

Why Men Can’t Fight Pink!

Feminization conquers the strongest man!

Grace Mansfield


Copyright © 2022

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


PART ONE

“Hey, girlfriend. what’s the haps?”

Kylie gave a wry glance at Shiela, then nodded at her husband. “Need I say more?”

“Ah, yes. Husbands. the bane of women everywhere. Why can’t a man be more like a woman?” She lilted the last, lampooning the old ‘My Fair Lady song about a woman being more like a man. “What’s old bozo brain done now?”

Lylie sighed. “He came.”

“To the party? Yeah, he’s right there. What? You wanted to come without him?”

“No. I mean he came, like sexually.”

“Oh,” a second, then: “and why is that so bad?”

“Because once he cums I might as well not exist. He deposits his seed betwixt my sexy thighs and then, wham bam, thank you ma’am, he goes off and drinks beer with his friends. He laughs and jokes, and I am left alone, the spinster of the party.”

They watched Jim on the other side of the pool. As Kylie had described, he was just standing there, beer in hand, trading jokes with three other fellows. Three other fellows who had, bo doubt, cum before the party.

“I can see how that would be a bummer.”

Suddenly Tommy ran up. He was holding two wine glasses and he offered one to his wife.

Shiela smiled up at him, took one glass, and said, “Be a dear. Give your wine to Kylie here, then go entertain yourself for a while.”

“Oh, okay. Sure.”

Smiling, he handed the second glass of wine to Kylie and trotted off. Interestingly enough he didn’t run over to the group where Jim was telling jokes. He just went and stood next to the food table and gazed adoring at his wife.

“How the fuck?”

“What?”

“You just treated him like a servant, and he loved it. He did exactly what you said, and then he stands over there with a look of love on his silly face.

“It’s true, he did.” Shiela sipped and smiled a secret smile.

“So how do you do it?”

“Do what? Make my husband fall in love with me and never out?”

“Yes!”

“Well, I could tell you, but it’s an ancient secret and I might have to kill you.”

Kylie snorted. “Yeah, right. Now, out with it. What’s your secret. How do you reduce men to cringing slaves.”

I prefer to think of him as a servant, but…I don’t know. Have you taken your oaths of womanhood? Have you promised never to jill off with anything rusty? Did you pinkie swear to the Goddess of the Deep Dildo?”

“Of course I did! I did all that my first period.”

Shiela blurted a laugh, and a spray of wine. “Well, that should do it.”

“So, out with it. How do you make Tommy so well mannered and nicely behaved?”

“I limit his orgasms.”

Kylie blinked.

Shiela smiled and waited.

“Wait a minute. What do you mean you limit his orgasms?”

“Limit, as put a finite number on, don’t let him squirt more than once a month, but don’t tell him when.

Kylie was shaking her head now. “You can’t do that!”

“Why not?”

“Men have needs! Men need to squirt! If they don’t they get all pissy and treat you like shit.”

“Yours does…because you let him.”

Kylie blinked at that bald statement.

“What about jacking off? If you don’t fuck them they’ll use their hands!”

“If your man is that out of control there are ways to stop him.”

“I…you don’t…”

“I do. Want proof?”

“I certainly do!”

Shiela smiled, looked at Tommy and crooked a finger. He had been talking to somebody, didn’t even look like he was looking at Shiela, but suddenly, and hurriedly, he made his excuses and was trotting around the pool to her.

Kylie stared in wonder.

He stopped, smiled, “Hi, honey.”

“Hey, Tommy, I’ve got a favor to ask of you.”

“Sure. Anything.”

“Take Kylie into the bathroom and drop your drawers.”

Kylie gawped. Tommy turned a bright red. “Uh, okay.”

“But I don’t…I don’t cheat. My husband is right there. I don’t—“

“Girlfriend,” Shiela interrupted Kylie’s sputtering. “Your marriage vows are not in danger. Now go with my husband, he’s got something to show you.

Red-faced, Tommy held out his hand. Timidly, haltingly, Kylie took it, and they walked into the house. For one brief second she stared across the pool at Jim, but he was mid-joke and didn’t even notice her leaving.

They walked through the house, through the kitchen, and into the bathroom. Nobody noticed them. Everybody was drunk and talking loudly and engaged in their own pursuits.

Inside the bathroom Tommy stood and was very, very embarrassed.

“I, uh…”

“You don’t have to take your pants down, Tommy. We—“

He unbuckled and pulled his pants down.

Kylie started to object, to turn away, but he grabbed her hand and pulled her back. “Look.”

In spite of herself, Kylie looked down, and her mouth opened, and her eyes opened, and her mind shut down.

“What is that?” Her voice actually rose a bit, was shrill.

“Shhh!” he urged. Now he was more than red. He was sunburned red. “It’s my chastity tube.”

“What is a…a chastity? Are you….I don’t understand.”

Tommy finally managed to get a word in. “It’s a tube that cages a cock. You see the ring around my balls? And my dick is inside this tube.”

“And you can’t get it out?”

He shook his head.

Her mouth and eyes were a little smaller now, and her mind was starting to think. “But how do you pee?”

“I sit down. I have to blot like a girl. I have to wash it in the shower and then dry it with a hair dryer.”

“I…and how often do you take it off?”

“Oh, I don’t take it off. Shiela does. She’s got the key on her necklace and…and I have to wait for when she’s in the mood.”

“You have to wait…but how do you make love?”

“Uh, well…I…we practice oral sex a lot, and when she feels like a dick.”

The odd thing was that he was acting embarrassed, mumbling and stuttering at times, but his cage was moving back and forth, and his eyes were excited.

“Why’s it moving?”

“It’s trying to get hard.”

“Oh, my God!”

She stared at it, then she looked at him. “Can I feel it?”

“Yeah. I guess.” It looked like the thought excited him.

She reached down and held, for the first time in her marriage, another man’s cock.

It was hot. The plastic cage was hot. His dick literally had waves of heat emanating from it.

“I don’t believe it.”

“Uh…”

“And this is why you’re so…amenable to Shiela.”

“Yeah. I guess.”

“Wow.”

“Hey! Are you ever coming out?” A knocking on the door.

“Just a second!” Kylie answered. “Pull your pants up.”

Tommy buckled and zipped.

Kylie opened the door and they exited. Joe Turner was standing outside and he leered at them. “Took you long enough!”

Kylie ignored him. She walked back out to the patio and Tommy followed her.

Shiela was waiting for them, a big grin on her face. “Well? How was he?”

“I…we need to talk.”

“Sure. Tommy, go have a beer. Maybe tonight I’ll let you eat my pussy.”

Tommy jerked, and Kylie realized he was reacting to the promise of sex. Then Tommy left and the two women were alone.

“Okay, sister, tell me the news,” Kylie was suddenly imbued with determinism. She wanted to know all about controlling her man.

“Okay, let’s talk. But before we get going I should tell you the one thing that you’re going to have to watch out for.”

“What?”

“A man is a fragile creature. He is easy to break. He doesn’t bend so easy, but he shatters quite easy.”

“I don’t understand.”

“When you take charge of his cock you take charge of him. But he is used to being in charge, so what happens to him?”

“He follows directions?”

“Yep, but it’s like that Stockholm Syndrome thing. You know, where kidnap victims start aligning with their kidnappers?”

“Okay.” Kylie wasn’t sure where this was leading.

“So a man, no longer being a man, and being conquered by a woman, starts to take on the personality of the woman.”

Kylie shook her head. She was getting confused.

“What I am saying is that if you go too far, or if your man is especially predispositioned, he will start turning into a woman. First he will want to wear your underthings. This gets worse and worse. I had to draw the line at Tommy wearing my blouses and skirts. He wears some of my lingerie, my negligees, bras, that sort of thing, and he wants to wear more, but I won’t let him. At least, not yet.

“Second, he’s going to want to use make up. He’ll want to powder up and use red lipstick, the redder the better, and he’ll grow his hair long and start combing it in more and more feminine styles.

“Third, he’ll start thinking about hormones. He’ll want his own set of boobs; he‘ll have an almost uncontrollable case of ‘boob envy,’ and he’ll start wanting to take it up the butt.”

The funny thing was that as Shiela was talking Kylie started getting warmer and warmer. Shiela stopped talking and stared at her friend. “Oh, fuck.”

“What?”

“You’re getting flushed. Admit it. This is turning you on.”

“Well, I…no. I’ve just had too much beer.”

“You haven’t had a sip for a half hour, and I know you don’t like beer that much, anyway. Now admit it. The idea of feminizing Jim is turning you on.”

Kylie broke. She looked away and squeezed her thighs together. “Fuck. I want to cum right now. I’ve never felt like this!”

Shiela sighed. “This is actually why I don’t talk about this too much.  People, and I don’t mean any offense here, tend to over react. How do you think Jim will feel about being feminized?”

“I don’t know,” Kylie whispered She wished she could go somewhere and masturbate. Her hole felt downright juicy.

The two women were heads together now, not letting anybody hear what they were talking about.

“So you have to find out what Jim wants. If he digs feminization then it’s cool. But to feminize a man who doesn’t want to…that’s not right.”

Kylie bit her lip over that. She was visualizing Jim all dressed up and…and she wanted that. And a piece of her mind held the thought, So what if he doesn’t want to?

She knew it wasn’t a right thought. Jim was a man, a human being, and nobody should make decisions for him.

But the bad part of her, the devil sitting on her shoulder, was whispering to her. Everybody is controlled by somebody, why should you be controlled by him? Especially when you can control him?

Unable to stop the flow of her thoughts, she blurted, “But what happens if you do control somebody against their will?

Shiela knew where Kylie was going. She could feel the excitement building in her friend. She tried to cool Kylie down. “It would be virtual slavery. He would stop thinking and rely only on your thoughts. He would become helpless and unable to fend for himself. Look, girlfriend, I see what’s in your mind. Every woman has these kind of thoughts. In their own minds even men have these thoughts, but you have to control yourself. You can’t get carried away.”

“You’re right,” Kylie nodded, and she seemed chagrined. Inside she was thinking, Yeah, sure you’re right. I can control Jim better than he controls himself. I can make him a better man.

But Shiela saw it. She touched her friend’s hand and said, “Do you think that God was happy when he made man in his own image?”

Kylie blinked. That was a pretty far out thought. “I don’t…uh…sure.”

“So are you going to be happy when you make Jim in your image?”

“Well, uh…” And that was about as far as they went, because across the pool. Ron Jeremy slapped Jim, and Jim punched Ron, and they they wrestled, people screaming, running, shouting, a couple of guys tried to break it up, and a whole lot of people fell into the pool.

“I have never been so embarrassed in my life,” Kylie stated.

“Come on. We were just fooling around.”

“I saw his eye. That black eye was not the result of fooling around.” Jim was driving them home and Kylie glared at him.

“Look, guys just have to blow off steam every once in a while.”

“Sure. Go play golf. Enroll at a karate school. But for you boys to punch each other at a party, and over politics! That is super shameful.”

“Hey! He called Trump an orange baboon.”

“So what?”

“I tried to explain that TV people deliberately used filters to make him that way, but…well. you saw.”

“I certainly did. And I don’t care whether Trump has orange hair or Biden has two different earlobes. What I care about is that you acted like a baboon. Fighting like two little boys.”

Suddenly Jim chuckled. “Got him a good one, didn’t I.”

“Argh!”

And they didn’t speak the rest of the way home.

But it wasn’t over. Not by a long shot.

After a quick shower Jim crawled into bed and his hand slipped over Kylie’s thigh.

Normally Kylie loved a little nookie after a party. She loved to get a little high, come home and roll around and get boned. But she was still pissed off.

“Hands off, buster,” she snapped. “I don’t screw baboons.”

Deathly silence in the bedroom. Frozen silence then Jim simply rolled over and went to sleep.

Which made Kylie, when she thought about it, blink.

He simply shrugged off his sexual desires, didn’t care, and ignored her.

She thought about what Shiela had told her, that denying men sex made them hornier and more controllable. Hunh! Seems there was a miscalculation there.

So while Jim was snoring away, and she was lying there, wishing she had gotten her pussy porked before she lowered the boom on her hubby, she decided she needed more information. She slithered out of bed, padded down the hallway and powered up the computer. She thought about all the things Shiela had told her, and she started surfing the net.

Female Led Relationships. FLR. There was a lot of stuff on that, and she spent an hour perusing. Hmmm.

Then there was femdom. Female domination. Lots of stuff there.

And there were chat rooms and huge libraries on women leading men.

And, of course, there was the downright kinky stuff. Whips and chains and men loving a fist up the heinie.

At three in the morning she sat back and yawned. And she saw her mistake.

Most people thought you just spanked a man and that was it. Take a birch cane to his butt and he would slobberingly lick your bare toes. Threaten him with castration and he would be yours forever.

And most of that thought was stupid, silly, and counter productive. Unless your man was a true freak and came into the relationship wanting that kind of stuff.

The real way to control a man was not by bullying him, for men tended to stand up to bullys. Witness the confrontation and punch out earlier that evening. No. The real way to control a man was to make him ask for it, and how did you make him ask for it? Not by slapping his dick and saying, ‘Bad dog!’ No. You controlled a man by getting him so horny he can’t stand it, then guide that energy in the direction you choose.

So she had done the exact wrong thing. So…she began making plans.

A short while later she crawled into bed and snuggled up against Jim. He snorted, woke up a little, then felt her hand on his cock.

“Eh, uh…what?”

She stroked his weenie, making it nice and hard. “Sorry, honey. I guess violence scares me. After all, you really did punch him a good one. I was scared you might have really hurt poor Jeremy.”

She could feel his thoughts corkscrewing around. Then he twisted his body around and faced her.

“Really?”

From a dead sleep to total excitation in a couple of seconds. Woman, you be genius, she thought.

“Absolutely. I was sitting with Shiela and suddenly Jeremy flies out into the pool. He sure must have been surprised when you uncorked your big pythons on him.” She felt his biceps with her free hand.

“Yeah,” he said happily. “I really smacked him.”

“You sure did. You aren’t a baboon. You’re my gorilla man. You’re my Tarzan. Ooh, I can feel the vine you’ve been swinging through the jungle on.” She stroked his cock, pulled on it. “And feel these coconuts!” She massaged his balls.

Jim grinned so big his smile lit up the dark room. He reached up and brushed his hand against her nipples, then he groped her.

She hugged him, getting so close he couldn’t grab her. “And you made me so horny. God, I’m wet just thinking about what you did.”

Jim tried to kiss her, but she burrowed her face into his neck.

He tried to untangle enough to make love, but she kept wiggling, and hugging, and then she turned over and said, “Hold me, Jim.”

He held, and his hands finally roamed. They clutched her breasts, and then one hand snaked down to her vagina.

“Oooh! Are you going to get me off? Big strong man?”

“Well, I…”

She scooted back, pooched her butt onto his hard cock. She didn’t open her thighs, or relax her buns, so he could get inside, she just wiggled back into him and moaned. “Tickle me off, you he-man hunk.”

Not able to put his dick to work, he rubbed her mons.

“That’s it, baby. Do it like a man. Take me to the moon.”

He wanted to flip her over, to penetrate her, but she kept scooting around, and his hand was right there….he began to rub her fiercely.

Suddenly she was flipping over, and he exulted at the idea that he might get into her, but she pushed his head down. “Eat me! Eat me you bitch!”

He was horny now, and he didn’t notice that she had gone from calling him a manly man to referring to him as a bitch. Responding to her fever he found himself face deep in pussy. His tongue began to curl around her clitoris, and then he was lapping at her labia.

“Oh…God…yes!”

He tried to rise up, but she kept her hands on his shoulders, kept his face aimed into her.

“Get me off this way! Get me off like a man!” Back and forth. Bitch. Man. Bitch. Man. He would be so confused…

Jim went to work. He pawed her breasts, pulled her nipples, used his fingers, and suddenly she was in the middle of a thunderous orgasm.

“YES! YES! OH, FUCK…YES!” It had been hard and fast, and she realized taking control had increased the horny factor.

Minutes later she came down, and he started to move up her body, to get in position to poke her.

And she snuggled against him. Moved her pussy away. Then she flipped over. “Hold me, honey. You were so good.”

“But…uh…I haven’t…”

Kylie half turned to him, put her hand to his cheek, and whispered. “God, I love you like this. You are such a man. I want to keep you like this. Maybe tomorrow morning you can do me again. And maybe I’ll get to use that big prick of yours.”

He tried again, but she just kept her body turned so he had no access, and she kept telling him how good he was, and after a while he just lay there, his cock so hot it radiated heat. She could even feel his cock dripping. The slight bit of slip and slide where his penis nestled between her buns.

She smiled, and drifted off to sleep, happy and satisfied.

Jim, however, was now the one awake. He lay there and his cock throbbed and he wondered what the hell had happened.

He would have realized she had pulled one over on him, but…he felt so proud and good. He was a manly man, and he had slain the enemy and taken the woman.

At least, in his own mind that was how he perceived it.

The truth was that he had been slain, and he didn’t even know it.

Jim awoke with a start. His cock was still hard, still drippy, and he looked around. Kylie was already up. He thought of how he had pleased her the night before, and he smiled. He had really made her cum. Heh.

He was still a little tired. He’d only gotten a couple hours of good sleep before Kylie had…had…he smiled.

But he rolled out of bed and padded into the bathroom. And padded right out again. It was a beautiful day, they had high hedges, and he went out and jumped into the pool.

He swam a few laps, feeling the water swirl past his out thrust cock. He back stroked, and his penis was high and dry, in a manner of speaking, pointing up at the sky.

“Hey, honey, nice cock1”

He spun and saw Kylie standing just outside the door.

“Come on in, babe. We have unfinished business,” he leered.

“Oh, honey, I’d love to. But, I’ll be honest, you really made me cum hard. I won’t be feeling like sex for a few days.” She fanned herself with one hand, as if dissipating her heat.

“Ha!” He came out of the pool in a swift motion and walked towards her.

Kylie was fixed up. She was wearing nylons and high heels, full make up. Her wrap around blue dress left nothing to the imagination. She put a hand to his chest and laughed. “I’m going to meet Shiela for brunch.” Then she grew serious, “Honey, do you masturbate?”

“Of cour—“

“Seriously.”

He frowned. “Well, I have been known to, uh, relieve myself. But not very often. Not when I’ve got such a delicious—“ he was trying to get his hands around her, but she kept an arm out and kept moving back and putting him off.

“You aren’t going to jack off today, are you?”

“Well, uh…I hadn’t…” He was a little uncomfortable with this conversation, but he was so horny that he wanted her more than he wanted to curtail their discussion.

“Because I like you horny. You were so wonderful last night. I want to keep you horny all day. Maybe play with you a little, getting you super horny before…you know?”

He grinned. “Yeah, I know.”

“Besides, I have to talk to Shiela. I need to find out if anybody’s mad about you bopping Jeremy.” She smiled.

He grinned. “He’ll be fine.”

“I don’t know, you’re so strong.”

She put her hands up on his cheeks, moved forward just enough to touch his lips with her red ones. Then she backed off, and headed for the front door. “I’ll see you in a couple of hours, honey, and remember, no jacking off!”

He stared after her. He was smitten. He was horny. He didn’t even wonder what had happened. He just knew that he was already avidly waiting for her return. He took a couple of steps back, was on the edge of the pool, and he just fell backwards and was consumed by water.

Shiela and Kylie talked about the punch heard round the world, and they weren’t impressed. For all her admiration of Jim’s prowess, she now said, “What a lugnut. Hitting somebody over politics.”

Both girls shook their heads, decided to ruin their diets with an early morning Margarita, and went to the real subject at hand.

“I did some looking around on the net. There’s a lot of stuff out there.”

“A lot of it is wrong. Like I’m supposed to just take a cat o’ nine tails, with fish hooks on the ends, and beat my husband until he falls in love.

“It’s funny,” Kylie mused. “Pain is not the big aphrodisiac that masochists claim.”

“If it was we could spank a man and he would instantly be a genius.”

They chuckled, sipped, and continued.

“So how goes it with Jim? Did you get a chance to try out any of the theories we were talking about?”

“I did. I made a horrible first blunder, but then, if you get them horny their minds simply stop working. I made a complete about face, no logic no explanation, and he was horny so he accepted it without blinking.

“Nice. And have you thought about how far you’re going to take him?”

Kylie frowned. “I have and I haven’t. I have…desires. There’s something I want from him, but…I’m not sure how far I’ll need to take him to get that.”

“I know what you mean. When I first started feminizing Tommy I ran into several things that…”

They sipped, they talked, and the morning slipped away. Before they knew it it was one o’clock. The lunch crowd was in full swing, and it was past time to head for home.

They walked out to the parking lot, arm in arm, giggling, a bit high, and stopped behind Kylie’s Jag.

Suddenly Shiela spun here around and planted a kiss on her mouth. It was fast, hard, but a tremendously good smackeroonie.

Kylie moved back when Shiela let go. She was blinking and confused.

“Ha!” laughed Shiela. “Think about that one!” Then she was striding away, proud, buttocks swaying like she owned the world.

Kylie stared after her. Wow. She had been kissed by a woman. She touched her lips and could taste the very faint scent of Shiela’s lipstick.

She wasn’t a Lesbian, but…wow. That was kinky. And, though it was her friend, she was stunned by a feeling of warmth between her thighs.

Shiela backed her Miata out and zoomed past her. The top was down and the woman waved and blew her a kiss.

Shiela apparently had nothing on kissing another woman.

Of course, it hadn’t been a bedroom kiss, just a smack between friends.

But it sure had warmed her pussy up.

She got into the Jag and turned it on. She looked in the rearview mirror at herself.

She was a beautiful woman. And she had a handsome hubby at home.

And a friend who had kissed her on the lips.

Hunh!

She backed out and zipped out of the parking lot.

At home Jim was watching a football game. And he wasn’t. He focused on the game, watched for a second, then his mind sort of drifted off.

His cock was hard and was occupying his attention. He had been made super horny last night. He had eaten his wife to a glorious orgasm, and then he had gotten nothing for it.

Except for distractive desire to do it to her again. The way she arched her back and tilted her hips up. The way her thighs had clamped over his face…he wanted to do it again.

Of course he wanted to fuck, too. But he was actually thinking more about her pleasure than his own.

And he hadn’t jacked off, which he normally would have done. He was a man who didn’t like to pussy foot around.

On the other hand, he sure was enjoying being horny.

Oh, yes, the game. He focused on the cheers as the replay showed the quarterback throwing a bomb 50 yards. He would have jumped to his feet and cheered, except the boner in his pants distracted him.

He kept putting his hand down there and arranging his sex. It was so hard it was sort of bent, and it made him uncomfortable and horny at the same time.

If only he hadn’t promised not to masturbate!

He sighed. And heard Kylie’s car pull into the driveway.

It took everything in his power not to jump up and run out to greet her. He was that horny. But he managed to sit and watch the game, and even act nonchalant when Kylie opened the front door.

“Hey, honey. I’m home!”

He turned his head as she stepped down into the living room.

“How was your lunch?”

“Brunch, and it was fine.”

She put her keys and purse down and came over to him. The remote was on the arm of the couch and she turned off the football game.

He blinked. He hadn’t been watching it that closely, but still.

“Oh, were you watching that?”

“Uh…sort of.”

“Well, can you put it off for a while? We need to talk.”

We need to talk. Oh, fuck!

That was the single most frightening phrase in the history of man. It meant you were about to receive a lecture, your wife was about to dig in, with both claws. It meant—

“We need to talk about sex.”

He smiled. Maybe talking wouldn’t be so bad after all.


PART TWO

“Honey, I’ve been thinking about last night, and it’s really got me going.”

“Uh, what part of last night?”

“Oh, you know.”

He didn’t. Was it the punch, or the midnight lunch?

“At any rate, I think we need to change how we do things around here.”

“We do?”

“Of course.”

“Like how?”

Kylie sighed. “Well, first off, I love watching your naked body.”

He smiled.

“It’s so strong, and virile, and I love the way your penis sticks out so far.”

“Well, uh…yeah.” He was a grin factory inside. What man wouldn’t like to hear such stuff?

“So I want to see you naked more often.”

“Well, that be arranged.”

“Like all the time.”

Jim stopped. He blinked.

“All the time? Like, al-l-l the time?”

“Every minute of the day. God, it just gets me hot thinking about seeing you naked. Can you take your clothes off? Right now?”

“Well, uh, I guess I could.” But he sat there as if frozen.

“I mean now. Could you?”

“Well, uh…”

“Just thinking of you all naked, with that big cock….I’m getting hornier and hornier. Please take off your clothes.”

Jim stood up and shucked his sneakers, dropped his pants, and was revealed as going commando.

“Oh, goodie! No underwear. Those tighty whiteys are so…so uninspiring. they are sexless. They make you look like a eunuch.”

He took off his shirt, and he had a curious mix of emotions. On one hand he wanted to puff out his chest and flex his muscles. On the other side…he was actually feeling a little embarrassed. He was naked, but…she wasn’t. “Okay, you’re turn.”

“Oh, honey, this isn’t for you! You’re horny all the time, anyway. This is for me. You are making me wet just looking at you. And look at your cock! Is it bigger?”

She grabbed it and stroked it and Jim made a ‘gurking’ noise in his chest.

“It is! I didn’t know men’s cocks could actually grow larger! I thought they were one size forever.

That’s what Jim thought, too, but he wasn’t about to argue. If Kylie thought his dick was bigger, then, by God, it was bigger!

“Now, I want you to stay this way all day. And if you leave the house I want you to wear something of mine.”

“Like what?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Maybe a scarf…”

“That would look pretty sissy.”

“Well, my gloves are out…”

“Uh, yeah.”

“How about my panties?”

Jim blinked. This was turning out to be a blinking day for him.

“I don’t think—“

“Hold it, before you think, come with me.”

She turned and walked away and he followed. Actually, he didn’t have any choice. She had a firm grip on his cock.

Down the hallway and into the bedroom. She opened up a drawer and took out a pair of panties. “Put these on.”

He looked at them, and revolt was on his lips.

“It’s an experiment. Just his once. Put them on.”

He stared at the shiny material. Just this once? Well…

And, underneath it was a compulsion that al-l-l men feel. All men are curious about women’s underwear. Underwear equated to sex. how could men not wonder about it?”

He took the panties, turned them the right way, then stepped into them.

The feel of the slick material running up his legs was incredible. He couldn’t get his cock into them, but they were stretchy and…it felt so incredibly kinky and good.

“Wow,” he said.

“Double wow,” she answered.

She got down on her knees and felt his package. She adjusted the material, pushed his cock and balls around.

Jim was about going out of his mind.

She looked up at him. “Imagine feeling like this all day long.” And she warned him, “You better not be jacking off at work, young man.”

His cock leaked a drop of pre-cum and it spread out on the front of the panties. “I won’t.”

It would prove to be a very difficult promise to keep.

“Okay. Then it’s settled. Jim will wear my panties to work. He will think of getting into my panties all day long. And maybe that night he can get into them in a different way.” She was still on her knees and she pulled the waistband down and began sucking on his cock. Her lips were soft, and Jim stared at how the red circle of them swallowed his cock, then spit it out, swallowed, then spit…

And his pecker was close to spitting when she snapped the waist band back in place and stood up.

“Oh, honey. Come on. You’re killing me,” he groaned and pushed down on his package.

She held his face and kissed him firmly.

He wanted to get loose, to pick her up and throw her on the bed, but she kept hold of his face and he couldn't maneuver around to get her.

She kept kissing and kissing, and he fell into make out mode. It became more interesting to kiss her than throw her down.

Then she was in his arms, and he held her, and they made mad, passionate…kiss.

Finally, out of breath, they hugged each other.

“Whoa,” he muttered, “This is intense.”

“And it’s only going to get better,” she whispered to him. “You do what I say and it will just get better and better.

Jim was silent. She wasn’t commanding him, she was just letting him know the rules of the new world order. If it had been a command he could have resisted, instead, it was a promise.

He gulped, and his cock leaked more pre-cum.

She backed up, put him at arm’s length, and said, “Now, naked man, go start the barbecue. I bought a couple of steaks, and the manly man must provide for his wifely wife.”

He grinned, and trotted past her. He was imbued with energy. All that sexual desire was being transmuted. A minute later she looked out and watched him pour fluid on the coals. He tossed the match and POOF! the flames went up.

She chuckled. He was cute. And he was naked. And his cock was sticking straight out and bobbing up and down. And he would remain that way. And he wouldn’t be able to forget her all day long because of the panties she would make him wear.

The next day Jim got ready for work, and he stared at the panties he was to wear. He didn’t fit in them, but…they felt so good and kinky. SO he pulled them up, finished dressing, and headed out to make a living.

Actually, he had no need to make a living. He was a brother, and he had two sisters, and they ran mobile home park. It was a huge one, with over a hundred homes. His sisters and he brought home a cool ten grand each every month.

They handled the office, and he handled the grounds. He would go around and trim bushes, check on the landscape crew, clean the pool, and it was basically all busy work. He could have stayed home and nobody would have missed him. The landscape crew would have been told to pick up the slack, and none of the home owners really cared about him, but…but he had promised his grandfather, when he had inherited the park with his sisters, that he would take care of it. So he wandered around, played a little pool in the clubhouse, and read a book or two, and tried not to be bored until he went home at noon.

This day, fidgeting a bit because of the panties, he played some pool, ignored any landscape duties, and found a book in the library he hadn’t read.

The home owners donated books to the library, and he was a bit surprised when he pulled a book by Grace Mansfield out of the bunch to be shelved. ‘Femwood Mansion,’ and it was a wild and wooly tale of men who changed into women, and women who changed into men. Which concept he was, since he was currently in panties, intrigued by. He sat in the cool of the clubhouse and read the book, and realized he better not let his sisters see it. He was the little brother, and they would probably give him a rough time.

And if they knew he was wearing panties they would really give him a rough time.

Finally, noon hit, and he headed home. Actually, he left at about eleven thirty, he was in a hurry to get home and…and he was going to wear no clothes.

How odd. It was kinky. And this turn of personality by Kylie had him going. But being horny was better than a poke in the eye, so he headed for home and whatever his wife had waiting for him.

Jim pulled into the driveway and parked next to a car he had never seen before. It was a red Miata, top down, and he wondered who it belonged to.

He entered the house, put his keys down, and Kylie called from the living room. “We’re out here, honey.”

He walked into the living room. “Hi, Shiela, how’s it going?”

“Hi, Jim.”

The odd thing was that both women, his wife and Shiela, were dressed to the nines. They wore nylons and high heels. Their faces were fully made up, dusky eyes and red lips. They wore dresses more at home in a fancy cocktail lounge than for laying about at home.

Still, who was he to complain? They were showing ample cleavage, and they were sitting in postures that showed very sex legs.

“What’s the haps?”

“Oh, nothing. Shiela and I were just discussing the state of the world.”

“Yes, isn’t that Trump just an orange-headed baboon?”

Jim blinked. His gorge rose. He was about to say something, but…it’s hard to poke a sexy woman in the eye.

At the expression on his face, however, they both laughed.

“You’re kidding,” he said.

“I know about the filters,” Shiela agreed. “But it was really cute the way you manned up, your chest getting all puffy and everything.”

That made Jim blink again. Nobody wants to be told their anger is ‘cute,’ but…again, she was a woman. And she was bending, starting to getting up, and showing him a lot of flesh.

“Well, it’s time for me to get going.”

Kylie got up to, and the two women embraced and then…Shiela kissed Kylie right on the lips.

And Kylie didn’t mind.

And Jim’s boner, at half a chub, suddenly became raging.

A woman had kissed his wife!

He stood, somewhat in shock, and Kylie walked Shiela out.

Jim walked to the kitchen and watched them through the window.

And they kissed again. And it was almost a loving kiss.

Jim put his hand down and pushed on his boner, trying to get it to subside, or at least not be so uncomfortable.

Shiela walked back in, came into the kitchen, and Jim. said, “So are you a Lesbian now?”

She laughed and responded, “Only with you, bitch boy.” And he had no idea how to respond to that remark. But he didn’t have time to respond. “So why are your clothes still on?”

“Uh…today?” Which comment was, on retrospect, a little ludicrous.

“Of course today. I want to see my baby boy and his giant ding dong. I want him bouncing around, titillating me and getting me all hot. Would you like to eat me out today?”

“Uh…” of course he would.

“Well you won’t get to unless you put on some naked.”

Jim stripped, right there, and took his clothes back to the hamper in the bedroom.

When he came back into the kitchen Shiela was pouring a Pepsi. He watched as her red lips touched the glass, and his dick throbbed.

“Say…”

“Yes?” She eyed him.

“The panties are cool, but, uh…they’re a bit uncomfortable.”

“Oh, I know. They aren’t built to hold such a big package as yours. What did you want to do about it?”

For a moment he wanted to say ‘not wear them,’ but there was too big a piece of him that did want to wear them. “I don’t know. Do they have other panties that might fit better?”

“I’m sure they do. In fact, I‘m pretty sure I’ve got a couple of things you could try. Let’s take a look.

As stated previously, men are fascinated by women’s underwear, and Jim was all eyes as Kylie took out a couple of pieces and held them up for him.

We could put you in these. They’re called tummy shapers. You could point your cock up or down as you wished.

He looked at the stiff, over-sized panties.

“Try them on.”

So, feeling a bit self-conscious, but he had asked for this, he did. He pulled the tummy shaper up and pulled his cock so it pointed up. “Wow.” They could see the imprint of his cock in the shaper, there was no way it was going to be hanging loose.”

“A little tight, but just what the doctor ordered. Try these.” She held out a pair of bloomers. They were blue, had frills on the edges, and looked somewhat like the underwear a granny would wear.

“I think not.”

Shiela giggled. “Sissy.”

She held out a pair of panty hose.

“No way.”

“Oh, go on. For me. Just once.”

He sighed, and sat down and she showed him how to roll the panties up his legs.

Lord, what a sensuous feeling. His legs felt like they were sexually electrified.

“I don’t know.” He didn’t want to admit how turned on he was.

“Yeah. I don’t either. I mean, they look good on you, but you’d need to shave your legs and paint your toes.”

“No way that is happening.”

“No. You’re too manly for that.” Yet the way she said it, it was like she was downgrading him. And it had the desired result of making him want to wear the panties.

“Besides, I’d have to take them off to take a simple piss.

“Nah. You just roll down, sit, take care of business, roll them up…how do you think women handle that function?”

“Oh.” She made it sound so simple.

“I’ve got it. Here, put this on.”

She handed him a garter belt, and he stepped into it.

“It goes up around your waist.”

“Pretty kinky,” he said, feeling the straps dangle against his legs.

“Yeah, now put these on.

He put on hose. Not panty hose, with the built in panty style, but single legs. She helped him attach the nylons to the straps, and he stood there, cock straight out, and…it felt good.”

“Oh, you like that. Look at how big your cock is getting!”

He was aware of how big his cock was getting. He felt dizzy, and probably because all the blood in his head was rushing down to his cock.

“Well, I don’t know…”

Kylie knew this was the time to strike. She sat down on the bed, lifted her dress and said, “Eat me.”

Jim was horny. He had been deprived, and teased, and eaten her the night before. He needed sex, and if the only sex he got involved his mouth and her pussy, he couldn’t resist.

He pushed her back and pulled down her panty hose. Fuck. He wouldn’t be able to get inside her with these panty hose still on…he had to get her to take them off.

He started to pull on them, but she stopped him.

“I’ve got to go out later. I don’t want to have to get dressed again. Please, Jim. Eat me this way. Make me cum.”

Jim couldn’t resist. He bent his head to the task, and Kylie moaned and held his head to her snatch.

He licked, gobbled, and his cock was poking out between the garter straps.

“Oh, yes,” she moaned. “Get me off!”

He lifted her hips, one hand under each bun, and held her up like a sandwich. His mouth Frenched her pussy, and he couldn’t believe how wet she was. His face was literally sopping within seconds. He began to bite her, using his teeth, and pulling her labia out. He put his fingers into her pussy and started reaming her. Two fingers, three. She was jumping around now, his fingers fell out and she smashed her pussy into his face. He tried for four fingers and got them in. Now his whole hand was ramming in, right up to the extended thumb. She was bouncing and groaning and shouting. “Fuck me! Fuck me, bitch!”

God, he had never been hotter. His arm was pumping, her pussy was making squelching sounds, and she came. She came like a thunderbolt. A tightening of the hips that squirted his hand out, then she was bent over, holding her pussy even as her muscles spasmed uncontrollably.

“Fuck!” she whimpered. “Fuck! That’s better than cock any day!”

Her statement had two results. One, his heart plummeted. He wanted his cock to be that good. Two, he felt proud. He had really given her a king-size, big O.

“Pull my panty hose up,” she whispered. “Put my dress down.”

He did.

“How can I even walk after that one!?”

He made a feeble try. “Do you…we could make love now…”

She sat up and heaved a sigh. “Oh, Lord,” she patted his cheek. “After that cum? My pussy is done for a week!”

Disappointed, yet elated, Jim stood back, lent her a hand as she crawled off the bed.

He was naked, except for the garters and hose. She was fully clothed, and it made him even hotter. All her beauty was accentuated, and yet he was not getting to see any of it. It made his imagination work ever harder.

“All right,” she said, smoothing her dress out. “I’ve got to go shopping.”

He stood there, then followed her, like a puppy dog, waiting for favors. But she just patted his cheek, then kissed his cheek—no lip on lip Lesbian kiss for him—and went out the door.

He wore garters and hose to work the next day, and she managed to toss in a thong.

He had wanted his cock to fit into some sort of pouch, to have support, but now it was double horned up. The garters and hose made his legs feel like dicks in condoms, but about ten times sexier, and his cock kept falling out of the thong, which reminded him constantly of what he was wearing, and…the thong rubbed his asshole.

All day long he felt that thin strip of cloth riding up and down, stimulating his brown button. By the time he went home he was almost shaking.

When he arrived home he saw the red Miata again, and he stepped into the house expecting to find them in the living room. Instead, they were in the bedroom.

He strode down the hallway, and his imagination was now bubbling. Were they doing something? Were they kissing? Or worse?

Yet…what could be worse? Shiela had no penis, so…in a way…there was no cheating going on.

Yet he felt like cheating was going on.

But he was so horny it didn’t translate into anger.

Besides, how could he poke a woman in the eyeball?

It translated into…horniness.

Fuck! The idea of his wife having sex with another woman was turning him on!

As he got closer to the bedroom he heard hurried movements and whispers.

He tried the bedroom door, but it was locked.

“Just a second, honey, we were trying on clothes.”

“Okay. I’ll be in the kitchen.”

Trying on clothes? But those whispers sounded secretive. Why would they be so hurried, if they were just trying on clothes?

He went into the kitchen and poured himself a bourbon and Coke. And thought.

Was his wife taking on a Lesbian lover?

But he knew Shiela, and he had never heard of her being Lesbian. But people could change, right?

He heard the bedroom door open and he looked down the hallway.

The girls were, again, dressed to the nines. Heels and nylons, sexy dresses. Their make up looked very fresh, like they had just repaired it. And they were leaning their heads towards each other and giggling and whispering.

“Hey, ladies,” Jim leaned against the counter.

“Hi, honey,” Kylie pecked him on the lips. Considered him, then kissed him harder.

He liked it. For all his thoughts of Lesbians…he liked it.

Then Shiela stepped in, “Hi, honey.” And she kissed him. No peck. A good kiss. Eyes open and lips fused for a long ten seconds. He stared at her, and her lips were soft and he could taste her lipstick, and Kylie was watching. He would have broken it, but he was mesmerized. And he was mesmerized because he was super horny.

She broke it. Keeping her eyes on him she spoke in an aside to Kylie. “He’s good, but he’s like a scared, little boy.”

Jim was gulping, and he looked at Kylie, but Kylie was laughing.

Of course. She had kissed Shiela, so why shouldn’t he?

Shiela turned, and she was close to him and, was it his imagination? She brushed a hand across the front of his pants. His cock jumped and he drew in his breath.

“Well, time for me to go.”

“Okay, girlfriend,” Kylie walked Shiela out to her car.

Jim moved to the kitchen window and watched. Again, Shiela kissed his wife, and it was even more passionate than the day before. In fact, it was downright ferocious.

And it wasn’t all Shiela, Kylie was giving back as good as she got.

Then they parted, Shiela reached up and patted Kylie’s boob, and she got in her car and left.

Kylie stared after her for a moment, then turned to come back in the house. She saw Jim and waved. She was flushed, a bit red, but she waved happily, as if nothing was going on.

But was something going on?

Jim didn’t know.

Of course he could ask, but he didn’t have a chance. “Off with the duds, dude,” she said, and he found himself getting happily naked. His dick was up, and if got lucky maybe he would get to eat his wife out that afternoon.

She had him in underwear now, and she threw out his tighty whiteys, and even his tee shirts, and he didn’t even notice. Well, he noticed the tee shirts, but she just chuckled him through it. Told him he could wear one of her undershirts.

He looked at her undershirts. Boy beaters. V collar tees that would be way too small and show his chest just like he was a woman.

Sheesh. He was already going too far with the garters and the hose.

But, his intentions aside, on Friday she decided to juice him up. She got up before him and laid out his underwear.

A corselet with straps for hose. Panties.

It wasn’t that big a deal.

But he thought it was.

“That’s a whole body thing! Everybody will see that I’m wearing a corset.”

“A corselet. It’s small. Nobody will be able to tell.”

“I’ll be able to tell! Anybody who looks at me will be able to tell. You can’t make me do this!”

She sat next to him on the bed and stroked him. “Honey, I’m not making you do a thing! You’re doing this because you want to. Because you like sexy things. Because you like feeling sexy all day. Don’t you like feeling so big and powerful?”

Actually, he felt big and…small. When he was wearing women’s underwear he was always nervous. Sexually nervous, afraid nervous, but nervous.

“I’ll tell you what. You wear this for me today, and I’ll let you cum tonight.”

She didn’t really want to let him cum, but she knew she had to bring out the big guns if she was going to bend him to her will.

“Well…”

“Look. You wear those clunky jeans, and a flannel shirt. Nobody will be able to tell.”

“Well, I don’t think…”

“Honey. You are going to be so sexy…I’m getting wet just thinking about it. When you get home I’m not going to be able to keep my hands off you. We’re going to have so much fun…

She stroked him, nibbled on his ear, felt his nipples.

And he gave in.

She helped him put on the corselet, pulled it tight, and he gasped a little, but he was all right.

“Now then,” she said. “We need to talk.”

“About what?”

That famous, or rather infamous, phrase was no longer so scary. It always resulted in him getting hornier.

“Well, your legs are too hairy. And we need to do your toes.”

“I’m not going to shave my legs!”

“You won’t have to. Watch.” She picked up a spray can from her dresser and began foaming his legs.

“What is that?”

“Just wait.”

She foamed up his groin and looked at her watch.

He was frowning, then look of alarm crossed his face. “It’s burning!”

She quickly wiped his legs and groin down, and voila! No more hair.

He stared at his legs and was stunned. “But I didn’t…”

She stroked his legs. So-o-o sexy. I can’t wait to do your nails.”

“My nails?”

“Put your feet on this cloth here.”

He stared, was actually in a state of mild shock, as she painted his toe nails. Bright red.

“I can’t…”

“You’re wearing shoes and socks. Nobody will be able to tell.”

Nobody could tell about the corselet. Nobody would know his legs were shaved, and his toes painted. He was scared.

Fifteen minutes later, his tootsies dry, she rolled nylons up his legs.

Jim might have been scared, but he couldn’t deny the incredible sensations in his legs. His skin felt like it was getting a velvet massage. And his toes…he couldn’t take his eyes off his toes.

He stood up and put on his work pants, thick jeans. They rubbed against his legs and his cock went wild.

“Oh, my God!” he blurted.

She put one of her tee shirts on him and pulled it snug. The corselet had pushed his chest up and if you looked at his chest from a certain angle it actually looked like he had small tits.

“I don’t know,” he murmured.

She pulled a flannel shirt on him and buttoned it up.

He stood up. Feminine on the inside. His cock dancing in his pants, doing the rhumba, pushing his jeans out.

“Oh, that’s beautiful. Are you sure you don’t have time to get oral on me?”

“I’ve got to go to work, he mumbled.”

Kylie thought, as she walked him through the house, that he was going to revolt. That she had pushed him too far. But he didn’t. She walked him out to his car, gave him a scorching kiss and grabbed his cock like it was the last cock in the world, then pushed him away. She was laughing. He was almost crying…but in a good way.

He got in his car, waved, and drove off.

Kylie was happy with herself. She was halfway there. Jim was coming along just fine.

And her relationship with Shiela was…opening up. She didn’t feel like she was a Lesbian, but she sure got horny when they kissed. When they were in the bedroom, before Jim got home…woo!

It was something to think about.

Kylie worked around the house that day. She went out for a little shopping, but mostly she cleaned the pool, raked the leaves, washed the car, the sort of things she tried to get done before she had to get ready for Jim.

She smiled as she worked, thinking about Jim. He was going to be red hot when he got home, and she was going to be dressed up and ready to take advantage. She figured she could get him wearing female clothes around the house, and maybe a little make up.

And, she looked at a couple of specialty items for him. A chastity tube. A pair of breast forms. Unfortunately, some things cost a lot, and even though he had money, she tended to be frugal. If only she could—

DOOT DA DA DOOT DA DOOT!

Her cell phone went off and she groaned. It was the ring she had set for Jim’s sisters. She didn’t dislike the sisters, in fact she liked them, but a call in the middle of the day meant something was up. She answered the phone cheerfully. “Hey!”

“Kylie. Jim’s been hurt. It’s not bad, but we need you here right now.”

“Oh, my gosh! Of course!”

She hung up and ran for her car. In thirty seconds she was careening down the street.

The mobile home park was thirty minutes away, but Kylie made it in twenty. She broke a few laws, went over ten miles an hour in the park, and skidded into a parking space. She was out and running before the car stopped, and she sprinted up the stairs and into the office.

“What’s wrong? Is Jim…” she saw him, sitting in a chair behind the desk he used on the rare occasions he worked in the office.

Debby and Nancy were sitting in chairs on the other side of the desk, and they had solemn expressions on their faces.

“Jim!”

Before she reached the desk Debby stood up and stepped in front of her. “Sit there.”

Now curious, she sat down.

Debby sat down.

“Are you all right?”

Jim nodded. He looked very, very glum.

“Jim is fine. He twisted his ankle. It was quite painful, but one of the home owners is a doctor and he looked at it. Jim will need to walk carefully for the next few days, no driving for him, but…he’s fine.

Now Kylie was curious. If he was fine, then what was going on? Why had they summoned her and sounded so serious?

“The reason we called you down is that when the doctor looked at Jim’s ankle he found something very interesting.”

Kylie got it then. Nylons. Red toe nails.

“Oh.” And she didn’t know what else to say.

“So what are you doing with Jimmy?” That was Nancy. “Why is he wearing nylons?”

“And why are his toenails red?”

Kylie closed her eyes briefly, then opened them. Nothing for it but the truth.

“Jim got in a fight the other night. I want him to not get in fights. That means I need to…’soften’ him.”

“And that means making him wear female undergarments, painting his toes, and so on.”

“Yes.”

Nobody said anything for a long moment. Jim looked down. The sisters glanced at each other. Kylie waited. Whatever form the storm was going to take, she would face it.

“Okay,” Debby said. “We just wondered.”

Kylie blinked. “What?”

“We’ve always thought Jimmy a little too macho. We figured it was maybe because he is of small stature.”

Nancy said, “Or perhaps we just bullied him too much.”

Debby: “But now that we know what you’re doing…okay.”

“Just…okay? I’m not in trouble or anything?”

“For dealing with your husband in an adult manner?”

“For making him be little less macho and a little more grown up?”

“But…”

“We should be thanking you. And if there’s anything you need to facilitate this process, just let us know.”

Debby turned to Jim and wagged a finger. “And you’d better behave yourself. I don’t know how you managed to catch such a wonderful woman, but you’d better do what she says.”

Jim nodded. “Can I go now?”

Kylie said, “We can leave your car here, so go out and sit in mine. I’ll be right there.”

Jim stood up and hobbled out.

Kylie waited until he was gone then turned to the sisters. “Thank you,” she said. “Many people would not be so understanding.”

“No problem,” said Nancy. “We’re all family here.”

“You said you were willing to help?”

“Of course.”

“I don’t mean to come begging, I know Jim has the money, but I’d prefer to get some items and not let him know what I was planning.”

“Of course.”

“Not a problem.”

“Do you know what you want to get?”

“I do.”

“Let’s go over to Nancy’s desk. We can order through our computer and Jim will never know. We’ll put everything on a company credit card.”

Nancy looked at her sister, “Do you think we can write this off?”

“Probably. Personal enhancement. Personal training. We can figure some label out that will please the IRS.

So Kylie and the sisters sat down and called up Amazon and started ordering items necessary to Jims ‘pink’ growth.

Some of the items caused them to chuckle. Some of them made the sisters blink.

But all of them were designed to make Jim sit up and take notice.


PART THREE

“Well, that was interesting.”

Jim stared out the window and said nothing. The buildings of the city passed as if in a slow march.

“You didn’t expect that from your sisters, did you?”

He said nothing.”

“Come on, Jim. Speak to me.”

“And say what? It seems that you’ve decided I’m supposed to be a ‘softer’ person.”

“All right.”

“What do you mean, ‘all right?’ You’re trying to get me in dresses, don’t you think you should have discussed it with me first?”

“Nope.”

“What?” He glared at her.

“You’re the fellow who punched somebody in the face because they believed differently than you.”

“He deserved it.”

“Okay.”

“There you go again!”

“No, there you go. You think it’s perfectly all right to hit people. I’m supposed to argue with that attitude?”

He looked out the window again, and Kylie knew she was on shaky ground. She might be right, but in his mind Jim thought he was right.

“Do you want a divorce?”

“Heysoos Fucking Xristo!” He blurted angrily.

“How about a blow job.”

“Don’t try to use sex on me! Now I know why you use sex and i don’t want any more.”

“Okay.”

They arrived home and Jim stormed into the house. By the time Kylie entered Jim was already ensconced in the guest room.

She sighed, listened to him fluff pillows and unfold sheets, and headed into her bedroom.

She let him be mad for several days, then she decided to handle him.

Almost a week of him being the manly man, going to work in man clothes. Days of being surly with her. Then she had had enough.

He was in the den watching TV. He was not happy, she doubted he was even seeing what his eyes were looking at. She entered the room, grabbed the remote and turned the TV off. He glared at her.

“Were you happier wearing panties, or are you happier now?”

“What the fuck does that mean?”

“It’s an honest question. Were you happier being horny all day? Or are you happy walking around like somebody stuck a pitchfork up your ass.”

He started to get up and she pushed him back.

“Hey!” He got up, slapped her hand aside when she tried to push him back, and started out of the room. She grabbed his shirt and spun him around. She yelled into his face. “You don’t agree with me so I should be able to hit you!”

“The fuck!” he yelled back.

So she hit him. With her fist. Right in the face.

He blinked. It didn’t hurt him, not at all, but he registered shock.

“Don’t you dare treat me like shit!” She yelled.

He touched his face, suddenly his anger was evaporating.

“All I did was play games and have fun and and try to get you to behave less like a baboon and more like a human being!” She grabbed his shirt front with both hands and tried to shake him.

Like her fist, it didn’t have much effect…on the outside. But on the inside Jim was having big chunks of opinion move around and readjust.

“Do you like wearing sexy clothes?”

He tried to unlatch her hands, but she wouldn’t let go.

“I asked you a question! Do you like to wear sexy nylons? Do you like to wear panties? Do you like your cock to be throbbing all day?”

She was shaking for all she was worth. He didn’t move much, but his face was changing. He looked like a little boy who was afraid he was going to cry.

She pulled him to her and kissed him. Hard. On the mouth. His eyes were wide.

She pushed him away, finally letting go. She whispered. “I want to suck your cock.”

Another big blink.

“I’m going to grab your penis and pull it out and I’m going to suck your cock.”

He took a step back, but he was a gone goose. She took two steps forward and grabbed for his belt. She managed to unzip him, then her hand was in his pants, searching, and he found that his cock was suddenly getting hard.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

She dropped to her knees and went to work on him.

He tried to take her head in his hands but she had a lip lock on him, and she wasn’t letting go.

His cock got harder and harder.

She had one hand on his balls now, and she held them so tightly he groaned and buckled at the knee.

Back and forth her head bobbed. She lipped the skull, and gave little bites to the sensitive area under the head.

He groaned, and she stood back up, now stroking his penis with her hand.

She kissed him. She chewed on his mouth and sucked on his tongue and she could feel his resistance draining away.

She pulled his head to her shoulder and whispered. “I tried to help you and you treated me like shit. I’m going to have to punish you.”

He was frozen in her grasp.

“I’m going to spank you, and I want you to wear a bra.”

He was shaking his head, but she could feel her shoulder getting wet.

“Yes. I am. You’ve been a bad boy, and you need to be disciplined.”

He shook his head, but she pushed his face back, studied his face and kissed him again.

He kissed her back. He had almost no resistance now.

“Come,” she said. She led him by the cock back into the bedroom.

“I’m not going to fuck you. You treated me so poorly that you don’t deserve a fuck. But that doesn’t mean you get out of your husbandly duties. You’re going to have to fuck me…with your mouth.”

He didn’t complain. She let him go and he just stood there and watched her.

She pulled her panties down and sat on the bed. She just looked at him.

His knees slowly bent and he knelt at the side of the bed. His face moved forward and he began to pleasure her.

She sighed and laid back. She was aware that she had somehow pulled a rabbit out of the hat. The old Jim would have stood his ground, would have fought back. The new Jim hadn’t.

She scooted back and spread her legs and he climbed up on the bed and buried his face between her thighs.

“That’s it, honey. Do me good. You have to learn your lesson, and this is a good start.”

She thought he nodded, but it was difficult to tell the way his head was moving in her crotch.

She pulled him up on the bed and they lay, side by side, kissing. Then she pushed him back on his back. “I need a dick. But don’t you dare cum. Don’t you dare fucking cum!”

She squatted over him, watched him closely, and lowered herself. His penis slid into her smoothly. Too smoothly. She was wet. Real wet. Taking him to task, taking charge, it had made her super wet. Sex is power, power is sex.

She placed her hands on his chest and went up and down slowly.

Jim gulped, and he tried not to cum. He tried to reduce motion, which, of course, drove Kylie wild. She pulled on her tits and twisted her hips and rode him like he was a race horse.

Then he got too close and she pulled off him.

He gasped.

She lay down and spread and said, “Finger bang me. Do it hard.”

He rolled over and inserted several fingers. He began slow jamming them in and hooking them out.

She gasped, feeling his fingers touching her insides. “More!”

He had four fingers sliding back and forth, and he was pushing his knuckles against the rim of her hole.

“Harder! You bitch! Do me the right way!”

He pushed, and his knuckles suddenly slipped through her hole.

He froze, suddenly panicked.

She froze, realized what had happened. Then she smiled. “Yes. Do me.”

He began to move his arm back and forth, but now he was cautious, scared.

She reached down and gripped his forearm and set up the pace. Not fast, rather slow, with a little extra pull at the end. His fist went deep, pulled back. Her hole felt stretched and…full.

She had been fucking for years, but she had never felt this full She had never felt this good. She groaned and tilted her hips and fucked his wrist.

In and out he moved, like he was slow motion punching a bag. She began to jerk and writhe and her hips gripped him and…she went over the top.

She held his wrist still, her voice sounded like a growl, and her eyes rolled back, back, till nothing showed but the whites.

Then she broke into a series of shivers and spasms, and then everything fell apart. The orgasm was over and she just laid there, an exhausted woman with a fist up her pussy.

“Out,” she whispered.

Jim gently pulled his fist out of her. She groaned at the suddenly empty feeling, but she didn’t want any more. She just lay there, stunned.

Jim started to get up, but she grabbed his neck and pulled him back. He lay next to her, his ear pressed against her chest and hearing her rapidly pounding heart.

“If you ever sleep in another room again I’ll make you sleep on the floor.”

He said nothing.

“You will wear what I tell you to wear.”

He lay against her, his mind was in turmoil, but somehow he knew the way out was just to shut up and listen. A part if him recognized that he needed this discipline.

“And I will spank you. Tomorrow. Now go to sleep.”

Within a minute she was asleep. He lay next to her, silent, feeling her warmth.

He didn’t know what had happened. He had never cried like that. And the way she just bullied him. It was worse than his sisters.

And…better.

Finally, he closed his eyes and slept. His sleep was deep, and so were his dreams.

Jim woke up on Saturday morning. It wasn’t one of those slow and lazy wake ups where you stretch and roll over and smack your lips and wonder where you are. It was eyes snapped open and he was wired.

The memories of the previous day rolled in on him. The argument with Kylie and how it ended.

He was going to be wearing more female clothes. It caused a shudder in him, yet his penis, for the first time in a week, was happy. It was standing up and smiling. If dripping is smiling.

How did he feel about that?

Shivery, yet live wire alert.

He rolled over and realized that Kylie wasn’t there.

Normally, pre this whole thing he would have gotten up and gotten dressed and sauntered out to the kitchen.

Now he was supposed to get up and go out to the kitchen…without clothes on.

Nothing but a hard on.

He rolled onto his back and stared at the ceiling.

He listened. The house was quiet.

He pivot and sat up. His legs dangled and his cock pointed across the room. Well, nothing for it, he got up and headed for the kitchen.

“Good morning, dear,” Kylie was sitting at the dining room table, sipping grapefruit juice and watching the world.

“Hi.” He felt awkward just speaking to her.

“Come over here.”

He went to the table, but before he could sit down Kylie reached out and took his cock in her hand. She stroked it, and it felt good. After a week of being out of sorts it was heaven. He sighed and they just held their places for a long moment.

“Going to work today?”

“No.”

“Good, let’s get you dressed up today. And I still have to spank you. I think we’ll attend to that this afternoon.”

He said nothing.

“Well, go get your breakfast and I’ll get your clothes ready.”

He went to the kitchen and fixed some sausages, then out to the pool where he sat, naked, and ate the tasty meat.

Done, he jumped into the pool and luxuriated for a long moment. He wanted to spend an hour lazing around, but there was an excitement stirring in him, so he got out, took care of his dishes, then headed for the bedroom.

Kylie was sitting at her vanity table filing her nails. She looked up when he entered and smiled. “There you are. Come, have a seat.” She stood up and held the vanity chair back for him. Giving her a curious look, he sat down.

She sat next to him and began working on his hands.

“What are you doing?”

“Fixing your nails. You really have let them go.”

He watched as she trimmed and filed, then she asked, “Would you like some longer nails?”

“What? You’re going to make them grow.”

She giggled. “No. But if you keep these poor, old nails I’m going to paint them red. If you let me give you some fake nails I’ll paint them a natural color. Might save you some embarrassment when you go to the store.”

“How long?”

“Oh, not very. Just a quarter inch longer than what you’ve got now. But they’ll be very durable.”

He was caught then. He was being given a choice, but…he didn’t understand what was happening to him.

“Fake it is,” she made up his mind for him. “You’ll love them.”

She selected oval shaped fingernails, and they were, just like she said, just a quarter inch longer. But…they were feminine.

He watched as she glued them in place, then began painting them.

“I’ve used good glue, so they shouldn’t lift, but if they do we can fix them. That’s the nice things about fake nails. Anything happens we can fix or repair easily and quickly.”

She gave him three coats, simply strokes from cuticle to tip, then she applied a lacquer. His nails were slightly feminine, but she had done a good job.

She kissed the top of his head and sighed. “Of course if we go out I might want to paint them red, but this will help break you in to the whole feminine way of thought.”

The feminine way of thought. Hunh.

“Okay, very nice. Now, I think we’ll put you in a tummy shaper. But before we do that we need to give you breasts.”

She went into her closet and brought out a shopping bag. She brought out two breast forms and placed them on the vanity table. They looked very big.

She brought out a tube of glue and began slathering it on his chest, then she used glue from another bottle and applied a thick coat to the back of the breast forms.

“Two types of glue?”

“Uh, no….hold on.” She placed a boob very carefully on his chest. She pressed hard for a couple of minutes, taking the time to press the edges of the boob so they were flat on his chest. When she was done there was only a thin line, and a different color around the boob to indicate that it was false. She quickly did the other one, and while she worked the edges down she said, “This is a new binary glue. It holds with ten seconds of the two parts touching.”

“Binary? Isn’t that rather long lasting? I mean, I’v heard they use this stuff on battleships and stuff.”

“Well, I don’t know about that. I just know that the girls down at the salon told me this is the stuff if you want your prosthesis to last.”

Jim stared at his chest in the mirror. It was big, but it had to be because his male chest was slightly wider than a female chest.

Kylie put a bra around him, inspected the look, then fastened it and adjust the straps. “You’ll be able to wear a real swim suit and go swimming and everything. But. you’ll need a bra or else your skin will get all stretchy. You don’t want stretch marks, do you?”

“No I don’t think so.”

“Okay. We’re going to have to do something about that cock of yours.” She reached down and shook it and he groaned.

“I don’t think I’ve ever seen you drip so much.”

“We could just get me off.”

“After your little hissy fit? I think not. You’re going to have to earn your orgasms from here on out.

“But…guys need to cum!”

“That’s an old saw. Not true. Doubtless made up by some irresponsible man who just wanted excessive orgasms.”

Excessive orgasms. These little gems she was saying were bouncing around inside his skull with great effect.

“Anyway, I’ve got your chastity tube on order, and it should be here this afternoon. So enjoy your last few hours of freedom. Soon this guy will be behaving himself.”

He looked at his cock, he had to lean forward to look over his boobs to see it, and he sighed.

“Okay, let’s get you into a tummy shaper. You can point your dick down and that will help your lines.”

He didn’t fully understand the comment about lines until he had the tummy shaper on, and his nylons, and a navy blue pencil skirt.

It had hurt a little when he forced his hard cock down between his legs, but the restriction and positioning of the tummy shaper eliminated his cock bump. His skirt was flat, and he stared at his figure in a mirror. His waist was smaller, but needed to be even smaller. His chest was huge. His hips flared out a little and…he looked like a woman below the neck.

“Nice,” she said. “I’m going to do your hair now.”

He sat while she trimmed his locks, shaped and sprayed, and made his hair into a shaggy sort of bob. It was a little short for a woman, but long for a man, and definitely looked feminine.

Then she surprised him, as if he wasn’t surprised enough. She picked up a small, golden tube and turned the base. A pale pink pillar came out. She threw a leg over his lap and sat on him. She pinched his cheeks to create a pout, and painted his lips.

It was the horniest thing he had ever experienced. It outdid his nails and his clothes. It caused his penis to throb.

Kylie smiled. “Mr. Happy likes it.”

He said nothing. He tasted his lips.

“Now, don’t chew. If you ruin your look I’ll use lipstain.”

He wasn’t sure what the big deal about that was, but he tried to control himself. It felt very strange to have slightly pink lips.

Kylie rested her forearms on his shoulders and leaned her face in to his. She sighed. “Oh, honey. You are so beautiful, and I’m afraid I’m going to have get some relief. Not with you, of course, but…you’re so beautiful.”

She touched her lips to his, very softly, then she stood up.

“Are you ready for your first set of heels?”

“Heels?” Truth was, Jim was gobsmacked. He was barely able to speak, he was so stunned by what was happening.

She handed him a pair of high heels. They were only about three inches, and the heel was a bit thicker than your normal spike.

He grunted, it was difficult to bend with the tummy shaper on, and slipped the heels onto his feet.

She helped him up and he tottered, and felt like he was six feet taller.

“Oh,” he said in surprise.

“Cool, huh?”

She walked him across the room, keeping her rm linked in his. His ankles wobbled and he had to really focus on keeping them straight. Within a minute, however, she was giving him instructions. “This will strengthen your ankle, so you shouldn’t have to worry about injuring yourself again. Now place your feet on a line. That’s it. Feel your hips sway back and forth?”

She walked him all over the house, and he was actually getting the hang of it. Suddenly they heard the doorbell. DING DONG!

Jim froze, but Kylie just laughed. “Come. I’ll answer the door, but I want you to get used to people seeing you.”

She almost had to drag him, and the doorbell sounded again, but finally she had him in the foyer. She opened the door and a delivery man was there. “I need a signature.”

The delivery man held out a pen and a clipboard, glanced at Jim, and waited for Kylie to sign. She did, handed the clipboard back, and the delivery man trotted down the walk towards his truck.

Jim was astounded. “He didn’t even…”

Kylie laughed. “Yes, he did.”

“What?”

“He checked you out.”

He barely glanced at me.

“Yes, to see if you were worth checking out. While you were watching me sign, and worrying, he was looking at your reflection in the side window here.

Jim looked at the side window, remembered how the delivery man had been standing, and it was true. “He checked me out?”

Kylie held the package in her hand and grinned. “He didn’t even think you were a man. Doesn’t it make you feel like a secret agent or something?”

Jim kept musing, “He checked me out.” His voice actually sounded a little frightened.

“Okey, dokey,” Kylie stepped to the little table in the foyer and opened a drawer, she took out a pair of scissors and sliced through the tape on the box. She opened the flaps, looked inside and smiled. “Excellent.”

“What’d you get?”

“Your little surprise. Come on.” Still holding the box, she reached for her purse and car keys.

“What? Where?”

“Over to Shiela’s house.”

“But…I don’t want to go outside!”

“Tough. You’ll have to go out some day, and this is as good a day as any.”

Her purse over her shoulder, the box in her purse, she now had hands free, and she pulled his arm with one hand and smacked his butt with the other.

“Ow,” he said. It didn’t really hurt that much, but it was the idea. “I thought it’s not okay to hit people.”

“There’s a big difference between a swat on the butt and the kind of haymaker you threw at the party.”

He frowned, but was shoved out the door. Simply, he couldn’t resist her while in heels.

“My car. I’ll drive. Scoot.”

She was walking behind him, and the sound of her heels was pushing him along. He made it out to the car without breaking an ankle.

“Sit down, then pivot and pull your legs in.”

He did so, and managed to be seated by the time she slid behind the wheel.

She backed out slowly, and the top started going down.

“Hey!”

“What’s the matter?”

“People can see me!”

“Good. You’re gorgeous.” She hit the gas and the car zipped down the road.

Jim’s face was red, and he was sitting sort of shriveled, at least until Kylie slapped his arm and told him to sit up straight. He did, and the wind brushed his hair back and he looked at the world.

And the world looked at him. He was a beautiful woman in a convertible, and guys kept glancing over at him and smiling. He tried to ignore them, but he could feel their hot, filthy, little looks on his flesh.

Ten minutes later Kylie pulled into Shiela’s driveway. The Miata was parked front and center, and a small Nissan was parked to the side.

They got out of the car and walked up to the front door.

“Girlfriend! You’re here!” Shiela kissed Kylie on the lips, then linked arms and walked her into the house. She ignored Jim.

“So you have his little cage. Let me see.”

Kylie handed her the box. The two women sat down in the living room and Shiela took the chastity device out of the box.

It was small, barely larger than Jim’s cock when it was limp, and it was pink. There was a shaped ring, and Shiela put the two parts together, the ring and the tube. They slipped together easily, and Jim realized there was a little lock built in. Shiela tried out the key and smiled. “Perfect. Are you going to put it on him now?”

“Where’s Tommy?” asked Jim.

“He’s down in the dungeon. Try not to speak until you’re spoken to.”

Jim blinked. She hadn’t been mean when she said it, just matter of fact.

“I want to, but his cock is very erect.”

“I should think. Men are so out of control.”

“Not for long,” Kylie whispered, and the two women giggled.

Kylie turned to Jim. “Jamie, there’s a bag of frozen peas in the ice box. Go get them.”

Jim was blinking. It was one thing to be ordered around by his wife, but Shiela wasn’t his wife. Kylie solved that little dilemma, however, by glancing at him and nodding.

Jim came back a minute later holding the bag of peas.

Shiela took it and Kylie said, “Take off your skirt sand tummy shaper.”

“But…but…”

She looked at him with an arched eyebrow.

He tried not to look at Shiela, who was watching him with an amused expression. He took off the pencil skirt and laid it over the back of a chair. He wiggled the tummy shaper down and Shiela said, “That’s enough. Sit here.” She patted a space on the couch between her and Kylie.

Jim lowered himself, and Shiela slapped the bag of peas onto his groin.

“Hey!”

“Shush up, Jamie. We need to get you small enough.”

He shivered, and he imagined his cock turning into an icicle and breaking off. But it didn’t break off, it just got softer, softer, and shrunk into a limp, little thing.

“Okay, I think it’ll work,” Shiela muttered.

Kylie fit the ring around his whole package, balls and all, then she slipped the tube over his slack cock. The lock clicked, and he was locked. Kylie put the little, gold key on the chain around her neck, and he stared over his boobs at his now caged cock.

His dick was already trying to get hard. It surged, fought the plastic, and couldn’t win. But it wouldn’t stop surging. His dick was a ‘no quit’ kind of guy.

“Okey dokey. Pull your panties up.”

They watched him adjust his clothing, and Shiela said, “He makes a beautiful woman. If you want to pick up anybody he’ll make a good wing man. Wing woman.”

“I know.”

As they talked Jim felt the insidious nature of the cock cage go to work. Surge, relax. Surge, relax. He was on a never ending cycle that was just making him hornier and hornier.

“I don’t think I can take this.”

They ignored him.

“Do you really have a dungeon?”

“Absolutely. Tommy has been working on it for months. It’s still got a few things to be done, but it’s totally functional. Would you like to see it?”

“Of course!”

Shiela walked with Kylie through the kitchen, then led the way down some narrow steps. Jim followed along., still trying to figure out how he was supposed to live with the cock cage on.

The dungeon was about fifteen by thirty.

“It was originally a bomb shelter, built back in the fifties. Tommy had to do a lot of modifications. See how thick the door is?”

The door was two inches thick and weighed, literally, a ton.

“He had to get specially constructed hinges, with real ball bearings in them, so I could move the door.

They entered the bomb shelter itself and Jim looked around in surprise. It was made of concrete and it was painted black. Chains hung from the far wall, and there was another door on the far right. There was a wet bar on the far left, and a couple of weird pieces of furniture in the center. One was shaped like a horse, but with little platforms on the legs and on one end of the center plank. The center plank was slightly lower in the middle.

There was also a St. Andrew’s Cross. Manacles hung from the end of the cross.

“We don’t use the cross much. We like the horse. Would you like a drink?”

“Sure.”

Shiela walked to the wet bar and began preparing a couple of drinks. She glanced at Jim, then asked Kylie, “Are you going to spank him today?”

“I was.”

“Would you like to do it here? I have all the necessary items, and I love to watch a man be disciplined.”

“Well…”

Jim was frozen. His mind was stopped and he just waited to find out what was going to happen to him.

Kylie turned to Jim, and he had the feeling she was going to ask him if he minded, but Shiela nudged her, shook her head, and Kylie instead said, “I’m going to spank you here.”

He blinked.

Shilea asked, “Would you like a drink, Jamie? It will help with your first spanking.”

“Uh, yes.”

Shiela mixed a third drink and handed it to him.

He sipped, and wondered out loud, “Where’s Tommy?”

“In his cell.”

Jim was blank.

“Go open that door over there.”

Jim walked to the door on the far right. It was thin metal, and he pulled it open. It creaked very slightly.

“Don’t you love the sound of creaking doors?” Shiela asked Kylie. “It just gives an extra layer of ambience.”

Jim looked into the cell.

It was bare, except for two buckets. One held water, and the other held…water. Between the buckets, against the far wall, Tommy lay on the cold floor. He was naked, and he was wearing a chastity tube, and he sat up. “Hi, Jim.”

“Uh, hi.”

“Nice tits.”

“Thanks.”

“Close the door on your way out.”

Jim backed out and closed the door. It clanked just like a cell door in a prison.

“You don’t lock the door?”

“Oh, no. In the beginning I did. But he’s becoming much better disciplined, and he knows what unauthorized ‘wandering’ will get him.

“Unauthorized wandering,” Kylie smiled. “I like that.”

“Drink up, Jim. Let’s get the show on the road.”

Jim sipped, and was descending into a state of shock. All the things that had happened to him…

And, yet…he was okay with it.

He didn’t know if he was happy, but his cock sure was trying to get hard.

The girls sat on the horse and chatted until Jim was done with his drink, then they stood up and Kylie said,  “Lay face down on the horse.”

Jim moved to the ‘furniture.’ He lowered himself to the center plank.

The plank was wide, and there was a narrow place at the chest for his boobs to hang down. They didn’t hang, of course, because he was wearing a bra and blouse.

Kylie took one side and Shiela the other, and they fastened strips of leather around his biceps and thighs. His knees and elbows rested on the little platforms on the legs of the horse.

Jim was laying on a sight curve, his butt was up in the air and his chin rested on a platform so his face was up and facing straight ahead.

“So what do you want to use? Belt? Short whip? Paddle? You don’t want to use your hand for his first paddling.”

“I like the idea of a paddle.”

“Good choice. I’ve got several to choose from.

On one wall was a pegboard and various implements of discipline hung from it. Shiela took down a couple of paddles. “These have air holes, so you can swing them faster. This one has metal studs, I think that might be a little much for a first timer, but how bad was his offense?”

“Oh, I don’t know. The main thing is that instead of talking it out he insisted on treating me like shit for a week.”

“Yikes. I’d give Tommy the cat o’ nine tails for that. But…first timer?” She shrugged and ached her eyes in question as she held out the paddle without the metal studs in it.

“I think that should do it.”

The girls walked back over to the horse.

“You’re going to want to really get a swing going. This paddle is a little light. It’ll do the job, but put your weight into it.”

“Okay. Are you ready for this, Jim?”

“No.”

The girls laughed.

“Don’t you love a man with a sense of humor?” Shiela commented. “Oh, before we start…” She walked over to a cabinet and took out two bundles of straps. She handed one to Kylie and stepped into the first one. She then opened a drawer and took out a dildo. She snapped it into the harness and turned towards Kylie. Her hands were on her hips and she had a big smile. “Never whip a man without wearing the symbol of his power. It really lets him know who’s boss.”

Kylie grinned, selected a dildo, and put it on. They both turned to Jim.

“Jamie, would you like to suck my cock?”

Jim’s eyes were wide. “I don’t think so.”

“How about your wife’s?”

“No.”

But now Kylie was into it. She stepped closer to him, right in front of his face. He looked up the length of her cock and up to her face.

“Honey, I would really like it if you sucked my cock.”

“Well, uh…”

“If I said please?”

“Well, I don’t really want to.”

Shiela knelt in front of him. “Jamie, you can suck it, or fuck it. But one way or another, your wife’s cock is going into you.”

Jim said nothing. His mind was protesting. Unfortunately, his cock was writhing in his cage.

“Okay,” said Shiela. “We can fuck him, but let’s get this spanking out of the way first.”

They went to the back of the horse and Kylie got set.

“All right, Jim. Here it comes.”

WSSS…SMACK!

Jim nearly left his skin. If the horse hadn’t been bolted down he would have overturned it.

“Nice.”

WSSS…SMACK!

“Normally you would have him count the strokes, but I would settle for just spanking him this first time.”             

WSSS…SMACK!

Jim was crying now. And his ass felt like it was exploding.

WSSS…SMACK!

“Make sure you do both cheeks.”

WSSS…SMACK!

Jim lurched and howled. He begged. He cried. His ass was turning a bright red.

WSSS…SMACK!

WSSS…SMACK!

WSSS…SMACK!

“Nice.” Shiela went to the front of the horse and squatted. “You’re doing good, Jamie. Two more and you’re done.”

WSSS…SMACK!

Jim’s whole body ached. He was struggling with every ounce of muscle he had, but the horse was well made.

WSSS…SMACK!

And it was done.

Jim lay on the bench and sobbed.

Both girls knelt in front of him. Kylie kissed his forehead.

“Okay, Jim. You didn’t want to kiss her cock, so now you have to take it at the other end. You can, however, give it a quick kiss right now, just so you can slobber on it. I tell ya, there’s nothing worse than a dry cock shoved up your pussy.

“I…I…”

Shiela stood up, lifted Kylie by the arm, and moved her in front of Jim.

“Use lots of saliva, Jim. You don’t want it to hurt.”

Kylie moved closer, and her penis touched Jim’s lips.

Jim opened his mouth and accepted the length of dildo. Kylie slowly pushed it in and pulled it out. His pink lips looked very sexy sucking her cock.

For a long minute she fucked his mouth. He cried, and slobbered, and she finally backed off. She walked to the back of the horse and said, “Okay, Jim. Here we go.”

She pushed the cock slowly into him.

Jim’s eyes opened and he threshed wildly, well, as wildly as possible since he was secured on the horse.

“You know, I think we should use a little lube.”

“Okey dokey.” Shiela handed Kylie a jar of lube. Kylie bent down, and poked a finger up his ass. It slid in smoothly and she coated the rim of his ass with lube.

After the first assault this was much easier, and he even rotated his ass slightly.

Shiela went to his front and squatted. She brushed his hair back. “You need to relax, Jim. The cock is going in, and the more you resist the more it hurts. If you can relax it’ll help.

Jim gulped.

Kylie used two fingers and pushed more lube into his asshole. He jerked, then tried to relax.

Shiela sat down, leaned close to him, and kissed him. It as one of those passionate kisses she had given Kylie.

“I love it when a man knows his place. Do you know your place, Jamie?”

“I’m…I’m trying.” He was still crying, but his tears were getting less.

Three fingers and Jim gasped.

“I know you are. You just have to remember that women are in charge. We’re strong enough to have babies. We live longer. We make men do our bidding. Do you understand?”

He gave a little nod.

She made out with him then, kissing him, Frenching him, while Kylie loosened up his asshole.

Finally, Kylie stood up and steppe between his legs again.

Jim’s lips were fused with Shiela’s, and Kylie pushed her dick into him.

He gasped, and Shiela kept her mouth on his, she kissed in his shock and surprise.

“Mmm,” she moaned.

Kylie began moving in and out.

If Shiela hadn’t been kissing him Jim might have lost it, but the way she kissed him, comforted him, it let him know that he wasn’t alone.

After five minutes Kylie started slowing down. She corkscrewed a bit, and he could feel the tip of her dick rubbing his insides.

And he began to pee.

He tired to pull his mouth away, to tell her, but Shiela held the back of his head, kept her lips pressed to him.

He pissed for a long couple of minutes. Just a drooling kind of a piss, like he was pissing out honey.

“Okay,” he’s done,” Kylie said, and she pulled out.

Jim felt an instant emptiness, and he was shocked when he realized that he missed her dick.

Shiela took her lips away and whispered to him. “Jim, Kylie pressed on your prostate and forced the cum out of you. That’s all the relief you’ll get, and I have to tell you, in the next couple of days you’re going to feel hornier than you ever have in your life. I hope you enjoy it.”

Jim just stared at her.

They released him then. He staggered a bit, he still had high heels on, and he stood there, panties down, dress up, and cock stirring in his cage.

Shiela made him another drink, stood next to him and made him quaff the whole thing. “You’re a good boy, Jim. I want you to go into the dungeon and be with Tommy.”

Snuffling, he let himself be guided across the dungeon. The door was opened and he walked in.

“We aren’t going to lock the door, Jamie, but I want you to stay here until Kylie calls you. Is that understood?”

Jim nodded.

The door was closed and Jim stood in the middle of the room. Tears kept coming from his eyes, and he tried to stop them, but couldn’t.

Outside the cell Shiela turned to Kylie. “Very good, girlfriend. He’ll make a first class husband one day.”

Kylie smiled.

“Now, all this fun and games has given me an appetite. Would you like to go upstairs and use that dildo on me?”

“Only if you use yours on me.”

“That can be arranged,” Shiela grinned.

The two girls, arms around each other’s waist, walked across the dungeon and up the stairs. Their fake weenies waggled as they walked, and their boobs jiggled.

Downstairs, in the dungeon, Tommy sat up. “Oh, heck. Come here, Jim.”

Jim crossed the cell and let himself be pulled down. He sat, and Tommy’s arms went around him.

“It’s okay, honey. “It’s okay.”

Tommy brushed Jims’ hair back and soothed him.

Jim melted into Tommy’s arms and sighed and finally stopped crying.

Tommy kissed his forehead and held him.

END
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A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end!
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I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!
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Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!
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If you liked

‘Why Men Can’t Fight Pink!’

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman!’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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