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The Feminist Experiment

If every man was feminized…


PART ONE

My wife thinks women should be in charge.

Her first argument is that women are smarter than men. She touts statistics about more women graduating from college, running companies, and so on.

Her second argument, and I think this is sort of insidious, is that women are smarter because they are more beautiful, and being beautiful, they can get men to do what they want done.

Hmm. Unfortunately, I think she’s right. I mean, look what she’s done to me? Or, maybe you shouldn’t. I don’t really feel like fessing up right now, and we’ll be getting to that soon enough.

Anyway, with those two arguments to bolster her life, she charges around, making men do what she wants, and using them and discarding them, and now…well, you know. She’s got that bill coming to a vote in Congress that will…let me start at the beginning.

“Honey, I’m home!”

I entered the kitchen, looked around, no answer. But her car was in the driveway.

Then: “I’m in here. Come here!”

Come here? Uh oh. What have I done now?

I entered the computer room and found her scribbling in a journal, which journal, upon my entering, she snapped shut.

“Hi, hon,” I kissed the top of her hair. I would rather have kissed her on the cheek, or the lips, or maybe even the pussy. But my wife isn’t that kind of woman. She frowns on extraneous and useless contact. Even between consenting adults.

“Go get me a drink. We need to talk.”

Huh. This looked like it was going to be one of ‘those days.’ Well, the best way to handle one of ‘those days’ was to go with the flow and get it over with.

I went into the kitchen, searched through the bourbon, and found a half used bottle of ‘The Boss Hog.’ I smiled. $500 a bottle, and something I only dreamed about before Melissa was elected to the state senate.

Now that she was in charge of things, and considered a mover and a shaker and on the fast track to the US senate, we drank good stuff.

Well, I did.

I poured some Caliber Canadian whiskey into a glass for her.

I know, I know. What kind of a husband drinks the good stuff and palms off $5.96 whiskey on his wife?

I do.

And why do I do?

Because my name is Jerry, and I wear a chastity tube.

Yeah, one of those nefarious devices that strangles the cock and leaves it always horny and dripping.

Not only that, but when my wife does want to make love she…well, let me save that one for you. But when I do tell you, you’ll understand why I take these silly, little ‘revenges.’

Anyway, I splashed some Coke into the glasses, made sure to remember which hand held the good stuff, and returned to Melissa’s computer room.

She was intent on a spreadsheet on the computer and didn’t look at me. She did, however, lift her glass and take a good slug. And left her beautiful red lipstick on the lip of the glass.

I should tell you now, that though my wife can be a bit, uh…bitchy? She is a gorgeous woman.

She has a svelte body with just enough round on the hips, and breasts that, if they were for sale in a meat market, would go for $100 an ounce, and be sold only in twenty pound packages.

I mean, they were big! And…sweet! And they had large nipples that looked like they were cold in the hottest weather.

Of course, these days it was pretty much only hearsay for me. She still liked to have them sucked, but not by me. For me they were just for tantalizing and teasing.

I sat down next to her. She had summoned me, and it was best to be ready, at her beck and call, for when she deigned to speak to me.

As I sat there, lusting after her red lips and big tits, I should probably tell you that it wasn’t always that way.

I met her in college. We ran into each other at a few mixers, and she wasn’t interested.

I was a happy sort of dude, moving from relationship to relationship, getting a rep for being a little kinky, so it was fine with me if I didn’t fall into the train of a real queen.

But, junior year, that changed.

Junior year she approached me, told me we were going to be a couple, and to report to her dorm that night at 8.

I often wonder why I reported. But I don’t wonder that much. I was known as a footstool. Women went out with me, and I liked to kiss them,  fondle their breasts, lick their pussies, suck their toes, and generally please them. And I didn’t always please myself.

There’s a greater pleasure in denial than there is in the act of sex.

At least for me there was.

So, though I didn’t have much interest in her, I was intrigued enough to show up at her dorm at 8. I had heard a few rumors, she was the ‘ice queen,’ men loved her…until they hated her. Hmm.

It’s sort of a wonder that I didn’t see how we were made for each other.

So I showed up, and she took my hand and led me up to her room. In her room she commanded me to strip.

The door wasn’t locked. Her roommate could come in at any time. Any of her dorm mates might come in at any time.

I started to walk out.

“Stop.”

And, for some reason, I did.

Well, it wasn’t for some reason. It was because all my life I had been drawn to strong women.

My mother was strong, and pushed me around like a shopping cart.

My girlfriends found out I was compliant, and they used me.

Oh, I got sex, a lot of sex, but it wasn’t sex that I was after. It was that delicious moment of submission, when I gave up my will and became a hopeless, fawning puppet.

I liked being a footstool.

She told me to take off my clothes, and I could feel myself melting, giving up resistance, melting to her power.

I took off my clothes.

“Kneel.” She lifted her skirt and she wasn’t wearing panties.

I knelt.

“Eat me.”

I moved forward, and now I was immune to the world. I was fascinated by the juicy folds of her vagina. I was hypnotized by her hairless slit. I was mesmerized by the moistness of her pinkness.

I remember the world going away as I dove into her. She was like a swimming pool, and I was completely immersed, holding my breath for ages, drowning in pussy.

She held my head at first, then she relaxed her grip. I was like a chicken put to the white line. I wasn’t going anywhere.

Her roommate came in.

“Hey, Melissa.”

“Hey, Sharon. This is Jerry, he’s my new boyfriend.”

I barely heard them talking. My ears were pressed by squeezing thighs. My mouth was sucking the nectar of the Gods.

“Can I use him when you’re done?”

“Only if you haven’t washed your pussy for a week.”

They giggled, and I inserted my tongue, fucked her with my tongue, and she groaned.

“Long tongue?” asked Sharon.

“The longest.”

“Oh, goodie.”

“Hey, can you tell the girls to come here for a minute?”

There was something in me that perked up then. I wanted to stand up, to be seen, but she held my head again, wouldn’t let me out of her folds. She thrust her hips into my mouth and fucked my face.

In a couple of minutes a bevy of young college coeds were in the room. I think that was the moment I realized something of Melissa’s nature.

She was a mover, a shaker, a driven personality, and she commanded others. She was that strong.

Did I have any clue as to how far she would go? Nah. Besides I wasn’t interested in that sort of thing. I was only interested in the pussy put before me, and the advice of my dear mother. ‘You can take what you want, but eat all you take.’

And there seemed to be no end to the depths of this delicious cunt I was being swallowed by.

“Girls?”

The college kids all paid attention.

“I’m keeping this one, so put the word out, ‘hands off.’”

There were a few giggles a couple of chuckles, and one outright laugh, then the girls were gone and I was left, and I came.

It was too much for me. The utter submissiveness, being told I was being ‘kept,’ my trigger clicked, the sperm shot up my dick and shot all over one of her feet.

“Ew!” And she pushed me away. “Did you actually…you did! What a disgusting pig!”

Yet there was a curious satisfaction in her. She liked the fact that she could make me cum so easily. It solidified her control over me.

“Lick my foot. And make sure you get in between the toes.”

I had no problem with that. I licked her sole and sucked her toes, and shortly I had another erection.

She pushed me away and laughed. “We’re going a long way, you and I.”

And she dismissed me.

Over the next few days, even if I had wanted to break away from Melissa, pussy on campus dried up. Girls still talked to me, but not much. And none would go out with me.

I was claimed property.

The interesting thing was that Melissa ignored me. She didn’t ask me to come see her, didn’t demand to be taken out. She had put out the word, and was quite happy to let nature take its course.

And the course, in this instance, was that I eventually went to her and asked to be released.

She laughed. Told me to get naked, and had me lick her to an orgasm. This time hers, and not mine.

In fact, my days of orgasm became few and far between.

I would pleasure her pussy, and even her friends’, and then be sent away.

I was horny all-l-l the time. I was erect and dripping. I was desperate.

I jacked off.

And, I don’t know how, she sensed it.

I was commanded into her presence, and given a chastity tube.

“If you’re going to be so selfish as to waste your seed…then we must control you.

She made me put it on, and it made me even hornier.

And everybody on campus knew.

Guys laughed at me. Girls ‘accidentally’ bumped their hands against my crotch.

Somehow, I don’t know how, I managed to graduate, and the day after I graduated, and Melissa graduated, she moved in and shaped me to her needs.

First, she had me get a job. A good paying job, and she took control of our finances.

Oh, she was generous enough with me, with my money. She gave me an allowance that enabled me to go to lunches with the fellows, and even go drink a little beer on an occasional night out.

But she kept the lion’s share.

She didn’t work. At least, not for wages. She volunteered for the Democratic party. She went out recruiting voters, she stamped mail outs, she went to meetings long into the night.

The first time she came home with cum on her breath I could tell right away.

I kissed her, and I knew. I could taste the slimy substance on her lips. Heck, it was like she used that cum for gloss, and she smiled when she kissed me.

“Honey?” I protested. I had tasted enough of my own cum to known what she had done.

“What?” So pleasant.

“What? You come home with sperm in your mouth and expect me to…to…”

“To what?” And then she sat me down. And I grew to understand that whenever she sat me down, whenever she said, ‘Honey, we’ve got to talk,’ that I was in for it.

She sat me down, then had me get back up and go get her a drink, and when I came back and sat down again she apprised me of the facts of life.

“Honey? Baby? In this job I have to do things to get ahead. An hour ago I was on my knees, sucking Senator Johnson’s johnson. And if he had wanted a fuck, then I would have been obliged. It’s just the nature of this business.

I started to get upset, she listened for a while, then she reached out and slapped my face. “How dare you try to stop me! Is that what good husbands are supposed to do? Stop their wives from succeeding? How selfish are you?”

I rubbed my cheek in shock. It was the first time she had ever struck me. Oh, she had twisted my nuts, and played with my dick with a ping pong paddle, and one time she had even take a whip, a real live whip, to my fanny. Yes, she was gentle, at least that first time. But now she had actually, physically struck me. It wasn’t that it hurt, it was the idea. I was properly cowed.

“Now, if you want to continue in this marriage in good graces, you have to eat me to three orgasms.”

That was the key. No matter how bad it got, when she offered me her pussy to eat, I was a gone goose. I simply couldn’t resist the lure of her womanhood, the moist smell of her snatch, the heady aroma of her dripping vagina.

And it did drip. And it dripped more and more, the more and more she shaped me to her will.

So I got down on my knees, and I ate till my jaw was aching, but I eventually felt the satisfaction of bringing her to three, count ‘em, three, orgasms.

And so went our life. I became accustomed to being a cuckold, and even to licking her lover’s sperm deposits right out of her cave.

And slowly we worked our way up the Democratic chain, and she got elected, and, suddenly, I no longer had to work.

I was more useful as a houseboy, a treat for her guests, or just a laugh for her perversions.

And now I was sitting down in front of her again. Well, to the side, watching her lips move slightly, so red, so plump, so moist. Her breasts, were so big they lay on the edge of the desk as she touched keys on the keyboard. And my groin throbbing and pulsing. My dick pushed outward, almost painfully, against the cage. My balls were big and full, and bluer than the sky. My heart was pounding. To be this close, even denied, especially denied, it was hard to even take a rhythmic breath.

Finally, she leaned back, frowned, then spun towards me…and smiled.

Uh oh. She wasn’t a smiling type of girl, unless she had something she REALLY wanted.

“Honey, I have ordered some herbs and pills. It is very important that you take these medicines.”

“Medicines? But I’m not sick.”

“Not to your own way of thought, but you have a hopeless case of male-itis.”

“That’s not a sickness!” I laughed.

She frowned, and I stopped laughing.

She tapped a thick sheaf of papers sitting on her desk. “This is a preliminary medical report. Compiled by the CDC. Do you wish to read it?”

Oh, God, no! I didn’t want to spend a week reading dry, medical reports! Whip me, beat me, but don’t make me read medical reports! I shook my head.

She continued on, “Females, women, like myself, have two X chromosomes. We are pure, unsullied. With double the Xs we are doubly pure.”

I blinked.

“Males, men, like yourself, have a virus. The so called Y chromosome.” She tapped the medical report. “This report proves that the Y chromosome isn’t a chromosome at all. It is, as I said, a virus. An invader. Something to make a man impure, less than he should be. A man.”

“Hey, wait…”

She frowned. I wasn’t supposed to interrupt her. But to be told that my whole sexuality was a mistake, a…a disease…you can imagine my confusion.

Then she did something that she almost NEVER does. She leaned forward and took my caged cock in her hands.

“Ohhh!” I groaned as she rolled the cage in her hands, gently twisted it, put her fingernail through an opening and tickled my slit.

I shivered. I felt like I was going to blow up and go to heaven.

And I should have realized that she was pulling out ALL the stops.

She said, “So I want you to take these herbs, these medicines, and we will cure you of your malady.”

“But…but…” it had been so long since I had felt her hands, and I was becoming dreadfully confused.

Then she unbuttoned her blouse, and she wasn’t wearing a bra. She pulled my head to her tit.

I licked the nipples and she groaned. I couldn’t even remember the last time she had let me touch her breasts, and I was instantly transported to heaven. I sucked her nipples, and I actually put a hand up and felt her tits.

Oh. My. God! Such ambrosia, and my dick actually started to throb in its cage.

She stopped moving her hand on my cage. “If you do this for me, if you allow me to cure you, I will let you squirt. Only a few drops, but it will be a real squirt.”

Way back in my befuddled head I realized something: for the first time in our lives I had an edge. If she wanted something this bad…I said: “I want to put my dick in you.”

Her breath caught, and for a moment I felt a rage, and wondered if she was going to punch me, or even take a whip to me.

But she really wanted what she wanted, and she forced herself to be calm, and she said, “If that’s what you want. Instead of just squirting, you get to put your penis in my vagina and…and have an orgasm.”

“Oh…oh…” I was beside myself. To be given hope, to be given a chance to be in my wife’s pussy, the greatest pussy in the world, it was too much. My dick began to drool. I didn’t cum, but I was close, and my wife, instead of going ‘EW!’ and pushing me away, continued to milk me, to let my juices run out of me. Not an orgasm, but a milking, of which I had received a few over our lives together.

And she said, “Is it a deal?”

“Yes,”I blurted, unable to control myself any longer.

She let go of my dick then. It continued to drool and drip, but not as much, and the emission began to slow down, and then stop.

The following day we began getting small boxes. Some of these boxes were from Amazon, some were from pharmaceutical companies. I opened them up and took out a variety of herbs, and pills. I put them all in a special drawer in the kitchen, and that night Melissa gave me instructions.

To be honest, I was stupid. Of course, I was horny, so horny I couldn’t think straight. All I could think of was at last being able to put my dick in my wife’s love canal, to wiggle it around, and to shoot.

Heck, wasn’t that what had been driving me all these years? Wasn’t that the dream behind the licking of her pussy and the locking of my cock?

I thought so, so I followed the instructions and did my wife’s bidding.

‘Instructions for inducing galactorrhea’

(Whatever the heck galactorrhea was?)

Take 2 capsules of Metoclopramide with each meal.

Take 1 capsule of  Domperidone each night before bed.

Take 2 capsules of sulpiride, breakfast and dinner.

And so on. I had a dozen pills to take, including Eglonyl, Dolmatil, Sulpitil, Sulparex and Equemote. the remaining pills came in bottles with hand printed labels.

Hand printed. And these were from pharmaceutical companies. Later I would figure out that Melissa had connections, and had had these pills custom made for me.

Or, rather that the companies were prescribing for me, and I was a guinea pig. I was the first human trial. If these drugs worked for me, they would work for the world.

And the instructions made mention of something called prolactin, whatever the heck that was.

So I began taking my pills. Every day. Every meal, as prescribed, throughout the day.

But that was only the start. Three times a day, before every meal, I had to make a herbal smoothie and drink it. All of it.

But, dreams of a real, live, wife induced orgasm, I did it.

Ingredients for increased libido

(Libido? Yeah! I wanted to be horny for when I finally inserted Mr. Penis into Miss Vagina. Ooooh, baby!

Anise Seed  to aid digestion, dispel gas, stop nausea. Works well with raspberry leaves.

Borage Leaves (Borago officinalis)

Fennel Seed (Foeniculum vulgare) to reduce gas, stimulate blood blood.

Fenugreek (Trigonella foenumgraecum) as a digestive aid.

Goat's Rue (Galega officinalis) as a galactogue. (Another one of those stupid words I had no clue as to the meaning of)

Hops (Humulus lupulus) to promote relaxation and sleep. (Well, yeah! The better the hops the better the beer, right?)

Milk Thistle (Silybum marianum) is a poerful antioxidant. Good for the liver.

Nettle Leaf for easily digestible iron, calcium, vitamin K, and folic acid.

Red Raspberry Leaves (Rubus idaeus). Very nutritious.

Shatavari (Asparagus racemosa). An aruyvedic herb excellent for the reproductive system. And excellent for me. I wanted a good reproductive system. Hello, Mr. Dick!)

And that was it. Put it together with some almond milk, throw in a few things like bananas papayas, apricots, and so on, and the mess was palatable. In fact, two bananas and it was even tasty.

And, if all that wasn’t bad enough, Melissa demanded that I change my eating habits.

Now, normally, I did the cooking. Many times Melissa was out for the night, and I was free to have a steak, drink a little bourbon, watch a little MMA, all things that Melissa frowned upon.

Now, however, she began to watch over what foods I cooked, and especially what I ate.

Oh, I smelled steak on her sometimes when she came home from a dinner meeting.

But I was doomed to such things as oatmeal and barley and berries and peaches and tofu and cruciferous vegetables.

Almost a vegetarian, and I began to crave meat. Protein. Caveman fare. Grrr!

But I was afraid Melissa would find out, and that I would not get my actually penis in a vagina cum.

So I made myself adhere to the pills and herbs and foods. And over the coming months I lost some weight. And, if that wasn’t bad enough, I gained some bad weight. My hips grew rounder, my muscles grew slack, and…and one day I noticed something.

“Honey? Can you come here?”

I was in the bathroom. I had just taken a shower and noticed that my pecs were swollen. They were even tender.

“You come here,” she yelled back. She was in the computer room and refused to be summoned by me.

I walked into the computer room, soft and flabby and my dick encased.

“What?” She was engrossed in a report about voting habits of single mothers.

“This?”

Irritated, she turned around, and then she wasn’t irritated. She was fascinated.

“Oh, my.” She leaned towards my chest and inspected my little mounds of fat.

Little mounds, just the size of round sponges. Very soft to the touch. And the nipples actually looked a little bigger.

But that was ridiculous. Nipples growing? That couldn’t happen.

She touched one nipple with a fingernail, and it gave a tiny, little shock.

“Oh!” I exclaimed.

“Did that hurt?”

“Well, no. It just surprised me. It’s very sensitive.”

She nodded, and she seemed extremely happy. “Well,” she said, “I don’t know what you’ve been doing…but it looks like you’re growing breasts.”

“What?” My voice actually came out a little shrill. Growing tits? Me? I was a man!

“Here, let me taste. That will tell me.” She leaned forward and, for the first time in our marriage, she put lips to my tips. And, ohhh, it made my knees weak. My legs began shivering.

She backed away, a smile on her face, a gleam in her eyes. “Yep. Tits. Real, live tits.” She looked up at me. “What have you been eating behind my back?”

“Nothing! I swear!” And, funny, I suddenly felt close to tears. I felt all emotional.

Melissa saw this and stood up and took me in her arms. “There, there. It’s all right.”

“Okay,” it felt so good to be held by her, to feel her flesh, to feel her actual and incredible breasts pressed against me.

She sat down, leaned back, and contemplated.

“What should I do?” I asked.

“Well, I would say keep taking those vitamins and herbs and things. They’re good for you. And I can talk to some people, but…”

“But what?”

“But you’re going to need some support.”

“Support?”

“A training bra.”

“What? I’m not going to wear a bra!”

“Well, maybe it is a bit premature, but if they get bigger, then you don’t want a pair of big old saggers on your chest, do you?”

“No!”

“Then think about it, we’ll keep an eye on them, and if you need to you need to.” And that was it. She had laid down the law.

In the following days I began exercising. A lot. I did sit ups and push ups. I signed up for a gym, and I ran a lot.

But exercising a lot made me hungrier, so I began eating more. I began drinking two of the smoothies at each meal. And ran harder. All of which did nothing. I lost more and more muscle, got skinnier and skinnier, and the bumps on my chest grew larger.

“Honey?”

“What?” She was watching a documentary on the Republican party and didn’t want to be interrupted.

But it had been a month since our last talk, and my breasts were not shrinking. In fact, they were twice the size. They were actually golf ball sized, maybe an A cup, though I wasn’t too sure about bra sizes.

“Look!”

She turned, and instantly lost her irritation. She smiled. “Oh, those look lovely. Come here.”

I knelt in front of her and she examined my tits. She felt the nipples, and it was good that I was kneeling. I would have fallen for the weakness in my legs.

She palpated the breasts, move her hands, and the motion became sexual.

“Here, get closer.”

I moved closer and raised up a little, and she sucked on my nipples.

Oh, it was heavenly. Her soft tongue drew out feelings of immense warmth and pleasure.

I almost lost my balance and placed my arms over her shoulders. I had never touched her like this, but now she didn’t mind. She just bent her head closer, smashed her face against my breasts and loved them.

I was becoming light headed, couldn’t breath, and then she pushed me away.

“Well,” she said, showing a bit of satisfaction. “I guess you’re going to have to wear a bra after all.

The following day Amazon delivered several bras. A couple were thick, designed to hold serious weight. I didn’t think I would need those.

A couple of them were just plain old bras, nothing fancy. And a couple of them were…fancy. Frills and flowers embroidered into them. Colorful and sexy, designed to show the nipple over the top lip.

I didn’t like the look or feel of the more utilitarian bras, so I slipped into one of the fancy ones.

Wow! I looked good. Well, they looked good.

And my body had shrunk a bit and reshaped, and I could see a potential for curves.

The potential was more plain to see when I opened a last box and took out…a corset.

What?

What the fu…?

I looked at it, then, feeling a bit naughty, nobody was home, I stepped into it and pulled it up.

Whoa! Now I had a true hourglass shape! And my boobs were pushed up and made to appear even larger.

I left it on and pranced around the house. I was a man, but I had a body that looked almost feminine. It was sexy. It was cool. And, I have to admit, it was horny.

Heck, Melissa hadn’t milked me in months. And I was getting weird feelings and feeling emotional, and this feeling, this sexy feeling of having boobs, and butt, and looking a little feminine, it was getting to me.

Melissa came home that night, and she had big news.

I did, too. I was wearing the corset under my regular clothes. I was wearing a jacket to disguise the bigger boobs.

“What?” she asked, seeing the twinkle in my eyes.

“Nothing. You tell me first.”

So she did. “I’m running for the US Senate.”

“Wow!” That was big. Real big. It was what she had been shooting for.

“The only catch…I have to prove myself.”

“Prove yourself? Haven’t you done enough?”

“I’ve got a bill, I’ve been working on it for months. It has to do with chromosomes and making a purer race, eliminating viruses.

“Wow, that’s a lot.”

“It is, but if I can pass this bill, then I can get elected to the senate, and they will give me unlimited aid in getting it passed on a wider scale. A national scale.

“That’s fantastic!” I was truly happy for her.

“So, chop chop, get out the bourbon and let’s celebrate!”

Usually she just asked for a drink for herself, and I was left to fend. That she would invite me to drink with her showed just how important all this was.

I went to the kitchen and poured a couple of drinks. Boss Hog for me, Caliber for her. I brought them back and handed her one.

“So, what’s the big news you have?”

Grinning, I placed my drink on the table, then took off my shirt.

“Whoa! Wow! You’re kidding!”

She walked around me, sipping her drink, and eyeing my enhanced form.

She touched my tightly bound waist. She ran a hand over my bigger tits. Then she did something absolutely unexpected.

She came closer, moved her face closer to mine.

I was almost afraid. To have her face, those beautiful lips so close, I almost fainted.

But she stopped me by circling one arm around my waist. Then she actually kissed me! She pressed those gorgeous lips against mine, and she ground them against mine.

I grew weak, and she suddenly had to hold me up, yet she didn’t stop kissing me.

I thought I had died and gone to heaven and God was kissing me.

Then she moved her head away and said those words I dreaded to hear.

“Honey, we’ve got to have a talk.”


PART TWO

She poured us a couple of more drinks. She poured for us. Shock. It was always me pouring for us.

And she poured me the good stuff, not the Caliber Canadian. She poured the stuff she usually reserved for herself, the Boss Hog.

She tasted hers and said, “Hmm, doesn’t taste as good.” then she forgot about it and led me, by the dick, actually placing her hand on my cage, and we weren’t even milking me, into her computer room.

We sat, and we sipped, and she contemplated me. She had a sleepy smile of satisfaction on her face.

“What?” I finally asked?

She didn’t get irritated by my question. She simply said: “Do you remember the medical report I showed you? The one about the Xs and the Ys and how Y chromosomes weren’t really chromosomes? They were viruses?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, the big project I have been working on these last few months, it has to do with that.

I was puzzled. She explained.

“What if we could get rid of that virus?”

“The Y chromosome?”

“Yes. The fake chromosome. What if we could…delete it. Get rid of it. Return men to a more pure state.”

“I don’t see what that would do.”

She sighed. She knew I was being obtuse, but she controlled herself. “Honey, what if we could get rid of the Y chromosome in you?”

“Get rid of my maleness? Make me stop being a man?” Light dawned on me. I wasn’t happy nor sad by this epiphany, just stunned.

“Wouldn’t you like to learn the truth of who you really are?”

“But…I’m me! I’ve always been me!”

“You’ve always been who you thought you were.”

“But…I don’t understand.”

And I didn’t. I was befuddled. On one hand I understood what she was saying, on the other, the consequences were too far reaching for me to grasp.

“Honey? Jerry? I’ve been working with the pharmaceutical companies on this. And what you’ve been going through these last couple of months, growing breasts, it’s all coming together.”

“How? What do you mean?”

“First off, we have to simulate the female body. We have to rearrange fat, reshape the face, give you…boobs. We’ve done all that. Now it’s time for the big step.”

“What big step.”

She turned and reached into a desk drawer and pulled out a little vial. She opened the vial and poured a single, small pill into the palm of her hand.

I stared at it.

She smiled at me. It was an innocuous smile, designed not to alarm, but rather to calm.

“What’s that?”

“This is the pill that will erase the Y chromosome from your body.”

“It will?” It was small, pink, round. Looked like baby aspirin.

“You already have sufficiently high levels of estrogen. You’ve been taking medicines and herbs that support a woman’s structure. You’ve even been eating like a woman. Now it’s time to go whole hog.”

“But I…what if I…”

“Shhh, honey. Listen.” She leaned close to me. We were inches apart. Her red lips were close enough to kiss, certainly close enough to enthrall. “If you take this everything will resolve. Your body will become pure, your mind will work differently. You will be superior, like a woman. You will be stronger per ounce, smarter per cranial capacity…it is the dream to end all dreams.”

Several things went through my head. Whose dreams? Hers. But…look at me…I was changing. I had tits. I had the body of a woman. I couldn’t deny it. And I knew that even if that body was shaped by her, through meds and herbs and foods, it was still my choice.

Was there something in me that wanted more?

Did I want to stop being a footstool? A second class citizen?

Did I want to be the ruling species…a woman?

I did, and my heart started to pound. But there was one thing I needed to do before I took that pill.

“I’m horny.”

“Good. You’ll be able to get all you want after you take this pill.”

“But I want something before this pill.”

She stared at me, and she knew. I could see the distaste in her eyes, but I could also see the hunger.

Here I was, the last stumbling block on her road to control, to being the senator who changed mankind, rescued it, made it into womankind.

“You don’t—“

“Yes.”

“But, I—“

“Tit for tat. You give me what I want, and I’ll take all the pills you want.

“But…but…”

I stayed silent. For once…I was going to win. I was going to get my way.

Abruptly, she stood up and took my hand and led me to the bedroom.

I followed her, my mind in a daze, my dreams coming to fruition.

We entered the bedroom and she began taking off her clothes.

I had seen her body before, many times, but I had never felt it, touched it, like a man was supposed to touch a woman.

She, on the other hand was practiced. She had not only fucked any person on her ladder to success, but she had fucked me…with her fingers, with a dildo, milking me and relieving me of my less than desirable male attitudes.

“Get undressed,” she snapped. I could feel her anger.

“Not like this.”

“What?”

“Pretend you like it.”

“Pretend I…I always pretend. I shouldn’t have to pretend with my own husband.”

Ah, what a twisted web. I folded my arms.

“Damn,” she cursed, then she flipped. She turned her mean, irritation into calm and soothing, gentle and wanting. She pretended so well I instantly believed her.

“Come on, honey. Let’s get those pants off.” She unzipped me, unbuckled me, and pulled them down.

She was on eye level with my dick.

My dick, that I hadn’t seen outside of my cage for years.

She took the little gold key off the chain around her neck. She inserted it into the lock and turned. the lock sprung open and she pulled it out of the device.

My cock fell out, and I looked at it in dismay. “It’s smaller!”

“Oh, honey, it’s a giant. It’s going to fill me up!”

Yet the years of being caged, and especially all the estrogen pumped into my body, it was only a few inches long. Once it had been eight inches. Now it was four.

“Can I get it in you? Is it big enough to get in you?”

“Of course it is! I’ve had a lot smaller. Most guys are smaller than you. You’re a giant.”

Now she had all my clothes off, and she was working on the remainder of hers. She slipped out of her nylons, took off her garter belt, and then…those enormous, wonderful, sensational breasts were let loose.

She tossed the bra aside and I was left staring, speechless, at the grown up version of what I had. “Can I kiss them?”

“Oh, honey. They’re all yours. You can do whatever you want to them.”

I rushed to her and sucked and felt, and felt as if I had been enveloped by nirvana. And my dick grew. A sturdy…four inches. Hard as  hot dog, bendable, would I be able to thrust it into her?

She fell to her knees and sucked me. Oh, God! That sexy mouth nibbling at my balls, swallowing my dick. I was in immediately danger of coming.

“No!” I gasped.

Thwarted, she gave no sign of displeasure. She rose to her feet and kissed me, and held my balls with one hand and played with them, and stroked my cock with the other.

For a long minute we just played with each other, loving, her probably bored out of her mind, me marveling at sensations I hadn’t felt for a decade, not since college.

And I suddenly knew how much I had missed.

Yes, I loved the thrill of being chaste, the sweet torture of being nothing more than a servant, a footstool, a thing to be milked periodically and then most efficiently.

But I missed my dick. And I missed fucking. And I began to remember what I had given up.

In my quest for submission, I had…over submitted.

But, now was now, and now was my chance.

I pushed her back against the bed. She fell on her back, and frowned. I knew what the problem was. She wanted to be on top.

“I’m on top,” I stated.

I crawled between her magnificent legs and licked her juices, sucked her clitoris, and then I moved higher, and I loved her breasts, and then I was ready. My tiny dick was as big as it would get, as hard as it would get, and it was poised at the door to her feminine mystique.

I pushed, and my dick bent.

I used my hand, and it sort of squiggled away from the ultimate destination.

She used her hand, and because she was more familiar with her anatomy than I was, she inserted me.

I froze, and my mind was stilled, and I felt myself in her. The warmth of her. The way her walls clung to my dick.

I was small, four inches, but that left at least a couple of inches truly penetrating.

I stared into her eyes, watched her face. She was blinking, and her mouth was open in an O. And her eyes were stark, staring, fixated on me.

And a thousand miles away. In the land where orgasms come from.

“Okay?” I asked.

“Oh, yes,” and it was plain she was having a hard time breathing. “I always liked the big ones, I never tried the small ones, but this…this…I’ve never felt anything that…demanded so much of me.”

“Can I move?”

For answer she ground her hips up, pressed hard against me, and…I squirted.

A couple of seconds of white hot pleasure, then I was done. My little balls, small as raisins, had emptied out. My dick instantly turned into a half sized worm and slid out.

“No! No!” she yelled, and she hugged me, and ground into me, but it was useless. It was over. And she finally just lay there and sobbed.

I got up and got dressed.

I had had sex. Real sex. With my wife. My mind was stunned, and overwhelmed. And underwhelmed. I had been too small. I had left her wanting. I was inadequate.

I went into the computer room, picked up the pink pill, and swallowed it. No more did I want to fuck her. I had not the tool, and I had not the desire. With my inadequate few droplets I had exhausted myself. Nothing of me was left.

And the man in me? The Y chromosome? It was done. I was done. so there really was nothing left but the pill.

The next few weeks were interesting, to say the least.

On one hand, my wife was more solicitous to me. She kept asking me how I felt. She stopped going out on dinner dates and coming home smelling of other men’s cum. And she kept looking at me. Looks filled with desire. And I knew she wanted me to lay down with her again. My penis had proved inadequate, but she probably felt that if she tried, then maybe…maybe…

On the other hand, I was imbued with a new energy.

I didn’t feel like being a footstool. I let some chores go, and my wife actually took over in that department. I figured she was just keeping me happy while my body lost that dreadful Y chromosome.

Whatever, we began to take on a more happy existence. She was home more, starting to cook, and smiling a lot. When she wasn’t pondering me and wondering whether she could get my dick into bed.

And we began to play with my budding new sexuality.

She bought me a carload of sexy underthings. Corsets and garters, nylons and bras. Everything.

And she bought me clothes. Dresses from expensive and exclusive shops. Skirts and blouses. Scarves and hats and everything that I had seen on a woman, but had never imagined myself as wearing.

And shoes. Oh, God! High heels! Boots that went up to the thigh, sandals, Mary Janes. And…more high heels.

My body changed, and my dick shrunk even more. My balls drew up, and sometimes it felt like I could feel things inside my groin. Weird things, the shifting of things male into things female. Testicles becoming ovaries. And the dick getting smaller, actually starting to invert. The slit widening and sinking in and…becoming a pussy?

And now Melissa looked truly discouraged. As my dick shrank into virtual non-existence, whatever plans she had for taking me to bed disappeared.

I began to be happy. There was something in her that was starting to be sad.

She signed me up for a class in make up. I learned about blush and foundation, eyeshadow and lips. I learned how to do my own nails, and I kept them long and red and sharp. I felt like a predator. I had never felt like that as a man, but now…now I felt like a shark, and people were…hors d’oeuvres.

I will always remember the day I was announced to the public.

The man who would be woman. The man who WAS a woman.

My dick had turned into a vagina, I had tits bigger than my wife’s. And I dressed classy and wore make up like I had been wearing it all my life.

We announced me in San Francisco. We figured that the trans community would offer the most support, and we were right.

Person after person came up to me, hugged me, and wistfully asked what they could do to look like me.

“Vote for my wife,” I suggested.

From San Francisco to Los Angeles. Another huge community that fell in love with me, promised to back me up. And the polls were looking good.

And I found that men were attracted to me. They sought out my company. While my wife was speaking on the podium, I would be talking to an endless line of men. Men who wanted to touch me, see me, hug me. And feel my breasts. And kiss me.

But I didn’t want to be hugged and kissed. I wanted to be a predator. I wanted to be like my wife, strong and powerful, a mover and a shaker, changing the world.

My days of being a footstool were over.

The public was confused by the idea of a Y Chromosome being excess, and not needed. While the gays and trans and all those people embraced the idea, an explanation for whatever condition they might consider themselves in, the straights held on to their X and Y notion. Arguments burst out in forums, TV talking heads blurted ill conceived ideas at all hours of the day.

I didn’t care about all that. I was in love with the new me.

I was no longer a weak male, hoping to impress a strong female. Now I was a strong female, and males, with their pre-occupation with sex, were the weaker of the species.

Poor, Y diseased males.

Melissa was nominated for the US Senate.

Oh, we celebrated. We drank champagne. We danced. We partied. And something bad happened. Bad in Melissas eyes. Good in mine.

She was speaking, enthralling the crowd with her tales of a female led Utopia. Of males that were finally cured of being male.

I was behind her, standing in the wings, loving all the power oozing through the auditorium.

“Pardon me.”

“Yes?” I turned to find a short man with a bushy mustache and a round face.

“My name is Oscar Brown. I represent Hegemony Software.”

I had heard Melissa speak of this company. They were in charge of election software, and it was said that if you hired Hegemony…you got elected.

Well, of course. He who controls the computers controls the votes.

“How lovely to meet you, Mr. Brown.”

“Please, Oscar.”

“Oscar then. Did you come to hear Melissa speak?”

A far away came into his eyes. He nodded. “Yes. She seems to be a little busy.”

“Well, what can I do? Is there some message that I can relay to her?”

He smiled wanly. “No…no. I just…no.”

I linked my arm into his and walked him deeper into the wings, back where there were no people, where sound wouldn’t drift to the stage.

The truth was, I knew what Oscar Brown wanted. He wanted a little love. Or, maybe a lot of love. I had overheard people talking, I had even heard Melissa, on the phone once, describe what she had had to give this man to get elected to the state senate.

Money…and something else.

And it was obvious, seeing the glint in his eyes, seeing the bulge in his pants, what he was here for.

“What do you want, Oscar?” I asked. “Melissa and I talk over everything. I know what she knows. So tell me what you want.”

He stared at me then. “I think you know what I want.”

I touched his pants then. I felt his cock, hard and throbbing.

I had never touched a man’s cock before. But I had dreamt of it.

Oh, I wasn’t a pervert, or anything like that, I was just emptied of the Y chromosome. I didn’t have male inhibitions or impulses running my life. I was free to be me, and I was a woman.

“Perhaps I could stand in for Melissa.”

His eyes were calculating. I had an allure to him. I was the first man to become a pure woman. Which meant that I was a virgin. Which made him drool and salivate all the harder.

“Perhaps you could.”

I unzipped his trouser and pulled out the snake. It wasn't a bad size. I say that now, after having done a lot of fucking, and finding out that most politicians are usually pretty darned under-sized.

So he was adequate, and I stroked him. And I reached into his pants and fondled his testicles.

He gasped, and he moved forward.

He was shorter than me, but that was fine. I was the alpha dog here, no matter what he thought, and I took him in my arms and turned so that he bent back, and I kissed him.

On one hand, yuck. Mustaches. I made a note to avoid mustaches from here on out.

On the other hand, I could taste him. Women have better sensory apparatuses than men. They can define smells and colors and sounds better.

I could taste the odor of him. I could smell everything about him, from when he had last washed his clothes to what he had eaten for dinner last night. It was a delicious odor, and I marveled that Melissa had seemed not to like it.

What was not to like? He tasted like a man, like a Y chromosome, and I devoured that scent hungrily.

He grabbed my boobs. He wasn’t a polished man, but that was okay. Hamburger can be every bit as delicious as steak.

But I wondered if he would ever take the pill himself.

“Oscar?”

“Mmmm,” he was on his knees now. My dress was up and I was wearing no panties, so you can guess what he was nibbling.

“Would you ever consider taking the pill?”

He smiled up at me, and told me something that shocked me.

“What lose my Y chromosome? Not on your life.”

“Why not?”

“Do you actually believe all that hooey about the Y chromosome being a bizarre mutation, a virus, a disease?”

“Well, I never actually thought about it.”

“Hegemony represents the pharmaceutical companies. We know the truth.

“And the truth is?”

“The Y chromosome is entirely natural It is valid, and it makes men men.”

“But why is it being touted as a disease?”

He shrugged, wanted to go back to eating me out.

I leaned down and grabbed his dick and lifted him to his feet.

“Yikes!” he yelped.

I leaned into his face. I said the one thing that women have said from time immemorial and which enables them to rule the world. “If you want to get off you’re going to have to tell me why.”

“Okay! Okay!” Then: “Money. If we make men into women that doubles the value of stock in cosmetics, in female clothes, in everything that a woman buys. More soap. More douche. More baby products.”

“More baby products? Can I get pregnant?” I had never thought of such a thing.

He shrugged. “Don’t know. Doesn’t matter. When we have a war we sell more baby products. People make more babies. With so many men turning into women it will almost be like a war. There will be more people who make babies. That’s just the way the human race rolls. Now, about my dick.”

I was blasted. I had trouble thinking. Yet it all made so much sense.

I asked, “But what if too many men change into women? What’ll happen then?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “We’ll release the pill that makes women into men.”

I was double blasted All capability for thought had left me.

He said, “Now, about my dick?”

So I stroked him, and decided to leave off fucking him and wait for somebody I really respected. As for him, when he started to cum I punched him in the face. And I had enough male musculature left, and he was such a wimpy asshole, I knocked him out and down.

He lay there in the gloom, his pecked stiff and rigid and squirting, even though he was unconscious.

I went back to the curtains where I had been standing before. I watched as Melissa ended her speech.

“When all men are women, then we will be finally be a truly equal society. Women will be free from the bizarre predations of men. No more rape, crime will become a thing of the past, and we will finally get along, like a true family should. Thank you.”

Cheers followed her off stage. She came to me and hugged me, and she stepped back, held me at arms length, and examined me. Her eyes were shocked, and I knew what her superior sense of smell could detect.

I had a bit of cum on my hands from Oscar. It was pungent and aromatic, and a smell that she wasn’t fond of.

I liked it. But then I had been a man, and I had fond memories of pleasant orgasms topped off with a heaping helping of sperm.

She didn’t.

She associated sperm with being forced to do something with somebody who smelled bad.

My opinion? Tough luck, sister. Or wife. It was a changing world.

We went home, got undressed, and had a fight. Funny, I would have thought she would initiate a fight while she was dressed. Then, on later reflection, I realized that that was the way she worked. That was the way she had done me when I was a man. Get undressed, and while my lower head was doing all the thinking, have her way with me.

“How could you do that with somebody like Oscar Brown?” She snapped.

“You did. Why can’t I?”

“That’s different.”

And I finally blew my top and laid down the law. “It is not different, furthermore, how dare you stand in my way.”

“Your way?”

“My way. My way happens to be helping you achieve your goals. And if I have to suck a dick, or fuck some asshole, then so be it. And don’t you ever try to ruin my life with your cheap, male standards.”

“Male standards?” She was made dizzy trying to understand what I was saying. And it wasn’t helping that I had stepped forward and grabbed her pussy. In fact, while I railed at her my hand grabbed her whole mons. My middle finger was in her hole, just the tip, but that was enough, and my hand squeezed her pudendum viciously.

She grew weak at the knees, grasped my wrist with her hands, but it was no use. I had her in my power.

“Please…please…” she gasped.

“Please Please what?”

But I was grinning. My finger was slowly sinking deeper as I squeezed harder. I was up to the second knuckle, and I manage to wiggle it a bit.

“Oh…”

Then I kissed her. I held her pud like a bowling ball and I mashed my lips into her. I kissed her ruthlessly, savagely, and I took her senses away from her.

She groaned, and I grabbed her tits. I dug my nails into them, and her knees gave out. She collapsed, and I went with her. She lay on the floor, gasping for breath, trying to free herself from my talons.

I kissed her some more, literally chewing on her mouth, sticking my tongue far in, occupying her mind with my mean-ness.

I let go of her genitalia and gripped her breasts with both hands. God, she was hot. She was now moaning, her pussy was so wet I could smell it. She pressed her hips up at me.

I put my hand down between her legs and shoved in three fingers.

“GAH!” she rolled her head back, not able to comprehend the terrific pleasure I was assaulting her with.

I began pushing my hand in and out. I could feel my knuckles moving against the ridge of muscles that surrounded her pussy.

I had lost a lot of male strength, but I still had a little, and I kept her down and kept jamming my fingers into her.

Not that she wanted to get up. She was in heaven. Gasping, drooling, thrusting her hips up against my fingers.

And then, she got so juicy, so moist, so desirous, my hand slipped inside her.

She froze, opened her eyes, and stared at me.

I made a fist inside her, I began ramming it in and out. She became like a rag doll, moaning and crying, holding onto my wrist with both hands, but trying to help me fuck her, not trying to stop me.

Then she started stuttering, talking almost as if in tongues. “Gaba daba wah wah.” A chant, a moan, a prayer to some god of fuk from some lost age.

I used all my power, I rubbed my wrist against her clit, and she snapped her head back, her eyes rolled back, and she arched.

“AHHHHHHHHH!” Almost a scream.

Then she was hunching, trying to fold up like a fetus around my fist. She gave a few spasms, closed her eyes, and just lay there.

I undid my fist and slowly pulled it out.

She lay, her eyes half open now, and an expression of pure wonder in them.

I placed my hand to her nose. “Smell this?”

She did, and she nodded, too weak to do anything else.

“That’s the smell of you, and guess who owns you?”

“You do,” and she sighed, finally and totally happy.

This was what she had needed for our entire marriage, and I had had to become a woman to give it to her.

I licked her juices off my hand, then went into the bathroom. I needed a shower.

Melissa took the election by a narrow margin. She was the person who introduced the solution to the Y chromosome to the world. She was a US Senator, and she would spearhead programs to sell the ‘Y pill,’ as it came to be called, to all the countries of the world. She had truly changed the world.

And, I can say…I helped. In fact, my contribution was just as valuable as hers, if not more so.

The interesting thing is that people say she didn’t win. They held that because she had used Hegemony software, and because Hegemony was rumored to cause votes to flip, she really hadn’t won the election.

But she did. And it is a simple matter of mathematics to prove it. There are 161.1 million men in the United States. There are 166.7 million women.

And there you go.

END




[image: image4.jpeg]

Sissy Ride: The Book!

A giant saga of feminization!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


How to Break a Husband

She made a man beg for mercy!

Orig title: The Big Tease

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Honey! I’m home!”

No answer.

Well, heck. I wasn’t supposed to be home, the convention had ended a day early, and I couldn’t expect my wife to just sit around and wait for me.

So I put my bags away and wandered into the kitchen. I’d get a quick bite to eat, and…and I saw the note on the counter.

‘Lana, biggest fucking party ever! Tonight at…’ and the address was scrawled.

Biggest party ever? And my wife was going to it? Why, that sly dog. And I got the idea…I’d go to the party, too. Imagine my wife’s surprise when I showed up out of the blue.

So I showered and dressed, hopped into my car and zipped into the night.

My wife was going to be so surprised.

The party was roaring when I got there, people leaning out of windows and barfing, people fucking on the sofa in the middle of a hundred people, people passed out in the bushes.

This was my wife’s idea of a party?

And I figured she had just made a mistake. Got invited and decided to go, then realized it was an orgy that would have put Caligula to shame.

Drunken, fucking, loud music, multiple people on multiple beds in multiple bedrooms…it was out of control.

I wandered through the house, figuring Lana had figured out what it was and had gone home. I had probably passed her on my way to it.

I stepped around drunks, over bodies, naked women pressed against me and laughed loudly.

“Hey, man, you see the chick out back?” I overheard one fellow say to another.

“No.”

“She’s fucking everybody. I mean…ev-er-y-bo-dy!”

The fellow’s words piqued my interest. I mean, fucking everybody? Like a gangbang? Like…pulling the train? Everybody?

I walked through the kitchen, picked up an ice cold beer on the way—why not?—and stepped onto the patio.

To the side a crowd of men were standing, their peckers in their hands, obviously waiting their turn.

I watched for a long moment. The line was moving very slowly. At the head of the line, on the edge of the patio, there was a bed. On the bed I could see a woman’s legs, and a man’s buttocks going up and down between them.

I just sort of blinked and watched. The man doing the fucking suddenly lurched and locked, and locked, and locked, and I knew he was ejaculating. He stepped back, and for a brief instant I had a view of the woman fucking ‘everybody.’

A little chunky, dark hair, and…she was familiar! Something was familiar about her!

I moved to the side and tried to see her, but I couldn’t see past the crush of bodies. I stepped closer. I tried to peer over a shoulder.

Men standing there, laughing, chatting, stroking their cocks in anticipation of their turn.

The man between her legs gave a few jerks, then stopped lurching. From his shoulder motion I could tell he was wiping his dick off on her.

He stepped aside and I had a full view.

Lana. My wife. And she looked right at me. Our eyes met. Yet she didn’t recognize me. She was in the throes of immense lust and couldn’t be bothered to recognize her own husband.

I staggered backward, as if I had been punched.

I turned and bumped into a woman. A sexy, stacked woman. A woman with a drink in one hand and a twisty sort of a grin on her red painted mouth.

Her drink spilled, but I didn’t notice, I didn’t care. My mind was shattered and all I could think of was to get away, look away, shut out the sight of my wife taking on dozens of men. Scores of men. Maybe even hundreds of men.

A hundred penises shoving into her, pulling out. A hundred men groping her tits. Semen splattered all over her luscious tits. And it looked like she was enjoying herself. Head back, eyes glazed, semen shiny breasts, her hips bucking and writhing.

And the men cheering her on. Fucking her. Giving her pleasure I had not imagined…had certainly not imagined she wanted.

I leaned on the brick wall of a barbecue pit. My stomach was roiling.

“Hey,” the stacked blonde touched my shoulder.

I looked up at her. Pure misery in my eyes. Dazed and confused. My life shattered. My life over.

The blonde frowned. “You’re fucked up.”

I looked around, my eyes wild, and I tried to say something, but all that came out was gibberish.

The blonde watched me, and when I finally slowed down she took my arm and walked me out onto the grass.

It was quieter out on the grass. The music receded, and I staggered, and was held up by the buxom blonde.

“What’s your name?”

I looked at her, but I couldn’t speak. My jaw seemed not to work.

“I’m Lorna. I’ve never seen you before.”

She walked me to the back of the property, and now the music was even softer. I finally managed to sputter out, “I’m…sorry.”

“For what? What did you do?”

“I ran into you. I spilled your drink on you.”

She chuckled. Worse stuff has been spilled on me, and even into me. So who are you?”

“Randy. Hoffman.”

“I don’t care about last names, not at a party like this. But what are you doing here?”

I looked around, not sure what to say.

“I haven’t seen you at one of these parties before. So what are you doing here?”

“I came…my wife…I found an invitation…”

She nodded. “You didn’t know your wife came to shindigs like this?”

I shook my head miserably. I found that I was crying.

“So who’s your wife?”

“She was…she was on the patio.”

Lorna nodded. “Well, Randy. It’s too bad you had to find out about your wife’s kinks this way, but…” she shrugged.

I blurted, “But…all those men!”

“What about them?”

“They were fucking her! All of them!”

“That’s what people do.”

“But...she’s my wife.”

In the darkness I couldn’t see much of her face, but I thought there was a flash of teeth. Was she…smiling?

Her voice was disembodied in the night. “Randy, will you stay right here?”

“What? Why?” I wanted to leave, to get as far away form this terrible place as I could.

“Because you spilled my drink, and because you need a drink.”

“I need to leave.”

“I know you do, but I want you to stay here. So I can find you.”

“Why?”

“Because we need to talk.”

Talk, about what? But I didn’t say anything.

“Promise,” she said, touching my cheek in the darkness.

I nodded. “Okay.”

She disappeared then, and I was left standing alone. To think about my wife. My wife who I loved, but who had betrayed me. Who was fucking a hundred men, and had probably done this before.

So why was she cold to me? Only rarely fucking? Was it because she was ‘fucked out?’ Sated by a hundred men so that she didn’t want just one?

Lorna returned. She had a bag with a six pack of Coke in it and a bottle of bourbon.

“Hey, lover,” she quipped. “No ice cubes, but we won’t be running out.”

She popped a top and poured half the contents out, then poured bourbon in.

“I think I should be leaving.”

“Don’t think so much. It’ll get you in trouble.” She pushed the can of Coke and bourbon into my hand. “Take a big slug.”

She didn’t have to tell me twice. I socked a big gulp down my throat, coughed a bit, and then took another one. I could feel her smiling in the darkness next to me.

She made another drink for herself and sipped. Then: “Tell me about your wife.”

“I don’t want to.”

“How long have you been married?”

“Ten years.”

“Ten years of bliss. She was happy and so were you.”

“I thought so.” Bitter.

“And tonight you find out that she wasn’t so happy, and that makes you unhappy.”

I didn’t say anything.

“So does that ten years of happy, is it gone? Like it never happened?”

“What are you…”

In the darkness she placed a finger over my lips.

“I am telling you that a moment doesn’t erase ten years. Would you like to have ten more years? Would you like to spend the rest of your life as happy as you were the first ten years?”

“I…I…”

“Answer me. Would you like to be as happy for the next ten years as you were for the last ten?”

“Yes,” I begrudged.

“So what’s stopping you?”

“My wife!” I protested. “You saw what she was doing!”

“Does that make her different from before? I mean, she’s probably been coming to parties like these for a number of years, and you were happy then, not knowing about it, so why not stay happy when you do know about it?”

“You’re crazy.”

“Maybe. Probably. Would you rather be crazy or stupid?”

That was so crazy there was nothing I could say to it.

She poured me another drink. I was done with my first.

I took it, big gulp. I finally felt a loosening within.

“I know your wife, you know.”

I drank more. “How.”

“From these parties. I’ve pulled a train before, one of the most unique and never to be forgotten experiences in my life. A hundred men, or more, usually more, loving you, penetrating you, giving up their seed, an offering to your pussy.”

“I don’t want to hear about it.”

“You want to crawl off in the night like a wounded dog? Get a divorce? Maybe beat her a little bit?”

“Shut up,” I hissed.

“She told me about you. She said you traveled a lot, that she had hungers you couldn’t satisfy. Not your fault, but there it is.”

I finished my second drink, and I felt the warmth inside me…fighting the darkness. And I wasn’t so determined to run away.

“So, let me ask you, Randy…what did you think when you saw your wife banging all those men.

I shuddered. “It was disgusting.”

“But it wasn’t disgusting when you didn’t know about it.”

It was…” I stopped talking.

“So, let me ask you another question, and I don’t want you to run away when I ask it.”

“All right.”

“Do you have a hard on?”

I was silent.

“Don’t make me check.”

I didn’t say anything, then I jumped at the feel of her hands on my pants.

“So you do have a hard on. What is it you find exciting?”

“I don’t find anything here exciting.”

“Your dick is calling you a liar.”

Not much to say to that.

“So, I’ll tell you what we’re going to do.”

“What?” I was high now. Not drunk. But high, and a little belligerent.

“We’re going to wait right here until your wife is done, and then we’re going to go talk to her.”

“No.”

“So you just want to hold it in? Be angry? Not find out if there is a reason for why she is doing what she is doing?”

I took another drink. I was drunk enough that she was making a weird sort of sense, and drunk enough to not get angry.

“Why are you doing this?”

“I told you. I know your wife.”

“And you’ve been gang banged before.”

“Oh, ho! Listen to you, all pushy and everything. But, yes. Well over a hundred men. A few times. Each time is better. Each time I think it can’t get much better, but it does.”

I poured another drink. She was still working on her first can, but we  were going to need another six pack.

“Tell me, Randy, would you like to fuck a hundred women?”

“No!”

“Ha! We both know that is a lie. So if it’s okay for you to fuck a hundred woman, why can’t your wife fuck a hundred men?”

“It’s different.”

“How?”

“I’m a man.”

“And she’s a woman…and you’ve got a double standard.”

Well, so what if I did?

“What about her marriage vows?”

“If she’s out getting satisfied by somebody else, then it looks like you’ve failed.”

“God! You just side step and obfuscate.”

Lorna laughed. “And you are impervious to logic.”

After that exchange we just stood there. I looked at the patio. There were less men. There was light in the sky. The party was winding down.

“It’s your turn to go get a six pack.”

“So I did.” I walked through the party, drunk but not staggering, and found a six pack in the kitchen. Somebody must have just brought it, because it was cold. I took it back out to where Lorna waited for me.

An hour later, the party was over. The sun was cracking on the horizon. Lana lay on the bed on the patio, motionless. I had counted 15 men at one point, and that was an hour. If she had been at this since nine o’clock, ten hours, then she had fucked 150 men.

“Come on,” Lorna took my hand and pulled me towards the bed.

I let myself be pulled along, and we stopped next to the bed. I looked down at my wife.

I was drunk. Not mad for the drinking, yet my heart was hurting.

Her legs were closed, probably for the first time that night. And she lay on her side. Her eyes were closed, and sperm covered her body.

Sperm on her face, sperm on her tits. Sperm ropes and sperm smushed all over her belly and chest.

Her groin was a mass of sperm.

“Lana, honey?” Lorna called softly to her.

“No,” my wife mumbled. “No more. All done.”

“Lana, wake up. Your husband is here.”

A confused expression crossed Lana’s face. “No…he’s gone.”

“No, honey, he’s here. And he wants to talk to you.”

“No…” she opened her eyes, just a slit, a second passed, then she opened them wide.

“Oh…Randy? Ran…Oh…NO!” She rolled all the way on her side and covered her eyes.”

“Talk to her, Randy. Tell her what you think.”

I sat on the edge of the bed. I wanted to touch my wife, but I didn’t dare. I was angry, hurt, but what was there to say? She was a slut, and that’s all there was to it.”

“Say something, Randy.”

I managed to say, “Lana.”

She covered up harder.

I reached down and touched her arm, pulled it up, very slowly she rolled on her back and looked at me. She was crying.

“Why?”

“I don’t…I can’t…”

“It’s just something she did, Randy, to curb the fires within. You’d have done the same.”

“No,” I said. “I would never.”

“Ha.”

I looked at Lorna.

She was smiling. She looked down at Lana. She sat next to her. She held her hand. A show of tenderness of which I wasn’t capable.

“Lana, honey? I’m going to take Randy for a week. I’m going to convince him that you are a good person, that you haven’t done anything wrong.”

Lana didn’t say anything. Tears just poured out of her eyes.

“You’re going to what?” I asked.

“Take you for a week. I’m going to show you the error of your ways. At the end of a week I’ll bring you home, and I guarantee you’re going to be begging for forgiveness.”

“Bullshit,” I stated. Even drunk I was adamant.

“Prove it,” she challenged.

“Why would you do this?”

“Because I know Lana. I know how good she is, and I know how much she loves you. And I know how much you love her.”

“I don’t. Not any more.”

“First, shut up with that kind of talk. It’s negative. Second, you can’t feel pain from somebody unless you love them.”

“That’s stupid.”

“The proof will take me one week. That’s all. Then, if you still feel like leaving the most wonderful woman in your life, you can do so.”

“I want to leave now.”

“And you can. You can leave, and toss away ten years of marriage, and hurt a wonderful woman, and not even give her a chance. Are you so quick to throw away your life?”

I looked down at Lana, crying, now sobbing, her arm back over her eyes, tears seeping down her face.”

“Okay, Lana. You sleep now. And when you awake know that this will all be over soon, and you just have to trust me.”

Lana, unbelievably, nodded, and mumbled, “Thank you.”

Then Lorna took my hand and led me back into the house.


PART TWO

“What are you thinking?”

“This is crazy.”

She guided her Atom around corners like a race car driver. The curves were tight, but the little car hugged the road without a problem. Outside the cage trees marched past.

The car was modeled after a race car, no windows, a snouty hood, and the driver and passenger actually wore helmets. They were able to communicate through a blue tooth built into the helmets.

“Well, it is crazy. The whole world is crazy.”

“Speak for yourself,” I retorted.

She chuckled.

“How are you planning to convince me that it is all right for a woman to enter into a massive gang bang?”

“I’m going to implant you with secret computer chips made on the moon. You will be helpless to resist, and I will bend you to my will.”

I snorted. It was obvious she wasn’t going to tell me anything.

We came to a gate, sped through it, and zipped down a long, straight asphalt road. Finally, the car came out of the woods to a large house.

The house was three stories, surrounded by shrubs, and a circular drive led up to the front door.

“You’ll have to forgive me,” said Lorna, “but I hadn’t planned on being home this week. The servants all have the week off.”

“I guess I can carry my own bags,” which was a joke, because she had told a friend to drive my car to my house and I had no luggage.

“Good. You’ve got a sense of humor.” She pulled up to a garage at the side of the house. “If you could open the garage door?”

I climbed out of the little speedster and went to the garage and opened a sideways sliding door. She moved the Atom into the garage and got out, and I got my first look at her in the light, and without a lot of liquor in me.

She was tall, almost as tall as me. She wore tights and a leather jacket. Her blonde hair was in a pony tail on the top of her head. It gave her a feeling of extra height.

Then she slipped into some high heels and it wasn’t just a feeling. With heels she was an inch taller than me.

She grinned at the expression on my face.

“Afraid of big girls?”

“Not really.” I rubbed my face. I could feel the beginnings of a headache.

“Well, come along, Mr. Mouse.”

“What?”

But she just strode towards the side entrance to the garage. I followed her and entered the house.

It was an old house, but immaculate. The woodwork was polished to a wink, the floors looked like they had been fresh mopped. Even the windows sparkled like they had just been cleaned.

She led me into the kitchen and pointed at a table. “Take a load off. I’m going to make PBJs.”

I sat and watched her. She had a body and a half, the half being her enormous breasts. She moved with a confidence that most women lacked.

She took a can of Coke out of the refrigerator, opened it and poured it into a glass with ice, and placed it before me. “This should take the edge off your drunken headache.”

“I believe it was you who is responsible for me drinking so much.”

“You are such a victim,” she placed a plate with two PBJs on it in front of me. “After you finish eating I need you to take your clothes off.”

“What?” I stared at her.

She began taking her clothes off.

I watched her, and, I have to admit it, I appreciated her form.

“If you don’t start eating you’ll never get your clothes off.”

“Are you trying to trick me into having sex with you? So that I can be a cheater…like my wife?”

“Did you want to fuck me?”

“No.” Of course I did.

“Take a look at your lap.”

I looked down. My pants were bulging. I was hard. Damned dick had a mind of its own.

“That’s why you have to take your clothes off. We’re going to be doing a lot of talking, and your penis will always tell the truth, even if you don’t.”

Heysoos. This chick was weird.

“Eat.”

So I ate. And the sandwiches were good. And when I was done she took the plate and rinsed it off, then turned and waited for me. She arched an eyebrow and smiled.

“I don’t want to take my clothes off.”

“Afraid?”

“No.”

“Embarrassed? You’re not one of these shorties, are you?”

She actually got a rise out of me with that one. “No.”

“Touchy touchy,” she laughed.

“I’m not taking my clothes off.”

She sighed. “Then I will.”

“What?”

“I’m trained in martial arts. I can’t guarantee you won’t get a few bruises, but I’ll try not to hurt you.”

“You’re full of crap.”

“We all are. I just know it. You don’t. Now take off your clothes.”

I stood up. With her heels on she was an inch taller, but I outweighed her, and I had good male musculature.

She smiled and stepped in front of me.

Now I was stuck. I couldn’t hit her. I can’t hit a girl, but she could hit me. And how the heck was I going to get home?

So I did the only thing I could. I sat down.

She tilted her head in question.

I was going Ghandi, passive resistance. It’s difficult to beat somebody up who isn’t fighting back, who just lays down and refuses to fight.

She got it then, and grinned. “I am going to so mess you up.”

She slapped me. A big, smacking sound and my cheek was burning. It felt like my headache was coming back.

But I still couldn’t hit her, so I lay on the floor.

She went to the sink and picked up a vase with flowers in it. She took the flowers out and poured the water in the vase on me.

“Hey!” I sputtered. I sat up and she kicked me in the balls.

“Oh…” I groaned and fell over, holding myself. It wasn’t a hard hit, but any hit to the testicles causes pain. I grabbed my nuts and turned white.

She went to the sink and filled the vase with water. She walked over to me and poured it on me. Her mistake, the water helped me revive. I grabbed her ankles and pushed. I figured on pushing her over, then sitting on her or something. Anything so she couldn’t just keep picking on me. What I didn’t figure on was that she just dropped on me, her knees right in the middle of my back.

“OOF!” I grunted.

She stepped off me.

I stood up. My back hurt. I was getting pissed off.  I didn’t want to hit her, but…but I could grab her and throw her on the floor.

I rushed her.

She took a little step to the side and kicked me in the balls.

“Oooo!” I collapsed. That was it for me. I wasn’t recovered from the first kick, and the second kick had been harder. Not hard enough to do permanent damage, but hard enough to take me right out of the fight.

She took off my shoes, then started unbuttoning my shirt.

I groaned, and would have tried to stop her, but I couldn’t.

She pulled my shirt off and tossed it onto the table, then she started working on my pants. I was slowly recovering and I tried to bat her hands away.

“I can kick you again, if you want,” she stated cheerfully.

I didn’t want, so I just let her unbuckle me, unzip me, take my pants off and throw them on the table.

Then she took off my underwear, and guess what…I had a boner.

A boner?

I figured it was a physical reaction, but Lorna didn’t think so.

“Oooh, somebody likes it rough.”

She picked up my clothes, said, “There’s whiskey in that cupboard by the door. Coke’s in the frig. Make us a couple when you recover. I’ll be right through this door.” She walked out.

It was five minutes before I could breath properly, and I struggled to my feet. Tell the truth, after having my ass handed to me by a ‘girl,’ I felt like a little drink.

I hobbled around, found glasses and ice, and made a couple of drinks. I walked through the door.

“Keep going!” she yelled. I was in a dining room and I crossed it and entered a living room. It was a big room, with several plush chairs and a big couch. She was sitting on the couch. Naked. Watching the fire.

I looked at the fire. My clothes burned merrily. I could see my belt buckle turning black in the flames.

“I do love a good fire,” she murmured. She was beautiful in the firelight, her cheek bones highlighted, the fall of her hair so sexy. And, of course, those world class breasts.

I handed her a drink, and was aware of my cock sticking straight out.

“Thank you. And…nice dick.”

“Thanks, I guess.” I drank deeply. She sipped delicately. Of course she hadn’t just been kicked in the balls.

“Come sit next to me.”

I blinked. I sat down on the far end of the couch.

She laughed. “You men. Everything is dick this and dick that. When are you going to wake up?”

“When my dick goes to sleep,” I retorted.

“Good one,” she grinned. She patted the sofa next to her. “Come down here. I hate yelling.”

“I don’t think I should.”

“What? Afraid?”

“No.” Then I thought about it. “Yes.”

She was shaking with mirth. Everything was funny with this girl. “Listen, Randy, I need you to come get comfy with me. I won’t fuck you, though I might play with you a bit, especially your mind. Can’t a man and a woman sit with each other?”

“Not naked.”

“Why not?”

“Because.”

“Not a good answer.”

“Because it’s against the conventions of society.”

“We are society. We make our conventions as we wish. Now come down here and sit with me, or we’ll go back to kicking you in the balls.”

Now I was stuck. I had no doubt she meant it. So I stood up, walked down the length of the couch and sat next to her. Upright. In my own space.

She turned and face me, cross-legged, and I had a spectacular view of her pussy.

“I’ll tell you what. You face away from me, sit back, and I’ll give you a back rub.”

“A back rub? I don’t get it, lady. First you kick me in the balls, now you want to make my life easier.”

“I’m both the good cop and the bad cop. Or maybe I’m just schizophrenic. Either way, you turn around and lean back. I guarantee, it’s the path of least resistance.

I turned around, took a big gulp, then lay back.

She caught me, pulled me a little, and adjusted her posture. I could feel her breasts on my back. My dick was pointing towards the stars.

“Ah, here we go,” she placed her hands on my shoulders and worked her fingers into my muscles. I was aware of her long, red fingernails. They were like claws, and I had an image of her ripping them into me.

She had strong fingers, and she worked the tension out of my muscle fiber. Within seconds I felt my body start to relax. Except for Mr. Happy. Mr. Happy, as I may have mentioned, or at least everybody knows, has a mind of his own.

“Isn’t it pleasant? Feeling the warmth of the fire? Being naked? Being together without the messiness of sex?”

“Uh…okay.”

She chuckled and slapped the back of my head very lightly. “Be honest. Always be honest.”

“Like my wife was when she fucked a hundred guys?”

“Are you still hung up on that?”

“Yeah.”

She sighed, took a break to sip a little more whiskey, then continued rubbing my back. She said, “Aren’t penises wonderful?”

My eyes narrowed. “I guess.”

“They stand up, they’re bendable, they give such great pleasure. Do you think your wife got a lot of pleasure out of a hundred dicks?”

“I don’t want to talk about it.”

“Hunh. I thought you wanted to. Talk about it. You brought it up, after all.”

“Well, I don’t.”

“How long has it been since you had sex.”

“A couple of weeks.”

“What?” she was honestly surprised.

“A couple of weeks.”

“Why so long? I mean, your wife is a great looking gal!”

“I don’t know. I try to please her, but she just doesn’t want to do it.”

“Hunh. Well, that will stop.”

She turned me slightly, and suddenly I was laying in her arms, and it was weird. the position was usually the girl laying in the guy’s arms, but somehow we were reversed and she was the more dominant.

“Well, that’s going to stop. I’ll talk with her.”

“And what? Kick her in the balls?”

“Listen, Randy, girls talk to girls, and we’re a lot more honest than guys.”

“Could have fooled me.”

“That’s just because you had one bad experience. Though, on your behalf, I guess it was a pretty bad experience. From your viewpoint, of course.

“But listen, women can be nasty and conniving, and sometimes it’s unpredictable. But we don’t have dicks, so that’s in our favor. And that one fact, separating us from the dick mentality, makes us predictable in other ways. If you could look at us without your dick getting in the way you’d understand.”

I didn’t say anything.

“Yes?”

“No.”

She laughed. “I know that you are lying.”

“Because I’ve got a hard on?”

“First honest thing you’ve said.”

“Well, it’s uncomfortable sitting like this.”

“Why? Aren’t my tits soft and pillow like? Would you like to suck on them?”

“No!”

“Then what’s so uncomfortable about being naked with me?”

“It’s uh…I don’t know.”

“Then I’ll tell you. You don’t trust yourself. You’re a man, and you want to fuck anything. Everything. It’s in your DNA.”

I thought about it, and I knew she was right. “I may want to, but I don’t, and that’s what elevates me.”

“Oh, puh-leaz! You are elevated just because you don’t pay attention to your dick? You hold yourself back from pleasure and that’s supposed to make you an enlightened person? Listen, if God hadn’t wanted you to fuck he wouldn’t have given you a dick.”

“That’s stupid.”

“Why?”

“Prove to me there’s a God, and then I can answer you.”

“Then you can’t answer me. Okay, here’s the proof, God is a woman, and her sense of humor was what impelled her to give men cocks. Furthermore, the purpose of a man is to please a woman.”

“Bullshit.”

“And if the purpose of a man is to please a woman, why shouldn’t a woman have as many men as she can? Why shouldn’t a woman give in to as many men as she can her Godliness?”

“I don’t buy it.”

“Then make a bet with me.”

Uh oh. I hated bets.

“You do what I say this next seven days. If I say jump you don’t even ask how high, you just start bouncing until you reach the sky.”

“That’s pretty one-sided.”

“Oh, it works for you. I won’t ask you to fuck me, and all you have to do is hold out. Don’t put your penis in me. Don’t fuck me. Prove that the male God of denial is superior to the female God of love and you win.”

Now here is where I made my fatal error, and it would come back to haunt me. I didn’t even ask what we were betting for. And I think that indicates how deeply in lust I was.

“Deal.” I said, wanting to prove Lorna wrong, unaware that I was just looking for a way to sate my lust. Reverse psychology, baby, and I was caught.

She smiled. “Excellent. You’re a brave man.”

“Thank you.”

“Eat my pussy.”

I blinked, and my eyes open, but it only took a couple of seconds for me to figure my way through the mess I had gotten myself into.

I turned and stared at her.

She just smiled and spread her legs.

“But…but I don’t want to be untrue to my wife.”

“You aren’t. You aren’t untrue to your wife until you plunge that delicious dick of yours into my cavern. Eating me out is sex for me, but not for you. Now, get to it.”

I didn’t argue, and I found myself moving in spite of myself. I shifted, turned over, slid down, and put my face into her moist junction.

I hadn’t eaten a woman out, except for my wife, and that on rare occasions, in ten years. Not since before I got married. Yet there was something ultimately exotic about inhaling a woman’s essence.

She was shaved, and I noted the baby butt smoothness of her pussy. Her labia were extended, floppy lips, and I don’t mean that disparagingly. I took a moment to marvel, then I gave her a good, slow, long lick up her slit.

“Oh, yeah,” she moaned. She sank down a little and opened her legs wider. “Do that again.”

So I did. Long, slithery licks, my tongue hoeing her ditch, butting up against the clitoris.

Her clit was large, swollen. It was like a little pinkie, but dick shaped. I blew on it, I sucked on it. I deep throated that delightful, little fellow.

She squirmed and held my head. Her juices poured forth and my face became a mess.

“Eat, you bastard. Eat me!”

I began to chew on her, to suck in folds of pussy and munch on them. She groaned and actually pounded, lightly, on my back with her fists. Then she began to fuck my face. Tilting her hips, pushing on the back of my head, she thrust her pussy onto me face.

“Yes. A little more!” she gasped.

I reached a finger up under my chin and inserted it.

“OH…OH…FUCK!” Her hips slammed into me and created a wet, slapping sound.

Then she began to relax. “Oh, yeah. Do you do that to your wife?”

What a bitch! She fucks my face, bruises me with her sex, and then asks about my wife.

I didn’t say anything.

She grabbed my hair and lifted my face from her lap. I had juices dripping off me and she laughed. “My little pussy lapper. Didn’t you like it when I asked about your wife?”

“No.” I had eaten her most private spot, to a frothy squirt, and I was going to lie? Nope.

“Well, get over it. Now come here.”

She pulled on my hair, and I struggled to bring myself up to her face. She kissed me. She licked her juices off me. Her tongue was soft and considerate. One hand reached down and grabbed my cock.

“Hey!” I jumped back.

She laughed merrily. “I want to stroke you. I have no intention of getting you off. I want to save you for when you break and finally give me what I want.”

“Never,” I said.

She grabbed my prick again and stroked it softly.

“Oh, fuck,” I whispered. I was horny. First I hadn’t had any for a couple of weeks, then I had been at an orgy, in a foul frame of mind, but still, all that fuck and sucking goes right to a guy’s mind. Or libido. Or prick. Or whatever.

Now I was naked, no clothes, being rubbed and felt, and stroked, by a beautiful woman.

I could feel her velvety hands swirling around my head. I groaned, and she let go.

“A little later a little more,” she quipped. “Now, get off me, you ugly man.”

She pushed me back and I fell back on the couch, my penis red and starting to drip.

“Okay, my little face fuck, let’s go to bed.”

“Oh,” I was a little dazed. I was over sexed, and sexed up so bad my mind was short circuiting.

I followed her up some stairs, watching her beautiful ass sway back and forth. I know she could feel my attention because she looked back at me and grinned.

Down a hall to the last room.

It was a big room, with a big four poster bed. A half a dozen super soft pillows on the bed.

She pulled the filmy drapes back and climbed onto the bed.

“Where do I sleep?”

“Right here. With me.”

“In the same bed?”

“Of course.”

So I climbed into the bed after her. I scooted way over to the side and faced away.

“Don’t do that,” she murmured. She reached out and tugged on my hip, turned me over, then pulled me towards her.

“But…but…”

“There is nothing like a good cuddle after a good cum.”

“But I didn’t cum!”

“That’s your problem. I was willing. Now, turn this way, yes.”

She snuggled against me. Her breasts lay on me, her breath was soft on my face. She sighed.

I was frozen. I was naked, sleeping with a woman who was not my wife. After a moment Lorna said, “God, you are so rigid. Can you relax a little?”

“It’s hard.”

“I know that,” she giggled.

“Not funny.”

“Not for you, that’s for sure. Now relax.”

I tried to relax. My dick, of course didn’t. I lay there, entwined with a sexy woman, bare flesh to bare flesh, and felt her heart beat.

And felt my hard beat. Throb…throb…throb. Big pulsings as the blood rushed through me. I felt superheated and super horny.

She snuggle a bit closer and then, I couldn’t believe it, she started to doze.

“I can’t do this.” I blurted.

“So sleep on the floor. I have to warn you, though, it’s cold. And I am not letting my clean blankets and pillows be on the floor.”

I lay there, she turned slightly and my penis bumped her leg.

“You meant to do that.”

“Maybe. Now shut up.”

I lay there. So damned horny I couldn’t believe it, and her breathing grew deeper, began to draw out.

I slid out from under the covers.

She woke up enough to mumble, “Idiot.” Then she drifted away.

I lay down on the floor. My dick was hard like the barrel of a gun. I was giving off massive amounts of heat. I mean, I was positively glowing with sex heat.

The floor was uncomfortable. My skin felt the cold and I gave a shiver. I cuddled up like a dog. No good. It was just colder and colder.

A lay on the floor for probably 15 minutes, and I came to a sad conclusion. I wasn’t going to get any sleep laying on the floor. And I might not get any sleep in bed, but at least I would be warm.

I got up and slipped under the sheets.

“Oh, goody.” She latched onto me. Then I felt her eyes open. “Heysoos carrying water in a leaky bucket, you are freezing.”

I was. I was shivering.

She began to rub me. She slid her warm hands over my arms and chest. She slid under the covers and warmed up my legs, and put her mouth over my dick.

“Hey!” I croaked. But I didn’t move to push her away.

She giggled and slithered up under the covers. “That’s one part of your body that isn’t cold.

Then she curled around me again, and I started feeling real warm, and, of course, dick hot. She put an arm over my body and closed her hand on my penis.

“Hey!” I said, but I was running out of resistance.

“At least you had enough sense to come in out of the cold. Now shut up and let me sleep.”

I lay there, totally awake, and listened as, once again, she drifted off to sleep. I didn’t move, though I wanted to thrust my hips forward and fuck her fist. I just lay there and wished for sleep.

I did fall asleep, but I don’t know for how long. When I woke up I looked around, confused by waking up in a strange place.

Lorna was gone. I got up. It was warm, or at least warmer. I went to the window and looked out. A long lawn and some deep woods. As I stood there a Bambi came out of the woods, looked around, then went back into the woods.

Bambi. One of the world’s most horrible horror stories. An innocent deer, mother slaughtered. So much for childhood.

I walked over to the closet and looked in. I was hoping to find some male clothes. Or even some male-ish woman clothes.

Nothing but dresses, boots, bras and such. And they were all kinky, slinky.

I took a robe off a hook and put it on. It reached down to my knees. I walked out of the room.

Lorna was downstairs, naked, doing yoga by the fire.

“Aha! You’re one of ‘those’ guys.”

“What guys?”

“Wearing women’s clothes.”

“I am not.”

“Could have fooled me. Now get down here and do some Yoga.

“I’ll pass.”

“Not a request.”

Sighing, I knelt on the floor, looked at her, and tried to duplicate what she was doing.

She was lithe, flexible, and I didn’t stand a chance.

“This is ‘downward dog,’” she said. The upper half and lower half of her body was bent at the waist and her butt, as if on a hinge, pointed towards the ceiling.

I did a push up and pushed my butt upwards. I didn’t have a hinge at the hips and I looked like some kind of sloppy and ill conceived half circle.

“Now go down. Not too fast. You don’t want to hurt your little pee wee.”

Upward dog, and I assumed the push up position and let my hips sag.

Damn! My dick hit the floor. I tried to wiggle a bit and let the thing assume a more comfortable position.

Lorna laughed. “Women have big, old floppy boobs that get in the way, and men have those stupid dicks.”

She did a sitting thing where she twisted and placed an elbow behind a knee.

I tried to do it and fell over.

“Keep the buttocks flat on the floor, don’t try to do the whole twist at first.”

I followed her directions and actually managed to assume a bad twist.

“Excellent. How’s that dick doing.”

“Fine. thank you.”

She almost went into hysterics at the haughtiness in my voice.

“Come on,” she leaped to her feet and took my hand. She pulled me up and led me towards the kitchen.

“I hope you’re not a big eater. I can give you one egg and some orange juice.”

“Oh,” my disappointment showed.

“Besides, you’re too fat.”

“Am not.”

She pinched the small roll of fat around my belly. “You’ll never make it if you can’t be honest with yourself. How can you be honest with other people if you aren’t honest with yourself?”

“I’m plenty honest with myself.”

She just shook her head and began cutting two oranges in half. She handed them to me and pointed to a juicer. The juicer was just a bowl with a ridged mountain in the center.

“Don’t you have any electric juicers?”

“Nope. If that orange is too tough for you I can do it.”

I grunted and began grinding the half oranges on the thing.

Soon we had a plate with two hard boiled eggs on it and two tall glasses of orange juice.

“I did the dangerous work, using a knife, so you get to carry.” Back to the dining room.

I walked back into the dining room and she followed me. We sat down and ate our hard boiled eggs.

“Don’t you have salt?”

“Salt bad. Natural good. Now let me tell you how this is going to work.”

“What?”

She sipped her juice, sighed happily, and said, “By the end of the week you will be in love with me.”

“Not a chance.”

“Your dick tells the truth. See dick bob?”

I looked down and, sure enough, my dick was bouncing so hard it was hitting the bottom of the dining table.

“That doesn’t mean anything.”

She snorted. Drank some more juice. Smiled, and said, “By the end of the week you will be head over heels in love with me. You will want to leave your wife and live with me forever. If I told you you could stay with me only if you were a complete and total slave…you’d do it. In fact,” she ruminated, “I’ll bet it only takes a couple of days. You being who you are.”

“Sez you.”

“Sez history. Men have a long history of doing really stupid things in the name of love.”

I drank some of my juice. The egg was dry in my throat.

“I, of course, will save you from such foolishness. I will laugh at you and send you away. Quite cheerfully, of course.

“Oh, I love you, but not in the same way. You see, you haven’t made  love to enough women to get over your childish infatuations. I love you, and am willing to fuck you, and send you on your way. We are connected, but not with a soul connection. You, on the other hand, because you are so inexperienced, will think you are in true love, and you will cry and beg, but…sayonara, sweetheart.”

I shook my head. I was done eating.

“Not only will I not fall in love with you, but I will not fuck you.”

“Oh, you will fall in love, and if you don’t fuck me then you will merely be proving how stupid and inexperienced you are.”

“I won’t betray my wife,” I blurted.

“She betrayed you. 100 times over. Heck, you could fuck me and she’d still be 99 ahead of you. Besides…aren’t you going to leave her?”

I looked at the table and mumbled. “I don’t know.”

“I mean, how can you even consider staying with that hopeless slut?”

“Don’t call her a slut,” I snapped.

“Why?”

“She…she’s…”

“She’s not? Even after fucking a 100 men? That’s your inexperience talking.”

I looked away, obviously unhappy.

Lorna sat back, stretched, then said, “Come with me.”

We went outside. The morning was warming, and we walked through the dew on the lawn towards the far woods.

“Randy?”

“What?”

“What are we betting on?”

There it was, the thing that I had overlooked, come back to bite me in the ass.

“I…I…”

“You don’t know. You were challenged, and you rose to the occasion, like a stupid male, and you don’t even know why you are here with me. Naked. Your dick screwing the air. Lusting after my damn, fine body and too stupid to do something about it.

I was silent.

“Well, even if you are stupid, I’m not. Would you like to know what you’re betting?”

We stopped and I watched her.

She said, “If I win, you admit that your wife is a slut, and that’s okay, and you go back and live your happy life with her. If you win, if you manage to hold out and not sleep with me, then I lose, and you lose your wife. She’s a slut, and you can’t admit it, and can’t even get over it.”

My mouth opened. I wasn’t aware of the world, I was thinking, grokking what she had just said. I figured it out. She was right. If I won I lost my soul partner.

Yes, she had fucked a 100 men, and probably many times, but…but…

“Come on, let me show you my dungeon. I want to lock you up and tell you some more things. I want to torture you.”

She took my hand and led me back towards the house.

Her dungeon was, naturally, in the basement. She had a couple of space heaters, a closet with toys in it, and a couple of interesting looking bits of ‘furniture.’

A pillory. Put your hands and neck through the holes and you are stuck until somebody lets you go.

A Sybian. All ready to punish the pussy into heaven.

A St. Andrew’s Cross. A couple of bigger toys were in a corner.

There was a boombox on a table and she turned it on. Tom Petty and the Heartbreakers. The Last DJ.

“Pick a toy, any toy.”

I stared at her, and she was serious.

“This is what this is all about? Beating my ass? Proving women are superior? Some shit like that?”

“You are so silly. I don’t have to prove what’s obvious. Now, choose a toy, and hurry. You don’t want me choosing a toy…then I might really beat your ass. Like you want.” She arched an eyebrow and challenged me.

I walked around the room. I don’t know why, but the pillory appealed to me. I mean, any one of her ‘toys’ would have done me, but this one…I had seen pictures of pillories and always been curious. What did it feel like to be trapped.

And, in the back of my mind…trapped by a beautiful woman. A naked beautiful woman. While I was naked.

I think you can see that I was already starting to break down.

“The pillory.”

“Ah. My favorite. There is something so sexy about a man who is helpless.” She lifted the top bar. I settled my wrists and neck in the three holes, and she lowered the bar. I heard a click, pushed up, and found I was totally locked.

“Huh,” I grunted.

“Well, now that you’re all settled in, ta ta.” She turned and walked out of the dungeon.

I actually half expected something like that. Sort of. But I was still surprised, and struck by how helpless I truly was. I was bent over, my dick was pointing down, my asshole felt very vulnerable.

I thought about trying to escape. But I knew I couldn’t. I was just fantasizing. And, to be honest, I was sort of enjoying the feelings running through me.

Five minutes later she came back into the dungeon. I tried to turn my head enough to see her, but only caught a glimpse of her. She was carrying something, like a drink or something, but bigger around. Fatter.

She pulled up a chair next to the pillory. She had a little container of ice cream.

“Well, well. At last, I have you in my clutches.”

“Yeah,” I said. And, her emphasizing my helplessness, my cock throbbed.

She spooned a bit of ice cream between her lush lips. “Mmm. I do love icey cream.”

I didn’t say anything.

“Would you like some?”

I wondered if it was a trick question. “Sure.”

She dug her spoon into the little tub, brought it out, and inserted it in my mouth.

Vanilla. And, OMG, it tasted too damned good!

Well, of course, I hadn’t had any real breakfast.

She spooned herself a bite. “You know what else I love?”

“What?”

“Locking men up, having them be scared, nervous, apprehensive, and then just treating them nice. Would you like me to whip you?”

“No.”

“I could leave some delightful strap marks on your ass. Something to remember me by.”

“I think I’ll pass.”

“Maybe some other time,” and she fed me another spoonful.

We ate, very companionable, sharing ice cream and loving it.

She asked, “How many women have you made love to?”

I thought about it. “Before I was married?”

“Unless you were getting a little after you were married.”

“Maybe ten.”

“Ten women. Doesn’t that make you a slut?”

I blinked. “That’s not a lot, and it was one on one, not…”

“Not a hundred to one?”

“You said it.”

“Well, time being what it is, the universe billions of years old, the amount of time between women…you essentially fucked ten women, really quick. Almost back to back.”

“Bullshit.”

“And your wife, she fucked ten men real quick. Comparatively. So what’s the difference between you and her?”

“She fucked a 100 men!”

“She fucked ten men. Then she fucked ten men, and ten men…and so on. And if you consider the universe, and all the men in it, that’s not very many. Heck. A thousand wouldn’t be that many.”

“It’s different.”

“Only if you’re hung up on mathematics. Are you hung up on numbers?”

“No.”

“Hmm. I wonder. And you can wonder. But while you’re wondering, I do have a special treat for you.”

“What?”

She ruffled my hair, then stood up. She walked behind me. She placed a hand on one cheek, and I jumped.

“Easy, big boy,” she giggled.

“What are you doing?”

“Giving you ice cream.”

She grabbed one cheek and pulled it to the side. I immediately pushed my cheeks together. “Hey!”

“Hey is for horses. And if you’re going to be so unwilling to accept your treat then I’m going to have to hobble you.”

She put something between my ankles, and suddenly they were being spread apart.

“Stop that!” I cried.

“I don’t think so. Now, you can either relax and enjoy, or you can fight, and I’ll win, and you’ll still enjoy.”

“”Stop that!”

But she didn’t. She wouldn’t. And suddenly I felt her push one cheek to the side, and I couldn’t bring them together now, and she pushed a spoon into me.

It actually went in easy, and then the shock of cold hit me. “Oh, God!”

“Feels good, doesn’t it?”

She worked the spoon around inside me. She touched parts of me that had never been touched before, and I was shortly shivering and moaning.

“Would you like another bite? I’ve got a couple of spoonfuls left.”

“No!”

“You say no, but your dick says yes. Good dickie. Here go.”

She pushed another spoonful into my ass. The cold caused my asshole to pucker and celebrate. I suddenly found myself pushing back.

“Ooh, he likes it. I guess little Randy is a big slut. Just like his wife.”

I was actually crying, which was bizarre. I was being raped…and it felt so good. The pleasure was picking up speed. I ground my hips around.

“Tell me, little Randy. Would you like me to go get a dildo and show you what it feels like?”

“No! No!”

She walked back to the front and sat down. “Maybe later. Baby steps, you know? Now let me ask you…would you rather eat ice cream or fuck me?”

“No! Stop! you can’t…”

“It’s a simple choice.”

“No, it’s not.”

“Oh, is Randy crying? Poor Randy!”

“You are evil!”

“I know. I’m just a big slut. And sluts are evil. Anybody who fucks is evil. Right?”

“No!”

She laughed. “Your dick is speaking for you.”

“I don’t care what it says!”

“You’ve got two minds, and you don’t care what one of them says. Such a silly person.”

I didn’t say anything.

She said, “Well, I still don’t have an answer, and I’m not going to let you out until you answer me. Would you rather eat ice cream or make love to me?”

I said nothing.

She sighed. “Well, there are ways to loosen up your tongue.”

I remained mute.

She stood up and walked out of the dungeon.

I couldn’t believe what was happening to me. And I couldn’t believe how good my ass felt. Is this what gay people feel? I mean, I hate to admit it, but when she took the spoon out of my ass…I actually missed it.

She returned to the dungeon. She was carrying a little ice chest. She placed it on the floor and opened it. A bottle of beer. And ice.

And it hit me.

“Oh, no. “You’re not going to pour that up my ass!”

“Of course I am.”

She held up the bottle. Golden Monkey. “This is the most wonderful concoction. This bottle is as potent as a six pack, and people always underestimate it. The first time I ever drank it my eyeballs started working independently. One looked at one thing, and the other looked at something else, and I was hooked. It’s a different world when your eyes work independent of each other.

“You can’t,” I whispered.

She took a tube out of the ice chest and walked behind me.

I tried to struggle, but my feet were still spread. I couldn’t do much more than wiggle my ass.

She inserted the tube into me. It went smooth and easy.

She came back to the front, picked up the bottle of Golden Monkey and went to my rear.

Shortly I felt a cool sensation washing into my ass.

Then, almost immediately, I started getting drunk. I was dizzy, the room spun a little, then, son of a bitch, my eyes started working independently.

“I only gave you a little, Randy. How’s it going?”

“Oh, Jeez,” I mumbled, having trouble with my tongue.

“Tell the truth, I don’t think it’s going to take much. I know you’re a strong man, but this is one area you’re weak in.

“Fuck. The room is turning.”

She pulled up the chair and leaned into my face. She began kissing me, long, slow, and soft. She nibbled on my lips. She played with my nipples.

I groaned.

After a long time in paradise, she asked, “Randy…would you rather eat ice cream or make love to me?”

I nodded.

“What?”

“I’d like to fuck you.”

Not make love, but fuck. She was my enemy, but she wasn’t. She was doing something to me, and in the midst of the revelry happening in my mind I knew she was right.

“All right!” she clapped her hands.

She unlocked the pillory and helped me up. I had a hard time walking, and she supported me, kept me moving forward.

We walked up the stairs, up more stairs, and reached her room.

She placed one of my hands against a bed post and sat on the bed.

“Randy, baby? I need you to really fuck the shit out of me. You can be rough as you want, or as soft. You’ve earned this. You’ve finally told the truth, and your life is going to be different.

She lay back and nodded, and that was the signal.

I fell on the bed, fell across her. I couldn’t tell which way was up, but I knew all I had to do was crawl across her and find her hole.

She laughed and helped me crawl.

I pushed between her legs and stuffed my cock in her.

“Oh! No foreplay!” Yet she was moist. I knew she had been wanting this.

I began to move in and out, and the world kept turning on me.

She placed her hands on my chest, steadied me, kept me from falling off her. She rose to meet me. Her hips moved up and gripped my cock.

“I like a big man,” she moaned.

I kissed her, and she kissed back. Our lips danced, our tongues speared out. I was a sloppy lover, made sloppy by the Golden Monkey. But she didn’t mind. Heck, she had set this up, so this was what she expected, if not wanted.

“God!” She ground up at me. Then: “It might take a little longer to cum, alcohol does that, so just enjoy the feeling of my cunt gripping your cock. She twisted and emphasized her words.

I felt like my body was doing a barrel roll, and at the same time my cock was barrel rolling inside her.

We fucked, and it was dirty and wonderful and uninhibited. In truth, I had never fucked like this in my life.

Then she flipped me over. She was strong, and she went with my drunken tilting and suddenly I was on the bottom. She kissed me more and then whispered, “I’m going to blow your mind.”

My mind was already blown, but then she shattered it and threw the pieces in the wind.

She hunched up, even as she settled her weight on my cock. She managed to grip my balls with one strong hand and she rolled them, like ben wah balls. Then the piece de resistance, she stuck a finger up my ass.

I howled, “Aiiieeee!” Then I came. I blew out a massive load. And she just hung on and made sure I was deep inside her.

“Fuck…fuck!”

Spurt after spurt, big, thick ropes splattered her insides.

Finally, I was empty. She hadn’t cum, but she didn’t care. This was my orgasm, and that was okay with her.

I collapsed. I lay on the bed and the world swirled over me. She rose up and my dick flopped on my belly.

“Well, lover, that was good. But we have a lot more to do. Now go to sleep.”

She kissed my cheek and walked away.

I lay there for a long time, feeling like the world was a whirlpool and I was at the bottom. Then, finally, I slept.

END
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PART ONE

“Don’t worry about a thing,” I said, as my wife packed her suitcase.

“I’m sorry, honey, but she’s my sister and I have to help her through this.”

“Hey, I told you not to worry. This is going to be three months of drinking beer, watching football, and doing all the things I like to do.”

And my point was in the second, unstated half of the sentence, ‘…that you don’t like me to do.”

Carrie straightened up and face me. She frowned. “You are such a caveman. It’s almost like me going and helping my sister through chemo is like an opportunity for you to…”

“…To what?” I asked innocently, already thinking about the fun and degradation I was going to have.

“Jimmy, I know you’re a kinky bastard. And I don’t like it when you watch all that porn and…and…jack off. And the idea of letting you degrade yourself and abuse yourself for three months is…disgusting.”

She almost spat the last word, like it was a bad tasting pill.

“Oh, don’t worry about it. I’m not going to masturbate to nekkid women on the net. I’m a grown man.”

I was, of course, lying through my teeth.

She turned back to her packing, muttering, “If there was only some some way I could be sure.”

I chuckled. “Now who’s kinky.”

“What?”

“You’re thinking about putting me into one of those chastity device things.”

She sighed.

I laughed on the inside.

I had been trying to get her interested in that kink for months, but she had shown no interest. What she didn’t know was that I had a chastity device, along with some other toys, and I was going to be abusing the hell out of myself as soon as she left for the airport.

“You are so sick,” was all she said, closing her suitcase with a snap. “Well, come on, bring my bag to the car.”

I picked up the bag and followed her out of the house. As she walked I watched her round butt sway. Man, I was lucky, I mean, she had the perfect butt, and her tits were big and round…man, I wanted some of that. Even though she had fucked hell out of me all night, I wanted some more.

She went through the front door, down to the car and opened the trunk. I placed her bag in the boot and turned to her. “Sure you don’t want to get a little before you go.”

She smiled ruefully. “Always horny, aren’t you? Don’t you remember doing ti three times last night?”

“Hors d’oeuvres, baby.” I put my arms around her and we kissed. And it was a good, hot, steamy kiss. Then she hugged me for a long moment. Then she looked up into my eyes.

“My caveman husband. Unrepentant horniness. Nasty, porn watching kinkster. I want you to keep your hands off yourself while I’m gone.”

“Honey, I promise.” My fingers were crossed behind her back.

Carrie sighed. “Well, anyway. Try not to play with yourself so hard you pull it off.”

“Carrie!” I acted shocked, but we both knew I was mocking.

With that she kissed me again, then got into the car and headed for Nebraska. Good old wonderful Nebraska. Leaving me alone for three glorious months. Three months of porn and booze and pounding my pud until it begged for mercy, But it wouldn’t. Beg for mercy, I mean.

As the car drove down the street I waved good bye. I smiled as her slender hand raised out of the driver’s window and fluttered at me.

I entered the house, sauntered to the bedroom, and began my journey into sluttiness.

I opened the closet and reached for my box of ‘toys.’

I sat down on the bed and opened it, and began getting ready.

First, a butt plug. God, it felt good as I greased it up and inserted. I loved the feeling of the big bulb sliding into me, pushing against my anal ring, and then popping in.

I sat down, gingerly, and fastened the chastity tube. Man, it was snug, and I just barely made it. My cock was struggling and straining and trying to get hard. It made me so horny I couldn’t believe it. Just sitting there, my cock in a tube, all locked up and nowhere to go, I actually shivered with sexual fervor.

Then I put on a bra. Just a bra. I’m not one of those fairy guys, I just like a little kink.

Finally, I rolled a tube of red lipstick on my lips. Just lipstick. Like I said, I ain’t one of those gay guys.

I stood up and stared at the bed in anticipation. Oh, baby, was I going to have fun.

I attached the hand cuffs to the bed posts. Four sets. Yeah.

Then I got onto the bed.

I fastened my ankles. Check.

Made sure the key was on a sturdy piece of fish line and tied the fishline to my wrist.  Check.

Blindfold. Check.

And, I snapped the handcuffs around my wrists. Check and double check.

I lay back, my cock throbbing in its cage. Pulsing, trying to erect, and making me horny to the Nth. There is nothing so hot as being close, wanting to, and not being able to.

I lay for a minute, then began my delicious struggling. I twisted, I turned, I rolled half over and tried to rub my caged cock against the sheets.

Anything for some relief!

Yet there was no relief for me, just mounting frustration, rising horniness, and a delicious sense of being helplessly fucked.

I scootched my butt down and wiggled and the butt plug shifted and rubbed against my rectum. Oh! It felt good! I was filled and fulfilled and my cock pulsed so very hard. But every pulse only served to enforce more and more sexual fever on me.

Finally, I was thrusting my hips up, slamming down and driving the butt plug in harder and harder, and I was reaching that peak. That place where I was almost blind with the need for sex. The bed began bouncing, the hardboard slammed against the wall, and I reached it. I was unthinking, desperate, had to cum. I used my fingers to pull the fishline and got my hand around the key to the cuffs. I undid my cuff, but couldn’t wait to undo the other cuffs. I grabbed my cock and began jacking, frantically, desperately. Within just a few seconds I felt that white heat exploding within me.

“GAHHH!” I squirted and squirted. I shot into the air, unloaded my load and felt it rain down and splatter on my naked chest.

Fuck…fuck…what a great way to start my three months of sex and fun.

Finally, my cock oozing, my balls empty, I laid back and went to sleep. I didn’t even get up or take off the other hand cuffs. After a good cum…you know?

A couple of hours later I poured myself a Coke and bourbon and set about fixing dinner. Steak. Lots of sauce. Instant mashed potatoes with tons of butter. Hell, more butter than potato, that’s my motto. When everything was done I sat down, lifted a fork and…DING!

Ah, fuck. Who the heck was calling me?

Well, being in charge of myself for the next three months, I came to an easy decision. Ignore it.

DING!

I reached for my phone, intending to turn it off.

DING!

WTF? Whoever this was, they seemed pretty insistent. So it wasn’t a robot calling from New Jersey, and probably not a lawyer from Nigeria, so…what if there was a problem? What if it was Carrie?

I sighed, opened the face and turned white.

I mean real white.

If you drained the blood from Casper…that white.

If you painted a polar bear in a snowstorm white…that white.

No blood in my face at all.

It was a picture.

Of me.

On the bed.

Tied up and blindfolded, but wearing a bra, and lipstick. I could see the lipstick.

My hand frantically moving up and down. A still shot that was so good you could feel the motion…feel the sexual frenzy I was in.

I was dizzy, near swooning, but I managed to look closer at the message.

But there was no message.

Just the picture.

And the phone number. I didn’t recognize it. 169-7734.

By whoever this ‘7734’ was, they had managed to slide through my filters. I didn’t give my email out to anybody, and Google hadn’t given me any ‘spam risk’ warnings.

So who…who?

I sat there for the longest time. My steak grew cold. The ice cubes in my drink dissolved. The sun went down.

Who was it?

Who was 7734

How did they get to me?

More important…how did the picture get taken? It was from a side position to the bed, close. You could see my pores. Literally three feet from me, and wide angle so you could see everything. The handcuffs, the bra…oh…fuck!

What if Carrie got a hold of the picture?

Or, what if it was posted on Facebook? Or Tweeted! My life in this town would be over. I would be divorced, left to roam, homeless, in a bra.

Oh…FUCK!

I walked slowly back to the kitchen. I sat down at the table, shoved my plate and drink to the side, put my elbows on the table and my face in my hands.

What would I do? What could I do?

DING!

I scrambled for the phone. I opened it.

Follow Directions.

I stared at the phone. Follow directions? What directions?

DING!

Video as you flush the key.

What? Flush the key? But I wouldn’t be able to get out!

I looked down at my groin.

After my sexual episode I hadn't taken anything off.

Why take it off if you’re just going to do it again? Right?

So I was wearing the chastity tube. I wasn’t horny, but wearing it would help my horniness rise again.

I was wearing the bra. It helped.

And I was wearing fresh lipstick.

These things helped me recharge my cock so I could do it all again.

But now…now…flush the key?

DING!

Now.

Send video.

I typed back.

Forget it.

I was trying to put up a good front, say something that wouldn’t reveal my quaking nerves.

DING!

Look at Facebook.

I started to tap my phone, then stood up and ran for the computer. I needed some horsepower. I called up Facebook.

It was the picture. Me. Handcuffed. In chastity. Blindfolded. Bra and lipstick. My hand moving a million miles an hour.

But the face was blotted out.

As wild panic swept through me I yet felt a bit of relief. My face was not visible.

DING!

Flush.

Video.

Or I show the face.

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!

As I sat there and stared at the picture I could already see comments appearing.

What a loser!

And:

How’d that get past the censors?

And:

What a kinky, little bad boy.

I tried to ignore the comments and typed on my phone:

Okay.

Five minutes.

Another comment:

I bet his dick is small.

It must be small to fit inside that thing.

And:

His poor wife.

I was almost crying. I turned on the video camera on my phone, picked up key from the bedside dresser, and walked into the bathroom.

I have never felt so dismal, so lost, so out of control.

I stood over the toilet, staring at the key in my hand. I dropped it into the water and flushed. I watched as the water swirled, moved the key, and it suddenly disappeared.

Tears were actually coming out of my eyes, and…I felt my dick throb.

What?

It throbbed. It was locked, caged, and now it couldn’t get out, and it throbbed. And throbbed again.

I think, on some level, that was when I knew I was in trouble.

Sure, I was kinky, but I was always in control. How could being out of control cause a sexual reaction in me?

Yet my cock was throbbing and trying to get hard. And here is the bad part. In staring down at my dick I neglected to turn off the video camera. I was unaware as my phone recorded my reaction to the loss of my…the loss of my manhood. Yes, that’s what it was, the loss of my manhood. And my cock just throbbed and surged and filled the tube and bulged at the edges. It was obvious. There was no hiding my horny reaction.

Finally, shaking myself out of my stupor, I lifted the phone, tapped it with my finger and sent the video to…whoever.

Oh, why oh why didn’t I check the video before sending it? I could have deleted it! Because not only did it show my reaction, it showed something else.

Shaken, utterly destroyed, I walked back to the bedroom. I was going to take everything off. Everything but my cock tube. That was on to stay, at least until I cut the lock. I could do that tonight. I could go out to the garage and get a pair of pliers and…and I sat down at the make up table and picked up a moist towelette to clean off my lipstick.

DING!

Of…fuck!

I opened my phone.

Put on make up.

What? No! I couldn’t…

DING!

Dread filling my soul, the mystery person had sent me a video.

I didn’t want to look at it. That’s why I hadn’t checked it in the first place.

But I had to.

I started the video and watched myself.

Picking up the key.

Walking into the bathroom.

The key splashing, swirling, disappearing, and then my cock trying to get hard. Desperate to get hard. My reaction to my helplessness plain to see.

But that wasn’t the worst.

In the next scene I shifted my position, moved the phone around, and it recorded…the bathroom mirror!

It was me! Face revealed! No doubt!

No! No! No!

DING!

Make up.

Now.

Video and send.

I was actually sobbing. Tears were flowing down my cheeks. I was gasping. I was having an anxiety attack.

But what else could I do?

I sat down.

DING!

Oh, fuck! What now?

Set phone to I can see.

From here on you will always

have your phone recording.

Stream it.

Oh, heysoos forked a dork!

I placed the phone on the make up table, propped it up so it wouldn’t fall, and hit the buttons.

Whoever it was watched as I tried to stop crying. Were they laughing as I made myself up? Who was this sick person?

Well, sick or not, I was trapped.

I had played with make up over the years. I was more into just a bit of lipstick, but I had explored and knew what I was doing.

I cleansed my face. I primed it. I did everything. Foundation, blush, bronze. I even did my eyes, painted them a smoky grey, and then my lips…

DING!

Use plumper.

Plumper! Oh, shit! Sure. I had some. I had everything. but plumper tended to last a few days. I mean, it was the weekend, but, still, Monday would come.

But what choice did I have?

I picked up the plumper and made my lips bigger. Then the lipstick. In the mirror my face was now round and feminine, and my lips were bright red. And my heart was pounding. And my cock was going crazy.

DING!

Stop crying.

More eye liner.

I sat and looked at myself, and that made me want to cry even more. I was a man! Sure, I had some kinks, but they were just to jack off, to have some extra great sex. I didn’t want to look like a woman!

Finally, I turned away from the mirror. I couldn’t stand to look at myself. It was one thing to get made up and be horny. It was another thing to be forced to put on make up.

DING!

Look at the mirror.

Camera should always be on.

I typed:

I can’t stop crying.

Seeing myself makes me cry.

DING!

Poor boy.

Look at the mirror.

I faced the mirror and waited for the tears to stop. It took a long time, but at least the dinging stopped. Whoever it was must have accepted the fact of what I was going through.

Finally, after a couple of hours, the tears were done. And I felt emptied. Exhausted. Not even resisting.

DING!

Put on baby doll.

Go to sleep.

Tomorrow is a big day.

I did as I was commanded.

DING!

I awoke with a groan. I was hungry. My face was a mess and I had left make up all over the pillow. Still, I sat up and held the phone.

Good morning.

Huh! Good for who?

DING!

Get up.

Fix your face.

Get dressed…in your new clothes.

I typed:

What new clothes?

The answer:

Amazon in an hour.

Hurry.

Be fed.

Amazon was going to deliver clothes to me? WTF? Still, I had no choice. With an aching heart I showered, cleaned my face, and made myself up again. Every once in a while I would get a ding.

Plump lips again.

Get rid of male lines with more foundation.

And so on.

A half hour later I was done, so I fixed breakfast. Threw away the steak, which had set out all night, but drank the bourbon down quick. I was ready to pour another one, but…

DING!

Amazon is almost here.

Put on robe.

Answer door.

Set up phone so I can see.

Oh, crap! Answer the door? With a female face? What kind of torture was this?

Still, nothing for it, I put on a robe. Unfortunately, the only robe I had was nothing more than a flimsy negligee. The Amazon driver would see my naked body. My male body. And he would laugh.

I began thinking then, and decided that, maybe, if I had a wig on and moved quickly, he wouldn’t see. At least, I could hope.

So I put on the negligee, got out my wig, it was a blonde, Marilyn Monroe cut, and fastened it in place. Just in time. I heard the Amazon truck squeal to a stop.

I ran to the foyer, set up the phone, and opened the door as the driver rolled a bunch of packages up the walk.

DING! And I knew what it was.

I opened the door wider.

The driver was a pimple faced guy, maybe early twenties. Probably lucky to have a girlfriend.

He slowed down, his jaw dropped and he gaped at me.

“Delivery for…Jim Allen.” His voice was fading and he was staring and…he looked frightened. As if I was going to jump out and molest him.

Ha! Attacked by a sissy while delivering for Amazon. It sounded like the title for a bad erotica story.

“Leave them on the—“

DING!

I knew.

“Bring them in.”

I stood aside, aware of my arms and legs and body, embarrassed at the shiny cock cage in my groin, humiliated by the make up on my face.

He turned and backed the dolly over the threshold. He moved far to the side, trying to keep away from me. He tilted and slid the dolly out from under and almost jumped back to the porch. I thought it was done, but he had one last humiliation for me.

“Got to sign…” He held a clipboard out to me.

Fuck!

Into the daylight, because he wasn’t going to step closer to me. I prayed the neighbors wouldn’t be able to see. I signed the clipboard and almost jumped back into the house.

I mean, I was so embarrassed my whole body was red. Real red. Almost lipstick red.

I closed the door and leaned against it, almost sobbing with relief.

I looked at the phone, which looked right back at me. It didn’t say anything, but I knew what it wanted.

I opened the top box and took out panties and bras, garters and nylons. At the bottom were two corsets.

Oh…damn.

I moved the box aside and opened the second one. Dresses. Skirts. Blouses. Clothes for every day. At the bottom were two maid outfits. Black with white trimming, chiffon to raise the short skirts.

Crap!

I moved that box aside and opened the bottom one.

Shoes. Mostly high heels. And a make up kit. And several wigs.

I stared at the stuff. What the heck was going on. What did—

DING!

You will dress as a woman from now on.

I felt the tears trying to start up again. I went into the computer room and sat down at the computer. I typed:

I don’t want to do this.

I don’t want to be a woman.

DING! And there was no message. Just the picture of me.

DING! DING! Stills from the video. My cock trying to get stiff. My face in the mirror

DING! A still of me making myself up, putting lipstick on my plump lips.

DING! A final picture of me with the door open, wearing the negligee and make up and wig, signing the clipboard for the Amazon driver. I didn’t look like I was doing anything that wasn’t normal.

DING!

Facebook will love you.

I did cry then. I just leaned forward and cried into my hands.

CLICK!

Click? What…I looked up at my computer. A jpeg flashed on to the computer. It was me, crying, just then. What…how…?

DING!

I am everywhere.

Oh, no! They were into my computer! I had been hacked!

DING!

Get dressed.

Video yourself.

We’re going to look at porn.

My mind was a shriek, just a shrill scream, but I had no choice. I  picked up my cell phone and began recording and stood up and left the room. Moving like a zombie, I went to the bedroom and went through the new underwear. I put on panties and a bra, and I found a pair of breast forms. I slipped them into my bra and looked at the mirror.

I was crushed, destroyed, but…looked sexy. I didn’t have a big, muscular body, and the addition of real boobs made me a bit curvy.

I put on the garters and unrolled new nylons up my legs.

I hated it, I was disgusted, but…it felt…kinky. I felt my cock trying to talk down there.

I put on a short dress and studied myself in the mirror. All the time my cell phone recorded and streamed me to…whoever.

I left the Marilyn wig on, my make up was fine, and I went back to the computer.

DING!

High heels.

I sighed and went back to the boxes. I picked out a pair of high heels and put them on. They fit perfectly. I went back to the computer.

DING! Sighing wearily, I wondered: what next?

Take everything off.

use Nair.

Paint your nails bright red.

Get dressed.

Oh, double crap!

So I got undressed, used a bottle of Nair, which I found with the make up kit in the boxes, and waited fifteen minutes. I was starting to itch, it was getting a little hot, so I jumped into the shower. I stared at the drain as my manly hair swirled and whirled and went away.

I stepped out, and had to redo all my make up.

Sighing, I sat down at the table, and cursed my cock.

That’s right. The damned fool kept trying to get hard. While I dressed, while I showered, and especially when I put on make up.

What was wrong with me?

I mean, a little kink was fine, but Mr Happy was enjoying this too much.

In fact, he was becoming uncomfortable. So packed in there, struggling. Distracting me.

But, heaving cock or not, I put on my make up and got dressed again.

And it felt different.

My limbs being smooth the nylons felt electric, and my skin was…horny. Alive and horny.

Made my dick struggle all the more, and I actually hunched forward and pushed down on my groin with one hand.

DING!

How’s it going?

I typed:

Please.

Stop this.

DING!

Come on.

This is every man’s dream.

Be sexy.

Now enjoy it.

Go to the computer.

I went into the computer room, tottering on my high heels, and sat down and powered up the computer. immediately, a chat window opened.

I turned on the mike

so you can talk to me.

“Please let me go. Don’t do this.”

Ha!

This is too much fun.

Besides,

your dickie says he loves it.

I looked down at my traitor penis. He surged and surged. I groaned.

Okay, let’s surf.

Go to Wikihow.

Search for ‘how to walk like a woman.’

Blinking, I did so.

Read and practice.

“But…but…”

A picture flashed on the screen. Me in full make up, zipping up my dress. Big boobs thrusting out.

I slumped, then I opened a page. Wikihow, with 11 steps on how to walk like a lady. I read the pictures, then stood up and walked back and forth across the room. It was difficult in high heels, but I tried. I tried to relax and have an outthrust chest. I tried to take shorter steps and put my feet in a line. Oddly, the movement was comforting. It was a way I could concentrate…and forget about my dilemma.

After a half hour of walking, and being corrected by whoever was stalking me…yes, I call it ‘stalking…I looked okay. That was confirmed by the next message I was sent.

Very good.

Reward time.

Google Carolina Ramirez.

I did, and found a Columbia actress. I frowned. What the…

DING!

Carolina Ramirez porn.

I added ‘porn’ to the name and up popped several different sites. I started blinking hard. The sites said things like ‘transgender’ and ‘shemale.’

What the…

“Open the Xvideo page.”

I did, and I was so stunned I almost fell over in my swivel. I mean I pushed back and goggled and shook my head.

Carolina was a slender brunette with large breasts. And a large dick. And balls. She, he, whatever, was a shemale. Both a woman and a man.

Start watching.

“But I don’t want to…it’s, she’s a …transvestite!”

No.

She’s a shemale.

the best of both worlds.

Watch and enjoy.

Once again I was deprived of choice. I had to do what I was told, and I began watching.

The woman, in spite of having a big cock it’s hard to think of her as a man, played with herself, flicked her nipples, stroked her cock, and ended up shooting large streams of jizz all over the place.

I tried to object a few times, but whoever had hijacked me—it was no longer just my computer that was hijacked, but me—didn’t care. They just kept telling me to watch.

It wasn’t long before I stopped objecting. I wasn't into dicks, but staring at her sweet face, feeling her sexual cummings, I couldn’t help it. She was so beautiful. Her breasts were so round and perfect (were they real, hormone wise? Or implants?)

I watched as she kept stroking and squirting, big, long squirts, tons of white foam squirts, sometimes even no handed squirts, and I began to fall in love.

My hand was down on my groin, my cock was straining, i was breathing hard, I wanted to cum right along with Carolina. i wanted—

DING!

Dazed, I looked around. I was on the computer? Why hadn’t this person just written a chat to me? And then I realized…they had. the chat box on my computer was filled with messages.

Jim.

Jim.

Earth to Jim.

Jim, look at the chat box.

Jim!

JIM!

JIM! JIM! JIM!

But I had been so engrossed I hadn’t noticed.

But how could that be? I wasn’t into men!

But I had never seen a woman with a cock!

I had…uh oh. I had been fascinated by a man with boobs. A woman with a cock. Whatever Carolina was.

Whatever she was, she was beautiful, and sexy, and…and I wanted to watch more.

I typed:

Yes?

I expected a lecture or something, but whoever it was didn’t say a thing about my being mesmerized.

Get lunch.

Change into your maid uniform.

It’s time to work.

Tell the truth, I was a little bit dizzy. I had been focusing on Carolina Ramirez so hard I had ignored the world, and…I was dizzy.

So, in a daze, I stood up and stretched. And almost fell over because of the high heels.

I caught myself and went into the kitchen, all the time wondering at myself.

Had I really been enraptured by a…a shemale? Had I? I mean, that was sick! That was…perverted! Was I really perverted? Heck, I thought a little lipstick and handcuffs was fine. I didn’t mind that stuff, it just made me horny and gave me a good masturbatory episode.

But now I was seeing myself. I was digging deeper, and I was finding out about myself.

How could I be so enthralled by a man with breasts?

And, underneath it, slinking and gawking, was the concept, did I want breasts?

Yeah. Seriously. Only a couple of hours of this…this forced life, and I was…what was happening to me?

Well, regardless, whatever was happening was just starting. Things were about to get worse. A lot worse.


PART TWO

I fixed hot dogs for lunch, and wondered where the time had gone.

And here is another oddity, when you are are doing something you like time disappears. When you do something you don’t like time drags. Time had disappeared. I had been so frantic, even desperate, and I had been dressing like a woman, and learning to walk like a woman, and, then…getting horned up by Carolina.

What was wrong with me? Time had disappeared, so did that mean I liked it?

Did I like putting on make up and wearing undergarments and dresses?

I kept asking myself: what was wrong with me.

But there was no answer. There was only the task in front of me. I was so dazed I couldn’t see beyond my immediate duty. My immediate duty was to dress up like a maid.

So I finished my lunch. Then I did the dishes, and I wandered back to the bedroom.

I took off my dress and laid out the maid uniform. Cripes, it was going to be tighter on me. I shook my head.

DING!

Corset.

Oh, man. I held up the stiff material and stared at it. I tried to pre-adjust the straps and ties as best I could, then I stepped into it and tried to pull it up my body. It took me several tries, I had to keep adjusting the straps, but I did it.

Man, it was hard to breath. The material squeezed my innards like a boa constrictor makes love to a rabbit. I could feel my ribs being pushed together. My chest seemed to swell up a bit, and I was having a hard time breathing. Finally, I realized that I had to take short, shallow breaths.

Now in the corset, I had to slide into the maid uniform. Struggling into the little, black thing, I actually thought about greasing up my body.

Still, I managed to do it. God, it was hard to bend over. It took everything I had to bend over and put on the black high heels that went with the little dress. Finally, I had it on.

DING!

Check your make up.

I crossed the room, my cock throbbing, going from bedpost to doorway to chair, and sat, sort of, on the chair in front of the make up table.

I say sort of because the corset was shaping me, making it difficult to bend, and therefore to sit.

Still, once again, I made it, and I checked my make up.

Yep. It was in trouble. Apparently I had been sweating, and there was blotchiness, and my lipstick had worn half off. I quickly fixed myself.

DING!

Dust everything.

Oh, Heysoos! What was this!

But, sadly, I knew. It was dust or get busted on Facebook.

I went to the little cupboard next to the garage door and took out a duster. I went from room to room, dusting. I did bookshelves and the edges of doorways. Mid way through the phone dinged again. I began again, this time holding my phone in one hand and showing whoever was controlling me my work.

I went from room to room, dusting every surface. There wasn’t a lot of dust, Carrie is pretty thorough in that department, but there was enough, and it took me an hour to do it to the satisfaction of my tormentor.

Finally, I put the duster away.

DING!

Polish the wood.

Oh, man! When was this going to end? Time may have gone fast when I was looking at porn, but it was starting to drag. My calves hurt from the high heels, and I was getting a work out with the bending and contorting of cleaning.

Still, I went to the cupboard and pulled out some lemon Pledge and some rags. I began polishing all the wood surfaces in the house, and I had never realized how many there were. Bed frame, desks, tables, table legs, ledges…wood, wood, wood.

Finally, done, I put the Pledge away.

DING!

Wash and wax the car.

I groaned and tapped out a message.

Please. I’m tired. Can’t I rest?

DING!

A woman’s work is never done.

Hop to, slave bitch.

Slave bitch? Slave bitch? Who the fuck did this…this whoever…think they were talking to?

DING!

Ha ha!

Gotcha.

So the ‘slave bitch’ remark was all a joke. Hard de har har. It didn’t sound so funny to me.

Fortunately, our house is situated a little catty corner on our lot, and there are some bushes, and by putting the car in the upper corner of the driveway I was pretty well hidden from the street. If I hadn’t been I don’t think I would have been able to do it.

But I did it.

I washed the car, trying to stay dry, and then I waxed it. It took me a long time, those damned high heels, but I did it. I staggered back into the house and collapsed on the couch.

DING!

Aw.

Is poor slave bitch tired?

I picked up the phone and realized I could speak into it. Jeez. I had been so befuddled that I had been typing into it. I hit the speaker and said, “Please, I need to—“

RING RING RING!

Oh, my fucking God! Carrie! She was calling at the same time as… “My wife!” I gasped.

RING RING RING!

DING! I didn’t know what to do. I had been talking, now I had to talk to my wife, and I was already on the phone with…whoever…and…and…

I pressed the phone icon on my cell.

“Hey, honey?”

I tried to sound normal.

I tried to sound like I had just rushed in and picked up the phone.

“Where have you been?”

“Oh, I was outside. I was washing the car.”

“You were…washing the car? Really?”

I never washed the car. I took it to the car wash. But no way I was going to drive to the carwash in a maid’s uniform. Or any type of female clothing.

“Sure.” Then inspiration: “I want everything cleaned up and shiny for when you get back.”

“But…I’m not coming home for three months!”

“That’s okay,” I blithely quipped. “I miss you so much that I’m getting an early start.”

“You miss me?”

“Of course I do.”

A moment of silence. Then: “Well, I don’t know what kind of drugs you’ve been taking, but take some more. I like this new you.”

New me? Fuck. The new me was wearing a maid’s uniform and sbeing a slave. I wanted the old me.

“So what can I do for you?”

“I just wanted to let you know that I’m here. The drive was long, but…I’m here.”

“That’s great.”

Pause, and I had to fill the space, I was compelled to keep everything easy and natural. I didn’t want her to suspect me. I blurted. “I really miss you.”

“Oh, that’s sweet.”

Well, I did. My cock was pounding down there. All morning it had been squirming in its cage, but now, my sole source of sexual release on the phone, it wanted out. In a BIG way.

“Well, I do.”

“I’m liking this new you more and more.”

Now, I had been walking aimlessly while talking to Carrie, and I had wandered into the computer room, and I sat down.

“I’m going to have to visit my sister more often.”

“No…I just…”

Suddenly, right in the middle of my speaking, the chat box on the computer had erupted.

Put her on speaker.

“…I just think of our last night together…” I was talking, blurting, saying whatever came into my head, trying to figure out what was happening.

PUT HER ON SPEAKER!

“That was hot. We did it like three times.”

“Three big times,” I spoke calmly, but my mind was breaking into little pieces.

PUT HER ON SPEAKER

OR IT’S FACEBOOK!

Oh, fuck. I tapped the phone and put her on speaker. Now the…the person on the computer could hear her.

“Yeah. God, it was just yesterday, but just talking about it is making me tingle.”

Tell her you want to fuck her

“I’d like to make love to you right now.”

“Oh, you horny bastard. I guess it’s the absence…the heart grows fonder and all that, but I wouldn’t mind—are you watching porn!”

“No! No!”

“Are you sure? This isn’t sounding like you!”

“Believe me, honey, it’s me. And I love you.”

“Wow. New you.”

Tell her about Carolina!

Now!

“But, I did watch a little bit this morning. A girl named Carolina. Just a little bit, but the girl reminded me too much of you, so I stopped.”

Good save.

Carrie was silent for a second. “This is so unlike you. Usually you just…slough me off. But you’re actually…maybe I should look up this Carolina who looks like me.”

FUCK! shrieked in my head.

“No…no. You’re right. I think porn is sort of…distracting. I shouldn’t be watching it.”

“I can’t believe it. I don’t believe it. Are you sure you’re Jim? My Jim?”

“Oh, yes, honey.”

“Well, isn’t this weird. You’re telling me porn is bad, and I’m thinking maybe you should watch more of it. After all, if it makes you horny for me. Does it really make you horny for me?”

“Believe me, honey, you’re the only person I want in the world.”

Wow.

What a mush you turned out to be.

I ignored the screen. I said, “I am so horny, and to think that I’m not going to be able to be with you for three months…it’s making it downright painful down in the you know where.”

“Oh, honey. This is music to my ears. Is this what they call phone sex?”

“Well, uh…sort of.”

“Oh, goody, let’s do it some more.”

Oh, this is going to be good.

Shut up!” I hissed.

“What?”

“The cat just scratched me, sorry.”

“Oh, I’m sorry. Now, about this phone sex thing…do you want to make love to me?”

“Oh, yeah.” I was honest there. My cock was trying to break the cage in the worst possible way.

“Are you touching yourself?”

I put my hand down and felt my cage through my maid uniform. I lifted my dress and grabbed the shaft. “Oh, yes.”

“Oh, goodie. I’m touching myself, too. Let’s jack off together.”

My mind was officially blown. When she left she had been Miss Straight Lace. Now…now…”Okay.”

“Okay, I’m touching my nipples. They are erect and stiff. They are so stiff they almost hurt, but in a good way. Tell me about your cock.”

“My cock is…hard. I can feel it pulsing. It’s all red and it wants you.”

“Oh, my. That is hot. I’m reaching down to my vagina now. I’m touching myself. Oh, that feels good.”

“God!” I blurted. “I’m stroking myself.” Well, I was. I was stroking the plastic tube around my poor dick.

“I’m going to put a finger in myself. Why don’t you rub the underside of your dick. you know, that area that you say is so sensitive.”

“Oh,” I gasped. This was really doing things to me. I couldn’t touch myself, but touching myself in my mind, it was brutal!

“I’m moving my finger in and out. I haven’t masturbated since I was in high school. I can’t believe I’m doing this. Are you getting close?”

“Oh, yes.”

“Men,” she laughed. “You’re so easy.”

I listened to her deep but ragged breath. She sounded close.

“Tell me when you’re about to cum,” she whispered.

“I will.” I made sounds like I was fapping.

She moaned and groaned. When I thought she was ready I grunted and said, “I think…I’m gonna…”

“OH!” she yelled, actually hurting my ear drum. “I’M DOING IT!”

“Me, too!” I gasped, trying to make myself sound all frantic.

“Oh, God…Oh, God!”

“Yes…yes…yes!”

We gasped and choked and came. At least, she came.

The chat box on my computer:

That was so good

we’re going to take a break.

I sighed and sagged. Carrie had just told me she loved me forever and then hung up.

The chat box said:

Google ‘How to be a Woman.’

I sighed, but did so. Up came a book. ‘How to be a Woman,’ by Caitlin Moran.

Download.

I did so, and shortly found myself reading. And stopped thinking. And actually chuckled. It was a book on how to be a woman, complete with awkward questions, femininity and all the things that shape a woman in today’s modern society. It was definitely not a book I would normally read, but…shrug of the shoulders.

I read for the remainder of the ‘work day,’ then broke for dinner. The computer didn’t chat me, and the phone didn’t ring, so I was good to go.

I was sort of tired, walking around in the maid uniform and the high heels, plus the actual physical work, they were getting to me. So I went into the bedroom and sorted through the clothes that had been in the boxes.

I wanted something that I could relax in. I found a simple housedress, took off my corset, and slipped it on. And sighed. Oh, God, it felt good. After being ‘bound up’ by that corset, I just wanted to relax and let my belly out.

I decided to go barefoot at that point, and started to walk out of the room.

DING!

Heels, bitch.

I groaned, went back and put on the heels, then I started out of the room.

DING!

Make up.

Oddly, I didn’t groan so much this time. I was growing to like looking at my face, watching it transform, making it softer and prettier. So I sat down and repaired myself, and then, finally, made it to the kitchen.

And a bourbon and Coke.

I finished my steak and potatoes and sat back, and oddly enough, enjoyed the feeling of the dress. My legs were feeling sleek underneath, and I was experiencing a freedom most males never experience.

And my boobs. Even though they were fake, they felt good. I stood up and looked at myself in the window. I was a woman. At least, I looked like a woman. And it was cool. And it made my cock excited. If only I could take off the chastity tube and have at it. I really wanted to—

DING!

I sighed. I had been free, just enjoying myself, but it was about to start up again. I wanted to throw the phone out at this point, but I couldn’t. The mystery person insisted I keep it on at all times, that I run a video and keep it streaming. I looked at the message.

Go to your computer.

I did. And the chat box came up.

Charge your phone.

You can drink as much as you want,

but you must watch porn.

My mouth opened. What was this? I was being allowed to do what I wanted to do? What? Why?

But, you don’t look a gift horse in the mouth. I jumped up and ran for the kitchen. I made a stiff drink, stiff because I didn’t believe I was going to be allowed to drink all I wanted.

Then, a quick cough at the harshness of the bourbon, I went back to the computer room. I sat down and began to surf.

I love to look for porn on the net. It’s so easy, and it’s free.

I called up Wifey’s World. Zowie. Big boobs and all the cum a gal could want. Her. She’s the one. I really enjoyed watching her guzzle it by the gallon.

I sat there, fully en femme, and put my hand on my encased cock. It was hot, and I could feel it pulsing, trying to get hard right through the plastic.

Heysoos! I had banged my wife three times before she left, but it was like I hadn’t had any for months! Being denied by being caught and the key stolen, dressing like a woman, being forced to watch Carolina Ramirez, the whole thing was making me ten times hornier than I had ever been in my life.

From Wifey I went to MILF.com. I love MILFS. I like ‘em big and busty, skinny and scrawny, old and young, whatever race. I just like to watch MILFs play with themselves, take it up the fanny, go doggy, girl on girl, whatever.

And, later on, a couple of drinks and a couple of hours down the road, I started looking for Carolina.

I realized, through my drunkenness, that I had been captured. I wanted to see more of big dicked, bit-titted men on the internet. I wanted to watch them, to fantasize, to think about what it would feel like if…if my breasts were real.

I had discovered bras when I was a kid.

I had discovered lipstick in my twenties.

I had fantasized and stroked and experienced huge orgasms.

But where was the bottom of this pool? What was I doing? Where was I going?

It was a deep question with lots of ramifications.

I pondered it deep into the night as I drank and watched and pretended I could stroke myself.

Finally, even though I knew I shouldn’t, I put in a butt plug.

The person who was controlling me hadn’t said anything about a plug. I knew the plug would make me hornier and hornier. But I couldn’t help myself. I needed to be filled. I needed to be fulfilled.

DING!

I stirred, then opened my eyes. The world was red and oozy, and then I realized it was my eyes. What time had I gone to bed? What time had I staggered away from the endless loops of women doing themselves, of men with breasts, of articles about shemales and ads for Thailand.

I didn’t know.

I reached for the phone, pawed it, figured out which end was up, and looked at the message.

You lazy slut.

sleeping the day away.

Get yourself ready.

We’re going further today.

We were going further?

I still had a plug up my butt, and I was wearing a flimsy negligee and make up.

Where was further?

I took out the butt plug, and my ass said, ‘Oooh, that felt good, do it again!’

I stripped off my clothes, including the bra and breast forms. I stepped into the shower and washed away the remains of my make up. I determined that I was going to have to clean my face at night. I had a couple of pillows messed up with make up, and I wasn’t fond of doing the laundry ten times a week.

Quickly, the hangover dissipated and I began humming.

Humming. Happy. Dressing like a woman and happy. How could that be?

What was I learning about myself?

I jumped out of the shower.

DING!

Use the CeraVe Moisturizing cream.

Your whole body.

I found the cream in the box of make up and spread it over my body. It had a delightful feel and scent, my skin felt fresh and my nostrils woke up and grinned, and my cock felt spry and ready to sail…if it wasn’t all locked up.

After that I put on my make up, then got into a skirt and blouse. I looked in the mirror and was stunned by how good I looked. The skirt gave a flare to my hips, my bust was big…I liked what I saw.

And I was worried because…I liked what I saw. What was happening to me?

Whatever was happening, I had to keep going. There was no way out for me.

Garter, nylons, heels, I walked out to the kitchen.

DING!

Computer.

I powered up the computer and the chat box appeared.

Here’s your new diet.

Diet? Oh, no! What was this?

I downloaded an attachment and opened it up.

Salads. Light helpings of fish. Fruits. Vegetables.

Nowhere on the menu was the sign of a steak. Not even a potato!

I said, more forcefully than I had spoken for the last day, “No! I can’t do this! You can’t do this to me! I’ll die!”

The chatbox responded with:

A woman has to watch her figure.

You will eat the breakfast as described,

and then we will do Yoga.

Yoga? I laughed at Yoga! I sneered at Yoga! Yoga was for…for idiots!

Go eat!

I stood in front of the computer and wondered if I dare revolt.

What if I said ‘fuck it,’ and let the pics be posted on Facebook? What would happen to me?

Sure, I’d be a pariah, but…but wasn’t that better than starving to death?

I stood there and let the conflict play. I chased down threads of thoughts, I dealt with what ifs, and I was almost ready to stand up and fight back, except…I thought of my wife.

What would Carrie say? I think I suspected, at that moment, that she would some day find out that I was a crossdresser. But I thought…I could weather that…I could…not.

My shoulders slumped in defeat and I shuffled into the kitchen.

Then I went back and downloaded the menu. I pasted it on the refrigerator in the kitchen.

I began my breakfast of oatmeal and slices of apple. And I felt like crying, that the world was ending.

Would I ever eat a steak again?

After breakfast I did Yoga.

I didn’t want to do Yoga. I liked weight lifting. I liked to play basketball. I liked baseball. I didn’t want to do gymnastics, ballet, or Yoga.

So I did the Downward Dog and the Cow Lips and the Man in the Moon Licks Brown Popsicles, and I suffered.

And it didn’t help that I was working on a very insufficient breakfast.

And, after a very insubstantial lunch I cleaned the house some more.

And, after a dinner of squash and toadstools, or whatever it was, I was commanded to have a drink and watch sexy women, or whatever, on the internet.

Man, I needed that.

And, so the days went.

Eating carrot salads and drinking pineapple smoothies and doing yoga and cleaning the house.

Nighttime I surfed the net, sated myself on sex and kink and sex and then more sex.

And all the time I was horny. I was wearing woman’s clothes. My cock was constantly trying to erect. Within a week it started to constantly drip. Drop, drip, drip. I had wet spots on my dresses, and finally I was told to wear small pads in my underwear. Panty liners. Gah!

But I grew used to it. I would wake up and not even think about it as I put on my underwear and boobs and dresses and high heels and things. I wore make up all day, and I repaired it often.

And I thought that was it.

And I would talk to my wife, and we would have phone sex, often as not, and she sounded quite happy. I kept telling her that I was cleaning the house and everything would be sparkling when she returned. And I wore dresses and make up and did my female routine every day…and I simply didn’t think about what would happen when she came home.

I couldn’t. And I became…stupid.

Not in normal ways, but in how I pushed everything out of my mind and concentrated on being a woman.

I could pass an IQ test pretty easily, but I kept avoiding the thought of what would happen when my wife returned and found me…dressed up.

And maybe that explains why I did what I did, when the box came after two weeks.

The box. It wasn’t big. Only four inches by four inches by four inches.

It was wrapped tightly and it gave me some grief until I figured out how to use scissors to open it and not break my nails.

So I opened it, and inside were two bottles.

One bottle was labeled ‘estrogen.’ I don’t want to tell you the brand. But it was ‘Blah Blah Estrogen.’

The other bottle was labeled ‘Blah Blah Testosterone Blocker.’

I stared at the two bottles. I had a vague idea of what they were, of what they did.

I stared.

DING!

Take your pills as directed.

Take the pills. I felt like Alice in Wonderland. Take a pill and grow taller, or shorter, or whatever.

Except, in this case it was take a pill and grow your dick smaller, or softer, or whatever, and take a pill and grow your tits bigger.

I knew it. I had no illusions.

I stared at the bottle.

I was a woman.

I was hiding from my wife. Not letting her know what was happening.

I was lying to her…and why?

Ah, there it was. Why was I lying to my wife?

Because I was finally, after a lifetime, telling the truth to myself.

I liked wearing underwear and dresses. I like walking around in high heels. I liked the feeling of boobs bouncing on my chest. I liked make up and…and I even liked doing Yoga. Yes, it was growing on me. And the salads…I was so hungry that I gobbled them up, and so I was relishing them, desperately enjoying them.

I stared at the two bottles.

What was that old Jefferson Airplane song?

One pill makes you larger

And one pill makes you small,

And the ones that mother gives you

Don't do anything at all…

Well, these pills were going to do something to me.

And my wife was going to come home and find out.

And there was nothing I could do because…the choice was already made.

The choice had been made that first day when somebody snuck into the house and took pictures of me lying naked, yanking on my cock.

And, when you think about it, the choice had been made earlier than that, when I was a gruff, manly man. Lording it over my wife, hiding my kinks and thinking she was the one with the problem.

So, I stared at the pills, and I started crying, and I opened the bottles and took my medicine.

My medicine.

And it was medicine.

It was good for what ailed me.

I was in the backyard, raking leaves. I was wearing high heels, full make up, and a summer dress. I was actually just lost in enjoying myself as a woman.

KNOCK KNOCK!

Who the heck could that be?

I entered the house and crossed the living room. The curtains were closed, I didn’t like the idea that people could stare through the window at me. Even though not many people ever came to visit.

I opened the door, and my jaw dropped.

“Hello, honey,” Carrie entered breezily, kissing my cheek, holding my biceps and inspecting me. “You look marvelous. Good job on the make up.”

Behind her, her sister entered. Sharon. A good looking woman, as good looking as Carrie. Well built, brunette, and laughing eyes.

Laughing because she was inspecting me.

“Nice dress, Jimmy. Or should we call you Jamey?”

“I…I…uh…I…”

“Look, she’s tongue tied. Isn’t that wonderful?”

Carrie said, “Our bags are in the back of my car. Go get them. Slave bitch.”

My jaw was already dropped, I didn’t think anything could surprise me any more, but that did it.

“Slave…slave…bitch?”

“Go get the bags, then sit down and I’ll educate you. By the way, your tits are really coming along. They are beautiful.” She reached forward and goosed one of my tits with a hand.

Somehow I found myself at the car, and somehow I found myself carrying the bags into the bedroom, and somehow I found myself sitting in the living room, listening to the sisters talk.

They chatted happily, discussed family members, people they had known, and, finally, got around to me.

“So how do you like being a woman, Jamey?”

“I, uh…it was you on the…on the…”

They laughed at me, thoroughly enjoyed my dumfounded confusion.

“But…how…how…”

“Shush, Jamey, and pay attention.” she turned to Sharon. “You want to tell her?”

“Sure.” Sharon looked at me. “Carrie came home to get something she forgot, and guess what she found.”

“At first I was pissed,” chimed in Carrie.

“Then we got together on the phone, and I’m pretty good with a computer, and we started having our revenge.”

“Ours. Because when you hurt me you hurt my sister.”

“We didn’t really plan this so much as let it evolve. We were pretty surprised at how easily you fell in line.”

To my wife I said: “But I talked to you at the same time as you were on the comput—oh!”

There were two of them. Double the fun, and twice as easy to fool me.

They began laughing, snickering, chuckling, enjoying my dilemma.

I finally managed to stutter out, “So what happens now?”

They both smiled.

“Well,” said Carrie, “The good news is that, while your dick is a little smaller, it still works. So you’ll use that on me. Every once in a while. When I’m not using a dildo, or maybe even out with a boyfriend. But, the bad news is that you aren’t going to cum.”

“Why not?”

“Because I,” jumped in Sharon, “like sex the other way. I sort of enjoying putting on a strap on and fucking my men. I especially love it when I fuck them so hard their prostate pushes out the juice…without the orgasm. So I will be fucking you, and then you will be fucking Carrie, and we’re all going to be one happy family. But Carrie and I will take care of the orgasms, and you will be keeping the house clean, making the meals, and if you can wrap your head around that then we will make you our little fuck toy. What do you think about that?”

“I…I…what about your chemo?”

“Oh, I kicked the cancer a month ago. Turned out to be small potatoes.”

“Then you’re going to live here and…and…”

“And have fun. What do you say? Are you up to it?”

I sorted through things, tried to figure it all out, tried to come to grips with what had happened, what was going to happen.

“And I’m going to fuck you,” I looked at Carrie, “and you’re going to fuck me,” I looked at Sharon, “and I’m not going to get to cum.”

“That’s about the size of it,” they smiled.

“At all?”

They looked at each other.

Then Carrie said, “We’ll let you come every once in a while, but not often. For instance, it’s been a couple of months…would you like to jack off for us after dinner?”

Sharon: “Would you like to get out of that chastity tube for a few minutes? Maybe kneel in front of us and rub one off? Before we lock you back up for a few months?”

“But…I…” I gulped, and forced myself to calm down. And, after a minute, them watching me with big, satisfied grins on their faces, I managed to say, “Yeah.”

END
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband


Bad Boy Medicine

Cheating husbands and women’s revenge!


PART ONE

“Eat your vegetables, honey.”

Was it my imagination? Or was Marcy snickering?

“Of course, dear.” I spooned the mixed vegetables into my mouth. Hunh, it tasted like she put a little extra butter on them. Oh, well. Vegetables were okay. Tasted like buttery cardboard, but I could stomach them.

Not that I liked them, but my mother used to give me heaping helpings of the darned stuff, and giggle, ‘Puts lead in your pencil.”

I was young and didn’t really understand, and when I got older I didn’t want to understand, but…here I was again, eating vegetables. And my wife, bless her heart said the same damn thing.

So I ate my vegetables and had no idea that it was all a nefarious plot.

“Are you going to be working late again?”

“Uh,” put down the guilt, up with the excitement. “Yep.”

“Poor dear.”

“That’s okay, I don’t mind.”

My wife just smiled. But…was there a bit of a glimmer in her eyes?

For a brief moment I worried that she might know.

But, no, she couldn’t know. No way she could know. I was safe.

So I finished my dinner, smiled, and went back to work.

I work at Hanson’s Guarantee downtown. Yep, I’m one of those financial advisor guys. It’s not a hard job. I talk to people on the phone, tell them to invest, or get the heck out, and get a commission.

To people who don’t understand money it’s hard, but I’ve got a talent, and I could do this in my sleep.

In fact, I have. I got a case of Covid last year and went home and did all my work. Nobody ever even knew I was sick, they just thought I had decided to work at home.

I drove into the parking lot and parked, got out and entered the building.

This time of night only a couple of us diehards are there. But I wasn’t a diehard. At least not about money.

“Hi, Mr. Jones,” the night guard called. I waved to him and went up the elevator.

“Hey, Johnny,” one of the other finanace guys greeted me on his way out of the building. “Not enough punishment, eh?”

“Never enough,” I grinned. He went down the elevator and I walked back into the offices. Through the maze of the beginners, into the row of the Veeps.

I’m a veep. You make enough money they make you a Veep. We have over 20 Veeps. I’m one of the high producer Veeps so I get my own office, a key to the Veep bathroom, and an unGodly bonus at Christmas.

“Hi, Mr. Jones,” Stella Barretti, a very sexy secretary came out of an office. She looked a little tousled, straightened up her dress. Man, she looked good. The office she had just come out of was Sam Wither’s. Man, I didn’t know he’d been tapping her. I didn’t even know she was tappable. I’d have to look into that.

I opened my office, stepped in, closed the door, and she attacked me.

“Oh, Johnny!” She kissed me voraciously. She near sucked my tongue out of my head. Her arms were around me like pythons on steroids.

“Oh, baby,” I kissed her back. I felt her mighty and magnificent bazooms.

She was Shiela Constance. The best looking secretary, with the nicest set of bosoms and the most velvety snatch in the company. In the town. In the whole damn world.

Her hands started undoing my zipper, and in a half a sec she had the zip down and the monster out.

I’m a hefty lad. Over eight by a smidge, and chunky. Makes it look smaller, it’s so wide, until it gets time to put it down a throat. Oh, baby, that is the only real drawback to having a big dick. Some guys say you’re too big for the snatch, but that’s not true. Heck, babies come out of them snatches, and while my dick is big, it’s not as big as a baby!

No, the real drawback is that a lot of women can’t give head to it.

I know, the old joke, women have big mouths they should be able to…but…reality is that while women love to play cock queen, fucking the biggest dick they can, almost none of them want to suck on a fire hose that’s going to make them gag, and that before it even spews out a gallon of the good stuff.

“Oh, baby, I couldn’t wait.” She pulled my dick, and me, towards the couch against the wall. As she moved me she palpated my testicles and kissed the head of my big guy.

“Easy, girl, don’t make me cum before I get into you.”

She giggled, let go of me long enough to pull her panties down, then she bent over the arm of the couch.

Man, I was looking at grade AAA, prime, not government inspected pussy. With a capital P. And U…S…S…Yippee.

She was moist, and I was slick from her mouth. I gripped her by the flare of her hips and pointed my dick right down into her tunnel of love.

“UNH!” She groaned as I plumbed the depths. We felt my penis expand her walls, my big veins ripple along the length of her.

She reached between her legs and gripped my balls. She squeezed in time to my thrusts, and it wasn’t long before I was on the edge.

“Oh, baby,” I muttered. I began to squirt. And squirt, and squirt. I’m a big cummer, and the white drool leaked out of her hole and slid down her legs.

“Oh, fuck,” I finished, slapped her ass and stepped back.

“Fuck!” Shiela whined. “I didn’t cum yet.”

“Don’t worry about it, just give me a minute.”

She got off the couch, moving a bit awkwardly, and stood up. She grabbed a wad of tissues from the box on my desk and began wiping her legs off.

“They oughta invent a cumless cum,” she stated.

I laughed, sat down behind my desk and swiveled my chair.

I looked out the window over the big city.

I was on the top floor of a pretty good-sized building. I had it made. I had a wife to cook and sew for me, a girlfriend who took care of my other needs. I was wealthy, didn’t even have to come into work if I didn’t want…life was good. Really good.

Shiela pulled up one of the conference table chairs and sat next to me. “Want a drink?”

“Yeah, sure.”

She went to the bar in the corner and mixed a couple of light bourbon and Cokes.

I sipped, and enjoyed the twinkling lights, the idea that a million people were beneath me, living their small lives while I lived my grandiose one.

Finally, Shiela whispered to me. “Are you hard, yet? Johnny?”

I grinned, swiveled towards her, and—that’s when it hit.

From a leering grin I went to a kicked in the stomach groan.

“What?”

“My belly.”

It hurt. It felt bad. I put my hands over it, but even the touch of my hands hurt.

“Are you okay?”

“It hurts!”

I bent forward a little, but the pain, if anything, increased.

“Johnny?” Shiela was alarmed now.

I was alarmed, too. I felt like a mule had kicked me in the belly. I felt like my stomach was a miniature cement mixer, and my guts were going around and around.

Shiela got me dressed and helped me down to the lobby.

“Get me an Uber,” I said. “I can’t drive!”

The Uber pulled up in front and Shiela and guard helped me out to the Prius.

The driver took one look at me, “You ain’t gonna…” he looked at Shiela and the guard, “He ain’t gonna puke, is he?”

I lay across the backseat. I wished I could puke. But all I could do was feel the pain. Funny, it felt like the pain was lower now, in my lower intestines. And it seemed to actually be focusing. I felt shards of pain shooting down towards my groin. “Drive.”

“You ain’t gonna puke! you better not puke!”

“I will if you don’t drive.”

The driver took off, and fast. He was hoping he’d get rid of me before I could empty my guts all over his backseat.

“Oh…fuck,” I moaned. The pain was in my groin now. Right in my pubic area, above my cock. Shooting pains, hurting pains, no thoughts of a hard on now.

The Prius driver pulled up in front of my house. He helped me out of the car. “Thanks for not puking, man.”

“Unh,” I whimpered.

The front door opened as he got me up on the porch and Marcy took over.

“I’m sick,” I cried.

“I know,” Marcy managed to tip the driver, then she was walking me through the house.

“I’m really sick.”

“I know.”

I managed to look at her. I was miserable, my hair lank, sweat pouring off me, my stomach roiling like ben wah balls were fucking in my belly.

She didn’t look concerned. She was just acknowledging me.

“Call a doctor.”

“No need for a doctor.”

“But…but…”

She walked me into the living room, got me to a couch, and sat down…pulling me across her lap.

“Oh!” I was all fucked up, and now confused. What was she doing?

Marcy undid my belt and pulled my pants down.

Oh, she was getting me ready for bed. But why didn’t she do this in the bedroom?

She pulled my tighty whitey’s down. I felt the cool air on my fanny, and I felt like I was going to regurgitate my kidney. And spleen and liver.

“It’s okay, honey.”

“It’s…doctor…” I was whispering. I didn’t have the energy to speak.

“No, dear. You don’t need a doctor. You just need a little of this—“

SMACK!

I lurched upward. the sudden pain of her hand on my ass shocked me. I was sick, and she was spanking me?

SMACK!

Yet, even as I lurched upward from the pain on my ass, the pain in my belly lessened. I could feel it. It just…dimmed and damped and started to go away.

SMACK!

“Ow!”

SMACK!

“Don’t be a baby. This is what you need.”

SMACK!

“But I don’t feel well!” But I was feeling better.

She paused, rubbed my now sore fanny briefly, and said, “Johnny, you need this because…you’ve been bad.”

SMACK!

And…SMACK, SMACK, SMACK!

I woke up and the sun was shining. Marcy had just opened the drapes, the sound of them opening had woken me, and now she sat in a chair next to the bed and considered me.

“Oh,” I said. I expected there to be pain. I expected that my gall bladder had exploded and needed to be removed, but there was no pain.

“What?” I sat up. Actually moving quickly. Surprised by the lack of pain.

“Good morning, Johnny.”

“What happened?”

“You cheated.”

I kept control of my face. There was no way she knew. I started to push the covers back, to move my legs out, and she said, “I gave you some special ‘medicine’ at dinner last night. In your vegetables. If you used your penis outside of mariage it would result in you getting sick.”

“What? You gave me something?” I was trying to push away the other part of her statement, about me using my penis.

She shook her head sadly and I studied her closely.

My wife is beautiful. Big boobs, nice ass. Shiny blonde and always keeps herself in top condition.

So why do I cheat? I don’t know. Because I’m a man? She certainly wasn’t lacking in the fuck department, I could tap into her whenever I wanted. But there was just something more exciting about fresh poontang.

Look, I know I’m wrong. But that’s just me. I gotta have the good stuff, no matter how much good stuff is waiting for me at home.

“I gave you some medicine my grandmother told me about. You know my grandmother? The old crone?”

Oh, fuck. Her grandmother was from the old country, and I had once made the mistake fo referring to her as an old crone. Marcy never let me forget it.

“What…what was this medicine?”

“Bad boy medicine. That’s what my Grandmother called it.

“Bad boy medicine.”

It’s long lasting. Will last the rest of your life. The first stage you’ve already gone through.”

“The pain I was in last night.” then I remembered and my eyes went wide. “You spanked me!”

I did. And it was quite enjoyable. I remember my granny telling me how much fun it was to spank a man, but I didn’t understand. Now I do.”

She nodded slowly and thoughtfully.

“But…why? I was sick. I was in pain. And you give me more pain? That doesn’t make any sense!”

“It makes perfect sense. You had the pain because you were bad. I spanked you for being bad, and the pain went away. Believe me, if the pain hadn’t left…well, the fact of you having pain proved that you cheated.

I was sitting up, still slightly covered by the sheets, and staring at her.

“So you give me some vile concoction and risk my life because you think I’ve been cheating.”

“Medicine only works on people who have been bad.” She watched me.

I struggled with this. I didn’t want to admit to anything. I had heard horror stories of people who had been taken to the cleaners by a divorce.

I didn’t want a divorce. I loved my wife. but giving me some ‘old world potion,’ that was crazy!

She let me have my thoughts for a minute, then she dropped the second bomb.

“That’s the first phase. The pain. Then there’s the second phase.”

“What?”

“Lift the sheets and look at yourself.”

I blinked. What the…?

I looked down and lifted the sheet.

My penis was there. About half the size. Four inches, not eight.

Suddenly I felt the shock. My heart pounding so hard I thought it would bust out of my chest, the sinking feeling, like my stomach was trying to drop down and get out of my asshole.

I began to shake and stutter.

“What…what…what…”

If you didn’t cheat the medicine has no effect. You cheat and…” she shrugged.

I put my hand around the penis. Instead of holding a hunk of man meat I was holding a Vienna sausage.

“What…what…?” I looked up Shiela, down at my puny peeny. Up at Shiela.

She wasn’t smiling, but she was enjoying.

“But…what…why…Can you…”

“Can I do something about it? Of course I can. But you’re not going to like it.”

“What…do something! Give me the antidote.”

“Didn’t you hear me? It’s for life. No antidote. But there is a way to make it stop shrinking, even make it bigger again. Do you want to hear about the third phase?”

“Third…third…” I can honestly say I was mind blasted. Flabbergasted. Gobsmacked.

I felt like a herd of monkeys had just performed a cranial lobotomy on me and were dancing in a circle, playing catch with what was left of my brain.

“The third phase is that, should you choose not to take your medicine, your penis will disappear. It will shrink, and turn into a clitoris. Yes, my beloved husband who cheats on his wife, if you don’t take your medicine then you will turn into a woman.”

I still spoke, protested, but words didn’t come out. Just blitherings and drools, sputterings and mumbo jumbo.

Shiela finally smiled. “Would you like to know what the cure for your ‘medicine’ consists of?”

My mouth was trembling, jerking open to shut, jerking shut to open. My eyes were blinking. My brain was like a revolving door that just kept spinning and spinning and spinning.

“This is the funny thing,” Shiela said, a slight smile now decorating her face. “It’s going to sound stupid.”

I said nothing, just watched from my shuddering, quivering face.

“Applying pressure to the buttocks in an impactful manner tends to send shock waves through the necessary parts of the body. This tends to reverse the shrinking procedure.”

“What are you…” I was so confused.

“Spanking.”

“Spanking?”

“It causes a vibration which stops the shrinkage, and even makes the peeny big again. Isn’t it funny? Like hammering a nail and watching it come out the other side of a board.

“Spanking.”

“Would you like one now? It works pretty quickly. I could probably give you an inch with fifteen minutes of fanny tanning. A spanking a day make the peeny stay. And even grow bigger.”

“Spanking.” I was dumfounded and didn’t really know what to say.

“Come now. Lay across my lap. My hand is sore from last night, but I’ve got a hair brush that is marvelous. And we can get a ping pong paddle. Maybe drill holes in it so it will go through the air faster. Wouldn’t you like that? And then there’s belts—men love to get whipped with their own belts—and switches and, of course, all sorts of crops and whips. We’re going to have so much fun.”

“I don’t…do you…”

“Come, dear. Let me give you a spanking and you’ll grow, and that will make you feel so much better.”

“I…I…”

She leaned forward and took my hand. She sat down in a chair and said, “Look at your penis. It’s about four inches. When I get done it will be about five. That will be proof. Right?”

“I…I guess…”

SMACK!

Oh, my God! I didn’t realize it, but my ass was sore from the night before. Each smack, though not delivered as hard as the night before, was twice as painful.

“OW!”

“Oh shush up. Take it like a little boy.”

SMACK!

She picked up speed. I would have crawled off her lap, run for it, except that the pain was too much, and I was stiff and sore from feeling the stomach pain the night before.

SMACK!

SMACK!

Tears came to my eyes, dripped on her legs.

“Oh, he’s crying. What a baby.”

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

For ten minutes, though it felt like an hour, she spanked me. Hundreds of strokes. Finally, she finished, rubbed my ass with one palm, which made me jump, then pushed me off her lap.

“Oh, ow!” I cried, touching my ass and looking up at her reproachfully.

“Look at your dick.”

I blinked and looked down.

It was about six inches.

“Hunh,” she grunted. “I thought it would take more. I guess the extra pain from it being a hair brush, instead of just a hand, made it grow more. Want to make it grow bigger?”

“I…but…” Tears were streaming down my face.

“A little secret, not commonly advertised, but Granny told me that pulling on the penis would make it grow. And a blow job, pardon me, a suck job, would make it grow, and if you fuck and actually squirt, well, baby, that should really do it. In the marital bed, of course.”

“You’re…you’re…you want to suck on my penis?”

“No. Not a chance. There’s no telling where that filthy thing has been. And, let’s face it, you haven’t been trustworthy, I don’t feel like doing my wifely duty and laying down for you.”

“But then…what…what…”

“Jack off.”

“What?” My voice squeaked.

“Sure. Stroke your little peeny and cum. Your penis will actually grow a bit. Pull on it for a while, it’ll grow, and if you squirt, that should really make it grow. Why, heck. You could be back to normal in no time. Unless, of course, you have an aversion to playing with yourself.”

My ass was terribly red, and now my face was red. “You want me to…to masturbate.”

“Right here, right now, right in front of me.”

“Why in front of me?”

“I’m the one you did the bad thing to. Any sexual activity should take place right in front of me to have the best effect.”

“You’re kidding.”

“Look at yourself now. Six inches? You squirt and you’ll have your proof.”

I looked down at my weenie. Six inches. Throbbing and pulsing. Did it actually enjoy the spanking?

Traitor!

“Go on. Here’s some hand cream. Make it easier.”

She held out a tube and squirted a big glob of lube onto my hand.

“Oh, fuck,” I muttered. I was so sore I couldn’t sit on my ass. I tried to do it on my side. Shiela smirked, and I finally stood up. I began to slide my hand back and forth.

Oh, God, was I embarrassed. I was humiliated. It felt like the cells in my face were going to catch fire.

Shiela watched interestedly. “Hmm. Looks good.”

I whimpered, but kept stroking.

It was odd, it felt like it wasn’t even my penis. It felt small. Besides, I hadn’t jacked off for years, not since I was a teenager and had discovered that girls were better and easier than a hand.

“That’s it. A little rhythm.”

I glared at her, but kept stroking. I could feel an end in sight.

“You should play with your balls. Or maybe your nipples. It’ll make it easier.”

“Huh…huh…huh…” I stroked.

“I don’t have balls, but nipples, yes, they really get you going. Trying pulling on your nipples.”

“You…jack…off?”

“All the time.”

“Why don’t…you…take the…medicine?”

My hand was rubbing faster, it was a blur, and I could feel the semen roiling around inside.

“I’m not a cheater.”

“You…jacked…you…”

“I only jacked off when you shot too soon and left me wanting. That’s another thing, honey. You have been very selfish. Squirt and roll over and go to sleep. It’s not cheating, but it’s pretty rude. Don’t you think you should be getting me off?”

“I…I…”

I was close.

Shiela unbuttoned her blouse and reached inside. I slowed down, surprised, and watched. Was she going to fuck me?

Her hand went back and forth, two fingers inside her bra. She was playing with her nipple!

“Fuck!” I whined, and tried to pick up the speed.

She smiled, and the other hand went under her skirt. She wiggled a bit and I realized she had reached inside her panties.

“What…what…?”

“God. I know you find this embarrassing, but this feels good. If you cum I cum. Is that cheating?”

“I…I…” I began to spew. the white sperm just shot up the cock and surprised me, it was so violent. Drops flew across the room and landed on her feet.

“Oh! YES!” She came. The sight of me shooting my juices made her shoot hers. Her hips jerked back and forth, spasmed, and locked up. Her eyes rolled back a little, and I could tell she had had a good one.

As for my cum, it hurt. It hurt because it felt like somebody was pulling on my dick, stretching it out. I didn’t groan in pleasure, I yelped in pain, yelped with every shot of the sperm.

“Fuck,” I cried, and let go of my dick. It kept pulsing, and semen came out, but, most amazing, it was almost normal size.

“Fuck!” I repeated, and: “That hurt!”

“Yes. I thought it would. Having your dick pulled until it’s two inches bigger, that should hurt.”

Still, it was back to normal. Looked a little red, but…back to normal.

“Well, that was entertaining,” Marcy got up and walked out of the room.

I didn’t do much the rest of the day. What had happened seemed surreal, impossible. Like a memory that wasn’t real. but…could I doubt?

Looking at my cock in the afternoon, feeling it, everything seemed normal.

So, did it really happen?

It had, but I was trying so desperately to deny it.

So I worked from home, Marcy worked around the house, hummed a little, and ignored me.

She almost seemed happy that I was in such dire straits.

We had dinner. Sent out for Chinese and ate it while watching the tube.

I realized that my world had changed.

I was getting horny. I wanted to go fuck Shiela. I mean, that stuff didn’t really happen to me. It was just a dream. I drank too much beer, fell asleep and had a nightmare.

But Marcy was so smiley. And I was still giving an occasional shiver.

At eight o’clock I received a text. Just a question mark. It was from Shiela.

I texted back. ‘Not tonight.’ Then I sat and thought, and finally added, ‘Tomorrow.’

Yeah. Tomorrow. Tomorrow I would be over this bug or whatever it was. Tomorrow I meet up with Marcy. Tomorrow I would be feeling like a million dollars and I would work out my cock like it was in training for the Olympics. Tomorrow.

I went to bed, and Marcy snuggled up to me. Placed her hand on my cock. Yet she showed no interest in going further.

I sort of wanted to, but I sort of wanted to save it for Shiela. I wanted to prove that this cock shrinking, suck it back to normal shit was just that. Shit.

So, in spite of my hard on, I managed to go to sleep, and I woke up the next day feeling like a million dollars.

I looked at my cock. Yep. Old faithful. Standing up straight and ready to spew.

I was humming as I showered, then got dressed.

Marcy fixed me breakfast, no expression on her face, just sort of a…a ‘waiting attitude’ to her.

Let her wait.

I kissed her good bye—she was fine with a peck on the cheek—headed out for my car and zipped down the road.

“Zippety do dah…zippety ay. My oh my, my cock is shooting today.”

Can you believe it? Singing as I drove, so happy, ready to prove I was a man who couldn’t be dictated to.

I went upstairs, winked at Shiela as I passed her desk, and threw myself into my work.

Lunch with a couple of the guys, along with a couple of drinks, and back to the office.

Another wink at Shiela, who looked hot and horny and ready to go.

Then, along about five o’clock, everybody starting to go home, I picked up the phone. “Hey, babe. I’m sorry, but I have to work.”

“Okey dokey.”

No other comment. No snideness or bitterness. Just, ‘okay, go ahead and work. I don’t care.’

Hunh. I’d show the bitch. All this bullshit about a shrinking cock. Three phases. Hunh!

Six o’clock and everybody’s gone.

I smiled. I waited.

Click, my door opened.

Click, it shut.

I stood up, and Shiela attacked me. She kissed me so hard I thought our lips would become one. She grabbed for my balls and cock and began manipulating me in the most delightful manner. It wasn’t long before I was rock hard and ready to go.

She stripped off her clothes and bent over the end of the couch. Excellent. Doggy. My favorite position.

I stripped off my pants and underpants and moved up behind her.

She was wet and moist and dripping. Her skin was flushed and smooth, velvet to the nerves in my manhood.

I slid in, and it was delicious. It was like slipping into a hot bubbly bath while drinking a bottle of bourbon.

“Mmmmmm!” came out of me.

“Mmm?” Something was weird…

“MMMM!” What was that…what was…

“OW!”

I pulled out of her looked down. Right before my very eyes my cock was shrinking! It grew smaller…and smaller. It reached the halfway mark. Four inches. Then it continued. It stopped shrinking at two inches.

Two fucking inches? What the fuck!

I was moving around the office, and Shiela was following me. “What’s wrong? What’s wrong?”

“This!” I turned to her.

She looked at my cock. Laying in my hand. And she didn’t understand. then she figured it out. Two inches laying across my palm. Two, small, teeny weeny, little inches!

Fifty millimeters, but even saying that large number didn’t make my cock any bigger.

My cock was small. Shrunk.

Oddly, the pain had gone away. Maybe if I had stayed inside Shiela…but I don’t see how I could have. Two inches was so small it would have fallen out. I mean…two inches!

And, to make it worse, Shiela started to giggle.

“Hey!”

She giggled some more. “I can’t help it. It’s just so darned…cute!”

“It’s not cute!”

How could she call my tragedy cute?

“But it’s so small. Can I suck it? You’ve always wanted a blow job, and now it’s not too big.”

“No!”

I was actually afraid for her to take it in her mouth. What if…what if it got…smaller!?

“Oh, come on, honey,” she tried to stop giggling, but her face was broken out in a monster smile. “It’s not…it’s okay…we can still…” then she totally lost it. She started guffawing, bent over and holding her belly, laughing so hard I thought she would, literally, bust a gut.

“Shiela?” I implored.

But she wouldn’t, couldn’t stop laughing. She put on her clothes tried to stop, but couldn’t.”

“Shiela? Where are you going?”

“I…I think we’re done here.” She pushed on the door, leaned against the frame. She was laughing so hard she could hardly walk. She turned back to me, looked at my helpless face, my tragedy stricken eyes…and laughed even harder.

“Yeah, we’re done,” I whimpered.

She staggered down the hallway, down the elevator, and out of the building. But she whispered something to the security guard, and when I came down ten minutes later he was biting his lip and had a huge shit eating look on his face.

“Good night, Mr. Jones.”

I didn’t say anything. I was mortified. I couldn’t talk. But I hadn’t taken but a couple of steps outside the building before I heard him bust into a bellow of laughter.

I got in my car and drove home.


PART ONE

I didn’t say anything, but I didn’t have to. Marcy knew. She took one look at my hurt and confusion, and the bright red humiliation on my face, and she looked away real quick. Biting her lip and trying not to laugh.

To her credit, she didn’t laugh. But it was right there, her lips wiggling with the desire to bust out, the look in her eyes.

“So you tried to do it again, eh?”

My mouth opened. I wanted to say shut up. I closed my mouth.

What do you say to the truth?

“It’s supposed to be worse as you go along. How big is it?”

A bare whisper: “Two inches.”

“Oh, my Lord!” She clapped a hand over her mouth and physically held herself in. Held in the guffaws and titters and everything else that goes for laughter.

I walked past her, tears in my eyes. I went into the living room and stood for a moment. Then I walked into the kitchen. Then outside.  I was so messed, I didn’t know what to do. Finally, I sat down on a patio chair.

It was dark. About nine o’clock. I felt like screaming, shrieking, crying. In fact, I was crying, tears just kept coming out and leaking down my cheeks.

What was happening to me? How could this…how could my dick…what was I going to do?

A few minutes later Marcy came out and handed me a drink. She sat down in the chair next to me and sipped from her own.

“What now?” I asked, my manner completely subdued.

“What now what?” she asked.

“How do I get my dick bigger.” Yet I wasn’t asking, I was affirming, and expected her to step up and volunteer to tan my fanny.

“I don’t know. You could try to jack off, but two inches, that’s not much to grab.”

I stared at her. I had sipped my drink, and now I took a big gulp.

“Aren’t you going to…to spank me?”

“Hunh. You’d like that, but…no. Tell the truth, while I love you whining and crying and all, it hurts the hands.”

“Use a paddle,” blurted out of me. I was desperate. I wanted my dick back.

She thought about it, and said, “My arm will just get tired and sore. Besides, why should I help you? You’ve cheated on me. Maybe it’s time you learned what life as a little dick is like.”

“And that’s it? You’re just going to…to abandon me?” I paused, then threw it out. “You’re just going to laugh at me?”

She turned her head and considered me. There was enough light from the house that I could see her wide grin. “I’m not the one who decided to cheat, to break vows, to stick my dick in an unauthorized vagina.”

Nothing I could say to that.

“And, just so you know, do you know what happens if your dick doesn’t grow back?”

“What?”

“Phase three. It will eventually keep shrinking, turn into a clit. You’ll probably grow breasts, though granny was a little unclear on that. But, chances are, if you don’t handle this situation, you’ll end up being a little girl. Well, good night.”

She finished her drink, stood up and went back inside.

Let me tell you, those next couple of hours were the darkest in my history. Probably in all of history.

Robbed of my manhood. Threatened with becoming…what? A transgender? A woman? Sex change? What do they call it?

And what was the solution? Find somebody to spank me.

I began to consider. I could ask one of the guys at work to spank me, but…but they would laugh and make fun of me.

Maybe one of my old girl friends? Surely they’d be willing to slap my ass for a while, right?

But the more I thought about it the more I didn’t want that. I didn’t want people knowing about my little cock, and I really didn’t want people thinking I was a class AAA perv, asking for spankings.

Then I had images of myself wandering the streets, going from town to town, asking people to spank me.

It was not a reassuring thought.

Finally, I pulled myself out of my funk. I was going to have to figure this thing out by myself. So I went inside, to the computer room, and fired up the computer.

Yep, I was going to that place where you find al-l-l the answers. I was going to the internet.

Within an hour I had a solution.

The next day I set about implementing that solution.

First, I asked for a couple of weeks of vacation. I just called up one of the presidents of my company and asked for my overdue vacation time. Done. No problem.

And, I have to admit, I felt a sort of relief. I didn’t want to face Shiela and have her giggling at me. And she would probably tell everybody in the company. And even the security guard was probably telling everybody.

Second, I went to the hardware store. I bought lumber, nuts and bolts, a small motor, ping pong paddles, and various other bits and doo dads.

I returned home, and Marcy watched me back up the car and unload the goods. A twinkle in her eye, she asked, “What’s all this?”

“You’ll find out,” I answered, and I set to work.

First I moved all the boxes and crap out of the garage. Cleaned the place out good. When I was done there was nothing but the stuff I bought and a weight lifting bench, which had already been in the garage. I began to measure and saw, to fit and hammer. By noon I had the contraption more than half built. By that evening it was almost done.

Marcy kept coming out to see what was happening, and she finally got it. Her eyes went wide, she giggled, and went back into the house.             

The motor was mounted next to the weight lifting bench. I had drilled holes in the cement floor to make sure nothing would move.

On the side of the box was a flywheel. Attached to the flywheel were half a dozen ping pong paddles.

I tested fired the machine, and the paddles started revolving. I put my hand out and…

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

“Ow!” I jerked my hand back. A little too hard. I adjusted the speed, tried it again, and it was perfect. Hard enough to cause a bit of pain, but it wasn’t going to split my skin.

Marcy stood in the doorway to the kitchen, a huge smile on her face. “So that’s your big plan. A spanking machine.”

“You betcha. Where there’s a will there’s a way.” I was pretty proud of myself.

“Fire it up. I want to see this.”

Fine. Bitch. I grinned.

I got onto the bench and presented my fanny. I clicked a switch and…

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

I turned it off. Hunh. Too soft, but…no, wait, I was wearing clothes.

Marcy watched as I shut the garage door, then took off my clothes. She giggled a bit at the sight of my tiny weeny.

I walked past her, made a drink. Quaffed it. No, it wasn’t going to break my butt, but I might have to do this for a while. Better to be a bit lubricated.

I got back on the bench, my small dick hanging down. Well, it was actually too small to hang. It just sort of stuck out there, like a ten year old’s.

I clicked the switch.

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

First, I groaned. I could do this, but I had to get used to it.

Second, almost immediately I got a hard on.

It wasn’t much, just a little extra stiffening of my puny peeny, but…blood was rushing into my cock.

Good. The more blood that rushed in, the more pressure pushed it out, it would start growing in no time.

After ten minutes I got up and looked at my cock. Yep. It was bigger, but not by a lot. But it was bigger. I went in for another drink.

Marcy was doing the dishes and she slapped me on the ass when I passed.

“Ow!”

“Just trying to help your frame of mind.”

“Well, don’t.”

“Oh, poor boy. He’s all angry because I won’t give him a spanking.”

“You laugh now, but I have a plan.”

Actually, I hadn’t, but she got me angry and suddenly I had a plan. Heh heh.

I drank my drink, then went back into the garage.

By midnight I had grown an inch. And I was drunk. And my ass felt like a herd of beavers had been slapping me with their tails.

I mean, it HURT!

But what’s pain when compared to the size of your dick, right?

I crawled into bed. and Marcy placed her feet on me and pushed.

“OW!” I had landed on, of all places, my ass. “What’d you do that for?” I looked up at her from the floor.

“You stink. You perspired all day, and spanking is making your pores leak, and you smell like you’ve been drinking all night.”

“Fuck!” I got up and went to the shower. When I finally got back in bed I didn’t stink, and Marcy didn’t kick me out. But she didn’t roll over and tell me how much she loved me, either.

It took me six days to get my dick back to normal. An inch a day, but, of course, the days were a little broken up. I could only take so much spanking before I needed a break.

I went out and bought a gallon of lineament and spent a lot of time rubbing my ass.

Marcy, of course, kept laughing at me.

But I think maybe she wanted me to get my dick back. Maybe she wanted me to use that big, old engine of destruction on her.

Well, I was delusional. And the reason that I was delusional was that I was getting about as horny as I had ever been. The spanking was forcing blood into my cock. Being naked and having my dick and balls jiggle under the impact of the paddles was making me horny.

And, of course, I wasn’t getting any.

I had been having sex once every day or two ever since I had discovered girls, now I wasn’t getting any. Not from Marcy, and I didn’t even see Shiela and the other girls at the office.

I tell ya, my cock was rigid, like an iron rod, a big, iron rod. And my balls were filled with semen. Lots of semen. And, of course, my balls were turning blue.

But, no matter how horny I was, I wasn’t about to go begging. Besides, I had a plan.

I took a day off and let my fanny recover. It was pretty tender, and I just lazed around the pool.

I caught Marcy staring at my resurrected prick, and I could see that she was thinking about it again. Marcy did love a big dick.

I grinned on the inside. Hah. Now we’d see.

On the eighth day I went back on the bench. The paddles whirled around, and Marcy came out and stared at me. “What are you doing?”

“Nothing,” I chuckled.

Nothing, indeed. If six days of paddling grew me six inches, then what would four more days of paddling do?

I’ll tell you what they would do. A foot. I would have twelve inches of cock!

And, there was an ulterior motive. If I had twelve inches I could fuck Shiela, or somebody else, and I would shrink six inches…and still have six inches left!

Heck, I could fuck anybody I wanted, with as big a dick as they could handle, and I could just regrow it when it shrank.

Marcy watched for a while, a frown growing on her face. “She finally muttered, “I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

“You don’t want a bigger cock?”

“Big is big, but then there’s too big.”

“Come on, you’ve always been a size queen. You’d love to feel a bigger cock.”

She shook her head, but I knew she was thinking.

“Every woman wants to fuck a bigger cock, even if only once. Come on, admit it.”

“Heck, I’ll admit that, but you’re playing with the old legends. If spanking made for bigger cocks then men would have been demanding spankings since time began. There’s no stories of this…this extra spanking, this cock growing. There’s probably a reason.”

“Reason Shmeason. We’ll see what you say when I ram this big, old hog to the hilt in your pretty pussy.”

She didn’t say anything, but she was thinking. Oh, yes. She was thinking. She might be mad at me, she might have given me some sort of ‘dick shrinker,’ or whatever, but just like any woman, she wanted to know what a truly big cock felt like.

But she was going to have to wait. First I had a date with Shiela. Shiela, the girl who laughed at me. I’d teach her a lesson or twelve (inches).

Besides, after all that had happened, I still wasn’t convinced that cheating on my wife would cause me to shrink. I had to be sure.

So, the day I hit 12 inches I smiled, kissed my wife good bye, and headed for work.

I strode in the front door, and I was wearing a white shirt and tight pants. Tight enough to show the massive salami in my pants.

I walked up to the front desk and the security guard was there. A black man, and black men are supposed to have sizable hogs, but he stared at my crotch, couldn’t believe the super dong outlined, then looked up at me.

“Good morning,” I chuckled, and passed him by.

I strode into the secretaries area, and grins that had been borning were suddenly stifled. Eyes went to my pants and mouths opened.

“Hi, ladies,” I grinned.

They just stared at my crotch, then up to my face, and they licked their lips.

“Hi, Marcy,” I stopped by her desk. The bitch who had laughed at me.

She had been talking to a friend, but she turned to me, grinned, and then saw what I was packing.

“Oh, my…” words failed at her.

“I might need to give you some ‘dick’tation tonight. If you’re available.”

Available? Was she available? From the look in her eyes she was more than available. She’d be ready for anything this evening, with bells on her toes.

I sauntered through the common area, men and women blinked and their jaws dropped. I chuckled and made small talk, and made my way back to my office.

In my office I settled back, laced my hands behind my heads, and swiveled to look out the big window.

The city spread out before me. Little people…with small penises. People who could only live in envy of my super-sized hog. Ah, yes!

I worked the day through, made lots of money, and all the while my penis was stiff and ready. It was dripping, and I called Shiela into my office and asked her for a kotex.

“What?”

“I seem to be leaking pre-cum. You wouldn’t have a Kotex?”

She did. She had to go to the bathroom for it, but she handed it over, and watched as I lowered my pants then my underpants. My dong stood out like a baseball bat ready to hit a homerun. A steady stream of drizzle emitted from the slit. I slipped the Kotex into my underwear and pulled my pants up.

Shiela stood and stared like she had been hit with a stupid stick. Her mouth open, her eyes blinking, not believing what she was seeing.

“But…you’re bigger. How did you get so…big?”

“Trade secret,” I offered glibly. “Off you go now.” I shooed her out of the office.

“I’ll be here for your dictation right after dinner.”

“I know,” I grinned.

She backed out of the office, as if scared that if she took her eyes off me and my giant cock I, and it, would disappear.

I went to dinner with a couple of the fellows. We had a few drinks, and they plied me with questions.

“Is that really you in your pants?”

“How’d you get so big?”

“I’ve always been big,” I answered. “Got good genes. You just never noticed.”

They noticed now, and they all wanted to hang with me, probably hoping that some of my magic might rub off on them.

I went back to work, and Shiela was waiting for me. Boy, was she waiting for me. She had my cock out of my pants faster than fast, and she was down on her knees licking and slurping my mighty tool.

But she couldn’t get it into her mouth. Of course not. I didn’t expect her to. Besides, I didn’t want the mouth, I wanted her hole.

“Come on, baby, let’s do this right.” I opened the couch up into a bed. All us Veeps have couch beds. Sometimes we work so hard and round the clock that we need a place to sleep.

“Lay, down, baby.”

Shiela sat on the bed, then laid back. She was wiggling out of her clothes, and shortly she was ready for me.

I knelt between her legs. I needed two hands to hold my massive cock, and I aimed the head for her pussy.

“Oh, yeah,” I chuckled, rubbing the huge head against her plushness. I took a breath, she opened her eyes wide, and I shoved forward.

What happened then…I didn’t understand, but…it happened. I was doing one, long shove, but as I shoved the head didn’t go into her pussy, it just shrunk. My weight was dropping, I couldn’t stop myself, I just felt a ripping pain as my cock shrunk.

The closer I got, the smaller I got.

I started at twelve inches, at eleven inches I had shrunk to eleven inches. At ten inches I had shrunk to ten. Ateight inches I was down to eight, at four inches I was four inches.

My cock stopped shrinking at one inch.

One fucking inch! Not even a prick! Barely a clitoris!

“Get off me!” Shiela screamed. I did, and she jumped off the bed and stared at me. “You freak!”

“I…I don’t know…” I was lost and helpless.

“I thought you were going to give me a thrill, but this…this…” she pointed at my teeny weeny peeny, “it isn’t even a dick!”

“But, honey…I don’t know what happened!”

“Well, I do. You faker. You little dick!”

She picked up her clothes, all while mumbling, “I don’t know what you did with your regular dick, but this…this is just…I’m getting out of here.”

She scrambled for the door. I begged and pleaded, but she was gone. Really gone. And I knew she wouldn’t come back if I had a twenty inch dick.

And everybody in the company would know. That smug asshole security guard would know.

I was finished.

I would have to work from home forever, there was no way I could show my face around here again.

I gathered up my clothes and put them on, and, one more weird thing on this night of weird things, they didn’t fit right. My shirt was too big, even though it had fit when I had come to work. My pants dragged on the floor, and they were loose. But they had been tight when I had come to work.

Even my shoes were a bit loose.

I ran down to my car, past the security guard without a word. I didn’t want to see the look on his face.

Then, shock of shocks, the car was too big! Who the fuck had…had stretched my car?

I had to push the seat all the way to the front, and then I could hardly reach the peddles.

I drove home, and into the driveway, and got out and ran for the front door. I was tripping on the pants material under my feet.

I closed the door and put my back to it. I was gasping for breath. My mind was shatterered.

“Johnny?” Shiela stepped into sight, took one look at me, and knew. Her hand went to her mouth, her knees shook, but she came to me. “You…you fucked somebody.”

“I didn’t believe you,” I sobbed.

“But you’re so short!”

“Do I still have a dick?” I pulled my pants down, which, as they were so loose, was very easy.

Marcy stared at my crotch. She reached down and touched my…my thing.

I couldn’t even call it a cock. It was…it was a clitoris.

“Oh, my. Granny told me, but I didn’t believe her…” she looked up at me. “You’re changing into a girl.”

“But how do I stop it?”

“I don’t know…I don’t…”

“The spanking machine!”

Slowly, Marcy nodded. “Maybe. If it isn’t too late. But you’re going to have to have a real spanking. Not one of these polite, little panky panks.”

I ran to the garage door, pulling over-large articles of clothing off my shrinking frame. I was only about five foot six now, and I had lost weight. A lot of weight.

I climbed up on the bench, and found that I was now too short. My butt was too low for good paddling.

Marcy came to the kitchen door and watched.

“Help me,” I begged.

She came and lent her muscle, and I lowered the flywheel and got up on the bench again.

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

“It needs to be harder,” she said.

I jumped off the bench and adjusted the machine. I got back on and the paddles whirred.

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

“OW!”

“Good!” shouted Marcy over the sound of the motor.

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

I cried. I moaned. I sobbed. My ass felt like somebody was taking a baseball bat to it.

For an hour I forced myself to kneel on the bench while the machine wailed away.

Finally, so bruised that my fanny was swelling, Marcy turned off the machine. She helped me off the bench and into the house. She gave me a drink, laid me down, and applied lineament. With a spray bottle. And even that hurt.

“It didn’t work,” I sobbed.

“I…no. It doesn’t look like it did. In fact…”

“What?”

“You’ve got little breasts.”

I pushed up on my hands and looked at my chest. Sure enough, my pectorals weren’t just swollen, they were shaped like little boobs.

And I had no doubt they would grow bigger.

“What happened,” I whispered, staring at my tits.

“I think you went too far. I think that the spankings don’t force blood into your penis because…well, because you don’t have a penis. But they do force the blood into your…your breasts.”

“But I don’t…I don’t want to be a girl!”

Marcy didn’t say anything. She just went and poured me another drink. She came back, handed it to me, and I sipped. I asked, “What are we going to do?”

“We?”

“Well, we’re married, aren’t we?”

“Hmm. Yeah. About that. I think the marriage license says man and woman.”

“Yeah, but…but I’m a man!”

“Hmm. Well, I don’t know. Don’t men have penises?”

I started crying. I mean, really crying.

Marcy sat on the edge of the bed and rubbed my back.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I should never have cheated on you.”

“I know,” she said, and she was deep in thought.

“You know,” she said, “there might be something we can do about this.”

“Please! Anything.”

Of course, you might not like it.” She was speaking softly, more like musing to herself.

“I don’t care what it is! I’ll do it. Anything. Just tell me.”

So she did.

I walked into the bar and waited. Within two minutes a handsome fellow had come up and bought me a drink.

Of course he did. Who wouldn’t buy a drink for a girl with curvy legs and a big bosom? Who wouldn’t want to get to know a girl with long, blonde hair and big, blue eyes?

Especially if she was wearing a short skirt and a low cut blouse.

So I sipped the drink, and me and handsome chatted, and then we danced.

I don’t mind dancing with guys, but I get a little twitchy when it comes to kissing.

Oh, I’ve tried it, and sometimes, especially if I’ve had a couple of drinks, kissing a guy can be fun. Really different, but fun.

So when the guy became a little amorous I said, “You should meet my roommate.”

The guy blinked. What? What is this chick saying? I giggle because guys are so obvious. It’s written all over their faces.

“Yeah, I was supposed to meet her, maybe you should come along,” and I showed him a picture.

Marcy. All fixed up, in lingerie, big boobs, to die for.

“Whoa,” he looks back at me.

I giggle, “Maybe we can even do a little two on one. You wouldn’t mind a couple of girls going down on you, would you?”

“Well, uh…I…I guess…uh…”

It’s funny. Guys dream of this, but when opportunity knocks they get all tongue tied.

“Well, come on!”

We left the bar and he followed me in his car. We drove through the streets, and I was careful not to lose him. He was handsome, strong, happy…just what Marcy wanted.

We arrived at my house. I parked in the driveway and he parked in the street. I waited for him, then we walked into the house.

Marcy was waiting, smiling. No subterfuge, no games, we weren’t into that.

“Hey, baby, come on into the back.”

She took over and led him away. I went into the kitchen and made myself a Coke high.

I sat and listened to the sounds of their love making. We had set up a baby cam so I could listen in. The reason was so that if somebody went bad I could go rescue her.

Though, with a five foot four female body I didn’t know how helpful I would be.

But we hadn’t had any trouble, and I listened to the kissing, the light talk, the sound of their union.

There is something unique about a dick in a pussy, the  ‘slurp, slurp’ sound.

I listened, and I smiled. I was actually starting to like this ‘audio porn.’ At least my pussy was getting wet.

Heck, maybe I should get over this aversion to men.

But not yet.

Marcy had said she would go first, and if it didn’t work for her, then I would have to get over my ‘boy nerves’ and learn how to fuck. Like a woman.

The plan is this: Marcy gave herself the potion she had given me. Now she’s cheating, and if the potion works then she will change into a man. I think I could overcome my ‘boy nerves’ real quick if I knew it was my own wife that was fucking me.

And, if it doesn’t work, then she’s going to try giving me the potion again, and she’ll have to go out and find men for me.

Find men for me. The concept gave me butterflies in the stomach. I didn’t want men to fuck me. but I might have to learn.

If Marcy doesn’t change, and then I don’t change, then I am stuck being a girl.

I listened to them in the bedroom, and I could identify sounds.

That was the sound of him sucking on my wife’s tits.

And that was definitely the suction and pump of the old ‘in and out.’

He was fucking my wife.

And it was making me horny.

And I returned to wondering. Maybe I should force myself to like men, then I could stay a woman for a while.

I could keep these big boobs, and wear make up and really neat clothes, and the world would buy me drinks.

Yeah. Maybe I should think about that.

“Oh…YEAH!” came over the baby cam.

I smiled. Marcy had just cum.

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


Pink Power!

She feminized him and he loved it!


PART ONE

“I can’t believe it!”

We walked out of the courtroom and I was in a fury.

“You’re lucky he didn’t lock you up and throw away the key.”

We went down the steps and turned towards the parking lot.

“That you would do such a thing after….after….”

I was speechless as we approached the car.

Amazingly, Howard actually went to the driver’s side.

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing!” I screeched, and people walking through the parking lot looked at us. They probably assumed I was a harridan, nagging my poor husband to death. They had no idea, of course, what the idiot had done.

“I was going to drive.” He looked at the door with a surly look on his face.

Yes, I was nagging him to death. But then I had an idea of what he had done.

“You are not going to drive!”

“Yes! I am!”

“You just got picked up for drunk driving, spent a night in the ‘tank,’ it’s going to cost us plenty of money, the judge said he would give you prison time if you get caught driving within the next year, our insurance is going up, you…” I went on and on.

Finally, he backed off.

“All right, all right,” he groused, like I was the bad guy. He got in the passenger side and I got behind the wheel. But I didn’t start the car.

“Howard, you’ve got a problem.” I stared at the wheel. My heart hurt, I was miserable, and I was unhappy.

“Oh, come on. So I got caught with a drink in me.

“Blood alcohol through the roof. And the officer said you were rude to him.”

“That was the…” he trailed off. That was just the drink. Yeah.

“Howard, you tried hypnosis for your smoking. You tried Aversion Therapy for your alcoholism. You’ve tried support groups, but nothing seems to work.”

“Oh, hell. A drink or two isn’t bad. And I try not to smoke around the house.”

“A drink or two is bad, when it leads to eight or ten, and you reek of smoke all the time!”

“God, what a…” he stopped. And good thing. If he called me a nag I was going to bop him.

The difficult thing about all this is that Howard wasn’t a bad man. He worked hard, he was a good father, he loved me and treated me with respect, but…then he got a drink inside his belly and the next thing you know he was loud and drunk and smoking like a forest fire.

In short, he had an addictive personality. And I was stuck with it.

We drove home in silence. I parked the car and he tumbled out and went inside without speaking. When I entered the house he was already in bed. He had smoked, drank, gotten sick on himself, and he just stripped down to his sweaty, perspiring flesh and got in bed. I could hear his snores across the house.

I sat down at the table, put my head in my hands, and just…was miserable.

“Hey, mom. He did it again, eh?”

I looked up at my daughter. Sweet sixteen. Happy and beautiful, just like I had once been. In fact, we still had the same blonde hair, long and wavy. We shared full lips and, the Smith family blessing, big boobs.

I sighed. “He did. And he doesn’t seem to get it. He doesn’t seem to understand that he is a danger out there.”

Tommy walked in. Eighteen. He was taller than Howard and just as handsome. A thick crop of dark hair, a firm face, and an ever present smile. He was on the football team, and he spent his afternoons bashing into bodies, and his evenings lifting weights. I really didn’t understand how he managed to do that and keep a straight A average.

“He did it again, eh?”

Tommy pushed Janey aside with his butt and looked in the refrigerator.

“Hey!” She smacked him on the arm with a palm.

“Ow,” he said nonchalantly, and handed her the milk.

In a second my children were sitting across from me, eating cereal and drinking OJ and commiserating.

“How come hypnosis didn’t work?” asked Janey.

“Apparently, believe it or not, your father’s mind is too ‘willful.’”

“Tell me about it,” chuckled Tommy. “He’s a rock, and I mean his head.”

“Be respectful,” I warned.

“Come on, Mom. I’m just telling the truth. Dad could sell stubborn pills to mules.”

We all grinned at that.

“You should do what Mrs. Jenkins did to Wally Borden.”

Tommy laughed. “Oh, that was good. Wally hasn’t played a practical joke since.”

That sparked an interest. Wally was Tommy’s friend, and he was the biggest practical joker in Tommy’s class. What could stop that compulsive kid from… “What did Mrs. Jenkins do?”

“She made him wear high heels and a dress.”

“What?”

Tommy nodded. “She got fed up when Wally put a frog in her desk drawer. She called his parents, they had a long discussion, and the next day Wally showed up in a skirt…”

“Pink,” giggled Janey.

“…and high heels. They were locked on, and he couldn’t take the skirt off because all he had on underneath was his tighty whiteys.”

“You’re kidding,” I grinned.

“Oh, it was great. It didn’t help that Wally had played jokes on everybody in school.”

“Everybody was hooting. Guys’d dart in and flip his skirt up, girls all laughed and asked Wally if he wanted to borrow some lipstick. Wally was actually in tears by the end of the week.”

“He spent a whole week in high heels and a dress?”

“A skirt, but, yeah. And Mrs. Jenkins told him he would have to wear a dress all year if he joked again.”

I was chuckling now. From miserable to chuckles in one skirt. How delicious. I liked Wally, but he was a terror when it came to jokes and…and…I got a far away look in my eye.

“Mom?”

“Earth to mom?”

I snapped out of it. “What?”

“You were like in a trance. You okay?”

“Yes. I am. In fact, I am perfect.”

“Oh, well, I have to go to school, okay if I use Dad’s car?”

I smiled at my son. “If you help me. And you, Janey. I have figured out how to cure your father.”

They looked at each other and grinned.

Tommy: “She’s gonna pull a Wally on Dad.”

“Oh, wait until I tell my friends.”

“They’re gonna want to come over and see.”

“Mom, can we bring our friends over?”

Oh, this was going to be good. “You may. Use the car and invite your friends over, but first, I need a little help.” I leaned forward, and they leaned forward, and I began speaking.

Within a few seconds we were all grinning and plotting.

And Wally thought he was a joker…ha!

The day passed, and it was a wonderful day.  Yes, my dear, sweet hubby was sleeping off his drunk, and his antics was going to cost us, but I had a cure at hand.

I walked through the house, did the laundry, and peered in at the sleeping lug. I had just been shopping, and i was glad he was sleeping. I wanted to get this program started today, not tomorrow.

A good man, with a big problem. But those days were ending. Heh.

Tommy came home early. He had gym for sixth period but had skipped it to help me with my plotting. Janey showed up a few minutes later, with a couple of girl friends. She had taken off school early, too, but with her grades, who cared. Besides, my husband, their father, had to be handled.

Her friends, of course, couldn’t stop giggling.

“Okay, kids,” we were all in the dining room at the table, “are you ready for this?”

They all nodded.

“And we can help, Mrs. Simpson?”

“Absolutely.”

“And we can tell our parents? We’re not going to get in trouble?”

“Hey, you help me with this and I’ll throw you all a party. A big one.”

“Zowie! Yeah! Yip yip yip!” They all cheered and hooted.

“Okay, Tommy, you are officially moved to the room above the garage. Move your clothes, and I got you a new lock. You’ll have to install it.

“Janey, you and your friends will be in charge of getting rid of Howard’s old clothes. I’m going to be filling his dresser with new clothes. Now everybody move quickly and silently. He’s probably going to wake up pretty soon, and we definitely want to be done when he does. Everybody got it?”

They did, and we gave a group high five and went to work.

I tip toed into the bedroom and collected Howard’s clothes. All of them. From belt buckle to boot, from tie to pants. From underwear to underwear.

Tip toing across the room and handing the clothes to Janey and her friends it was hard to stop giggling.

Janey and her friends took armloads out to the car and piled everything in the trunk.

Down the hall I could see Tommy taking armloads of his clothes out to his new room.

I waited until the girls were gone, it was too late to go back now, and I began putting new clothes into Howard’s drawers.

Out in the garage I could hear Tommy working on the new lock. To get through that lock Howard was going to have to use a sledge hammer, and I sure hoped he didn’t get so desperate he was willing to destroy the garage to get to Tommy’s clothes.

I hung up clothes, folded clothes, stacked new shoes, and went out to the living room. The girls were back, and they were drinking Cokes and stifling their hysterics.

Tommy sauntered in, a big grin. In a soft voice he said, “No way he’s getting through that puppy!”

Janey handed him a Coke and we all sat and kept looking at each other and giggling.

“You know, Mom…”

“Yes, dear?”

“You’re going to have to dress sexy.”

My head jerked to her and my mouth opened and I started to turn red.

“Janey!”

“Oh, yes, Mrs. Simpson!” her friends chortled and giggled. “You have to dress up every day, knock him out. You still have a killer bod.”

“Girls! I don’t talk like that!”

Tommy laughed.

“What?” I spun on him.

“They’re right.”

My mouth opened and Janey, my sweet sixteen little girl said, “Oh, hell, Mom. We’re all grown up here. We all know about sex and married couples, and you are simply going to have to turn Dad on….and not give him any.”

I was aghast, but the girls giggled even harder and I had to put my hand out and say ‘Shhh! You’ll wake him.”

“I can see him now,” laughed Tommy, keeping his voice low. His little skirt raising up, all embarrassed, just like a little school girl.”

The thought was a funny one, but I tried to maintain a serious expression. Even as I stifled a chuckle.

“Thats enough,” I made a chopping motion with my hand.

Then Janey said, “I’m going to have a big sister,” and we all burst out laughing. And tried to hold it in, which made it worse. In a second we were holding our bellies, Tommy slid off his chair and rolled on the floor. Janey’s friends tried to put their hands over each other’s mouths, and we couldn’t stop laughing.

Tommy heard it first, he sat up, sober, big grin, and put his hands up.

His meaning was clear, and we all stopped laughing and listened.

“Oooaah!” The sound of my husband yawning.

A moment, and springs creaking.

Everybody in the living room stopped and listened, and held the hilarity in.

“Aaooh.” Another yawn.

The sound of bedsprings creaking again, and we could tell he was up and about.

“Hum te tum…” he hummed across the room, into the bathroom, and we could all hear the shower door opening, closing, and the water being turned on.

“Twas on the good ship Venus…” he sang, and suddenly I was on my feet.

“Out! Everybody out!”

But it was too late. I hadn’t even started to herd the children out the door when Howard’s big voice sailed out to us.

Twas on the good ship Venus,

my God you should have seen us,

a figurehead of a whore in bed

and the mast was a petrified penis.

The girls squirted out of my grasp and darted to the hallway to listen. Tommy stood with me. We had all heard Howard sing that terrible old bar song, and now I was turning red, mortified, and he went into the second verse.

The captain’s name was Morgan

my God but he was a gorgon

he beat away every day

on his reproductive organ.

The girls were in silent hysterics, holding on to each other, sliding down the wall, actually shedding tears over my husband’s big, and loud and actually beautiful baritone.

The captain’s wife was Mabel

my God but she was able

she led the crew in a midnight screw

upon the galley table!

My knees were actually weak with humiliation, but Tommy gripped my arm and held me up. “It’s okay, Mom. We’ve all heard it, and…heck the girls all know about this stuff.”

Which sort of surprised me, but didn’t. After all, I had been sixteen once, and I had thought I knew everything.

First mate, first mate

Captain’s dirty brother

wasn’t fit to shovel shit

from one end to the other.

Helpless, I listened as Howard sailed into the last verse.

Cabin boy, cabin boy,

dirty, little nipper

lined his ass with broken glass

and jeopardized the skipper.

I sat in a chair and just covered my face.

The girls were all lying on the floor now, holding their bellies, crying tears of laughter.

“Oh, God!” I whispered.

Tommy just grinned and patted my shoulder.

The girls rolled over and kept looking at each other and giggling again.

Then, it hit:

“MARGIE!”

Everybody went silent.

Again, his full voice filled the whole house: “MARGIE! WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS!”

We were all suddenly thrust into a strange mix of half hysterical and half fear. He sounded angry!

Thud, thud, thud, his footsteps came down the hallway. He burst into the living room, and my mouth opened in shock. I hadn’t prepared for the fact that he might be wet from the shower and neglect to even hold a towel around himself, and be totally, stark, raving naked!

To the side, he hadn’t seen them, yet, the girls stared, their faces open in stunned and delighted surprise.

He stood there, a handsome man with no clothes, his penis half a chub, and held up a pair of panties with one finger. “WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS?”

I stared at him, my own mouth at half mast, and then did the only thing I could. I turned my face slightly to the right. ‘Look.’

He blinked, and his face turned, and his mouth dropped.

Janey and her two friends was sitting on the floor, shocked, staring at him.

He stared at them.

And Tina, one of Janey’s friends, blurted, “Hi.”

Howard jumped back, was instantly, and I mean INSTANTLY, red and shaking. And he made a sound, not a yell, sort of a yelp, but high pitched. In fact, he sounded like a little girl, then he was turning and sprinting down the hallway.

And we, the practical jokers, finally didn’t have to stifle ourselves any longer. We all absolutely roared with laughter.

After about ten minutes of laughing, and stopping, and laughing, and stopping, we all sort of died down. Except for the occasional giggle.

“Margie? May I speak with you?”

“I’m out in the front room, dear.”

“Well, can you send Janey’s friends home?”

Janey: “She can’t, Daddy.”

Silence. We started having to hold it in again.

Finally: “I need everybody to go to their homes, or their rooms. I need to talk to Margie.”

Tommy: “They’re not going home, Dad.”

And me: “They’re staying for dinner, honey. So get dressed and come out.”

Snickers abounded.

Silence.

“You girls want to stay for dinner?” I asked.

“Sure,” they both responded.

So I fixed a big, old plate of spaghetti, and we sat down and ate Eye-talian and drank Coke and laughed and talked.

And Howard listened from the bedroom. He listened as we laughed about the expression on his face. And I knew he was stewing in his juices, outraged, ready to pop.

The girls were talking about boys, and Tommy was talking to me about college, when we heard the sound of Howard coming down the hallway.

Not the thud, thud of his heavy feet, and especially not his feet in shoes, but a swish, swish.

Swish, swish?

We all looked at each other, then up at the doorway.

Howard arrived, and I saw what the swishing had been. He was holding a blanket around himself and the end had been dragging on the floor.

“Hello, honey, want some spaghetti?” I spoke blandly, as if nothing was amiss.

“I…I…”

He was interrupted by Janey: “Nice toga, Daddy.”

“He’ll look good swinging the clubs,” put in Tommy.

Tina and Morgan just giggled.

He scoped us, took us all in, realized we were all in on the joke. “Where are my clothes.” He managed to speak in a level voice.

“Oh, I felt it was time for a wardrobe change,” I answered nonchalantly.

“I…those were my clothes. What did you do with them?”

“Girls? Did you take all of my husband’s clothes to the Goodwill?”

The girls, wide-eyed, answered, “Yes, Mrs. Simpson.”

“That’s Mr. Simpson,” I said. “He’s Mrs. Simpson,” I pointed at my hubby with my chin.

That almost did it. Smothered expressions of mirth filled the room.

Howard’s mouth opened in shock. Then snapped shut. After a few seconds he tried again. “Tommy, I’m going to borrow some pants from you.”

“Sorry, pop.”

“What?” Howard stared at Tommy. Obviously he expected some male sympathy from his firstborn.

“Mom ’s in charge, and she says I’m not supposed to len—“

Howard spun and stomped out. And he was funny to see, stomping in a blanket.

He walked down the hall, to Tommy’s room. Then he stomped back. His face a thundercloud, he blurted, “Where’s your stuff?”

“I moved Tommy to the room over the garage, dear,” I smiled.

“But I was making a game room out of that!” Oh, the anguish that poor man was going through.

“Yeah, it’s great, Pop. I’m going to leave the pool table right there. Me and my friends like to hang out and play.”

“But…you…”

Overloading. Danger…danger…danger…

“You’d better put another lock on the closet door, dear, so your father can play pool.”

“You…you…”

“I’ll do that, Mom. Thanks for the idea.”

“You…you…”

And Tina giggled. And that was what did it. That was what clicked the switch and drove Howard over the edge.

“Fuck!” He yelled! “That’s easily handled.”

And it was obvious that we had pushed him too far. His face turned redder, became mottled with rage, and he started across the kitchen. He was going to break the door to Tommy’s room. He would get a sledge hammer and—

Tommy stood up and moved into his path.

Howard stopped and stared, and the room went silent. And I suddenly knew what a couple of kitty cats would feel like if two bull elephants decided to fight in front of them.

“Get out of my way.”

“Howard,” I blurted.

The girls suddenly realized they were out of their depth. They pushed chairs back and huddled up against the walls.

Tommy said: “Nope.” And there it was. The announcer had just yelled out, ‘Let’s get ready to rumble!’

“You dare to talk back to me in my own house?” His voice was booming, threatening to break rafters.

“Pop, I’ve had it with you.”

Howard’s jaw dropped. I had heard that expression, read it, but now I was seeing the reality. His jaw literally lowered, and his eyes bulged, but Tommy wasn’t done.

“You get drunk and drive. Your smoking stinks. It’s only a matter of time before you smash into somebody with your car, or abuse mother. And I love you too much to let that happen.”

That was a moment. My own jaw dropped. This was my baby boy, all grown up and ready to whip the world, and he was starting right here, in my kitchen, right before my very eyes.

“Fuck,” whispered Janey, and I didn’t bother to correct her language.

“Now I’m an All State footballer, and I wrestle in the off season,  and I’m bigger than you, and I’m telling you right now: you will not wear my clothes. You’re going to do what Mom says to get out of the doghouse. You’re going to stop drinking and smoking, and I’m going to call some friends and one of us will be in my room, in this house, at all times. In short, Pop, you are going to straighten up or…”

“Or what?” Howard growled.

“Or I’ll kick your ass down to the corner and back.”

That moment will forever be indelible in my mind.

I had started this thing, but had not thought through the consequences. I had not figured on Howard being so upset, which, later retrospect, I really should have. I had also not figured on my son standing up to a man, like a man, and put himself forward so forcefully.

Howard tried to brush past Tommy.

Tommy stepped, pushed, and Howard found himself two steps back.

Howard growled, a deep, guttural sound, and rushed forward. Tommy lowered his shoulder and just bumped him back. Howard’s a big, strong man, but he bounced off Tommy like he had hit the proverbial brick wall.

Then Howard tried to grab Tommy, and that was one hell of a mistake.

Tommy picked him up, lifted him off the ground in a bear hug and walked into the living room. He walked slowly, and Howard tried to get his hands loose, but he was caught.

We girls had time to move into the big doorway, and we watched as Tommy body slammed Howard on the couch.

Howard stared up in shock.

I think that that moment had a lot more consequences that could have developed. It could have led to a donnie brook, and hurt feelings, and a terrible divide between my husband and my son. What saved the day, however, wasn’t violence.

Howard looked up, and we girls realized…Tommy was crying.

He was big, filled the room with his presence, he was like a Gorilla come to call, but tears poured out of his eyes. “Pop,” He said, “Don’t do this.”

Wow.

When Tommy had carried Howard into the living room the blanket had been caught in his grip, and Howard was still covered. just barely.

Looking up at Tommy, realizing where this thing was going, Howard pulled the blanket around himself, stood up, and walked out.

When Howard was gone, Tommy turned around. He was still crying, but he didn’t wipe his eyes. He just walked past us, towards his new room.

I started to move forward, to intercept him, but Janey snagged my arm and held me back. I looked at her and she just shook her head.

She was right. I could talk to him later, but right now he just needed some alone time.

Then the girls looked at me. It was time to go. The big joke had sort of shattered and fallen apart.

“Good night, Mrs. Simpson.”

I nodded.

The front door closed and Janey was pulling me into the kitchen.

I was lost, rudderless, had no clue what to do or think.

Janey reached up to the cabinet and brought the liquor down.

“What are you doing?”

“Make you a drink.”

“I don’t need one!”

I didn’t drink much, especially because I had lost a taste for alcohol when my husband had started to drink too much.

“Dad’s the drunk, not you, and you do need one.”

She mixed a Coke high, and looked like she knew what she was doing. She placed it in front of me. “Drink, or I’ll pull a Tommy on you.”

A grunt of a chuckle blurted out of me.

She pushed the drink into my hands.

I looked at her and she nodded, so I took a sip.

“Heysoos,” she muttered. “That was close.”

And I certainly agreed.


PART TWO

An hour later, two drinks in me, I went to Tommy’s room. He was lying on his bed and staring at the ceiling. He gave me a wan smile when I entered. “Hi, Mom.”

I went and sat on the bed, then I was holding him, and he was surprised, but just put an arm around me.

“I’m sorry,” I said, holding tears back.

“Nothing to be sorry for.”

And that was it. My grown up son was able to handle adult emotions.

Then I went to bed. It was still early, but I knew I had to talk to Howard. When I walked into the room he was in bed. Reading. He looked up, and his expression was utterly and totally inscrutable.

He said, “You will go get me some clothes tomorrow.”

I said, “Fuck you.”

He blinked.

I took a shower, dried, and crawled into bed. “Turn off the lights.”

He did, and we laid there, totally awake, for hours. And finally slept.

I got up in the morning and got dressed, and thought about getting dressed up. The girls had told me, almost commanded me to, and they made points, but I was still sort of in a funk.

My big joke, meant to cure, had backfired.

But I wasn’t about to back off.

If Howard could take stubborn pills so could I.

So I fixed breakfast, for myself, and ignored Howard.

Howard, the children now at school, wandered around the house naked. He took the TV out of the living room and set it up in his room.

He collected a bunch of books, and lolled around in his room.

When Tommy and Janey came home they absorbed the situation, shrugged, and went off about their business.

Three days….and Howard broke.

He walked into the kitchen, picked up the car keys and his wallet, and walked out to the car. He inserted the key, twisted, and nothing happened.

One of Tommy’s friends, who worked after school in his father’s garage, had switched keys. I had the only working key in the house, and I was not going to share.

I watched Howard from the living room. His head bent to the steering wheel. He hit the wheel with one hand. Then he got out and walked down the driveway, and down the street.

What happened next I found out from friends who had seen, and from Tommy, who came upon Howard afterwards.

Howard walked down the street like an Indian wrapped in a blanket. He walked like he was stomping, his shoulders were set and his legs moved forward inexorably, but he was barefoot so it couldn’t have been much in the way of stomping.

He walked two miles to the main drag of our town. First Street. The whole way people passed him and stared at him. Many of them knew him, and some of them even called a greeting, but he just kept…’stomping.’

Down first street, and traffic started to back up. This was Howard Simpson, upstanding citizen, with a blanket around his shoulders and his bare legs sticking out underneath.

Johnny Dallas, the local police chief happened to be passing by, and he got out of his car and confronted Howard.

“Where you going all dressed up, Howie?” The men all called him Howie. Everybody else called him Howard.

“Get some clothes.”

Howard walked past Tommy without a word.

Tommy turned and stared after him, rubbed his chin, and smiled. A cop, he had been around the block, and he knew when to get involved, and when to let things play out.

Now Howard was causing a fuss. People walking, kids yelling out their windows at him, horns honking.

Mrs. Wentworth came out of the ice cream store and stopped and stared at him as he passed the shop.

He waited at the light and people stood around him, also waiting, snickering and even making remarks.

Howard’s face, I was told, was redder than a fire engine on the rag, that’s the description Janey offered me when she and her friends passed him in a convertible. That was the point at which she called Tommy.

Howard walked into Johnson’s Haberdashery. Yes, that is actually the name of the store.

He strode down the center aisle, turned left to the jeans, and picked out a pair. He grabbed a black tee shirt, a pack of tighty whiteys, and some socks. He knew his shoe size, picked up a pair of Nikes, and walked to the register.

Alma Hodges was behind the counter, and he scared her. It was obvious he was wearing nothing under the blanket, and the look on his face would have frightened a hungry lion. Heck, he would frightened a herd of hungry lions.

Alma stepped back, and looked around, and Jimmy Hunter, old man Hunter himself, stepped up to the register.

Jimmy is a fixture around the town. He’s been through a couple of wars, a couple of divorces, gave up drinking, and had reached the point where he thinks everything is funny. Absolutely everything.

“Hey, Howie. How’s it going.” Passing the time of day. Waiting.

“Hello, Jimmy. I’d like to buy this stuff.”

Jimmy had a quirk of a grin on his face, and drawing on his vast experience and intuition he observed, “Marital woes.”

Howard said, “Yes.” Not ‘yup,’ or ‘yeah,’ but…yes. Like a stockbroker about to go to the roof of a very tall building in 1932.

Jimmy took the pair of pants and looked at the tag. Hell, he knew the price of every item in the store by heart. But he was dragging the moment out. “I had a wife once. Had a couple of wives. Drove me near crazy.”

“Yes,” Howard answered.

Jimmy rang up the tee shirt.

“That’s the thing about women. Something wrong with them.”

“Yes.” Short and curt.

Jimmy rang up the tighty whiteys.

Johnny Dallas wandered into the store, he just had to be in on the action, and started looking at a rack of ties. The man hadn’t worn a tie his whole life.

“Right, Johnny? All women is crazy. Am I right?”

Johnny held up a bright red tie with the face of Goofy on it.

“Right as rain, Jimmy.”

Jimmy held up the socks and looked at them. “I’ll have to check the price on these. Alma? Price check on men’s black socks.”

As Alma scuttled down the aisle Jimmy leaned against the register and said, “Can’t live with ‘em, and you can’t kill ‘em. Right, Johnny?”

“Right again, Jimmy.”

Howard stood, a suddenly small man in a blanket, and watched Jimmy.

“Now my thought, and I know my thoughts ain’t too particular, me being old, is that you better give up.”

Howard stared.

Alma called out, “$6.95.”

“That’s six hundred and ninety-five dollars,” Jimmy slowly figured out how to work the register.

“Johnny? You think Howie should just give up?”

“Hell, I woulda give up ten years ago. ‘Specially, you don’t mind me sayin’, he’s got a real nice wife. A good looking woman makes up for just about anything.”

Jimmy rang up the shoes.

“Yes, sir. Give up, get those good, old home cooked meals, I have to put up with my own cooking. You cook for yourself, Johnny?”

“Not if I have to.” He had put the Goofy tie back and was examining a collidoscopic tie. The kind of tie that shimmies if you look at it too long, and then makes you dizzy. “I put up with the nagging and I get fed good. It’s pretty good arrangement. ‘Course…Howie’s wife doesn’t seem to be the nagging kind.”

“Heck, no. She’s always got a kind word for everybody.” Jimmy put everything in the bag. “Your wife ain’t a nag, is she, Howie?”

Howard stood, frozen, waiting. He was prepared to out wait the world if he had to.

“That’ll be fifty-six and forty-seven, Howie.”

Howard had his wallet clutched in his hand. He opened it. He reached for the plastic in the pocket…and stopped.

He opened the money part. He looked in all the windows.

He finally realized that he no longer had his credit card in his wallet.

He looked up at Jimmy.

Jimmy looked at him.

Johnny came over and leaned on the counter and faced Howard.

“My card is gone.”

Jimmy drew the bag back, put it on the floor behind the counter.

“Sorry, Howard.”

“But, I’ll…you know me.”

“And I like you. You always been a good guy.”

“Let me have some clothes.”

“I don’t involve myself between a man and his wife.”

Howard turned to Johnny. “Johnny…”

Johnny shook his head. “Jimmy gave you some good advice. Didn’t even charge you for it.”

“But…but I…you can’t…” and he dried up. A far away look came into his eyes. He realized that I had beaten him…and beaten him good.

He turned and, like a man walking to a prison cell, trudged out of the store.

Johnny and Jimmy watched him go. Jimmy said, “He’s a good man.”

Johnny said, “Yes. He is.” Then Johnny turned to Jimmy, “You ever sell any of those Goofy ties?”

“These ties here? Of course I do! People like Goofy, and…”

Outside the store Howard stopped. People walked past him. A  small crowd of people stood a few feet away. Cars whizzed up to him, then slowed down and crept past.

Quips, a little laughter, a few insults. But Howard was impervious. In a way, his mind had shut down. There was absolutely nothing in his brain. He was going to have to walk all the way home and…

Tommy pulled up in front of the store. The top was down and he turned to Howard. “Hey, Pop. Let me give you a ride.”

Howard stared at his son like he didn’t even know who he was, then he moved forward, opened the door and slid in.

What happened then I don’t really know.

Oh, I know Tommy drove down to the lake, pulled into the boat launching area and stopped under an Oak. He turned the car off and turned to Howard and began talking.

Howard listened for a while, then he said something back. And Tommy said something, and Howard talked, and it turned into a conversation. They sat under that tree and talked for an hour. People saw them, but everybody sort of sensed, even if they hadn’t seen the scene in town, that something was going on.

They talked and they talked, and at that time I didn’t know where they were.

Not that I was worried. Well, I was a little worried, but not too much. I mean, wherever Howard was…that was where he was.

But I will tell you something weird. When Howard finally broke I felt it. I was five miles away, skinning some potatoes, and I felt it: the universe was different. Something had changed.

I found myself smiling, and didn’t know why, but something inside me told me everything was going to be all right.

I like to think that what I had done, getting rid of Howard’s clothes, drawing a line in the sand…I like to think that was what did it. But, in my heart of hearts, I know that wasn’t it.

I don’t know what Tommy said to his father that day, but…that was the difference. Tommy somehow laid it on the line like I never could, and that was what turned Howard around.

At least started the process.

And, here is the frustrating thing, Tommy won’t tell me. He just says he and his father had a heart to heart, snd that if Howard wants to tell me he can.

But I don’t want to ask Howard. I don’t want to jinx the process.

About six in the evening Tommy drove into the driveway. He got out of the car, and he and Howard were sort of smiling, and they looked happy, and then Tommy went to his room above the garage and Howard came inside.

I was standing at the sink and Howard walked in. “Honey? I’m sorry.” And he walked past. No hug, but he left me speechless, and warm inside.

He walked back into the bedroom and closed the door. I didn’t hear anything for a few minutes. Then the door opened and he walked down the hall. He was barefoot, made little sound, but I was listening. He walked into the kitchen, to the refrigerator, and took out a Coke.

Took out a Coke like he does for mixing with a drink.

But he didn’t get down the liquor and mix a drink. He simply put ice in a glass and poured straight Coke.

He was wearing a pink skirt, a red blouse. I could see the bra straps on the shoulder.

“I’ll try the heels tomorrow. This is tough for me.”

He walked out, and I goggled. What the heck had happened? I didn’t know what had happened in town, or that Tommy had given him a ride. I would find those things out later.

Howard moved the TV back into the living room, sat down, and turned on the news.

I came to the door and stared at him. He was watching Fox News, and he suddenly grinned at Tucker Carlson and said, “Go Brandon.” His hairy legs were sticking out from under the dress, crossed at the knees.

I went back and finished fixing dinner, and I couldn’t stop smiling.

The next day Howard was up early. He was on the computer, working, and I came in and stood behind him.

“Hey, babe,” he said. He was wearing a dress. Blue. Nylons, and he had on high heels. “These are hard to walk in.”

I put my hands on his shoulders, I could feel the bra straps, and gave him a quick shoulder rub.

Suddenly he was standing up, facing me, and had me in his arms.

“The hardest thing about this is not making love to you.” And he kissed me. Deep. All the way to my heart. When he let me go I was out of breath.

“Now, I have to get back to work, I’m a little behind.”

So I left, gulping, and feeling really warm, and even wet, and I walked into the bedroom and took my clothes off.

No, I wasn’t going to do that!

I took my clothes off, Naired myself, left the bottle on the counter for Howard with a note for him to use it. I hopped into the shower after fifteen and washed myself clean.

I could hear music coming from the computer room as I dried off. I spritzed myself, did my hair up, a little extra make up, then I put on my shorts, showing my legs, and a skimpy halter top. The kind of top that doesn’t leave anything to the imagination.

And here’s the weird thing: I felt…strong. Powerful. Like I had just done something. Even at those early stages I was feeling the power of…a power exchange.

I had taken a big, strong man and bent him to my will. I tell ya, that’s enough to make any woman wet. And I was certainly wet.

And, another weird thing: even as I got fixed up and made myself beautiful, I was determined not to fuck him.

This program, this making him wear a dress thing, it was working. He hadn’t had a drink for days. Hadn’t even looked at the liquor cabinet. And I was going to mess with that? No chance!

And, truth, the feeling of power was overwhelming. I had hardly done anything, yet I felt it. I felt myself suddenly on top of the world, and I wanted to stay there.

So I made myself up, looked sexy, and went out to the patio. The computer room has a glass door that opens on the patio, and Howard could see me easily. He was focused, and working intently, but after a few minutes he glanced up, started to look down, then stared at me.

And grinned.

And bent forward and squeezed his groin.

I gave him a thumbs up and sauntered away.

After school. Howard was working on a project, and Janey and the girls came in. They all looked around.

“Where’s Mr…Mrs. Simpson?” Tina asked.

I smiled. Mr. Mrs. Heh. “He’s in the computer room. Go see him if you want.”

They wanted, and they went, grinning, and looked into the room.

“Hello, girls,” Howard said.

I was right behind the girls, wanting to see his reaction. Except for a totally red face, he sounded normal.

“Oh, Daddy. Your dress is pretty.”

“Isn’t it?” He stood up and twirled. His skirt flared and the girls all giggled. Then they were gone.

Except for me. I still stood there. Watching him.

And he watched me.

“You need tits,” I said.

“Bring ‘em on,” he said. And in that, maybe it was my imagination, I detected a challenge.

What had Tommy said to him?

So I went down to a medical supply store and bought the biggest boobs they had.

I walked back into the house and tossed a bag to him. “Knock yourself out.”

He looked in the bag, and he turned a shade of redder then.

Still, he took out the breast forms and hefted them. His smile was a little…weak…but he was going for it.

He unbuttoned his blouse, which was awkward because he wasn’t used to the buttons, and slipped the breast forms in.

“Nope,” I said.

He looked up at me.

“Take off your boobs and bra.”

Frowning, he did so.

I smeared the back of one of the tits with glue, then held it to his chest. Then the other one.

“Crap,” he breathed. “This is serious shit.”

“Okay, bra back on.”

As he put the bra on, and buttoned his blouse, I watched him, the way he moved, the way his tits stuck out, and…damn it. It was making me horny. Real horny. And I knew that we had actually traded one problem for another. If this dress thing worked, and he was cured of drinking, then the trade off was that I was addicted to his…his femininity.

I liked seeing him wear bras and nylons. I liked his chest sticking out. It even made me think of making him get implants. Now how weird was that? I feminize him, and end up the bully, making him do things, feminizing him more, and it was all because, for the first time in my life, I was feeling…power.

And not just power, but sexual power. Pink Power!

I was taking a man and taking charge, making him do things, and the more I made him do, and especially the sexier I made him, the more empowered I felt, the more sexual, the more hornier.

It was then that I realized that I was not just doing something to him, I was doing something to myself.

And, truth, not lurking way in the back but right up front where I could see it, I didn’t think I would be able to stop.

The kids noticed his tits right away.

“Nice rack, Pop,” Tommy blurted.

Janey just gave a wolf whistle.

I grinned and, when nobody was looking, goosed his ass.

Oh, he jumped, but he grinned, and there was this look in his eyes. This look that said…I like this!

Tommy, incidentally, carried through on his threat. He had friends at the house every day. He talked to them before they came over, told them it was a cure being implemented by myself. Interestingly, the kids accepted it easily. Big footballers, blocky wrestlers, kids reeking of testosterone, they just looked at him, nodded, and went on about their business.

In fact, many a night I would find Howard in Tommy’s room, playing pool with the kids. It was funny, the way they towered over him…it was like he was a girl next to them. A real girl.

One night I heard them teasing him. Asking if he had a pussy instead of a cock now.

Oh, it was good, clean fun, in a way, but it was also enough to make me wet. Standing outside the door, listening to them teasing him for being a pussy, I felt a rush of fluid to my juncture, and a shiver in my legs.

I ran to my room and, before he could finish his game, took myself to a grand yippee. Dildo style. I just pulled up my dress, lowered my panties, and jammed that wonderful piece of plastic into the chute and waggled myself to a grunt and a groan of brobdingnagian proportions.

He came in a few minutes later, didn’t smell sex, and got ready for bed. He smiled at me, didn’t notice that I was all flushed and perspiring, and took off his clothes, except for his bra and glued on boobs, and slipped under the covers.

“How you doing, honey?” I asked, before he could slip into la la land.

“Pretty good.”

“How’s it going with the clothes?”

“Pretty good. Odd thing, it makes me sort of horny. My dick is in weird positions, my chest is waggling in a sexual sort of way. I can actually understand how these perverts get going with crossdressing and stuff.

I lay there and thought about what he said. ‘How perverts get going.’ How interesting. He wasn’t a pervert. At least, I didn’t think he was, certainly not before we started doing the clothes thing. But he enjoyed the cross dressing. Didn’t that make him a pervert?

“Well, honey. Sleep well. Tomorrow we’re going to take another step.”

“Oh, okay.” He was half asleep and he didn’t think anything of my remark.

I did. He was too complacent, too accepting, and I needed a fix. I needed to make me hornier.

So we slept, and awoke, and after his shower I called him over to my vanity and began giving him claws. Nice, long talons. Inch longers, which should tell you how out of control I was.

I mean, he couldn’t do any work around the house, I was going to have to do the dishes, but…I needed his claws. I needed to take the next step in feminization.

So first I painted his tootsies, then I prepped his nails and glued red fakes on. And I used super glue. Those babies weren’t coming off.

When I was done he lifted his hands up, now long and slender, and he said, “Wow.” Then, staring at his elongated digits, he almost walked into a wall when he went out of the room.

And I, as soon as he was out, went into the bathroom, into shower, and while the water was streaming down over my tits I jammed my dildo in and rubbed my clit and…and—

The door opened.

I froze. Howard stared.

The water ran, and I started to cum. Getting caught like that, it was the final straw, and shivers exploded through me and my pussy squeezed and throbbed and my hips spasmed.

He watched for a long moment, our eyes locked. His locked, mine sort of locked. It’s hard to watch somebody when your eyes are trying to roll back into your skull.

Then he simply closed the door and went away.

I slid down to the floor of the shower. The water was sluicing me, half drowning me, but I was totally gone.

I was gasping, and my skin was super flushed, and my pussy just kept throbbing on and on and on. the orgasm was over, but it was like I had discovered a new level of existence. The ‘I am always horny and yet I feel like I’m always cumming’ level.

When I recovered I dried myself off and got dressed. And I mean really got dressed. I wore a half bra that really lifted and thrust my boobs out, and a thin blouse so my nipples could be seen, poking rigidly into the thin material.

I put on a pencil skirt, nylons, and painted my lips sexy red. I strode out into the house like a queen. I had been caught jacking off like a kid, yet…it felt good. It defined my sex…and me.

I went into the computer room, pulled up a chair and sat down. I hitched my skirt up a little and spread my legs. My pussy was on parade.

Howard had turned to me, seemed about to say something, then he just watched me. His eyes big and round and gleaming.

I reached down and started playing with myself. I spread my labia, tickled my clitoris. I even stuck my fingers in my hole.

I was gasping, reeking of sex. I had just cum, but I was ready to cum again. I had never been a multiple cummer, but…things were different now.

Howard watched. He lifted his dress and started to pull down his panties, and I said, “No.”

“What?”
I kept diddling myself. I wished I had my big dildo to jam in there. I said, “You lost your cumming privileges. Only I cum now, and I might never let you cum again.

His eyes started fluttering. His hand was starting to pull down his panties, suddenly I saw wetness coating his panties, semen oozing out of the head of his cock, stopped from squirting across the room by the thin material he was holding.

“Oh, fuck,” he grunted.

And I came. Hard. Harder than when I had been in the bathroom. I just slid half down the chair and my pussy erupted and it was all I could do to stay conscious.

Finally, when the quaking stopped, I sat up, pushed my skirt down and considered him.

His panties were messed, his eyes were dark and staring.

I leaned forward, and took his hands, pulled him to lean forward to me. Our lips were just an inch apart, and I whispered: “I’m going to cum a lot. And you aren’t going to cum at all. Maybe I’ll get you a chastity belt. Or tube. Or whatever they are. And you will live the rest of you life as woman, waiting on me hand and foot. It won’t be bad at first, because we have to put on a show for the kids, act like you’re a man, but Tommy will be leaving, and Janey is going to be right behind him. And as the days go by we will change you more and more, and I will do bad things to you. The basement will become a dungeon and I will bring you down there and whip your little panty ass. Do you think you will like that?”

“Uh…uh…” He was gasping and gulping and no words came out.

“And when the kids are gone I’m going to get you implants. Real fake boobs. And you’re going to be a woman all the time, except when I want to show people you as a man, what you used to be before I took over and began running your life.

“Fuck,” a whiny, sort of beg squeezed out of his throat.

“And, to make sure you understand all this, I am going to break you in. Christen you. Convince you that this is best for you.”

He was hardly able to move.

I slapped him, because that was what was needed, that was a necessary step for where we were going.

“That was for drunk driving.”

He felt his cheek, and nodded, and agreed in spirit with me.

I stood up and looked down at him. “Tomorrow Janey is going to be with Tina and Morgan. They are going to a late concert and then spend the night at Morgan’s house.

“Tommy is going fishing with Ace and his buddies. Maybe a little hunting. They are going to do the things you used to do, when you thought you were a man, before you realized the truth.”

“So tomorrow night I am going to fuck you. And it will be the end of your life as a man…and the true beginning of your life as a woman. Now, get back to work. Make me some money. I’m going to go jack off again. And I’m going to use that super-sized dildo of mine. And I’m going to be loud, and let you know what pleasure I am getting without you.”

“Oh, uh…”

“No need to acknowledge me or anything. Just do what you’re told.”

I walked out of the room, and it was like the first day of the rest of my life.

I was a giant. I was in charge. I was woman…hear me roar.

And I did go back into the bedroom and, for the third time, had an orgasm. And I was loud and let the world know. And Howard worked quietly and listened to my pleasure, and I wondered what he was thinking. Then, as the orgasm hit me, I didn’t care.

I had been victim long enough. Let him be the victim for a while.

The next day dawned. I got up, stretched, showered, and fixed myself up. When I was done I was everything. I was sex personified.

I pushed Howard out of bed—he was awake and watching me in awe—and started getting him ready.

He showered, dressed, and we fixed his hair and make up. I made him wear a corset, he was going to have to suffer, but if it made me feel good, then…good.

During the day he worked, tapping the keys of the computer with his long fingernails. I came in every once in a while and squeezed his tits and gave him soulful kisses, deep kisses that demanded he redo his lips.

The kids came home, and they were nonchalant, filled with their own plans. They were used to Howard en femme now, and they were excited about their weekend. At six o’clock they were gone, the house was quiet, and the clock was ticking.

I freshened myself and sauntered out to the kitchen. Howard had managed to do the dishes without breaking his nails, and I sat down and watched him.

He was wearing a pink apron that said ‘Mom’ on it. He was wearing high heels and full make up. He was ready to go.

“Fix me a drink, honey,” I commanded.

He got down a glass—

“Two drinks.”

He looked at me with a long blink, his false eyelashes fluttered quite sexily. He seemed to give a mental shrug, and he got down another glass. He put ice cubes in them. He poured half bourbon and half Coke. he swirled them to mix, and put them in front of me.

I picked up my glass and studied it. I looked at him. “This is what you used to drink.” I took a big gulp. I felt the cold liquid turn to fire in my throat. “Pick up your glass.”

He stared at it. He shook his head.

“For me. Pick it up.”

He picked it up. Held it gingerly. His red nails looked so sexy clutching the cylinder. Inside his grip the ice cubes were easily seen.

“Take a sip.”

He put the glass down. “I don’t want to. Never again.”

I tilted my head, and he said the most interesting thing. “Don’t make me. Please.”

I nodded.

He had an addictive personality, but it was done with. No more.

I stood up, pulled him to me, kissed him lightly on the lips. I said, “Excellent. Come get your reward.” I turned and pulled him by the hand through the house.

We stood in the bedroom. Breathing hard. His eyes were glittering. Mine were hungry. I grabbed his hair and pulled his head back. I nibbled on his throat, felt his tits, and kissed his lips.

He let himself be kissed, gave himself up feminine style.

And I achieved the masculine. I was doing the kissing.

I pushed him towards the bed. “Up on all fours while I get ready.”

He climbed on the bed, pulled his panties down and lifted his skirt and waited for me. His butt was round and appealing.

I got my dildo and strap on out of the dresser and put them on. For a long moment I stood there and stared down at my dick.

I was a woman. I loved being a woman. I loved having breasts and making men look at me. But I also needed something else.

I needed the command and control that being a man gave. But I needed to get it without becoming a man and giving up my femininity.

On the bed Howard waited.

I walked up behind him with a big jar of lube in my hand. I began to ream him thoroughly.

He groaned and moaned as I inserted a finger and spread the lube into his rectum. Then two fingers, and he moaned louder. Then three fingers, and he began to pump back.

Finally, I moved between his legs and pointed the tip of the dildo into his button.

He could tell the difference between fingers and dildo right away, and he groaned.

I pushed harder, and the head slipped in. He gasped and his back spasmed. I reached forward and grabbed his hair. I kept him from falling away from me, and I began to push in.

“Ah…oh…fuck!”

Inch by inch I penetrated him. The slippery, ribbed sides of my cock rubbed against his fine, inner flesh. I could feel him jerking as pleasure assaulted him. Then I was in. All the way. I held my position and let him get used to it.

For a long minute he was tense, rigid, then he started to breathe and relax.

“Okay, baby. Are you ready?”

I was still holding his hair, keeping his back arched, my dildo kept his ass raised. He nodded, and I felt it through my hands.

Slowly, I began to pull backwards. He made a whining sort of sound, and tried to push back.

I slapped his ass. “Let me do the fucking.”

“Oh…okay.”

I began to fuck him harder then. Driving in and pulling out. I watched in fascination as his rectal rim puffed outward a bit, then sunk in as I drove my cock into him.

He began to cry, to make moaning sounds.

And he came. He actually had a prostate orgasm. But I kept fucking him. I wasn’t fucking him till he was satisfied, I was fucking him until I was satisfied.

For twenty years he had fucked me. Drunk and sober he had fucked me, and it was good…but it needed to be repaid in kind.

He had to feel what it felt like to have somebody take him, control him, have their way with him. He had to feel what it felt like to be a receptacle for pleasure, and not the pleasure giver.

Finally, he flattened out. In spite of my grip on his hair, he gave way. His back gave shivers, and his arms and legs were too weakened to support him.

I fell after him, kept contact, and my dildo was driven into his ass one last time. All the way in. Balls deep.

He jerked, and then he laid there. He was out of breath, done for, and I had succeeded.

I pulled my weenie out and wiped it on his buns.

I leaned over him, let him feel my tits on his back. I kissed his ear gently and whispered. “I love you, baby, but never forget that I own you, too.”

“I won’t.

I smiled, and took off my dildo.

END
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THE classic of feminization.
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!
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The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country?
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Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric?

Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people.
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Feminized in 100 Days ~ TOM loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power.

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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Feminized Cop ~ SAM wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. Drugs, guns and sex…he’s in the middle of it. But when he tries to get out, that’s when the trouble starts, and that’s when he finds out what being a feminized cop really means.

This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side!
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The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!
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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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If you liked

‘Wives that Feminize! (Volume Three)’

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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