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A Note from the Author!

We women simply must take control of our men. Use sex, use chastity, use spanking…use whatever you have to, but those silly men simply can’t be left to wander around and get in trouble.

That’s the message in these stories.

It’s how to have fun, all while working for world peace.

Just throw a rope around that doggie’s package and reel it in.

And somewhere in this collection you’re going to find the method that works for you.

But whatever the method, it starts with one, simple thing: controlling his sex.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


League of Lactators

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Honey…how long have you been lactating?”

I looked at Al and said, “Oh, about 7 years.”

He shook his head.

I didn’t like his silent way of disapproving, “What?”

“Don’t you think it’s about time you, you know, let them get back to normal?”

I knew it. He was going to lay his ‘what’s proper’ number on me. “So breasts putting out milk is not normal.”

“No, no…it’s just…”

“And it makes my tits too big.”

“No! I love your big tits!”

“But you don’t like tasting the milk?”

“I love your milk!” He was getting red and frustrated.

“Then what is it?”

“It’s just…it’s not proper! You’ve never had a baby, but you managed to lactate, and you…you never stop! You wake up and I have to suck your boobs because they are too full. You have to pump them at night before you go to bed. And every couple of hours during the day you have to attend to them. I mean…it’s like a fetish, an obsession, it’s not normal!”

I studied Al. He was a good guy, but a little, I don’t know, mousey? Not alpha? I mean, he worked, made good money with his home internet business, and he was always polite and never treated me wrong, and it did feel so incredibly heavenly when I sat in bed and he cuddled up against me and drained my milk.

“So let me get this straight. You want my breasts to shrink a cup size or two.”

“Well, no, besides…”

“Besides what?”

“There’s always…plastic surgery.”

I stared at my hubby. “Plastic surgery? To get them back to what they are now? Who’s not being normal now?”

He sighed. “I knew this wasn’t going to go well.”

I changed tacks. “Look, how would you like it if I asked you to give up hard ons, and then we put a big, old iron rod in your dick so you could have boners again?”

“That’s silly.”

“But you asking me to give up these tat tas,” I lifted one and pointed it at him, “just so some guy who lives up the block won’t think I’m weird is not silly?”

“Okay, end of conversation.”

See, I told he was mousey. Or, at least, in this case, weaselly.

“Not really,” I griped. “Only until you get this bug again…and again…and again!”

“Don’t be bitchy.”

I tell ya, if he was sucking my tit right then I would have slapped him with it. What a bone head! And an idea started to worm it’s way into my consciousness.

“The fact is,” he said, sealing what would eventually be his doom, “What you are doing reveals that you have some sort of weird fetish, and I just don’t understand it.”

“You don’t understand what it means to be admired by everybody when I walk down the street with my enormous milk bags? You don’t understand the warm feeling when we are making love and you are suckling at my breasts? You don’t understand how nice it is to lactate…without having your hole stretched into next year without having to have a baby?”

“No.” He had that folded arms mentality. He had taken the high ground and wouldn’t admit to any argument. He was right and I was wrong and that was it. And, with no other recourse, no way to move my block-headed hubbie, the idea exploded in my head.

I smiled, “Yes, dear. You’re right, and I’m a crazy bitch with a perverted fetish for big boobs and I like to squirt my milk all over the place.”

He frowned. He was right, even though he was wrong, but I was agreeing with him? Now this was a change up for his little, male mind.

“Unfortunately for you, I’m a member of a group that believes otherwise.”

He breathed out, “The League of Lactators.”

“Exactly. Now, if you wish to give up nursing at my wonderful breasts, I will understand. I wouldn’t expect you to lower yourself to my standards. I wouldn’t want you to enjoy warm milk, and a hell of a good fuck with a cunt that is not all stretched out…Mr. Mini-Dick,” oh, that got him. He’s not the biggest, and it’s a sore point with him. I’m big and he’s not, how delicious. “…so if you want to forego your nightly feeding, and your morning feeding, and any feeding in between, maybe just drink it out of bottles I put in the frig,” I had caught him doing that. For a man who complains he sure did like his milk…. “…then feel free to do so. I’ve got plenty of people who are more than happy to suck my milk.”

Nothing he could say to that. I didn’t usually take such a strong stance to his silliness, but he had actually irritated me with his judgements and holier than thou crap.

I turned off the light, turned on my side, back to him, and went to sleep.

The next day I went to my group meeting, and I was glad it was scheduled for that day and I didn’t have to wait. I wanted to put an idea out to the girls.

The League of Lactators is a group of gals like me. Some of them have children,, some don’t, but we all like to give milk, and we have all, except for Marsha, who is a newby, have been lactating for three years or more.

Now, before you get the wrong idea, we’re a mix of Dems and Repubs, some of us go to church and some don’t, the one’s with children are very concerned about schooling and day care and such things, and we all are concerned with the state of society. We’re not political, but we are responsible.

And, I won’t hedge here, we’re all pretty good looking. Not a cow among us, in spite of all the wise cracks people make about ‘the Udder Mudders,’ or ‘the Tit Bitches.’

And, of course, our beauty is enhanced by our large bosoms. And our bosoms do look enhanced because, not only are they full of milk, but we all wear loose bras, shelf bras, and so on, so that our ducts and channels aren’t confined. A tight bra strangles the milk supply. Loose bras facilitate it.

That all said, I sauntered into Donna Foreham’s tidy, little ranch home and greeted my sisters in lactation. Hugs, air kisses, a bit of tea—the kind of tea we drink is better for producing milk—and we sat in a big circle and held little conversations. We talked about everything, schooling, husbands, and two of us who weren’t married talked about cock, a little frantically, if you get my drift.

Today, however, was going to be different. I stood up and clapped my hands. “Ladies,” they all gave me their attention, “I have a problem, and I have a solution, but I wanted to talk it over with you girls before I did anything.

Joannie Tiltson smiled, “Let it gush, sister.”

We chuckled, we liked bad puns, and I began.

“First off, you know I love my husband, but he is a twit.”

More chuckles. The girls knew exactly what I was talking about.

“So, what gives Hannah?”

“Al is stupid on the subject of milk, and he’s getting worse and worse. He likes to nurse, and he likes my size,” I hefted one of my sacs and grinned, “but he wants me to stop lactating.”

Frowns and boos. We girls were a pretty tight group, and we all looked out for each other.

“Before I tell you my plan, does anybody have anything to suggest?”

“Give him some some medroxyprogesterone acetate,” Joannie quipped. She was the doctor among us.

“What’s that?” asked Marsha.

“Used for chemical castration of perverts. Guaranteed to make a man bonerless for at least six months. More, depending on dosage and frequency.”

We all smiled, but I objected, “Problem is that Al isn’t a pervert…he’s simply a little stupid on some subjects. Anybody else?”

“Well,” offered Marsha, “you could cut him off….no, no, not that way…just refuse him sex until he comes around to his senses.”

“The problem with that is that then I give up sex, too.”

“I’ll lend you my dildo,” grinned Donna. “Guaranteed for five years or 50,000 orgasms.”

We all laughed at that.

“No,” I said, “It’s a good idea, but too many drawbacks. I think my plan might be a little better.”

“Well, out with it!” exclaimed Donna.

“I thought…I thought maybe if we gave him his own set of boobs.” The girls sat up and took notice. “Maybe if he had his own set of ta tas to lug around, then maybe he would be a little more kindly disposed.”

Everybody went silent and thought about it.

Donna: “Make ‘em big. Make him wear a bra. Show him what it feels like to have bigger and more sensitive nipples.”

I nodded.

Marsha put forth, “It’s just too bad we can’t make him lactate, too.”

We all nodded, exchanged knowing looks, and would have moved on, except that Joannie cleared her throat. We all looked at her.

“It is is possible for a man to lactate.”

“What?”

“No!”

Comments erupted.

Joanie held her hand up. “It’s called galactorrhea. It requires a bit of hormonal shift, but it’s pretty easy, and men have been known to produce milk. Even nurse.”

“Galacta whata?” asked Marsha.

“Galactorrhea. In the medical journals it is described as excessive or inappropriate amounts of milk. There are a few drugs that are used to help ladies who are slow in lactating, and it has been known to make men lactate.”

I breathed out in awe. “Al, with tits, real live tits, and real, live milk! That would certainly shut his mouth.”

“Shut up and suck,” blurted one of the girls.

We all began to giggle then, and we made plans, and since the meeting was now winding down we took out our breasts and pumped out a few bottles. And we worked on each other, which, even though we weren’t Lesbians, still felt good.

Interestingly, a few of the girls had small orgasms. That happens some times, milking can be a hard duty to the unwilling, but to those who embrace their womanhood, it can result in pleasure and small orgasms.

And, an hour later, and my breasts at least five ounces lighter per boob, we adjourned, and we all had things to do to help in the great conversation of Al Housen. Al, the stick in the mud who was going to get the biggest boobs we could give him, and squirt milk with the best of them.

Jonnie and I headed to her offices, where she prescribed a couple of medicines.

“Now, these drugs are pretty strong. We should notice results within a month, but there are a couple of drawbacks.”

“Not side effects,” I asked. I don’t want him limp or growing a new penis on his forehead.”

“I’d like to see that,” Joanne laughed. “No. The ‘side effect,’ in the case of these drugs is that he’s going to go through a VERY horny period. When his breasts start growing he’s going to be wanting to fuck anything with a hole, even a board with a knot hole. You’re going to have to put out a lot, and even then, watch him. His hormones are going to be driving him, and he might make bad decisions.”

I shook my head. “I should have asked the other girls if they wanted to help.”

“You don’t mind if he fucks around?”

“As long as he doesn’t bring a disease home. Don’t get me wrong, I can get jealous, but if it’s just sex, it’s like kissing. Do it as much as you want.”

“Bring it up next meeting. I’m sure some of the girls would like a little Al meat.”

“It’s not that big.”

“Hmm. You know, there is a chance it might grow smaller. How big is Al?”

“Five inches.”

“Would you mind four?”

I thought about it for a moment. I wasn’t really satisfied anyway, and I used a dildo quite a lot, and the idea of getting Al to finally understand about breastfeeding was too enticing.

“I can do four. The smaller the dick the bigger the dildo.”

Joannie gave me a hug. “A girl after my own heart.”

So I went home, dropping by the pharmacy on the way, and that night Al got his first dose of super lactacting medicine.

I didn’t notice anything for a week. Oh, Joannie had said a month, but it might start earlier, but I was so eager!

And Al backed off his stand on me ending lactation, and we fucked a bit. And, that man, for a guy who was against such stuff, he fed at my breasts a lot. And he didn’t complain.

But, lying in the dark, feeling the warmth and goodness of sharing my milk with my man, I couldn’t help but smile.

On the second week Al started to get a little grouchy. Not bad, but definitely different for him. He was usually the kind of guy who told jokes, liked to play pranks, and generally have a good time.

Now he was glum. Not depressed, just glum, sort of like he was having heavy thoughts and couldn’t stop.

So something was happening, and I kept feeding him his daily dosages, and waited.

Third week. He apologized to me.

“Honey, I’m so sorry I’ve been so grumpy. I don’t know why.”

“Oh,” I said airily, “it’s just puberty.”

“Not funny.”

And it wasn’t, because when we did have an argument, or I wanted to put him in his place, I accused him of never going through puberty, and that’s why he was only five inches.

“Okay. I didn’t mean it that way. My sorry.”

“That’s okay,” but he was still Mr. Unhappy face.

“Say, I might have something that will cheer you up.”

“What?”

“These!” I ripped my blouse open, sent the damned buttons flying, and held my boobs up. I was wearing a shelf bra and the nipples were big and oozing milk.

He smiled. He was easy. But then, what man isn’t?

He bent to my tits and took one of my nipples in his mouth. “Mmm. Good.”

I walked backwards, he kept up with me, and I turned into the bedroom and the back of my legs hit the bed. I sat on the bed, pulled him with me, and now he was laying on me, sucking my tit as he lifted my skirt and pulled my panties down.

“Oh, baby,” I said. “You’re eager.”

And he was, and I knew, halfway through the third week, that he was entering the horny phase.

He pushed forward as he pulled his cock out, and he edged in, and the little thing entered my pussy.

Oh, God, I wished he had a bigger peeny. I love him, but a girl can wish, can’t she?

He thrust with his hips and I felt him brush against my innards, but not enough.

I hugged him, and he kept sucking, and my milk was flowing.

I tilted my own hips, then I pushed him back.

“What?”

For answer I turned around and crouched on the bed on all fours. I could feel his grin as he eyed my round ass. I wiggled my fanny and he grabbed it and guided his cock back into paradise.

“Oh, yeah!” he grunted, smacking me with his hips, his little balls swinging against me.

For a long minute he fucked me, and I groaned, trying to get him deeper, trying to somehow make his cock feel bigger. All the while he leaned on my back and squeezed my tits. Lord, I was getting the milking of a lifetime! Long squirt after long squirt, and then, when he took his hands off, they kept squirting on their own, with no stimulation. Which is not to say I wasn’t stimulated.

Heck, once the milk starts really flowing it is a glorious golden, drawn out mini orgasm. I just felt so warm and good.

Then, my milk flow starting to slow, I let my upper body fall. My tits were pressed on the bed and I was supported by my shoulders. This was the best position, it tilted my pussy just right, for maximum penetration.

Al knew it, and he knew I was about done, so he redoubled his efforts. He wanted to cum before I did, because he knew when I came I would kick him out. The problem was that Al had never been an easy cummer.

Oh, I know, some guys are fast, premature ejaculation and all that, but Al wasn’t one of them. He not only was small, but he was slow. Which didn’t do me much good. As I indicated, once the milk started to slow I started to lose interest. I then came or I didn’t. If he drove extra hard, he could get me off. If he didn’t…I used the dildo. And he would finish himself off with his hand while watching me. Or not.

I tell ya, when a girl is close to a good orgasm she stops thinking about her partner. There is only her and her cunt and how to make it pop.

Well, that day he did it good. He pushed and grunted and slammed into me, and tried to make his dick feel longer than five inches, and I felt the warm explosion starting up in my groin. And throughout my body. My tits suddenly felt hot, I felt a white screen pass through my head, and my body started lurching and spasming.

“Yeah!” he crowed, proud that he could get me off.

And I shuddered and flattened out, which pushed my buns up and forced his cock out of me.

I lay there, feeling the milky mess under my breasts, satisfied, in spite of the small cock, and feeling pretty good as I came down.

I heard him sit on a chair and start stroking himself. Poor baby hadn’t gotten off, and I giggled. I turned over to watch him.

“Damn!” He said. “I can’t seem to get off!”

I smiled. I went to him and sucked on him for a while. A small cock may not be much for fucking, but it is better for blowing. I was able to fit his whole member in my mouth, and my tongue must have felt gigantic to him. But he still couldn’t get off. Finally, I backed off. “Sorry, hon, but my mouth is getting tired.”

“Okay,” he sat, disconsolate, a man who had succeeded in satisfying his wife, but not himself. Poor boy. Stuck in a twisted conflict. I almost laughed. And then I had an idea.

“Go take a shower and cool off.”

He did. And I picked up my cell.

“Joannie? He’s hot and horny, can’t get off.”

“I thought so. Al fits into the category of getting hornier because he can’t cum. It will last a few weeks, at least until his breasts have really started growing.”

“So who should I call?”

All the girls had expressed an interest in fucking a man with a small dick that might not work. In fact, there was even a pool, the girl who made him actually squirt would win the pool.

“I think you’ve already made a call.”

I grinned.

“I’ll be there in five minutes, and I’ll make up a good excuse to be there and available. Why don’t you go shopping. I can text you when I’m done.”

“Deal,” and I hung up.

I listened to Al singing in the shower. He had a good voice, and the warm water was probably feeling pretty good in there.

And I thought about what was going to happen to him. Heh heh.

It was more like ten minutes, but Joannie showed up, and she was wearing nothing but a bathrobe, and another bathrobe around her hair.

I showed her into the living room where Al was sitting and thinking about the bulge in his pants.

“Hi, Al.”

“Hi, Joannie.”

“Joannie’s shower is broken, and right in the middle of sudsing. She’s going to use ours to clean up.”

“Sure.”

Joanie and I passed him and I showed Joanie to our bathroom. I air kissed her and whispered, “Have fun.”

“I will,” she responded. “Is the camera set up?”

“It’s running, and I covered the red light so he won’t know it. You won’t have to do a thing.”

She grinned, reached out and gave my boob a good squeeze, then entered the bathroom.

I went back into the living room. “I’ve got to go shopping.”

“Oh.”

Shopping. Big deal. A woman thing. But he was going to remember this shopping trip, even though he wasn’t on it, especially because he wasn’t on it, for the rest of his life.

Two days later the Lactation League had their meeting, and there never was such an eager bunch of bitches. They all knew that I had set up a camera, and that I had videos Joannie’s tryst with Al.

We arranged the chairs around the big screen TV and I slipped a disk into the player. A quick squiggle of lines, and then we had a clean view of my bedroom. We could hear voices, but there was nobody in the room. Then the volume of the voices grew louder.

“Look, I don’t…my wife…”

“Your wife has bragged about how big you are, and I want to find out for myself.”

Joannie entered the room, she was holding Al by the penis and pulling him along. She was naked, her big tits hung down and her we could see little drops of white on the tips.

“She said I was big?”

“She did, and I’ve got the proof in my hand.”

“Oh,” and Al grinned, and we all laughed. The penis in her hand didn’t look so big.

“Now get on that bed and let me have my way with you.”

“But Hannah might not like—“

“You let me worry about Hannah.”

She pulled him around by the dock and pushed him on the bed. He sat down and looked up at her.

“And while I’m worrying, you can take care of this.”

She moved forward and maneuvered a big boob into his mouth.

“Whoa!”

“Wow!”

The girls applauded and cheered.

Then Joannie moved forward, pushing him back with her tit, and he laid back and she crawled over him.

He sucked, his mouth working, and his eyes were looking up at her face.

She bent at the waist and managed to stroke his dick while he suckled.

“Mmm!” he groaned.

“Mmmm, yeah, baby. You really are big!”

Again, we all cheered. Joannie was really doing a job on him.

Then she pushed his head back, lowered herself, and began sucking his cock. She didn’t have to move her head back and forth, like she would with somebody of size, and that made it that much easier to hold his whole dick in her mouth. She made groaning sounds and reached up to touch his nipples.

“Oh…oh!”

I stopped the disk. “He’s never responded to nipple sex.”

Joannie explained, “The drugs are making his nipples more sensitive. Within a week they’ll start to pop.”

I turned the disk back on and we all watched in amazement as Joannie started raping his nipples. She moved up to them, sucked them, and he arched his back and cried out in pleasure.

“My, God!” I breathed. I couldn’t wait to explore this phenomena.

His nipples were as sensitive as mine, and we were just starting.

On the bed Joannie finally moved up and positioned herself over his penis, which, while it was small, was as hard as I had ever seen it.

Joannie signaled me to stop the video.

“He’s going to go through a month or two of hard dick soft dick, and it will be difficult to cum. And then he’ll shrink a little bit, but he won’t lose his ability to get hard and squirt, it’ll just be…tough.

“More fun for us,” giggled Donna.

One of the girls said, “I never thought a small dick could be so hot.”

Joannie: “Let’s be honest, girls, we’ve all wondered what dicks other than our hubbies and boyfriends would be like, and there isn’t a woman alive who hasn’t wondered what a big monster would be like. And, if you think about it, it’s almost as obsessive when you think about what a small dick would be like.”

“So what’s it like?” I asked.

“It’s good. It’s frustrating, and that makes you work harder, but then when you get over the top, the cum is actually harder. It’s because you had to work for it.”

We all thought about that, and I started up the disk again.

Joannie bounced on him, driving here weight down and trying to get more dick. Her frustration was obvious, and at one point she even looked directly at the camera and made a face of pleasure and frustration and ‘what the fuck.’

We all laughed, and we watched Joannie’s tits flop. After a minute she grabbed a hold of them. It was obvious that flopping tits, should they flop hard enough, could be painful.

Under her, Al was writhing and groaning and doing his best to cum. In trying to please himself he was forgetting to please Joannie, and that provided a unique pleasure in itself.

One of the girls started chanting.

“Fuck…fuck…fuck!”

We all took up the chant, actually chanting in time with the movements on the screen.

“Almost!” Joannie yelled.

“Fuck…fuck…fuck!”

“I’m almost there!”

“Fuck…fuck…fu—“

On the screen Joannie howled. She pulled her tits and pounded on her pussy. Her back was shuddering and jerking. Milk dripped wildly from her breasts and spattered everywhere.

“YES!”

“YEAH!”

“WOW!”

We all stood up and cheered like we were cheering the winning home run of the world series.

Joannie raised her hands in victory, then began bowing.

Afterwards, going through our weekly milking session, a dozen horny women laying around and pumping themselves and each other, and me even fingering myself, we discussed the affair more thoroughly.

“You can get your mouth all around his cock, and I think his cock might even be more sensitive than normal. He’s got the same amount of nerves as any other guy, but they are just crammed into a smaller space.”

“I like how you were able to get both his cock and both balls into your mouth. What did that feel like.”

“I couldn’t do much with my tongue, but I think he liked the idea. Leastwise he was making sounds like he did.”

“I’ll say.”

“Say, Hannah, I’ve got a question.”

I turned to Marsha. For a newby she was coming along fast.

“How did he…what did he say when he found out that you arranged the fuck?”

I laughed. “He didn’t find out.”

“What?”

“That’s right. Joannie left, and she told him not to say a thing to me, that she didn’t want to ruin our friendship.”

“And he bought that?”

“Al and I have an understanding. I understand his indiscretions, and he understands mine. Mind you, we don’t fuck around on each other, but if he’s at a convention in St. Louis and some girl comes on to him and he’s drunk…I understand. And vice versa.

“Now, he fucked Joannie, and she was pretty insistent, and now he’s caught. He fucked around on me, and with my friend, but he doesn’t want to ruin my relationship with Joannie over a fuck.”

The girls exchanged glances, there was still some figuring out going on.

“But…then he thinks he’s cheating.”

“And that is going to make it all the better. He’s like a kid who’s stealing cookies, and we know that stolen cookies are always the best, right?”

There were nods around the room.

“So Marsha, I want you to come over tomorrow at noon. I’ll tell him I left a dildo for you, but when you go to look for it it won’t be there. He’ll help you look for it, your clothes will somehow get lost, and voila, super fuck.”

“Tomorrow at noon,” she affirmed, biting her lip.

“Then, when you’re done, tell him not to say word to me, that you really don’t want to lose my friendship.

“Really? And he won’t suspect something when I use the same reason?”

“Listen, Al is horny. When Al is horny he doesn’t think straight. You could tell him your pussy needs a lube and oil and he’ll think that’s normal.”

We all giggled at that one.

“Okay,” she said, coming to a firm decision. “Tomorrow at noon.”

“And don’t worry, the camera is on a high shelf, the red light is taped up and I’ll leave it running.”

Marsha gave a sigh. “And I’ll get to fuck a real, live small dick.”

One of the girls asked, “Won’t it seem rather…absurd? Leaving a dildo for Marsha?”

I grinned. “I told you. right now Al is fucking stupid, and in the best possible way. The fact that it is a dildo will just increase the horny quotient.

The girls all nodded, and they smiled at each other, and I offered one more suggestion.

“And make sure you tell him his dick is big.”

The girls all broke out in laughter at that.


PART TWO

The fourth week. I noticed Al scratching his chest, and sometimes grimacing.

“What’s the matter, babe?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Must have pulled a muscle.”

Yeah, right. If nipples had muscles.

“Lemme see,” I went to him and examined his chest. At first he was a little squeamish, but as I ran my hands over his pecs, including some extra puffy nipples, he shivered.

“What?”

“I don’t know…it felt good.”

“This does?” He was wearing a black tee and his nipples were pressing hard against the material, doubtless stimulating his overly sensitive chest peenys. I gripped the nip with my fingers and pulled.

“Ohh!” He groaned, and his knees actually buckled a little.

Oh, baby, was I going to have fun.

“I didn’t know you were this sensitive.”

“I didn’t, either.” He gritted his teeth as I rolled up the shirt and put my lips to his nipple.

Yep, it was, they were, definitely swollen. Real swollen. If his nipple was normally a dime, now it was a penny. Zowie.

“Oh…please!”

“What’s the matter?”

“It feels like it’s electrifying my cock?”

“That big thing?”

He looked at me, a bland expression which held a little surprise. “I thought my dick was too small for you?”

“No, I think it’s been growing.”

“Really,” he bent his head forward, looking downward. His little penis bobbed, five inches long,. but probably in its last days at that length. “It looks the same to me.”

“Yeah, but baby, it feels humungous to me.”

Grinned, he swaggered into the bedroom. He threw me on the bed, acting a little mannish for a change, but then a big cock will do that to a man, give him a big ego.

“Oh, yeah!”

He knelt between my legs and gripped my boob in one hand, he milked me thoroughly as I jacked his cock. Every once in a while he would shift boobs, and he was doing a good job. It felt like he was pulling gallons out of my titties, and the feeling of warmth grew and grew until my hips started to buck. I groaned, and he glanced at me, realized I was going to cum, and he redoubled his sucking efforts.

Electricity shot through me, my pelvis exploded, and I began to shake and moan.

“Yeah!” he said through a mouthful of nipple and milk.

Yeah, indeed. I rocketed to the stars, exploded into the heavens, and slowly found my way back to earth.

Then it hit me. He had made me cum just by sucking on my tits. Didn’t even put his dicklet into me. Oh, my God!

He was starting to fiddle with his dick, getting ready to put it into me. I pushed him back with one hand. “No.”

“What? But I need to…”

“I’m sorry, honey, but you gave me the greatest cum ever. In fact..” I paused.

“What?” His eyes were wide with horniness.

“I think I like getting off that way best.”

“Huh?”

“Yes. That gave me such a great cum, we’re going to do it that way.”

“Well, great, now just let me slide in and I’ll get my…”

I shushed his lips with a finger.

“I think you work harder when you don’t cum.”

“But, honey! I need it! I’m so horny all the time! You’ve got to let me—“

I placed my hand over his mouth. “Oh, come on. Show a little self control. You can do this for me.”

Well, he begged and pleaded, but I was adamant, and it was hard not to laugh at his desperation. He was so cute, begging on his knees for a little relief.

But here was my thought, he was horny, and he was really horny for me, and he would get hornier and hornier because men are always horny for what they can’t have.

Besides, the girls were wanting more, that little dick of his was making them work harder than ever, and giving them great cums, and they were almost begging me for a chance at Al.

And, a little aside, I wanted them to see his nipples. I wanted them to suck and admire and pull on them. The more ‘massaging’ he got the better it would be. Or so I reasoned.

So I walked out of the bedroom, totally satisfied, and he followed me around the house like a puppy dog, big, brown eyes begging.

“By the way,” I said, “I’m going to be out of town for a couple of. days.”

“What?”

“Yes. There’s convention on FLRs, and I want to—“

“What are FLRs?” he interrupted me.

“Female Led Relationships. That’s where the woman is more in charge and the man does what he’s told.”

“Don’t we already have that?” he groused.

“Yes, dear. We do,” I affirmed. “But sometimes you seem a little unhappy about it. This will enable me to get more educated, make me a better leader.”

He frowned, but there wasn’t much he could say.

“But…can’t you put it off? I mean, I’m really horny.”

“Or just use your hand or whatever.” I dismissed his concerns.

“Use my…” I knew he wasn’t thinking of his hand. He was thinking of all those women that had been paying him visits over the last week.

“Sure, you know,” I made a stroking motion with my hand.

“Oh.” But he had visions of my friends dancing in his head. But he wasn’t telling me. He was cheating, even if it was only in his mind. And it was making him feel guilty, even as he couldn’t control it. I almost laughed aloud then.

The next day I left on my trip, and went over to Joannie’s house. Joannie and I had been getting quite a lot of Al’s dick, the other girls wanted some, and we decided to just hang out and have a little pajama party. Eat some popcorn and watch the video feed and let the other girls have their turns.

Yep. Video feed. Joannie had hooked the camera direct to my laptop, which was in the closet and plugged in. The camera would send me real time movies of any of Al’s shenanigans.

So I hugged Joannie, we had a little breakfast, I had left the house early to give Al plenty of fuck time, and then we turned on the computer and called up the videos of my dear, sweet husband. We were just in time.

DING DONG! We heard the front door bell. A few minutes, and Donna backed into the room, tugging Al by the cock, laughing even as he tried to protest. She was wearing just a coat, and the coat was open and showing her charms to the max. She shucked the coat off without losing one stroke of Al’s cock.

“Hey! Wait! I can’t…”

Donna was having none of his guff, though. She lay back on the bed and pulled him right into her.

“I’ve been doing nothing but dreaming of your big dick…”

Joannie and I broke out in gales of laughter.

“Well, uh, thanks, but I’m married and this has to—“

“Oh, yeah, there it is,” she pulled him into her pussy, then grabbed his body so he couldn’t escape. She humped him mercilessly, and Al couldn’t help it, he began to hump back, and he sucked on her nipples and had a good meal.

For long minutes they squirmed on the bed. Her moaning, and then she inadvertently rubbed a palm across one of his nipples. He gave a deep moan, and she remembered. Quickly she brought her mouth up and began to suck. “Oh,” she moaned at one point, “You even have big nipples.”

First Al preened. Which was good. We wanted him to want big nipples, and they were going to get bigger. Then he start to rut harder. He was proud, and he was hornier than a virgin in a whore house. He flipped her over and pounded in her.

She began to moan, loudly, and I wondered if the neighbors could hear her. Then she did something I didn’t expect. She pushed him off and said, “I brought something over for you.”

He barely heard her, he was thrusting his cock in the air and trying to maneuver his way back into her honeypot.

“Uh…yeah…”

She pushed all the way off, pushed him back on the bed, and ran out of the room.

Joannie and I looked at each other in puzzlement.

“What in the heck is that girl…?”

Donna ran back into the room, she held her purse and was taking something out of it. “Turn over,” she snapped. “Get on your hands and knees.”

He looked at the thing in her hand, and he recognized it at the same moment Donna and I realized what it was.

“Oh, my God!” I muttered, my mind blown.

“She’s got to be kidding!” blurted Donna, laughing.

On the screen: “I’m not going to—“

“You are if you don’t want me running out the front door screaming ‘rape!’”

She held a butt plug. It wasn’t unduly large, though I am sure, to Al’s mind, it must have looked like the Titanic.

“But that’s going to hurt!”

“It’s going to feel good. And it might even help you squirt.”             

Well, that made sense to Al, hungry, horny Al, but he still protested. “But that’s going to ruin my asshole! I want be able to…to keep stuff in me!”

“What? Don’t be stupid! People use these things every day, and you don’t see snail trails all around town, do you?”

“Well, no, but…”

The argument went on, but Donna finally made it happen. “Okay, slick, here’s the deal. I’m going to the front door, I’m going out the front door, and I’m going to scream until the police come. Mr. Raper. Or you’re going to let me grease this little thing up and insert it. What’s it going to be?”

Al didn’t say anything.

Donna turned around and walked out the door.

Joannie and I were open mouthed, and I realized that it might be difficult to deal with a rape charge, and I was getting a little scared, when Al broke.

“Wait!” He jumped up from the bed and yelled.

A few seconds later Donna came back into the bedroom. Her smile was tight and controlled as she enjoyed her victory.

“Up on the bed, bozo, and don’t give me no shit. Literally.”

Joannie and I were on our feet now, laughing, disbelieving, and high fiving. This was really going to happen.

Al got on the bed. He bit his lip and looked worried.

Donna pulled a jar of lube out of her purse and began slathering goo all over the plug. She lectured him as she made sure the butt plug was ready. “The trick is to relax. If you fight it, it’s going to hurt. And it may feel like an ouchie the first time, but once you are accoutered…” accoutered? Joannie and I were near hysterical now, our jaws had officially dropped and we kept patting each on the back to reassure ourselves that this was really happening. “…it’s going to feel like heaven. You’ve got lots of nerves back there and…” she began applying lube to Al’s ass. A lot of lube. “…they are going to all fire up and scream ‘Happy New Year.’”

“HAPPY NEW YEAR!” Joanie and I screamed together.

Joanie put one arm around Al’s ass, put the anal toy to his anal, and Joannie and I sat down on the couch and actually held each other. Nobody, on the screen or in Joannie’s living room, said a word. There was plenty of deep breathing and gulp and gasping from Al.

Donna wormed the plug around, pushing it lightly and letting it come out. Al kept jerking and groaning. She pushed it in further and further. Al kept trying to lurch away, an instinctive reaction, but Donna kept hold of him, kept pushing and pushing, and suddenly, pop, it went in.

Donna stood up and went into the bathroom to wipe her hands off.

Al was frozen in position, then he started turning, on all fours, small movements because he was terrified. He swung around and faced the bathroom, and the camera, and the look on his face was absolute amazing. His eyes were big and round. His mouth was big and round. He was in shock.

“How’s it feel?” Donna called from the bathroom.

“It’s, uh…I don’t…” he was flabbergasted. Gobsmacked. Dazed and confused.

Donna came back into the room, she was laughing. “Cat got your butt?”

“I…I don’t…you…”

She sat on the bed, reached behind him and wiggled the plug.

“Oh! Hey! Wait!” Al jerked and twitched and his hands slipped off the edge of the bed. He flattened out, and his butt was in perfect position.

“Oh, goodie!” Donna held him down with one hand in the middle of his back, with the other hand she maneuvered the plug. We watched as she wiggled it, corkscrewed it, tapped it gently.

Al jerked and twitched, his hips tried to escape, but only aided in the pleasure.

“Go on, struggle, big dick. Show me what you got.

Now Al was breathing hard, and he was actually drooling. His mouth was slack and a string of spit was elongating from his chin.

Donna took her hand off his back and climbed on to the bed. She squatted behind him and worked the butt plug with both hands. She used her weight to push harder, she pulled until Al’s head jerked up. She pushed it to one side, then the other. She even turned it in his asshole.

Al began to fuck back. Just like he had a pussy, but the pussy was his ass. He wiggled and moaned, and I could see big tears coming from his eyes. He was so pleasured he was crying! And he thrust back and his hands made fists and clenched and, suddenly, his back arched and his mouth grew big and his eyes opened in shock.

“I’m…I’m…OH MY GOD!

The way his hips jerked, we could tell he was coming.

Donna dug into his butt like she was a gardener with a spade.

Joannie and I leaned forward, our mouths open.

My husband had just been buttfucked and had had an orgasm!

On the screen Donna sat back and breathed. I realized how hard she had been working. She sat for a long minute. Al certainly wasn’t moving. He was completely collapsed, half off the bed. He hadn’t been cuming much, and now this…he was stunned beyond belief.

Donna finally rolled off the bed and got dressed, which meant putting on her coat and buttoning it up. She said, “You can leave that plug in for a few hours. Feels sort of good, doesn’t it.”

Al grunted and nodded.

“And, who knows,” she faced the hidden camera and winked. “Maybe somebody will come along and rescue you, eh?”

I turned to Joanie to tell her to get going, but she was already halfway to the door.

We showed the video at the next meeting. We had made more videos, but Donna’s was the big hit. The ladies all congratulated her, and she was preening with pride, and all the ladies had questions.

“How long have you…”

“How did you know he would…”

“What gave you the idea…”

And she said, “If you think that is good, let me cut in line tomorrow and I’ll really show you something.”

“Two days in a row?” somebody asked

“Hey! I don’t know if you noticed, but I was so busy giving Al his education that I didn’t get off myself!”

Long story short, we not only agreed to let her cut in line, every woman in the League of Lactators was in Joannie’s living room, perched on the edge of their seats, waiting to see what would happen.

DING DONG! We heard the doorbell. We heard the greeting, and then Joanie led Al into the bedroom by the dick. Same coat, which she kept buttoned up.

Interestingly, Al didn’t protest about being married. But that just made me smile. It didn’t make him less guilty, and, besides, the videos we were getting, if I ever decided to go the blackmail route I certainly had the material.

“Al, I have a little extra something for you?”

Al was walking almost normal, just a little gingerly, and he said, “Isn’t this butt plug thing enough?”

“Oh, no, sweet cheeks. That was just the start.”

His eyebrows slanted inward.

“Now take that plug out and get ready.” she unbuttoned her coat and spread the flaps, and every girl in the viewing room dropped her mouth.

Donna had a dick!

Everybody was blinking, trying to figure it out, I had images of her having a pussy the day before, and then we started to figure it out.

“It’s a strap on!”

“Oh, my God!”

“It is!”

Al looked down at the thing. It was black, about the same size as the butt plug, but not flared. His jaw dropped. “I can’t…you can’t…”

“I can and will. Now, are you going to waste my time by making me run into the street, without the strap on, and scream rape? Or are you gonna get on the bed on all fours and take it like a man.”

“Like a man? Don’t you mean like a woman?”

“Have it your way,” she snorted. “But you’re going to take it either way. So get up there and get ready.”

Al was broken in by the butt plug scene of the day previous. He hung his head, but not all the way, and I could read his body…he was excited.

And his little pecker showed it.

He climbed up on the bed.

“Over here,” Donna commanded. She was positioning him for the best camera angle.

Al moved to the end of the bed and we girls had a fantastic view. We could see his ass, and the dildo on Donna’s waist, and everything was ready to go.

And, the girls of the League were all on their feet, holding their breaths, and making small remarks.

“I can’t believe it!”

“He’s going to do it!”

“I want to fuck him next!”

Donna smiled at the camera, actually gave a wink and a thumbs up, and set herself behind him. She applied LOTS of lube, pressed her plastic peter to his brown button, and began to feed mu hubby a good does of cock.

Al arched, and moaned, and suddenly flattened out. I didn’t know if it was pain, or pleasure, or what, but it didn’t faze Donna. She just reached up, grabbed his hair, and kept pressing.

The dick slid into his asshole smoothly, and Al began making sounds. Guttural sounds. sounds like he was a caveman.

Donna was grinning as she began to saw in and out.

Al jerked and twitched, at one point he was grasping the sheets in front of him with white knuckles, but, in the end (pretty good pun, eh?) he enjoyed it. He began pushing back, wiggling his butt, and fucking the dildo with all his might. And he groaned and moaned and his eyes were far away.

“Hold it,” stated Donna. She unfastened the dildo from his ass and left it in him.

Al laid on the bed and gasped for breath.

She held the pecker in place with one hand. “Turn over.”

Al had to struggle, his muscles seemed to be working funny, but he managed to flip on his back.

Donna used her hand to push the dildo in and out, and the other hand played with his nipples.

“Oh, baby,” she muttered at one point. “I love a man with manly nipples, all big and great for sucking.

Al was jerking and fucking and too busy to answer, but I think I heard a grunt which sounded like ‘yes.’

Then Donna pushed his legs and hips down so he couldn’t dislodge the penis, and she climbed on top of him.

Al felt her weight, and it shoved him down harder, impaled him deeper. She grabbed his nipples and began to fuck him.

Al was half screaming now, but all in pleasure. His nipples were getting stimulated, his ass was getting fucked, his dick was being ravaged, and Donna, like a wild woman, rocked back and forth, bounced, and screamed, at one point, we couldn’t believe it, “YEE HAW!”

Then, finally, she had her orgasm, and, again, all the ladies in the League were on their feet, cheering and clapping and high fiving and saying things like…

“Way to go!”

“Fuck, yes!

“I want to do that!”

We all stood around, none of us willing to sit, and chatted as we watched the feed.

Al just lay on the bed, not moving, staring at the ceiling.

Donna got dressed, again just buttoning up the coat, and then left. Five minutes later she entered Joannie’s house to the sound of cheers and hoots and ribald comments. She bowed, and we all chatted and asked her things, and then Joannie said, “He’s crying.”

We turned to the screen. Al was sitting up, he hadn’t taken the dildo out, and was sobbing.

Uh oh. This might be bad.

Joannie: “You want to check on him?”

“No,” I said. “I’m still at a convention. Girls?”

All hands went up, but it was a girl named Lisa’s turn.

“Don’t worry,” she said as she left the house.

We watched the screen. Heard a DING DONG. But Al didn’t move. He was still crying.

Then Lisa entered the bedroom. “Al? What’s wrong, honey?”

“Nothing…nothing…” he blubbered.

She sat down next to him and put an arm around him. “It’s okay, honey. You can tell me.”

Al said what I didn’t expect: “I’m just so…so…so happy.”

Lisa smiled, kissed his forehead, and winked at the camera. She held a thumbs up so Al couldn’t see it. Tears of happiness. I was so glad I hadn’t panicked.

“Did you know…”

“What?”

“I have a…I have a…”

“You have a what?”

“I have a dildo up my ass.”

“You do?” Fake surprise.

Al turned to Lisa then, gulping and sobbing, and he begged, “Could you please fuck me?”

Well, it is an understatement to say that all previous celebrations in Joannie’s living room were nothing compared to this moment. We cheered so loud that we saw neighbors looking out their door at the house, which just made us laugh.

Week five, and Al had small bulbs. The size of radishes. And his nipples were bigger. If they were dimes, and had become pennies, now they were nickels. And they were getting more and more sensitive. Al had taken to not wearing shirts around the house, which was adorable as I could see his growing buds whenever I wanted to. The material was just too rough on his little nippies.

And when he left the house he would put bandaids on them to protect them.

Of course, whenever we fucked, they were open season for me. There was nothing like seeing the pleasure explode in his eyes when I sucked on those pippies. Well, they weren’t big enough to be puppies, and certainly not full grown dogs, but pippies. Yes. I liked that, and that was what they were.

I would wake up in the morning, fuck him good, express sorrow when he didn’t cum (heh heh!) and then go shopping, or visiting, or whatever, and one of the girls would cum by.

Donna was ahead on the pool. She had made him cum twice. A couple of the girls had made him cum once, but except for those four cums, he was living a dry life. And getting hornier and hornier. He walked around the house naked sometimes, stroking his cock, looking at me with begging eyes.

I just chuckled and commiserated and went on about my business. Let him be horny, let the girls have their fun, and I looked at the calendar. I gave him two more weeks before he hit the final phase.

And I would catch him every once in a while, fondling his chest, looking confused, and pleased, and, of course, horny.

He was realizing that something was happening to him, but he wasn’t objecting. And who would? He was getting fucked by beautiful, lactating woman all day long. Literally. And if his chest was doing something, it was small price to pay.

And here was the interesting thing, he was getting fucked, and wearing the butt plug, but he hid it all from me.

I was okay with that, but it was showing me depths of the man I loved that I hadn’t known existed.

Was he worried that I would be upset? Was he worried that I wouldn’t accept his new fetish for getting his butt screwed? Was there something else going on?

I didn’t know, but the game was on and I was loving it.

Week six, and his boobs were growing, and I could tell it was starting to get to him.

Once I caught him staring at himself in the mirror, a most thoughtful expression on his face. He turned sideways and cupped his little boob. Oh, it was cute. Just like a 13 year old girl, budding, changing, and caught up in emotions and hormones and everything.

And he did get a little emotional. That crying jag he went through was the worst, but it seemed he was always turning away and wiping his eyes, getting moody, that sort of thing.

And, one of the girls noticed that his dick had shortened up a little. Not much, none of us expected it to suddenly shrivel and drop off, but it was shorter. A quarter inch. But it stayed hard, and he stayed horny, and that was fine with us.

“Ow!”

“What?”

He was pulling on a shirt and had forgotten to put on band ages. He had rubbed a nip and it had hurt.

“It’s just…nothing.”

“Come on, honey. Tell mama what’s going on.”

“I just…my chest…I must have pulled a muscle.”

I kept my smile on the inside and looked at him. I put a look of surprise on my face. “Al? You’ve got boobs!”

“What? Me! No!?” he tried to turn away, to avoid it.

I knew the girls were watching on the TV, or at least it was getting recorded. This was going to be the best documentary on transitioning in the world.

“Come here,” I turned him around and felt his chest. He squirmed, and it wasn’t from pain.

I lifted his shirt and cupped a boob. “This isn’t a tit?”

“Well, I just haven’t been working out. It’s just flab.”

“Ha! If that’s flab then I never worked out! Honey, face it. You’ve got tits. What have you been doing?”

“Me? Doing? I haven’t been doing anything!”

Dangerous ground here. I wanted to miss his big secret, that he was fucking all my friends and fucking himself and using a butt plug and getting dildo-ized, and yet not miss his growing tits.

“Come on. You don’t just grow tits out of nowhere, especially if you’re a man.”

“It’s called Gynecomastia. It just happens to men. They get some fat on their chest, looks like boobs.”

I looked doubtful. I had uncovered him, but I didn’t want to push him. Yet.

“Well, okay. But…”

“Look it up on the internet.”

Excellent, he had been looking it up, and he had somehow figured out a way to justify his boobs. It gave me the perfect opening.

“Well, okay. But I don’t want you to turn gay, start taking it up the butt or something.”

Bingo. The look on his face was priceless. Totally busted, and shamed into keeping his secret.

“I would never do that!” But he almost choked and his face turned red.

“Oh, I know. You’re a manly man. Especially with that big dick. It’s just that…”

“What?”

“If they get much bigger…you’re going to have to cover them up or something.”

Right. No way I was going to let him cover these puppies up. Yes, no longer pippies, now puppies. Pretty soon to be howling dogs.

“Cover them up?” He had trouble wearing a shirt.

“Sure. Wear a bra or something.”

“What?”

He was shocked, but under the shock I could see the thrill in his eyes.

“I’m not going to wear. bra!” but it was weak. He must already have been thinking about it.

“Well, if you want big, old sacks hanging on your chest. Your choice,” and I left it at that.

I went to my meeting that week, and that was the beginning of the end for poor, old Al.

“I’ve got an idea,” said Marsha.

We were sitting in front of the screen. We had just watched one of the girls do her magic and, while she had had a fantastic orgasm, Al was having harder and harder times.

“What’s that?” Joannie asked.

She told us, mouths dropped, and then I began wondering. Why hadn’t I thought of this? It was the logical next step. Why hadn’t any of the girls thought of this?

We were sitting in Joannie’s living room. Eating donuts, drinking coffee, and watching the screen.

DING DONG!

A minute later Marsha entered the room. She winked at the camera and put Al on the bed. Out of her pocket she pulled a little bundle. She tossed it at Al.

“What’s this?” He unfolded…a nightie. Pink. Frilly, see through.

“Put it on,” Marsha growled, letting her horniness show.

“But, what for?”

“I’m going to fuck you, and I’m going to pretend you’re a girl.”

Al stared at the garment for a good ten seconds, then, surprising me, he stood up and put it on.

He stood there and stared down at himself. It was short, and his little dick rubbed against the hem, and was extra hard for the stimulation. The cute thing, though, was his boobs. They were little girl tits, but obviously tits, and they poked the front of the nighty out.

“I don’t know—“

“Oh, shut up, lay down, I’ve got to have you!”

Al actually smiled. He liked this. Good thing he didn’t know it was only phase one. “Do you want me on all fours or on my back?”

“All fours, to start.”

Obediently, Al got on to the bed.

Marsha greased him up, moved up to his pucker, and pushed her cock into him. Al was getting easy. His hole was stretched properly, and he liked it, and fucking him was easy.

He groaned and arched his back and pushed back.

Marsha slapped his ass. “Yeah, bitch!”

She fucked him. In and out. A bit rough, but it was good for Al.

Finally, she told him to turn over. She was looking at his eyes. She was feeling his tits. She was plowing into him. She suddenly drew back and frowned.

“What?” He sounded a little desperate. My man was learning to love and crave cock.

“It’s not right.”

“What isn’t?” Real panic. He didn’t want to give up his new sex style.

“You. You don’t look like a girl.”

“But…I’ll turn back over. I’ve got tits! You’ve got to fuck me!”

Marsha shook her head. “No. I want a woman. I’ve always had the urge to try out a woman, and you just don’t look enough like a woman. If this was a real dick on me it wouldn’t be hard.”

“But…but…what can I do?” He pled.

Marsha thought, and she was doing a marvelous job of acting. Finally, she said, “Well, there’s one thing we could try. I don’t know if I should ask you…” yeah, better to have him ask for it.

“What? Anything! I just need to feel your cock in me again!”

“Well…okay. Get up.”

Al stood up. He was actually trembling with desire. I wished I’d discovered his anal fetish before. But then it probably would have balanced out my fetish for having big milk bags on my chest, and then we might never have reached this stage.

“Sit there.” She pointed at my make up table.

Al sat, and Marsha began to work on him. We had adjusted the camera so we could watch, and the sight was absolutely fascinating.

Al had a masculine face, but I think the drugs we were giving him were softening him, redistributing fat. Not a lot, but he didn’t need a lot.

Marsha cleaned his face, she primed it, corrected his color, which was interesting as males have slightly different colors than females. But Marsha was good, and his face began to look more feminine. Concealer, foundation, even a little blush. Now he was definitely looked feminine, and she was just getting started. The crux to make up is the eyes. The eyes make one crackle and pop, or they don’t. Examine a man’s eyes next to a made up woman’s eyes and you will see it.

So she spent a long time getting his eye shadow just right, curled his eyelashes, and, finally, the pièce de résistance, lips.

She plumped them, which startled me, because I had always thought Al had thin lips, but a little plumper, some bright red, some gloss, and zingo bingo, my heart dropped.

He…she…was gorgeous. Al’s face was a perfect picture of femininity. Except for the hair. But I had prepared for that. I had left a wig on the table.

Marsha pulled the wig over Al’s own hair, clipped it in place, and stood back.

Every woman in the viewing room was stunned. We were speechless. We stared with open mouths.

On the screen Marsha moved him in front of the mirror, which was perfect for the camera. We stared at his flawless make up, the curve of his jaw, the shadows and highlight.

“I think I’m in love,” breathed Joannie.

“Fuck love,” said one of the girls. “I’m in lust. I want to go over there right now and do him double. I want to fuck him till he’s stupid. Fuck. Until I’m stupid. Fuck!”

Two of the girls were actually rubbing their nipples, not caring that milk was squirting. One of the girls placed her hand on her crotch and squeezed her pud.

As for me, that was interesting. I love Al. But I know him, and I’m used to him. He always gave me more than enough sex, so it was no big deal. Fun and games, but the deep lust of a new relationship wasn’t there. Now it was.

Now I felt wet. Now I felt my core turn white hot and my legs felt weak. I was actually gasping.

I wanted to fuck that…woman. I wanted bad. This wasn’t just Al…it was…AL!

A new Al. A soft and feminine Al. An Al built for long nights. I could imagine him between my legs, eating me to a frothy squirt. I saw myself standing behind him, cupping his big tits as I drove my plastic cock into him. I could—

“Easy,” Joannie nudged me. I looked down and realized I was cupping one breast with one hand and playing with myself with the other.

“Oh, let her go. She was just getting started,” one of the girls laughed, and I blushed.

On the screen Marsha had taken Al back to bed. She was slow and gentle in her movements, as if manipulating a woman. She arranged him on his back, made sure he was lubed up, and then she started fucking him.

We could feel her excitement. We watched as she felt his tits and kissed him, and we were all envious as Al groaned and moaned underneath her.

“Fuck!” I whispered.

“You’ve created a monster,” Joannie murmured next to me.

On of the other girls picked up on it and said, “We’ve created a monster, and baby, do I want a piece of that monster.”

From there it took off. The girls clamored for a chance to be with him, missing work, abandoning their husbands and boyfriends, concentrating their all on Al. They made him up, dressed him up, and fucked him, and were fucked by him, and I was having the time of my life. He was looking softer and softer, and I even saw traces of make up on him every once in a while. I didn’t say anything, however, just sort of ignored him, contained my own overwhelming desires for a girly fuck with Al, and watched the play unfold.

Seven weeks.

“That did it. Put this on.” I threw a bra at him.

Him. Sometimes it was hard to think of him as him, watching him be a girl all the time.

He looked at the bra. There was still a touch of resistance in him. He said, “I don’t think I want to.”

So I went to him, put it on him, and pushed his hands away, and zingo bingo, he was stacked. It was a shelf bra, and his nipples peeked over the edge so cute. And they were big nipples. First dimes, then pennies, then nickels, and now they were beyond coin sizes. They were  more than two inches across, and the nipples were thick and stuck up a half inch.

Man, if his nips were that big, then how big were his boobs going to be?

Speaking of his boobs, they were already getting hefty. I had given him a C cup bra, and he filled it up.

So, stacked. And it made my clitty hard and my hole drippy. Still, I had promised the girls that I wouldn’t fuck him for a while, that they could use him, and I didn’t want to get in their way, no matter how much I wanted to take him.

Well, anticipation is worse than death itself, they say, and so it must be true that anticipation made sex ten times better. At any rate, I couldn’t wait to finally take that boy…girl…to bed and have my way. Believe me, I was dreaming, daily, of spreading his legs and fucking him till he was not just stupid, but a moron for the rest of his life.

Eight weeks. Al had actually made it to D cups. He strutted around the house in a bra, and yet he still had his secrets. He didn’t say anything about dildos and butt plugs, or getting made up and fucked like a girl.

Fine with me, but it was time to bring it all to a close. Besides, I noticed that he was starting to sweat…through his nipples. He hadn’t noticed yet, but I saw wet spot, just small ones, and realized we had made it. He was starting to lactate.

So the girls of the League of Lactators discussed it, and we finally came up with a fitting plan to end the shenanigans. And, boy, was it a doozy.

One morning, fucking Al to my cum, not his, I left the house. I told Al I was going to visit a friend in the next town over. Don’t expect me back before dark.

He smiled, kissed me good bye, and I knew he was thinking about getting dressed up and getting a fuck or two. I drove off with a wave.

At Joannie’s house we made our final plans, and then Marsha went over and prepared Al. She made his face up, put nylons and a really sexy bra on him. She made him wear a corset, which she pulled tight and, he didn’t know it, put a little lock on the top loop. Then she put him in heels. Very stylish, and she giggled, no way to hide this, when she put the little locks on the tops of those. Now he was truly trapped and ready for our fun and games. Marsha started to fuck him, and half way through, him huffing and turning red and trying to make his little dick, it had actually gone down to four inches, to squirt.

Marsha took a break, left Al gasping on the bed, and answered her phone, “Hello?” She listened, then she gasped, then she hung up the phone and yelled, as she ran out of the room. “I’ve got to go!”

Now Al was stuck. He was totally and completely en femme. He was wearing sexy clothes, was made up, had huge boobs (and a cock to small to notice), a beautiful, long wig, and…and no way to get it all off.

It was my turn, and I was licking my chops.

I drove up to the house , nudged my car up against the garage door, wanted to shut down all possible exits, and slammed the door. Loud.

Oh, I could actually feel his panic. He had these big secrets, and he hadn’t told me, and now…can you spelled busted with a capital BUSTED!

I walked up to the front door, and my cell rang. I stopped and answered it, in a loud voice.

Joannie whispered, “He’s in the garage. He was looking for pliers or scissors in the kitchen, then he ran into the garage when he heard you coming.”

“No. Nothing. Come on over. My friend canceled our meeting, so I have no plans for the day we’ll hang around and sip wine. Sure, bring the girls.”

Heh heh.

I hung up the phone and entered the house. I wandered through it, “Al? Honey? Are you here?”

No answer. But I knew there wouldn’t be. He was in the garage, sweating bullets and trying to figure his way out of this mess.

Suddenly a car of girls pulled up to the curb and half the League got out and came up to the house. They were laughing and giggling and trying to act normal. Then another car drove up, and the other half of the League came up the steps.

We gathered in the house, laughing and joking and trying to act like it was just a normal meeting.

“Where’s Al, Joannie yelled to me from the dining room. I was in the kitchen and I yelled back, “Don’t know. Must have gone on an errand.”

“His car is still here!”

Joannie entered the kitchen, and speaking in half loud voices, knowing that Al was just on the other side of the door, terrified, listening to us, we continued our conversation.

“Don’t you ever worry that he’s got a girlfriend? that he would leave you?”

“Al? Are you serious? He’s is the kindest, most considerate man in the world. He would never lie to me. And cheating? Not a chance.”

Oh, poor Al. Being complimented even as he huddled in fear and thought over his sins. Me bad. Heh heh.

So we had coffee, talked the talk, and grinned the whole while.

Finally, Marsha asked, “Say, didn’t you say you had a set of golf clubs I might borrow?”

“Sure. They’re in the garage. Come on.”

Giggling, we crossed the kitchen and I opened the door.

On the far side of the garage the back door clicked shut.

We giggled some more, then I picked up the clubs and headed for the back door. I opened it and said, “Come on, Marsha, let’s work on your swing in the backyard.”

I waited a second, then stepped out. We walked up the side yard and into the back yard. We went out to the lawn and talked about golf for a second, then one of the girls said, in a whisper that was loud enough to be heard by Al, “Hannah…I thought I saw a prowler.”

At this point we all took assigned places. Marsha went to the hall closet, Joannie went to the kitchen, and other girls went to places inside the house.

I and the remaining girls discussed the ‘prowler.’

“I saw somebody run past the sliding doors.”

“I didn’t see anything.”

“Yes, somebody crossed the patio. They were running.”

“Okay. Let’s go see.”

We tromped, making enough noise to scare a burglar, and into the far side yard.

Now, I knew Al would run, and he only had two choices. He could turn left and try to run through other yards, in plain daylight. Or, he could run along the front of the house, hope nobody saw him, and go in the front door. We all agreed, and we were right, that he would go for the front door.

The side yard being empty we ran back to the patio, and we were just in time to see Al come through the front door.

Oh, he looked beautiful. He was tall and slender with big, huge tits. He had long hair that trailed over his sexy lingerie. He looked like a woman who wanted to fuck.

He closed the front door and tip toed, which was easy because he was in heels, across the room.

Suddenly, A girl came out of the hallway and screamed.

Al spun, gasped, was terrified.

He turned to run, and Joannie came out of the kitchen. “AL!”

Al spun, and started for the garage, Marsha stepped out of a closet and pointed at him and screamed.

Al turned yet again and and Maxine came through the back of the kitchen.

And women poured in from the back.

Al stood and actually began yelling. His eyes were wide, his mouth was wide open, his hands were up to the sides of his face. He was so cute, even his nails were done.

For maybe ten seconds, it was chaos. Women touching Al, blocking his path, and Al yelling and crying and going in every direction but out.

But, finally, the tension too much, we began to laugh.

By now Al was actually on his knees, crying, sobbing, his mascara running down his cheeks in rivers.

We laughed. We roared. We held our bellies.

Slowly, Al stopped crying. He started looking around, still panicked, but reason slowly encroaching on his poor, addled senses.

I went through the girls and leaned down and grabbed his arm. I lifted him to his feet. He couldn’t miss my laughter.

He finally managed, “You…you…this was…”

“Yes, babe. The ultimate gotcha.”

Somebody handed him a drink. He needed one. Flutes of champagne were making their appearance or us girls.

“Then the…I was…they were fucking me!”

“With my blessing. For the joke.”

“Oh, my God!” He took a big slug of bourbon and Coke.

“That’s right, my girly, little man, and now all your secrets are out.”

“Oh, my God,” he repeated, and took a bigger slug of alcohol.

Finally, we all began sitting. Al had the place of honor, a bar stool facing a semi circle of the League of Lactators. He was working on his third drink, and was finally starting to relax.

“I can’t believe you did that. I mean, I was cheating, getting buttfucked, even dressing like a girl.”

“And you’re a beautiful woman,” somebody murmured. Everybody agreed.

“But what happens now?”

“Things go on like they have been, but I finally get to fuck you.”

“Oh…” and he was thinking.

“What?”

“All these girls, you ladies, you kept telling me my dick was big.”

We all smiled ruefully.

I said, “Al, when it comes to cocks, you got the short straw. You are not only tiny, but you are tinier.”

He hung his head. “I know.” He looked up, “It was fun hearing the lies, but…I know I’m not big.”

“And now you’re even less big.”

He looked down. “I am, aren’t I. And…” he stopped, looked up at me. He was coming out of shock. “Why am I shrinking? And, for that matter, what’s the real reason I’m getting tits? I mean, this isn’t gynecomastia, is it.”

“No, babe. I’ve been giving you some hormones.”

“But…but…”

Joanie blurted in, “Would you like your five inch cock back? Or would you settle for four inches, and all us women pawing you over, fucking you, getting fucked by you?”

And Marsha chimed in: “Do you want to give up wearing women’s clothes?”

Al looked around the circle of ladies, and he got real honest. “I guess, I guess…yeah. It’s okay.”

There were a few cheers, and lots of satisfied smiles.

Joanie asked him then: “Al, how does it feel to be a member of the League of Lactators?”

“Well, I guess…yeah. It feels good. But I’m not really a lactator. I mean, I’ve got tits, but I don’t put out any milk, so—“

“Al?”

He looked at me.

“Have you looked at your boobs lately? Like right about now?”

“What, no…I…”

I pointed down at his nips, and a couple of the girls chuckled.

He looked down and saw points of wetness in his blouse.

“Oh, my God!”

“Show us, honey, and give those hound dogs a squeeze.”

He took off his blouse, his tits were big, and the nips showed over the shelf.

“Go on.”

He looked at me, then down, and he put his hands on one of his boobs and squeezed. Almost immediately a white drop formed, and two squeezes later he was actually squirting milk.

I went to him. “You once asked me to let my boobs dry up. How do you feel now?”

He stared at me, shocked, amazed, and he shook his head. “No way.”

And the ladies of the League of Lactators all gave a cheer.

END
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PART ONE

“Honey, we’ve got to talk.”

I yawned and blinked. I was barely awake, stumping around in Mother Nature’s overcoat and ready for breakfast, and Lisa wanted to talk?

My wife is a gorgeous blonde. She’s looks a little on the chubby side, at least you think so until you realize it is mostly boobs. Her breasts are (smile) ginormous. But she wears these loose outfits, and they hang, and you don’t see the svelte waist.

“Oh,” I stretched, then sat down at the kitchen table. “What about?”

Lisa has long, blonde hair, tight waist, big breasts, and a sweet, sweet face, so what could be wrong? Well, I don’t want to be insulting, so let’s just say that while she is bubbly bright and chipper and knock dead gorgeous, sometimes she’s a little bit, uh, ‘too’ blonde.

“Honey, you’ve had too many cums.”

I blinked and stared at my wife. Uh oh. This certainly sounded like she was having a bright idea.

Once she made me follow the Japanese custom of not wearing shoes in the house. Very irritating when  I had to go in and out constantly.

And then there was the time she insisted the inside of the car be washed for ‘health’ reasons. That was an irritating one. Especially because when she gets like this she tends to deny me until I fall in line.

Nothing makes her happier than getting her way.

“What did you say?”

“I’ve been reading, and it says that the average man has sex three times a week, and that he has a sexual lifespan of about 60 years.”

“So?”

“So do the math.”

Oh, God. Math. At my age. Which wasn’t very old, but, still… “Uh, 3 times 52 times 60…uh,” I pulled out my iphone and let Steve Jobs, bless his soul, do the heavy lifting. “9000 squirts.”

“That’s right. Now, how often do we do it.”

“Well, let’s see, every day, twice on Sunday, sometimes three times, and definitely three times on holidays, especially my birthday.”

The heavy lifting got heavier and I started feeding figured into my iphone.

Eleven holidays, call it twelve because of my birthday, is 36.

Then there are the unofficial holidays, things like Polar Bear Day, National Donut Day…God, I had no idea…let’s just say 20 unofficial days, plus 50 Sundays, so I came probably 140 times for those ‘double’ days.

That left 365 minus 82 left 283 days, or 283 single shots. So 36 plus 140 plus 283…um…um…

“459 squirts a year!” I pronounced happily.

“Exactly. And how long have we been married?”

“You’re not going to ask me when our anniversary is, are you?” I asked her suspiciously.

“No, no. Just for the sake of science, how many times have you cum during our marriage?

Uh oh. More heavy lifting. I took off my shoes so I could count and did the math. 459 times… “Can I round off to 460? I mean there must have been an extra cum in there sometimes.”

“I guess so.”

Okay. 460 times 12 equals 5520. “Five thousand five hundred twenty times!” I grinned.

And who wouldn’t grin? That’s a lot of times to enter paradise.

“And how many times have you masturbated?”

“Wait a minute…”

“Just for science. Give me a number.”

“Well, I haven’t masturbated much since I married you,” I smiled at her happily.

“But you became sexually active at, what…twelve?”

“Uh, eleven.”

“And we got married when you were twenty-one, so how many times a day did you masturbate for those nine years?”

“Oh, gosh…” I quickly did the figures. “Maybe once a day for 365 days times nine…but there were times I couldn’t, family vacations, that sort of thing”

“But then there were times you did it twice, or thrice…” she observed dourly.

“Well, yeah, but…we could probably round off at 3500times.”

“That’s probably on the low side,” she frowned.

“Well, it’s not like I kept a diary.”

“You should have, that would make this easier.”

“What?” I was actually getting confused now. First all the math, and now trying to figure out where this was going.

She leaned forward, which made her robe hang open and gave me a view of her delightful globes. Soft, pendulous, pink tipped. Curves that I loved to cuddle with. Mmm.

“Look, honey, you’ve cum over 9000 times in your life.”

I smiled.

“The Chinese say a man only has 9000 cums in him, then he dies.”

“What?” I squeaked.

“That’s right. 9000 times, and you’re already over that. Honey, you’re living on borrowed time!”

“But that’s dumb!”

She frowned.

“Okay, that’s…not scientific.”

“That’s VERY scientific. We’ve jus done the math.”

I didn’t really know why I was fighting with her. I mean, so what? So I backed off. “Look, I’m a horn dog, we both know that. And, truth, you’re sort of a horn doggie. You can’t tell me that 9,000 orgasms, more, if you count the multiples, has hurt you.”

“Women are different,” she sniffed. “Women are not bound by a certain amount of cums.”

“So neither should men! I mean—“

She leaned forward a little more, gripped my hands, flashed me more boob. I gulped, and she said, “You’re like a fellow who won’t quit smoking, and bam! One day he wakes up dead with lung cancer.”

I blinked. There was something inherently wrong about ‘waking up dead.’

“Let’s face it, you’ve been abusing your body, stressing it with too many orgasms, and it’s time to put you on an orgasm diet.”

“What?”

“We have to bring you back to full health. We have to reduce the effects of excessive cumming on your poor, weak body.”

Her eyes were sorrowful, her words were sad.

“Now wait a minute…”

“So we are starting a strict regimen. No more cums for you until I decide you’re healthy again.”

“Honey, this is ridiculous. I play basketball with the guys every weekend. I work out at the gym. I run every couple of days, or bike. I am not dropping dead because I unloaded my balls too much.”

“People drop dead all the time,” she countered. “They’re walking along and suddenly, phhht! They’re gone.”

“Come on! How many times have you heard of some fellow dropping dead because his balls were empty.”

“You can make fun of this if you wish,” she stated haughtily, “But I’ve made up my mind. No more nookie for you, at least until we have this sorted out.”

Then she read my mind. “And don’t you dare think about masturbating.”

Then she read my mind again. “And don’t think I’m going to give in and have sex because I get horny. I have no intention of getting horny.”

“What do you mean?” I asked suspiciously.

“Just because you can’t control yourself, just because you show no self control and abuse your body past what it can take…that’s no reason I have to suffer.”

“What are you saying?”

“I’m saying that I have no intention of doing without.”

“But if I have to do without then so do you.”

“Sorry, Robert. That’s not the way this works. You’ve been bad. You have abused yourself too many times. You are now on an official diet, and don’t you dare try to break that diet!”

Oh, man, she hadn’t denied me, she had just told me she was going to deny me, but already I was desperate.

“Honey,” I whined, “I can’t do this.”

“You certainly can, and you shall!”

“But not squirting…my balls will fill up. I might explode. You don’t want that to happen, do you?”

She frowned. Then smiled. “I’ll do some research. We’ll find a way to relief the pressure without you…harming yourself.

“But…honey…”

But…it was settled. My fate was officially, by Chinese standards, sealed.

The day went slowly. Totally nonplussed by Lisa’s announcement, I had breakfast, then read the newspaper. It was Sunday. We had done the deed upon waking, then came the announcement, and normally we would have a little tryst after lunch, or maybe while swimming in the pool. It was fun for her to lay on the diving board and me do the bounce on her. Then, sated, we would simply roll into the pool.

So I brought her out a wine spritzer, and another one and another one, and I tried to loosen her up.

She got loose, but didn’t change her mind.

We wound up on the hammock, swinging back and forth, me naked, humping her in time to the swings, grinding my groin into hers.

But while I was naked…she wasn’t.

“Oh, God!” I groaned in frustration.

“Use your fingers,” she whispered to me.

Blind with horniness, I decided I should. I could take her to the edge, get her super horny, then she would give in and do me.

“Uh, oh…yes,” she moaned.

I kissed her, and Lisa knows how to kiss. Her soft lips slithered along mine, plump and moist and hungry.

I was fighting for balance now, kissing, fingering her, and trying not to roll out of the hammock.

“Oh, yeah…keep it up…!” Her humping added another element of confusion to our balancing act.

Wiggling, swaying, my focus was so much on not falling out of the hammock that…”OH…YES…YES!”

Lisa groaned and hugged me and I felt her inner muscles squeezing my fingers, trying to strangle them, the way she had often strangled my dick and pulled a cum out of it.

But my fingers wouldn’t cum. And my dick was harder than a rock. And hotter than a weenie roast. And leakier than a dripping faucet.

“Oh, thank you,” Lisa sighed and patted my cheek.

Her motion, just lifting her hand when I was befuddled by what had happened, was enough to upset the balance. The hammock flipped and I fell out, and she fell on me.

“OOF!”

She giggled and hugged me. “You’re so good.”

My ramrod penis was poking into her thigh. She reached down and held it for a second.

“And you’re going to be so healthy!”

Then she let go, right before I could squirt, and jumped into the swimming pool.

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned. I was on my back, and the empty hammock was still swinging lightly, and the material brushed the head of my cock.

I closed my eyes, I imagined the material brushing over me was her lips. Blowing, brushing with her tongue, and my balls started to tighten. I could feel ignition coming. If I could just…

“ROBERT!”

I jerked out of my daydream.

“Don’t you dare!”

She was the side of the pool watching me.

Oh, God. Just a few more strokes and…

“Robert?” she warned.

I wimpered, but stood up. My cock stood out, a flag in a stiff wind. A hurricane wind. I jumped into the pool and swam frantically. The cool water seemed to inflame my cock, rather than sooth it.It took a lot of swimming for me to go down.

Dinner time, and sometimes we would do third time, sometimes not.  Today we would not, as we were heading for a barbecue. Lisa dressed up, in a bikini, and I wore tight underpants under my swim suit. Not speedos for me, I wore some loose trunks. Between the tighty whiteys and the loose boxer style I hoped I could hide my hard.

“Oh, goody,” Lisa held my arm, her breasts brushing against my arm, as we walked over a couple of lawns to the Johnson’s.

Dick and Linda Johnson. Our besties in the neighborhood. We were of the same age, saucy in our joking, and liked to get together and just talk for hours. Slobber over ribs. Jump in the pool. Drink lots of bourbon and Coke.

So we crossed lawns, opened the front door and walked on in, and out to the pool.

And into a couple of bourbon and Cokes. Yum.

It was summer, hot, but I had been in my own pool all day, so we mostly just sat around and sipped and occasionally one of us would jump in and get wet, and jump out and drink some more.

But I had to jump in a little more often.

Aside from being horny for my own voluptuous wife, Linda was having an effect on me. She’s a touchy feely person and her hands would be placed on my biceps, or touch my chest, and Mt. Happy was feeling REALLY happy.

At one point I even caught Lia glancing down and then smirking.

Very funny, hardee har har, I fail to see the humor, and I jumped in the pool and swam around for a minute.

I came to the side and stayed there, my boner wasn’t quitting easily, and the girls went in to the kitchen and Dick jumped in next to me.

“Hey, good buddy, the girls were just talking about you.”

“Oh?” Uh oh.

“Yeah, they were noticing that you seem to be a little extra, shall we call it…excited?”

“Oh, fuck,” I whispered, my face turning red.

“So what is this orgasm diet Lisa is talking about.”

Crap. I wanted to jump out and run home right then. Maybe even shrieking a little. But Dick was a good friend, so I stifled my red face as best I could and explained.

“Lisa read some article that says a man only gets to cum a certain amount of times. Nine thousand was the number I believe. We did the math and I’m over that. Now she thinks I’m going to drop dead if i have another squirt.

Dick tried to hold it in, but he wasn’t successful. He started shaking with silent laughter. “Oh, you poor guy. How bad is it?”

“Well, you’ve seen my state,” I looked down as if towards my groin. “And she hasn’t even thought about it.”

Still, chuckling, Dick said, “Well, don’t tell Linda about that. She’d—“

He stopped talking and turned white. Then he burst out of the pool and headed for the kitchen. It was my turn to laugh.

Later that night, we were sauntering home, a bit wobbly but happy, and the other shoe dropped. It dropped with a clunk I had never expected. I thought things were as bad as they could get, but, no. There was worse.

Lisa said, “I was talking to Linda…”

I felt it. I felt underlying forces coming to trample me.

“Oh?” Please don’t say anymore. Please forget what you heard. Please.

“She said that men will always find a way. It’s in their DNA to cheat.”

“Honey, I would never—“

“She said you would find a way to, as you say, have a ‘squirt.’”

“But, baby, Lisa! I—“

“But she told me how I could curtail your nefarious activities.”

She actually used the word ‘nefarious.’ It was a good word for describing evil geniuses, but quite a bit lacking when describing a guy who just wants Mr. Happy to do a bit of yodeling. I opened my mouth, I wanted to say something, but she beat me to the punch. She said, “She suggested chastity.”

We went to bed shortly after we arrived at our house, and it was a difficult night for me. I was horny. I hadn’t had my second squirt of the day. I had gotten my wife off, and my dick had been hard all night, and…and I lay awake, victim of my boner.

Finally, I drifted off, and had dreams of my dick running down the street, away from me, magically growing hands and tossing daisy’s into the air and singing ‘la la la…’

And I awoke. Boner city. Balls full and no where to make a deposit.

I rolled over and nudged up against Lisa. I let me cock slide between her ass cheeks and cleared my throat.

“Oh,” she rolled onto her back, her glorious breasts thrusting upward, and stretched. “Good morning!” She pecked my cheek and jumped out of bed.

I waited for a while, and when she was down with her morning ablutions I went into the bathroom. I peed, but my hard on  stayed hard.

I stepped into the shower and stood under the water for a long minute. And started soaping. And…started soaping my penis.

Oh, yes. That felt good. Nine thousand cums. My ass. Fuck, my hand slithered up and down, slipping and sliding. I worked the head, swirling my hand around. Oh, yeah. I was ready, this was going to be good.

I felt that little trigger flip way down there in groin land. I felt my balls tighten up, and the sperm started to pulse, to creep up the shaft to—

“AH HA!”

I near jumped out of my skin. My eyes opened in shock.

Lisa held the door open and snapped picture after picture with her iphone.

“Lisa!”

“Don’t say my name.” Click, click. “I’m going to post this, just to let people know how out of control men are.” Click, click.

I struggled to reached door, but couldn’t get it, and then I slipped.

“WHOA!” I put out my hands and managed to slow my fall down a bit, but I landed on my ass, my legs spread, and, at that moment, my cock spewed.

“Oh, fuck!” I actually cried in frustration. It was the most terrible, the most ruined orgasm in the history of the world.

Lisa, of course, couldn’t stop laughing. And clicking.

Finally, she closed the door and left. I managed to get back on my feet. Crap. I was going to have a bruise on my butt. And I probably pulled a muscle.

I opened the door and went looking for her.

“Give me that phone.”

“Okay,” she handed me the phone with a big, smirky grin.

“You didn’t upload it! You couldn’t have! It’s still X rated!”

“Nope. You’re right. I didn’t upload it.”

“Good!” I deleted the film. I couldn’t believe…I looked at her. “Why are you smiling like that?”

“Because I have never seen anybody fall so funny in my life. And your cock was pointing straight out, and you looked so funny.”

I sighed. Good. She hadn’t uploaded it. She was just laughing because…because she had a sick sense of humor. I handed her phone back to her.

“Don’t you ever do that again.”

“Oh?” she didn’t like being told what she could and couldn’t do, and she really didn’t like my tone of voice. “And what will you do if I do?”

“I’ll spank you.”

I left her, and was unaware that I had sown the seeds of my own demise. First no squirts, then almost humiliated on the net, and finally, finally…she had the idea of spanking in her sexy noggin.

The morning went slowly. I did have a bruise, and I sat around and watched a football game on TV. Lisa went over to Linda’s and I sipped a beer—hair of the dog, you know—and thought about my weenie.

The game was tight, interceptions, crowds roaring, two guys punching each other, and I couldn't follow it all. Normally I would be locked to the screen, but now all I could think about was…my weenie.

My poor, neglected weenie.

My ever so hard hard on.

The bathroom episode had been so horrendous, and I might have squirted, but…but it was totally unsatisfying, and I wanted a real squirt.

I wanted to be in my wife, pumping in and out. I wanted to feel the big fellow crawling through her tunnel. I wanted…

SLAM!

I jerked awake. Oh, fuck! I lay on the couch, my dick out of my PJs, and my pajamas a mess of sperm. I had succumbed to temptation, and I had jacked off, and then I had gone to sleep. Oh, God! I had slept so poorly the night before…and…and…

“Honey!” Lisa came down the hall. I could hear her heels tapping, and I looked around frantically. If I pulled a pillow over myself it would look suspicious. I turned over and pretended to go to sleep. I would fake sleeping, and then I would sneak into the bedroom while she wasnt’ looking. Or, no I could go jump in the pool and—

“Honey? Honey?”

I gave a light snore. She always respected my sleep.

But she didn’t. She shook my shoulder. “Honey, I did something, and you’re gonna be mad, but if you promise not to get mad I’ll let you have a fuck!”

What? What the hell? I couldn’t ignore her shaking my shoulder. I rolled my head over and looked at her and pretended to be waking up.

“What? I…I need to sleep some more.”

“But you don’t understand. I did a bad thing.”

If it was so bad why was she giggling?

“But I’ll make it up to you. Right now. You can have me any way you want me.”

I tried to go back to my fake sleep. “I don’t feel well.”

“Look!” She held up the cell phone so I could see it. It was on Youtube. It was…IT WAS ME!

Me stroking myself, blurred out, but it was obvious what I was doing.

‘AH HA!’ came her voice. And the video played. Me turning and opening my eyes, going into shock, trying to cover myself, but my boner, even though blurred, was obvious. Then I tried to reach for her, and…disaster! My hands flailing! My body falling, landing on my ass with my legs spread—man, that blurring feature was worthless!

“Oh, fuck!” I yelled, and I rolled over and sat up. “What the fuck did you do!”

“What the fuck did you do?”

I looked at her. She was staring at my floppy dick, my gobs of semen all over my front.

“Don’t try to change the subject!”

“You jacked off!”

“You’ve humiliated me!”

“You said you wouldn’t masturbate!”

“I can’t show my face in this town!”

“You’re going to die!”

That was what stopped me. That was ‘You’re going to die’ statement. I stared at her.

It was a contest of you done who the most wrong, but she had won.

“I tried to save your life, and you…you…” she stood up, tears streaming from her eyes.

“But you posted that video!” I tried to regain some steam, but I was weak. Well, of course I was, she was using tears. All I had was righteous indignation.

“I was going to fuck you. I was going to let you in me, but it’s obvious you don’t want to be in me.”

“Lisa! Honey…” I was now pleading.

“I thought it would be funny. Nobody can see your face, and look, it’s already got over 300,000 likes! And what’s my thanks? You prefer your hand to…to…” she fled the room, sobbing, and I heard the bedroom door slam shut.

Oh, crap. I stared down at my sperm covered PJs. Double crap. What had I done?

She came out of the bedroom a couple of hours later, but she was colder than an ice cube in an eskimo’s refrigerator. I mean, she’d been mad at me before, but nothing like this.

We didn’t talk. Just co-existed for the rest of the day.

She made herself dinner, and I was left to make my own. Great. I went out to McDonalds. She hated it when I do that, but…fuck.

Finally, when I got home from Mickey D’s she was ready to talk. She was sitting at the kitchen table when I entered the house, and she pointed to the chair across from her. I sat.

“Robert,” she began. “You have betrayed me.”

“I’m sorry, but—“

She held up a finger. “Let me talk first. Then you can talk.”

Okay, that’s fair, I thought.

“You’re married. Your sperm is no longer your own, it is community property. I have a vested interest, especially as you have seen fit to waste it over the years, and to the point where your life is in danger.”

I waited. Prepared counter arguments.

“I have ordered one of those chastity things Linda told me about, and you will wear it.”

I started to open my mouth but she warned me by holding up her finger and shaking her head.

“You will wear this chastity thingie and you will become a better person. You will not waste your…our…sperm. You will not fritter your energy away by jacking off.

“You will wear the chastity device and I will hold the key and I will let you know when you can have an orgasm.”

She was done, so I tried. “Lisa, baby. You seem to have made this ‘Chinese orgasm decision’ all on your own. Even if my cock is community property, it is attached to my body. I have final say as to whether and when it will squirt. And if you are not willing, as much as I hate it, I will resort to my hand.”

I went on a bit longer, but that was the gist of my argument. I thought I made my points succinctly, but I was unprepared for what she said when I was done.

“Robert. If you do not wear that chastity device, if you do not allow me to save your life, I will invite my mother to live with us.”

My jaw dropped. The mother in law from hell. The end of my sanity…the end of life and all civilization. I shook my head helplessly.

“I will, so you will wear that chastity thingie, and I have spoken.”

She stood up and walked back to the bedroom.

I sat at the table in shock.

Then I stood up and poured a healthy shot of bourbon. No Coke. In one sentence she had reduced me from a man with a castle to a cringing mess.

Then, my mouth still open, the bourbon burning in my stomach, she came back.

“Furthermore, there are going to be some changes around her. I talked it over with Linda, and she’s in the same boat. Her husband is a slob who abuses himself when she’s not in the mood. Such disrespect is intolerable.”

“What kind…what changes?” I whispered. I was defeated, squashed. Rolled over by a steam roller.

“We’re going to start a ‘Female Led Relationships’ chapter. We’ve already had a few people on Facebook contact us. And by the time you’re in chastity we will be having our first meeting. And I expect you to be on your your very best behavior.”

She turned and left the room. And she didn’t come back. And there was nothing I could say. I had no rejoinders. I was conquered and enslaved and sent to the gallows.

Oh, my God. Yesterday I had woken up and rolled over and taken advantage of my soft, loving, beautiful wife.

Today I had woken up and been taken advantage of, made into a laughingstock, and was threatened with chastity or…I know you don’t think it can be worse, but it is…my mother in law.

My cock locked up, unable to stand up or squirt. I had read the stories, I would have to sit down to pee. And…and that was just the start. I had read the stories of what women did to their husbands after chastising them.

Dully, my world destroyed, I poured another drink. Straight. I sucked it down like I was a Hoover on a carpet littered with greenbacks.

Have my cock locked, or…my mother in law.

Heysoos went barefoot in a cow pasture. What the hell was I going to do?

So I did the only thing I could do. I poured another drink, then, the drink sitting in front of me, I put my head in my hands and began sobbing. My tears splashed in the bourbon like a storm in a rain forest.


PART TWO

The chastity device arrived a day later, and it was a glum day in mudville.

The Amazon truck drove up, Lisa answered the door, and I stared at the little box in her triumphant hands.

“Is that it?” I asked, waves of despair washing over me.

“This is it!” she crowed happily. “This little baby is going to save your life. No more excessive cumming. No more illegal cums…”

I was curious what law had been passed to make cumming illegal.

“With this little gadget we can control your out of controllness and give you a long life.”

Yeah, I thought, as I watched her sit at the kitchen table and open the box. A long life, but what’s the point?

She took a shiny box out fo the cardboard, she took a velvet bag out of the shiny box, and she took a bunch of rings, a tube, and a lock out of the bag. She laid them on the table. I stood next to her and looked down.

“Gee,” she said. “Sure is small.”

Oh, my God was it small. There was no way I was going to get my pecker in that thing, and I said so.

“Of course there is. I mean, this has got to be scientifically designed, right?”

“Why?” I countered.

She looked at me, confused. “This is probably as scientifically designed as the Chinese study that limits a man to 9000 cums.

She blinked, she frowned, then she smiled. “Of course! That proves it’s scientifically designed!”

I blinked and shook my head. Did I really hear that? Did she really take my lack of proof as proof? WTF?

“Now, take down your panties,” she giggled, “And let’s see about putting on your new rain coat.” She giggled again.

God, she was enjoying this wa-a-a-y too much.

I undid my pants and dropped my drawers. My dick, of course, was harder than a dragon’s tooth.

She frowned. “You’ll have to get soft.”

My turn to smilie. “Maybe a god squirt will soften it up?”

She looked up at me with anger on her face. “Don’t you try any of that, mister!”

She went to the refrigerator and got out a bag of frozen peas.

Why peas, I don’t know. I mean, I had read the stories—I stayed up all night the night before reading up on this chastity thing—so why not frozen carrots? Or frozen Corn?

But peas it was, and she slapped the bag on my dick and I howled and she snapped, “Don’t be a baby, Robert.”

“Shove an icecube up your pussy and see how you like it!”

My protestations had little effect on Linda, however, and she held the bag of peas to my cock.

But my penis wouldn’t go limp.

So she tried a bag of frozen carrots. Oh, God, had I been prescient?

And when that melted she tried a bag of frozen corn..I WAS prescient!

And finally, my cock was small.

Her mouth twisted into a little know with her tongue sticking out the side, looking a little cross-eyed, Linda shoved my cock into the tube.

“Oh! Hay!”

She just snickered and closed the ring, pushed the lock through the ring, and…

CLICK!

And it really was that loud. I swear it was.

Linda pushed me back from the table and stared at me in satisfaction.

“There!”

I looked down. I could see my penis, but it was all pushed up against the plastic, like a face at a window, if the face is a pecker and the window is a test tube.

“Great,” I muttered.

“It sure is!” Then she stood up and hugged me. In her robe. With her tits pressed up against my chest. And she kissed me. Her tongue in my mouth, her soft lips fused with mine. And my poor, squashed dick suddenly went ‘Yahoo!’ tried to erect, and died a quick death.

I bent over and held myself.

Oh, fuck! I thought Oh, fuck!

The day dragged slowly, and I could think of nothing but my dick.

Look, I usually do think about my dick, and that quite often. But nothing like this.

My penis was stuck in a grip. It was like a hand was squeezing me all the time. I couldn’t not think about my dick.

Pulsing, surging, only to get discouraged and weep pre-cum. And when I finally managed to get my mind off my cock, and the beast would relax a bit, it started all over again. Pulsing, surging, and weeping little tears of what could never be.

Linda didn’t help. She was so happy that she was saving my life that kept hugging me and kissing me, and she couldn’t stop herself from grabbing my prison with her hand and fondling and shaking it. All of which contributed to another round surge, and pulse, and drip.

That night I slept about as poor as a man could sleep. I tossed and turned until I felt like Tom Hanks on a raft in a storm.

Surge, pulse, drip.

I awoke with big circles under my eyes.

I dragged through the house and collapsed at the kitchen table.

“And how’s my handsome and long lived boy this morning?” Linda cooed and set a cup of coffee in front of me.

“Dead and rotting,” I answered.

She didn’t seem to hear me, or pick up on my death warmed over mood, She said, “I want you to come with me tonight to our first Female Led Relationships meeting.”

“I’m not,” I responded. But I was exhausted, I was tired, I was not ready for a battle.

Cheerfully, Linda quipped, “Nonsense. You’re the first husband to ever be administered to by our group, and all the girls are going to have questions.”

Well, I didn’t feel. like being an experiment, or a poster boy, so I just shook my head. “No.”

Linda turned to me with a smile. “Honey, I won’t force you to go, but I want you to think of something.”

Oh, God, I knew what was coming, and I groaned.

“Just think, if you come to the meeting and talk to the girls…I’m really going to be proud of you. And that is going to help me decide when you’re going to get your next orgasm.”

Oh, God! I put my head in my hands and wished that I could escape this terrible nightmare.

The day went like eating rotten cabbage. Thoroughly distasteful. But on the edge of that misery, poking its head up about as often as my other head tried to poke up and couldn’t, was the idea that maybe, if i showed up, maybe…I could get an orgasm. Or at least was closer to an orgasm.

Finally, after an hour of wallowing in self-misery, I struggled out of my condition and decided to take my mind off my situation.

I went out and mowed the lawn. And I found that if I concentrated hard enough, if I worked fast enough, I didn’t think about my dick as much.

Oh, I still thought about it, but time passed a little faster.

So, the lawn mowed, and even cross cut, I decided to trim the bushes. Trim, trim, trim. I even played with a bit of sculpting, making what I thought looked like a hippopotamus out of the bush next to our mail box.

Finally, Linda called me in to lunch.

“My Lord,” she exclaimed as she placed a ham sandwich in front of me. “You are working up a storm! What’s got into you?”

“I just want to take my mind off…off…” I looked down at my lap.

She giggled. “This chastity thing is really working. All the energy you would have wasted on sex is going into real production.”

Oh, God. She had mentioned the S word. Sex. And suddenly I became aware, and my dick became aware, and I felt the semi-pain of my penis trying to get bigger than its ‘britches.’

But my pain was only starting.

When I finished my sandwich Linda eyed me and smiled.

Oh, no. I knew what that smile meant.

“Come on, lover.”

“Oh, no! I have to wash the car. And I have to—“

“You have to do your husbandly duties,” she announced with a gleam in her eye.

“Okay, take me out of this torture device and I will screw you until your bow-legged.”

“Ew. i don’t want to be bow-legged. Now come on.” She grabbed my hand and dragged me, protestingly all the way, into the bedroom.

I mean, can you understand? For the first time in my horn dog life I didn’t want sex! BUT…at the same time I wanted it more than I had ever wanted it in my life.

Linda pushed me towards the bed and shimmied out of her shorts. Her long legs stretched out and my cock throbbed like a blood transfusion.

She unbuttoned her blouse and my eyes stared so hard they became oblong in the sockets.

She pulled off her bra and panties and I thought I was having open heart surgery…with the anesthetic!

“Come on, baby,” she said, laying on the bed and spreading her legs. “Use that mouth for something besides talking.”

Oh, fuck! I knelt quickly, diving my head into her V for vagina legs. I reached under her and cupped her buns and lifted, bringing that joyous bit of sustenance to my face.

I rubbed my face into her snatch as if it was a handkerchief trying to blot up a spill.

“Oh, yeah!” Linda moaned, putting her hands on my wrists, keeping my hands on her buns, and trying to push her vagina right down my throat.

Down below, Mr. Happy snarled and growled and tried to erect. I would have doubled over from the sensual pain, except that this snatch…I had never tasted anything so good in my life.

I sucked on the delicate inner skin. I treated her erect clitoris like it was a tiny cock. I made disgusting, slurpy noises, which just seemed to excite her all the more.

“Oh, God! Oh, yes! Please! Use your fingers!”

I pulled a hand out and, while supporting her ass with one hand, I drove several fingers into her. She made a gasping sound, like she was drawing her last breath, then began to shake and shudder.

Fuck! She had NEVER come to an orgasm this fast!

Encouraged, in spite of my struggling peeny, I jammed my fingers in and out, bruising the lip of her vagina with my knuckles.

She began making squealing noises, like I had never heard before, and her hips started bucking and my hand was actually ejected from her pussy.

“No! No!” She screamed, clutching bedsheets desperately. “Put it back in!”

I pushed my hand in again, and she kept bucking and making mewling sounds, and then…she squirted.

My God! My wife was actually squirting! I had never seen her squirt before, but now she was gushing big squirts of water. Again and again. And even slapping her pussy with one hand.

My hand fell out, and she was screaming, be it in a low, throaty voice, “Again! Put it in again!”

I did, in shock, I yet managed to function.

And, to tell the truth, seeing this totally unbridled orgasm, seeing her spasm so vilently and happily, it turned me on even more. And my poor dick…my poor, poor dick…

An hour later I staggered out of the bedroom. I could hardly walk. My balls were so blue that just hanging between my legs, feeling my thighs brush against them, was like being hit over the head with a sex hammer.

I could hardly think. I was more exhausted than I had ever been in my life. Yet…I was also never more wired. It was like every orgasm she had was a direct charge to my heart, to my very being. I had never felt so alive. I now knew what Dracula liked about being dead.

Looking like death warmed over, feeling like death dead and popped into a microwave, I washed the car. I could hardly think. I had never been fucked like that, and I had never even gotten inside her.

I had just played with her pussy and suckled her breasts and…and my cock had revolted against the cruelty of prison…and, I was alive.

Dead tired, the colors of the world were brighter.

I felt my muscles as if they were strands of pure life itself, as I scrubbed the car, then rinsed it.

I found myself polishing the shine minutely, fascinated by the expanse of hood and fender. And while I prepared our steed for the night, my cock pounded inside its prison.

‘Let me out! Let me out!’

It was such a weird sensation. And…it actually, i hated to admit this…it felt good.

The more my cock  pounded on the walls of its prison…the more alive I felt.

There was a direct correlation, I could see for the first time, between horniness and aliveness.

And it. struck me. When I squirted I was giving away my life.

Of course I was. Sperm is for babies, and it takes a lot of life to create a life, and all the times I had been squirting willy nilly, loosing my semen on the walls and ceiling, and into girlfriends and…and even my wife…all those times I had been wasting my life essence.

And I began to actually think about what I was feeling.

Dinner time, and Linda called me in. And I loved her. God, she was ravishing. I had never seen her look so beautiful.

It was like, in the last day, she had become a glowing, sexy, incredibly wonderful creature, and all i wanted was to be with her, to rub up against her.

Yes, to put it crudely, I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to put my dick in and wiggle it around and expend every ounce of semen I had ever had in my life.

And yet, it wasn’t just that. Under the sex, and threatening to come out and overwhelm the sexual desire, was…love.

I hugged her and kissed and told her how much I loved her.

She laughed and loved it, and finally pushed me away, “You must really like me saving your life.”

Without even thinking about what I was saying, I nodded. “I do, I do.” And I moved in to hug her again.

Dinner, and everything was extra special.

The hot dogs must have been specially plucked from the vine. They were succulent and tasty, and I experienced this profound sense of taste while keeping my eyes on Linda.

The mashed potatoes must have been from the sexiest potatoes alive. The spoonful of them on my plate looked like a boob, and the pat of butter like a nipple, and the taste, my God…the taste!

It was like spooning pure ambrosia down my starving gullet.

Even the peas, they were like drops of sweat oozing from her vagina. I ate every one, tasted every one, and they rolled down my throat like spurts of…you know.

Linda kept looking at me, at the expression on my face, and laughing.

“You really have it bad, don’t you?”

“I don’t know,” I reached across the table and picked up her hand and kissed it. “I just know,” I began acting like I was eating her hand with my lips, sucking the fingers and wishing she would orgaz, “that I love you with every atom of my iota.”

“Atom of your iota? What even is that?”

Her lips were perfection. Plump and juicy, waiting to be tasted. My cock was screaming and shrieking to get out, but, somehow, the pain felt…good. Really good.

“I don’t know,”  I admitted, “But that’s the way love is…sometimes indescribable.”

“Oh,” she said, Fanning her cleavage with one hand. “Honey, you’ve got me all flustered. You know what this means, don’t you.”

“I probably do.”

“Are you finished?”

“Oh, yes.”

“Then let’s take a little jaunt into the bedroom.”

“Oh, baby, I thought you’d never ask.

We stood up and I put my arm around her and we started walking to the bedroom. Suddenly I stopped. Linda looked up at me.

“Are you going to let me out?”

She thought about it. I have to give her that, she thought about it. But, “No.”

“Oh,” I nodded my head.

“Does that make you sad?” She touched my cheek tenderly.

“Oh, no…no.” And, oddly, it didn’t. Yes, I wanted to cum my brains out. But, truth, I felt like a God with my dick trying to get big, and this woman I was about to please, and…and we continued to the bedroom.

An hour later I sauntered out of the bedroom. I was awake, alert, alive, enthusiastic.

Behind me, Linda staggered. I had used my mouth, my tongue, my fingers, and every bit of imagination I had, and I had actually used her up.

I headed for the. kitchen, and she straggled after me, depleted, but extremely satisfied. Extremely.

“Pour me a drink, Robert.”

“Certainly,” I grinned. My cock was worming about, protesting its incarceration mightily, but it was…happy.

Everything was happy.

I mixed a couple of Coke Highs and placed one before my poor wife.

“Holy crap,” she muttered. “You’ve ruined me.”

“You save my life and you ruin me. Seems fair,” I quipped, as i downed half my drink and grinned.

Where had all this energy come from.

“Well, give me a second, and then we can get ready.”

“For your FLR meeting,” I frowned.

Her turn to frown. “Robert. You’ve got to. In just a couple of days you have reversed course. You’re healthier, more alive, more vibrant. People need to see proof.”

“Proof that the Chinese are right?” I raised an eyebrow at her. “Communism works? Wuhan is actually a city in New Mexico? What kind of proof.”

Then she said the magic words. “Do you want to cum? Ever?”

Oh, God, that did it.

No matter how alive and vibrant I was, no matter that I was actually enjoying my situation, I wanted to squirt, and in the worst possible way.

She came around the table and sat on my lap. She put her arms around my neck and spoke from inches away, her juicy lips becoming my whole world.

“Robert, we are now a Female Led Relationship, and I’m the female. You will do what i say, and with no argument.”

“I’m not arguing, it’s just that…” I trailed off.

The look on her face, she saw it, too. I was arguing.

“Now, let’s drink up, and if you want an extra cup or two I understand. This might be rough on you. But…I have spoken.

She went back to the bedroom and I sat and drank. And thought. And I knew I wasn’t going to get out of this. I simply wanted sex too badly.

the problem was that I knew just going to the meeting wasn’t going to get me sex. It was just going to get me the possibility of sex.

I had another drink…and cursed the Chinese soundly.

A half hour later Linda came out of the bedroom, and I almost sat up and howled. she was wearing a very businesslike pencil skirt, purple, and a shimmery blouse. Under the blouse it was obvious she was wearing a shelf bra. The lines of the blouse, a bit of fringy stuff, were enough to hide the nipples from all but the most observant eye.

My eye, in this instance, was about as observant as an eye could get.

She smiled at me, and rubbed a hand across her large breasts, her excited nipples. “God, you make me wet.”

“Well, don’t spring a leak, yet, baby.” I was on my feet and moving towards her. I had nothing on my mind but laying her down and making her scream.

The reality was that she saw me coming, laughed, and headed me off at the pass. She grabbed my hand and led me back towards the bedroom.

“Where we going?” I asked. I think my ability to actually have a solid thought had gone on hiatus.

“We have to do something about your eyes.”

“What’s wrong with my eyes?”

“Look,” she said, and she turned me towards the hall mirror.

A racoon looked back at me. The lack of sleep, the way I’d been working. No matter that I was wired, in fact being wired might actually contribute to the bandit effect. 

My eyes were black circles, like I’d been punched a few too many times right in the eyeballs, and a gleam, almost, because of the contrast, an insane gleam.

“I look like a sex maniac.”

“You are a sex maniac,” she giggled, and pulled me into the bedroom. “Now get dressed.”

I didn’t dress up, not like a tux or anything, but I wore fresh pressed cargo pants and a nice shirt. Linda helped me put on a pair of underwear, a little snug, and she allowed me to go without a tie, and even let me wear athletic sneakers.

Freshly shaved, my long hair combed back, I sat down at her make up table.

“You’re sure about this?” I asked.

“Just a little foundation. Your black eyes will be gone and you will look fresh and rested.”

“A good squirt will make me fresh and rested.”

“Ha!” Linda picked up a brush and prepared to attack my face.

For a long minute she worked, and then she frowned.

“You’ve got a clean spot.”

“What’s that mean?”

“You know. You clean something and the area around it looks dirty by comparison.”

“I’ve got a dirty face?”

“Comparatively.”

“I think I need to go get another drink.”

So I did, and I looked in the wall mirror on the way. She was right. You couldn’t really tell it was make up, but it did look lighter, and made the rest of my face darker.

I continue on to the kitchen. I poured myself another drink, a good strong one, and I popped a straw in it just for heck, and returned to my wife and her dreaded make up table.

“Maybe I should just go with black eyes.”

“Not a chance,” she said. Then she grabbed my caged cock, pulled it rudely up and said into it. “Not a chance! You hear me?”

“I do, I do.”

But it felt so-o-o good to be handled. Even though it was just a yank and crank, it felt good. Super good.

I kept my face still, turned sideways from the mirror and towards her, and sucked pure bourbon through a straw.

She kept dabbing and smoothing, brushing and using her fingers. Finally, she use a small brush. I figured she was just touching me up.

“The prettiest girl i ever saw,” I whispered. I couldn’t stop staring at her red lips. I wanted to kiss them worse than I ever had in my life.

“What?”

“It’s an old army marching song. ‘The prettiest girl I ever saw, was sipping bourbon through a straw.’”

She laughed and told me to close my eyes.

“Whoa,” I said, and held myself steady. It felt so weird, but sexy, to have her work on my eyelids.

Finally, she sat back and smiled. “Perfect.”

I started to turn to the mirror, but she pulled me up. “No time for that. We’re going to be late.”

“But…”

She rushed me down the hallway, and I didn’t even have time to check myself out in the mirror.

“Go, go,” she grinned, holding my arm and guiding me to the car.

I had managed to snag my bourbon and held it.

“Here, let me drive,” she pushed me towards the passenger side, then opened the door for me. Yeah, she better drive, I was starting to feel a little loopy.

A second later she was in the driver’s seat and starting up the car.

“Thank you for doing this,” she murmured as she backed the car out.

I held my bourbon up so it wouldn’t slosh, and she headed down the street.

“Think nothing of it, my dear,” I stated airily. I watched the street lights pass and enjoyed the moment. I was feeling so alive, so free. Maybe the stupid Chinese weren’t so stupid after all.

We parked in front of a large house and Lisa turned to me, inspected me. She frowned. “Close your eyes.”

I did, and she used her thumb to lightly rub my eyelids.

“This is Shiela Rose’s house. She volunteered her house for the meeting.”

“Okay.”

She rubbed my lips. “What’s that?”

“You have a speck on your lips. Let me get it off.”

I sat there and she rubbed my lips again.

“Funny,” I said.

“What?”

“Taste’s funny.”

“That’s the make up on my fingers.”

“Oh.”

She exited the car and came around to my side. She opened the door and helped me out.

I actually needed help. I was definitely feeling my whiskey. Drinking that whole glass on the way over was probably not the smartest thing I have ever done.

Still, I felt so good, and my cock felt so good, pushing and pulsing and trying to get out. And failing.

“That feels good,” I said.

“What?” she had her arm linked in mine and we walked up the walk.

“My penis. I can’t stop thinking about it, and feeling it.”

“That’s good. And who owns your penis?”

“Well,” I giggled, “Isn’t it community property?”

“That it is,” and she knocked on the door.

The door opened and we walked into a large foyer, then a large living room.

A half a dozen women were already there, sitting on the couch, standing and chatting, and they all froze and stared at me.

If I had been sober i would have run out screaming. The way they stared.

But, fortunately I wasn’t sober. I grinned, gave a wave and a big, cheerful, “Howdie, girls!”

Nobody said anything.

A few looks were passed back and forth. But they kept staring at me.

“Have I got face on my egg?” I whispered to Linda.

“No, honey. They’re just stunned by your beauty.”

“Oh, good.”

Linda said, “Girls, I would like you to meet my husband. He has been a willing participant in my…our…Female Led Revolution.”

I blinked, I wanted to ask her if she meant ‘relationship,’ and not ‘revolution,’ but she kept talking.

“Robert has agreed to have his manhood locked up, and to learn the discipline that is necessary to be a contributing member of our new society. You can see that he is also willing to experiment in other areas. Please feel free to talk to Robert, introduce yourselves and ask him any questions you wish.”

With that she turned me loose. Just took her arm out of mine and headed for the kitchen. i stood there, unsure of myself, but drunk enough not to care. And the ladies began to loosen up.

On gal, an older gal with pretty grey hair and a slender figure, came up and introduced herself. “I think you look so lovely tonight. Did you have second thoughts before coming to see us?”

“Oh, yeah. I even needed a few drinks.”

Another girl touched my arm. “And you really have a chastity device on?”

“Oh, yeah. Want to see it?”

That was the drunk me talking, no cares, no inhibitions, but the girls took it seriously.

“Surely,” blurted a cute redhead with a wide butt and wider boobs. “If you feel comfortable showing us.”

“Sure. Why not.” I undid my pants and let them drop.

“Oh!” the faces surrounding me opened up. one girl said, “Pretty panties.”

I looked down. I remembered. Linda had helped me put on my underwear, and she must have grabbed a pair of her own by mistake. I probably would have noticed if my nuts had fallen out the side, but with everything tucked into the chastity cage, and my nuts up tight, I hadn’t.

“Oh,” I said.

The older lady observed. “That’s very pretty. Isn’t it, ladies?”

They all agreed, and the older lady gently tugged my panties down.

I stood there and they all gasped in awe. My cock was pulsing obviously, trying to move, but was contained.

“Does it hurt?” asked a gal.

“Not really. Feels pretty good, once you get used to it.”

“Look! It’s dripping!”

Sure enough, I looked down and saw a bit of pre-cum oozing out the slit on the head.

“Can I feel it?”

But the red headed girl didn’t wait for an answer. She grabbed my package and hefted it. I groaned. “Oh…”

“Careful, girls,” said the grey-haired lady wryly. “We don’t want any accidents.”

Then the girls took their turns fondling my tube, squeezing it, and holding balls.

“They feel so full.”

“They are,” I agreed.

Then the older lady reached up and held my chin with one hand. She turned my face one way, then the other. “And your make up is so tastefully done.”

I blinked a big blink. Make up? When had…and then I understood. She had not only blotted out the black eyes, but she had matched my skin color, and then, when I wasn’t expecting it, Linda had colored my eyelids. And in the car, there hadn’t been any speck on my lips. She had put lipstick on me!

For a moment I was lost. but the ladies were gushing, and they were so enthralled by my…my transition, that I relaxed almost before I panicked.

“And what is the division of labor in your household?”

“Well, I…” I bumbled through an explanation of what my chores were. Interestingly, knowing what direction these gals were going in, I fibbed a little. I told them I did some dusting and the dishes, because i had done them. Once.

And they asked more questions, and I looked up.

Linda was standing next to the sofa, half sitting on it, and watching me, and nodding. She was most pleased with me.

At home I looked at myself in the mirror.

Yep. I was fully made up. At least around the eyes. And my eyes sparkled and popped.

Also, I had on bright, red lipstick.

I touched my lips with a finger.

“So, what do you think?” asked Linda. She was unrolling nylons on the side of the bed.

I was still a little high. Not drunk, but sort of happy and stunned all at the same time.

“I’m not sure.”

“What do you think of the make up job I did on you?”

“It’s…it’s good.”

She stood up and came to me, her heavy breasts pressed against me. She had a tube of lipstick in her hand and she reached up and colored my lips.

“Just good?”

I was silent.

“I want to kiss your gorgeous lips.”

A while later, our lipsticks smeared, I asked, “How far is this going to go?”

She pulled me to the bed, pushed me back and sat on top of me. “I’ll let you know.”

But I couldn’t let it go. “Are you going to make me wear female underwear and everything? Bras and…and stuff?”

“Probably.” She leaned down with a grin and smeared my lipstick some more.

“And what about dresses?”

“Would you like to wear a dress?”

“I don’t know. Maybe.”

“Then I don’t know. Maybe.”

“And make up?”

“Oh, yes. And we’re going to trim your eyebrows and give you some nails. They can be clear during the week, but long and red on the weekends. And you need to shave your body. It’s going to feel so kinky when you start wearing garters and nylons, and we’re going to have to look into corsets, and your hair has to be styled, and…”

I listened. Somewhat in shock. My cock struggled down below.

I finally asked, “Can I cum?”

She sat up then, stopped kissing me and talking, and sat up and held my hands down. Her breasts hung and touched my chest. My cock pulsed against her pussy. Unable to erect, but the feel of my throbbing turning her on.

“Do you want to cum?”

“Well, yeah!”

“When?”

And that question stopped me. I was moved into a new level of thought. I considered that I had never been so happy as when she had tricked me, put make up on me, and let the girls handle my caged but impotent manhood.

“When?” she asked again. Staring at me, demanding.

I could say now, and she would do it. She would let me throw her down and insert my penis and…and was that what I really wanted?

Or did I want to be feminized, made to wear women’s clothes, maybe even spanked.

For that was all part of the potential of a Female Led Relationship.

As was the excitement in my groin. The excitement that would go away with a squirt. The thrill of giving myself over to another human being, of trusting in love.

“When?” She persisted, and I think she knew what was going on in my mind.

I opened my mouth, my red smeared mouth, and I whispered, “When you want me to.”

She smiled. kissed me again, and said, “Good answer.”

END
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.
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Chastity and Feminization

How I Cured my Husband’s Alcoholism

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“That’s it! I’ve had enough!”

“But I’m sorry.”

I stared at my husband. He looked at the floor in shame. He had screwed up again, and the terrible thing was, he wasn’t going to stop.

Jim, my hubbie, was a great guy when we got married. He worked hard, he lusted after me, he treated me right, and now…now…he was a lush.

That’s right, a lush. Soaked in alcohol, come home with lipstick on his collar, just waiting for the DUI.

“I’m leaving you.”

“But Ann! You can’t! We’ve got a child!”

“That’s right. We’ve got a child, and I don’t want to wake up because you ran the car into a light pole, or some other car, and killed somebody, or maybe just brought home a disease. I don’t want her to have a father like that!”

“But Ann, I’ll do anything!”

“I want you to stop drinking!”

“I will. I swear to God I will.”

“Like you promised the last half dozen times.”

“But this time I mean it!”

I stood up and walked into the kitchen. I mixed a bourbon and Coke, I returned and placed it in front of him. He was on the couch and I sat on the other side of the coffee table in an easy chair. I stared at him.

He stared at me. Unshaven, his clothes on crooked—he had even buttoned one button in the wrong hole—his eyes bleary.

I stared at him. A good looking woman who deserved more out of life.

He licked his lips. His eyes fell to the Coke high.

I watched him start to shake. His hands quivered. He sat back and tried to hide it, wiped his hands on his pants and held them by his side.

He looked down at the glass. The ice cubes visible in the dark liquid.

“Aw, Ann,” he blubbered. His heart was being torn in two. One half went to me, and the other half went to that damned drink sweating on the table.

I said nothing. I just watched…and waited.

The break, when it came. wasn’t anything spectacular. It was just a sudden shift of mind, and he leaned forward, grabbed the glass in both hands, and lifted it to his lips.

Glug glug, his Adam’s apple went up and down.

He placed the glass down. Shamed, but…broken. Too broken to resist the demon rum. Too broken to save his marriage. A hulk of a human being. Once kind and compassionate. Now drowning in a sea of whiskey.

I got to my feet. I didn’t say anything. I turned to walk out of the room.

“Ann?” His voice was cracking, just as he had succumbed to the temptation of drink, now he was giving up to emotion. But it was a rawness I had never heard before. I turned back.

Tears were running down his cheeks. “You think I wouldn’t give anything to shake this monkey off my back? You think I like being like this? But I don’t know how. I don’t know how and I love you…I love you.” Then he broke down completely. Cried into his hands.

I bit my lip. In spite of everything, I loved him.

But what could I do? We had tried therapy. Aversion therapy. Hypnosis. Meditation. We had tried everything there was, but he still came home, smelling of cigarettes and regurgitated alcohol. I think that was the moment that a decision was made.

I had tried everything, but I loved him. There had to be some other way to get through to him, to affect change. Maybe his heart was breaking, but mine was, too. I had to help him.

Right then, however, I just wanted to get away. Go think. I left the room.

I went over to Sarah’s house. She’s my bestie forever, and I walked in and sat down.

She was sitting at the kitchen table in a robe. Her latest boyfriend was sitting there, too. Naked. I blinked.

“I’m sorry.”

“Oh, nonsense. Stay.”

Sarah’s a red head who always smiles, when she’s not laughing. Now she laughed as her boyfriend leaped to his feet and covered his groin with two hands.

“I’ll get dressed and leave.” He ran out of the room, red-faced.

“Are you sure?” I stared after the man, noted how his buns jiggled as he scurried.

“Of course I’m sure. That was just Tom.”

So I sat down, caught between laughter for the running Tom, and my heartbreaking sadness.

“Jim drink again?”

I nodded, all hint of giggle instantly gone.

She sighed. “And he’s such a nice guy. When he’s not drinking.”

“Heck,” I murmured. “He’s nice when he is drinking. The problem is that he’s drinking. He simply can’t stop himself.”

“So what is his deep seated problem that only alcohol can solve?” she pondered aloud.

“If I only knew,”

At that moment I heard Tom behind me. I didn’t look around, and he asked, “May I call you later?”

He was waiting for an answer. Hopefully. Eagerly. I always marveled at how polite her boyfriends were. And she always had so many.

I looked at her. She was looking at Tom. I turned and looked at him.

He was dressed, a handsome fellow. The expression on his face was almost pleading.

I blinked. This was almost servitude. I looked back at Sarah.

“Tom, take your pants down.”

Well, I was certainly surprised, and I heard Tom give a little gasp. I swiveled back to him.

He was red-faced again. He squeaked, “Now?”

“Yep.”

My mouth was open as he slowly unbuckled his pants and pulled them down. I goggled as I realized he was wearing silk, blue panties. Girl panties. With a little red bow in the front center.

He didn’t look at me. His face was so on fire that if you put a match to it the match would have ignited.

“Panties, too, lover.”

He hooked his thumbs in the waist and pulled down, and my mind couldn’t grasp it. I didn’t understand, he was wearing a little, metal tube around his cock. His balls were big and red, looked VERY full.

“Come here.”

He waddled across the kitchen, his pants around his ankles, holding his panties at thigh level. As he passed me his eyes were averted. His face was so red it was hot. I could actually feel the heat of him.

And his cock, inside the cage, was trying to get out. It was bulging, and I could see a big vein at the base, just outside the ring, throbbing madly.

He stopped in front of Sarah, and she reached out and cupped his balls.

“How long has it been, lover?”

“Long time,” he squeaked.

Still holding his balls, fondling them, she said to me, “You’ll have to forgive Tom, when he’s like this he’s not too good with simple tasks, like thinking.”

He gulped, and I heard his throat work.

“Okay, Tom. Pull up your panties and get out. And don’t call. I’m busy with Ann. Call me on Tuesday. I might be able to talk to you for a few minutes then.”

“Yes. Okay.” he pulled his panties and pants up, buckled, and then noticed that Sarah was glaring at him.

“Sorry. I mean yes, ma’am.”

“You’re getting a spanking for that. Now, shoo!”

He shooed. And I stared out the window as he literally staggered down the drive to his car. He was so messed up he could hardly walk.

Sarah laughed. “I didn’t want to show you that, you’re sort of prissy, for a girlfriend.”

“I’m prissy?”

“Well, you’ve only got one man. That’s prissy.”

“I’m…” I stopped talking. I wasn’t prissy, but I sure couldn’t hold a candle to Sarah’s ways. She went through the boyfriends like a sickle goes through wheat. And now I knew why.

“You keep all your boyfriends locked up?”

“Oh, yeah.” She nodded happily. “And they buy me gifts, hold doors open for me, wine me and dine me mercilessly…”

“I…I didn’t know. You’ve never…”

“I know. I never talk about it. And why should I? I don’t want to steal husbands, and that’s what happens when men find out about me.”

“What about you?”

“That I’m a dominatrix. You know I’ve got money, but you’ve never known how I get my money. Now you do.”

“So why are you telling me this?”

“Because, girlfriend, you need to whip that man of yours into shape. Literally.” She giggled.

“I have to…whip him?”

“Among other things. Look, you’ve tried. everything. You’ve had him wear patches, and that hypnosis thing was a hoot. Didn’t the mesmerist try to get in your panties?”

“I think he wanted to,” I agreed carefully.

“And yet your hubby, who isn’t a bad guy, if you want to get into the marriage thing, is still drinking like a fish trying to inhale the ocean.”

She was silent then. And I was silent. And I knew I had made a decision, and I knew a solution was out there somewhere, but this?

I finally breathed, and realized I had been holding my breath.

“Okay. Tell me where to start.”

The following week was tough. I wouldn’t talk to Jim no matter what. And he slunk around the house like a kicked dog. Trying to stay sober, but I knew he was sneaking drinks.

Heck, he would have stayed drunk all the time if he could.

But I ignored him.

And when Chelsea, our daughter, asked what was wrong, I just smiled and said to her, “Jim’s about to take the cure. He’s going to stop drinking.”

“Really?” in that perky way kids have.

“Really.”

I knew Jim could hear me. And Friday night, after he came home from work, he finally broached the subject. After a drink.

“What’s this new ‘cure’ you’ve been talking about.

“I’’ll tell you later. Right now, why don’t you have a drink?”

If his eyeballs had been made of rubber they would have bounced on the floor.

I made a bourbon and Coke and handed it to him. “Bottoms up.”

He couldn’t help himself. Even though he knew it had to be a trap of some kind, he had to drink.

I watched the liquid slither through his lips, gurgle down his throat. He lowered the glass and sighed.

I handed him another drink.

“This is the cure? Get me drunk? That’ll stop my drinking?”

For answer I made him another drink. He blinked, finished his second, started on his third.

Chelsea came into the kitchen. “This is the cure?” she whispered. Her eyes were like big, round pies.

“Oh, eventually. Stick around. You can watch.”

An hour later Jim was passed out. He sat on the sofa, slumped to the side, snoring like he was a tugboat tooting.

I stood over him, gazed down on him. Chelsea stood next to me.

“What now?”

“Have you ever seen a penis?”

“Mom! I’m all grown up!”

Yes, she was. She was in college, with breasts and drooling boys and everything. And I had figured out that she wasn’t a virgin.

“Help me get him laid out.”

We pulled his legs up and stretched him out on the sofa. He slumbered without waking.

I unbuckled his pants and started pulling them down. “Come on, help me out.”

She pulled, and we managed to get his pants out from under his bulk.

“He’s heavy,” Chelsea noted.

“He’s bloated. He’s going to stop drinking and start exercising.”

Chelsea giggled. Well, of course she did. She was a little embarrassed. But it was going to get worse. Or better, depending on your viewpoint.

“Pull his pants down.”

“We just did.” Her face was bright pink.

“No, his other pants.”

“Mom!”

“Do what your mother says, dear.”

So she pulled down his pants, and gasped.

Her father’s cock. It was bloated, like him. A slug that laid there. A penis that was lazy and tired and didn’t want to get up.

She stared at it. Fascinated.

I pushed her aside and bent to his groin.

She moved around and watched.

“Oh, my God!” she blurted as I put the ring around his package.

“Is that a…” as I slid the tube over his shlong.

“Are you really going to…”

CLICK!

She stared, dumfounded, like a mule that had been hit on the head with a four by four. “That’s a chastity tube.”

“And that’s the end of your father’s drinking. Here.” I handed her a high heel.

She blinked. The heel was four inches. The body was made of leather, and there were metal strips sewn into the thing. It looked a little bit like a high heel the wicked witch of Oz would wear.

I put one heel on Jim’s foot, and Chelsea, totally boggled, put the other heel on him.

I handed her a little padlock.

We fastened the straps, again, they had little metal bands sewn into them. We closed the padlocks and there he was. Laying on the couch, snoring like a drunk, and wearing a chastity tube and heels.

“Is this going to work?” Chelsea asked.

“It’s got to.”

She heard the desperation in my voice.

She put an arm around me. “It will, mom. And I’ll help. I’ll do everything I can.”

And so it started.

He slept until two in the morning, then, like drunks do, he got up to get a drink.

I was sleeping in a chair. I wanted to be there when he realized what had happened.

“What the fuck is this?” he slurred his words.

I opened my eyes. He was sitting on the sofa, looking down at his cock, all caged with nowhere to go. And then his shoes. “What the fuck?”

“Good morning, dear.”

He looked up at me. “Did you do this?”

Now, the funny thing, there wasn’t any anger, or rage. He was just a drunk who had woken up in the wrong place. He was still drunk, and in addition to his stumble brain way of thinking, he had an actual situation to confront, and a problem to solve.

“I did.”

He just sat there and stared at me. The whites of his eyes had squiggly, red lines all over them. His eyes were like a roadmap for drunks.

“Well, take this stuff off.”

“Nope.”

He stood up, wavered, and fell across the table.

I stepped back so he wouldn’t fall on me.

He snored.

I sat back down in the easy  chair and went to sleep.

“What the fuck is this?”

I woke up to deja vu, and it made me smile. I opened my eyes.

Jim was still on the floor, rolled over and looking down at his junk. He tugged on the chastity tube.

“What the fuck?” He looked up at me, still bleary-eyed, and his face upside down to mine. “Did you do this to me?”

“Yep.”

“Well…well,” he rolled and contorted and tried to get to his feet, and noticed the high heels. He sat back and stared at his feet. “What the fuck!” He looked up at me. “What the fuck!”

At that moment Chelsea walked down the hall, past the big arch that led to the living room. She was wearing a robe and on the way to her morning coffee. “Good morning, mother. Hi, daddy.”

Jim scrambled. He tried to get his feet under him, to hide, and all he succeeded in doing was falling over.

I giggled.

Chelsea stuck her head back in, “How’s he doing?”

“As to be expected.”

She nodded. She looked at Jim, who was mortified, speechless, and brain sprung. “Well, hang in there, daddy.” Then she giggled. “Oh, you can’t hang anymore.”

I laughed, she continued on to the kitchen, and Jim just sat there, huddled in on himself, trying to figure out what had happened.

Chuckling, I helped him to his feet and walked him down the hall. “Well, hubby mine, you smell like shit.” He was falling against walls, staggering like…well, like a drunk. But it was the heels that were doing it.

“I…what happened…what is this?”

I led him to the bathroom, started up the shower, and pushed him in. The whole time he babbled like a brook. Blub blub…blah blah.

“Shut up,” I said kindly. “And wash yourself off.”

He stood in the shower, dazed, confounded, muttering to himself. He reached down and held his locked cock. I closed the door and went for the kitchen.

An hour later Jim came into the kitchen. Chelsea and I had finished eating. She was reading a book and I was gazing at the morning news on the little TV on the kitchen counter.

Jim was wearing a robe and shivering. I knew he had stayed in the shower until the hot water was gone, and only the threat of turning into an ice cube had moved him.

“Chelsea,” he muttered miserably. “I need to talk to your mother.”

“So talk,” she said, without taking her eyes out of her book.

He stared at her. “Please leave the room.”

She looked up at him. “And miss this? No fucking way!”

“Language, dear,” I said, my lips quivering with laughter.

“I said—“

“Shut up, dear.” I spoke not meanly. I looked at him. “She’s part of this family, and she wants to help you. She wants to be part of your cure.”

“My cure? My cure?” He held the robe tightly. “You call this thing on my…these shoes…they’re a cure?”

I clicked the remote and the hairheads on TV went into blessed oblivion. I smiled, quite widely, and said, “Would you like a drink?”

“No, I don’t want a drink!” he snapped. “I just want to get out of this…this…whatever this thing is…and these shoes…these shoes…”

That was the first time I had ever heard him turn down a drink.

“The hacksaw is in the car,” I stated pointedly.

He slapped his lips together like he had been slapped. And, in a way, he had. The hacksaw was in the car, and the unspoken rest of that communication…use it and leave. Your choice.

And, I have to tell you, my heart was in my throat. I loved my husband. Drunk or not, he was the one I had vows with. He was the one I had had a child with.

“But…you…I…” Suddenly he threw up his hands and stomped out of the kitchen. Which was funny in itself. He was almost falling in the heels, had no balance whatsoever.

Chelsea and I sat there, the survivors of a storm, and Chelsea spoke for both of us when she muttered, “Whew!”

“It’s just beginning,” I assured her.

I was right, because less than thirty seconds later I heard Jim.

“WHAT THE FUCK! WHAT IS THIS? WHAT THE FUCK!”

Five seconds later he was in the doorway, holding a pair of panties. “Where’s my underwear?”

I smiled, and I was actually a little scared so it took a lot of discipline. “That is your underwear.”

“Oh, that’s cute. Did you buy those, mother?”

“I did. It’s special sissy underwear. Enough room for his little thing, and all frilly and soft and everything.”

He was opening and closing his mouth like a fish. And I heard the whisper, “Little thing?”

I turned to him, faced him squarely, and said in as curt a manner as possible. When you’re drunk you’re little. It hasn’t pleased me for months. No, years.”

Chelsea blinked, but she kept it together. She managed to sound aghast as she repeated, “Years?”

“Yes, dear. You know your father has had problems, and they extend to his manhood. Fortunately, he has been so slobbery I haven’t had to endure his attentions.”

Jim shrunk. You could see it happen. Physically he was five ten. And he was still five ten. Physically. But the real Jim was now about an inch tall. His mouth working, his face red, trying to watch us without being seen himself.

So I finished him off. “Remember that when you get a husband. Drunken sots make for the worst kind of loving.”

Dead silence. And into the silence came Chelsea’s chipper voice. “I‘ll remember that, mother.”

Jim said nothing. He turned, looking like a puppet dancing on strings, all disjointed and awkward, and I stopped him.

“Jim?”

He turned, and I have never seen a face like his at that moment. Stricken, pale, quivering, his lips quivering as if to cry, his eyes moist.

“Did you dry your cock?”

Chelsea went back to her book, but her ears were up like a rabbit’s.

“I…I…”

“Use my hairdryer and dry your cock off. We don’t want it rotting now, do we?”

“Do…what?”

“You should probably dry your heels, too. You don’t want to get all grungy in your toes. Right?”

“Mother?”

“Yes, dear?”

“You should paint them. That will help protect his feet.”

“Why, dear, that is a marvelous idea!”

Jim just turned away. Not drunk, not heels, but both of them…but mainly, he was overloaded. Overwhelmed. His mind had taken all that it could.

When he was gone Chelsea leaned across the table and touched the back of my hand. She was giggling, which started me giggling, and soon we were roaring with laughter. We had not only bearded the lion in his cave, we had effectively tied a bell to his tail. Or, rather, his penis.

And, in the other room, I knew that Jim was listening, turning eighteen shades of red and wondering what had happened.

He didn’t say much for the next couple of hours. He got dressed, and I noted that he had put on the sissy panties, and wandered around the house. Wandered in heels, holding on to walls and casting cursing glances at me. Which I ignored.

At one point he went into the garage, and I knew what he was doing.

He was cogitating as to whether to use the hacksaw, or just give in.

The funny thing was that this was the point which I expected him to drink. He had a major problem, a cock that was being held prisoner, and I expected him to drink so much he needed a funnel. But…he didn’t.

He just walked around, staggered around, and mumbled things, and stayed away from me. And he avoided Chelsea like she had a gun and was shooting at him.

Finally, about four in the afternoon, he sought me out.

“Ann, we’ve got to talk.”

“We do, eh?” I was working on the computer. “Are you sober enough to talk?”

He ignored my quip and stated, “I know what you’re doing.”

“Oh, good.” I waited.

He blinked a bit.

“You’re trying to get me to stop drinking.”

“Bingo. Give that man a prize. Maybe a dose of syphillus. Would you like to win a case of the clap?”

His face was working, all the muscles were twitching, and he muttered, “It worked. I haven’t had a drink all day. Now get me out of this thing. And take these shoes off.”

“So sorry. No can do. Was there anything else?”

His facade broke apart. “Please. I can’t take it. This is cruel and unusual punishment!”

“So call a cop.”

“I will! And I can sue you!”

I grinned. “I didn’t know chastity was a crime. I knew drunkenness could be, but not keeping your pecker locked up.”

“It’s…it’s false imprisonment! And that’s a felony!”

“Hmm. I read up on that stuff, you know, and it means you are restrained from moving about. But you can move about all you want. Go on, take a drive.”

“But…you can’t…”

“Yes, let’s go to court. I’ll tell the judge how you drive while under the influence and consort with prostitutes. You can tell him that I fix dinner and wash your clothes and take care of you. Yes, I think I’d like to go to court.”

Chelsea was in the next room and she had overheard the argument. “Hey, mom?”

“Yes, sweetheart?”

“Make sure he shows the judge his little weenie.”

I laughed. “Oh, yes. Proof that you are confined against your will. You can pull your panties down and show him your little fellow.”

“It’s not little!” he gritted.

“Is now.”

I turned away. He stood and tried to figure out what to say, but he was done.

An hour later I called him. He was sitting out on the patio, muttering and cursing under his breath. And sometimes over his breath.

“Jim? Jim, dear. Please come here.”

He got up and came inside. I was in the kitchen. As he entered the kitchen I placed a can of corned beef hash on the counter.

“What’s this?”

“Dinner. I’m going out. You’re on your own tonight.”

“What? Where?”

“Mom’s got a date,” Chelsea pipped in from the other room.

Jim’s jaw dropped. “You have a date?”

“I’m going out,” I affirmed. “Dinner, maybe a little dancing.”

“You can’t go out!”

I leaned against the sink and pondered, “I can’t go out. Hmm. I think I recall saying that to you. Was it last month? No. It was Valentine’s Day. I expected a little wine and dine, but you said you were working. On a holiday. Then you came home smelling like barf. And you had those panties in your pocket. Hmmm.”

“I explained that,” he tried.

“Oh, yes. One of the guys had put them in your pocket for a joke.”

I walked past him. He staggered after me. My heels went click, click, click. His went clap, clunk, c-c-c-.

I entered the bedroom, hopped into the shower, and hopped out. He was waiting.

I forbid you,” he pronounced, as I toweled myself off.

“What?” I asked, as I started the hair dryer.

“I SAID…”

I dried my hair and when he was done I turned the dryer off. I went into my closet and picked out some underwear. He was right behind me.

“You listen to me, Ann. I am putting my foot down and…”

As he blathered I slipped into a thong and a shelf bra. My breasts are big, and the nips peaked over the edge most deliciously.

“Furthermore I don’t appreciate this attitude that…”

I put on a garter and rolled some stockings up my leg. There is nothing so sexy as clingy clothes encasing you. I picked out a dress, the purple one with the criss cross top. I slipped into it and my boobs threatened to slip right out and flash someone.

“Ann! Are you listening to me?”

I put on my make up, special attention to the eyes, and rolled on some red lipstick.

He gulped. Red lipstick was his weakness.

I slipped into some heels, my red tootsie toes showed, the straps criss crossed up my ankle. I stood up and asked, “What were you saying, dear?”

He grabbed my arm then, and turned me to him.

I grabbed his groin, and I instantly had the upper hand. I growled, “Don’t you ever touch me like that again, or I will rip these little marbles off and flush them down the toilet.

He was collapsing. He was squeezing pretty hard, and he was feeling the pain.

I let go and he half collapsed. He put one to the floor and gasped. “You’re my wife.”

I spun on him. “And you’re my drunk. You dented the car, cheated on me, and I suffered. Well, little man, the high heel is now officially on the other foot.”

“But…but…”

And now I was pissed.

I wasn’t supposed to get mad. Sarah had explained this to me in detail, but I had had enough, and I was pissed, and I couldn’t stop myself.

I grabbed his ear and lifted him up. I hauled him into the bathroom. I lifted the lid and jerked my gold chain off.

“Do you know what this is?”

He eyed the chain. In the loop was a little key.

“This is the key to your prison. There are only two of them, and I hid the other one.” I dropped the chain, key and all, into the toilet and flushed it.

He jerked, tried to get down and grab the key, but I had a hold of his ear, and I wasn’t letting go. His hands grasped at air and he moaned.

“Now, if you give me one more iota of crap I am going to flush the other one down the drain, and you can live a life like a eunuch. No sex. Not even touching your pathetic, little dick. Do you understand me? You have only one chance left to please me, and if you don’t you can kiss your cock goodbye. Do you understand?” I was yelling now, and he was actually shrinking, trying to get his ear out from between my fingers.

I let go and pushed him, and he fell down. Simply, he couldn’t get his high heeled feet under himself fast enough to catch himself.

I stood over him, “Now, I want the laundry done when I get home. Furthermore, there are dishes in the sink. And do Chelsea’s laundry, too. Do you understand?”

That was the moment for him. That was the moment he realized that he had bearded the lion, and the lion had some teeth.

I stomped out of the bedroom. Click, click, click. Down the hall. I picked up my purse and opened the door, and I just heard Chelsea speaking to him. “Gosh, Dad, you really fucked up.” Then the door was shut and I was getting into the car.

I backed out and drove down the street. And suddenly I pulled over. I was shaking. I lifted my hands and looked at them. They were shivering like they’d been in ice water for a week. And I was breathing hard, gasping for breath.

I sat there for a long minute, tried to control my breathing. It was difficult, but I finally managed to get my pulse down, to stop gasping for air.

And I started laughing.

I mean, it felt looney tunes. I was sitting in my car, all by myself, laughing hysterically, and that was the moment for me.

My laughter subsided, my breathing came under control, and I had the big realization. I was horny.

I hadn’t had sex for months. I had tamped down all desire while I tried to deal with Jim. And now…now I was horny. But it wasn’t Jim that did it. It was controlling him. It was taking charge. It was finally asserting myself and dominating him.

That was my moment.


PART TWO

My date was with Sarah, and two of her boys.

Two. One to trail behind her, dash forward to open doors, and be at her beck and call. And one to trail behind me, open doors, and my mind was officially blown.

We walked, arm in arm, into Charlie Coyote’s, the swank hot spot in LA, and I asked, “And they’re locked up?”

“Totally. So if you want to have a good cum….they are very practiced with their mouths.”

She giggled, and that started me giggling, and we sat down, had our chairs pushed in, and enjoyed a couple of drinks—the boys went for them so fast the waitress didn’t have a chance—and a dinner.

Then we danced. Fun dancing. Rock and roll, zippity doo dah, and slow. Bodies hugging, feeling every nook and crevice as he swirled me around, kissed my neck, and made me feel like a woman.

At one point, during a slow dance, I asked, “Sarah hasn’t even mentioned your name.”

He smile, a bit bashfully, which was cute, and said, “She told me not to tell you my name.”

“Why not?”

“She doesn’t want you to humanize me.”

Well, I blinked furiously at that. I asked, “And you’re really in a cage.”

“Yes, ma’am. Want to feel?”

I nodded, “But…here?”

He guided us to a corner, turned our bodies and raised his eyebrows.

I reached into his pants, and panties, and felt his slug throbbing in a cage.

“Are you trying to get hard?”

“It’s always trying to get hard. It’s funny, being soft has made me want to get hard harder than anything in my life.”

I smiled.

And we danced, and drank some more, and had fun.

I walked into the house at 3 in the AM. Jim was sitting in the living room and he leaped to his feet when I strode in. “Where have you been?” He was standing sort of funny and I realized that his feet must be truly aching. He had been in the high heels all day.

For answer I took off my dress and dropped it on the floor.

“Ann!”

I sat down in a chair and raised a foot and wiggled it.

“Ann!” He tried to sound stern, but it’s hard to be stern when your cock is in a lock and you’re wearing panties and high heels.

“Take off my shoes,” I suggested happily.

A big struggle went on in him, but he finally pulled one of my high heels off. He opened his mouth to speak and I raised the other leg. He took off my other shoe.

I stood up. I was truly shorter than him now, with him having three inches added to his height, but I felt like I was taller. “Oh, Lord, doesn’t it feel good to let your feet breath.” I grinned at him.

He gritted his teeth and said, “Ann, I asked you—“

“Did you do the laundry?”

“I…I…”

“You didn’t. Well, you’ve still got a chance. If you get it done before I wake up tomorrow that will suffice. This one time.”

“Ann, where were you?” His voice was softening, getting even more desperate.

“I told you. I was out being wined and dined.”

“With who?”

“Whoever I want. How’s the drinking? Did you drink tonight.”

“You know I didn’t!”

“I know no such thing. Now, I’m going to bed, and if you ever want to get out of prison you’re going to do your chores. I walked past him, then stopped. I turned to him. “And, by the way, we’re going to feminize you tomorrow.”

“Ann, this has to stop! I’ve got to go to work! You’ve got to stop this!” Tears were leaking out of his eyes.

“And don’t forget to do Chelsea’s laundry. And you’d better not wake her up when you get it.”

I was finished with him, and I left him, speechless and brain messed. I took a quick shower, and thought about Sarah’s invitation. Maybe I should have gone home with her. Right now she was doubtless being eaten or fucked, her tits massaged and her nipples pulled, by two, handsome men.

And what did I have? Huh! I dried myself off and stopped. I could hear Chelsea.

“What are you doing, Daddy?”

The mumble of his voice explaining.

Then: “Oh, well, keep it down. Some people are trying to…Daddy?”

A mumbled ‘yes.’

“You have to do my bras and panties by hand.”

A raised mumble as he protested.

“If you don’t I’ll tell mom.”

Silence.

The sound of high heels trying to tip toe in the hall, and I covered my mouth so as not to laugh.

Hand wash her panties? Hah! My baby girl was a genius, and I would have to make sure my dainties were hand washed from here on out.

I woke up, felt marvelous, and stretched.

Next to me Jim snored. And he smelled. Of course he smelled, he was detoxing. Years of used liquor was seeping out of his pores. I turned, planted my feet on his ass, and shoved.

He flew out of the bed and landed on the floor. His heels went clunk, and he sat up and stared at me. “What…what…”

“You stink. I don’t want you sleeping in this bed until you stop stinking.”

“But where will I sleep?”

Good, he wasn’t arguing, he was trying to find a solution.

“Make yourself a doghouse outside.”

Oh, his eyes opened.

“But right now you need to wash your stink off and fix me some coffee. And there’re bagels in the fridge. I want a bagel and cream cheese, with a warm bagel. I’ll be getting up in a few minutes, and your cock…” I left the rest unsaid.

I had watched Sarah work her boys the night previous, and she rarely referred to cocks, especially to threaten. She had just perfected this wry look that got instant obedience.

I turned over and closed my eyes. A few more minutes of beauty sleep. That’s what I needed. I smiled as I dozed, hearing the sound of the shower, then the pitter patter of high heeled feet.

Lord, I was going to have to teach that boy how to walk.

I awoke again, 20 minutes had passed and I slid out of bed, grabbed a peignoir and headed for the kitchen.

Jim had the coffee hot, and he was just spreading the cream cheese on the bagel.

“More,” I said.

He grunted, not very pleasant, and slathered too much cream cheese on the bagel.

Chelsea sauntered in, tattered robe, yawning. “Good morning Mother. How’s Daddy?”

“I’m right here,” he groused.

“Fix Chelsea breakfast,” I snapped.

He turned and stared.

“A bagel, dear? Or did you want a big breakfast?”

“Just a bagel. I went out drinking last night and my tummy is a little tender.”

Oh, you could have heard a pin drop. Jim was frozen over the counter. Chelsea winked at me and I almost lost it.

“Hurry up,” I commanded.

He didn’t say anything, but his thoughts were shouting, and they were not shouting pleasant things.

He brought me my bagel. I tossed it on the floor.

He stared at me, open mouthed. “What the fuck?”

“You know that’s too much, putting on that much cream cheese was your way of revolting. Now do it right. And throw that mess out.” I gestured towards the floor.

Chelsea was silent like a sphinx, but she was laughing uproariously inside.

“And now that we’re talking, you need to fix your attitude.”

“I need to fix…I need to…” He was flabbergasted, blowing a fuse. He stepped over to me and looked down. “That’s it. You take this damned thing off me right now! I’ve had all that I can stand. I’m the master of this house and I won’t put up with all this…this disrespect!”

That was a moment. Chelsea and I calmly drinking coffee, him throwing a hissy fit. The sun shining in through the window.

“Okay,” I said.

Chelsea sneaked a glance up at me.

He stood there, proud and defiant and waited.

After a minute he said, “Well?”

“You have earned a month in that contraption.”

“What!” He became totally unglued. I mean, like TOTALLY!

He turned and pounded on the counter with his fist. I could hear silverware rattling in the drawers, dishes clattering on the shelves. The toaster bounced a couple of inches.

He stomped over to the kitchen door and punched a hole in it.

Chelsea was frozen, she had never seen Jim like this.

He ripped open the pantry door and swept out the brooms and mops. He began throwing cans on the floor. He was throwing so hard they burst. Spaghetti here, chili there.

Then he was out the door, actually screaming, and he was breaking things in the garage.

“Holy crap,” whispered Chelsea. “Holy fuck!”

“Language, dear.”

Sarah had warned me there might be a blow up like this. After all, he was coming down from all the alcohol, and in the middle of that he was readjusting his understanding of himself. He was getting a whole new picture, and adjustment, of how life was going to be.

He was not in the driver’s seat anymore, and that’s a tough thing for any man.

But it’s necessary for almost every man.

Finally, the noises stopped. I heard the sound of the steps down to the garage creak, but the door didn’t open. I realized that he was just sitting there, head in hands, no doubt. Probably crying. Feeling sorry for himself.

“I’ve got an idea, let’s go out for breakfast.”

We got dressed quickly, then Chelsea followed me out to the car. Jim didn’t even come out to see us leave.

When we got home Jim was cleaning up the mess. And there was a lot of mess. The garbage can was in the garage and it was filled with broken doodads. He had broken tools, old toys, and old clothes were strewn about. That was good. I had been after him for ages to throw stuff out.

He cleaned the kitchen quickly, and I noticed that he had dented the floor with the cans. Good. I hated linoleum, I wanted tile.

And I wanted new cabinets now.

I ignored him and went into the computer room. I worked for an hour, at least called it work.

In fact I was looking up things like male chastity and feminization. I was having fun, but there was a lot I needed to understand, a lot that Sarah hadn’t had a chance to tell me.

About noon, he came into the computer room. “Ann, I’m leaving you.”

On the inside I broke into a thousand pieces. On the outside I nodded and said, “Okay.”

“Don’t you care?”

I swiveled to him. “Would my caring stop you from driving while drunk?”

He blinked, and I actually thought I saw a thought process happening deep in his buttery cranium.

I swiveled back. I had closed the porn when he had entered and pulled up spreadsheets. I pretended I was reading.

A minute, then: “So I’m leaving. You can unlock me now.”

I turned back and considered him. I thought this was a ploy, but the thought that I was betting my marriage on this was real.

“When the doorknob hits your ass I’ll give you the key. Until then you’re under my roof…you’ll follow my rules.”

“I’ll be leaving at the end of the month.”

“I’ll give you the key then.”

Oh, was he frustrated. “You’ve got to at least unlock the shoes. How can I go to work?”

“You’re sort of stuck, aren’t you?”

“What do mean?” his voice dripped with suspicion.

“You’ve got to go to work to afford to move out, but there’s no way in hell I’m unlocking you. In fact, we’ve just started. Come Monday morning we’re going to feminize you.”

“But how can I go to work?”

“You do what I say and I’ll fix that for you.”

“You’ll fix work,” his mind was stunned.

“Work won’t be a problem.”

“You…what…” he stopped talking. He was breathing hard. He had really left the realm of intelligent thought.

“I…will…fix…work.” I explained.

He blinked. He shook his head. He turned and walked out.

I went back to perusing porn.

The day went slowly. I read some magazines, Chelsea and I had a little lunch, we watched TV.

Of Jim there was almost no sign. Every once in a while I heard him banging around in the garage. I didn’t bother to go see what was happening. At three o’clock I made a phone call, then took a drive. I returned in time for dinner.

Jim had fixed a bowl of hot dogs and beans. Left his dishes in the sink.

I made dinner for Chelsea and I, and thought. Chelsea asked, “What are you going to do, Mom?”

I smiled. “Turn up the heat.”

She stared at me.

I did the dishes, told Chelsea I needed to be alone for a little talk with Jim, and called Jim.

He came in from the garage. I caught a glimpse of what he was doing, and it looked like he was making a bed out there.

“What?” he asked sourly.

I was wearing a skirt suit, the one I had gone to my three o’clock meeting in. I said, “If you take your clothes off I will tell you something.”

Well, it took some hemming and hawing. He had to think deeply, but he finally took off his clothes. And what man wouldn’t take off his clothes for a beautiful woman?

“What?” he asked.

He was standing buck nekkid except for his high heels and his cock cage.

“Come here,” I beckoned to his locked cock.

He edged over to me.

I took his caged pride in hand and began feeling it. I felt his balls. I said, “Jim, I love blowing your cock. I even love it when your semen shoots down my throat. I love to feel your manliness, but I haven’t felt any lately.”

He would have left but I had a firm grip on him, and I was kissing his balls. I looked up at him.

“I know you don’t like this new program, but nothing else was working. And I really want to save your life. I want to feel your cock in me again.”

I reached up and twiddled his nipples. He sighed. I could feel his cock surging in the tube, struggling to bust its confines and fly free.

“Now, don’t run away when I tell you this, but look at the calendar.”

He looked at the calendar hanging on the door to the garage. There were the usual notes and reminders, and a big minus sign right after the numbers. Thirty of them.

“What’s that?”

“Every minus is a day you are minus sex. It’s a day you’re locked up.”

“But that’s…”

“That’s thirty days, as promised. And I am adding one for today. I should give you another month, you have been so nasty, but I know this is tough for you. New tricks for old dogs.”

He glared at me.

“You can certainly leave. And you can sleep in the garage, or wherever you want. And when you leave you can drink all you want, see as many whores as you want. Or you can change.”

“I haven’t had a drink since you put this on,” he blurted. He thought he was making an argument, but he was really just bolstering mine.

“That’s right. It’s working.”

He opened his mouth, he closed it. I could actually see him thinking. His pickled brain was actually starting to work again.

We stood there for another long minute, me stroking him, feeling him, kissing his balls.

“Can I…is there a way to get rid of some of those minuses?”

I think at that point I realized what was happening. He was replacing his desire for drink with the desire to have sex. He was actually sober enough to want sex instead of a bottle tilted down his throat.

“I am perfectly willing to discuss that…” I wasn’t, and I came up with a quick idea, “if you present yourself for a spanking if you are really bad.”

Man, that one made his cranium ache. But he nodded. And I think he was thinking that he could get through this.

“But all this feminization stuff.”

“We’re going to do it.”

“But why? What does that have to do with me stopping drinking?”

“To tell the truth, I don’t know, but…it’s working. I’m not going to mess with what’s working.”

He absorbed that, then: “What about work?”

“I’ll handle that.”

“I’ve got to go to work.”

“I know.”

“So you’ll let me out of this…this stuff so I can go to work.”

“I said I’ll handle it.”

Impasse. No where to go.

He finally nodded.

“Excellent.” I stood up and I kissed him.

He was surprised, and felt the love, when my red lips chewed on his. We made out for a long minute. He began groping my boobs through my suit, and I let him.

Finally, we broke apart. He was gasping. “Fuck,” he whispered.

I squeezed his cock. “Are you going to sleep in the garage?”

Shades of the old, stubborn Jim. “I’ve already made my bed.”

I nodded. “Very well. I’ll leave some blankets at the foot of the bed. If it gets cold you can sleep down there.”

“What? Why can’t I sleep in the bed?”

“I don’t want you waking me up.”

That was a fun moment. He had made his bed, and now had to lie in it. I added, “when a month is up I’ll let you sleep in bed with me.”

I was expanding the game, but he didn’t object. He merely nodded. He didn’t reaffirm that he was leaving. He didn’t insist on sleeping in my bed. He accepted it. I think the breakthrough had happened.

Monday morning. Jim was up early, I heard him in the kitchen,  and I knew he was worrying. Chelsea was already off to school.

He had to go to work. And he was wearing high heels.

Honestly, I don’t think I could get into the real feminization, he was just too wrought up.

Fortunately, I had a plan.

7:45. Jim sitting at the kitchen table worrying. He had made breakfast, but I didn’t push him any further. I just told him to sit down and wait.

“Wait for what?”

“For me.”

Jim spun around and every single ounce of blood drained from his face.

Margaret Spencer. His boss. Middle-aged, but good looking, and always dressed to the nines.

Jim tried to get up, but she had the advantage. She pushed on his shoulder and he couldn’t get up.

“Let me go!” He whispered, and his face, so recently drained of blood, was turning red. Every single ounce of blood was clamoring to get  back into his face.

Margaret didn’t let him up. I moved in to block his ext, and she sat down opposite him.

“Jim,” she took his hands and held them.

He was quivering, shaking, face red, mortified.

“Jim, listen to me. Get over it and listen to me.”

It took a long moment, but he finally started listening.

“When you came to the company you were top dog, a rip roaring salesman without peer. Now you’re a drunk. Your sales are down, I’ve had complaints, and I was going to fire you.

“Fire me…but…what’ll I do?”

“I said was. I talked to Ann yesterday, and she said you hadn’t had a drink for three days. She explained about the situation, and I’m willing to help.”

“You…you are?”

“Of course I am. Not only are you a great salesman, when you’re sober, but you’re a nice human being.”

“What are you….what are you…”

“What am I going to do? I put out an office memo. This morning. Janice?”

One of the girl’s from Jim’s office rounded the corner and held out a memo.

Jim went through the whole red-faced shrinking thing again, then he read the memo.

“What? But…you can’t…”

“There’s only two men in your section, including you. Jeremy is gay. I’ve already talked to him and he doesn’t mind wearing a dress. Do you think he’s going to make fun of you? And even if he did…I’d fire him for harrassment. Jim, he thinks this therapy is a great idea.”

“He does.” A flat statement, a thonk on the head, a ‘what is this world I’m living in?’ moment.

“So I brought the girls in your section over, and we’re going to spend the morning feminizing you, and then we’re going to go to work. And you’re coming. The girls will be on your side. They will watch out for you. And you will behave yourself. No more drinking. Is that clear?”

Jim nodded. I don’t think he was capable of speech.

“Ok, girls?”

A half a dozen girls crowded into the kitchen. How they had managed to be quiet for so long I don’t know, but now they were chattering and talking and even hugging Jim.

“This is going to be so much fun.”

“You’ve got great skin.”

“We need to get him a wig!”

Margaret stood up and smiled down at Jim.

Jim was red, and he was befuddled, but there was also something else happening in him.

I saw, for the first time in years, an inner smile. And I realized that he had not only had this drinking problem, but he had inner demons tormenting him. And they had been laying waste to him, squashing him, making him a very unhappy man. It was likely that these inner demons were what was really driving him to drink.

I saw a hint of the old Jim. The happy man who had married me. The fellow with the wry wit that made everybody chuckle and laugh.

“Jim,” Margaret said. “I’m going now. You do everything the girls say, and I’ll see you at the office this afternoon. Are we clear?”

Everybody got quiet, and he managed to say, “Yes, ma’am.”

Margaret smiled at me, and left.

The girls stripped Jim naked and oohed and awed at his chastity tube. They each insisted on handling it, giggling, and telling me what a great idea it was. A couple of them asked where I had gotten it. It was obvious they were planning on springing a little surprise for their boyfriends.

They shaved him. His whole body, and I could tell that Jim liked it. All these females cackling over him, touching him softly, saying nice things.

Feeling his manhood.

Then the underwear. He already had panties, but they put him in a bra, and one of the girls had a pair of falsies—“My aunt’s,” she explained—so they filled his bra.

He looked so funny, staring at the mirror and actually looking a little proud of his bosoms.

Then they put on the garter and hose, threatened him with a corset (which they delivered on a week later), and put him in a dress.

Oh, Lord. He actually looked good, for a man with a woman’s body.

Then they pulled out the make up. Moisturizer, primer, foundation,…eyes and mascara, lipstick.

And Jim didn’t look like a man with a woman’s body. He looked like a woman with a man’s haircut.

I have no idea who gave him the wig, but suddenly he was long haired and ready to go.

“Okay, girls,” I held the door open as they escorted Jim out. “Have fun.”

Oh, they would.

I closed the door and leaned against it. I felt an odd sense of relief. And it wasn’t just relief that he was going with the program. It was something else, and my mind nibbled on it for a second, but just when I thought I had it figured out…

knock knock.

I opened the door. It was Jim. The girls were behind him, grinning like fools. He said, “I just wanted to say I’m sorry.”

“Yes, you are,” I grinned. Everybody laughed, then they really were off for work.

Work went well. Margaret called me that afternoon, said Jamey—that was their new name for him—was doing well.

When he came home that evening he was glowing. Positively glowing.

He talked about work, he talked about girls, he talked about customers.

And, finally, he stood up and said, and I’m not kidding. “I’m sorry. I’ve been talking your ear off and I need to make dinner.”

So he made dinner, and we talked some more, and I had a glass of wine.

He stared at it, stared at me, and he grinned. “You’re testing me.”

I nodded, and smiled. I said, “Jim, you realize that from here on out we’re going to have a female led relationship.”

He sobered. “I guess so.”

I could see his cogitations going round and round inside his head, and I finally told him what I had figured out about his drinking.

“Jim, there’s always an underlying problem when it comes to drinking. Maybe the world is too much, work is too much, maybe something else. Maybe even the wife is bitch.”

“No,” he said emphatically. “All you’ve tried to do is help me.”

I raised my hand. “But it can happen. There can be any other number of reasons for a man being driven to drink.”

He frowned. He suspected where I was going.

“So what do you think your underlying problem is?”

“Well…I honestly don’t know.”

“You stopped drinking, instantly, when I took control.”

“Well, yeah.”

“And you really stopped drinking, my theory, when you had to wear high heels, and I threatened you with feminization.”

His eyes were big. He was making connections. “You don’t think…”

“I do. Jim. You’ve got a deep rooted desire to experience being a woman.”

A sound came from him. It was a sigh, but a big one, like all the air had been let out of the tire, and pretty damned fast.

We were silent for a couple of long minutes, and he just stared at me.

“You came out of college, all macho and ready to go. But the harder you worked the more this little thing niggled away at you.”

“And you think I wanted to be a woman.”

“I do.”

A long pause. He was REALLY thinking.

“Look at yourself. All dressed up, make up, boobs…and I haven’t seen you this happy in years. Years!”

“My, God,” he whispered.

“Now, I don’t know how far you want to take this. Hormones, surgery, whatever. But whatever happens, I’m on your side. We’ll just have to ride it out. But there is one thing I want to do.”

“Besides spank me?”

I grinned. “Two things.”

He wasn’t grinning, he was absorbing, changing, coming to grips with himself. “What?”

“Come with me,” I put out my hand and he took it. I led him back to the bedroom. I went to my dresser and I took out a strap on. I buckled it around my waist and screwed the dildo into the socket.

Jim stared with big, owl eyes. “Are you going to put that in me?”

“Yes,” I answered firmly.

“Wow.”

I waited.

“Wow.”

“You can say no, but I think this is what you really want, at the end of the day.”

“What if I say no.”

“Then you say no, and my theory, that you want to be a woman, is unproven, and you will live in a sort of frustrated mystery.”

“And if I say yes?”

“Then I will be as gentle as I can be when I take your cherry.”

“Wow.” Pause. “What if I want something in return?”

“Like what?”

“I don’t know. But I think you want to do this, and there’s got to be a trade off in here somewhere.”

The trouble was he was right. And the double trouble was that I would have given him anything to be able to do this. He could have gotten the key to his chastity tube. He could have erased a month of minuses. Hell, I would have sucked his cock. I really wanted to do this.

“So what do you want?”

He was having trouble breathing, and he was eyeing my cock.

“A favor to be named later.”

I made myself nod.

“Okay. How do you want to do this?”

“Get up on the bed, all fours.”

“Don’t you want to let me out?”

“No.”

I held my breath and prayed that he didn’t want that for his favor to be named later.

He turned around and knelt on the edge of the bed. He was the perfect height and I moved up behind him.

“You’ll be gentle?”

“Yes.” I slathered his rectum with lube. I rimmed him and he groaned. I stuck two fingers in him and worked them around. Lots of lube.

I placed the head of my cock to his butt and pulled his cheeks to the side as I pushed in. The head popped in and he gasped.

“Oh, fuck!” He whispered.

I held to his hips and made him stay still. It wasn’t hard, it felt good to him. And if my theory was true then there was a big part of him that wanted this.

I began to saw, very slowly, in and out.

“Oh, fuck…oh, fuck…” he kept whispering.

Slowly, I built up speed. He held his position, and even began to push back a little.

Shortly we were huffing and puffing. I was shocked at how easily he had adapted to this. I don’t think he was thinking at all. He was just enraptured, living the dream, feeling feelings he had denied for his whole life.

After about ten minutes he said, “It’s starting to hurt.”

I immediately pulled out. “Just lay there,” I pushed his butt and he laid across the bed.

I went to the bathroom and got a towel. I soaked it with hot water and went back. I gently cleaned him up, and I saw a big patch on the bed under his cock.

“You came,” I said.

“What?”

“There’s a big patch of sperm right under where your cock was.”

“How could that happen? I didn’t have an orgasm.”

“I must have pressed on your prostate, forced your sperm out.”

“Well…well…I feel pretty good.”

“How good?”

I turned him over and wiped his cock and balls. He groaned at the sensation. “I feel loose, relaxed, and warm. Like I came.”

“But you didn’t cum.”

“Nope.”

“Well, I have a feeling you’re going to be supremely frustrated tomorrow.”

“As if I’m not already.”

“Not like you’re going to be,” I quipped.

He smiled, then: “I decided what I want.”

Oh, crap. I kept my face solemn and asked, “What?”

Here it comes. He’s going to ask to get out. He’s going to ask for the feminization to stop. He’s going to—

“Keep doing this to me. Pay no attention to my complaints. You’re the female…so lead me.”

I didn’t move. I could feel myself flushing, and realized that his words had caused me to have a mini orgasm. Oh, crap. He was in for it now. If I could cum just from bullying him…

“Can I sleep in here tonight?”

I looked at him. So hopeful, figuring he had earned brownie points. but he had given his favor away. he had used it up.

I slapped his balls and said, “Get the fuck out.”

So he did.

END
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband


I Feminized Him in One Day!

I made my man into a woman!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Honey? Where’s my underwear?”

I smiled as I snipped the last of his tighty whiteys with my scissors and dropped the pieces into the trash.

I heard Ron walking down the hallway. When he appeared in the kitchen he had on a tee shirt and nothing else. I looked down at his cock and smiled.

“What?” He asked, puzzled by my smile. His cock was half hard.

“Nothing,” I said.

“Then where’s my underwear? I had a full drawer yesterday.”

“Well, about that, I think it’s about time we made some changes.”

“Changes?” he frowned. “What kind of changes?”

“Well, about that…” I went to the cupboard and took down the bottle of bourbon. The good stuff, Bib and Tucker 10 year old, small batch. $85 a bottle.

“Is there an occasion?” He tilted his head in question.

“There’s always an occasion,” I answered. “I took down a large kitchen glass and filled it with ice cubes. I then poured half a glass of bourbon.

“You realize it’s only 8 in the morning.”

“It’s 8:15 somewhere,” I chuckled. I opened a bottle of Pepsi and filled the remainder of the glass. “Of course, if you’r e not man enough?” I handed him the glass.

Ron took it, shrugged. He drank a big glug and grinned. “Maybe we should have started at 7:45.”

I smiled indulgently. “Drink your breakfast, and make sure you take these vitamins. I handed him several pills.”

“What’s this?” he looked at the little pellets.

“Vitamins.”

“Oh. Are you on one of those kicks again?”

One of ‘those’ kicks. As if eating wheat germ and yogurt is unhealthy for you. As if veggies might kill you, and where the hell’s the beef?

“I guess you could say that.”

He took another big sip. He did love his bourbon.

“So where’s my underwear.”

“It had an accident.”

“It had a…in my dresser drawer my underwear got in an accident?”

“Yes. And it was terrible. The little tighty whiteys all got slaughtered. I even had to give them a burial.”

Glug. Glug.

“That sounds a little nuts. Now where is my underwear?

“I told you. I had to bury it.”

Glug. Blink. The booze was effecting him. “So where is it buried?”

“Right here,” I toed the peddle on the garbage can.

He looked in and saw his undies, cut into pieces and strips. Waistband to pouch. The different colors. New and old.

His eyes widened and he looked up at me. “What the heck is this?”

“A burial.”

“No…what…what is going on? Why’d you do this?”

“Come on, I’ll show you why.”

I walked down the hallway, click, click, click. I knew he was staring at my ankles, my calves, my ass. Men are so easy.

I entered the bedroom and he was right behind me, and his cock was now standing out. I smiled at it, took it in my hands, tugged on it until he groaned, and said, “Nice cock.”

I let go, which caused him to groan again, and I opened up my dresser drawer.

“I’ll buy you some more underwear. But until the weekend you can wear these.” I held out some panties. They were satiny blue. Seamless and very stretchy.

“Wait a minute? You cut up my underwear to make me wear your panties? Isn’t this some kind of kink?”

“Yes, it is. But I didn’t cut up your underpants just so you could wear my panties. Let’s face it, your underwear was old, worn, a few rips past its prime. Time for you to get new undies, and I’ll buy them so you can be assured they are stylish and comfortable.

“Hey, it’s my balls that are going into them, how do you know what’s comfortable for me? Besides, there was some very comfortable underwear in my drawer, and some of it wasn’t too old. Why couldn’t you have at least left those?”

“Out with the old,” I answered nonchalantly. A new broom sweeps clean. an ounce of common sense is worth a pound of theory, the best laid plans of—“

“Hold it,” he held up a hand. He still had his drink in the other, and I motioned for him to sip. He did so, and said, “Is this more than some new, bright idea? Have you lost your senses? Not firing on all cylinders? A plastic thingie short of a six pack? Forgot to sharpen all the knives in your drawer?”

“Oh, you silly. Here I am, taking care of my man the best way I can, and you make jokes.” I patted him on the cheek.

He glugged. Good. He said, “Yeah, but this…cutting up my underwear seems a little extreme.

I slid down his body, running my hands down his sides. “Is this a little extreme? I took him in my mouth.

“Oh!” he blurted.

He had a nice cock, and I really like it’s size and shape. Big enough to choke, and it had made me expand my deep throating skills. I fondled his balls as I slithered my lips up and gobbled the last inch.

He looked down at my head, my lips working against his pubic, cock all the way down my throat.

“Oh, fuck!” he gasped.

I began to move back and forth, letting that big snake almost escape, then gobbling up its length again.

His knees began to shake, and I placed my hands on them and held him steady.

“”Fuck!” he whimpered, and I knew that he was close; I could feel his muscles tightening, I gripped the base of his cock and squeezed hard. I stood up and he fought my hand, tried to let the ripples of squirtem rip through his cock and spew.

“Let it go! Please!”

I didn’t, and after a minute, when he was done with his frantic exertions, I released him.

“Why’d you do that?” he complained. “Why didn’t you let me cum?”

“Drink up,” I responded.

He drank, and this time he really wanted to.  Desperation does that to a man.

Come on, I’ll tell you. And bring those panties.”

We walked back to the kitchen. I was fully clothed, but my large breasts jounced and jiggled with every step. His eyes, of course, were on my ass.

I took his glass and refilled it. He stared at me, and I said, “Sit down.”

He did, there was nothing else to do, and I handed him a fresh drink and sat across from him.

He stared at me, and drank, and stared some more.

I was wearing red lipstick, be it slightly smeared from my recent fellatio efforts, and smoky eye shadow. My blouse showed a half bra, and my nipples stood out. My tits, with the nipples rubbing against the blouse material, felt pretty good. In fact, this whole scene was making me quite wet. Heck, I might need a pad if this got any better. And I knew it was going to get better.

“Honey. Ron. It’s time things changed around here.”

“Changed how?” he drank, was suspicious, eyed me closely, and tried not to let his eyes drift down to my distended nipples.

“Well, I’ve been reading some books on feminism, and it is obvious that society is out of balance.”

“Out of balance how?”

“Did you know that houses were designed, dimension-wise, for men? Some French, idiot, male architect back in the thirties.”

“Well, I hadn’t…”

“And in the fifties cars were designed for a six foot man. Everything, from seats to dash to turning radius, is built around a six foot man.”

“But men are the major drivers and—“

“And that justifies eliminating half the population from the equation?”

“Well, no. It’s not that they did that on purpose, it’s just that—“

“Did you know that scientists refuse to include women in their scientific trials? It’s the hormones. They say that hormones skew the results. So even the medicine we take is designed for men, and the hell with the women.”

“Honey!” He tried to build up a little steam, take a stand. “That’s not all my fault!”

“Nope. But it’s your responsibility. And until enough men take enough responsibility the world won’t change.”

“What…but…”

I left him on that note. I smiled, patted his cheek, and kissed him…and left him standing there with my panties in his hands.

I sat in the den and watched TV, there was some gymnastics on, and I loved how the women stretched and tumbled, did their splits and somersaults. I was leafing idly through a fashion magazine and glancing up at the screen occasionally, when he walked past in the hallway.

“Hey, Ron?”

He came back to the door and peeked in.

“Those panties fit good?”

He turned a little red in the face. “Not really.”

“How come?” I acted all concerned.

“I, uh…fall out of the sides. My balls don’t fit.”

“Hmm. You mean women’s panties aren’t designed to fit men?”

“Hah,” he blurted. And it was obvious that he meant that there was something in this world that wasn’t designed for men.

I just smiled and said, “I’ll bear that in mind when I get your panties.”

“I don’t want panties,” he growled.

“Come here,” I commanded.

I don’t think he liked my voice, but, let’s face it, it was his cock that was answering.

He entered the room and stood in front of me. I leaned forward and ran my fingers around the outline of his cock in his pants. “Mmm,” I said. “Delicious. Would you like a little blow job right now?”

He gulped. My last BJ, though incomplete, had left him a bit horny.

“Then pull down your panties,” I emphasized the word panties, “and let me suck on your dong for a while.

There was a part of him that didn’t want to. But that part was very small. He unbuckled, unzipped, and pulled both shorts and panties down. His cock sprang right out. It was red and ready. That was the good thing about tease and deny. Do it enough and the poor thing is always ready.

I took his balls in hand, rolled them in one hand, and deep throated him. Again, he gasped, and his hips thrust forward.

In and out I ran my lips over his cock. I worked the head well, and shortly I could taste the slightly salty, slightly sweet, taste of his pre-cum.

I ran my other hand between his legs and began to brush it over his button.

Oh, he jerked then, and the pre-cum spurted, and he was almost ready to cum, I could feel the sperm boiling and starting to pulse…so I let him go.

“Hey!”

“That’s enough for now. Oh, look!”

He looked down at his angry, red member.

“Your balls are pulled up tight. They won’t fall out now!”

“But my cock won’t fit,” he was a bit snappish, being denied like that, but that was okay. Men will have their little hormonal hissy fits.

“Well, maybe you should wear some tummy shapers. That would keep that silly, little thing under control.”

His mouth opened and he breathed, “Silly, little thing?”

“Well, it is. It gets all excited and hard at the slightest provocation. And it always wants to drool and spit. Wouldn’t you call that silly?”

He made a whining sound, then, since I was obviously done, sitting back and picking up my magazine again, he tucked himself in and lurched out of the room.

I giggled.

When I heard the lawnmower start outside I put my magazine down and got up and left the room.

I went my closet, and took hold of the shoe hanger. I turned the cloth rack filled with my shoes, and on the other side, in one of the top pockets, were several of my Grace Mansfield books. I kept most of them in a box on a shelf behind some old blankets. But I kept the latest in the shoe rack. I listened for the sound of the lawnmower. Good. We had a big lawn, and he would be trimming after that, and I had plenty of time.

I took the paperback in and sat down on the toilet. I opened it and started reading.

I don’t know if you’ve ever read any of Ms Mansfield’s work, but she specializes in how to feminize men. She gives great ideas, and has wonderful plot twists.

I sat and read, and my hand held my vibrator.

I was only dimly aware of the sound of the mower as I buzzed away at my clit. I read about men being brought to heel. I read of men being feminized, made up, and used like property.

Oh, lord, such ideas, and the images made me wetter and wetter. My hand was moving around and around, pressing against my pussy, and I was getting wetter and wetter—

“Honey? Rhonda?”

Oh, fuck! I turned the little vibrator off and concealed it in my hand. I let the book slip to the side.

He opened the door, and I sat there, looking like I was red and half grunting.

He grinned. “Got one hanging, eh?”

“Halfway there, I answered honestly.

“Well, sorry. But have you seen the clippers?”

You left them on the washing machine.” My voice was a little high. I had been so close it was actually starting to happen. The orgasm was sitting right in my pussy, waiting to overwhelm me. I wanted Ron out of there in the worst possible way.

“Oh, yeah. You’re right. He started to leave, then stopped. He stood there with a big grin.

“Don’t you want to go ahead and squeeze that loaf out?”

“Will you leave!” I snapped and sort of groaned.

He laughed. “Sorry.”

He closed the door, and he wasn’t sorry. He thought it was funny to catch me in the middle of a bowel movement.

The dummy had no idea it wasn’t a bowel movement, but a movement of a totally different kind. A pussy movement.

I listened, heard him walking away, and I quickly turned on the vibrator, picked up the book, and tried to regain my head of steam.

When you are interrupted, sometimes it goes away. I felt it dwindling, and I moved that vibrator desperately. I read the book, but now I was so close, and so far, the book wouldn’t do. I needed penetration.

I dropped the book, changed my position and began pushing my fingers inside my pussy.

“Oh, fuck…oh, fuck!” I wheezed, working my hand in and out. I was jamming my knuckles up against the rim of my vagina, I was close to actually fisting myself, and I would have…but the feeling came back, It built and built, then washed over me, a heat that exploded in my pussy and coursed through my body.

For a long minute I sat on the toilet, gasping, my eyes rolling, my chest heaving. My hips kept jerking, then twitching inside, then they jerked again. And again and again.

Finally, it subsided. I was sitting half on and half off the throne, half leaning against the wall and half pushing on the counter, dazed, and happy.

He had stopped me, and that made it harder, but the extra work resulted in extra pleasure. That had been a great and glorious cum if ever there was one.

Finally, I sighed, and struggled to my feet. I pulled up my panties, put the Mansfield book away, and headed back to the den. Maybe I could watch some more gymnastics.

The day went slowly. Ron was horny and kept looking at me, and the bulge in his pants was there to stay.

I, of course was not horny. Which was okay, but I sort of wanted to be horny again. Being horny is a lot of fun. Wish I could be horny all the time, like a man, but, sigh, not meant to be.

But, not horny was cool too, for me. While I was not horny and he was I could tease without being distracted by my own hunger. That was one of the things I had learned from the books I read: when you get horny you should jill off, leave the man horny, and he’ll be more amenable to whatever you wish.

Cool.

So I fixed dinner, gave Ron another drink after dinner, to help with his pills, and then sucked him before bed. But not to a cum. Never to a cum. Not now, when I had a plan to…make him more amenable.

I had actually ordered panties for Ron from Amazon, and they arrived the next day.

Actually, guilty confession here, they weren’t exactly woman’s panties. They were transgender panties. Slick and stretchy for the pouch, and designed to keep him horny.

“Ron!” I called him into the den after I had opened and inspected the packages.

He entered the room and I handed him the box of panties. He looked at it and his face turned a little white. He was having a hard time with this. Good. The hornier they are the harder they fall.

“I don’t want to wear these.”

“Too bad, so sad, makes me glad,” I chanted at him.

“I’m just going to go buy my own underwear.”

“And I’ll just cut them up,” I snapped, haughtily. “And maybe I’ll cut up what’s in them, too.”

He blinked at that. No man likes to think of the loss of his most precious body organ. “What’s going on? Why are you doing this?”

“Because I want you to experience what it is like being the better half.”

“And wearing your underwear is going to do that?”

“Do you like that scratchy stuff? You cock just packed away like it means nothing? Go on, try on those underwear. They will fit you better, and you will enjoy the sensations.”

He grumped, but turned away.

In two minutes he was back, and he was wearing a pretty pink pair of panties and his tatty tee shirt.

“What the fuck is this?” He held up a matching bra.

“It’s a bra. I didn’t know you liked bras? I would have gotten you one sooner!”

He was starting to blink, and I could tell he was already starting to be overwhelmed.

“Seriously?” he sounded a little choked.

“Actually,” I lied, “I didn’t know that was there. I must have ordered a panty set without realizing it. But since you have it…” I looked down. “Nice fit. Come here.”

He couldn’t help it. His cock walked over to me, his body following. I put my hand on his new, transgender panties and felt his package. His cock was hard, very hard, but it was still confined inside the material. “Oh, that’s nice.” I rubbed him and his knees gave a bit.

I let go and looked up at him. “Was there anything else?”

Oh, there was, he wanted to squirt in the worst possible way, but it was obvious what I was doing, and he was actually a bit embarrassed, and…he hesitated, then he blurted, “There’s some weird panties in that box.”

“Weird? How so?”

“Like, I don’t know. One has a ring in it, an elastic ring, and another one…” he turned bright red, “it looks like a pussy!”

I grinned in delight. “Oh, goodie! Go try them on! I want a beauty pageant right here, right now.”

“But…but…”

“If you do that I might be convinced to suck on your cock for a while.”

“Really?”

The poor boy. He was out of control, his own control, and under mine.

“Sure. Now go put on a pair and come out and show me.”

He left, and came back a minute later. He was wearing a skin colored, rubbery pussy. I mean it. A pussy. I recognized it at once, of course. The description of it, on Amazon, was ‘Y16T Mens Hiding Gaff Panty Insert Pads, Pluggable Transgender Crossdressing Pad for Crossdresser Cosplay.’

What a mouthful, eh? But seeing my man in it, his cock in the inner sleeve and totally hidden, a fake pussy on his front, one that I could, and did, insert a finger into…I thought I was going to cum in my panties. And I had just cum the day before. Whew!

And, in spite of his protestations, this panty thing was making him hornier and hornier.

Heh.

The next item was a gaff. It was tight and low, and his cock and balls were bent back between his legs. And, I have to tell you, that must have been painful. He was getting so hard, and then to bend it back like that…whew for him!

“Better save that one for when I’ve drained you.”

He gave me a funny look at the remark, but I didn’t explain myself, and he was in a hurry for a blow job, so he ran out of the room, and returned a minute later with another pair of panties. And another and another. And each one seemed to make him harder and hornier.

Finally, he was done. And back in the pretty pink ones.

I smiled at him, and I pulled them down and put my educated lips to work.

And now I had to be careful. He had reached that drippy stage where it wouldn’t take much to make him squirt his load. I blew him slowly, fondled him gently, and he kept jerking and twitching, but I managed to keep him right on the edge. Dripping and hip jerking and eyes rolled back desperation.

And I stopped.

“Come on,” he whined, begging. “Get me off.”

“Oh, no. That comes later.”

“How much later?” he pleaded.

“Oh, I don’t know. But I’ll tell you what…if you wear that bra tonight, when we meet Jill and Tommy for dinner, that would probably go a long way towards making me want a little desert, if you know what I mean.”

He did. And he grinned.

“So, go. Try it on. I’ll help you with the fit.”

He trotted off, and returned holding the terribly frightening instrument of torture that terrified him so. At least, it made him red in the face and confused.

I held it up and he put his arms out and I slid the straps over his shoulder. “Turn around.” He turned, and I fastened the clasp. “Turn around.”

He turned, and it was perfect. It was pink, like his panties, and it was a training bra with not much cup. It held his pecs perfectly. His little nipples poked out the thin material of the cups and he looked so cute.

“Oh, that is wonderful.”

“It is?” he asked dubiously. Horny but dubious. What a wonderful combination.

“It is. Can you take it off?”

He tried. He reached his arms back up behind, and over the shoulder, but the clasp was perfectly situated so he couldn’t reach it. He just wasn’t flexible enough.

“Can you help me?” he asked.

“Nope.”

He looked at me, his eyes quizzical.

“Wear it today. Get used to it. You’ll be glad when we go to dinner.”

“Well, I…”

I rubbed the front of his panties, stroked his cock, and his breath caught.

“Why not. It’s only you and me, and I want you to feel how good it feels. Are you horny?”

“Uh…yeah. Sort of.”

Sort of? Ha! He was so horny he was dripping, and the evidence was on the front of his panties as a patch of moisture grew.

“So wear that bra, right through dinner. Maybe you’ll get your rocks off.”

“Maybe?” He was no dummy. I had teased him for two days, and he wanted to reach the goal line.

I stared at him. then: “If you do what I say, wear whatever I want, then I will get you off during dinner.”

“During dinner?”

“While you’re eating your steak. While you saw back and forth and cut your meat, I will be sawing back and forth on your meat, too. If you manage to cum, and I will do my best to make you cum, then…” I shrugged.

“Cum during dinner.”

“But I’m going to do more than make you wear a bra and panties.”

“How much more,” he asked suspiciously.

“Garters and nylons,” I said.

He stood, and contemplated. Well, actually his dick contemplated, but his head went along with it.

“And I just have to wear those four things. Panties and garter, nylons and bra.”

“That’s it.”

“But…I’ll be eating!”

“Have you ever had an orgasm in front of other people? Without them even seeing or understanding?”

“No…” unsure, but excited.

“Then try it. If it doesn’t work then you can come home and jack off.”

“Jack off?”

I shrugged. “You’ve got options.”

But he didn’t. Not really.

“How would you reach my dick…when it’s in my panties?”

Ha! He had called them ‘my panties,’ assuming his way into my kink.

“Before the steaks arrive go to the bathroom. You can cut a hole in the panties. Get your dick out, and I will stroke you. God, you’re going to be so excited you won’t be able to stand it. You might be a little shy at first, but as I play with you and stroke you you’ll get hornier and hornier. And you’ll be acting all so nonchalant as we talk and chat, but my hand will be under the table, working madly. We can get Tom and Jill a little drunk first, but you only have one drink. They’ll be too drunk to notice, and you’ll get closer and closer. Your dick will be dripping, and it will be so fucking hard. Maybe Tom will be talking about football, or golf, or something, and you’ll feel that little trigger click way down there. You’ll take a sip of water to mask any facial expression. Maybe you’ll choke a little bit, trying to swallow when the sperm shoots out. but…there you go.”

“And if it doesn’t work. If I don’t get off…”

“Then you have my permission to come home and masturbate. Of course, I’ll have to watch. But…” I lifted my shoulders in a shrug.

He stood there for a long minute, thinking, his mind running over the scenario.

Getting his rocks off, right in front of people.

Then he nodded.

“Okay. Then…how do we work this?”

“Like I say, wear the bra the rest of the day. And before we go out I’ll help you put on some nylons and a garter. We head for the restaurant and…” I smiled.

“Just wear panties and bra, garter and nylons.” I could tell he was talking himself into it.

“That’s all.”

He paused, then looked at me. His gaze was firm as he had made up his mind. “Okay.”

“Okay,” I replied, and I smiled.


PART TWO

“You’ve got to shave your legs if you’re going to wear nylons.”

“Oh, come on,” he laughed.

“Seriously.”

“What?” he turned and frowned at me. “Why?”

“Number one, it looks stupid to have all those scrunched up hairs under your second skin. Number two, it’s going to feel so sexy cool that you will be elevated to a whole new level of hard on. Number three, because I said so.”

He thought on that for a few seconds, then, “Okay.” But he didn’t like it.

“Here, it’s easier than shaving.” I tossed him a bottle of Nair.  He caught it and looked at it. “Nair? Really?”

“Absolutely. Women have been using it for years, and you like to feel my legs, don’t you?”

“Well, uh…”

Long story short, he used the Nair. He got out of the shower a little bit red-faced, but bald as a baby’s butt that had just been shaved. Or Nair-ed.

“This is weird,” he remarked, as he pulled on the garters.

“Only if weird is sexy,” I was sitting at my vanity table and making up my face. I especially worked on plumping the lips, the red, then gloss. Baby, he loved my lips, and he would be thinking of them all night.

He pulled on the cock ring underwear I had gotten him. It was a thong with an elastic cock ring. The pouch that normally covered his package could be pulled down easily and put under the balls when he was ready.

I was wearing a half bra, the tips showing, and I was going to wear a simple jacket. I would be bulging, and the slightest turn and I would be visible. A little jump and I would bounce with the best of them.

He put on his bra, I had helped him take it off for the shower, and I had to help him put it on again. I snapped his strap when I was done. “Sexy bitch.”

He looked at me funny, then sat down and rolled the nylons up his legs.

“How’s that feel?” I asked.

“Electric,” he admitted.

“Sexier than socks?”

“Uh, yeah.”

I could tell what he was thinking. He was a man, dammit! It might feel so cool, and make his cock stick out, but…it was women’s clothing!

“Nice,” I said, turning to face him.

He didn’t say anything, his own thoughts were overwhelming him, and I knew he was going to need some alcohol pretty quick.

He pulled on cargo pants. slipped into a black tee shirt and started to put on a short sleeve shirt. A thick one with pockets.

“Why don’t you just wear the tee shirt?”

He looked at me, his eyes black with a thousand yard stare. Man, he was thinking. “People would see the bra straps.”

“People see my bra straps all the time. Don’t you think it’s sexy?”

“For you.” He wasn’t laughing.

I put on a skirt, then my jacket. I was already wearing nylons and heels. I stood up and he whistled.

“Wowzer, baby. Are you…are you going to go with just a jacket?”

“Sure.”

“People can see an awful lot.”

“And you can too. And you’ll be dreaming of unwrapping this package all the way home.”

“If I don’t cum.” He was quick.

“Well, if you don’t, it won’t be my fault.”

The way his mouth worked, he was on edge. Lord, that boy was whore-kneeeee!

We hoped into the car and he started driving across town. As we drove I kept my hand in his lap. “How’s the hose?”

“Wow. I can feel everything sliding on my legs. It enhances everything.”

“And how’s that old cock?”

He groaned in answer.

We pulled into the parking lot at Charlie Coyote’s. It was already packed with cars, couples were sauntering toward the entrance, and music was blaring in the evening.

Charlie Coyote’s is the place to be. A cafe during the day, it turns into a robust night club at night.

Inside was a jostling crowd. Men in sleek suits, or casual, women in gowns and latex and whatever. There was a dance floor in the center, surrounding by a ring of tables, then booths. At the far wall was a bar with the hardest working bartenders in all of Los Angeles.

We turned right, through the crowd, and entered the patio. At the far side Tom and Jill were waiting for us. They waved, we waved, and soon we were all sitting and imbibing.

Well, they were imbibing, and we made sure they kept doing so at a good pace.

Tom worked on a bourbon and Coke, and made it last. I sipped at a sedate pace. I was having fun, Tom and Jill were getting blotto, and I don’t think the alcohol was affecting Ron at all. He was just too stimulated, too excited.

“So you think the Laker’s have a chance?”

Now, normally, Ron and Tom would be in a fast and furious argument about statistics and positions and trades and all that sort of thing. But Ron kept interjecting comments and let Tom do the arguing.

Jill and I chatted about this and that, and it was quite pleasant. Then Jose arrived. “What would you fine senors and senioritas like to order?”

We ordered. Filet Mignon for me. Jill, traitor, had a salad. But she has to watch her figure. Ron ordered prime rib, and so did Tom. Then Ron stood up and said, “Got to hit the head,” he managed not to look at me and blush.

We sat and talked as Tom went to the bathroom.

“Ron seems a bit subdued,” observed Jill. “Is everything all right?”

Tom was glanced, very fixedly, at a woman with enormous boobs, probably a porn star.

I whispered to Jill, “He thinks he’s going to get lucky.”

Jill almost spit her drink out. “He’s not?” she giggled.

“Not if I can help it. I’ve got him wearing nylons and a bra, and he is about to bust.”

She glanced at Tom, who had actually turned in his chair and his whole attention was on the woman bouncing past us.

I whispered, “I’m going to jack him off during dinner.”

She stared at me, laughed, stared some more, and Tom turned back to us. “Was that Holly Halston?”

Neither of us answered, and Jill was staring at me with open faced admiration.

Tom returned, and our steaks, and one salad, arrived. My hand, of course, slid under the tablecloth and to the side.

Ron didn’t show anything. Kept cutting and eating, and he even kept up the conversation with Tom. Sort of.

Jill stared, gulped some of her drink, toyed with her salad, and tried to watch without being observed.

Though he looked attentive, Ron wouldn’t have known if an elephant walked into the room and crapped on the table.

Oh, it was a good show. He muttered his, ‘Oh, yeahs,’ and ‘sures,’ and looked like he was paying attention. But he wasn’t.

He was feeling my small hands stroke his cock. Up and down, light nails over the head.

He was breathing harder and harder, and trying not to.

He sipped his drink. He kept his eyes on Tom, and he was getting closer and closer.

Jill nudged her fork and it fell off the table. She leaned over and ducked down to pick it up.

Ron panicked. He put one hand down and tried to push my hand away, to close his legs, but I tightened my grip and wouldn’t let him.

Jill got a good eyeful. She saw how I had manipulated his cock out of his pants. She saw his penis, red and swollen and ready to squirt. Later she would tell me that it was drooling pre-cum. And she saw his nylons under his cargo pants.

She sat up, wiped her fork on her napkin, glanced at Ron, and looked at me.

But in that glance Ron knew that she knew. He was petrified. He kept trying to get his cock back, but I wouldn’t let go.

The tension was palpable, and Tom would notice in a second.

Jill’s a pretty smart girl, though, and she saw what had happened, how the moment was evaporating. She turned her attention to Ron and said directly to him, “Go on with what you’re doing.”

Ron opened and closed his mouth. He was quite red, but…it worked. She knew, he knew, and I obviously knew, and Tom was saying, ‘It’s on Youtube. It’s called ‘How Ridiculous,’ and they do things like drop cars on giant hatchets, try to squash toilets with three ton hammers, and…” he blathered on and on, drunk and oblivious to what we were doing.

Jill smiled, opened the top buttons of her blouse and waved a hand to fan her face. “Is it hot in here? Or is it my imagination?”

Ron was torn, his hips wanted to jerk and thrust, my hand was driving him crazy, and  Jill was showing him her boobs. She unbuttoned another button, pulled the sides of the blouse apart. Her tits were almost falling out, and I worked my hand slower and slower.

Tom: “And they got this little rubber dinosaur called ‘Rexie,’ and they keep trying to destroy him. Put him in the toilet when the three ton hammer drops, that sort of thing…”

I stopped fondling the knob, he was too close. I stroked, and I stroked slowly, stopping, watching him. His eyes were glazed and his dick was pulsing, but I had him a sort of a never land, right on the edge, but never over.

“Is that Holly Halston?” Tom blurted.

The woman with the big breasts walked by again.

“Why don’t you do get an autograph,” Jill suggested.

“What? No.”

“Really. Go on. It’ll make your day. Hell, it’ll make your year.”

“Well, it…it…uh…”

“Go on,” and Jill pushed him.

So he did. He got up, crossed the room and stood behind her and said something.

The woman turned, and they started chatting, and then she took out an eyeliner pencil and had him unbutton his shirt and lift his tee.

Meanwhile, Jill leaned forward and placed her hand over Tom’s. “Are you really going to shoot your sperm right here? Under the table.”

Ron tried to look at me, but she had captured him. He said, “You told her.”

I said, “So what. Are you going to cum or not?”

“Hold it back, Ron,” Jill whispered. “Stay horny.”

“I…I can’t…I’ve got to…”

I let go of him.

He deflated like the Goodyear blimp. He just dwindled down into himself.

Jill laughed. “Good boy.”

He looked at me, and he was so conflicted. His secret was out. He knew that she knew that he was wearing women’s underwear, and getting hand jobs, and…and was right on the edge of squirting.

“You told…you told…”

“And how are you feeling now?”

“Humiliated.”

“And hard.”

“Embarrassed.”

“And hard.”

“Ashamed.”

Jill squeezed his hand. “Aw. Poor boy. Has a cock that women dream of, and he’s going to get lucky tonight.”

“Maybe,” I said.

Ron looked back and forth between us, then focused on me. “Maybe?”

“I really don’t want you to cum.”

“So we’re not going to fuck tonight?”

“Well, I said you could jack off, but now I don’t even want you to do that.”

“But…”

“I’ve got something better in mind.”

“What?”

At that moment Jose came by to check on us.

“Bad Jose!” I admonished.

“He became quite serious. Jose is a charm, and he takes anything you say to heart.

“Is there something more I can do?”

“Jose, you haven’t kept us in suds.”

We could see his Latin mind working around the words, then he brightened up. “Oh, suds…like dreenk!”

“Exactly. Now, I’ll take six bourbon and Cokes. And Jill, what do you want?”

Jill ordered for herself and Tom, and I added, “Fast service for big tips, amigo.”

The dollar signs flickered in Jose’s eyes, and he sprinted off to fill our order.

And Tom came back, holding his tee shirt up so we could see.

Hally Halston

Right over the right nipple. And her lip print was right on his nipple.

“See? It was her!”

We all laughed, admired the lips on his nipple, and Jose returned with the drinks.

And the party really got started.

We drank until midnight. Tom and Jill kept their high, and Ron got riotous. He was horny, excited, desperate, frustrated, and I made sure he had a drink in his hand the whole night.

By midnight we had reached a comfortable peak. Tom and Jill were laughing and happy and ready to go home and go to bed.

Ron was ready to go anywhere and do anything. He would have taken off his clothes and danced naked on Sunset if I had asked him.

I was just a little high.

So we departed that place of frivolity, and I drove home.

Ron wanted to, but he was in no condition. The fact was that he would have been a drunken mess, except he was horny. That was keeping an edge of sobriety on him.

So I drove, and he played with the radio, and we sauntered through the smog laden Hollywood scene. Call girls on Hollywood Blvd. Rap music blaring from a dozen cars at the In and Out fast food place next to Hollywood High. Police cars sharking along the streets, looking for trouble.

“You told Jill I was…you were…”

“I did. It really made it hotter, didn’t it?”

“Well, it was hot.”

“Did you like staring at her tits?”

“Uh…”

“She has a great set, doesn’t she?”

“Well, uh…”

“Would you like to fuck her?”

“I want to fuck you.”

“That’s not going to happen.”

Even drunk, that registered in his simple cranium.

“What? Why not? I’m your husband!”

“So where does it say in our marriage vows that I have to lay down and spread my legs whenever you say?”

He blinked.

“Marriage vows were written by a man, and they are pronounced by a man, and they are designed to make a woman a victim.”

“But…you…I…”

He was not only drunk, he was flabbergasted. His drunken mind couldn’t even begin to cope with what I was saying.

“So we are going to rewrite our marriage vows tonight. And we’re going to rewrite them so they benefit the woman for a change.”

“But…you…I…”

“First, you will wear what I want you to wear. And since we are the same size, except for tits, we will be able to trade dresses and underwear and even make up.”

“What?” He actually reeled in his seat, as if I had punched him.

“You heard me right. And, as for your tits…I’ve been giving you hormones. And they will start taking effect in the not too distant future. Yes, hubbie of mine, you are about to grow a pair. A real pair. Do you think you will like wearing tits?”

“But…are you…” his mind was sorting through what I had said and he was having a lot of difficulty. Male minds. They just aren’t built to cope.

“And if the hormones don’t work well enough, I’m going to get you breast implants. If we’re going to stay married then I want my man to have some righteous tits. The kind of tits I can be proud of.”

Ron went silent. I let him be for a few moments, we were getting close to home, and I asked, “What are you thinking?”

“You’ve been giving me hormones?”

“Yep. Industrial strength. The best money can buy. Within a week you’ll go through an extra horny stage, so we have to change your sexual preferences before then. I’m not going to waste my time laying down or sucking on you all hours of the day. That’s for a world designed by men. So we’ll change the way we do sex, and you’ll like it. I’ve been reading up on it, and all men do.”

“What kind of hormones?”

“Lots of estrogen. I haven’t totally canceled out your dick. After you go through the extra horny stage you’ll probably shrink a little, but you won’t go limp. You’ll be less able, and that will probably make you more horny. And I’m not going to let you in me. I find a dildo so much more pleasurable. A dildo doesn’t suddenly go limp and crawl away and leave me high and dry. Oh, you’ll still get in me, every once in a while, when I feel like the warmth and heat of flesh. But you won’t be cumming in me anymore. Mostly, I’ll be getting in you.”

“What?” His voice squeaked in shock.

“Oh, I like that. I want you to start speaking in a higher voice.”

“But…why? Why are you doing this?”

“I’ve been reading, and it turns out that you're not alone. More than half a percent of the people in the United States are transgender. I’ve always thought you a little soft, in spite of your macho posturing, and I decided it was time for you to go all the way and discover your true self.

“But…I don’t want to!”

“You don’t know if you want to until you’ve tried it.”

“But I don’t want to try it!”

“Did you like wearing nylons and bra tonight?”

“Well…no.”

I laughed. “the bull shat and you stepped in it. You were having more fun than Bill Clinton on Epstein’s Island.”

“But…”

I turned into our driveway.

“I’m not going to do it.”

I turned to him. “Let’s go in and discuss it.”

“I don’t want to talk…”

I lost the rest of his words because I was already out of the car and half up the walk to the front door.

I heard his door slam and he hurried after me.

Inside, I went right to the liquor cabinet and poured him his favorite. He stood in the doorway, pouting. I put the glass on the table and went back to mix myself a wine spritzer.

When I turned around he had sat, and was huddled over his drink, no doubt feeling sorry for himself. I sat down across from him and leaned back.

“So. Tell me why you don’t want to have an adventure.”

“Because I’m a man! I was born a man! I like being a man!”

“But you married me, and I’m sick of you being a man. Especially a weak willed, namby pamby one.”

“That’s unfair of you to say…”

He blathered on, and I took off my jacket. He stopped talking. I sat there, in a bra. My large breasts pointing over the half bra at him. My nipples were erect.

“You see these nipples?”

He gulped.

“They are erect at the idea of you doing what I want you to do. You’ve been in charge too long, and now I’m taking charge, and these nipples are excited at that.”

“But…”

“Furthermore, they are showing my excitement for the idea of you wearing those nylons, that bra. I can’t wait to dress you up all the way.”

“But I don’t—“

“Shut up.”

I was proud, happy, in command. He was drunk, compromised in dress, and conflicted because he liked it. He simply couldn’t argue against his cock.

“These are the new rules of our marriage.”

He opened his mouth to speak, but before he could say anything I continued.

“When we go somewhere I will always drive. You will do the laundry, and I want you to hand wash our lingerie. I will tell you when you can dress as a man, there will be times when I want people to think we are still traditional in our marriage. But some of the time, and all the time around the house, you will be in full female dress, including make up. You will do the dishes. You will run the vacuum, do the lawn, and all the chores. And your reward, if you do these things quickly and promptly, is that once a month I will drain you. You will, of course, be expected to give me as much oral sex as I wish. I will order a chastity tube, and…and that’s about it. Do you have any reservations before you say ‘I do?’”

Oh, he had reservations, but…I had decided, and so it was a done deal. He just had to learn to deal with it.

As we talked, I kept his glass filled. I was going to have to make sure he stayed drunk for a couple of days, until I had him completely changed over.

Finally, he ran out of objections. Talk wise, that is.

Mentally, emotionally, he was a mess, but I had expected that. After all, this was a total role reversal, a power exchange of significant magnitude. Tell the truth, I expected more fireworks from him. But, then, he had never been really all that manly.

It was about four in the morning when I took his hand and led him back to the bedroom.

He was sloshed, but he would remember this all on the morrow.

I sat him on the bed and I unbuttoned his shirt and pulled it off. I tossed it on the floor and said, “You can pick it up tomorrow, when you do the wash.”

He opened his mouth and I covered it with my hand. “Don’t talk, you’ve had your chance to talk, now it’s time to play a little, and get you used to your new role.

Still, he would have said something, but I took off his shoes, tossed them aside, and pulled down his cargo pants.

His cock was about as erect as I had ever seen it. It was red enough to be angry, and maybe it was, but I was brooking no nonsense. I grabbed his balls and squeezed. “Say ‘I do.’”

He didn’t.

So I took him in my mouth and began working him.

“Say ‘I do.’”

Oh, Lord, he resisted. But he didn’t stand a chance.

I twisted his nipples, sucked on them. I ground my pussy on his face. I even sat on his penis, let him feel that golden tube for awhile.

Before he could cum, however, I got off. Went back to sucking.

“Say ‘I do.’”

It took me an hour. An hour of him gasping, and gulping, and trying to talk, but he really had no chance.

“Okay! I will! I do! Anything you want! But, please…let me cum!”

“I will, sort of.”

“Sort of?” His eyes were bloodshot, his mouth was slack, he was desperate.

“For the life of our marriage, you have been fucking me. Didn’t matter if I didn’t feel like it, I had to do it. If you were horny, no matter what, even if I had my period, you got your way. Now the high heel is on the other foot, and I’m going to get my way.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means shut up, my darling bride, and this will be the marriage of our life. Come here.”

I tugged him across the room and sat him in the chair in front of my vanity table. I took out my nail kit and began preparing his hands.

“What are you doing?”

“Giving you a proper set of fingernails. the ones you’ve got are battered and chipped and downright ugly.”

He tried to take his hand away. I pulled it right back. I glared into his eyes. “You either let me do this, or you get your shit together and get out. I’m in charge now, and this is my house, and if you want to live here then you have to do what I say.”

“But the man is in charge!”

“You said ‘I do.’ You knew the new rules. Now you do what I say, or I kick you the fuck out.”

He looked like soaked owl, sad and wide-eyed.

I pressed red fingernails on him. I used super glue, so he was going to be living with these for a while. He could wear gloves if I wanted him to go out like a man, but…now he was going to have a woman’s hands.

“I’ll do your toes tomorrow, and you can learn to do your own nails over the next few weeks, hopefully by the time the hormones are in full swing you’ll have figured it out.”

“And if I haven’t?” he blubbered.

“Then everybody will laugh at what an ugly woman you are.”

I moisturized and cleansed his face. I primed it, put some foundation on it, and then introduced some color. I hid his masculine lines and shadows and softened and feminized his face. I went to work on his eyes, and all the time he kept trying to talk his way out of it.

But it was too late. I had made up my mind, he had agreed, and it was a done deal. And I wasn’t about to give up my new found power…no way, no how.

The breaking point was the lipstick. There is something so powerful about lipstick, and the redder it is the more powerful it is. I had plumped his lips, they were nice and fat, and I painted them red. Long lasting lipstick. Very shiny. I made him look at himself in the mirror, and he was fascinated.

He was also growing tired. I had to hurry up before the moment passed.

I got out my wig and put it on him. Beautiful. Now he truly looked like a girl.

Then I pulled a dress over his head, and even made him put on high heels.

He stood in front of the mirror, absolutely gorgeous, and then I took pictures.

He stood, saw himself, and was amazed, and that changed him.

“I actually look like a woman!”  he murmured.

“At heart, you are a woman. You’re always been a woman. As I said, a bit more than half a percent of the people in the United States are the wrong sex, and I have always known that you were one of them. Now you know, and now you can start having fun with your life. Are you ready to consummate our new marriage?”

“Consu—what do you mean?”

I went to the dresser and opened the bottom drawer. I took out the package I had order some weeks before, when I had been planning this whole scene.

I began putting it on and his eyes grew wider. Much wider.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m about to shove this dick up your ass, if you don’t mind. And even if you do.” I lubed up the plastic penis. Lots of lube. I wanted this to go in easily.

“I don’t think…” he was trying to back away, but I had the strap on on now, and my hands were free. He tried to get past me to leave the room, but he was awkward in his high heels. I grabbed him and swung him around, propelled him towards the bed. I wasn’t as strong as him, but I was definitely more sober than him.

He hit the bed and lay on his belly.

I moved up behind him and lifted his skirt.

“What are you…”

I pushed him forward on the bed.

I moved between his legs and pulled his panties down.

He tried to climb up on the bed to get away, and that was exactly what I wanted. Him mid climb, I pushed, and the head of my penis popped into his rectum.

“Oh!” He jerked his hips forward, which braced them against the edge of the bed, and that gave me more access and better leverage. I pushed, and went in. All the way in.

He made a squeaking sort of a sound, and he fell forward and grabbed the sheets of the bed with his fists.

I began to move in and out, nice, even strokes. He didn’t have the leverage to get away, and my weight kept him down.

“Hey…hey…hey…!

“Yes,” I whispered.

I continued entering him, pulling back, and, since he couldn’t get away, it became familiar, and he began to accept my rhythm.

“Stop that!” He cried weakly.

As if I would!

I kept him pinning and started wiggling it around inside him.

“Oh, fuck!” he whispered.

I moved my hands to his hips, held them firmly, and corkscrewed my way into his fine ass.

“Oh, God!” he whimpered, and his ass, his sexy ass, began to move back against me.

I picked up speed, now that he was liking it. I began to move harder and harder, and he gasped and went with it.

For long minutes I pushed into him, then I slowed down. He was ripe, and maybe I could drain him.

I leaned on him and kissed his ear and whispered, “I’m going to put pressure on your prostate. It you’re lucky you might get a cum, maybe even get rid of some of that nasty sperm you’ve been storing up.”

He said something, I think he tried to nod, then I raised myself and pushed down on his butt. I pulled half out and worked the dildo around inside him.

I felt it when when the tip of my dick found his prostate. And he felt it, too. He grunted, and said, “I’m going to pee.”

“Go ahead. Relax. Let it happen.”

He did. He had given himself up to me, had submitted to my weight and authority, and he relaxed and wiggled his butt a bit, and the semen started to come out of his pecker. It spread across the front of his panties, and he groaned in happiness.

“Oh, that feels good.”

“I’ll do this once a month to you, if you’re a good girl.

“I will be,” he muttered.

Then we were done. He was drained, and convinced of the glory of anal sex.

Life is good now. He goes to work as a man, with female underwear underneath his suit, of course.

As soon as he comes home he changes into a woman and does his chores.

He loves me, and gives me as much cunnilingus as I can handle. And I can handle a lot.

He hasn’t been back inside of me for months, but that’s okay. I’ve got a dildo. And sometimes, if he’s good, I let him wear it. It’s nice to see the frustration on his face as he acts like a man without feeling a thing. It’s good to remind him of what he once was.

And he’s goto a tremendous set of ta tas now. Bigger than mine. No need for implants, he was really ready, hormonally speaking, to be a woman.

And once a month, or more, if he needs it, I remind him who’s boss. I put on that strap on and show him who man in this relationship is.

And he likes it.

And the only pity is that  more women don’t do this. The world would be a much kinder place if they did.

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


A Female Led Marriage!

She just had to make her man into a woman!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Oh, no!” Rob cried out. His balls were jangling and semen was shooting up the shaft.

“You didn’t!” Shiela cried out. “Not again!”

“I’m sorry!” he cried.

She sighed, and felt his seed splashing into her.

Rob was sorry, but his hips kept pumping, and his sperm kept filling her.

She sighed again. “This is too much,” she said. “I get real close, I’m almost there, and then you squirt and you’re limp and there’s nothing left for me.”

“Try, honey. I’m not limp, yet!”

“I can feel you softening. It’s no good.”

She pushed him and he pulled out. His once hard dick was now nothing but a wet slug.

Shiela lay there and experienced frustration. She liked a good cum. She wanted a good cum. But Rob was just a little too eager. He always let loose just before she could cum.

Rob rolled over to the side and put his forearm over his eyes. He felt good, he had just had a good cum, but he knew that he hadn’t really done his duty.

It wasn’t enough just to cum, he had to get her to cum.

“Look, honey,” he tried. “It’s just that you’re too hot. Once we start fucking I can’t hold myself back.”

“Okay,” she sounded disappointed.

He turned on his side, propped himself on an elbow and asked, “Can I get you off? Use my fingers?”

She looked at him and snapped, “How about your mouth?”

“Uh…” That was one thing he didn’t want to do, eat her out after cumming in her. Some people could do that, but the thought made him nauseous.

“I thought not,” she whispered.

“Come on, honey. It’s not like I’m not trying!”

Shiela said nothing. She just got up and went to the bathroom. She removed his squirtem with a wash cloth, then brought a towel back to the bed.

“Some day I hope you get to sleep in the wet spot,” she grunted as she laid the towel over his puddle of sperm.

“Aw, come on. It’s not my fault!”

She stopped what she was doing and glared at him.

He heaved a sigh and turned over. Within a minute he was fast asleep, snoring lightly, his balls empty.

Shiela couldn’t sleep now. She was too wired. She had expected a world class orgasm. He had done this to her three times this week, and she figured this was it. He had to be empty after three times, but he wasn’t.

She poured herself a Coke in the kitchen then padded into the computer room. She sipped the cold drink, relaxed a little, and googled, ‘How do you make a man not cum?’

She was surprised when she received a couple of quick suggestions.

Longer foreplay. Hunh! That wasn’t going to work. He just got hornier.

Wear a climax control condom. Hmm. That one deserved thought.

Apply a topical anesthetic to the penis. That might work.

Masturbate before intercourse. She grinned.

There were other suggestions: squeeze the head of the cock. Or the base. Slap his balls sharply. Yeah, that would do it. She giggled at the idea of Rob jumping to the ceiling. Poor boy was very protective of his precious, little balls.

And there were weird things like finding a better sexual position, taking medication, and so on.

Huh. What kind of medication do you give a man to make him hold his squirt?

Shiela sat back and stared at the screen and thought about the possible solutions.

Rob got too excited and couldn’t stop himself. While she appreciated his remark that she was too hot, he was going to have to do better.

Idly, she rubbed one nipple. It felt good, and she thought about condoms, or numbing sprays. That appealed to her. Make it so he couldn’t feel anything. Let him not cum. She grinned, and tickled her pussy with two fingers.

She was breathing harder now, and she could feel that urge building inside her. It had really built up when he was fucking her, and now it was building again.

Masturbation a few hours before hand. That was a good one, but it also had risks. After Rob came he usually didn’t want to do it again for a day.

The one that intrigued her the most was the idea of giving him some kind of medication. What kind of medication? Would it be hard to get? Would he take it? Or would she have to put it in a milkshake or something?

She was thinking hard, but also breathing hard. One hand was working on her nipple, rubbing the stiff, little thing with the pad of a finger. Now she had two fingers of her other hand deep inside her pussy. She was rubbing hard, searching for that spot that brought the most pleasure…the G spot. It was hard to find…but…almost…

“What are—oh, fuck!”

Shiela jumped up and turned around. Rob was red-faced, having caught her masturbating, but she was super red-faced.

“I’m sorry. I thought…I’m sorry.”

“”Never mind,” she blurted, brushing past him. She headed for the bedroom. That was twice this evening that she had been robbed of an orgasm. Fuck!

They slept. Him quickly and her eventually, and awakened in the morning.

He was still apologizing, telling her it was alright, that masturbation was cool.

She tried to ignore him and not let her face get so red. She was practicing deep breathing and wondering if deep breathing would help him not ejaculate prematurely.

They had a quick breakfast, then he headed for work. He was a purchasing agent for a chain of beauty salons. The work wasn’t hard, and it had to be done between 9 and 4. Those were pretty good hours, and the pay was excellent.

Shiela worked from home. She watched movies for Netflix, and she loved it. She would watch a movie, fill out a description of the movie, answer a bunch of questions, and categorize the movie.

She got paid for sitting on a couch and doing what she loved to do. And the good thing was that she could watch movies for a few hours, then any movies that she and Rob watched she could get paid for.

Mind, it wasn’t the best pay, but it wasn’t bad, either.

On this day she started early. She watched a terrible movie with cartoon dinosaurs. Very shoddy CGI. She wrote a description, trying to sound positive, then she categorized it. That took some time because she had to make sure it was in lots of categories, and what do you do with cartoon dinosaurs?

Then she watched Squid Two. A bizarre Korean movie about a gameshow where contestants are actually killed. That one she loved. It was tense, she liked the characters, and it was so bizarre that it was original, and yet close enough to real life that people would identify with it.

Who doesn’t think that corporations kill people?

Then it was time for exercise. It’s always hard to push yourself into action after being a couch potato, but she managed it. She pulled on tight running shorts, a bra that paid lip service to supporting her large boobs, and pulled her hair into a pony tale and fed the pony tale through the back hole of a baseball cap.

She ran, and she thought.

In fact, she had been thinking all morning. Squeeze his dick. Put a super rubber on it. Spank his balls.

There had to be a way to get him to stop cumming too fast.

She headed out to a nearby park, then followed a trail around a large lake. Her breathing lengthened, became deeper, and her boobs jiggled.

God, she loved it when her boobs bounced. It turned her on. And, her not having cum, she welcomed the turn on.

She thought about going home and jilling off, but…she wanted to experiment with ways to stop Rob from cumming. And that meant she had to be horny when he came home.

She rounded the lake, and now she realized she had been thinking about sex too much. Her hole was moist and her thighs felt…squishy.

Heysoos! That didn’t happen much!

Well, nothing to do but enjoy it.

She exited the park and turned for home. A horn honked at her and some teenager yelled, “Suck me, mama!”

She grinned. Now there was a kid who was going to have lots of girlfriends. Not.

Finally, she turned up the driveway and entered her house. She poured a big glass of apple juice, sat down by the computer to cool off.

The computer. And she was once again looking for ways to control her man. Or to get him to control himself.

And there it was. Estrogen.

Give a man estrogen and he would become very sexually excited…for a while. Then he would find it hard to squirt.

There were problems with this. She would have to give him the right amount of the right chemical or he would get too soft. He might even grow breasts.

She giggled.

Rob with tits. Now that was a thought.

She was getting cooler now, and she took off her sports bra and sat and thought about what she could do.

Truth, she wanted to try the estrogen right now. The thought of him grunting and groaning and driving into her and not being able to cum…that was a shoe for the other foot.

But estrogen was a more serious solution. She had to try the lesser solutions first. And it was likely that one of the other solutions would work.

She sighed. She was getting worked up thinking about Rob. His dick just hard enough to get her off, but unable to cum.

And then she visualized the effect of the estrogen on him. He was slender, he could use an inch around the hips. But his chest, that was the real thing. She closed her eyes and began rubbing her pussy. Rob with tits. Rob wearing a bra. Rob, and her sucking on his nipples.

She gasped, and stopped what she was doing. She didn’t want to cum this way. She wanted to experiment on Rob, find out what made him a better lover.

She stood up and went to the shower.

“Hey, babe! I’m home!” Rob walked in the door at 4:30. If he was up on his work nobody cared if he left a little early.

“Back here!” came the answer.

He traipsed down the hall to the back bedroom, and was pleasantly surprised to find Shiela making herself beautiful.

She sat at her vanity and applied magic to her face. She was wearing skimpy underwear, very ‘turn on’ underthings, and she smiled at him as she applied her lipstick.

“Hey, incredibly gorgeous and too delectable for words, what’s the occasion?”

“No occasion. I’m just sorry you caught me in a compromising position last night. Thought I’d spend a night waiting on you hand and foot. Maybe we could even do something later on, if you’re not exhausted from last night.

He nuzzled her hair and kissed the back of her neck. “I’d love that. And I’ll do my best to get you off first.”

She stood up and hugged him. His hands went to her breasts and she sighed. “That’s what I like to hear.”

They headed out for a restaurant, and Shiela teased him mercilessly. Her hand kept brushing against his groin, and she kept giving him looks and hugging him.

Rob loved it. What man wouldn’t? He held her chair for her, kept his end of the conversation up—which included lots of double entendres—and generally acted the gentlemen.

Later they took a slow drive around the lake she had run around that day. They parked at an overlook and made out for a while, and when she figured he was close to popping, she suggested they head for home and bed.

At home she slipped out of her underwear and onto the bed. She lay on top of the spread and spread her legs. “Gonna get me in the mood, slick?”

“Oh, baby!” he dove in.

She held his head and arched her back and pushed her hips into his face. For long minutes they chewed on each other’s sex organs, and when she was finally ready to go, as horny as she could get, she gasped and rolled over.

“What?” Rob asked as she fiddled with something on the side table.

“Wear this.” She held out a condom.

It was extra thick and had benzocaine on the inside.

“What’s it going to do?”

“Hopefully, it’ll help you last longer.”

Rob smiled. “Okay, baby. I’m going to be the sixty minute man.”

He lay back and she ripped the top of the package up. She could feel the slick, numbness substance on the inside of the condom and she placed it on his tip and pushed down. It unrolled easily.

“Can you feel anything?” she asked.

“I can, but…not as much. I think I’m getting numb.”

“Better numb than dumb,” she joked. “Now, you just lay back and I’ll do all the work.”

He lay back and folded his arms behind his head. His penis was rock hard, but…it was feeling less sensation.

It was weird, but also cool.

Shiela squatted over him, her heavy breasts hanging down, and he reached up to fondle them.

The rubber was not as slick as skin, and she had to bite her lip and struggle a bit, but her natural juiciness came to her aid and she slid down the length of him.

“Oh, yeah!” Rob grunted.

Shiela hit bottom, and she started wiggling, giving little jumps, and getting as much as she could out of Rob’s dick.

Rob grunted, gave a push, then didn’t. He lay motionless, and it looked like he was visualizing baseball games in his head.

That was okay with Shiela. She kept humping and pumping. His cock felt so fucking good, and it was lasting longer. The rubber skin felt a little weird, but that was okay. Just a little longer and she would…she would…

“Oh, fuck!” she grunted.

“I know,” he said miserably. “I couldn’t help it.”

“You came.”

“I tried not to show it, to just stay stiff for you, but…”

“But your cock just had to give up and go limp.”

“I’m sorry!”

“I know. I know.” She lay on his chest and listened to his heart. She was disappointed, but at least she had a plan. Actually she had several plans. More rubbers. Squeezing his cock. Slapping his balls. And in the end…medication. Estrogen.

They lay silently, him disappointed in himself, no matter how satisfied, and her determined.

She was going to make this happen. She was.

The next night she met him at the front door. Naked.

“You just came last night, and the night before, so let’s see if we can do this before your juices build up again.

Rob smiled. “You got it, babe.”

They sauntered back to the bedroom, arms around each other, and headed for the bed.

This time Shiela sprayed a numbing agent on his cock, then she rolled two rubbers on him.

“Baby, I can’t feel a thing!

“That’s what I like to hear,” she chortled, squatting over him.

Again, she slithered down, and it was heaven. He was stiff, hard, and she fucked herself on his dick.

Up and down. In and out. Back and forth. She rode him like a cheap mule, and he grabbed her tits and squeezed. He pulled on her nipples. He even inserted a hand between their groins and began rubbing her pussy.

“Oh, baby!” she exclaimed happily. “This is going to do it! This is what I needed! This is—“

“Oh, fuck!” Rob covered his eyes with his hands.

“You came?”

“I did.”

“But how?” She was leaning on him, glaring at him intently.

“I don’t know. I thought I could do it, but suddenly, it just happened.”

“But you couldn’t feel anything!”

“It’s…I could feel it in my mind. It was too exciting. You were going crazy and I…you can make my cock numb, but you can’t make my mind numb.

Shiela lay down on his chest. Her hair spread out and he couldn’t see her eyes. He knew, however, that she was crying. “No. No.” she whispered against his skin.

“I’m sorry,” he said softly.

She pushed up and rolled off him without a word. He could see the sadness in her eyes.

“Honey?”

“Don’t worry,” she mumbled. “We’ll try it again.”

They tried it again. And again, and again, and again.

More condoms. More numbing spray.

She tried squeezing his cock, and slapping his balls. She tried edging. She tried everything she could think of, everything she had read on the net.

Nothing worked.

Their sex life was frantic, but losing. Night after night he came too soon.

If he recovered from one cum he simply came again. There was simply no period of time when he was ‘empty’ enough to just stay hard and satisfy her.

And, finally, Sheila decided they were going to have to try estrogen.

“It’s called estrogen,” she explained to Rob.

“Isn’t that a female drug? A hormone, or something?

Shiela nodded.

They were sitting at the kitchen table. She had not met him at the door that night, all dressed up and nowhere to go.

She had greeted him wearing comfortable and non-sexual clothes.

That, more than anything, told him that matters had come to a head.

“I don’t know if I’m comfortable taking a women’s drug. I mean, aren’t there side effects and stuff?”

“I’ve researched this in depth. Yes, there are effects. You might have a slight redistribution of fat, but your skin will be better and your hair will be thicker, fuller.”

“But won’t a woman’s drug make my dick go soft?”
“That’s the good news,” Shiela said, carefully choosing here words. “For the first couple of weeks you’re going to be super horny. And I will lay down for you any time and any where.”

He grinned.

“Then your penis will lose a bit of oomph.”

He frowned.

“You’ll still get hard ons, but they will be a bit softer. It’ll be harder to cum at this point.”

He nodded. “I get it.”

“Would you like a drink?”

He nodded.

She placed the pills on the table and went to the liquor cabinet. She got down the Whistlepig and a glass. She rattled a few cubes into the glass, added the Whistlepig, then sweetened it with a bit of Coke.

Rob sat at the table and was in deep thought. Shiela watched him, gauged him, and brought the glass back to him.

“So, what’s going to happen to my masculinity.”

“My understanding is that as long as we don’t block your testosterone everything should be fine.”

“Your understanding.”

“In the event that anything happens that you don’t like you can simply stop taking the pills. We can also take other pills, pills designed to keep your penis functioning in spite of changing hormone levels.”

“Changing hormone levels,” he mused.

“Look, honey,” she placed her hands on his. “Do you think I would do anything to interfere with the functioning of my favorite body part of yours? I’ve researched this a lot. I’ve talked to people in chat rooms. There is actually a large number of people that do this sort of thing. I think you’re perfectly safe doing this.”

He nodded yet again. He picked up the pill and looked at it. It was small and pink, like a baby aspirin.

Yet it held the secrets of hormonal changes.

He felt like Victor Frankenstein: ‘The Secrets of Life and Death.’

He said, “I’ll do anything for you,” and popped the pill into his mouth. He took a big slug of liquor and washed it down.

Shiela felt a warmth suffuse her body. And, she felt a curious twitch of exultation. Like a victory of some kind. And, at first she didn’t understand it, then she had a picture in her mind of Rob. More feminine. Longer hair. His face softer and rounder.

And she thought, Oh, my God! I did it! I really did it!

Rob took another big glug, placed the glass down with a thud, and smiled. “Okay, baby. It’s dick time!”

There was a sense of expectation that was like a boulder rolling down a hill. When was it going to hit? What was going to happen?

Expectation, however, is usually different than reality.

Reality is that they got up in the morning, went through the day doing their usual, and went to bed at night.

Of course, every time they made love they were thinking of the pills that Rob was taking.

The first sign that something was different happened one morning. Rob got up and yawned and went into the bathroom. He splashed water on his face, pulled his eyelids down and looked at his eyes and…blinked.

“Fuck!” he muttered.

Shiela was just sliding out of bed and she heard him and came running. “What is it?”

She was excited. Was something happening?

“I’ve got a pimple.”

They looked at his forehead. A small, pink pimple was raising the skin almost in the exact center of his forehead.

She chuckled, be it ruefully.

“Stand back,” he said, placed his fingers on each side of the offending little hill and pressing.

“Ew!”

Rob grinned, and washed the area with soap and water.

That was at the end of week one after starting the estrogen regimen.

At two weeks he felt an itching in his nipples. Nipples are sensitive creatures so he couldn’t just scratch. He pressed, and rubbed and didn’t even mention it to Shiela.

At three weeks nothing. But he felt funny. It was like feeling ‘off,’ but knowing there’s nothing wrong with you. Like feeling a cold coming on, but it never arrives.

Week four: “Oh, baby! I’ve got to have sex!”

Rob had just come in the door and he was rubbing his crotch.

Shiela grinned. “I’ve got a headache.”

Then she laughed and took his hand and ran him down the hall.

“I might cum fast,” he said.

“That’s okay, baby. This is the start. You’re being affected. You can have as much sex as you want.”

She ripped her clothes off and laid on her back.

Rob almost didn’t make it. His dick was throbbing and he got between here legs and suddenly squirted.

“Fuck!” she laughed. “You’re not even a sixty second man!”

He didn’t take offense because they both knew what was going on.

He lay on his back next to her, his heart pounding, amazed at how fast he had cum.

“You know,” Shiela said, “You cum every day. You’re one of these guys that just recovers quickly. I think that means you’ve got a high sex drive anyway.”

“And then these pills, I felt horny all day. I might want to cum tomorrow morning.”

“At your pleasure, milord.”

They chuckled, rolled together and had a little after sex make out session. It was sweet, it was wonderful, and it was just the beginning.

The next morning, sure enough, he awoke with a raging hard on. Of course part of it was woody, but after he had relieved himself he was ready for action.

Shiela lay back and spread for him again. She wasn’t cumming, but it was fun and exciting. She had a satyr working her pussy over and it was making her hornier and hornier.

“Are you sure you’re okay with this?”

“With being desired by a beautiful man with a big dick?” she laughed. “I can handle it.”

And she did. That night when he got home. And then again right before bed.

And twice the next morning.

For a solid week Rob was out of control. He even admitted to jacking off at work one day. The urge was that strong, and he was getting so desperate.

Then, a week later, he had another pimple, and he came home limp.

Shiela expected him to be ready to rock, and she was actually a little stunned when he just shook his head.

She undid his pants and pulled out Mr. Limpit.

She looked up at him with concern. “Are you upset? Is everything okay with you?”

“I would be, but I know what it is. Besides, after this last week…wooo!”

So Shiela fixed dinner, they spent the evening together, not much discussion, just looking at each other and wondering, and when it came time for bed he was able to rise to the occasion.

He climbed into bed a little soft, just a half a chub, and she attacked him voraciously.

She hadn’t expected to feel so desperate, but him not being hard for her created a response of desperation. She wanted that hard cock.

She slithered down and munched on his dong. She slapped his balls. She came up and kissed him on the mouth.

At first he wasn’t responding, just a big slug laying there. Then it started to throb.

“Here we go,” she exulted, grabbed his shaft and stroking it. She mouthed the head, licking the under head, and he started to pulse.

Still, it wasn't super hard like usual. It was just medium hard.

But it was hard enough. She climbed aboard, made like she was pulling a chain and yelled, “Toot toot!”

Rob felt funny. He felt a little apart from his body. But he was hard, and he knew how much Shiela wanted this.

Halfway through he got aggressive enough to flip her over.

Now Shiela was getting what she wanted. She had his dick in her and it was driving into her, and…and it wasn’t as nice as when he was rock hard, but at least he wasn’t cumming too fast.

“Oh, yeah, baby!” She licked her lips and grabbed his buns and pulled him into her.

Rob gave it his all. He pummeled her pussy with his penis. He ground it into her.

She reached under and grabbed his balls and squeezed. That made him yelp a bit, and he fucked her harder.

Now, though he was on top, she could feel the incoming orgasm, and she became more the aggressor.

He was a limp hot dog, and if she could just stuff enough of him into her it would be all right.

She pulled on his testicles. She pulled on his buns. She raped his mouth with hers. She was a wild woman.

Rob was startled, and even felt a tad touch of fear.

“I’m going to do it,” she muttered. “It’s going to happen!”

Then she reached around and touched his bunghole.

Rob jerked, his eyes went wide, and his cock got stiffer.

“Yeah, baby!” Shiela didn’t perceive what his reaction was, except to note that he drove harder into her. She began poking her finger onto his butthole.

Rob was almost panicked. Her finger felt so good. He had never felt anything so good in his life. He started to fuck her harder and harder. Now his tool was stiff, now he had something to work with, and he drove it into her hard.

Shiela’s eyes opened wide, and she suddenly realized what was doing it. She rubbed his brown star harder, and her finger suddenly penetrated.

Not much. Just a half inch. But…he lurched forward and his eyes tightened up and he gritted his teeth. He was desperate to cum now. Feeling her fucking him so hard, compounded by the finger wiggling in his back hole…he drove into her harder and faster than he ever had.

“AHHHHHH!” Shiela yelled loud enough to wake the neighbors. The orgasm swallowed her up. She forgot who she was and just rode the wave of white hot sensation. This was what it was all about. This was why he had taken the pills. This was what she needed.

Rob kept fucking and fucking, and Shiela kept cumming and cumming.

Afterwards, Shiela lay with open eyes, staring at the ceiling. “Crap,” she whispered.

“Good?”

Rob lay on his side and looked at her. He hadn’t cum, and he was about half out of his mind.

“The best. I don’t think I’ve ever had an orgasm like that. I felt like every organ in my body was dancing.”

He smiled. Was sad. “I didn’t get off.”

She turned to him, kissed him gently. “Don’t worry, honey. You’ll probably go through a dry spell now, but you’ll get off.”

He was silent. His cock was a half chub again, but inside…inside his groin he felt a pressure, an intensity that he had never felt before. He wanted to squirt so bad he couldn’t believe it. He had never wanted to squirt this bad in his life.

But the train had left the station.

“One thing,” he said.

“What?” she kissed him and sighed.

“That thing with the butt?”

She focused on him. “Yeah?”

“I liked that.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. We’re going to have to do more of that. I really liked it.”

She nodded. “Not a problem. Anything for my baby.”

He smiled, thought about how fevered he had become when she had fingered him.

She smiled, and she felt a curious mix of emotions.

Satisfaction. At last.

Victory. She had succeeded.

And…she had really liked being in control.

She didn’t know why she had fingered him, but it was a stroke of genius. She had really liked doing that, and causing him to fuck harder.

And she really liked being in control.

And he seemed to like it when she was in control.

And if he didn’t, she would do her best to convert him.


PART TWO

Another week, and his nipples were now very irritated. And when he rubbed them it brought a heat to his body, his groin, his chest, his face…he was hot, but he couldn’t cum.

And the more he couldn’t cum the hotter he got.

Unfortunately for him, Shiela liked it. She didn’t mind that he wasn’t super stiff, as long as she could push him in and ride him like mushy donkey.

Fortunately for him, her finger gave him some relief.

“Baby,” he said. “Put it in further.”

She was up the second knuckle. She was wearing surgical gloves and had cut her nails. She didn’t like cutting her nails, she liked having long nails, but she couldn’t risk harming Rob.

She pushed harder and her fist knuckles touched his rim.

“Oh, yeah!” he yelped happily. “God! That feels so good!”

So she reamed him, put in two fingers, and made him even happier.

She came like the world was ending. Every cum was massive, and they seemed to be easier to get to. Just insert a couple of fingers, finger fuck Rob, and he did all the work.

She chuckled on the inside and wondered if she was turning into a lazy slut; let the man do all the work.

She put her mouth on his nipple and he yelped. “Ow! No biting!”

“Honey, I didn’t bite.”

He looked up at her. “It sure felt like it.”

“Hold still. Let me touch your nipples again.”

She touched them, and he gave a groan.

“No pinching, either.”

“Rob. I’m not biting and I’m not pinching. Your nipples are just getting more sensitive.

Rob chewed on his lip. “I don’t want them that sensitive.”

“Oh, come on. Give yourself a chance. Sensitive nipples are wonderful. When I was a teen and went through puberty my nipples often hurt. But when it goes away they are a wonderful erogenous zone.”

“Well, don’t touch them for a while, okay?”

“No problem. Not when I’ve got this…” she shoved her fingers into his rear end and he lurched.

“Oh, God! Yes.”

She rode him, and reamed him, and grinned.

But that was the start of puberty for Rob. Within a couple of days he could feel his chest being a little fleshy.

Shiela examined his pectorals and nodded. “A little swelling. Not much. Try doing some chest work outs and see if you can slow it down, stop it, whatever.

Which was probably the worst advice she could have given him. The swelling was on the fat above the muscle. Bu having him work on the muscle the muscle got bigger, and his pecs got bigger, and within two weeks he had tiny, but  unmistakable, boobs.

He looked in the mirror and worried.

“How am I going to go to work?”

“You wear a jacket.”

“Well, yeah, but the jacket is heavy and tends to irritate my nipples more.”

“I’ll tell you what, let’s do a runner’s trick.”

He cocked his head. and listened.

“Runner’s get chapped nipples all the time. They do two things. In the beginning they put vaseline on their nipples. In the end, if vaseline no longer works, they put a strip of tape, like a band aid, on their nipples.”

“Really?”

“Absolutely. You never saw me put a piece of tape on my nipples?”

“No.”

“Hunh. Well, I do. And it works.”

They went into the bathroom and Shiela cut a little strip of stretch tape off a spool and placed it over his nipple.

“Are my nipples getting bigger?”

She looked at them. “I don’t think so, why?”

“Because the pink area around my nipple is larger than the tape.”

“Well, maybe. But, heck, that’s nothing. Besides, what’s a little growth between friends?” She squeezed his groin as she said this and he grinned.

“Now that’s an invitation if ever I heard one.”

They stepped into the bedroom and disrobed. Shiela looked the same as ever. She had a tight body and large tits. She had a thin waist and…she was in good shape.

But, for the first time, Shiela noticed that Rob wasn’t in good shape.

Well, he was, but it was different shape.

His butt did look rounder. Maybe it was an illusion, her own mind desiring his changes, but…no. It was definitely rounder. And when she placed his hand on the sides of ass during lovemaking she could feel the softer flesh.

And, she could see his breasts. He couldn’t, he was a male, he was in denial. But he definitely had swelling. It was small, like somebody had put a marble in there then pumped the tissue around it until he had a mound.

And she loved it.

Carefully, so as not to irritate his nipples—even with tape over them they could be irritated—she placed her palms over his breasts.

She felt a surge of horniness welling up inside.

He had tits, and she liked it.

It made her feel like she was the alpha, and he was the beta.

She kissed him, and he was so wrought up in his worry that he just kissed back submissively.

Not aggressively, like the pre-estrogen Rob had, but passively.

And she liked it.

She pushed him back on the bed and crawled over him. His eyes went wide at this manhandling, and he looked up at her.

She was acting like an Amazon.

And he might have objected, but he was looking forward to his daily finger fucking.

“Hey, baby,” she strangled his cock affectionately, trapping the blood in it, making it harder.

“Easy, girl.”

“But she couldn’t take it easy. She wanted cock badly. She had realized the joy of wanting sex, and taking it when you wanted it. His dick was now her plaything, and she couldn’t stop playing.

She jumped up on the bed, stood over him with a pirate’s grin. A pirate about to ravage and plunder. She fell to her knees, her snatch just above his hard but soft cock.

“Oh, baby,” she murmured, and she reached under, spread her lips and plumped down over his meat.

Rob liked it. He was a little afraid of the possible pain. His nipples weren’t just a little irritated, they were a lot irritated. And the violence with which his wife descended on his torpedo made him afraid that she would bend it, or something.

Still, when she bottomed out he felt the juicy pleasure of her pussy walls grabbing his peeny. He grunted, and held his hands over his nipples.

Shiela ground her hips down with a big grin. “Oh, baby,” she said. “Is this what a man feels?”

It was almost inappropriate, considering Rob’s fragile state of mind, but his thoughts were on protecting himself, not on what a man feels.

And, truth, he was getting more pleasure from her finger banging than his penis.

His penis was having trouble cumming. Every time she assaulted his butthole he felt an excitement, and he almost felt like he could cum that way.

“Take your hands away,” Shiela commanded as she bucked back and forth on him.

He did. “Be careful.”

She placed her hands on his pectorals. She was careful not to rub, even through the tape his nipples might be sensitive, but she did squeeze.

God, yes! They were exactly like tits. She wanted to suck them, to enjoy them, but she knew she had to wait until he settled down.

She rocked back and forth. His dick was a little bendable, but that was okay. She could still feel it.

Besides, the real sensitive areas were near the outside of her hole.

She twisted and writhed and held his tits, and she came. Once again, it was like a blockbuster. She suddenly felt like her pussy was exploding, a wonderful tsunami of heat and lust.

Her back rippled time after time, and then she simply lay down on him, exhausted, grateful, her hands still on his taped boobs.

“You didn’t finger me,” he complained.

“Sorry,” she said. Then she rolled over and pushed him until he rolled over. Now he was face down. “I’ll fix that right now.”

She pulled on her surgical gloves, dipped three fingers into the jar of lube, and began preparing his asshole.

Rob groaned as she felt the circle of his anus. Then his eyes opened wide. She was using three fingers, and he could feel everything.

“Hey,” he said.

“What?” she asked, pushed her fingers into him and pulling them out.

He thought about it. Should he complain? But why should he? Three fingers felt better than two.

“Nothing.”

She smiled, had one hand on his now rounder rump, and the other hand jacking into his hole.

Rob lay there, felt the wonderful feeling. She had him pressed down and he couldn’t move if he wanted to, but he didn’t want to. He just wanted more.

He wanted four fingers, but he was afraid to ask. Before the estrogen started he had never played with his butt. Now he was, and it felt wonderful, but there was residual fear.

Would this type of thing hurt his butt? Would he turn into a homosexual?

So he lay there and took her pumping hand.

Above him, working hard, Shiela had never felt so happy.

Her man was totally under her control.

She was the fuckor, and not the fuckee.

She was in charge, and she pumped his asshole again and again, and kept pumping it even when her forearm ached.

Rob was getting worried. “My…uh…my chest is getting bigger.”

Shiela nodded. “Just a little. Not bad though.”

To Rob they were bad. The nipples weren’t hurting as much now, but his boobs were mounds the size of tennis balls.

“I’m supposed to play in a company baseball game this weekend. But I can’t with these…uh…tits.”

There. He had said it.

“Why not?” Shiela mused. “Women have tits and they play games all the time.”

She laughed at the stricken look on his face. “Don’t worry. I’ve got a sports bra. Or we can use compression bandages.”

“It’s not just that,” Rob admitted. Even through my jacket you can tell something is happening with my chest.”

“Tell them you’ve been weight lifting. You have, right?”

“I have, and I told them, but people are glancing at me, and I can tell they’re thinking.”

Shiela poured a couple of glasses of bourbon and Coke and they sat down on the patio. It was a beautiful day. No clouds, warm. And the pool was waiting.

They drank for a minute, and Shiela studied Rob’s frown. He really was working himself up to a froth, and that wasn’t good.

“Take off your clothes,” she commanded.

Rob looked at her, then complied. He was getting good at complying lately. It seemed like the more she finger fucked him the less he stood against her.

She smiled slightly as he stood up and stripped. She turned and pointed him at the reflection in the picture window. “What do you see?”

“Uh, a guy with boobs.”

“Maybe. What do you want to see?”

“What do you mean?”

“Do you want to see a man with boobs? Or something else?”

“What else?” He was truly puzzled.

She reached over and held his weenie as they looked at his reflection. “Rob, is there something wrong with your body?”

“It’s getting a little, uhk, flabby. Especially in the chest. But I think my hips are getting wider, too.”

“So why is that bad?”

He frowned.

“We talked about this. We knew there would be a little give and take.”

“But not this much!”

“So what’s wrong with this much? Your dick is getting regular work outs. You’re experiencing lots of new sensations…what’s wrong with that?”

He blurted, “I don’t want to turn into a girl!”

She threw it right back to him, “Why not?”

“I’m a man! Dammit!”

“You were a man. Now you’re something in between, and you’ve got choices very few other men have. You could go back to being a man, cumming too soon and not satisfying me. And there would be no more pokes up the butt.”

“What?” That word escaped him unexpectedly. He looked a little embarrassed.

“Women get fucked. Men do the fucking. Right now I’m doing the fucking, and I don’t mind it. I’m willing to sacrifice that part of being a woman to make you happy.”

He stared at himself, no expression, but she knew things were going around in his head.

“The plain and simple fact is that if you want to go back to being the stick it in and pull it out man, I’ll lay quietly and suffer your premature ejaculations. But if you want to relax, stick to this path a little longer and see where it takes us…I’ll continue playing with your rectum.”

Now Rob was totally silent.

He was scared of being a woman. He didn’t want to wear a dress and make up. But he didn’t want to give up his anal pleasure, either.

Between a rock and a hard place.

“Honey, you can get past the baseball game. I’ll help you. And then let’s talk about it again.”

Shiela was clever in this argument. She knew he would have a rough time making a decision to become a girl. He needed time for the idea to gestate. He had to get used to it.

“Okay?”

It took a while, but he finally nodded.

“Good, let’s go inside and play.”

They finished their drinks and entered the house. She was calm, sure of herself. Rob was unsure. He was actually having a miniature panic attack. His breathing was coming fast and shallow and he had a streak of energy bubbling up through his chest.

She didn’t push him on the bed, she said, “Just stand there. Let me show you something.”

Rob stood, rather dumbstruck, and watched as Shiela retrieved a sports bra.

This was an old bra, one she had used for a while before realized that it was too tight. She handed it to Rob. “Put it on.”

He was actually trembling a bit. But he was also hard.

Shiela looked down at his dick and suppressed a grin.

Rob stood, and he barely had bumps on his chest.

Shiela straightened the shoulder straps and said, “Perfect. Flat chest. You’re a man.”

“Yeah, but…”

She put a finger to his lips. “Honey, just do what I say.”

He gulped, he was totally excited. He could even feel the blood pulsing in his asshole.

She took out a tube of lipstick and rolled it over his mouth. His eyes were wide as he realized what she was doing.

She went into her closet and brought back a wig. She put it over his head and arranged it.

“You’re wearing a bra. You’ve got make up on and your hair is female long. Do you like it?”

His eyes glimmered with the trace of tears. It took him a moment, but he nodded.

“Then let me show you what women get.”

She pushed him towards the bed. “Bend over.”

He stood on the floor and bent over the bed.

Shiela put her gloves on and lubed up, then she smoothed the lube into his asshole.

Rob was going crazy in his mind. He was dressed like a woman. This was wrong. This went against everything he had ever believed. Then he felt her fingers entering him.

He flattened out and his sense focused on the fingers in his ass.

“Honey. I’ve been using more and more fingers in you. Would you like to experience more?”

Giving a light sob, he nodded.

She moved four fingers in him. She went back and forth, and he could feel her thumb riding up his crack.

Then he couldn’t feel her thumb. Her fingers were gathered and poking into him, and he felt the knuckles of her hand pressing on his rim.

It was too much. He couldn’t take it. He—

Her knuckles slipped in and she began to move in and out.

He was dazed, stunned, and caught by the pleasure of it all.

“Honey. Let me do this to you every day. I’ll do it till next week, after the baseball game, and then we’ll talk again. Okay?”

He said something into the pillow, but he wasn’t sure what.

“Can’t hear you, honey. Do you want this every day?”

He nodded, and this time his voice was easy to understand. “Yes.”

“Good boy.”

As she rammed him gently she wondered if she should have said ‘good girl,’ then she decided not. She had already pushed him to the limit. He was going to need a couple of days to come to grips with this physical act, this mental earthquake.

As promised, Shiela finger fucked…fist fucked…each day until the week end.She also made him wear a bra, not always the sports bra, and she watched as he slowly came to grips with his new appearance.

He had boobs. That was undoubted. And now he was learning to accept it.

And, joy of joys, she was still getting the benefit of his nearly hard cock. She would fuck him with her fingers, ride his dick, then, if she was still in the mood, fuck him some more.

And, for the first time in his life, Rob was happy.

Oh, he had been happy before, but only a little happy.

As a man he had drive, he did things, he fucked and moved on. Now he was overwhelmed by the sensations in his ass. He was stuck in the excitation phase of sex, and…he was calmer.

His drive was being reduced, turned to something else.

He still did his work, and he worked around the house, but that hard, no nonsense drive that possesses males was waning.

He liked getting fucked, then laying around, just wallowing in the excitement.

And she had a feeling that if she asked him if he wanted to cum he would have said no.

He was changing.

Saturday arrived, along with the company baseball game.

Usually Rob had drive, wanted to hit, wanted to be in on all the action.

Now he was calmer, even sedate.

He didn’t hit the ball further, quite the contrary, but he didn’t seem to care.

And his teammates were confused.

The guys wondered what was going on. The girls appreciated his new manners.

Then, in the third inning, he hit a short fly over second base. He stuck on first base and the team was cheering for him.

Shiela, watching from the seats behind first base, noticed that he had a rip in his shirt.

She frowned. It wasn’t serious, but…

The next hitter blasted a shot to right field.

Rob took off like a rabbit with a stick up his butt. He rounded third. The long fly came sailing in. He and the ball were going to arrive at third base at the same time!

Rob slid, face first, and tagged the bag. Then the ball tagged him. He was safe!

And his shirt had ripped all the way.

He didn’t notice. He stood up and brushed the dirt away, and then looked up. Everybody was staring at him.

Shiela climbed out of the seats and went around the short fence that protected the infield. She walked across the field towards him, and she was carrying a thin jacket.

Rob looked around, confused, then a voice explained it to him. A whining, laugh of a voice from the other team. “We’re playing a bunch of sissies!”

That’s when Rob looked at himself, saw the burst seam, and realized that it was obvious that he was wearing a bra.

He looked up, looked at the other team, looked at the people in the stands.

Shiela reached him, and she had never seen such a stricken look in her life. He was totally shattered.

Shiela put the jacket on him, and he started for the dug out.

She stopped him, pulled him back. “You’re on third.”

Still, the people int he field were just watching.

Shiela turned to the other team and said in a very pointed voice. “Rob is transitioning. Would any of you like to visit HR on Monday morning?”

She turned back to Rob. Tears were coming from his eyes. No sound, but things were falling and breaking inside him. “Now then, honey. You made it to third. Can you make it all the way home?”

A very long second passed, then Rob nodded.

The crisis wasn’t past, but it had been temporarily diverted.

Shiela walked across the field, over the pitcher’s mound, and the pitcher just stepped back and made for her. She reached the end of the short fence and turned around.

Everybody in the stadium was watching her, if they weren’t watching Rob.

“Well? Play ball!”

Nobody knows who started it, it was probably one of the ladies in the stands, but there was the sound of clapping hands. Then two sets of clapping hands. Then more and more.

Rob stood on third base and cried as the people went from clapping to cheering.

They rode home silently, Shiela driving.

Rob stared out the window and watched the world go by.

Shiela pulled into the driveway, turned the car and turned to him. “Feel like a drink?”

Rob nodded.

She got out, went around the car and opened the door for him.

He stared at her, then walked past her to the house.

In the kitchen he got down the Whistlepig and poured the drinks.

“That was pretty gutsy, what you did,” he said when they were on the patio.

“You’re my man. Any woman would do that for her man.”

“Am I a man?”

She said nothing.

“And am I transitioning? You got me out of one hole, but am I in another? How’s my company going to respond to a man transitioning?”

“They’ll be just fine. If they aren’t we’ll sue them.”

Rob nodded. It was true.

“I want you to have bigger boobs.”

He was just lifting his glass to his lips and he stopped. He eyed her over the rim, then he gulped.

“I don’t want you to take testosterone. I love your dick. But I want to change the way we live.”

He blinked, and it looked like he was having trouble breathing.

“I want to have a female led marriage. Me in charge. I want to fuck you every day, I even bought a strap on so we could make that happen.”

He whispered a very soft, “Wow.”

“I want you to have big boobs, to wear a dress and make up. I want you to learn a few things, like how to cook, how to clean. And I should learn a few things, like mowing the lawn, how to change the oil.”

He finished his drink, picked up her glass, which was empty, and went into make a couple more drinks. Alt he time his mind was going round and round.

She wanted him to be more feminine. To be a woman. All the time? Maybe, maybe not. She certainly wouldn’t mind if he occasionally wore male clothes.

But…make up? A dress? Yes, he could now wear those things to work.

How big did she want his breasts?

How was she going to dress if he did that?

And it was interesting that he was thinking as if he was already wearing a dress.

He brought the drinks back and now they sipped and didn’t say anything.

They finished their second drinks, and had a third, her going to mix them.

When she returned and handed him his bourbon and Coke he asked, “You bought a strap on?”

“My fingers are getting tired.” She grinned suddenly. then sobered. “I think you’d like to know what a real dick feels like. Well, not a real, real dick, but a plastic, real dick.”

“And when we’re you going to fuck me?”

“Honey, I’m dying to put my peeny in your poopy. You say the word and I’ll do you right now.”

For a long time he said nothing. He was a little high now, and a little relaxed. And he finally turned to her and said, “Word.”

Shiela took Rob into the bedroom. Pulled him by the hand and told him to take off his clothes.

Rob did, and she did, then she dressed him. She gave him panties and a real bra. He looked down and saw his nipples popping over the edge. The bra felt good, and his nipples, quite honestly, were on fire.

She pulled a dress over his head, then put the wig on him.

She painted his lips, then added some mascara to his eyes, and a bit of color to his lids.

He stood, frozen, transforming, and it was truly out of body.

She gave him nylons, then high heels.

He put everything on, tried to stand, and wobbled.

She laughed and steadied him.

“Don’t worry, it’s easy once you get the hang of it. Get up on the bed on all fours.”

He did, and she put on the strap on.

Rob watched over his shoulder, and he felt a nervous energy swallowing him.

“Okay, honey, now you’re going to find out why women like being women.”

She lifted his dress and pulled down his panties. She scooped up a bit of lube and slathered into his asshole.

Robe felt his heart pounding, and his skin felt like it was electrified.

She put the tip of her penis to his hole and pushed in.

Rob was ready. She had broken him in over the week, and the penis slid in smooth as greased silk.

Rob tilted his ass and lowered his belly. He wasn’t sure what he was supposed to do, but the sensations of being fucked told him.

Shiela grabbed his wig. It was hooked over his head tightly and it didn’t give way. She pulled back slightly and pushed forward again.

Rob groaned and pushed back. He moved his hips up and down and felt the big pecker open him up.

It wasn’t as a big as a fist, but it was big enough.

“There you go, honey,” Shiela worked in and out, handing out the pleasure. “This is what it feels like, and this is what you’ve been wanting.”

Under her, gasping, unable to think of anything but the pleasure assailing him, Rob grunted.

Again and again she pushed her peeny into him, and Rob started to feel something.

He had been horny for months, hadn’t cum for months, and now…now it felt like he could, but there was something different about it.

He tried to make it happen. And if it had been a male orgasm he could have.

But it wasn’t a male orgasm, and he dully realized this.

So how do you make a female orgasm happen?

You submit. This burst through his mind, a logical conclusion after his months of frustration and trying to make it happen.

He had to just give up and let it happen.

Shiela felt the tremors start within him. She had known it was possible, that he could have a prostate orgasm, or an anal orgasm. She had read about it, and she had had the sneaking suspicion that giving him the dick might make it happen. The fingers weren’t enough. He had to experience the reality, then…then…

He suffered a series of shivers and was breathing heavily. It was like his body couldn’t figure out how to work.

“Go for it, baby,” Shiela whispered as she sunk her penis into him again and again. “Go for it!”

He barely heard her. He was totally focused on figuring out how to relax, how to let it happen.

Submit, he thought. Submit!

Suddenly it whelmed up, grabbed him and shook him.

Rob squealed in surprise as his body began to quake and shake.

Shiel held on and grinned. This was a big one. She was so glad. She wanted his first real, female orgasm to be a big one. She wanted to explode his world and convince him. And if this didn’t do it…nothing would.

“AHHH!” Rob yelled, and his ass muscles clamped, his legs tried to close. It was just like a woman’s orgasm, and his eyes rolled back and his toes curled. For a long minute it went on, and when it was over he lay, gasping, not sure what had happened, but convinced that he wanted it to happen again.

“See, honey? See?”

Shiela lay on top of him and kissed his neck. She knew this was just the start, and she wanted to keep going.

Under her, Rob just cried for happiness.

END
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


Here is the first part of…
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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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