

The Whining Man!

Feminization and crossdressing,

a whiny man becomes a woman!

Grace Mansfield


Copyright © 2023

All rights reserved. No part of these books may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the written permission of the author.

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Author’s Note

Remember that old story about the farmer who changes jobs with his wife? That’s what this story is based on, though it does start with a little shift in…’perspective.’

I think reading that story was the first time I ever thought about gender changing.

I was sort of a tomboy. I know, hard to believe that when you see my rather sumptuous boobs, but I wanted to do what the boys did. I wanted to run and climb trees.

That all stopped when I found out that the boys wanted to run and climb…me.

A hard pill to swallow, but, once swallowed, I grew to love being a woman.

But I never gave up my early training in dressing up dolls. Perverse me, I dressed up the boy dolls.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I feel like shit.” Joe walked into the house and collapsed on the couch.

Joe was six foot two and 200 pounds. He worked out at the gym regularly, and he had never been sick a day in his life.

“Oh, no!” Susie came out of the kitchen and went over to the couch.

Susie was five foot six, a frail thing of 120 pounds. Frail because 20 of those pounds were in her breasts. She, too, had never been sick a day in her life.

Joe tilted sideways, his eyes were puffy and red, he was pale and sweaty. He sneezed. He laid on his side.

Susie felt his forehead and worried. “You’ve got a fever.”

Joe mumbled, “Maybe it’s the latest Covid variant.”

“I don’t see how that could be. You’ve had all your shots.”

“Shots schmots. I feel like warmed over shit.”

Susie headed for the kitchen. She got an ice pack for his forehead. Then she headed for the hall closet and got an electric blanket for his body.

Susie was a good looking woman. She had auburn hair that shone in the light. Her eyes were a light shade of blue. Her complexion was fine.

Now, however, she was worried. She had heard rumors about how bad the new Covid variant was, and she sure hoped Joe didn’t have it.

Heck, if anybody should have it it should be her. She hadn’t had the shots, Joe had.

Joe mumbled nonsense and pulled the blanket over himself.

Susie put on some chicken noodle soup and got out the Ibuprofen. She got Joe up long enough to make him take pills and drink water, and then she got him up again to eat soup.

He ate, but he didn’t feel like it. He was like a sick dog, he just wanted to crawl under the porch and wait to die.

While Joe snored restlessly, and shifted and shivered under the blanket, she called the doctor.

“I think he might have that new Covid thing,” she said.

The doctor was an old family friend, and he leveled with her.

“Susie. This is bad stuff. The hospitals have no cure, or even a way to tone it down. If he really does have it you’d better stay away from him.”

“You know I can’t do that,” she responded. “He’s my husband!”

“I know. But wear a mask and eat lots of vitamins. I’ll drop by in a couple of days to see how he’s doing.”

“Okay, Doc.”

She hung up the phone and nibbled on her finger nails.

This was scary, and it was making her into a nervous Nellie.

In the living room Joe had stopped shivering and moving around. She went in and felt his forehead. “Oh, fuck,” she whispered. He had a temperature, so she went for the fridge and got out another ice pack.

She didn’t worry about getting sick herself. She didn’t bother with a mask or anything because she was too busy worrying about Joe.

She sat up in the recliner next to the couch and had the TV on low. She didn’t really watch the TV so much as watch Joe.

Joe slept the night through. Sometimes it seemed like he was hardly breathing, and she would panic and feel his forehead and worry some more.

But there really wasn’t anything she could do. She made sure he was warm, she was prepared to feed him liquids if he awoke, but…nothing to do but wait.

Morning, and Joe was still sleeping. It looked like he was in the fetal position, his legs all curled up  and making him look shorter.

His face was pasty and gaunt, and she brushed his hair back and checked the heat settings on the blanket.

At nine in the morning she shook him awake just long enough to give him more water and soup, and to stuff more pills down his gullet.

He was dazed, incomprehensible, didn’t know what was going on. He was like a baby chick, and he was like the mama chick dropping worms in his mouth. The worms being Chicken Noodle soup.

He slept again.

All day. Sometimes he turned a bit restless, mumbled things, but mostly he just snored lightly and rarely moved.

Susie sat, watched him, and watched the news.

“The new variant is sweeping the country,” said one newsie. “There are some serious side effects, and—“

At that point Joe started coughing, and Susie went to rub his back. She gave him more Ibuprofen and felt like crying.

Sure, people had colds, though Joe didn’t, but not like this! Not this death warmed over, sniffling, coughing thing.

That night she managed to stuff more Chicken Noodle soup into him, and more pills, but he was still out of it. He just lay there and hardly recognized her.

She thought about calling the doctor again, but decided to wait just a bit longer. From the sound of the news on the TV a lot of people were sick, and that meant the doctor was probably very busy.

She ate a little bit herself, just a half a sandwich, peanut butter and jelly, then watched Joe while the TV droned in the background.

The TV had on a panel of eggheads who were discussing side effects of the new variants.

“There appears to be permanent scarring of the DNA,” blurted one bespectacled scientist.

“”Reports have come in regarding weight loss and height shrinkage and…”

But Joe started coughing and Susie missed what the height shrinkage thing was.

Joe was sort of awake now, but he was dazed. His eyes were glazed and he just lay there.

If ever a man look like he was wallowing in misery, Joe was that man.

And he looked like he had drawn his legs up even further. And his hair hung over his face, drenched in sweat.

“Okay,” said Susie. “I’m calling the doctor in the morning. If there’s no change…I’m calling.

Through the night she watched over Joe. Sometimes she dozed a bit, but if Joe made a sound, a cough or a sneeze, she was up and hovering,

Morning, and she awoke, and Joe was looking at her.

She bounded to her feet. Exhausted, deprived of sleep, she yet showed her resilience as she knelt next to the couch. “How are you feeling, Joe.”

His voice was weak, just a whisper, but he said, “I’m…okay.”

“I was going to call the doctor. Should I call him?”

Joe shook his head slowly. “No. I don’t want to pay the bills. Besides, I’m feeling better.”

He looked barely better. Maybe one per cent. And that was being generous. But Susie relied on his word, and she tucked him in, shoved more soup down his gullet, and he actually asked for a Pepsi.

“A Pepsi?” she asked. “But all that sugar. Why don’t you let me fix you some tea?”

“Pepsi. My throat.”

She understood. His throat hurt and he wanted to sooth it, and Pepsi provided smooth syrup that would feel good in his throat.

She brought him the Pepsi, but he was asleep again.

She smiled and tip toed out.

The next morning Joe was visibly better. His eyes might be dull, but they were a sparkling dull.

And he had stopped perspiring. His skin was still sallow, but it was better.

The only weird thing was that he was still huddled up in the fetal position under the blankets. His knees were drawn up and he gave occasional shivers, but he was better.

That was one hell of a relief to Susie, and she decided she could afford a little time for herself.

While Joe was sleeping she took a long, hot shower. Then she had her first full meal since Joe had come down with the variant, then she curled up in the recliner, left the TV on low, and slept.

Through the day, and through the night.

She had dreams. She dreamed the newscasters were telling her something important, but she couldn’t figure it out.

“We’re not very big on this Covid variant.” one news guy kept saying.

Another one, an airhead woman, gave a lecture on the physics of the variant.

“If you dissect the DNA and separate the chromosomes then the jeans won’t fit. This is because the…”

She lost track of that one, but another airhead was speaking.

“In my mathematical opinion if the heat of the meat is added to the mass of the mass, then the angle of the dangle will equal the sum of the cum.”

Then somebody was running through the TV studio with an ax and Susie woke up.

Morning. She had slept through. Sunlight was shooting into her eyes and she blinked and covered them, then squirmed around to look at Joe.

Joe was looking at her. He was a wake. He wasn’t smiling, but he was…better.

“How are you feeling?”

“I’ve had better days,” he responded. But his attitude was wry. The old Joe was clicking again.

Susie unwrapped herself form the wind of the blanket and stood up. She was wearing just a robe, and it was an old and tatty one. Her lapels weren’t pulled together and her sumptuous boobs were easy to see.

“That’s what I’m talking about,” mumbled Joe.

Yes, he was better.

Sussie tightened her robe and laughed. “Feel like some real breakfast, yet?”

“Yeah. Maybe. Not much, but solid food…yeah.

“Tell you what, I’ll make a couple of pancakes…

“Lots of syrup?”

“I’ll wash them in syrup. You just sit here. Are you going to fall asleep again?”

“No. I feel like I’ve been sleeping for days.”

“You have.”

He smiled wanly. “Maybe after some food I could sleep again. I know I probably need it.”

Susie got up, kissed his cheek, then headed for the kitchen.

“Ten minutes later Susie brought out a pan with a plate of pancakes on it. There was half a cube of butter on the ‘cakes, and it looked like she had used a half a bottle of syrup on them.

Just the way joe liked it.

And Joe hadn’t gone back to sleep. He was laying there, dozing a bit, but not really asleep.

“Can you sit up?” asked Susie.

“Sure.” Joe swung the blanket off and swiveled to a sitting position, and Susie dropped the pancakes.

The pan clattered on the floor and the plate bounced onto the rug. Butter and syrup and sweet confection all over the place.

She stared, her hand coming up to her mouth, her eyes wide and shocked.

Which shocked Joe. He stared up, suddenly alarmed, and asked, “What? What’s wrong?”

“Joe! You’re…you’re…”

“What?”

He looked at himself.

“…short.”

“Short?”

“Yes…stand up.”

Joe stood up, and it was true, he was short.

He had gone to bed, sick with the covid variant, and he had been six foot two and 200 pounds. Her had awoken and he was maybe five foot, and 140 pounds.

He had lost 14 inches and 60 pounds!

The thing that frightened Joe the most was that he had to look up at Susie. Always he had been looking down at the top of her head. Now she was looking down at the top of his!

He had gone to sleep in his clothes, and now they hung off him, like they had suddenly expanded a few sizes!

But it was him who had shrunk a few sizes.

“What happened?” he founds himself muttering, looking at his arms as he held them out, looking down at his feet which suddenly weren’t as far away as they had been.

“Joe!” And Susie collapsed.

The experience of running through the house in a different size was…unsettling.

He was used to the top of the door frame being a couple of inches over his head. Now the top of the frame was way up there, almost out of reach.

When he entered the kitchen everything was off. He couldn’t see on top of the fridge. The top cupboards were too high, he even had to stretch a bit when running water on a wash cloth.

Still, though he was frightened, he made himself run, and he was back to Susie in a minute.

Susie hadn’t had a complete black out, more of a dazed half snooze. Still, she was completely disoriented.

Joe placed the wash cloth against her forehead. “Susie? Susie?”

She looked at him, and slowly her eyes focused, and the first thought into her head was the one that had knocked her out. Her eyes took on a frightened look and she whispered. “Joe!”

“Are you okay?”

“I’m fine, but…you’re short! You shrunk! What happened?”

“I don’t know! I woke up this way.”

She sat up with his help and asked, “How do you feel? Are you okay…inside?”

“I’m fine. I mean, I feel a little weak, and I’ve got the remnants of a headache, but I’m okay.”

She managed to sit on the couch. She looked at the tray and the breakfast on the floor. But she couldn’t be bothered with that right now.

“Are you all right?” asked Joe.

“Yes…yes. I’m just…surprised.”

Joe stood in front of her. Normally he towered over her, now he was just a little taller than her.

She stood up, and she was now a lot taller than him.

Joe looked up at her and felt a shiver. He felt so…small!

“We’ve got to call a doctor.”

Joe nodded.

“I’ll make the call. Could you pick up the tray?”

Joe nodded. He didn’t think much of her request, but it was a subtle shift in their relationship. Usually he asked her to do things, now she was asking him.

Joe cleaned up the mess, used the washcloth to blot up the syrup, and put everything away.

But he was also panicked. He went into the bedroom bathroom and weighed himself.

Sixty pounds! How had he managed to lose 60 pounds in two days! He should be dead!

He stumbled on the way back to see how Susie was doing with the doctor.

“She put her hand over the phone. “I’m on hold. Why don’t you go put on some shorts or something?”

Joe nodded and headed back to the bedroom. He took off his clothes, they were like big sacks on him, and stared at the mirror on the wall.

He was short, but…there was something else, something even more panicking.

He was short…down there.

Before he had gone to sleep he had had a nice, healthy seven incher. A little bigger than the average, not a monster, but certainly enough to please his wife.

Now he had shrunk…a lot.

He was slack, and his nub was only as long as his head, and that was shorter than he had ever been.

He put his fingers around the head and moved them back and forth. In spite of all that had happened, his penis grew, but it didn’t grow much. He had three inches of boner, and one inch of that was the glans, and that was it.

He stared in dismay at his shortcoming.

And his balls weren’t smaller at all. In fact, they looked gigantic nestled in the crotch of his smaller body.

Finally, he shook himself and got dressed. He pulled on a pair of shorts and a tee shirt. He tightened the belt until there were no more notches, but it was still loose. But he had to have a belt to hold the huge waistband of his shorts.

Fortunately he had a ratchet belt and he put that on and was able to pull the thing tight without the need for holes. the shorts were totally bunched around his waist, and he felt like he was wearing a sack. And they weren’t shorts anymore, they came down mid calf.

The tee shirt hung way down, almost like a mini dress, and it kept sliding off one shoulder or the other.

He looked at his shoes and groaned, then stuck his feet into some sandals. The separator for his big and second toe felt a little thick, but he could walk, be it with a loud flopping sound.

He entered the kitchen. Susie was sitting at the kitchen table staring into space. She focused on him.

“I finally got through.”

“What’d they say? Do they want to see me?”

“I got a recording that said if your height had changed remain home. There is no danger.”

“No danger? But I’m a foot shorter! I’m shorter than you!”

She ignored that, but had a brief moment of far away thought, then she said, “How about a little whiskey?”

“How about a lot of whiskey!” he said.

He went to the fridge and looked up at the liquor cabinet. “Uh…” He couldn’t reach it.

“Oh, crap.” Susie stood up and came to the fridge. She always had trouble reaching for the liquor, now she stretched up on tip toes and managed to snag the bourbon.

Joe took it and opened the fridge and took out two cans of Coke. The shelves in the fridge seemed higher up than they had been.

He felt odd as he placed a couple of glasses under the ice maker, and tiny splinters of ice splashed on him.

He poured a stiff shot into each glass, then added the Coke.

Susie was back at the table, watching him, marveling at how short he was, comparing his present height to his former height, and to the architecture of the kitchen.

He placed her drink in front of her and took a big glug of his own drink.

“Better be careful,” she spoke in a low voice.

“Why?”

“One of the first things a girl learns is that a smaller body has less capacity for alcohol.”

He was sitting across from her, was shorter than her, but he felt a moment of aggravation. “Telling me how to drink.”

She ignored his irritation. “Just saying.”

They sat in silence then.

Sipping. Wondering.

Totally blown away and not knowing what to do about it.

“Is there anything on the news?” Joe finally asked.

They went into the living room and turned on the big screen. The news immediately addressed their concerns.

“…seem to be shrinking about one sixth of their size. A six footer will be a five footer, in other words.”

The announcers were both women, and then Joe realized that of course they were women. The men were probably shrunken!

“One report claims correlation between shrinkage and the latest medication for the new variant of covid.”

Joe and Susie glanced at each other.

Joe had taken the jab, Susie had not.

“There doesn’t seem to be any discrepancy between whether the person who received the medication is a man or woman.”

Now they stared at each other. “I shrank because I got the jab?”

“And I was going to get it, but I didn’t.”

“So I’m stuck like this and you aren’t?”

There was no answer to that, so they watched some more news, but, still there was no answer.

The fact was that Joe was now short, and Susie was tall. Or at least taller.

Then Joe said the thing that had been bothering him the most. He blurted, “My penis is shorter.”

Susie wasn’t as bothered by his penis as his overall height, but she said, “What? How much?”

“A lot,” he admitted.

“Show me.”

He stood up and loosened his belt. He dropped his pants and she stared at his nubbin.

Oddly, she got a warm feeling from looking at that shrunken, little thing.

“Make it hard,” she whispered.

He grabbed his whole package and shook it. His cock responded and grew to its full three inches.

A thousand thoughts went through Susie’s mind. She had images of him standing on tip toes to reach a urinal, of him even having trouble getting it out far enough to not pee on his clothes.

Then she thought of the sexual implications, and she grew faint.

He was too short to even get in her. Oh, maybe he could get a little into her, but…was it enough to excite here? Could she get off with that little tiny peeny?”

“See, he said, looking down sadly, and missing the rapid run of thoughts through her mind.

“Come here,” she said. Her voice sounded hoarse.

He stepped in front of her and she took it in her hand.

It might be small, but it seemed even more sensitive. Maybe all the nerve were jammed into a small area, but…that just meant he now had more sensation m his dick.

His balls were huge. No, they were the same, just, they looked bigger on his tiny body.

She squeezed them and he groaned.

Then she lifted his package and lowered her mouth.

Normally she was the right height, her mouth was at dick level. But now he was shorter, so she inadvertently pulled him up on his toes.

“Urk!” he mouthed.

She lowered her head a bit and took him in her mouth.

It wasn’t even a mouthful. It was like sucking on the stub of a pencil. The only redeeming quality were his balls.

She sucked and licked and played with him for a second, then, frustrated at the thought of him being so small, she let him go.

“Fuck,” he said. “You could at least finish me off!”

But now that he was not only shorter than her, and now that his dick wasn’t going to be enough to satisfy her, she turned a bit snippy.

“Later,” she said. “I want to watch the news.”

They watched TV, and even in their singular worlds they were different, and there was a subtle shift in their relationship. Of course, that wasn’t totally perceptible at first.

They watched the news.

They ate, and Joe was stunned when he found that Susie ate more than him. And she nibbled like a bird!

And, she was right. The first time he tried any serious drinking he was sloshed in half the amount of booze.

She snickered when he became drunk, and she drank more than him and kept chuckling.

“Whatsh sho funny?” he mumbled.

“You can’t hold your liquor.”

“Thatsh not fair!”

“You always scoffed when I stopped drinking, and you never understood the difference in our bodies.”

Even drunk, and prone to the belligerence that some drunks have, there wasn’t much he could say to that.

In fact, everything was different.

Joe was suddenly reduced to the status of a midget, or a dwarf, or whatever the small people preferred to be called.

Doors were bigger, stairs were steeper, he couldn’t reach high shelves in the super market, and man, was he embarrassed when he had to ask a tall woman to reach things for him.

“Don’t worry, honey, after a while you’ll like getting waited on.”

He stared at her, gave her a feeble smile and a thanks, and…waited on?

The second biggest thing, however, was driving.

He couldn’t drive a car anymore.

He needed to sit on a box to see over the dash, and then his feet couldn’t reach the pedals. He couldn’t even reach the  rear view mirror to adjust it without standing on the seat!

Susie took over the driving duties happily.

She smiled and drove them to the store, the doctors (who had nothing to say about his condition), and anywhere else they wanted to go.

For Joe this was a calamity that was almost as emasculating as sex. Driving was freedom! It was how one got out of the house and became self-sufficient! A man was measured by his freedom!

But now his freedom had been…shortened.

Curtailed. Cut off.

He had to ask for help with the simplest of tasks.

And he wasn’t just shorter…he was weaker! He didn’t have the muscle to lift heavy objects, even the simple job of moving furniture required more muscle than he had!

And he kept having to ask Susie for help.

Susie helped, but something about it irritated her.

She had to stop what she was doing constantly and go to Joe’s aid.

“Heysoos,” she muttered at one point. And she didn’t say it, but she was thinking it…can’t you do anything for yourself?

 The biggest thing, however, in their changing relationship, was sex.

That first night they went to bed, and Joe actually had trouble getting up on the bed. They had a high bed, and he had to get a couple of books to stand on to climb up. He would eventually buy a little, wooden box to stand on.

Then, when he tried to snuggle, he didn’t fit!

Usually he was the outside of the spoon, and her butt was pushed right into his lusty groin.

When he went to snuggle, however, he found that his face wasn’t in her hair, and he couldn’t kiss her neck. His face was on her back, and…it just didn’t work. The intimacy was gone and replaced by awkwardness.

“Here,” she said, and she turned and spooned him.

Now it fit. She kissed the back of his beck, reached around and. grabbed his pectoral as if it was a boob, then reached for his groin.

A small giggle escaped her.

“What?” he asked.

“Nothing,” she said.

“No, you laughed.”

“I was just thinking of something I saw the other day.”

“What?”

“Oh, nothing. You would have had to be there.”

But he knew. She had laughed at his pecker.

To distract him, however, she put her hand around his package and held him for a while.

And sighed.

“What?”

“Nothing. I’m just…relaxing.”

But she wasn’t. She wanted more, and Joe now had no more to give.

But they slept, and they did love each other, so they awoke refreshed, be it still panicked, and the days went on.

The world was changing.

Some people hadn’t taken the jab, and for them everything was normal.

Some people, the women had taken the jab, and the men were even bigger compared to them, and this made the men happier. It was like they were looking down on these little dolls, and they could pick them up and move them around, and if the woman gave them any grief they would just laugh. Big booming voices coming down from the mountain.

And the sex was great! Holes were, forgive the crudity, tighter. It was like fucking a virgin. Every night.

The men were happy.

But if it was the man who had taken the jab, as in Joe’s case, the men weren’t happy. And neither were the women.

The men had all had their weenies shrink a little over much. The women were now sexually dissatisfied. And they let the men know it.

“Honey, I need sex!” Susie said.

Joe was sitting on the couch, where Susie had told him to sit for their little talk.

“Well, I’m sorry. What do you want me to do about it?” His voice was a little whiny and he was getting a wee bit horny himself. And he couldn’t even jack off! He didn’t have enough cock to even stroke!

“I don’t know, but we have to do something.” Then she got the sly look in her eyes of the woman who had been thinking about it and had come up with a solution but hadn’t had the courage to broach the subject properly. “How about a dildo?”

“A what?”

A dildo. A fake phallus. A dangerous dingus. A strap on that—“

“I know what it is.”

“Well?”

Now Joe was stuck. Never in his life had he thought he would need a dildo. After all he had a nice sized dong. Or…had.

“Uh.”

“I think that would work. We can order one off the internet and you can use it on me. It’ll almost be like old times.”

“Well…”

“Oh, thank you, Joe! You’ll love it to! You’ll be able to poke me as much as you want, and…”

And Susie blathered on, and gave no thought to the fact that he wouldn’t be able to feel anything.

So she looked on the net, and she was stunned.

First, the prices were reasonable. Everybody was ordering them and that meant competition, and that meant lower prices.

Second, the variety of dick…OMG!

She spent a whole day searching through the sex shops. She found small ones (nope, she’d had enough of small), big ones, bigger ones, and really big ones, and ones that would make King Kong envious.

She found all sorts of colors. Black, white, clear, purple, chartreuse, barber poles, barber poles with different colors, and on and on and on.

She found different shapes. Long and thin, short and fat, long and fat, small at one end or the other, ripples, spirals, weird veins, and on and on.

She found penises shaped like animal dicks. Pigs, horses, fruit flies (but magnified an awful lot), dogs, cats, whales, rams.

She found alien dicks. Corkscrewy, multi-colored, three balled, things that were as big as a traffic cones.

It was like that old movie, ‘Dusk til Dawn,’ where Cheech is standing on the steps outside a bar advertising pussy. We’ve got your red pussy, white pussy, hairy pussy, stinkin’ pussy, bloody pussy…and so on. And on and on.

Except it was dicks.

She narrowed her search down to a half a dozen and ordered them. Well, she couldn’t make a final decision without a test ride, right?

And so the sex began.


Part Two

“Which one do you want me to wear tonight,” Joe asked wearily.

“Oh, I don’t know. How about the black one.”

Joe looked at the row of dildos.

A glass one with a big knob.

A big black one.

A flesh colored one with big, ropey veins.

One in the shape of a small fist.

One all curly, probably a pig’s cock.

And one that had enhanced vibratory features.

Joe was wearing down. Every day she wanted him to wear a different dildo, and she wanted more sex than she ever had when he had a penis.

It made him feel like he was lacking, at a time when he was really lacking.

His own penis got hard under the strap on, and he watched as she shimmied and shook and grabbed on and yelled out her pleasure.

And he got nothing.

Well, he got frustration. Every day he climbed off her, and she, exhausted by her exertions, would roll over and go to sleep. And he got to wash the dildo, or dildos if she wanted more than one, and put it away. To climb into bed and feel his little button throbbing.

And he was starting to leak.

He couldn’t screw, his balls were still big and they were pumping out the juice, and the juice needed to go somewhere!

So his gism would leak through his pants and show for the world to see.

On this night he climbed wearily back into bed, tired, frustrated and hopeless, and she turned to him.

“I’m getting tired of washing your pants.”

“What do you mean?”

“You leak every day, and every day you want to put on fresh shorts and—“

He interrupted her with, “But I can’t go around with semen stained pants!”

“You can wear a pad.”

“What?” His voice was an octave higher and his eyes went wide. “I’m not going to wear a pad! Besides. I can’t. You have to have underpants to wear a pad, and my underpants no longer fit.”

Susie was silent for a moment, pursed her lips, then said, “You can wear mine.”

“Yours?”

“My panties. They’re small, they should fit you. Then you can wear a pad and I won’t have to do the wash all the time.”

“I’m not,” he groused, feeling that him being asked to wear panties was an extreme insult. “I’m a guy. I don’t wear women’s underthings.”

“You will.”

They glared at each other.

Then Susie smiled meanly. “Furthermore, you’re going to do the wash.”

“That’s your job!”

“Was my job. We’re washing more of your clothes than mine, so you should just take over. It’s only right.”

“It’s not!”

But she turned over and went to sleep.

The next day Susie was up bright and early, and she had a pair of panties and a Kotex ready.

She shook the head and Joe turned and opened his eyes.

“Get up. I want to make sure these fit.”

“I’m not going to get up and put those on.

She had picked out a pair of stretchy pink ones, and he eyed them balefully.

“You are.” She leaned forward, grabbed his hair and pulled.

“OW!” Joe grabbed at her wrist, but he couldn’t stop himself from falling out of bed.

Clunk! He hit the floor and rubbed his butt.

“You can’t do that to me!”

Susie smiled. “It looks like I just did. Now get up or I’ll make you.”

Joe saw the look in her eyes and he stood up.

Susie changed tactics then. She dropped to her knees, bent a little, and took his teeny peeny in her mouth.

Joe groaned. Man, that felt good.

She worked her mouth, swirled her tongue around the head, and palpated his balls with one hand.

“Stop it,” he moaned, meaning no such thing, helpless to stop her even if he wanted to.

She looked up. “You wear these and I’ll suck you some more.”

“It doesn’t do me any good! I can’t cum, anyway.”

“Well, if you don’t want me to make you feel good.”

“Okay,” he sighed.

“That’s a boy,” she said, and she gave him a good two minutes of slurp, then rose to her feet.

Joe was leaning against the bed and his legs were shaking.

“Heysoos,” he whispered.

“Come on,” she lifted him, and he used his feet, and he sat on the bed.

Susie pulled the panties up, then pulled on his weenie.

“Ow!”

He came off the bed and she put the Kotex pad in his panties.

She stepped back and he stared at himself.

She had arranged the pad slightly to the front, and it made it look like he had no penis at all.

Susie blinked.

“This is weird.”

She said, as if to no one, “I like it. It…it makes your crotch more feminine.”

“I don’t want it to be feminine!” he complained.

“Well, it wasn’t masculine, and it wasn’t feminine either, but now…it seems to have made up its mind. You look like a woman down there. Nice and smooth, no boner sticking out.”

He looked in the mirror. He did look like a woman. “I don’t like it.”

“Too bad.”

And so Joe began wearing panties and pads on a regular basis. After a while he got used to it, and it actually felt pretty good.

One day she was putting on a bra, and frowned.

“What’s the matter?”

“Oh, these underwire things. I tell ya, whoever invented the bra was trying to invent mobile torture devices.

Joe laughed. “You’re always complaining. Look, I’m wearing panties, and I don’t think it’s such a big deal.”

“My, somebody’s changed their tune.”

“No. I’m serious. They’re pretty comfortable. I probably should have started wearing panties before..before…

They both knew what for, and Susie moved them past that awkwardness by saying, “Well, if you think it’s so comfortable, you should wear it.” She threw her bra at him.

Joe was horny. He hadn’t cum, and he had no way of cum, and leaking his overflow of jizz wasn’t relieving him.

And with all this horniness he had thought about his panties a lot. And he had watched his wife put on lingerie, and he had thought about that. And just the sight of her bra was driving him crazy.

He held it, and his mind was snapping with thoughts.

“Maybe I should.”

“I dare you,” she said.

Joe took off his shirt. Susie’s mouth opened slightly and she watched him.

He fitted his arms under the straps and tried to fasten the back.

“Here. I’ll do that.” Susie couldn’t help herself. She moved to him and reached around and fastened the hooks.

Joe was in her arms, shorter than her, her boobs right in his face. He looked at her tits, and she noticed, so she held onto him and rubbed her breasts against his face.

“Heysoos,” he spoke into her soft flesh. “I’m jealous.”

She stepped back and looked at him. “Of what? My boobs?”

Red-faced, he nodded.

She chuckled, then she grew serious.

“You know, Joe, we’ve changed heights, in a way, and maybe we should be changing roles.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean you should try being the woman, and I should try being the man.”

He was silent, but his mind was turning.

“It seems to me, as I think about it, I’ve been more aggressive lately, and maybe even a little pushy when it comes to you.”

“You’re a bully,” he blurted.

“No,” she responded. “We’ve just changed in our characters, and I seem to be more dominate.”

“I never pushed you around when…when…”

“Yes. You did.”

“I didn’t!” He was actually a bit flabbergasted by her saying so.

“Yes. You drove, you came into the house like the lord and master. I was expected to do the dishes and the laundry and keep the house clean and…and you just sat around and watched football or baseball or whatever.”

Joe went silent. He realized that she was right. This was something he never would have seen before he shrunk, but…now that he had shrunk, and in more ways than one, he had to admit that it was true.

“Well,” he was a bit abashed, “What do you want to do about it?”

Susie didn’t even hesitate. “I want you to be the woman. I want you to shave your legs and wear perfume, wear all the different underwear and dresses, and make up. I want to make you up, and give you hair extensions. And I want you to do the housework.”

Joe was a little overwhelmed by this outpouring of feelings.

She wanted him to wear things and put stuff on his face and…and be a woman.

At that point Joe came to grips with a truth of all men.

All men have a desire to experience what a woman experiences. Men are intrigued by the mystery that is a woman.

All men, when offered a chance to wearing women’s things jump at the chance.

If they aren’t too repressed by a society that doesn’t understand.

“I could,” he whispered.

“You could, and I think you should.”

“I will,” yet he was dreaming, fantasizing, and slowly, slowly he came to the realization of what he had agreed to.

He looked up at his wife. “I’m really going to do this.” He sounded like he was in wonder.

Susie smiled. “Good. And I’ll go to the office and handle the company.”

“This is really happening, isn’t it?”

“It really is.”

And they stared at each other and their thoughts were fantastical.

There is an old story about a farmer and his wife who disagreed, and finally the wife says ‘If you knew what I had to do you wouldn’t be so mean.’

The farmer laughs, and they agree to trade places for the day.

The wife goes off and chops the wood, plows the field, and has no trouble doing the man’s chores.

The husband, on the other hand, is having a heck of a time.

The cow kicks the milk bucket, so he has nothing to churn, and he ruins the clothes when washing them, the cow gets loose and gets up on the roof and starts eating the sod, and…

…and that farmer had nothing on Joe.

The following day Susie got up and headed for the office. It was a small printing outfit, and she took orders, helped the workers to fill the orders, saw to the ink and the supplies, talked to venders, and ran the company better than Joe.

Joe, on the other hand, was having trouble. He managed to use Nair and remove his body hair. But he ruined a pair of nylons, it took him a half hour to fasten his bra. He even mispositioned his panty liner and spotted his dress with his leakage.

Then he put too much bleach in the laundry and ruined some clothes. Broke some dishes when he cleaned the kitchen, and the only thing he did right was mow the lawn. but even that had a downside, as the neighbors all came out and laughed at him!

Susie came home happy and satisfied from completing a good day’s work. She came home to a sniffling Joe who complained that everything was too hard.

“It’s okay, Joe,” she said, as she sat next to him and patted his hand. “I’ll go in late tomorrow, and spend a couple of hours helping you. After all, it’s not fair to just throw you into the soup with not even an apprenticeship.”

She ignored the fact that nobody had apprenticed her before she took over his company.

“Okay, Joe, I can see the problem right now.”

“Oh?”

They had just spent a half hour getting him dressed and putting on his make up.

“What’s that?”

She smiled sadly. “You are a man.”

“Hunh?” Considering what they were doing that was slightly confusing.

“What I mean is that you’ve got a man’s mentality. You barge into things without proper thought and preparation.”

“I do not!” He said weakly.

She sighed. “The only way this is going to work is if you become a woman in your mind.”

He looked around as if looking for a way to escape. He was being overwhelmed by the demands on him.

This make up stuff was tough!

“So we’re going to have to change your whole modus operandi. We’re going to have to work on you from the inside, too.”

“Well, I don’t…” he stopped talking when she brought out the fingernail kit.

“What’s that?”

“Silly question, dear.” She patted his cheek and pushed him back into the vanity chair. She sat down next to him, spread his fingernails, and began preparing his fingers.

“I don’t understand!”

She sized his fingers, trimmed a few nails, and began applying glue.

“It’s simple, dear. If you have to move slower, for fear you’ll break a nail, you’ll start thinking about what you’re doing, and then you’ll become smarter.”

He stared, and was a mix of fascination and horror, as she put long fake nails on him and painted them red.

She looked up at him. “Do you want to get extensions? Or would a wig work? Until you grow your own hair, that is.”

“I, uh…” he held up a hand and couldn’t talk for looking at his new claws.

“I know. Pretty, aren’t they? Well, don’t worry about your hair. I’ll weave some extensions into your hair tonight. It’ll be more natural. There! how do you like them?”

Joe couldn’t speak. He waggle his fingers in the air and just stared.

“Okay, let’s talk about how you’re going to accomplish your work today.”

“But you never work! Why can’t I sit around and read fashion magazines. Or eat chocolates. I’ll even watch soap operas!”

“You really think that’s all I do all day?” She was peeved at his obtuseness.

Then she sighed. “Well, I suppose you might think that. After all, I’m so good and fast at what I do I’m done by the time you get home, and all you see is me sitting for a moment while dinner is cooking. By the way, what is for dinner?”

He looked at her blankly.

“Well?”

“But…I don’t know how…”

“Then you better learn. There’s a cook book on a corner of the counter. Try fixing something simple for your first meal. Maybe spaghetti. It’s pretty hard to mess that up.”

At the hurt look on his face she chuckled. “Okay, that was a bit mean. But do your best, and I’ll see you tonight.”

It’s hard to mess up Spaghetti. You add noodles to boiling water, you mix in spaghetti sauce. No big deal.

Joe, unfortunately, messed it up.

When Susie got home that night the noodles were broken, and had hardened on the outside of the pot, and the sauce was burnt.

“Oh, Joe! How coul…” she bit her lip. She was trying to be understanding, but…how could he mess up something so simple?

Joe stared at the mess on the stove dourly.

He didn’t understand how he could screw up so badly, either. And, to make matters worse, instead of having a good cry, like a woman would have done, he had broken out the bourbon and Coke. And he still hadn’t figured out how much he could drink without getting snokered.

“Well, fuck it,” he blurted.

Susie looked at him and blinked. “What?”

“What do you expect? Making me do these sissy things!”

Her jaw dropped. “Have you been drinking?”

“I’ve been being a man.”

That was when Susie lost it. Putting up with his incompetence, his stupid attitude, the way he tried to hold on to being a man even though he was now the shorter one in the relationship.

“Doesn’t look like it’s working out too well, does it?” she sniped.

“Don’t talk back to me,” he growled.

“What are you going to do about it?”

“This!” He pulled on his dress. He meant to rip it off, make a show of manly strength, but all he did was rip it.

“That’s my dress! Stop that!” She stared aghast as the seams burst.

“Fuck you!”

Susie closed her mouth in a tight line. So he wanted to play it that way, eh?

She moved in and grabbed his ear and pulled him around. She walked him into the living room and sat down and put him across her lap.

“If you’re going to act like a child…!”

SMACK! She brought her palm down, hard, on his ass.

“OW! What are you doing?”

He struggled, but…she was actually stronger than him now.

“What we should have done in the beginning! Teaching you your place!”

SMACK!

“OW!”

She kept spanking him, and he kept struggling and crying. His ass turned bright red under his panties and torn dress.

Finally, when her anger was done, she pushed him off her lap and stood up.

He lay on the floor, holding his butt and crying.

She looked down at him.

“Since you don’t want to wear dresses, you don’t have to. You can just wear lingerie. Maybe that will help you to grow up and behave!”

She walked away, left him sobbing on the floor.

Their relationship changed after that. After she had spanked him she had more confidence, was less willing to put up with his whining and complaints.

She schooled him daily, making him learn how to cook, how to put make up on, how to do the thousand and one things that women do that men never see nor understand.

For the first month he received a spanking almost every day. He couldn’t sit down to eat, which was fine with her. She took to being served at the dining table, and he would stand and eat. And, finally, he just stood.

And, something was happening to him.

His situation as a man had changed, evaporated, and now he was being forced to be more gentle, to care for his nails, to put on eye liner without poking his eyes out, and in that activity he started to calm down.

Sometimes, after being spanked, he would go to the vanity table and repair his make up, and he would find solace in that simple act of fixing his mascara and touching up his lipstick.

And, as the weeks passed, he started to calm down.

Except that he was still horny. You couldn’t see his little, teeny weeny boner, but…he was hornier than ever.

He was still putting on the strap on every night, and she was making him get down there and mess his make up on her pussy, which was downright disheartening.

And it all grew and grew, his frustration, his inner self reshaping, his being forced to accept this new lifestyle.

Then, one night, it came to a breaking point.

“Susie?”

Susie was reading a report she had brought home from the office and she murmured, “Not now.”

“I need some make up. I’m out and—“

“I said not now!” She glared at him.

He turned and walked away, one step, then he turned. “How can you treat me this way! I cook and I sew! I—“

She stood up and he shut up. She was so much taller than him, so much stronger, and now he had gotten her mad.

“So you need some make up, eh?”

She was pissed. She’d had a hard day at work, and she was tired, and now he was acting so pissy.

She grabbed his ear, being careful not to rip his piercing, and pulled him towards the front door.

“OW! Stop it!”

She snagged her keys on the way out, dragged him down the walk and almost literally threw him in the car.

He was crying, and she walked around the car and got in the other side.

“What are you doing?” he sobbed.

“You want make up? We’ll get you make up!”

She backed the car out, squealing the tires as she drove down the street.

“But I’m not dressed!”

And he wasn’t. He was wearing lingerie, and that was all.

Pink panties with a liner that was near soaked through. A bra that was tight and emphasized his pectorals, made them look like breasts.

With his make up and long hair he looked just like a woman. A slutty woman, but a woman.

She drove to Rite Aide and stopped the car.

“Honey! You can’t do this to me!”

He was sobbing now, hoping for a reprieve, wanting to be rescued.

She got out, pulled him out, again tugging on his ear ring.

“You nag and you bitch! I’m earning all the money, and this is what I come home to?”

She dragged him across the parking lot and into the store.

He whined and cried, and people stopped and stared.

Inside the store the customers turned at the sound of the whining man.

They watched, and a few women chuckled, then turned and looked at their men with appraising looks.

She dragged him down the aisles to the section on make up.

“Go on, get what you need!”

Sobbing, sniffling, he picked out potions and powders. Holding them in his arms, tears ruining his eyes, he walked to the check out counter.

Susie paid for the make up, and Joe just stood there, listening to the snickers as customers watched.

Susie then turned and walked, and left Joe to scurry to catch up.

He cried all the way home, and Sussie ignored him.

She had had enough, and she had decided that this was the night he learned the truth.

They walked into the house and Joe went to the bedroom and put his make up down on the vanity table.

“You might as well fix yourself up.”

“But…it’s time for bed!”

“It is, but not in the way you think,” she responded enigmatically.

“I don’t want to!” And he said those famous words: “I’m not in the mood.”

Once again Susie grabbed him and put him on her lap. She smacked him long and hard. He wasn’t going to be able to sit down for a week!

But she wasn’t done.

“Now, repair your face, or I’ll give you some more.”

It was hard. His hands were trembling and his lips were shaking, but he managed to stop crying and do the repairs.

Finally, he turned to face her, and his mouth opened in surprise.

Susie was sitting on the edge of the bed. She hadn’t undressed, just put the strap on over her clothes.

He stared at her penis of choice. It was the one making a fist.

He looked up at her and mouthed, ‘No.’

She nodded.

“Now, Joe, we can do this the easy way or the hard way. The easy way is that you realize you have marital obligations. You allow me to gently lube you up, take my time, and show you what fun sex can be. The hard way…well,” she smiled, “you don’t want the hard way. Now come over here and suck my cock.

Joe had no choice. Yet, something was happening inside him.

He had been bullied and spanked, and he was starting to understand why.

He had never touched his wife in a mean way, but then she was a good wife. She submitted happily, and…she enjoyed it.

She enjoyed being a woman.

He didn’t, so…he had to be shown the error of his ways.

And if spankings didn’t work…

He gulped and stared at her penis.

It wasn’t big. It wasn’t a life size fist, but it was big enough. It was certainly as big as his cock had once been.

“Joe. Get on your knees and come here.”

It was like Joe wasn’t even in his body. He slid off the chair and began knee walking. The closer he came the bigger her cock fist looked. It was scary, but at the same time there was something in him that was talking.

You can do this. You have to do this. You have to become what she wants.

He stopped in front of her and she reached out and gently brought his head to her groin. His lips opened up and he began sucking the fist.

It fit. He had thought it might not, but his mouth took it all in. Then she was telling him to relax and moving his head back and forth, making his lips slide on the shaft.

He could feel the shape of the fist. He kept thinking: this is what it’s like to suck a cock.

“Okay, Joe. That’s enough.”

Now she was tender. She had turned from bully to loving mistress. As a woman, she knew the value of kind, slow, loving movements.

“Climb up on the bed and I’ll lubricate you.”

Joe climbed up and got on all fours.

Susie used a lot of lube and swirled it around his rim and pushed it in. She spent a lot of time and went from one finger to two fingers to three.

It’s not ‘stretching’ that gets an asshole ready, it is getting the bottom to relax.

Finally, Joe was ready, and Susie pushed the fist into him. Slowly, an inch at a time.

Joe felt it, and knew what she was doing, but she had done her job well, and before he knew he was stuffed.

It felt good. It felt better than anything he had ever done. It even felt better than penile sex.

She began moving it back and forth, slowly, tilting it here and there, and finally rotating it and pushing against the sides of his canal until she felt the prostate.

Now Joe was in heaven. He felt all the nerves firing, the incredible explosion of pleasure, and, suddenly, he began dripping.

“What’s happening?” he gasped.

“You’re being drained, honey. And if you do your housework right, and continue to look so beautiful, then maybe I’ll do it to you again.”

From that point on Joe was a changed…woman.

END
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The Long, Hot Feminization!

Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!

PART ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

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

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

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I like sex, but I like good sex.

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

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

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

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

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

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

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

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

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

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

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

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

“I know. I heard your phone.”

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

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

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

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

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay.”

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

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

First, there were the cobwebs.

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

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

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

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

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

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Man. The red-faced thing again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, crap,” I said.

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

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

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

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

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

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

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

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

Well, she knew that.

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

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

“Sorry,” I said.

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

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

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

“Huh?”

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

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

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

“I…”

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

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

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

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

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

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

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

“What…what about you?”

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

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

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

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

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

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay. Open eyes.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

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

“I…I can’t wear—“

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

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

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

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

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

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

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

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

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

“Oh, yes.”

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

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

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

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

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

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

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

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

She turned and ran upstairs.

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

I went to the front door and walked home.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

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

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

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

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

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

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

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

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

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

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

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

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

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

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

“Oh, okay.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But I could feel her thinking.

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

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

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

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

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s called a Coke High.”

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

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

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

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

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

“So the man did.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sure.”

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

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

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

“Okay.”

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

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