their little weenies for a short lived moment of gratification.

“Okay, honey, time to go shopping.”

“What?”

“Get in the car.” She walked past him.

He really had no choice. His dick was leading him. His dick was making him ‘obey her explicitly.’

They drove to the mall and she led him through shop after shop.

“Okay, what do you think of these?” She held up a package of panties and demanded an answer.

“Well, I don’t know…uh…I don’t…”

“Are they too colorful? Do they look too tight?”

And finally he blurted out, I need enough stretch to make a pouch.”

“All right. That wasn’t so hard, was it?

A couple of pairs of panties later she walked through the section that contained brassieres.

“What do you think, honey, would you like one of these?”

He looked around in a panic. “Not so loud?”

“What? You don’t want people to know that you wear a bra?”

Nobody was close for that one, but a lady in the next area over from them was giving them side glances. Larry just knew that she knew.

“Don’t worry about the cup size. I’ll be getting you big knockers. Worry about comfort and fit.”

“But I don’t know anything about that!” he whined.

“Okay, the one you’re wearing now fits me. Is it too tight around the chest?”

“Yeah.”

“Okay. Then we need a bigger size. Now, do the straps cut into your shoulders?”

He nodded. He couldn’t stop himself from glancing around.

“Pay attention now. Don’t worry about other people. As to color, what…”

After he had a half dozen bras they picked out nylons and a couple of garter belts.

“Having snap on nylons is so much sexier than just rolling up some tight ones, or panty hose,” she lectured him.

He was looking at the floor, he wanted to be anywhere else but here.

“Now, once we know more about your fit, and comfort, and such things, I’ll order you a corset. They are built to be uncomfortable, we just put them on and tighten them up until you have trouble breathing. Sound like fun?”

“No!”

“Oh, goody!” She suddenly blurted. “Shoes!”

She led him into a shoe store and sat him down. A young man came out to help them.

“We’d like a pair of high heels for my husband.”

Larry thought he was going to die. The world was fading and there was only this terrible pounding in his chest. The blood vessels in his face were so engorged with blood he thought they might pop.

The fellow waiting on them didn’t blink, however, and from afar Larry heard him say, “Any particular style?”

“Classic patent leather? Open toed? I don’t know if his big feet will adapt to sling backs, but I like those.”

“I’ll be back in a moment.”

When he reappeared he was holding a half a dozen shoe boxes and smiling happily.

“I brought different heel heights, he’ll probably have a difficult time adapting to the tall ones. Men do, you know. And I suggest a slightly larger heel than your normal spike. For training purposes.”

Shortly the man was handling Larry’s feet, and Larry was dying of even more mortification.

But he was frozen, petrified, and he sat there as his wife and the shoe clerk fitted him.

“We’re going to have to get you a bit of make up, you know.”

“What?”

They were walking across the mall parking lot, Larry carrying the dozen bags of merchandise they had bought.

“Make up. You know. Maybe a bit of eyeliner, light colored lipstick. That sort of thing.”

“Hold on, now,” he stopped and stared at her. “This is going too far.”

“Oh, okay.” She accepted his protests equably and walked on.

Larry stared after her for a moment, then hurried to catch up.

She didn’t say anything more about it, but Larry had a sinking feeling in his belly.

At home they put the bags in the bedroom and Laura said, “Well, let’s get a look at some of this stuff.”

Larry had a bubbling in his stomach. A nervousness that was literally shaking him inside out.

Could he really wear all this female underwear?

He could. Laura had him take off his clothes, then she smeared Nair all over him. She especially scrubbed his groin with the stuff.

Fifteen minutes later the heat started up, and Larry hopped into the shower and rinsed his manly hairs off.

“Oh, God. Oh, God,” he muttered when he stepped out of the shower. His body felt totally electric. His skin felt…shimmery.

“Wonderful,” Laura complimented him, then she handed him panties.

They were cut high on the hip, but they stretched to accommodate his package. A little.

“These don’t fit!” he whined, but she just snickered and handed him a bra.

The bra fit, and it was a lot more comfortable than the one she had been making him wear. And it had huge cups.

“Don’t worry, dear. Your falsies are on overnight. They should get here this afternoon.”

That afternoon? Now he was worried!

She had to show him how to roll nylons up his legs and snap them to the garter belt.

“And this is different than…than garterless nylons?”

“Oh, yes. These are the real things.

He wasn’t reassured.

He was allowed to wear regular clothes over his kinky female underthings. He pulled on shorts, thought about it, and changed them for pants. He had to cover up his shiny legs.

He wore a flannel shirt to hide his bra, but knew if he went outside he was going to have to wear a jacket.

Finally, she helped him slip into his high heels.

He wore two inch heels with thick spikes. He stood up and felt like he was going to slide down the inner slope of the shoe. Laura immediately launched into a training program.

She had him walk back and forth, practicing putting one foot in front of the other so his ass swayed.

She had him go up and down stairs until he didn’t have to hold on to the bannister.

She had him practice sitting and crossing his legs.

And, she had him practice making a click, click when he was walking.

“The sound you hear is the power of a woman. You rule the world, everybody turns to see what sexy creature is passing by.”

“Well, I feel like a doofus.”

“And you’ll look like a doofus as long as you hold to that thought. Have confidence. Be assured. The world is your oyster.”

At this point Laura was speaking off the top. Dressing him like a woman was making her think about what it was like to be a woman, and she was having realizations that empowered herself.

DING DONG!

“Go answer the door.”

Larry froze.

“Come on! It’s your falsies!” She pushed him, and he stumbled across the room. He opened the front door and a delivery man stood there with a box.

He was dressed like a man, with a bit of a lift in his shoes.

The delivery man noticed nothing, just held out a pen and clipboard.

Larry signed, took the box, and retreated. He was almost crying for the humiliation, even though the driver hadn’t noticed anything.

“Come on, honey. Relax. You’re safe.”

She took him in her arms then. He was slightly taller, but it was obvious that she was holding him, and not the other way around.

“There, there,” she patted him on the back. It was like she was burping a baby.

“Okay, honey,” she said at last, “Take off your bra and let’s put your boobies on.”

Sniffling, he took off his shirt and bra and stood before her.

Laura slathered glue on his pectorals, then put glue on the backs of the falsies. One by one she pressed them onto his chest, holding them until the glue dried.

“You’ll have to wear a bra now, or your skin will stretch.” She held the bra up and helped him wiggle into it.

It was a perfect fit, and he suddenly had huge boobs.

He stared down at his chest in shock.

Laura laughed and pulled him in front of the mirror at her vanity table.

This was actually a make or break point for Larry. Up to this point he was a man playing make believe, and he didn’t believe. But staring at himself, his chest thrusting forward…it was…feminine.

“Oh, God!” he whispered.

She brought a blouse out of her closet and put it on him. It made his breasts stand out even more. No buttons to destroy the lines. He stared at himself.

And his dick grew harder and harder and harder.

He was having trouble breathing, and Laura giggled and let him stand there and just look at himself.

“Pretty, eh?”

He had to nod in the affirmative.

He hated it, and he loved it, and…his mind was hot and fevered.

“Good Lord! Look at your boner!”

He looked down, and realized he was going to have to lean forward to look over his boobs.

His cock was pressing against his underwear and pants. It was pressing so hard he was making a mountain.

He looked back up at himself.

Laura took his hand and led him back to the bedroom. “You’ve been so good, and you’ve followed instructions explicitly…you need a reward.”

His reward was actually the realization that he looked good with tits, and that realization was bouncing back and forth in his skull so hard he could hardly think.

She led him into the bedroom and helped him take off his pants, then his panties. His cock stuck out like a bowsprit. She pushed him back on the bed. She lifted his legs and spread them.

Larry lifted his head so he could watch as Laura took him in her mouth. Her red lips surrounded his shaft and her green eyes glittered as she watched him.

Slowly, she moved her mouth back and forth. He was already horny, and his cock was close.

She moved slow enough that he couldn’t quite make it, and he grunted desperately and reached for her head. The male in him was out of control and he wanted to just fuck her mouth.

She backed off, waited for him to give up and lay back down, then she continued her ministrations.

For long minutes Larry moaned. His balls felt like they were going to explode. His cock actually hurt from how hard he was trying to cum.

Then she stopped. Simply stopped. And stood up.

“Did you enjoy that?”

He couldn’t speak. All he could do was nod his head.

“Then make sure you do everything I say and you’ll get more of that.”

“I need to…I need to…”

“Cum? Oh, no. Not for a while. And then…” she smiled, and he knew what she meant.

He was going to get drained. Milked. Artificially squirted.

He stood up, his legs shaking.

“Now put your panties back on and let’s get ready for dinner.”

They ate. Him silently, shocked by the changes he was going through.

She was bubbling. “You know, dear, we should really look into getting you implants. Oh, they don’t have to be big, but it would be so nice to be able to suck on your nipples. You’ve got very nice nipples, you know. They are so stiff and hard when you get excited.”

He ate his salad and listened. It was hard to listen. But he had to listen…if he was going to obey explicitly.

“You know, if I put numbing spray and condoms on other men and let them into my pussy, would it be fucking?”

His eyes fluttered as he tried to keep up with what she was talking about.

“I mean, there’s no flesh on flesh, and there would be no danger of them cumming in me even if they managed to squirt. So would it be fucking if they were just dildos to me?”

“What?”

“Not that I would ever do such a thing…”

But he knew that if she was thinking about it, thinking hard enough to vocalize it, then…then…

“Maybe we should find out.”

He managed to speak: “I don’t think—“

“Wouldn’t that make you hornier? After all, you get super horny from fucking me and not cumming, wouldn’t it be even better if it was somebody else that was…not fucking, just inside me—but not cumming?”

“No!”

She stared at him. “Are you raising your voice to me?”

“No,” he whispered. “But…what you’re saying…you can’t! We’re married, and—“

“But that’s the point! Marriage is flesh on flesh. This other thing, other men, if they are properly gift wrapped then they would just be pleasing my pussy. There wouldn’t be love, or anything else.”

He lowered his head, shook it back and forth slowly, and kept murmuring, “No…no.”

She tilted her head slightly as she watched him. Hmmm.

By Monday he was beside himself. He was literally walking into walls, having to think extra long before he did anything. And it was only getting worse.

But he had to go to work.

She watched him, made sure he was wearing the proper underwear. She tied his penis down against his leg to make sure it didn’t start poking out rudely.

He grunted as she tightened the knot.

“Now,” she said. “Let me dab this on your lips…”

She was holding a tube of pink lipstick, but he grabbed her wrist and held her hand back. “I…can’t…I…”

And she knew he couldn’t. She sighed and turned the base of the tube, retracting the pillar of pale pink. “Well, okay, but you’re making me unhappy.”

“I’m sorry.” He looked about to cry again.

She shook the tube at him then and warned, “But when you get home I expect you to put this on, and without any prompting from me. I’ll put it in the key bowl next to the kitchen door.

He nodded, and it was all so surreal.

What was also surreal was his entire day at work.

At first, the first hour, he couldn’t do anything. He just sat there and throbbed and dripped and his mind was frozen.

Then he started to notice where he was. And remember that he had work to do.

Even then it was difficult. He called up spreadsheets and tried to look at them, but was dazed.

But by first break he had realized something: he had to focus, to concentrate. He had to overcome the distraction of his penis. He had to be disciplined if he was going to get through the day.

Heck, he had to be disciplined if he was going keep his job.

So he worked, using the sexual impulses bursting through him. If he felt a throb, he had to look at the next thing he had to do.

He began to translate sex into work, and it was working! In fact, it was working better than anything he had ever tried!

He began to burn with a fervor for work. The overpowering stimulus of desiring sex began an overriding stimulus to doing work.

By lunch he had caught up, made up for his slackard beginning.

By the end of day he was far ahead of his normal daily progress.

He walked out of work inspired. Driven. Excited. It was like he had a bolt of lightening in his chest making him do things, causing super awareness.

He arrived home, his eyes literally glowing with excitement and a zest for life.

He had never experienced this state of being. Never.

He had worked hard. He had exhausted himself doing tasks.

But now he was energized beyond anything he had ever imagined.

It was like he was out of his body and seeing the universe for the first time.

He entered through the garage and put his keys in the bowl…and saw the lipstick.

For a minute he was motionless. His mind was anticipating, making him even more horny.

He reached into the bowl and picked up the lipstick. He turned the base and stared as the shiny pink arose.

Pink. Pinker than his lips, but not red, or so bright that…that…he could do this.

He now had to do this.

He had to experience the next step in horniness.

He stepped into the foyer and painted his lips. They were pinker. They were shiny, glistening.

His penis dripped juices.

Oh, my God!

“Honey?” he yelled.

There was no answer as Laura wasn’t home.

He walked through the house, shivering with energy. He looked everywhere, but she was gone. Then he thought back to the garage. Her car was gone. Of course she wasn’t home. And he realized that he wasn’t thinking.

He could do spreadsheets because that was the same old same old ho hum. But anything needing actual thought…that was beyond him.

He looked down at his weenie. He hadn’t worn his falsies to work, but he was home now, and he had to put them on.

He almost ran to the bedroom, took off his male clothes and his bra and got out the glue and coated his chest and the falsies with it. He held the boobs on, and five minutes later he put on his bra.

He stood, was stacked, and stared at the mirror.

He didn’t want to hide his chest with flannel shirts now. He went into his wife’s closet and searched for the blouse he had worn the other day. He found it, put it on, and stared at himself in the mirror.

She had a skirt on a hanger, and he put that on.

He rolled up the nylons, slipped into the three inch heels with the narrow spike.

And he shivered with the excitement coursing through him.

He looked at her vanity table. He didn’t know about all the make up, but…he saw a redder lipstick.

He sat, rolled the red on his lips, then started brushing his hair.

His hair was longish, but not long enough. But by curling under the hair and twisting the brush he made a cute bob.

He was in heaven.

An hour later Laura arrived home.

She walked into the living room and saw her husband sitting on the chair, embarrassed, defiant, wearing a bright lipstick.

Well, well, well. What do we have here?

“I…I…”

“No need to explain. I’m a woman. I know how much fun being a woman can be.”

“But I didn’t—“

“Shhh. Pour us a drink and let’s talk about what we’re going to do tonight.”

Nodding, Larry headed for the kitchen. Laura watched him as he passed her. He was doing a wonderful job of figuring out the heels. And his breasts looked so real. She was going to have to convince him to get implants.

Of course, seeing how he was breaking through, that wasn’t going to be difficult.

They sat and sipped, and she unpacked the purchases she had made.

“This is a prostate massager,” she stated, holding up what looked like a bent and stunted dildo. It is designed to press on your prostate. This is what is going to milk you.”

He was going to be milked. He was going to be artificially made to cum, but without the big bang. He wondered what that was going to be like.

“This, of course, is a strap on.” She held up a mess of straps and a very large fake penis. “When I feel like it I’m going to fuck you.”

He stared through puppy dog eyes. He was giving up manhood to get fucked, to take it like a woman. It was totally exciting and he had to make sure he kept breathing regularly or he might faint.

“When are you going to fuck me?”

“When I feel like it.” She was emphatic, and he realized that he hadn’t listened to her initial statement closely enough.

“Sorry. Okay.”

She smiled. “Don’t worry, honey. You’ll learn. Now, as for the prostate massager, I was figuring we should start that tonight.”

“Tonight?” he gulped.

“It might take a while to figure it out, so we might just as well start. Besides, it won’t be as intrusive as my plastic peter, so the prostate massager will get you used to bending over.

Bending over, he thought. Oh, my God!

“Okay, shall we have a little dinner and do it?”

“Uh…”

“Yes?”

“Could we just do it? I don’t think I’ll be able to eat with this…this looming.”

“Sure. Come on. Head for bed.”

Larry stood up and walked down the hall.

Laura appreciated how his ass swayed and his heels clicked. She slapped the prostate massager into her palm thoughtfully.

In the bedroom Larry started to get undressed, but Laura said, “Just pulled down your panties and get on the bed.”

Nervous, glancing at her, he did as she directed. Shortly his ass was raised and ready for penetration.

Laura took her time. She massaged his back and his ass. She rubbed a lot of lube into him, smushed it around, and swirled a finger inside his ass.

“Oh, God!” Larry whimpered. He kept twitching uncontrollably.

“Easy, honey. This is just a little prostate massager. It’s not the big dick.”

“Okay,” he mumbled.

He arranged pillows so he was comfortable, and she lubed up the little weenie substitute.

Larry tried to relax. Head down and butt up, and Laura slowly pushed the prostate massager into him.

There was a little pain, but whenever he jerked she pulled back, rubbed his buns, talked softly, and waited for him to relax.

It took a half hour for her to get the thing into him. When she did he was astonished.

He was full. And his penis dripped. He could look under his body, between his legs, and pre-cum was actually pouring from him.

“That’s a good sign,” Laura murmured as she began to jack the little tool into him.

He felt it move inside him. He felt it as she brushed over his prostate, then she was pressing and moving her hand in a circle. He felt the pressure, then he felt like pissing.

“I’ve got to go.”

“Okay.”

“Didn’t you hear me? I’m going to piss!”

“That’s okay. I put a towel under you. Piss all you want.”

He hesitated, then relaxed and the pee started to pour out of him.

It felt good. Peeing always feels good, but this was special good.

This was relief in a manner more intense than regular peeing, and he sighed and let it all go.

Laura kept moving the massager, working on his prostate, and Larry wiggled a little to increase the feeling.

Then he stopped pissing.

Laura worked him for a few seconds, then slowly extricated the thing from his ass.

“That’s all, eh? When do I get to cum? I mean, I’m not going to cum if that’s all you do.”

Laura laughed. “Honey, you came.”

“No, seriously.”

“Seriously.

He looked back at her. She was wiping off the prostate massager, getting ready to put it away.

“Look at the towel between your legs.”

He moved around and saw the big wet spot.

“Jeez. I really peed.”

“That’s cum, honey. It was your first time and you did it. You should be proud.”

He moved his face closer, sniffed, touched with a finger, and jerked in astonishment. “I really did cum!”

“Of course you did.”

He sat, and his butthole felt really good. It felt like an itch that had finally been scratched.

“Of course we didn’t catch it in a bowl, so you could eat it—“

“What?”

“That’s part of it, honey. You’re supposed to be able to eat your own seed.”

“Well, I…I can’t…”

“You keep saying that, and then you show me that you can.”

He was silent at that.

“Okay, your next milking will be next week. If you prove amenable, we’ll start screwing you. Okay by you?”

He thought about it. He was feeling so good, so loosy goosy. It was like an orgasm, but without the big bang.

And…it actually felt better.

“Your weenie is going to be soft for a day, then it’ll stiffen up. I might let you screw me then, because you won’t be able to cum. But the real joy is going to be when I put on the old strap on and show you a good time.”

Larry sat on the bed and thought about it.

He had been converted. He was wearing women’s underwear. They were talking about him having implants. He even wore trace make up. And he had no doubt Laura was going to make him wear more and more of.

And he would probably have to tell his company that he was transitioning. He couldn’t just tell them he was a crossdresser, he had to say the word ‘transition.’ Then they would accept it. Then they would be eligible for government tax breaks or grants or whatever the government did to encourage the people to transition.

But, that aside, the next step was for Laura to own him. To fuck him. To make him her own.

Slowly, very slowly, he smiled.

END
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PART ONE

The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name.

I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor.

So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.

Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater!

“This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.”

I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out.

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

“Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city.

I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend.

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house.

Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love.

Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust.

But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life.

So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming.

I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled.

I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through.

Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that.

I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off.

I like sex, but I like good sex.

If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.

But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die!

So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off.

Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house.

Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum—

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels.

She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly.

But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova!

So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life.

The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah!

Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes.

Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized.

I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous!

On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone.

Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy.

I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot!

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way!

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.”

“Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it.

“Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.”

“No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.”

“I know. I heard your phone.”

Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!

“But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief.

“Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out.

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing.

Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.

I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off.

After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive.

If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’

Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over.

“Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.”

She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist.

She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.”

“Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say.

But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly.

It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris.

“I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.”

“Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff.

“There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.”

“You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.”

She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?”

“No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.”

She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.”

I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus.

“Okay.”

She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?”

We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life.

First, there were the cobwebs.

“I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.”

Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web.

We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely.

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me.

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

“A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke.

Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at.

We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out.

I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs.

We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.”

I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.”

She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’

Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed.

‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water.

“Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.”

“This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs.

And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.

After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in.

Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.”

We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry.

We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping.

“It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.”

Man. The red-faced thing again.

But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at.

“Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted.

She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.”

On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad.

Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days.

“Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me.

Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face.

But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail.

On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip!

A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there.

“Oh, crap,” I said.

Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!”

I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking.

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.”

She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor.

In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage.

“Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.”

I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner.

Well, she knew that.

But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart.

She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide.

“Sorry,” I said.

She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad.

My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound.

She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.”

“Huh?”

“When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.”

There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened.

“But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.”

“I…”

“I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.”

I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged.

She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.”

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

“Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.”

She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in.

“Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.”

“What…what about you?”

“Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.”

Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.”

I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock.

She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends.

Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.”

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

“But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.”

She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up.

She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.”

I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.

“Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.”

I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders.

“Okay. Open eyes.”

I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink?

And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene.

She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?”

My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it.

She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

“Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t.

“I…I can’t wear—“

“Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.”

Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have.

“Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs.

More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist.

She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand.

After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard.

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths.

She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?”

“Oh, yes.”

She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?”

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.”

My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand.

“Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking.

I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?”

She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook.

“Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.”

She turned and ran upstairs.

I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything.

I went to the front door and walked home.

That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed.

On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that?

“You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti.

I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.”

“Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.”

I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy.

I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.”

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

“Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.”

“Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.”

Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!”

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine.

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing.

That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised.

Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise.

Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed.

I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in.

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.”

“I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.”

“Oh, okay.”

But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy.

I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered.

We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while.

Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings.

“Did you know the old lady who lived here?”

“Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.”

I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working.

But I could feel her thinking.

She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks.

I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

“Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.”

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking.

“I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…”

She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.”

I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.”

She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.”

I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks.

“I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?”

“She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.”

Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me.

It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped.

“It’s called a Coke High.”

“Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.”

I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking.

“Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

“Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’

“So the man did.

“And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up.

“Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side.

“And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.”

She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side.

She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.”

She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her.

Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry.

She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth.

“Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?”

I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind.

“Sure.”

“Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.”

Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind.

Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice.

“Okay.”

And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me.

And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder.
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