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A Note from the Author!

You remember that old book? Men are from Mars and Women are from Venus? The problem is it was written by (choke) a man!

And what man understands a woman, right?

And the author forgot that men are from Mars, and they are waging war on women!

Well, it’s time women fought back.

Enough of this male-istic view of the universe and of our society!

It’s time to put your man in dresses and make up and see how he likes it!

And, of course he’ll like it. Get rid of those warlike impulses and men are sweet and loving, the way they should be!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


So Small She Takes It All!

When you’re that small

you might as well be feminized!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

The main concept behind this story is that men are inordinately obsessed with the size of their tool.

But that’s a like a carpenter saying ‘I’ve got the biggest hammer, so I’m better.’

And that sad fellow ignores that different hammers can be used for different things.

And not all holes are the same. just like cocks, you have different sizes and shapes, and while any hole can accommodate any hammer, the fellow with the hammer should be careful how he ‘pounds in the nail.’

But, you’ll see all this in the following story.

Enjoy!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Wow! What a blast!” John had to speak loudly to be heard, and at that Chris was barely able to hear him.

They looked out at the chaos of a party that had truly gotten out of hand.

John was a handsome fellow, a bit slender, about five eight and soft brown eyes. Chris was surfer blonde with a tight waist and plenty on top. Her face was a pert nose over full lips, and light blue eyes that looked like crystal.

The party they were looking at was in full swing, maybe a hundred people, all drunk, or drugged, or both, and screaming and yelling and stomping in tune to the music. Or not in tune. Who cared…they stomped.

In the living room Carly Jones had taken her top off and was waggling her over-sized chest and shaking her head madly. Her boyfriend was on his knees, simulating cunnilingus as the onlookers cheered.

Randy Fellows, drunker than a skunk on Wild Turkey, reached out and cupped one of her boobs. She just screamed louder and launched herself at him, walking right over her boyfriend, who just laid back and passed out. A moment later the new couple was heading up the circular stairs to the bedrooms.

Outside, in the pool, several girls were topless, throwing a big beach ball back and forth.

Tony Young was standing on the dicing board, his tool out and pissing in the pool.

The people around the pool laughed and pointed, and Tony waggled his big dong and laughed.

“Oh, heysoos.” Chris breathed. “Honey? Do you mind if I get some of that?”

“You want to fuck him?”

“Oh, I do. Look at that piece of meat he’s waving around. It must be ten inches long!”

John wasn’t bothered by Chris wanting another man’s dingus. It was just sex, after all.

Of course, Tony’s tool was super big…”You’re not going to get stretched out, are you?”

“I hope so!” She laughed shrilly and tilted her glass. Bacardi and Coke drained down her throat and she tossed the glass into some bushes.

“What about me?”

At that moment Tony lost his balance and toppled into the pool. He was still peeing a thick stream, and he hit the water sideways, clothes and all.

Chris cheered, then turned to John. “Honey, you can fuck any two bitches you want, but I need to screw that dick!”

John was grinning. “Yeah, but…”

Suddenly Chris reached out and snagged Linda Hortense. Linda was the most beautiful bitch there. Would have been more beautiful than Chris, except she didn’t have the tits.

“Yo,” Linda quick stepped so as not to fall, at that she spilled half her drink down the front of Chris’s dress.

Well, down the cleavage of Chris’s dress. Her ample mounds got a taste and Linda tried to wipe the booze off, getting a big handful of Chris’s tit.

“Hey, bitch!”

“Yeah, bitch?”

“I want to go fuck Tony.” Chris pointed at the pool. “Can you keep John away from me for a while?”

Linda had always wanted to screw John, she grabbed his crotch and lifted.

John went up on his toes, and he liked it.

“Come on, bad ass! I want to show you my pussy.”

Chris slapped his ass and pushed him, then turned and headed out for the pool.             

People laughed as Linda led John up the stairs. She stopped at the first landing, pulled him around and treated him to her lips.

Her lips were soft as cat’s fur, but without the allergies. Her tongue went right down his throat like she was digging for oil. Her hands were unzipping his pants, were inside his pants, were pulling his cock out where everybody could see it.

A few people on the floor, looking up and seeing this randy exhibition, pointed and cheered and yelled encouragement.

John was five inches. Five inches was the exact average length for American cocks.

He had never thought about it; he just enjoyed the pleasure it gave him.

Linda dropped to her knees and deep throated him, and a fellow coming down the stairs, who John had never seen before, looked down at the act of fellatio and chuckled. “So small she takes it all.”

John blinked. Tried to forget. Tried to just get on with it. But it was there, in the back of his mind.

So small she takes it all.

That was the first time John had ever actually considered his cock, that it might not be the giant that it was in his mind.

Tony swam to the shallow end, was dunked by two of the beach ball playing girls, then managed to make it to the stairs. He started up, and Chris reached out and took his hand.

“Hey!” he yelled, stepping out of the pool.

He was wet, about five foot two, 180 pounds, with that big cock.

He wasn’t handsome, but he wasn’t ugly.

But he sure was happy when Chris grabbed his penis and pulled him away from the pool.

She led him across a patch of lawn. There was a line of small bushes surrounding the back lawn, and she took him behind a bush, turned and assaulted him with her lips.

She mashed on his mouth hard, meaning business. It took Tony’s breath away, and he tried to give as good as he got.

They turned and she pushed him up against the fence. She stopped kissing him long enough to wiggle out of her bottoms, then she jumped onto him.

It was mad, it was crazy, it was monkey love.

He cupped her buns and held her and settled her onto his big weenie.

She groaned, cried out, and hit bottom.

Now he was in control, and he turned her and pressed her up against the fence. Using his weight, he began to plumb her depths.

Chris was reduced to just hanging on and moaning, and she sure hoped her hole wasn’t going to be too big after this.

Upstairs Linda had found a bedroom and pushed John on it. He was on his back on perhaps a hundred thousand dollars of mink coats.

They heard a banging coming from a door. It was the bathroom and somebody was being slammed against the panels ruthlessly.

“Oh, baby,” whispered Linda, climbing aboard and sitting down. “Oh…I want it all!”

John enjoyed, but there was that slight distraction, that niggle of worry. Again he heard that voice saying, So small she takes it all.             

But the voice was far away because, small or not, he had a violent fuck on his lap.

Linda rode him, reached under and grabbed his balls, ran her lips over his and leeched on and tried to suck the life out of him.

And she was doing a pretty good job.

Suddenly the bathroom door opened and two half clad people burst out and padded across the room.

“Sorry,” said a girl.

John and Linda just laughed and kept going.

Fifteen minutes John was pulling his zipper up and staggering down the stairs.

He had just been deprived of a lot of semen, and he had liked it.

At that moment, halfway down the stairs he saw Chris. She was kissing Tony in a doorway. Then she looked up and saw John. Laughing, she whispered something to Tony, who saw John, then slapped him on the ass and sent him away.

“Was it big?” asked John.

“It was fucking huge!”

John heard it again. So small she takes it all.

“How was Linda?” She asked over the sound of the revelry.

“Wonderful!”

“As good as me?”

“Never!”

“Good answer. Let’s get some more booze!”

The party went on for hours, but the immediate sexual frenzy that John and Chris had experienced was over. They talked with friends, they danced, they made out with people…but the big sex was over. At least for the moment.

Finally, the hour late and people starting to disappear, they sauntered down the street towards their car. John had his arm around Chris and she was a little drunker than him, so he kept her on an even keel and got her into the car.

He started up the car and moved slowly—he didn’t want to get picked up for drunk driving—down the street. As they began winding out of the hills Chris fiddled with the sound system, found Toni Braxton unbreaking hearts, and sat back.

“Wow.”

“You said it.”

Silence.

Then John asked, “Now that you’ve had a big one…are you disappointed in me?”

“Oh, honey! How can you even ask! Sure, big was fun, but I’ll take your little weenie any day of the week.”

She had been kind and considerate, but she had made the mistake of using the word that all men dread. Little.

So small she takes it all.

John didn’t say anything for a moment, but it was working on him on the inside. At last, he asked, “So I’m not too small?”

“Lord, no. You satisfy me all the time.”

But he was just chewing things around on the inside. What that guy had said. Then he had been more aware of whether Linda had been judging his dick rather than just getting satisfied. And…he wondered whether Chris was really telling the truth about his dick and satisfaction and…and he couldn’t stop thinking about it all.

“What’s the matter, honey?”

“Nothing.”

“Come on, always the truth. That’s our secret. Now tell mama what’s bothering you.”

“I’m just wondering whether my dick is big enough.”

She sat back and studied him. “I just told you that it was.”

“Yeah, but…”

“But what?”

“I just…I don’t know.”

“Well…know. Know this. Your cock is the perfect size. It’s my favorite toy. And even if somebody has a bigger cock than you…I’ll still want yours.”

She was sincere, but John couldn’t help it. Even if somebody has a bigger cock…and he read all sorts of things into her words.

They arrived at home, and they didn’t make love that night. They were already sapped out. Instead, they just went to bed, cuddled, and slept.

The next morning John woke up, and the first thing he thought of was whether his penis was big enough.

He got up and went into the bathroom and looked at himself.

He held his weenie and stretched it out. Him handling it it started to grow, and he walked through the house, naked, dick protruding, and found a measuring tape. He held it against the base of his cock and stretched it to the tip.

Five inches. That was it. Never going to get bigger. Might shrink a bit as he got older, or if he got fat, but…that was it.

He went into the computer room and researched dicks. He came across a chart listing the size of penises by country.

The smallest penis was 3.8 inches, in North Korean. That made sense, because North Koreans were starved and communists, neither condition being good for a healthy penis.

The largest penis size was in the Congo, 7.1 inches. Figured. black people. huh!

He was five inches, bigger than a North Korean, and a lot of other people in that part of the world.

He looked at other websites and articles, and the first chart notwithstanding, he was small.

He looks at his penis. It was standing up, and while he had always thought it was big, now he didn’t. Now he knew the truth. He wasn’t big enough to really satisfy a woman.

Chris had probably just been kind. She had to know that he was too small.

And he wondered when she would get tired of his tiny weenie and leave him.

He googled ‘What is the biggest penis?’

John Falcon had 13.5 inches.

Holy…crap!

John held his forearm up and measured. It was 12 inches. This Jonah guy was bigger than his forearm! Fucking him would be like getting fisted!

John sat back and just wondered for a minute. Even his own perceived inadequacy dwindled into the background as he thought about a dick that big. You couldn’t wear rubbers, you would have to have baggy pants and hope you never got a hard on…or maybe just tie it down. And the head would be the size of a tennis ball! And what about his balls! Would they—

“What are you looking at?”

He jerked in surprise. He had been thinking so hard he hadn’t heard Chris come up behind him.

“Dicks, eh? I thought you were more into pussy.” She read what he was looking at.

“I am…I mean…yeah.”

“Thirteen and a half inches? Holy fuck! How could any woman take that?”

John was silent. He was starting to make the inevitable comparisons between his own dingus and the monster porker of Jonah Falcon. It was not a happy comparison.

“Heysoos!” Chris chuckled. “And I thought Tony was big! God, to have that baseball bat swinging for the fences in me would—“ she stopped and looked at John. “Oh, crap. You’re pulling that ‘I’m too small’ shit. Aren’t you.”

“No, no,” he lied.

“Oh, yes. You are.”

She tugged his swivel away from the desk and sat on his lap. She began kissing and hugging and fondling and massaging and doing everything in her power to make John get over it.

John, however, couldn’t.

The days turned into weeks, and John was a changed person. Whereas before he had been ebullient and outgoing, now he was shy and withdrawn.

All he could do was wonder how Chris could love him when he had such a short pecker.

He went to parties, but almost grudgingly, and he tended to be almost reclusive. Even pouring sizable amounts of liquor into him didn’t work.

And Chris was getting worried.

She had married a sweet guy with lots of confidence. He was still sweet, but he was driving himself into a tizzy.

Chris knew she was going to have to do something about it.

And the weeks turned into months.

And, finally…

“Honey!” I’m home!”

John called out from the computer room. “Back here.”

His voice was soft, not the cheerful moose bellow he had once given.

“John! You won’t believe this…” she had thrown her purse on the couch and was almost running down the hallway, “…but I found a solution!”

He looked up from the computer when she entered the room. He was jelquing his cock when she entered the room.

Jelquing was a procedure where you wrap a towel around your cock and ‘exercise it.’

He had also tried pumps, lotions and options, and just about other thing in the world.

And nothing had worked.

“A solution?” he smiled wanly, trying to look excited.

“Yes! I’ve found a way to make your cock bigger.”

A spark of interest back in his eyes.

“A doctor in Sweden has come up with an injectable solution that will grow your cock to any size you want.”

“What?”

“Yes! You won’t hear about it because the FDA won’t allow medical procedures that haven't been approved.”

Now John was perking up. “Fucking FDA,” he said. “They’re all in cahoots with the big pharmacies!”

Chris didn’t know about that, she wasn’t a political person, so she just said, “And I think I’ve found a doctor who will administer it.”

“Really?” Now John was sitting up, his eyes lighting up..

“Really. They inject this stuff into you, and you can watch and actually choose how big your weenie will be.”

“So I could grow to six or seven inches.”

“Heck, baby. You could grow it to ten or twelve!”

A far away look came into his eyes and he sounded dazed as he considered the possibilities. “Twelve inches. Oh, Lord.There is a Santa Claus.” He fixed his eyes on her. “So how do we do this?”

“I’ll make a couple of calls and we’ll find out.”

They danced a circle around each other, then Chris stopped, held John by the forearms and said, “You realize that size doesn’t matter to me? I’ve had ‘em all, and the most important thing in screwing is that you love your partner.”

“Yeah, but—“

“I don’t need a bigger weener.”

He frowned, clamped his lips tight, then blurted, “I do!”

She nodded. “Okay. Just so you know my position on the matter.”

“I do.”

“Okay.”

“So when will you find out?”

On a Thursday John and Chris went to Doctor Licknsplit’s office. It was in a poor part of town, right behind a strip joint, and the building was sort of shabby, but John was ecstatic. He walked into the waiting room and marched up to the receptionist. “John Johnson. I’m here to see Dr. Liknspit.”

“Have a seat, Mr. Johnson, and fill out these forms.

John and Chris sat down and John tried to remember every shot he had ever had, every operation, and what his parents had died of.

An hour later, having seen people who came in after them disappear into the back, they were finally called.

They were shown to an exam room in the back of the building. There was a little dust on the window sills, and a build up of wax, or something, in the corners of the room, but that was okay. John was finally going to get his big dick.

Dr. Liknspit entered the room, and to their surprise the doctor wasn’t a man, she was a woman. And she was a good looking woman. She actually looked a little bit like one of the women advertised in the strip club that backed up to the doctor’s office. She had full make up and long, red fingernails. Her plump lips were the same color as her fingernails.

She examined John thoroughly, tapped his chest, hammered his knee, looked into his orifices, and finally got around to the matter at hand, John’s penis.

Dr. Liknspit held his penis in her hand and turned it this way and that. She pulled it, palpated his balls, and leaned down and stroked it slowly.

“What are you doing?” asked Chris.

“Feeling for bumps, scars, any abnormalities.”

Chris frowned. It looked like she was jacking John.

“And, I need him erect if we decide to do this.”

“Why wouldn’t you? Do this, I mean?”

“No reason. Your cock is healthy and happy. Shall we get down to it?”

“Sure,” John answered eagerly.

The doctor turned to a cabinet and took out a large needle and a couple of bottles of solution.

“Okay, we can do an injection a week. This will allow the skin to grow and accommodate the new length and girth of your penis.”

John grinned so wide the corners of his mouth his threatened to reach his ears.

“Each injection will result in about an inch of length with the appropriate expansion in girth.”

“Cool.”

Chris sat in the corner and the look on her face wasn’t particularly happy.

The doctor took his cock in hand. She held it and positioned the syringe, then began to push the syringe into his pecker.

It hurt. Getting a needle in the penis will always hurt.

“Do you have any anesthetic?” asked Chris, noting the look of shock and pain on John’s face.

“No need. Almost done.”

The doctor pressed the plunger and injected the solution into John.

John watched, and pain turned to delight. His penis extended an inch. It was like watching a balloon get blown up.

It became wider and wider, then the doctor extracted the syringe and John sighed.

His five inches was now six, and it was heftier. He couldn’t stop grinning.

“How soon before we can, uh…use it?”

“Twenty-four hours, then you can do the horizontal bop all you want.”

John and Chris left the room, Chris smiling tentatively, John grinning like he’d just won the lottery. Which, in a sense, he had.

The twenty-four hours passed slowly. John had a hard on the whole time, and he was panting with desire all night long.

“Oh, God! You’re turning into a horn dog!” but Chris was now curious. After all, big dicks were…big, and maybe it would result in more pleasure, and…John was so damned happy she couldn’t believe it.

The next day John woke up and wanted to screw, but it hadn’t been twenty-four hours. Chris grinned and said, “You were injected at 2:30, so we wait until 3:30.”

“What? But that’s a whole extra hour!”

They had a long discussion about how the mark of the hour was only twenty-three hours, and they needed to wait through the whole hour.

John wasn’t happy, he wanted to get the show on the road, but Chris was adamant, and enjoying his situation.

Three-thirty came, and John was out of his clothes and running around the house, chasing after Chris like a Chihuahua chases a burglar’s leg.

“Come on,” she laughed. “It’s only sex.”

“Yeah, but it’s sex with a new dick!”

“All right…go into the bedroom and wait. Take off all your clothes and don’t touch anything.”

“Don’t touch anything? Not even my dick?”

“Especially not your dick. You’re so excited you might blow up.”

John went into the bedroom and lay down. He was nervous, rubbing his thumbs and forefingers together frantically.

“Where are you?”

“I’ll be a minute!”

Ten second later: “It’s been a minute!”

“Shut up and feel the heat…horn dog.”

“Oh, God! Oh, God!” John moaned. He stared at his penis standing up and pointing towards the far stars.

Just like a rocket, he thought. It’s going to blast off.

Finally, he heard the sound of Chris’s heels in the hallway.

“Oh, yeah…oh, yeah…”

She entered the room and it was obvious she was withholding laughter.

“What? Isn’t it big enough?”

“Oh, honey. It’s more than big enough. It was big enough before you got your extra inch. It’s just that you’re so frantic. Just relax and let it happen.”

“Okay. I’m relaxed.” He was gulping and actually shivering. In his mind this was going to be the best sex in the history of the universe.

Chris slipped off her shoes.

“Can you move a little faster?”

She wiggled out of her dress. “Why? Are you going to go limp?”

“I might.”

She unhooked her bra and her large breasts unfurled.

“Honey, if there’s one thing I know…you are not going to lose that hard on.”

“I might…I might.”

She slipped her panties off and stood naked before him.

He was frantic, desperate, panting like an overheated dog.

“Lay back, honey, I’ll do the work.”

She climbed on the bed and squatted over him.

He reached up for her breasts and she slapped his hands away. “You’re too eager. Breath a bit, relax.”

He tried, but it was so hard, and, finally, he couldn’t take it any more.

He grabbed Chris and flipped her over. She was on him, sliding down, and suddenly she was on her back with his whole body weight pushing his ding dong into her.

“Hunh!” she grunted, then she held on.

John began to ram like a ram. He was like a small hammer with a big nail              , and that nail wasn’t going to go in unless he pounded it like a maniac.

Chris loved it. She didn’t mind rough sex, and his weenie did feel good.

She could tell that it was a little larger, and it felt good to get that little extra bit of stretch.

After a few minutes she orgasmed, but he was still working like a madman.

Finally, he squirted. “Oh! Fuck! Yeah!”

But, truth be told, it wasn’t better for John. It was a fuck, and an orgasm, and it wasn’t that much different than other fucks and cums. Sure, it was good, but…but that was okay. Chris looked happy, and that was the real point of it all, right?

It wasn’t important for him to cum…it was important that his dick be big enough that he could, finally and irrevocably, please his wife.

“How was it?”

“Oh, it was great!” she said. And it was, but…it wasn’t that big a deal. An extra inch? No big deal.

“Well, just wait until next week,” he gloated.

That made Chris chew on her lip. Another inch? Oh, Lord, when will it end?

The next week they made the trek to Dr. Liknspit’s office and John got enhanced again. Another inch, another bit of girth.

When the doctor was done John was so happy he almost couldn’t pull up his pants. He just wanted to stared at his dick.

And, the next day, after the full twenty-four hours, John again savaged his wife. He humped and bumped and rammed and jammed and…and it seemed to take him a bit longer this time, but…he came.

And Chris told him how good it was, and that he didn’t really need to get his dick any bigger, it was definitely doing the job.

But John, just like a man, couldn’t stop obsessing about his penis.

Got to be bigger. Bigger is better. Can’t wait to be bigger.

The phrases were in his mind like a mantra.

And the next week.

And the next week.

John was now nine inches long. His schlong hung down his thigh like a big sausage. When it stood up, which was most of the time, it was like a club.

Chris was getting a little tired of it, tell the truth. His dick was actually making her uncomfortable. Once with Tony was a treat, a never to be repeated instance. But this constant battering at her delicate pussy with his cudgel was proving a bit much.

And she told him.

“John, You don’t need any more. It’s actually getting too big for me.”

But John, a typical man, didn’t hear her. He was just obsessed with being bigger, longer, thicker. His delusions were more important than her reality.

“Well, I don’t want you to go, and I might end up closing my legs on you!”

“Don’t be that way, honey, once you get used to it you will love it!”

In his mind, he truly believed that.

“I’m not going with you, and I probably won’t even want to fuck you!”

One would think such words would impact on John, but they didn’t.

On a Thursday John hopped in the car and took off for Dr. Liknspit’s office.

At the doctor’s office he sat in the exam room and Dr. Liknspit entered the room, smiled at him, and took out the syringe.

Now he was used to it, and when she held up that needle and squirted a teensy bit to get rid of any air, he smiled.

Even though, because he was bigger, she needed to use a bigger needle.

And she slid that needle into his flesh and he bit his knuckle and the tears dribbled from his eyes.

She pressed the plunger and his dick grew another inch. Ten inches, and it fattened up appropriately.

John stared down at his monster hog and he grinned wider than a waxing moon.

Suddenly a nurse tapped on and opened the door. “Doctor? Mrs. Smith is having a heart attack.”

“Oh, my gosh! Excuse me, Mr. Johnson. Please get dressed and I’ll see you next week.

The doctor rushed out of the room and nurses could be heard gabbling at the far end of the hall.

John stood up and started to pull his pants up, then realized he was going to have to wait a minute. His hard ten inches need to go down a bit before he put it away.

He sat down on a chair and sat. His cock was up and throbbing. Ten fucking inches! Now he could compete with people like Tony. Now he could…he could…the doctor had left the syringe and a bottle of fluid on the counter.

He stared at the instrument and the solution. Chris was getting pretty antsy, this might be the last time he could get a shot, and…he really wanted to be just a little bit bigger.

At least bigger than Tony.

He wanted to fuck his wife and have her have the same dazed expression on her face that she had shown after screwing Tony. He wanted her to be satisfied.

And there was the solution. Right there.

He had a few minutes. The nurses would be busy down the hall, and he could…he found himself reaching for the syringe.

He had watched the doctor do it to him. Several times. It was easy. It would hurt, but…he put the needle into the bottle and pulled the plunger up.

Fluid filled the barrel of the syringe.

Maybe just one more inch.

He held the hypodermic up and squirted a bit out.

He held it to his penis and began to insert.

He could feel the needle pushing into his tissues. It hurt. Oh, God, it hurt! But he was determined.

This was it. No more shots, ever. He would be bigger and better.

His cock grew longer, longer, and fatter.

He wasn’t sure how much of the stuff he had injected, but there was still half a tube of the liquid in the syringe. He kept pushing.

Now he could feel everything expanding, getting tight. Almost done, almost out of the fluid, he kept pushing, getting that last, little—

POP!

The end of his dick shredded. The head of his dick looked like it had turned into streamers. And the pain…the pain…

John remembered the floor coming up to kiss him, and then…no more.


Part Two

John was happy. He felt like he was floating on a cloud. Everything was warm and fuzzy and soft and feeling good.

He was, of course, high as a kite with a very long string.

“John?”

He frowned. A voice? Up here in heaven? Why? Who would want to disturb this ultimate tranquility?

“John?”

“Go ‘way,” he mumbled,

“Mr. Johnson?”

“John?”

“Mr. Johnson?”

He turned his head slightly, as if to ward off a fly. These voices. Couldn’t they let a man sleep?”

“Wake up, John!”

“He’s coming out of it.”

John finally realized that the cloud he was on was a bed. And he wasn’t warm, he was in a body, his own body.

“What?” he asked in a low voice, squinching his eyes so he wouldn't have to see.

“Hello, Mr. Johnson.”

“John?”

And he opened his eyes.

Fuzzy shapes became machines and chairs…and his wife and two nurses.

He heard a machine beeping.

His hand…his hand was being squeezed.

Oh, Chris.

“What happened?” he murmured.

“Oh, thank God.”

“I’ll send for the doctor.”

One of the nurses hurried out of the room.

John stared, and his senses slowly came back.

He was in a hospital room. He must have had an accident.

No, not an accident. Well, sort of an accident. He had had a dream where his dick had been getting bigger and bigger, then, like a cartoon, it exploded.

His eyes fluttered as he remembered looking down and seeing the shredded mess that had once been a penis.

And the pain. He twitched, but only a little. The hazy cloud of narcotics was stronger than the feeling of having his dick explode.

“John? Are you all right?”

“Peachy,” he mumbled. Then he tried to go back to sleep.

But they wouldn’t let him. They touched him, talked to him, and finally fed him some stupid ice chips.

Finally, regardless of his drug induced wishes, he was awake.

“I’m sorry, Mr. Johnson, but there is no way to increase the size of your penis short of surgery. Risky surgery that doesn’t always work.”

“But…the doctor said—“

“I know what she said, but she wasn’t a real doctor.”

“She wasn’t?”

“Oh, John, I’m so sorry!” Chris was crying now. “I thought…and I arranged it all…and now your penis is all mangled and broken…I’m sorry.”

John’s mouth was agape. He was trying to grok the fact that Doctor Liknspit wasn’t a real doctor. “What was she?”

She was a medical student, working her way through school by stripping.”

“Stripping?”

“I understand she worked in the club right behind the so called clinic. She would apparently strip all night, then, when she wasn’t in classes, she would practice medicine.”

“But she said…”

“She’s been removed from medical school, of course, and the police are charging her with practicing medicine without a license, and other things. You could probably sue for a tidy sum, if she had a tidy sum. My understanding is that she was just a poor student.

And finally John got down to confronting what his real problem was. “What about my penis?”

He looked down to where a huge bulk of bandages were encasing his dingus.

“I’m sorry to say,  Mr. Johnson, but you shredded your penis. The injection pushed too much fluid into it, the head exploded. Not in a violent way, of course, it just came apart. You still have the stub of your penis, it’s pretty big, too, with all of the solution she, and you, put in it. But the head is gone.”

“The head of my…” his voice faded into despair.

“Yes, Mr. Johnson. We can remove the whole appendage, should you wish. Right now it is, well…here.” The doctor held out a cell phone and showed John pictures of his penis.

It was a log with no head. It was big and thick, about ten inches long, but…no head. No ‘glans.’ Just a stump with a few stitches and a pee hole in it.

“Oh…” John’s manly pride whistled away. He deflated. He couldn’t believe it.

“But…how…what will…what is…”

“Your testicles, of course are still present and in good working order. Unfortunately that will result in a problem. It is a small problem, but something to consider.

“What?” His voice was dull, his eyes were lifeless.

“With working testicles and no glans, you will find it very difficult to have an orgasm. The result will be that you will be stuck in the excitation phase of sex, that period before orgasm, but since you likely won’t be able to orgasm, you will just remain in that excitation phase and it will just get more intense.”

John understood. “I’ll get hornier and hornier, but I won’t be able to squirt. No relief.”

“Precisely. Now, we can give you some estrogen shots to offset the effect of the backed up testosterone. I’ll start that today. But the real question is should we remove the remaining portion of your penis. That should reduce some of the sensations and some of the excitation. But that will be a choice up to you.

“Oh, God!” John buried his head in his hands and sobbed.

The doctor patted his knee. “I’ll come see you tomorrow and we can discuss your options further.” And he left.

Chris moved in and climbed onto the bed and hugged John.

John went home on a Friday. He rode a wheelchair out, got into the car, and sat quietly.

Chris drove and turned up the radio and tried to lighten the mood.

“Let’s have a drink when we get home. We can talk, and I have a lot to tell you about…”

She blathered on and John sat as if in a stupor.

She was trying to engage him, get him going, but he had no dick.

Well, he still had the stump, but that was up in the air.

And he was already feeling the frustration

“Should I have the stump removed?” he finally asked out of nowhere.

“I don’t know. I mean, you still get sensation on the shaft, and you might be able to cum.”

“If I get horny enough,” he grunted.

“Let’s just see how it goes. Okay?”

They pulled into the driveway and John got out. He felt like an old man, stiff and sore, and exited occasional sobs.

They had taken the bandages off his groin area, except for one that fit over the end of his shaft. That served to aid in the healing process, and to protect the sensitive tissues from being chafed and the wound opening up again.

John sat down in front of the TV and turned it on.

Chris brought him a drink and asked if he wanted to eat.

“No.”

And there he sat. Sad. Defeated. Stuck with the choices of his life.

If only he hadn’t thought that a man was a man by the size of his penis.

Days passed. John did a little work on the internet, but mostly moped.

He would watch TV, he would go outside on the patio and drink a Bud Light.

And laugh because, everybody knew, Bud Light made girls out of men.

His laugh revealed a depth of bitterness.

And the days passed.

Weeks passed, and John was not experiencing any change in his attitude. His cock had healed, he could use it, but didn’t want to.

What was the use?

And he was getting uncomfortably horny.

His testicles felt full, and when he hefted them he could feel how full they were.

But he tried not to feel his nuts. He tried not to do anything sexual, he didn’t want to suffer horniness.

Finally, Chris had had enough.

They were getting ready for bed and She put on a peignoir, very sexy, then spritzed herself with perfume. Put on a little make up, and turned to John. “Tonight’s the night, honey.”

“I don’t feel like it,” he grumped.

She walked to the bed, sat down, pulled his shoulder to turn him over, and kissed him.

Hard.

And she reached down and grabbed his testicles. She broke the kiss, breathless, and said, “Just because you’re deprived doesn’t mean you can deprive me.”

He had a sour look on his face and tried to turn away.

She held him, pulled on his big, full balls, and he squeaked.

Damned if he didn’t want to do it.

“Don’t make me go find somebody else. I want you. Not Tony or anybody else.”

He looked at her and sighed.

“Fuck, I don’t have a head on my cock!”

“So what? There’s no head on a lot of vibrators, and this is really about me, not you.”

“Yeah, but—“

“Shut up,” she said, putting a hand on his mouth. “I haven't complained about what you did, how I told you not to, but if you don’t satisfy me, or at least try, then I will. So help me, John. If you don’t fuck me with that stump I’m going to nag you so hard that you…you’ll…I don’t know what. But it won’t be pleasant.”

He wasn’t happy. Definitely not happy, but he nodded.

Once he started it took almost nothing to get him in the mood. Of course it didn’t. He was filled with testosterone, hadn’t squirted in a month, and all those juices started roiling in his balls.

He took over, showing his desperation, throwing her on her back.. Then he very carefully inserted his stump into her.

“Oh, fuck!” Chris grunted.

“Are you okay?”

“I think I like it better without the head.”

That made him give a grim smile, and he pushed into her harder and harder.

The truth of the matter is that every woman wonders what strange dick would be like.

Is a black man really bigger? Longer lasting?

Is it possible to fuck three inches and get off?

In their life together they had experimented, but she had never had an amputated cock.

She had heard of amputee sex, but that was usually a guy missing legs or arms. This…John was missing part of his cock, and it was unique.

The head didn’t rub inside, and John’s cock, the shaft of it, was still bigger. He was ten inches without the knob.

This was a whole new world.

It made her hungry. She began twisting and moaning and writhing, and now the extra blessing came home.

John, without a glans to be excited, lasted longer. A lot longer.

And he was more frustrated, which translated into harder and harder fucking.

By the end he was literally picking her up and smashing her down, burying that big stump in her, and she came with a bang she had never imagined. Her whole body arched up and froze. Her eyeballs rolled up until she could see the back of her head. She screamed, actually screamed, with the sheer, exquisite pleasure of the best cum she had ever had.

And the best part? When she was done John lay back and felt happy.

Oh, his stump was still ten inches tall, and he even had pre-cum coming out of the little slit, but…he had satisfied his wife.

And he finally realized that if he had focused on that, instead of obsessing on the size of his penis, none of this would have happened.

He frowned. Of course, if it hadn’t happened then he never would have brought his wife to such a magnificent orgasm.

But…he had. And, even without a cum, he was more satisfied than he had ever been.

And horny.

But…so what.

It was his wife that was important.

He lay on his back with his erect monster and stared at the ceiling.

Weeks passed, and he pleasured Chris almost every day. After all, he was never empty, and he was always hard, so…why not?

Heck, her satisfaction made him feel good.

And his being horny, he was getting used to that, and that was also making him feel good.

Then, one day, he was measuring his penis and he noticed…it was bigger.

But how could that be? He hadn’t had any of those shots since he lost his glans.

How could he be increasing in size?

The answer, though he had to go to a doctor to get it, was surprising.

“The extra estrogen you’ve been taking is redistributing your fat, and the fat that cushioned your pubic area is gone. That means the extra length of your penis, usually hidden by fat, is now exposed. Have you noticed your weight changing?”

He had. He had noticed that his ass was rounder and his chest was a bit flabby. “I figured that was because I wasn’t getting enough exercise.”

The doctor smiled, “So, get some exercise. If you don’t you might end up with gynecomastia.”

“What’s that?”

“Male boobs.”

John blinked. Male boobs? Like…tits?

Really?

He walked out of the doctor’s office in a daze. He was still somewhat dazed when he reached home.

“So what’d the doctor say?” asked Chris.

“He said I’m going to grow tits.”

Chris had been in the kitchen, and suddenly she was in the foyer, standing front of him. “What?”

“It’s called gynecomastia. It can happen when a guy takes estrogen. But I had to take the estrogen.”

“So what’s he going to do?”

John shook his head, he really was gobsmacked. “He said he can cut them off.”

“Like…a mastectomy?”

“Is that when a woman gets her breasts removed?”

“Yes.”

“Then…yeah. But he says I’ve got to wait.”

“For what?”

“For them to reach full size. Otherwise, if he cuts them off he might just have to cut them off again. He said to wait, just get one operation.”

Midway through their conversation Chris had stopped looking at him and started looking at his chest.

He did have a bit of flab on his pectorals, but he hadn’t been working out, and… “Can I touch them?”

He looked down at his flab. “I guess.”

Slowly, almost afraid, Chris reached up and cupped his boobs. They were small, but they were definitely boobs, and they fit perfectly into her hands.

“Wow. How’s that feel.”

“Weird.”

“Yeah, I’ll bet, but other than that…dos it hurt? Or feel good?”

“It feels sort of good.”

She had been feeling him through his shirt, not she reached under his shirt, lifted his shirt, and examined his bare flesh.

Boobs. And the nipples were standing up. And… “You should wear a bra.”

The look John gave Chris was shock, and confusion, and he didn’t understand. He was guy!

“Look. If you don’t wear a bra then all that flab is going to hang on your chest. It’s bad enough that you have boobs,” she was holding a smirk in when she said that, “but to have saggy tits? That’s really bad. Really, really bad. It’s so bad that—“

“Okay! Enough! It’s bad. Let me think about it.”

“You think, but I’m going to get you a couple of bras that might fit you. You wear them when you get tired of that flab hanging off you and looking so saggy.

It took two weeks, but John finally realized that his form was too feminine not to wear a bra.

That, of course, was the beginning of the end.

Time passed, and John, now the proud possessor of B cups, and going C, was starting to cheer up.

He was satisfying his wife, and it felt good to have a couple of perky mounds on his chest.

Oh, at first he had been upset, but once he got used to the pride poking out, and the fun of having his nipples rubbed by the material, he got into the mood.

“We’re going to a party this Friday.”

John looked at his wife, “I don’t want to.”

“Why?”

“Because…I’m endowed. And my body is changing.”

“We can bind your chest, and you can wear a corset that will contain your fat ass.”

“Hey!”

“And we can…” she stopped talking and got a look in her eye.

“What?”

“What if it was a costume party?”

“What if it was? That’s not going to change the fact that I have tits.”

“But what if your costume called for tits?”

He was silent. He was thinking.

“The party is still in the planning, but I think everybody’s ready for that, and I can push it…if I can get this party changed to a costume party will you go?”

“Well, uh…” his mind turning over and over, “I guess.”

“Okay. Done deal. Go away, I have some phone calls to make.”

John walked into the computer room and sat down. He was of mixed emotions. To go to a party after all these months. And to not worry about his appearance.

Happy, and not realizing it, John began surfing porn.

John wouldn’t have been so happy if he had realized what Chris was planning. While he lusted over Ava and Brandi and Casca and Richelle, she was conspiring with her friends.

“Yes, you heard about John’s accident. I know…but…”

“Hi, Marsha, can you do me a favor? You heard about John’s misfortune? Uh huh. And I want to make him…”

“Hello Sally, I need a favor, can you…”

And John, blissfully unaware, sat and watched porn.

The week counted down and the party approached. Supplies of alcohol were built up, men stroked themselves and women diddled, all in anticipation of a wild, knock down, drag ‘em out party.

When Friday arrived Chris started working on John as soon as they woke up.

“Listen, the costume I ordered is going to be scratchy…”

“Really?”

“So maybe you better shave your…no, better yet, why don’t you use Nair. Get rid of all your hair. Even your stinky crotch.”

“My crotch isn’t stinky!”

“It will be if you’re all hairy and sweaty. Come on, let’s get you fixed up.

She dragged him back to the bedroom and lathered him up with Nair, then they waited 15 minutes. The substance starting to burn, he hopped into the shower and watched all his curls drizzle down the drain.

“Wow,” he said, stepping out of the shower. “This feels weird!”

And it sort of looked weird.

He had been a hairy man with a big dick. Now he was bare as a baby’s bottom, and his dick was more like a vibrator, headless, than a real penis.

Chris smiled, and she stroked him, and tried to take his mind off of things.

She wanted him as horny as he had ever been.

At two in the afternoon the doorbell rang. John ran for the bedroom to get dressed, Chris opened the door and welcomed two of her friends in.

“Sally, Marcia! Come on. John’s in the back room.”

She led her friends down the hallway and into the bedroom.

“Eeek!” John tried to hide in the closet.

“It’s okay, John. Marcia and Sally are here to help you get ready for the party.”

He was peaking out from behind the door. “But…but…”

“And don’t worry. They’ve both heard about your accident.”

“They have?” He was now trembling and embarrassed.

“Oh, yeah, and so has everybody that’s going to be at the party.”

John didn’t know whether to be upset or upset, but there was nothing he could do about it.

But, no matter his state of mind, the girls dragged him out of the closet, marveled over his truncated penis, and put him into the chair in front of the vanity table.

“But what are you doing? he asked.

“Your costume,” announced Chris, “is to be a woman.”

John was incredulous, and he was close to bolting, except that Chris got him a big bourbon and Coke and a straw and made him sip it.

“How come I have to use a straw?” he asked at one point.

“So you won’t smear your lipstick.”

John sat and sucked, and got high, and the ladies did their work.

First they did his nails, both toes and fingers, giving him long fakes for his hands. They painted his nails a red that would match his lipstick.

They cleansed his pores and primed him. They put on foundation and blush and worked on his eyes. Finally, they rolled lipstick on his lips.

Now John was looking extremely feminine, but they didn’t stop there. They pierced his ears, styled his hair, and stood him in front of the mirror.

He was totally feminine, an hourglass figure, but with a ten inch shaft and no head and huge balls.

But the girls knew what they were doing and took it in stride.

They put him in a corset and tightened it up. Then they dressed him in nylons, gave him a good half bra, which made his nipples peek over and stand up, and pulled his cock down and taped it to the side of his leg.

Finally, they put him in a pair of culottes and a blouse, and a pair of classic, patent leather spikes.

His cock couldn’t be seen, and his nipples could. In fact, the blouse rubbed his nipples mercilessly.

He could walk, but it was awkward.

“Okay, honey, are you ready to part-ay!”

He wasn’t, but he had no choice.

He actually tried to stay behind, to dig in his heels, but three girls were more than enough, and they physically forced him out of the house and into the car.

All the way over John was silent, scared and worried.

Chris just held his hand and reassured him.

When they arrived at the party he again tried to walk away, but three girls, him in high heels, he didn’t stand a chance. They walked him up the front walk and into the house.

The house was filled with people. They were drinking, carousing, getting naked, and having a good time.

John stood in shock. “I thought it was a costume party!”

Chris smiled and said, “I lied.”

“Then…then…”

“I also lied about telling everybody about your accident. Sally and Marcia know, but that’s because they had to help with your make up. Other than that, nobody knows, and if you can pull it off, everybody will think you are a woman.”

John stood, stunned, his brain on overload.

Marcia had gone to the kitchen and came back with a drink. “Come on, girlfriend. Let’s mingle.”

“John had no choice. He moved through the party, looking for an exit, but the girls had those covered.

“Hey! Who’s the new dish?”

“Hi, Rodney, meet Jane. Jane, say hi to Rodney.”

Rodney didn’t waste time. He moved in and hugged Jane, and John had never felt so awkward in his life.

He was being hugged by a man! Kissed on the cheek by a man!

Around the party he went, surrounded by Marcia and Sally, and they kept introducing him, and he met people he had known for years, but who didn’t recognize the real him.

“Hey, Jane! We’re going to have to go out some time,” and he was goosed. He jumped and turned, but it was too late.

And hugged.

Shook hands with cool women who inspected him to see if he was going to be competition.

Then he was asked to dance.

The house was packed. He wanted to turn and run, but the crowd hemmed him in. He found himself moving up and down, his boobs jiggling, in the middle of a pack of people who were quickly losing track of who was dancing with whom.

And…it became fun.

Not quickly, but after an hour.

An hour of not being recognized. An hour of being hugged and eyed and kissed on the cheek.

And the party was getting wilder, people were getting drunker, and—it was inevitable—Tony groped him and kissed him on the lips!

John was stunned.

Nobody noticed anything.

Tony tried to pull him outside, but it was safer to stay in the house, in the middle of the crowd.

But that was no protection from wandering hands and kisses.

At first he was panicked, but, as it had begun to be fun, so getting kissed became fun. He even enjoyed the hands that slid along his rump, snuck a fondle of his breasts.

Chris found him in the middle of the dance floor. She pulled him out of the mess and into the kitchen.

“How you doing?” she shouted over the noise.

“I’m…doing okay. But the guys…they want to kiss me!”

“Oh, those bastards,” Chris laughed. “You going to fuck any of them?”

“Me? What? Fuck?” And the look on his face was so startled that Chris laughed.

“Hey, bend over and take it up the rear.”

“But…but…”

“That’s right. Butt. Take it up the butt. Hey! Tony! Want to screw?”

Tony was passing through. He was half wasted, but his eyes gleamed when Chris called to him. He well remembered the fuck from the previous party.

“Where you want it, babe?”

John stood in shock.

“I want it in my girlfriend. Can you handle two of us?”

“Twice the dick and twice the fun, when I’m done your stockings will run.”

Which made no sense, but was funny, and Chris grabbed Tony’s hand and pulled him, and John, towards the stairs.

John, now Jane, was terrified.

He wanted to get away, but now Tony had his arm around his waist and was moving him quickly through the crowd.

Up the stairs, John about to cry, and into a bedroom.

“Leave the lights out, honey. We can pretend to be romantic, can’t we?”

“I’m all about romance,” Tony boasted.

In the gloom John was caught at the side of the bed. He watched as Chris pulled Tony’s pants down and pushed him back on the bed. He was terrified when Chris, still holding his hand, climbed on the bed and sat on Tony’s gigantic dong.

“Oh, fuck! Yes!” And Chris pulled John to her, put her hand around his neck, and kissed him.

John felt the heat rising as she screwed herself down on Tony’s big tool and mashed her lips against him, and his horniness took over.

He hadn’t had an orgasm in months. His balls were so full they felt like they were going to explode.

He began kissing her back, becoming an active participant and not a scared, little boy.

Chris felt the change in him and she smiled into the kiss. After a good minute of twisting and writhing on Tony’s giant dong she held her position and reached forward to John. She pulled his panties down. In the darkness Tony couldn’t see the cock taped to his leg.

Chris stood up. Tony groaned and reached for her, but Chris moved John onto the bed, helped him squat over Tony, and then she made him sit down.

Tony was dripping form Chris’s wet vagina, and that helped John slide down the big shaft.

He gasped, and it felt like his heart was going to explode.

Then he was firmly embedded. Chris was kissing him and helping him learn how to move.

Tony, drunk and laying back and enjoying it all, didn’t know a thing.

“Up and down, baby,” whispered Chris, squeezing John’s tits and licking his mouth.

“Around and around.”

Tony grabbed his hips and started banging away, and John felt something. Something he hadn’t felt for months.

Tony’s big dick was rubbing against his prostate, pushing it, compressing it, and the semen started to roil inside John’s balls.

Then he exploded.

And, at the same time, Tony let loose.

It was arguable who had the biggest load, but Tony thought it was all his.

He felt his goo sliding out of what he thought was a pussy, and when it was joined by John’s sperm, he thought Damn! I guess I needed this!

And kissing John, Chris sighed and felt that everything was going to be all right.             


Epilogue

Tony was gone back downstairs and Chris and John were in a bathroom, washing the stupendous amount of semen off John’s legs, then getting him freshly made up and dressed.

“So how’d you like it?” Chris asked.

“Fuck. Being a girl is…is…”

“I know,” she said.

“What would you think if I had my stump removed and went to being a girl full time?”

She smiled, put his lipstick on him, and said, “I’d like it fine, sweetheart, but…”

“Yes?”

“I think we’re going to have to get a strap on.”

John, now Jane, smiled, and he said, “And it better be a big one. No matter what you say, bigger is better.”

“You’ve convinced me.”

And the two girls went out to party some more.

END
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Author’s Note

I’m a big fan of old Hollywood, especially the scandals and strange love affairs.

The women who loved and laughed and used men like spades in the dirty earth.

The men, drinking and dicing and getting in fights and having endless affairs.

And everybody was on the set the next day, nursing a hangover, but delivering a performance.

Nowadays Hollywood is just a shadow of what it once was. Lots of glitz and glamour, but no heart.

Sigh.

Well, you’ll find that this story has lots of heart.

Lots and lots.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

I’m like my name, he thought. I hunt.

His name, of course, was Hunter, and what he liked to hunt was bling.

He was a good hunter, too. He wasn’t like one of these bozos who break into dark houses and find the owner is sleeping. Or one of these guys who fence jewels to some sleaze bag named Elijah who promptly turns them over to the police.

No. He did it right.

That night he started by going on the internet and looking for what celebrity was out of town. Gone to shoot a movie somewhere, out of country to an awards show in Bangkok, on vacation in the Caribbean.

Then he went on the internet to find out where the celebrity lived. He examined the area for access, for neighbors, for location. He liked to think that location was everything.

Only then did he scout the prospective target. He had a van with an Amazon symbol on the side. Right color, stupid arrow smile, and driven by a fellow with the right uniform. Himself.

The van, of course, had license plates issued to a van exactly like that, but not that specific van.

He wore glasses and a long billed cap and a long haired wig and sun glasses and buck teeth specially designed to push his cheeks out. No facial recognition for him.

He dropped a box at the start of the driveway, picked it up while slowly aiming his cell phone around. He took note of security cameras, sign of any dogs, or anything else that might be of concern to an accomplished burglar.

He made it to the gate, or the front door, still aiming his cell phone here and there, and rang the buzzer.

Nobody home. No maid. No dog. Nothing but…stuff.

He acted like he needed a signature, shrugging at a clipboard, then turned back to the truck and headed out.

Back at his house he loaded the cell phone to the big computer and examined his videos. He scrutinized the cameras, any electrical lines, looking still for signs of dogs, maids, butlers, or anything that might interfere with his planning and execution.

Everything looking good, he made sure his military grade night vision goggles were charged and ready to go. He didn’t carry weapons, except for box cutters for slicing through a paint welded window, and lock picks. No violent crimes for him. He didn’t mind a burglary rap, but he didn’t want to go down for a murder charge or even simple assault.

Then, his plans made, his tools at the ready, he ate a big meal and went to bed at three in the afternoon.

These preparations, and his all black suit and knit cap, his black sneakers and latex gloves, had enabled him to do burglaries for over six years. He was almost ready to get out of the business. He stashed cash, sold clothes and bags and stuff on Ebay, and had a jeweler who liked to make an indecent profit cutting the gems he stole.

Just a few more jobs and he would retire. He had invested wisely, he had an excellent portfolio, and he was going to leave the US. Move to one of those poor islands in the Bahamas where he could live like a king.

Then he picked the wrong house.

Lucas Hunter parked his other car, a Porsche, two streets above the house he had targeted.  In this neighborhood a Porsche was no big deal, and wouldn’t even be noticed by the police. And if it was, no big deal.

One, the license plates were fake.

Two, if they towed his car he could just write it off and go home. Throw the goods into some bushes and walk to a bus stop.

He walked along the road through the Hollywood Hills, stepped into shadows whenever a car’s headlights threatened to illuminate him.

Between the third and fourth houses there were some cement steps that led down. Old Hollywood steps, there since the time of Laurel and Hardy.

He descended the long flight of stairs two streets, then stepped to the side, out of any moonlight.

He had a fanny pack and he took out his night vision goggles and put them on.

A few steps and he was to the fence that divided the property of the houses. He taped the back fence a couple of times. No dogs came barking, so he slithered over the fence.

He was good at slithering because he worked out religiously. He lifted a few weights, but mostly did Yoga and Pilates. He was flexible and strong.

He crouched out of any houselights and crouch walked along the fence line.

Over another fence and more low walking.

And he reached the target. It was the third house in on the downhill side of the fence line.

He tapped the fence, waited, then slipped over and dropped into a garden.

He took a step and was under a trellis style roof loaded with plants.

He waited.

The house was dark. His night vision watched the windows. Nothing moved.

After ten minutes he crept to the French doors that opened on the patio. Normally he would use a thin piece of plastic to jimmy the lock, but this night he didn’t even need that. He simply turned the door lever, opened the door and slipped inside.

It was, of course, quiet. The woman who owned the house, a big time star, had even bought clocks that didn’t click.

Lucas stepped to the side and waited in the darkness next to the French doors. He listened. He sniffed. He looked.

Nothing.

The place was as quiet as the proverbial tomb.

After ten minutes he went to work. He walked through the first floor, just looking. There usually wasn’t much to steal on the first floor. People kept their jewelry and cash in locked boxes and safes.

Boxes were easy to pick up and walk away with. Safes were often left unlocked. But even if the safe was locked there would be jewelry left out, things like handbags and shoes that were more than gold.

The first look see done, he climbed the stairs to the second floor. Now he was moving faster, wasn’t so concerned with making noise, and he turned into a bedroom.

It was a guest bedroom and there were no guests. And no jewelry. Some extra clothes in a closet, but…nothing.

That was fine. That was often the way it was. He just had to go through the rooms in a house until he found the room the woman lived in. That was where he would find the jewelry, the locked boxes and a safe.

He traveled through a connecting bathroom into another room. This one was used as an art studio, and he took a moment to admire the painting.

There were no old masters or anything, but there was an incredible painting of the woman who owned the house.

Stella Magellan. A star from the last decade, now on the decline, but still in demand.

The painting he looked at showed her in a three quarter pose, a thin peignoir not hiding, but rather emphasizing, a quality breast. The boob was perfect, sloping to a pert and perky nipple. The nipple was large, and it pressed out against the filmy material of the peignoir.

Her face was an oval with perfect M lips, arching eyebrows, and the incredible blue eyes that had mesmerizing audiences for two decades.

She could wield a sword or throw a vase, read a book or cry a river, and the audience would be watching those big, blue, expressive eyes.

Damn. Too bad he wasn’t into artwork. He would love to take that painting. But it was too much trouble to take the painting out of the frame, roll it up, and carry it without hurting it.

He stepped out of the artwork room and back into the hall. He was in another bathroom. He checked it out, but it didn’t even have a toothpaste tube in it.

He continued down the hallway and found the master bedroom. Just looking in from the door he could see how large it was. And he could see the dresser with the jewelry boxes on it. And he would bet a testicle there was a safe behind the picture of the man with the steely grey hair.

He moved to the door and looked into the room.

The poster bed was more than king sized. To the right were double doors that led to a balcony.

He stepped into the room and headed for the dresser.

“Hello.”

He was caught totally by surprise. Later, he would realize that the woman had been sitting in the corner in the darkness, the darkness enhanced by the slight light coming through the French windows. It was for that reason, and the fact that he had gotten too eager to get to the real goods, that she surprised him.

But, surprised or not, he moved.

Agile and quick, he leaped to the side.

BANG!

He fell over, dazed. He was stunned. The sound of the gun in that closed area, the feeling of something taking off his ear.

He lay on the floor, struggling to comprehend.

Then he lifted a hand and felt his ear.

It was still there! She had missed!

But she had come so close the passage of the bullet, the sound and the airwave, had knocked him over.

Lights flooded the room and he yelled and ripped his night vision goggles off. The sudden light was like looking into the sun through his light amplifying goggles. He was blind. He held his eyes, gulped, and tried to wish his sight back.

“Lay on your belly.”

He couldn’t see, but he could hear out of one ear. But he had no intention of laying down.

BANG!

He cringed.

“The next one goes into your skull.”

He decided to follow directions.

He lay on his belly and the woman stood over him, just out of reach.

“Put your hands behind your back.”

He did, and he heard the dresser drawer open and close, then she snapped cuffs on him. Very professionally, too.

He lay on his belly and she moved around him. He heard the sound of her sinking into a chair.

“Sit up. Cross legged. If I can miss your ear by a hair I can hit your eyeball square.” Her voice was so soft and cultured it almost sounded like she was reciting poetry.

Lucas struggled, sat, and folded his legs.

Seconds ticked past, though there was no clock to indicate their passing.

His hearing in the one ear returned. The bright haze of his vision began returning to normal, and he looked around the room.

It was large, so large even the extra large bed seemed a bit small in proportion.

The dresser, shiny rosewood, with three jewelry boxes on top of it.

The French windows leading to the outside balcony.

The thick rug was a pale green. The room was a Mediterranean version of flesh. There was a light in the center of the ceiling, and track lights along the edges of the room.

Against one wall, like the guest of honor, was a vanity table. It had a large mirror and was limned by bright, round bulbs.

Then there was the woman. Stella Magellan herself. As timeless as the painting in the next room. As beautiful and sexy as the painting. Wearing the same peignoir she had been painted wearing, with the same nipple peaking out so enticingly.

The nipple was even rigid, like the nipple in the painting had been.

And her face was made up the same way, the beautiful lips, painted a shiny red, her slender hand tipped with the same color long nails.

Which nails matched her toes, peeking out from the open end of her stylish, see through, plastic heels.

She watched him, the gun in her hand held negligently. Her blue eyes measuring him, her red lips slightly pursed as she thought.

A slight trail of smoke rose from the barrel of the steely weapon, and it dangled by the trigger guard from her right index finger.

Lucas waited.

He was new to the idea of being caught, but he was smart in the ways of the law. Don’t talk. Anything you say… Wait. Get information, then ask for a lawyer.

But he noticed that her eyes looked so disinterested.

And her face, except for her pursed lips, was sober, almost sad.

“Should I shoot you?” she asked.

“I’d rather you didn’t.” Got to respond to that one.

“It’s funny, I’ve shot so many people in the movies that sitting here, thinking about shooting you, I’m sort of…disassociated. Like I could shoot you and I wouldn’t care because, hell, it’s a movie. Right?”

Lucas found that his breathing was picking up. Something was wrong here. Shooting him wasn’t real? Fuck! It was real enough for him!

“The only thing that stops me is that I’m a liberal. Well, I’m liberal influenced. Most liberals don’t know shit about guns. They’d probably shoot you out of panic, then cry all the way to their therapist. Are you a liberal or a conservative?”

“I…don’t know.”

She grunted, and her beauty made even that sound of disgust at worst a non-commitalness, at best a sweetness.

“I love your movies.”

She was moving her head slightly, like she was rocking in her own thoughts. “You a stalker?”

“I’m a burglar.”

“How’s business?”

It was surreal. Like she was in a movie and was sucking him into it.

“Pretty good, so far.”

His meaning was not lost on her and she smiled. “Like the man who fell off a building. Every story he passed people heard him yell, ‘So far so good!’”

He tried a smile, to show appreciation for her joke. It felt like he had assumed a rictus and that his face was going to break into pieces.

“Scared, eh?”

“Terrified.”

The slight motion of her head turned into a big nod. “Yeah.”

Then she was silent. Studying him. Contemplating. Letting the time pass.

After five minutes he broke. “What are you going to do with me?”

She sighed, the gun swaying from her trigger finger, his eyes so incredible sad.

“If I shoot you there’s one less person on the planet. That might be a good thing. Are you a bad person?”

“I do bad things, but I don’t think I’m bad.” He was very careful in his answer, afraid that she might be looking for an excuse to puncturate him.

“Huh. Are you equivocating?”

“What’s equivocating?”

“Hiding behind words. Misleading me by being less than forthcoming.”

“Lady, I’m too scared to be lying.”

She scratched behind one ear with a red nail.

“If I let you go will you promise never to burgle again?”

“Yes.”

“You answered too fast. You don’t mean it.”

The way she spoke, the sadness in her eyes, the way she dangled the pistol off her finger…Lucas had the thought that something was wrong with her.

She looked at the window and gave a big sigh.

He asked, “Why were you sitting in a dark corner with a gun? Were you waiting for me? Did you hear me?”

“I heard you come up the stairs, walking down the hall, but I already had the gun.

A fixed gleam came into her eyes and she focused on him. She was waiting for him to figure something out.

“You had the gun, were sitting in a dark corner…and…why?”

“Figure it out, smart boy.”

He did. And it wasn’t hard.

“You were going to shoot yourself.”

Her lack of answer was all the answer he needed. The look in her eyes confirmed his guess.

“But why?” he blurted. “You’re famous! You’re rich! You’re…you can do anything!”

She grunted, and it was a grunt of refutation. No. She wasn’t as free as he intimated.

Now he was interested. Now he wasn’t as scared of the gun dangling from her finger. “Why would one of the most beautiful women in the world kill herself.”

She prevaricated. “I was going to kill myself, then you came in and I wondered if I should just kill you.”

He caught his breath. Back to being scared.

“I could. I could point and pull the trigger, just like in a movie. But no blanks. And I wondered what it would be like to kill. To kill another. To end a life. Would it feel as bad as I did?”

She was talking to talk, and he knew if he was going to get out of this mess he was going to have to move it along.

“There are only a few reasons why people would kill themselves. Guilt from deeds that were heinous. but you don’t look like you have done anything that was that bad.

“Killing yourself because of unrequited love. Somebody didn’t love you so you decide to end it all.”

She watched him fixedly, hanging on his words, wondering if he was going to figure it out.

“Then there’s drug use, alcoholism, that sort of…” he stopped talking. She looked disappointed and he backed up.

“Unrequited love. You love somebody but they don’t love you.”

She stared at him, and the fact that she said nothing, just stared at him, told him that he had guessed correctly.

He said, “It’s not that bad.”

She snorted.

“I guessed correctly. I know I did. Now it’s your turn. Tell me who you love and why they won’t love you back.

She considered Lucas for a while. Then: “Get up.”

Lucas was nimble, and he corkscrewed up from the cross legged position.

“Nice,” she said, observing him. “Go to the hallway. I’ll shoot you in the ass if you try anything.”

Lucas wasn’t about to. Even if he managed to run away, how could he climb fences and drive his car with his hands cuffed behind him?

“Down the stairs,” she directed when they were in the hallway.

He walked slowly and carefully. She followed him without getting too close.

Down the stairs, and he asked, “Where are we going?”

“The kitchen. To the right into the foyer then left into the kitchen.”

Lucas followed directions and stepped into an older kitchen with modern conveniences. To the right side was an older breakfast nook. A wooden table with slide in bench seats.

“Slide in on the right side. Push back as far as you can.”

He slid.

“Put your feet up on the bench.”

He swung his feet up.

She moved carefully, with much awareness. She untied his shoelaces, then tied the laces of his shoes together. He wouldn’t be able to take but six inch steps, and he couldn’t undo the laces with his hands behind his back.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

She stood up, inspected him, and asked, “Want some breakfast?”

It was the last thing he expected, and it was surreal. Breakfast? For a burglar?”

“Before you call the cops?” he asked.

“I’m not big on breakfast. I only make sausages and waffles. Do you want some.”

She was content while his mouth worked and his mind tried to figure it out, but he finally nodded. “Okay.”

First she reached into a cupboard and took down a couple of round glasses with gold strips around the lips.

She put four large ice cubes into each glass, then went to a cupboard and took out a large bottle of bourbon. It was half empty, but there were two full bottles behind it.

She poured half a glass for Lucas and an eighth of a glass for herself, topped the glasses off with Coke. She put a straw in Lucas’s drink and placed it in front of him.

He was aware that when she leaned across the table her breast, that fabulous mammary gland which had excited millions in movies, was hanging free and swayed past the lapel of the peignoir.

She was aware that he was aware.

She straightened up and pulled the peignoir closed, then ignored it, and the label opened a bit again.

“Mud in your eye,” she said.

She watched him.

He watched her.

“Don’t tell me you’re a teetotaler.”

“No. I…” Then, moving deliberately, he leaned forward and sipped at the straw.

The bourbon was good bourbon. It didn’t burn so much as warm. He sat back.

“All right,” she nodded.

As she had said, breakfast was waffles and sausage. The sausage was maple flavored, and she poured a dab of syrup on the sausages, then smothered the waffles.

“I’ve got a sweet tooth.”

He said, “That probably means you need more protein.”

She tilted her head, thought about it, and said, “I’ve never heard that before.”

She placed the plates in front of them, slid in opposite him, and dug in. For both of them.

She would fork a bit of sausage into those ruby red lips. She would chew, and he was struck how sexy the simple act of eating was.

This women was incredible, which was why she had become a movie star.

Then she would slice a bit of sausage, or waffle, and feed him.

He had never been fed by a woman before. It was weird.

Forkful after forkful, back and forth, until the plates were empty.

She sat back and sighed, her large breasts totally on display.

She watched his eyes and he realized that she was enjoying his attention, his appreciation of her form.

“What are you going to do with me? Are you going to call the police.”

She had placed the key to the handcuffs in a small pocket on the side of the peignoir. She placed it on the table. The gun was already on the table.

“You’ve seen my movies.”

“Yes.”

“Past the movies I have a private life. Have you ever heard of Russell Hardy?”

He shook his head.

“Russell Hardy was a stuntman ten years before my time. Sometimes he would get small parts, but nobody remembers him. The simple fact, and he acknowledged this to me, was that he lacked talent. He was handsome, he was excellent in a scene that required action, but when it came to acting he was a cardboard box.”

She waved her hand, “Oh, I’m not being mean.”

Then she sat there and watched Lucas.

“Want some more booze?”

He shook his head.

“Anyway, on my third film I was supposed to be thrown onto a couch. A simple thing. The director, Josh Simpson, asked Russ to throw me. I was a commodity. It was actually a difficult shot with the angle of the cameras, the way he had to turn and place me, violently, without disturbing my great beauty,” she snorted, “he wanted Russ.”

“From the moment Russ grabbed me to throw me…I was smitten. I could feel the heat of the man. I was ten years younger, innocent, and this rough man handled my body like it was a delicate flower. He threw me, and I had never experienced such a thing. I flew threw the air and landed exactly, precisely, on the couch. And I was in love.”

Ten years older than me, knowing he wasn’t going to make it, he was easy meat for me, on the cusp of fame, sexier than shit.

But the studio didn’t want me to get married. Bad for ratings. Fucking audience.” She displayed a touch of bitterness.

“So we lived together. God, he was the most awesome man I had ever met. He could just jump and do a somersault in the air and land on his feet. He could do push ups on his fingertips. His body was slight, slender, but he was…strong.

“One of the things the studio used to do was, when a woman had a rough trick and they needed a stunt person, they would dress him up like a woman. He would do the stunt, and…it caused a furor. The Stuntwomen’s Association of Motion Pictures complained, but he was the pro. They were lucky Russ did what he did. They would have gotten injured, but not Russ. He was too good. Can you do push ups on two fingers.”

She was segueing and Lucas was trying to keep up. What was this story about Was she daffy?

“I’ve still got some of his costumes upstairs, if you didn’t steal them.” She laughed, a bitter laugh, and her eyes were gleaming in the corner.

Tears, he thought. What the fuck?

Then her soul opened up and she sobbed. “He died! Two years ago. And I can’t handle it.”

Doors clicked open in his mind, and he whispered. “You were going to shoot yourself over him.”

She nodded, big tears dropping on the table top, her breasts pressed up against the edge.

“I’m sorry,” he said.

She looked up at him. “You want my money?”

He said nothing. Of course he wanted her money. But he wasn’t prepared for this. Given a choice of enduring her raw emotion or losing the money, he would have lost the money.

But he wasn’t unfeeling.

This woman, this international star, was too hurt. The empathy she created on the screen, it was real, and he felt it for her.

Large teardrops falling on the table, she shoved the key to the handcuffs across the table.

“Take what you want. Rape me. Kill me. I don’t care. I just…I can’t handle it anymore.”

For a moment Lucas didn’t move, then, her helpless in her sorrow, he stood up knelt on the bench and leaned backwards. He picked up the keys and managed to undo his cuffs. It was awkward, but not difficult.

He put the cuffs on the table, then bent over and undid his shoe laces, retied them.

She was still crying.

He picked up the gun and she didn’t even move.

He put it on top of the refrigerator.

He was ready to go. He could walk out the back door, or the front, for that matter. He could jump over fences, or just walk down the street and over to his car.

He could make his getaway.

In fact, he could still ransack the house.

She was so totally beyond caring.

But she was crying so piteously, so distraught.

She was a broken woman, and she was hurting about as bad as any person he had ever seen.

He reached in front of her and picked up her glass, and his glass. He made two more drinks, duplicating the proportions she had poured.

He went to the nook and sat down next to her. He placed her glass in front of her. “I’m sorry. I’m…sorry.”

It would have seemed pathetic, except that he meant it, and suddenly she was against him, grasping at him, and her body was wracked with big spasms. Her eyes poured forth a river, and she held to him like he was a lifeline.

And maybe he was.

She wailed. Simply wailed, and her pain impacted on him.

He was stunned, caught, feeling her breasts pressed against him. His arms were slightly to the sides and up, and he tentatively closed them around her.

Her hair was in his face, and it smelled so good.

He was holding her, and she was gasping and sobbing and her whole body was shaking like an earthquake.

He didn’t move. He just held her.

For about ten minutes she was like that, all the pain of her life on display, then she stopped crying. But she still held him. And out of her pain came awareness.

There was sex in the awareness, he was a man and she was a woman, after all, but it wasn’t about sex.

She mumbled against him. “I’m sorry.”

He had come to rob her, and now she was apologizing to him.

“It’s okay. I’m just sorry…sorry that you hurt.”

She released her grip on him, but still lay in his arms.

“Please. Just hold me for a moment. Just…hold me.”

He was aware of his penis becoming hard in his pants.

“You must think I’m a big baby.”

“It’s okay,” he whispered into her hair.

“But I’ve got something to ask you. Something terrible, and I know you’ll refuse. And it’s okay if you do.”

“Okay.”

She sighed, and he could tell she was actually enjoying the feel of him. She hadn’t been held for years, two years, at least, and now she was getting held enough to make up for it.

“It’s bad. You won’t want to, but I’ll give you all my money if you’ll do it.”

“Okay.”

He had no clue what he was saying ‘okay’ to, but this woman…she needed help.

On the big screens of the world, twenty feet tall, she had overwhelmed audiences with her emotions, her vulnerability, her spirit. In his arms, just over five feet tall, him feeling her flesh, she overwhelmed him by ten times.

She said. “Be Russell for me. Just for a while. A day. A couple of hours. Let me make you look like him. Let me experience Russell one more time, then…then I’ll be all right.”

It was an odd request. Talk about surreal, but what could be the harm? He dresses up in a guy’s clothes for a few hours, drinks a little bourbon, then goes on his merry way.

Oddly, he wasn’t thinking of the money. He was thinking of complying with Stella Magellans request because she was Stella, and she was hurt, and she needed this.

She had that effect on people.

So he said, “Okay.”


Part Two

She disentangled herself from him…almost shyly, and slid out from the breakfast nook. “Would you like another drink?” she asked again.

“No.”

“Yes,” she whispered. “This is going to be difficult for you.”

Difficult? What would be difficult about putting on another man’s clothes?

“Okay.”

She smiled and made him another drink.

She did the dishes, she was a neat freak and a perfectionist, and while she worked he looked out the window.

It was still night time, maybe two or three in the morning. It was very dark, and he could barely make out the shadows of eves and roofs.

She finished, gave him another tentative smile, then pulled him out of the nook and led him upstairs by the hand.

As they climbed the stairs, her glancing back at him as if to make sure he was really there, he was aware that his dick was hard as iron.

Of course it was. He was being taken into a fantasy land by the most beautiful woman he had ever seen, a virtual goddess to the masses, and she was one peignoir short of naked.

They reached the second story and she led him to the bedroom next to the painting room, the one with clothes still in the closet.

He was confused then. He remembered all the dresses and shoes and things in the closet. He didn’t remember any male clothes.

She led him right into the closet and started rummaging through the closet. She tossed bras and panties into the air, held up dresses, and finally selected red dress, up to the neck but also up to the thigh.

“What do you think?”

“It’s pretty,” he said, “But…I don’t understand.”

Now she looked at him, confusion in her eyes. “What don’t you understand?”

“These are all girl things.”

She shook her head slightly, still confused.

“I thought I was going to dress like…like Russell.”

“You…” and she got it. She started to laugh, then got real nervous. “I thought you understood.”

“What?”

“He did stuntwork for women.”

“Yeah?”

“So he dressed like a woman.”

Slowly the truth filtered into Lucas syrupy mind. “But…you mean?”

“And at home he always dressed like a woman.”

“He was a…crossdresser?”

“Or a transvestite, or whatever you wish. I thought you understood that.”

He blinked and shook his head slightly.

She stepped closer to him, they were inches away from each other in the closet of a crossdresser. “Is that going to be a problem?”

He stared into her eyes and felt her concern.

He remembered how she lay in his arms and sobbed.

He thought about all the pain, enough pain to kill herself, this beautiful woman had suffered.

“I…guess not.”

She sagged with relief. “You had me worried. Have you ever dressed up as a woman before?”

He shook his head.

“Oh, it will be easy. I’ll guide you through everything. Do you mind getting rid of your hair?”

His mouth was open slightly as he played catch up with all the things she was throwing at him.

“Nu…no.”

“Not your head, of course. You’ve got such long, beautiful hair. It’s the color of Russell’s, up to the last couple of years, of course.”

“Of course.”

Lucas was dizzy, trying to understand. Yet all he had to do was follow along, do as she said. It was easy, if he could just…relax. But…dressing up as a woman?

She dropped the dress and led him out of the room and into a bathroom. “Take off your clothes.”

The most beautiful woman in the world asking him to take off his clothes. Lucas was never a lady’s man, and here he was being asked to get nude.

He did, with shaking hands and a shivering body. All the hair on his body stood up, goose bumps, and Stella laughed. “Look at you, all nervous. You remind me of Russell the first time he showed his hobby.

Lucas had been facing away from her, embarrassed and not wanting to exhibit his cock, but she turned him around and smiled. “Oh, look at you.”

She put her hand on his cock and he almost swooned.

“That is the most precious thing I’ve ever seen. I think you might be bigger than Russell.”

“Uh…oh.”

“Come on, relax. It’s just like being on stage. A little stage fright, then you’re over it.”

Still, he was trembling.

She stroked his cock gently. She moved against him, just in a peignoir, her large breasts pressing against his chest. She tilted her head and looked at him and waited.

Shivering, Lucas bent his head down.

Her lips ignited something in him. His chest suddenly felt deprived of air, even as his heart pounded harder.

Her lips were amazing, red pillows into which he sank. They were softer than silk, slithering along the curve of his mouth.

He couldn’t breath…he was gasping, and she calmed him down.

“Honey, what is it?”

“I…I…don’t know.”

She smiled. “Do you react this way whenever a beautiful woman kisses you?”

For answer he pressed his lips onto hers again. He entered a world available only to them. His hand came up and touched her breast.

When they broke it was she who gasped. “Lord. I’ve awakened a sleeping volcano.”

Then he was relaxed. At least relaxed enough to let her smear Nair all over him. She put a thick layer under his arms, she smushed it into his crotch, she even coated his asshole with the stuff, making him jump when she gigglingly smeared it around his brown button.

“Don’t worry,” she kissed him again, “You’ll get used to that.”

Get used to it? He was to be there for a couple of hours, but he had trouble conflating a mission of mercy with only a couple of hours.

They stood there then, face to face, gazing in each others eyes as she held his cock with one hand and stroked it with the other.

He was lost in her, mesmerized, adrift in a sargasso sea of erotica.

Then his flesh started to burn. He didn’t notice it at first because his heart was on fire and his whole body was feeling the heat. Then he yelped and looked at his skin.

“Come on, into the shower.”

She had smeared some of the Nair on herself, so she jumped in with him, ignoring the fact that she was wearing her peignoir.

The water washed down over them, rinsing the Nair off them, and his hair.

He looked down at his body, and it felt weird, but he didn’t realize how weird until she was drying him off. Then his flesh was electric, felt like all hairs were standing up, when there were no hairs.

She tossed the wet peignoir into a hamper and put on a maroon robe.

“Your hair is wet. Let me style it quickly.”

She put him in the vanity chair in the bedroom. She produced a pair of scissors, a brush, a comb, and set about shaping his hair. Her robe hung open and he was treated to the sight of her voluptuous flesh.

She was good. She only snipped a bit here and there, not enough to rob him of his masculinity when he was back to being a man, but when she brushed and spritzed him with hair spray his hair took on an entirely different appearance.

It was a delicate combination of curls and stray wisps. She spent time on it, and when she was done he was astounded. He had started out with a flop of male hair, unruly, down to his shoulders.

Now it was a beautiful waterfall of shimmering shades of brunette.

“Beautiful hair,” she murmured at one point.

Then he was done, and she giggled at how erect his cock was.

“I think he likes it, she said, sitting on his lap, but managing to avoid his cock, and kissing him.

Then she sprang off his lap, full of excitement, terribly different from the girl who had ambushed him with thoughts of suicide. She pulled his hands onto the vanity table and sat on his lap, pushed his cock upwards so it ran up the crack of her ass. She was doing something to his fingers, and would every once in a while wiggle her ass back against his rigid, pounding pud.

“What are you doing,” he was finding it difficult to talk.

“Your nails.”

His nails? He felt faint. His nails?

“I’m putting long stilettos on your fingers. I’m painting them bright red. You’re going to love it.”

He was silent. He was naked, with the world’s most beautiful woman sitting on his lap. He was going to object if she wanted to paint his nails?

She finished one hand, and he was able to look at it when she did the other hand. It was red tipped, like bloody claws, and yet…he felt a lust of another kind rising up in him.

His penis was pushing against her backside, rising up through her cracks and pressing against the small of her back. Again and again and again.

She moved the robe so they were flesh on flesh, but without penetration.

She liked it and kept wiggling back on him.

He was so close to paradise, but she was just teasing him.

In spite of their closeness, their nakedness, what she was doing to his body, he knew she wasn’t going to fuck him. Things like that just didn’t happen.

She finished his hands and knelt at his feet. He stared at his wits, his cock now free to bob in the air.

She painted his toenails, glancing up at his cock every once in a while and smiling.

A little drop of pre-cum kept forming on the tip of his penis, then it would slide down the side of his shaft.

She blew on his cock at one point, and caused it to throb and sway.

“God, you’re beautiful,” she said, standing up. “Let’s go make you more beautiful.”

She took him back to the room with the closet full of clothes. Now he realized the clothes were too big for her, but not for him.

She picked up the red dress she had discarded earlier, held it to him, and smiled.

“Boobs.”

“What?”

She reached into a drawer and took out a bra. “This should fit you.”

He held it up, turned it, untwisted it, and put it on.

She giggled and helped him, then she reached up to a. box on a top shelf. She brought it down and held out a pair of breast forms.

“We talked about him getting real boobs, some implants, but we were too public at the time. We thought maybe when we were sort of retired, but…” she stopped talking and wasn’t happy.

“Hey. Knock that off.”

She stared up at him, and her eyes made a magical change. They went from gloomy memory to cheer, just like that.

“You’re good for me.”

She slipped one of the forms into the cup of his bra. It was an expensive form, and it fit him perfectly.

He looked down. The bra had been selected for its natural look. It was full enough to hide much of the difference between form and flesh.

“Beautiful,” she said. She handed him the tightest pair of panties he had ever seen.

He tried to put them on, but they were so incredibly tight.

“Do this,” she said, and she just pushed down on his boner until it slipped between his legs and pointed at his ass.

He grunted and bent over a little.

She pulled on the panties, hard, and suddenly they were snug, tight, and his cock was definitely going to stay bent back.

“It’s called a gaff. Female impersonators use them to hide the penile bulge.”

She rubbed the front of his groin, and she was right. There was no sign that he had a cock.

She handed him a garter, and they went over to the bed in the room and she helped him get into it. He learned how to breath high in his chest as she tightened the ties, but it made his waist incredibly small.

“Let’s do you right,” she whispered, and she handed him a garter belt and started unwrapping new stockings.

The garter belt went up easy, as did the stockings. But the stockings made his newly naked flesh alive. His boner throbbed, almost painfully, in the gaff.

“Fuck,” he whispered, pressing down.

She took his hand away. “Relax. Learn how to be excited without a boner.”

Now that was a new concept. How the hell was he supposed to do that?

She helped him into the dress, and it slid over his chest easily. Suddenly any sign of his manliness was gone.

Oh, he needed make up, but his body was ‘cured’ of things male.

His legs were shaved and slender and tipped with red toenails. His waist was small and his hips flared under the corset. His chest, with the corset pushing it up, was enormous.

Sexy.

Female.

“Beautiful,” she murmured again.

She helped him into heels, and he stared down at the red tips poking out through he open toed classic, black spikes.

He had trouble balancing, but only for a moment.

Then she sat him down at the vanity again.

Lucas stared, and in this moment he wanted to call it off.

But he couldn’t. He had come so far, and the changes in her were incredible. She was vibrant, alive, vivacious…sexy.

Her whole persona was transformed into that wonderful creature that audiences the world over loved. couldn’t do without.

She used small sponges and cleansed his face. Cleaned out his pores. Prepared him for what was to come.

Primer, setting the stage, blush, foundation, his face began to take on new highlights. Male angles were transformed into female curves. His cheekbones looked higher. His chin not so prominent.

His mouth was open in shock as she changed him, and at one point she laughed and told him to close his mouth.

He did, and watched as she brushed his eyes, made them into alluring caves with sparkles of light within.

Her robe fell open and he stared at her breasts, so big and exciting. He gulped uncontrollably and she laughed.

She plucked his eyebrows, just enough to make it so he could be male or female.

She put liner on him and curled his lashes and lengthened them.

Then the lipstick. First plumper, which burned, but made his lips bigger. Then the color. Beautiful, bright red. To match his fingernails. Then a coating of gloss.

In the mirror he was beautiful. No trace of the man now. Just a sexy, alluring woman with good fashion sense and fine make up.

She surprised him by piercing his ears. He jerked and said, “Ow!”

“Don’t be a baby,” she laughed as she pierced his other ear.

“I find’t expect that.”

She selected small strings with diamond circles on the ends. He could feel them touching his neck, and it was a very suggestive feeling. They were probably worth ten thousand dollars.

Finally, he was done.

Grinning, unable to keep looking at him, Stella took Lucas down stairs.

She made them drinks, with straws, and sat him down on the couch.

He sat, and realized the dress was so tight he couldn’t cross his legs.

“Cross at the knees. Keep your legs together. Don’t be a slut.”

She giggled, and he almost laughed.

Almost.

He had agreed to this transition, he had gone along with it, but there was a big part of him that was in protest.

He was a man, dammit! He wasn’t a girl!

But he looked like a girl.

And with a little instruction by Stella he walked like a girl.

And she schooled him so that he talked in a higher pitch, and emphasized parts of sentences in a breathy manner.

So if he looked like, and talked like, then…was he a girl?

Stella didn’t give him much time to think about that.

They sat on the couch and she looked at him, and was inordinately happy.

There was no trace of the girl with the gun in her hand.

She stood up suddenly, bouncing to her feet, and went to the record player.

An old house, an old record player, a man ten years her senior.

Lucas had a huge clue to this girl’s personality.

She went through the stack of albums and selected one. She put the record on the spindle, lowered the needle, and…

Tall and tan and young and lovely
The girl from Ipanema goes walking…

She took his hand and pulled him to his feet. They danced, bodies pressed together, or apart, boobs bouncing, or not, sometimes kissing, sometimes not.

Inside his gaff Lucas was learning a hard truth. Or a soft truth.

His penis got tired of struggling against the confinement and lay there, semi hard. It didn’t hurt much, but it made him tilt slightly forward at the waist, pooching his butt out in the most delightful manner.

After The Girl from Ipanema she put on another record.

You ask how much I need you, must I explain?

I need you, oh my darling, like roses need rain.

Until the Twelfth of Never, by Johnny Mathis.

“You used to play these songs all the time. Not quite rock and roll, you said. More musical, but not classic.

He didn’t miss out on the fact that she was talking to him as if he was Russell.

And he didn’t care.

He assumed she was playing a part, and he was smitten, so he entered into her play.

“What else did I like?”

She had her head against him, they were entwined, she looked up quickly, inspected the depth of his involvement, and liked what she saw.

“I’ll show you.”

They danced.

How High the Moon by Les Paul and Mary Ford.

That’s Amore by Dino.

Walking after Midnight by Patsy.

Hit after hit. Forgotten by people seventy years later, and the people didn’t know what they were missing.

Soft, beautiful music. Real music with real instrumentation, crooning, washing over them and taking them to another time. A time more appropriate to the personas.

Outside the sky lightened. It was dawn, and the sun poured light across the world.

Still, they danced, and snuggled and cuddled and hugged and kissed.

In a way it was a pure, sweet, innocent love.

But it was also more.

She took the needle off the record and turned off the record player. She stood for a moment looking down at the ancient machine. Then she turned to Lucas.

“Now comes the dangerous part.”

“Dangerous?”

“I thought about using the gun to compel you, but considering how far we’ve come, that would be a sin.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Do you remember how we used to make love?”

Lucas shook his head, completely mystified as she tapped into memories beyond him.

“I was frightened at first, and you had to talk me into it. But once I did it, once I saw how deeply I’d reached into you, I never wanted to make love any other way.”

She was standing in the middle of the living room, looking down at him, who was sitting on the couch.

“You’re going to have to explain.”

“It’s simple,” she said, advancing on him and holding out her hand. “Do you know how lesbians make love?”

“I…thought I did.”

“You did,” she affirmed. “They trib, pushing their groins together, vigorously, until they orgasm. They use their hands and mouths, inserting, pummeling, fisting…and they cum.”

He was starting to have an inkling of where she was going, but he didn’t want to admit to it. It was too far beyond him.

“You wanted me to be pure, so you never put your penis in me. Instead…”

He listened as she rolled back his mind.

“Instead you wanted me to put my penis in you.”

He was stunned, once again, and he said nothing.

“Our whole time together, you never fucked me. I did the work. I would wear a strap on and use it on you, or a vibrator, or just my fist. You would do the same to me.

“Never did we penetrate flesh with flesh.

“That is why our love was so pure. In a way…that is why we endured. Sex didn’t mess up our relationship, our friendship, our love for each other.”

She was sitting on the couch with him then, turned towards him, facing him, speaking earnestly.

“That is what I need. Can you be Russell a little longer?”

Lucas was silent.

He was in love. Completely. She had conquered him.

He wanted to do what she asked, but could he?

He had never had anybody do him in that way, but…could he?

He sat and stared at her. Her face was inches from his, yet she made no move to close with him.

She wanted to do him. Her in charge. Him under her.

For all the purity she spoke of, there was one thing she didn’t speak of.

He who does the fucking is in charge. He is the dominant.

She who is fucked is not in charge. She is the submissive.

That is the way it has been for millennia. That is the relationship of men to women.

Yes, it can be reversed, many did, and they preferred it reversed.

Gays. Lesbians. Trans. They all made choices about what their sexuality was.

But he was straight, and she was asking him to submit to her.

She was asking him to lay down and spread, and to let her be the man.

Because he was already a woman.

In form.

Not in mind.

But, what would it hurt if he bent over this one time? What would it hurt for him to submit? They would never see each other again, and…could he do it?

“Will it hurt?”

“I’m very good. I will be as gentle as possible, but it always hurts a little to lose your virginity.”

Lose his virginity. Another concept he had to deal with, yet not a significant one.

He had lost his virginity as a male long ago.

So…could he?

He was gulping as he considered, realizing that he was going down a road that, once traveled, could never be backed out of.

“I can try.”

“No,” she said, leaning even closer to him, breathing on his lips, his mouth. “You can do. If you don’t go into it with that determination then you’ll fail.”

“You really want this.”

“So do you, Russell.”

Russell. Lucas. For a split moment he wondered what the partitions in her mind were.

But he knew.

Under the glitz and the glamor and the incredible beauty, she was a woman who got her way.

She had gotten her way with him. So far.

He abruptly made up his mind.

“I can do this.”

She smiled, then leaned the last inch and tenderly slid her lips across his.

His penis in his gaff wiggled, and he was horny, but…it didn’t hurt. His penis was learning how to be excited without a boner.

She took his hand then, the sunlight pouring through the glass over her front door, the room becoming well lit, and led him up the stairs.

They entered her bedroom and she shed her robe.

“Lean against the bed. Bend over and lean across it.

He did.

First she took a strap on out of a drawer and put it on. Then she took out a jar of lube and began smoothing it into him.

God, it felt good! Her fingers ran over his sensitive rectum, smushed lube into it, and he found himself wanting more.             

She hadn’t even penetrated him and he wanted more!

Then she entered him, smoothed the lube in, and rimmed him slowly, relentlessly, inexorably.

He grunted. there was a little pain, his ass hadn’t been stretched this way, but if a turd can go out, then…something else can go in.

She spent a long time working him. She whispered in his ear, kissed his neck, and kept inserting, moving around, using more fingers, and it was the most enjoyable experience he had ever had.

Truth, it was better than any sex he had ever had.

Then she moved up behind him, greased herself up, and had her way with him.

She took her time, broke him in properly, and he did cum. And it was a good cum.

“You just have to know how to press on the prostate the right way,” she whispered to him, leaning on him, her large breasts smushed on his back.

He just sighed, and was about as relaxed as he had ever been.

And he wanted to do it again.

But she laughed, and told him it was his turn to wear the strap on.

So he did.


Epilogue

Lucas moved in the following week.

He was considered her chauffeur by Hollywood, but everybody knew he was doing more than just driving her around.

A couple of years later they moved to an island in the Caribbean. It was a small island with a small mansion on it. There was a small town  on the other side of the island where the natives had their little businesses.

Tourism, a small plantation, fishing in the open sea. It was a paradise.

And now Lucas could dress like a woman all the time, and late at night the natives would hear him moaning and crying out.

They never saw Lucas as a woman, and they thought the American actress must have been very good in bed.

They had no idea.

END
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


Sex While Sleeping

Results in Feminization!

Change your man into a woman!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Have you ever wanted to make love to a woman while she’s asleep?

Oh! You bad boy! Ten dick slaps with a golf shoe!

Sex is meant to be enjoyed! Although, now that I think about it, to have your partner absolutely at your mercy…hmmm.

“Oh! Bad me! Ten slaps with, uh…never mind.

But this story is about that. A couple who decide that sleeping sex might be better than the real thing. That, of course, leads to all sorts of problems, and the only real solution is for the husband to skip on down the pink path.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I’m going to do it.”

“I think you’re crazy.”

“Crazy or not, I can’t take it any more, so I’m going to take sleeping pills.”

Mason glared at Lee. Lee just folded her arms and held her ground.

Mason was five foot eight. He had been a tennis player in college, and he was lanky, wiry, with a soft face and brown eyes.

Lee was the perfect 36 by 24 by 36. Well, maybe the chest measurement was a little larger, but she was a brunette beauty. Eyebrows that arched, a straight nose, and plump lips.

Mason: “I think it might be dangerous. And what if something goes wrong? What if you have a seizure or something?”

“I’ve taken sleeping pills before. The only difference is that I’ll be having sex while I’m sleeping.”

“But, honey?” he begged, “Can’t we just try again? I know sex is distasteful! I know that you don’t like it! But isn’t it better to work our way through this instead of…instead of…”

She cut in: “No. No more laying there, rigid, waiting for you to get done. No more of feeling like my body is a big fingernail on a giant chalkboard. I love you, totally, but I’m not willing to go through that traumatic experience again.”

“But I’ll be gentle! We’ll talk, communicate, find out what bothers you! I’ll do everything I can to make sex work.”

“We’ve tried that. A lot. And it doesn’t work. I’m fine, then you get in me and it feels like…like gargling shards of glass…in my gut.”

“Therapy! We can get more therapy! Surely a therapist can help us get to the bottom of—“

“Mason!”

He shut at the distraught tone of her voice.

“Mason, honey. You’re the best man in the world, and I appreciate everything you’ve done. I can’t believe how much you’ve sacrificed for me. But therapy doesn’t work, communication doesn’t work. I am not going to cheat you out of the marriage bed, so I am going to take sleeping pills and go to sleep, and you can have sex with me.”

“But…”

The argument went on and on. They were sitting in their living room, it was a Friday afternoon, after work, and Lee had made up her mind.

“How about alcohol? We like to drink…we can get you drunk, real drunk, and we can try to do it, and get past this…this whatever it is we’re going through.”

Lee looked down at her knees. Her face was determined, though sad.

“One more time. Liquor. But if it doesn’t work,” she looked back up at him, her face set, “then we try the sleeping pills.”

“One more time,” he agreed happily, feeling the relief.

“Go get some drinks. We can try more communication, but I’m telling you right now…if it doesn’t work then you have to agree with me. We try sleeping pills.”

“Oh.”

She reached out and gripped his arm fiercely. “Agree. If I still have the problem with sex…you’re okay with me taking sleeping pills and you ravaging my body. Agree!”

He knew this was it. No way around it. He didn’t want to, but he nodded. “Okay.”

“All right,” she let go of him and sat back. So…go get me drunk and take advantage of me.”

She spoke as if in jest, but there was an underlying seriousness to her command that was unsettling.

Mason nodded, stood up, and headed for the kitchen.

In the kitchen he got down the W.L. Weller | Full Proof bourbon. $400 a bottle, a gift from his boss, and reserved for super special occasions.

He took the bottle and two glasses back into the living room.

“Uh oh, the good stuff. Is somebody trying to get lucky?” Lee laughed, and though her laugh was a bit nervous, it did break the ice. They were going to make the transition from talking about sex to having sex.

Mason smiled, set the glasses down and twisted the cork gently until it popped out. He laid the neck of the bottle against the rim of the first glass and poured an inch into the glass, then did the second glass.

He sat down, neglecting to stopped the bottle, and they both swirled the bourbon and smiled at each other.

She sipped,  coughed. “I’ll never get used to the straight stuff.”

He sipped. “I taste oak and vanilla and…something else.”

“Caramel?”

“More chocolate, but that would be the effect of char in the barrel.”

They both sipped again, then Lee said, “Can you ruin it for me?”

Mason chuckled, “Of course.”

He went into the kitchen and came out with a can of cold Coke. He held the can high and poured long. It destroyed the carbonation, but made the drink sweeter.

“You should go to Pepsi. It’s even sweeter, then you can keep the carbonation.”

“Next time,” she murmured, sipping. She felt the warmth descend down the pipes, splash in the stomach, and the endorphins in her head howled.

He poured the rest of his can into his own bourbon.

“You? You’re going to ruin this expensive swill?”

“No. I’m going to make it last longer. This is what we in the trough call ‘Good shit!’”

They both laughed, and sipped, and eyed each other.

Mason loved sex. He especially loved sex with sexy women. There was just something about sexy women that turned him on. Duh.

And there was something about the ultra sexy Lee that super turned him on.

Lee, for her part, also loved sex. To a point.

She loved to kiss and snuggle. She loved to stroke her husband, and she didn’t even mind giving head.

But as soon as his penis went into her she froze up. She felt like somebody was using a block of wood covered with sand paper.

Every nerve tensed, it became painful and her whole body screamed for him to get out.

She wouldn't tell him to get out. She would put up with it, her whole body feeling like it was being peeled by a razor, but when he was done she couldn’t hide how she felt. Often she would just sob.

Mason would try to console her, couldn’t figure out what he had done, but…she was hurting from the sexual act.

They had tried therapy and communication and getting drunk, but nothing worked.

This, Mason knew, really was their last chance.

And he didn’t want his wife taking sleeping pills and going to sleep just so he could poke his dick in her.

Because that’s what it would be!

She wouldn't be a living, loving participant, she would be a sleeping log, a hole without feeling, something for him to squirt in without the human passion and love.

He didn’t want that.

But she couldn’t figure out what else to do.

They sipped their bourbon and Coke.

Mason got out a cheaper bottle. Why waste the good stuff when you were just trying to get blotto? And they drank and sat next to each other.

They somehow lost their clothes. A sock here, a bra there, a belt unbuckled.

Naked, they made out. Kissing, feeling each other, ‘getting lucky,’ as they put it.

Lee was getting hot. She was moist as her natural juices were unleashed by the potent alcohol.

She felt him put a finger in her, and it was wonderful.

He wiggled it, and she groaned and her hips writhed. She loved the feeling of a finger or two reaming her hole. She loved how she produced more juices, and her pussy became more sensitive.

Mason loved it, too. He lay next to her, slightly on top, kissing her breasts, sucking on her taut nipple as he diddled her vagina.

She began to moan. She closed her eyes and screwed his fingers with her hips.

Mason took his time, brought her along carefully, and she became hotter and hotter.

Finally she looked up at him, her eyes smoky with desire, her voice gruff with lust. “Try it.”

She spread her legs and he got between them. He lowered himself, careful to be gentle, and rubbed his cock up and down between her labia. He tickled her clit with his glans, and, finally, he inserted.

She felt the change instantly. She tensed, and did everything she could do relax.

Inch by inch he entered her, and inch by inch she could feel the panic rising.

The feeling of harshness replaced her lust. Something began working in her head, scraping her mind.

Sex, the act of penetration, felt like somebody flicking her eyeball with a rubber band, but it didn’t stop, the rubber band didn’t fly away, and the sensation of pain, though there was no reason for it, kept building and building.

Her muscles were locking up, she clutched to Mason, and he stopped and looked down at her.

“No?” he whispered.

“I’m sorry. I’m trying, but…”

He pulled back, extracted his shaft and head, and lay next to her.

They held each other, in communion, but also apart, trying to deal with the tragedy of lack of compatibility.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered again, her mouth against his flesh.

“It’s okay.”

He was thinking that she was going to take sleeping pills next time, and he didn’t want that.

He loved his woman. He wanted her soft, warm flesh, her moist pussy, her searching and soft lips. But he wanted them with awareness. He didn’t want to just stick his dick in an unfeeling body and squirt, and know that he had used her like she was. masturbatory machine.

“It’s okay,” he whispered again. “It’s okay.”

Finally, they got up and went to bed.

The next morning, not feeling much of a hang over because they had started their debauchery with mostly good bourbon, she rolled over and held him. And stroked him. And finally slid down the sheets and took him in her mouth.

She was good, and there was passion there, a lot of passion, but it wasn’t the same as feeling the insides of her pussy.

A man cannot live by blow jobs alone.

Sometime he must have the real thing.

When he was done, and she had swallowed, she got up and went to the bathroom. She performed her morning ablutions, brushed her teeth, and when he entered the bathroom she said, “I’m going to take sleeping pills next time. Would next Friday be all right?”

He sighed, looked at her, and knew she was going to do this no matter what.

“Friday would be fine,” he said,  starting to brush his own teeth.

They brushed together, and suddenly she was brushing with one hand and had her other hand around his waist.

“It’ll work,” she said as the toothpaste dribbled around her lips. “You’ll see.”

He smiled a tight smile, and said, “I know.”

But neither of them really believed.

The week passed slowly and, for Mason, sadly.

He wasn’t looking forward to a sleeping pill fuck. He didn’t want to put his dick in a ‘sex doll.’

He had never tried a sex doll, those rubberized things they sell on the internet, but he didn’t think it would be very good anyway. A fuck or two that was exciting, then the lifelessness of it all setting in.

He didn’t want that same sort of experience from his wife.

Also, when she was unconscious he didn’t think it was particularly moral.

Yes, she made the choice to do it that way, but when unconscious she had no real choice, so wasn’t that sort of…immoral? For him?

Still, this was what Lee wanted, and she even seemed a little relieved by her choice. All during the week she was excited, actually excited. She seemed relieved that she was going to finally deliver sexually, and she was giggling like a bride.

This manifested in her hugging him at various times during the days, slipping to her knees and sucking him, fondling his balls, and kissing him till he thought his lips were going to fall off.

During the night, when they went to bed, she played with him. Teased him. Made him harder and harder.

“It’s going to be great, honey,” she would say. “You’re going to have fun. You’re going to love it.”

He would smile and nod, but inside, carefully concealed, he was quite dubious.

But, for her, he would try.

Finally, the week of excitement (for her) and dread (for him) passed, and it was time for their great night of (unconscious) sex.

After dinner she went to the bedroom and got ready. She wore a sexy panty and bra, her nipples peeking over the top of the bra. Then she put on a. peignoir, applied her make up, and headed out to the front room.

Mason handed her a drink, the good bourbon, and she smiled and sipped.

“One drink,” he said.

“And two pills,” she responded. “That should put me under enough so that I don’t wake up.”

He shook his head, but she just laughed, put her delicate, manicured hand on his knee and said, “And I don’t want to wake up in some strange place.”

He chortled, weakly. “Yeah, and a line of men paying two bucks for a shot at the princess.”

It was sick, but it was just funny enough to take the edge off, and they began to lighten up and enjoy the moment.

She sat on his lap, and kissed him, her arms around his neck.

He put on some music and she did a quite effective strip tease. By the time she was done his weenie was standing at attention.

“Take your clothes off,” she commanded, chuckling, her excitement rising.

He unbuckled, unzipped and shucked his duds.

He stood naked, his manhood protruding, and she sat in front of him, fondling his nuts and stroking his shaft, her mouth around his glans.

He sighed. He was certainly excited enough. Even the thought of her being unconscious wasn’t going to make him go limp.

She popped a couple of sleeping pills. RexMD. Guaranteed for seven hours of slumber.

“Walk me back to the boudoir, stud.”

He put his arm around her waist and they sauntered down the hallway.

The bedroom was adrift with incense, and she had lit four candles. It was quite romantic, and he smiled. His boner felt like it was about to pop.

They sat on the bed, one leg off and one leg on, and smiled at each other.

“This is going to be wonderful,” she said. “I anticipate waking up feeling refreshed, satisfied, the way I always thought sex would be.”

“I’ll certainly do my best,” he replied.

“I know you will,” she placed a hand on his cheek and kissed him gently.

He felt the soft pleasure of her lips, he tasted her lipstick, and he was worried.

She yawned. “Well, looks like I’m about to go nighty night.”

“Okay, honey.”

“Now, remember, use my vagina, but don’t poke my butt, and it would be mean if I woke up with semen all in my hair or something. Fuck me, honey and fuck me good.”

“I will.”

She slid under the covers, yawning again. He tucked her in and she stared up at him. “Use me, honey. Do what you want, and I’ll see you in the morning.”

“Okay, honey. Sweet dreams.”

She smiled, closed her eyes, and he watched her.

Minutes passed and her breathing deepened.

He wasn’t sure when she made the transition from wakefulness to sleep, but at a certain point he was sure she was asleep. Her breathing was deep, there was no flutter of eyelids, her chest rose and fell and she was relaxed.

He lifted one of her arms and let it drop an inch. Flop. No resistance. Totally asleep.

Feeling weird, Mason went to the kitchen and made another drink.

He was naked, bobbing, and he tried not to think about what he was going to do.

He should be excited. This was her wishes, her permission, and she wanted him to do this.

She wanted him to fuck her while she was asleep.

So why did he feel like he was about to violate her?

He sighed, sipped his drink and went back to the bedroom.

In the bedroom he pulled the covers back and revealed her spectacular body. She took a lot of pride in herself, she worked out, ate the right foods, and she was slim, trim, with fat only in the right places. Her hips flared out and helped the waist look skinny. Her breasts were full and enticing, the nipples excited even in her sleep.

She always did have nipples that stayed hard.

And he liked sucking them to help them stay hard.

He knelt at the side of the bed, leaning over her, and he lowered his mouth to one nipple.

He kissed it, put the ring of his lips over the tip of her tits and gently sucked.

He thought he heard a moan, and he looked up at her.

Sleeping.

He continued.

He cupped her boob with a hand, gently compressed, sucked the nipple harder.

She sighed, he heard it this time, but when he looked it appeared that she had just made a normal sleep sigh.

He waited. He moved up and kissed her on the lips.

They were soft, but unresponsive.

And he felt a sudden surge of excitement.

He had a naked body ready for him, and he could do anything he wanted to it.

He could screw it, make love to it, fondle it.

Heck, he could drag her out of bed and do it in the living room. With the drapes open so all the neighbors could see.

A subtle giggle escaped his throat.

Mason was a good guy. A really good guy. But even the best of people, when put in certain situations, could do…bad things.

Of course, he wasn’t about to do bad things. He wasn’t going to drag her around the house, or put her in the car and go screw her over the back seat at lover’s lane while he looked over the city.

But the thought was there. The power over another human being.

He wasn’t a Nazi, but the niggle of what went for justification for a Nazi went through his mind.

He was in charge. He could do what he wanted. He could bend her this way and that, screw her as he wished, and there was nothing that she could do about it.

It was a heady feeling, a powerful feeling, but it brought immense amounts of potential guilt with it.

She had no choice now, and even though she had made the choice to have no choice…she had no choice.

She was pure victim, and he was totally in charge.

He spread her legs, wide, and began licking her pussy. He inserted his tongue. He swirled his fingers inside her like he was stirring batter.

She slept peacefully. No smile on her face, but no…’not smile.’

He slid over her body and prepared to put his cock in her.

She slept, and he didn’t notice the slight downturn of the corners of her mouth when he slid the tip of his penis up and down her labia.

He was excited now. If she had awoken suddenly he wouldn't have cared, he would have had his way.

No, he wasn’t bad, but he was so excited by the power he had over her…he slid his penis into her.

She grunted, and he stopped, his eyes open and crazed looking. But it was only a reaction to his body weight.

He began to go in and out.

Then he stopped, withdrew. He knelt over her chest and bunched her tits together, made a tunnel for his cock.

He screwed her boobs, and he was already getting close. He could feel the little explosion waiting to happen way down in his groin.

He didn’t want to squirt too soon. He wanted to make it last.

Seven hours of sleep? That should be good for six hours of plundering her naked form.

He studied her face. He licked her cheek. He smiled.

He was now weird. He was perverse, but he couldn’t help it.

He was a nice guy, and would normally never be this creepy, but…he was in charge. Her body was totally under his control.

Mason played with her body for an hour before it became too exciting. At that point he was in a frenzy. His heart was pounding and he was gasping for breath, moving her around, rubbing her all over, squeezing her breasts, lightly slapping her ass.

She didn’t complain. No Please honey, could you take it easy?’

So he sated himself of not just his desires, but those secret desires that hide in wicked men.

And he wasn’t wicked.

At least, not normally.

But now…now he couldn’t help himself.

He squirted in her. Deep in her. It blew his mind, her lying so calm and peaceful, and the more he noted how peaceful she was, the more excited he became.

I’m not like this, he thought at one point. But he couldn’t stop himself.

But, unleashed, he was.

He came so hard he passed out on her.

But came to a few minutes later, her struggling to breath under him, and rolled off her.

He felt guilty. He felt like he was evil, that he had done a bad thing.

Truth, though he was overly excited, and a tad rough, he hadn’t done anything that people hadn’t done for thousands of years. Just…asleep.

She had been asleep for a couple of hours, and he got off the bed and looked down upon her.

He loved her. He was ashamed. He wondered if he would even be able to face her.

He turned and went into the bathroom.

He stepped into the shower, and there…he wept.

He leaned his head against the tiles and the spray washed over his scalp and he felt worse than he had ever felt in his life.

This was supposed to be a solution!

So why did he feel so cruddy?

And he knew, in his heart of hearts, his actions weren’t love, they were lust, without consequences, without thought for the human being under him.

Well, he would never do that again. And if she demanded that he do it again, he wouldn’t. He would say he would, but then he would just jack off and go to sleep. Let her think he had cum.

He simply couldn’t endure this amount of guilt ever again.

Lee opened her eyes…and tears came to them.

She felt so low, so abused, so…dirty.

Mason wasn’t there. She didn’t know where he was, but she was glad he wasn’t.

What had she done? What had been done to her?

She felt filthy.

She reached down and felt her vagina.

Goo. She brought a hand up and smelled it.

Man batter.

So he had done it.

Just as she had asked.

He had screwed her while she was unconscious, and…why did she feel so bad?

She had asked for this! She had demanded it!

But she had not known she would feel like this.

This was like…like…rape!

And she had asked for it!

Tears began to stream from her eyes and she slipped out from under the covers.

She was off balance as she walked to the bathroom, but she made it.

Into the shower, and there the tears really flowed. She stood, her head against the tiles, as the water sluiced through her scalp.

Why had she made him to this?

What had possessed her?

She loved him, with all her heart, so why…why…

Tears indistinguishable from the shower water, she cried uncontrollably.

How could she ever face him again?

The best intentions sometimes don’t survive.

She had a robe on and walked out to the living room.

Mason was asleep on the couch.

She sat down across from him and watched him sleep.

She loved him, and she loathed herself.

How could he ever love her, now that she was defiled, filthy, no better than a slut?

He stirred, opened his eyes.

He smiled, his face a rictus.

“Hello, honey.”

Her heart was breaking as she responded, “Hi, dear.”

“I did it.”

“Oh, good…I mean, I know. I was all spermy. Down there.”

She was forcing her face to look happy, but the edges of her self-disgust could not be hidden.

“Are you…okay?” he asked, swinging his feet to the floor and sitting up.

“Oh, yes. It was…incredible.”

They were both lying, and they both knew it, and it was impossible for such misery to be contained.

“I’m sorry!” He broke first, but only by a microsecond. Then they were holding each other, both crying, both emitting their apologies, their protestations of love, how sorry they were, how they would never do that again.

For an hour they sat in each others arms. The tears stopped after about fifteen minutes and they simply sat and held each other.

Sighs that went all the way through their bodies.

Afraid to look at each other.

Yet, they had to.

After an hour they moved apart. Mason didn’t want to look up, but Lee said, “We have to get over this.”

So he looked at her.

They held eye contact and started crying again.

But, in the end, because they loved each other, and because they were both willing to take responsibility for what they had done…they managed to stay together.

No talk of divorce. No recriminations, just the determination never to do something that stupid again as long as they lived.

And they had breakfast.

Two weeks later Leslie Harmon came to visit.

Leslie was Lee’s mother, and she had detected something wrong in her daughter’s marriage.

Mothers are like that. They have intuition. They’ve walked the same path, they know the signs.

So she flew in unannounced on a Tuesday night.

“Hello, dear,” she hugged her daughter, then she hugged Lee.

Yep. Something was wrong.

There was just a nervousness to the couple, an unhappiness that simmered under the surface.

“What a surprise!” Lee blurted, walking her mother into the living room.

Mason took her luggage to the spare bedroom, then went to make drinks.

Leslie and Lee made small talk while sitting on the sofa, and when Mason entered the room with their drinks she observed him.

Yep. Something wrong. But there didn’t seem to be one or the other at fault.

If one of them had cheated the dynamics would have been different. In this situation they both looked equally miserable.

And hiding that misery and failing.

So they talked into the night, and the mood brightened.

Leslie determined that she needed to get her daughter alone and put the screws to her.

Oh, she could have browbeat them both and gotten to the heart of the matter, but she didn’t want to be the bully. She didn’t want to browbeat her daughter’s husband.

No, best if she got Lee alone. Then she would see what she would see.

Lee and Leslie went to lunch the very next day. They went to Charley Coyote’s a nightclub/restaurant on Santa Monica Blvd., and ordered salads and Margaritas.

Sitting in the relaxed atmosphere, roses twining through the iron trellis work, soft music seeping out to the patio, kissing the salt off the lip of the Margaritas.

One drink down, the salads done, Leslie went to work. “So what’s the trouble between you and Mason?”

“Mother! There’s no trouble!”

“I think the bull shat. Better not step in it,” Leslie spoke dryly.

A few more queries, a direct look in the eyes, and Lee broke.

“I can’t stand sex. Lee loves it, but…it makes me grit my teeth. It feels like somebody is shaving my eyeballs.”

Leslie listened and made no comment.

“So we tried sleep sex.I guess it’s called sexsomnia, but it’s different.”

“How so?”

“In sexsomnia somebody is so deprived they start having sex while asleep. What we did, I took some sleeping pills and…and he made love to me while I was asleep.”

Not a flicker of expression on Leslie’s face. Just a slight nod.

“Since then we’ve both felt so guilty. And I made him do it! He didn’t want to! But…”

She continued explaining, even shedding a few light tears, but in the end she felt better.

It always feels good to pour your heart out.

And Leslie said, “I can see what’s happened.”

Lee said, “But we’re getting over it. It’s in the past and we’ll never do that again.”

“The problem is that you broke one of the prime rules of womanhood.”

Lee looked blank.

“You let the man take charge. Now neither of you can figure out who is in charge, and that’s why your marriage feels like a ship out of control and about to capsize.”

Lee’s mouth opened slightly, then she shut it.

“Mother, I don’t understand.”

Leslie smiled. “I know you don’t, but you will. You see, I had this same problem in my marriage.”

“You and daddy?”

“Me and daddy. Fortunately, we figured it out. Or, rather, I figured it out. When you lose control you have to take control back. The man is incapable of understanding this, and he must be led to it. I was hoping you would never have to go through this, but…”

“So what do I do?”

“Listen carefully, daughter. I’ll explain it all, and we can write up a battle plan for you. But you’re going to have to take control, be in charge. Your marriage will never be the same again, you’ve destroyed that, but if you do exactly as I say then it will become better.”

Lee nodded, and Leslie began to explain.


Part Two

“Honey? We’ve been going about this all wrong.”

Mason was working on the car. He straightened up, wiped off his hands and looked at Lee.

She was different.

They had both been looking a little hang dog, but now she was smiling as of yore. It seemed like all the guilt had been evaporated from her.

He smiled. He wanted some of that. He wanted their relationship to return to the fun games it had once been.

“Oh? Enlighten me, oh great one.”

That was a good start.

She moved up next to him, pushed his greasy hands away and said, “Don’t touch me.”

“Oh, sorry.”

“I’ll do all the touching.”

They were in the garage and she leaned into him, plastered her breasts against him and kissed him full on the mouth. Her lips were like hot dice, rolling nothing but sevens.

Her hands, however, were digging in the basement. She slipped both bits past his belt and grabbed him. One hand on the glans, one hand on the testicles.

He groaned and his knees grew weak.

She smiled into his kiss, used her tongue, then withdrew. All the way. Stepped back and said, “Everything is your fault, and I must punish you until you admit it.”             

That was confusing. She was the one who made him fuck her while she was asleep.

But she was so happy, and his groin was so happy, he accepted what she said.

Why argue in the middle of a handjob, right?

“Well, see ya.”

“Hey! Wait a minute!”

And in that one action all the misery of the past weeks was gone.

Simply, he had been reduced to chasing his wife, instead of feeling the misery because of something that was done and gone.

She sauntered back into the house, got down the good stuff, and poured herself a shot.

Mason charged in after her.

“Oh, so that’s the way it is,” he said, not understanding at all.

She handed him the bottle of cheap stuff. “From here on out I drink the good stuff, and you suck this piss down.”

He tried to grab her, to smooch her, but she just pushed him off.

“The tide has turned, sweet hubby. I’m in charge and you have to do what I say.”

“What?” he was confused.

“You go earn the money, keep me in the style to which I have become accustomed, and maybe I’ll let you squirt.”

“Wait a minute…”

She patted his cheek with one hand. “Wait not, want not, I never said.”

That confused him even more. Before he could figure the phrase out, however, she said, “Would you like to cum?”

“Well…yeah!”

“Good. That’s a good start.”

Then he asked, his brows slightly dipped, “In your pussy?”

She reached her hands into his pants again and began playing pocket pool. She whispered into his ear. “Honey, pussies are yesterday’s thing. There’s lots more orifices than just a pussy. I’ve got ears…nostrils…all sorts of orifices.”

“You’re not making sense!”

“That’s okay. You’ll figure it out some day.” She let go of him and sipped from her drink again.

“So we’re going to have sex, but without the pussy, because you’ve got other holes.”

“Precisely!” she said brightly.

“I don’t get it.”

She put her glass down, kissed him, and reached around and cupped his buns.

“Baby. We’re gonna fuck till he cows come home. You just do what I say.”

Do what she said?

She reached down the back of his pants and rubbed his brown star.

“Aiiee!” He wiggled, but she was unrelenting.

“Hey, it’s a hole, right?”

“Well, yeah. But it’s my hole!”

“And you’ve been wanting to get into my hole. Time to let you see how it feels.

Then she was gone. Walking out the back door to the shed.

He followed her. “Hey!”

She entered the shed and pushed out her bicycle. “Sorry, hon. Can’t wait. When you’re done with the car can you do me a favor?”

“Uh…”

“I need you to stroke yourself for ten minutes….but not cum.”

“What?” His voice was getting a little squeaky.

“You heard me. Open the side gate, will you?”

She was getting on her bike, so he ran down the side yard and opened the gate. She went whizzing past him, shifting gears, slapping his face lovingly, and then she was gone. Her fine ass swaying back and forth, her shapely legs going in circles. Her large breasts shifting with each cycle of the pedals.

And he was left standing stupid.

She came back an hour later, covered with perspiration, her heart pounding, ready for phase two. Or three or four, or eighty or ninety. There were as many phases to her plans for Mason as he could drag his heels to.

But the end result was guaranteed.

Her in charge, him submissive and downright pussy whipped.

She put her bike away and walked into the house. It was as if Mason was waiting.

He was sitting in the kitchen sucking a Coke, but he leaped to his feet.

“I did it.”

“What?”

“Stroked myself for ten minutes.”

“Good. Your reward is you get to dry my body.”

He stared after her thin but voluptuous frame as she strode down the hallway. Then he ran after her.

She peeled off her shorts and stepped into the shower. He was stripping his clothes off, but when he went to get into the shower she put a hand on his chest and pushed him back.

“Hey!”

“Wait your turn.”

He stood, as if dumb, and watched as she soaped up her breasts, ran her hands over her buns, scrubbed her body thoroughly.

She stepped out and said, “Towel.”

“What?”

“Towel. I need to get dry. Towel.”

She waited, and now he was reluctant. Things weren’t going the way he wanted. He wanted to throw her down and screw her to the floor. But she was demanding things from him and he just didn’t understand.

He took a towel out of a cabinet and began drying her.

She stood, arms out, and he rubbed all of his favorite parts of her.

He dried her breasts, and his cock stood out and brushed her thigh.

She gave it a slap and said, “Keep that thing away from me until I ask for it.”

At that point he had to. He was in heat. He was uncontrollable, and he didn’t understand.

“Get the dryer and do my hair.”

He held the hair dryer and she turned, then stopped. “Move around, there we go. Back and forth. Hand me that brush.

Not sure what was handing, he handed her the brush, and she styled her hair, giving him directions on where and how to hold the dryer.

“Pay attention now,” she said. “I don’t want to have to give you instructions every time.”

“Every time? I’m not—“

She pressed a long nailed finger against his lips and smiled. “You’ll do what I want, when I want, how I want. Period.”

“Why are you doing this?” He was almost whining.

“To teach you.”

“Teach me what?”

“Teach you so that you’ll be able to do this without instruction. Teach you so that you can do it for yourself.”

“But, honey…” He didn’t really understand the significance of what she was saying.

“Shhh.”

When she was done with her hair she turned and patted his cheek. “You may take your own shower now.”

“What? But…why couldn’t I take one with you?”

“Because you’re a stinky, hairy man, and it’s not fitting for your dirty water to touch my fair and delicate skin.”

She left him in the bathroom, got dressed, and listened to the sound of the shower starting up.

Everything was going wonderfully. Exactly as her mother had told her it would.

Of course Mason was confused, but he was supposed to be. Confused men are easier to shape than unconfused men.

That evening Lee was kind and loving.

But she didn’t answer any questions, nor even leave much opportunity for him to ask any.

She fixed dinner, and told him that he was going to have to learn to cook.

She also mentioned that he should be contributing more with the housework.

And she finished each suggestion with kisses and a grope or two.

Mason wondered what the heck was going on.

He was getting lots of attention, but that usually resulted in some kind of sex.

Vaginal if she could handle it, which she usually couldn’t.

A blow job, or at least a hand job.

But now Lee was just teasing him. And she was so confident about it.

On Thursday Mason opened his dresser drawer and found no underwear.

“Lee? I don’t have any underwear!”

“Did you do the laundry?”

“You usually do that!”

“Oh, well, times change. Here, wear these until your laundry is done.”

She handed him a pair of pink panties. High cut with little white bows around the waist.

He stared at them disbelievingly. “I can’t wear these?”

“Okay.” She left the room and he was left holding panties.

He looked down at his groin. His penis was standing out. He had to wear something. If he didn’t wear some kind of underwear his boner would cause a bulge. That’s all he needed, to be reported to HR for having a cock.

Sighing, unsure of himself, he stepped into the panties and pulled them up.

They actually fit well. The pouch was made of some stretchy material so he fit in it and didn’t fall out. He had no idea that Lee had gone out and bought him sissy panties.

So he went to work, his package all tight and tidy, and…they felt good.

They felt good all day long. In fact, they caused him to have more boners that day than his regular underwear did. But he wasn’t going to complain.

Boners are good. He liked feeling horny and sexy and alive and alert down there.

He came home smiling, and Lee quizzed him on his panty ‘adventures.’

“So, how’d it go with your panties?”

“It was okay.”

“Did anybody notice?”

“Nope.”

“So you could wear these everyday and it would be okay.”

He stopped and thought about that. Not wear man underwear? Hmm. Being a man, that caused some concern.

“Well, I guess I could, but I’d rather wear my tighty whiteys.”

She nodded, patted his cheek, and went on about her business.

The next day he woke up, opened his drawer and said, “Uh oh. I forgot to do the laundry. Do you have some more panties I can wear?”

She did. And she said, “If you do the laundry tonight when you get home I’ll let you wear these all the time.”

That caused some consternation. But he liked wearing the panties, so he decided to do the laundry that night.

At that point Lee stepped back. She didn’t push for anything else. But she did start making him smoothies.

She lumped in some kale, a banana, some vitamins, and some special powder. The powder was heavy with estrogen, and it didn’t disturb the taste of the smoothie, so she started giving him a smoothie for morning and evening.

She encouraged him to skip lunch, which he sometimes did, and to start exercising.

Both of them liked to ride bikes, so that was the major form of exercise. After dinner they would hit the trails for an hour, pedal frantically, and this was an excellent way to lose weight. Which he did.

“I’m down to 150,” he said, gazing at himself in the mirror.

She smiled and gave him a hug from the rear, placing her paws right over his pectorals.

“You feel wonderful. I can even feel the muscle up here.”

He thought he was getting a little more flesh up top, and maybe down around the waist, but her encouragement was working.

He kept exercising and his waist shrunk and his pectorals and his waist became a bit rounder.

Finally, the day arrived, she looked at him when he got up and said, “You know, honey, you need to wear brassiere.”

“What?” His voice was a mighty squawk.

“I’m just saying. You must be eating the wrong stuff, but I sweat, your pectorals are getting larger, and…you don’t want to sag…”

“But I don’t want to have big, old pointers sticking out the front of my chest!”

“Oh, honey. I’m talking about a training bra, there won’t be any cups, and it’ll help keep your flab pressed back, give you a flat and wonderful figure.”

He looked in the mirror, had to admit that he was flabby up there. Still, his maleness wouldn't let him admit to boobs.

Even though they sort of looked like…no! No bra!

That was fine with Lee. She smiled and went about her business, and when she brought it up again, a couple of weeks later, Mason had had time to think about when his chest looked like.

“You’ve got to admit, you’ve got some little mounds.”

He stared at the mirror, and he could feel two things.

Disappointment.

Excitement.

He loved boobs. He lived to feel, to suck on the nipples, and it was the epitome of womanhood for a woman to have a big, old pair of honkers.

The question was, when would the excitement outweighs the disappointment?

Not if…but when.

“No,” he said, but it was weaker than it had been before.

Another two weeks passed, and he was ready, but it still took some convincing.

“I’ll tell you what. How long has it been since you had an orgasm.”

“It’s been a while,” he admitted.

“A couple of months? Longer?”

“At least.”

“Well, I’ll tell you what I’ll do. You put your bra and panties on and I’ll give you a nice, big orgasm.”

He perked up.

And, finally, excitement was greater than disappointment.

She handed him a bra. It was a training bra, but she knew she would be upgrading shortly. His chest was getting fatter and fatter.

He put on the bra and the panties. His penis was sticking out and he was really ready. But he couldn’t help but question his situation.

“Maybe I should see a doctor.”

“Maybe. If you want to spend money and take medicine.”

He looked at her.

“The fact is that the bike riding we’ve been doing, you’re going to eventually work off that extra fat.”

He nodded, and allowed himself to be dissuaded.

The fact was that he didn’t want to see a doctor. Having boobs was embarrassing, and having to talk about them to a doctor was even more embarrassing.

He could just wear that bra, and maybe even bind his chest with an Ace bandage or something.

What he didn’t count on was that there is pride involved in having boobs.

Oh, not for everybody. Some women, not to speak of men, love to strut, they put their chests out and are, in essence, bragging about their womanhood.

Then there are the women who walk around slump shouldered, who are embarrassed about having something that men stared at.

Mason, being a man, was usually proud of accomplishments and such, and he started to be proud of the growing bumps on his chest.

So he walked around the house, pushing his chest forward and trying to act nonchalant.

Lee observed this, of course, and smirked.

Things were progressing exactly as her mother had predicted.

Men were men, more sexually oriented than women. Heck, they walked around with their weenies getting stimulated by everything from underwear to seeing a pretty girl on the street.

Girls kept their pussies on the inside, not rubbed, not stimulated, and they were more in control than men.

Anyway, Mason put on the bra and panties, and Lee delivered a nice blow job, complete with swallowing. The only odd thing was when she was done she said. “Pay attention. Swallowing is important, and it is important that you learn how to do that.

And life went on.

Except…Mason’s chest was getting bigger. And one day Lee said, “Would you mind getting rid of all your ugly hair?”

Mason looked down at his body and frowned. He never thought of his hair as ugly, but he was horny, as usual, and when horny men are quite willing to do whatever their women asked. So he used Nair one night and liked the sensation of having no hair on his body.

And life went on.

And one day…Lee was doing her nails, and she called to Mason.

“Honey?”

Mason entered the room.

“Come sit down. I want to talk to you.”

He did. He had a boner. It had been a few weeks since his big blow job, and he did what she wanted.

She reached for one of his hands and placed it in front of her. She took out a clear color and began painting his nails.

The old Mason, before bra and panties, before Nair, would never have allowed that.

The new Mason, aware that his chest was growing and that Lee had said he was going to need A cups, sat and stared.

“What are you doing?”

“This will strengthen your nails. It’s clear, so your nails will look a bit shiny, but they’ll be strong and protected.”

He stared at his fingers, and they did look sort of cool.

She brushed his nails, three strokes down from cuticle to tip, and he felt his penis leaking.

That was weird. He was getting so horny that he exuded pre-cum.

Yet, it was exciting. He liked it.

“Have you thought about letting me get you a bigger bra?”

“Well, I don’t…”

“Now don’t be a toxic male. You need to look your best to get ahead in this world, and you can always wear a jacket if you’re embarrassed. You’re not embarrassed, though, are you?”

“Well, I am a little nervous. It’s not like men have boobs.”

“Actually, they do. They hide it, but have you ever looked up gynecomastia? “

“No.”

“Yes. Men get boobs. Silly men, boobs are wonderful. You like my boobs, don’t you?” Before he could answer she went on, “So why should you like having a nice, small pair of your own?”

“Well, uh…”

Suddenly he was experiencing the feel of heat surging through his body.

“Oh, my,” he said.

“What?”

“I feel heat.”

“You’re just getting a hot flash.”

“A what? I am?”

“Oh, yes. All girls get them when they go through puberty. Hot flashes, mood swings, other things. You’d better let me get that A cup for you.”

She finished with his fingernails and he looked at them. The clear coat made his fingers pretty, and he felt a surge of pride.

The following week she bought him new bras, and ripped the B tag off. He thought they were A cups, and he was surprised at how big A cups were, and never realized that he had grown into B cups.

People at work were noticing that Mason was changing. His face was becoming narrower, with higher cheek bones. His eyes looked to be larger and more brilliant.

This didn’t bother anybody, and, in fact, the girls at work liked it.

One day Mason was doing some work at his desk when three of the secretaries entered his cubicle.

“Mason,” said one. “Your eyes are scintillating.”

That’s what she said. Scintillating.

“Oh, uh…”

“And it’s a shame to let them remain so lackadaisical and dull. So…male.”

The three women then put make up on him. The cleaned his pores and primed him, and the boss walked by.

“What’s going on?” Jeanine asked.

“We’re giving Mason a make over. Doesn’t he have pretty eyes?”

Jeanine had to agree, and she said, “Mason, is there something you would like to tell us?”

“No. Uh…what?”

“Are you transitioning?”

“No!”

Yet his own mind was in a state of confusion.

Every day he woke up and looked in the mirror, and every day a more feminine man looked back at him.

He had started to imagine himself with curls instead of just brushed back locks.

“It’s okay if you are. It helps the company comply with government regulations. You might even get a little raise out of it if you are.”

“Oh.”

“So, are you transitioning?”

The three girls stopped working and waited breathlessly for his answer.

“Well, uh…I guess.”

Actually, he wasn’t, but…was he? He was changing, and he didn’t understand it, but everything was so crazy. He was feeling emotional, Lee was dropping hints, the girls wanted to make him up, and…now he was being offered money.

Jeanine nodded. “Excellent. I’ll let HR know. See if I can get you that raise.

Mason went home that night with a made up face, large, expressive eyes with a bit of dark color around them, and even a touch of pink lipstick.

Lee was thrilled.

“Oh! Look at you!”

Mason was embarrassed, but…he felt so good.

Lee took him in the bathroom and, being careful of his make up, she styled his hair.

He was now a woman in man’s clothes.

If he took off his jacket his breasts were obvious.

His lips looked fuller, softer.

Lee put on a darker shade of lipstick.

He stood in front of the mirror and studied himself.

“This is happening, isn’t it?”

Lee nodded. “Yes, it is.”

“But I don’t understand why.”

“Well, honey, I have a confession to make.”

He looked at her, and he looked exactly like a woman.

“When my mother came to visit?”

“Yeah?”

“She explained that what we had done, the sleeping sex, was wrong. She said that that gave you too much authority. It put you too far above me, and it negated both of us. You didn’t feel too good after that, did you?”

He shook his head.

“For our marriage to work one person has to be in charge, and that person must be the woman.”

He stood in front of her, and suddenly he felt like a bad, little boy.

“Think about it. Women are in charge already. We control men, tell them what we want, and they give it to us. And men live under the illusion of being in charge, all because sex makes them think they are bigger and better.”

“But we’re not.”

“Of course not. You men are easily led around by your dicks, and it is the woman who is doing the leading.”

“So…I don’t…”

“So mother told me I had to establish a new balance. We couldn’t go back to the way things were. We had to undo your arrogant, over balanced authority. We had to bring you back to your senses by showing you the truth.

“You’re a man, and you’re not in charge, and the only way to firmly convince you of that was to make you into a woman. Then you would see the difference, and who was in charge.”

“So, I’m not in charge.” The thought was actually a bit of relief to Mason.

“Nope. And from here on out you’re going to wear dresses and lingerie. You’re going to wear make up and be a passenger in my car. I’ll do the driving, and you’ll do the laundry and the housework.”

“But…”

“I know. What if you don’t want to. Sorry. You have no choice. And, admit it, you like what’s happening. You like it when I’m in charge, you like it when I tell you what to do. And I’ve been doing it all along, it’s just out in the open now.”

Mason stood there, confused, but…starting to feel better. Now he knew his place, and it was taking some adjustment, but…all he had to do was relax, give it up, submit, let her do the leading.

“So come on in the back and have a seat at my vanity table.”

“Why?”

“I want to do your nails, and then I want to christen you.”

“Christen me?”

“Yes. In fact, go get a couple of drinks and meet me back there.”

Mason sat at the vanity table and watched as Lee did his nails. She explained about cuticles, how to stroke evenly from the cuticle to the tip, how long to wait for them to dry, how to put a protective coat over his nails, and all sorts of other things.

Mason had no idea that there was so much involved in doing nails.

When she was done with him his toes were painted, he had long fakes on his fingers, and the color matched his lips.

He sat and looked at his hands for a long time.

Lee let him sit there. She knew he was going through changes.

Lee knew that he was at a crossroads. He could totally revolt, but Lee had made it plain, while she put on his nails, that they would be getting a divorce.

That had sure stopped him.

And he pondered.

Male or female.

Wearing dresses of getting divorced.

Learning how to do his own nails, going shopping for heels and lingerie.

How they would divide the property.

And he believed her when she said she would sue him for everything, and probably get a hefty settlement and alimony to boot. She also said that the state tended to side with the woman, and he knew this to be true.

She brought him another drink and placed it before him.

He took it, sipped, and looked at her.

“Well?” she said. “Are you man enough to be a woman?”

Gulping, he nodded.

She smiled and directed him to the bed. “Okay, honey. A wise decision. I hate to see a man have to start all over again.”

She put him on all his front, on his knees, but his head laying on a pillow. That pushed his butt up and made for a perfect target.

She pulled down his panties and began swirling a finger in him, applying a thick glob of lube.

Mason shivered. It was impossible not to, the way she was stimulating all his anal nerves.

“Be gentle,” he whispered.

“Oh, honey. I’ll be super gentle. I want this to be a wonderful experience. I want you asking for me to do this all the time.”

He lay there and thought about that while she put on a strap on. The dildo on the strap on wasn’t big. It was about six inches, but it had big veins on it.

It would be small enough to slip in easily, but those veins were going to give him a thrill.

She moved in and gentle slid into him.

Mason gasped. It was wonderful. After the shock it was nothing but pleasure. He felt full, and complete, and excited.

His cock hung down between his legs, thick and heavy’s nd his balls were full.

Lee was super gentle and loving. She reached under him and massaged him while she poked him. She kissed the back of hi neck and told him how much she loved him.

Then she stopped.

“What?” he gasped.

She blurted, “It doesn’t hurt!”

He waited, feeling the heat, the awe and the wonder.

“When you screwed me it hurt, and…I didn’t like it. But I like this, and it doesn’t hurt you, does it?”

“No.” He was almost ready to cry for the good feelings emanating from his rectum.

“Then we should have been doing it like this all the time. I should have been on the top right from the start.”

“Okay,” and there was an impatience in his voice.

She laughed. “Sorry, babe, but I just that thought, and it seems pretty important.”

“It was,” he agreed, then he gasped as she began to pound into him.

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


Curiosity Feminized the Man!

He finally learned what

happens at a women’s club!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Men are so curious.

They want to know what it feels like to wear bras and panties.

They want to know what it feels like to wear make up.

They even want to know what it’s like to be…uh…penetrated.

The are so curious they are willing to pay the greatest of prices.

Consider the story you presently hold in your hands.

Poor Ted.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I want to know what you really do at these meetings.”

“But I’ve told you a hundred times! We play cards, we drink, we listen to music and relive the good, old days!”

Ted stared at his wife, and doubted her.

Terrible thing to doubt a wife, but there it was.

Sherry sighed. “God, I wish I could convince you.”

She was an auburn beauty. A body with more curves than a mountain road, blue eyes that sparkled, red lips that mesmerized whenever they moved.

But they weren’t mesmerizing Ted right now.

“Let me come spy on you.”

“What?” She stared at him and was astonished.

“I mean it. They meet at the meeting hall at the edge of town, the old lodge. Elks or Mooses or something. I’ve been there, I’ve done work there. There’s a hundred places to hide. I can find a closeted hide. I really want to know what you girls are really doing.”

“But I’ve told you!” Her voice rose in exasperation. “We have a few drinks! We play cards…”

“And you play oldies and talk about the good, old days.”

“Exactly!”

“I’m not buying it. When men get together we go a little crazy. There’s a fight, some guy wants to get a call girl there, and—“

“You think that’s what we do? Have call girls?” She was outraged at the thought, but kept her cool.”

“Not call girls, but something.”

“What? You think we all take off our clothes and have a lesbian orgy or something?”

He grinned. “Now we’re talking.”

“Listen, you idiot! We talk, we have some wine, we talk over the good times! We conduct business for charity events and so on. What you’re imagining is your own imagination! Your delusions! It’s what you want to think happens, and it bears no resemblance to the truth!”

“Then why won’t you let me sneak in and watch?”

“ARGH!”  Sherry threw up her hands and walked out in disgust.

Ted frowned. He knew something more than a hen party was happening. He had heard rumors, and it just didn’t make sense that a bunch of women wouldn’t do something that wasn’t a little crazy!

The next day Ted went to work. He was head mechanic at a dealership and made pretty good money. Also, some of the guy’s wives went to these women’s Club shindigs, and these were the guys that were full of rumor.

And this morning they were really full of rumor.

“I tell ya,” said Chuck Smith, “I heard they bought a case of dildos. All shapes and all sizes. They take these dildos and they use ‘em on each other. They have their little party from six to nine, then, at nine, some of them go home and the crazy ones break out the dicks.”

“Really?” asked Jud Reagan. “They really do that?”

Chuck was a portly fellow, red faced and quite the clown. He nodded and lifted a hand with a couple of fingers up. “Scout’s honor.”

Ted was sitting on a stack of tires by the door, munching on a donut, and he asked, “But how do you know for sure?”

Chuck looked around as if to make sure nobody was listening. Then he spoke in a low voice. “Friend of mine heard a couple of the girls talking at a bar. He said they said…that’s what they do.”

Ted frowned. It wasn’t evidence. It was she said he said he said. It was rumor on top of whisper.

Still, there was a ring of truth to Chuck’s words. Chuck had been around a long time, and he did like to joke and tell tales, but this just sounded true.

“And they don’t let any men into this meeting?” Jud asked.

“I never said that!” Again, he looked around, then he spoke in the important voice of a man who knows things.

“Word has it that they hire studs. They send out to the big city and pay big bucks for these guys. None of them can have a cock shorter than ten inches, and the women, if they want them, and a lot of them do, have to pay a hundred bucks a screw. That’s how they make their big money!”

“Whoa! Goll-eee!” Jud was really impressed. His eyes were wide as fresh cooked pies and he was grinning harder than a pac man about to chomp down on whatever it was that pac men chomped down on.

“I tell ya, kid. Those women are all sex starved MILFs, but they don’t want to get caught. Some of ‘em are married, most of them are married, so they hold these sex meetings and they do whatever they want, and pity the poor guy who stumbles in there.”

“What do you mean?” asked Rod Jergens, who was sipping coffee and sitting on the spring sprung, green couch.

“Man! Word is some guy walked in on that meeting while it was in full session. Those women grabbed that guy, tied him up and sexually tormented him for hours! He was dangling from the rafters, screaming, and the women turned him around like a piñata and sucked on his Willy. Then they dragged him down to the basement, where all the studs are, and they tied a rope around his cock and screwed him for hours. He couldn’t cum, and finally…he expired.”

“Expired? You mean…like…dead?” Jud’s eyes looked like they were about to fall out of his dead and roll not he floor.

“Stone cold dead,” whispered Chuck, and the other mechanics leaned in to hear him talk. “Apparently not cumming like that, for hours at a time, can block up all sorts of vessels in a guys pecker, or his groin, or something. That backs up and causes either a blood vessel to pop, or maybe a clot to form. I’m not sure which. Anyway, that’s what happened. His blood vessels popped, and a clot formed, and it went to his heart and he died.”

There was a profound silence from the mechanics now. A guy who had been screwed to death? That was fodder for the imagination. Heck, a few of these mechanics would love it if they could go out that way!

Ted blurted, “How come the cops didn’t arrest anybody? They couldn’t hide the body. There was nothing about a guy being screwed to death on Facebutt.”

“Of course there wasn’t,” said Chuck. “One of the women is married to the chief of police, or the mayor. I’m not sure which, but he got the story stomped on.”

“So where’s the body?”

“Buried somewhere. Or maybe they just made him a John Doe and snuck him into the crematorium and…wiss!…he goes up in smoke.”

Again, there was a deep silence.

Screwed to death, burned to hide the evidence.

“The police were in on it then,” mumbled Ted.

“Oh, fuck, yeah!” Chuck stated. “Those damn police! They’re always shooting somebody and hiding the evidence. The whole fuckin’ police department is a conspiracy! Right?”

“What’d his balls look like?” asked Jud.

Chuck looked at the younger man and gave a shiver.

“I heard his balls were shriveled up, turned black, like raisins. There wasn’t an ounce of semen left in his body. And his cock…Oh. My. God! It was physically shredded! Like somebody had whittled it down with a cheese grater! And—

DING!

The back to work bell rang and everybody started to get up. They wanted to stay and listen to more, but…it was okay. After all, Chuck would give them plenty more details at lunch.

Ted worked hard that day, but no matter how hard he worked, he had a hard on in his pants.

What Chuck had told him…it was just too detailed not to be the truth.

And his wife! Sherry wouldn’t admit to anything! And she had to know the truth! She was there! She always came home after twelve, said she had to do clean up, but she was there!

She was in the basement with the ten inch studs and boxes of giant dildos.

Ten inch dildos. Monster dildos! Animal dildos! African American dildos! Dildos that glowed in the dark and vibrated so hard the women’s buns  shook their panties off!

Though why they would be wearing panties if they were vibing their pussies Ted didn’t really understand.

The day finally ended, after a couple more stories from Chuck, and Ted headed for home.

Damn! It was hard to drive with that big hog sprouting in his pants!

The guy’s dick had actually been shredded! And his balls imploded! What the fuck!

He turned into his driveway, parked the car and went into the house.

Sherry got home an hour later, and he was already drinking a six pack. He couldn’t stop thinking about what Chuck had said.

But he didn’t say anything to Sherry.

What could he say?

She had already denied it, right to his face, so she wasn’t going to admit it now.

“You okay? Honey?” she asked at dinner.

“Oh, yeah,” he said, biting his tongue.

“You look a little peaked.”

“No…I’m fine. Uh, maybe I got something from the shop. Lotta bugs going around.”

“Oh…well, I’ll get you some aspirin, and you should go to bed early. I don’t want you feeling sick.”

“Okay.” He let the conversation die. He wasn’t sick, he was dying of curiosity.

What happened at the Women’s Club was all he could think about.

A basement full of dicks and ten inch studs. A man being screwed to death and his body hidden by police conspiracy. And his wife wouldn't tell him!

Well, he was going to have to find out. He was going to have to get to the truth of it.

He was going to find out what the women did at their monthly meetings. Or else!

When a man doesn’t know what he is doing he shouldn’t be doing. That’s a piece of wisdom that is absolute truth. Unfortunately, in his determination to get to the bottom of the Women’s Club’s nefarious and sinister sex mania, Ted didn’t remember that little gem.

Thus, he began to check his wife’s phone, and she caught him.

“What are you looking for?”

“Oh, uh…” He thought quickly. “I was just looking for the weather report.”

“That’s not in my contacts.”

“Oh…my finger slipped.”

She stared at him suspiciously.

Then he tried to listen in on her phone calls.

But she always saw him lurking and headed out to the yard and avoided him.

“Are you trying to listen to my phone calls?”

“No…no.”

“What were you doing then, stalking me?”

“No…I just…I wanted to ask you a question.”

“What?”

He was blank, as he had no question to ask. He stuttered, then blurted, “I forgot.”

She tilted her head, looked at him like he was strange, which he was, then just shook her head and walked away.

But it was eating him up inside. Chuck would tell everybody what was happening, and Ted knew things were happening, and Ted wanted to know!

He put an app on her phone so he could track her.

When she found the app she hit the roof.

And, finally, she went to the leaders of the Women’s Club and told them what was happening.

“I don’t know where he’s getting all these ideas, but he thinks we’re having sex parties! He thinks we hire male escorts and screw the night away! He has these outlandish ideas…and I don’t know what to do!

The ladies in charge of the women’s club thought about what was happening. A few ideas were put out.

Sitting Ted down and having a good talk with him. But Sherry had tried that and it didn't work.

Or actually inviting him to a meeting and showing him that nothing was happening. But Sherry said he just wouldn't believe them. He would claim they were not doing their orgy that meeting, but they would at future meetings.

So, they were at a conundrum. How to convince a person who couldn’t be convinced?

There were six women at this particular mini-meeting. Six powerful women, and none of them had answers.

Finally, the leader of the Women’s Club picked up the phone and tapped a number.

“Who are you calling?” asked Sherry.

“I’m calling the state representative.”

The ladies looked at each other significantly.

“Hello, Madge? This is Shiela at…yes! Oh, I know. I will…but the reason I’m calling you, we have a man is totally convinced that we are having sex parties, and…”

Shiela went on to describe what the rumors were. When she was done she listened, then put the cell phone on speaker so everybody could listen.

“Hi, ladies! Wish I could be there with you, but…so you have a problem boy, eh?”

The women all nodded and mumbled that they did.

“Okay, is the wife there?”

“I’m here,” said Sherry.

“Excellent. Now the problem is that you are getting rumors, and we don’t like false rumors. Correct?”

The girls all nodded and muttered agreement.

“The thing to do then is to give them a rumor that is too much to be believed.  You simply have to…” and Madge outlined a program that dropped the ladies’ jaws, then made them laugh.

When the call ended the ladies all looked at each other and grinned.

Shiela turned to Sherry.

“Okay, Sherry? Can we do this?”

“Abso-fucking-lutely!”

Ted arrived home after work. He walked through the kitchen and picked up a Bud Light. He didn’t want to turn into a woman, but, damn! Wouldn’t that be cool?

Laughing at his take on the Bud Light controversy, Ted popped the top, wondered what it would look like if he had his picture on a can of Bud Light, then tilted the beverage.

Gah! It was barely palatable. He had bought the stuff because of all the hoo rah about it, and it was all on special, but it really was sort of stinky beer.

He poured it out and put together a bourbon and Coke.

When Sherry arrived home a short while later he was feeling good. Not drunk, he wasn’t a drunk, but…nice.

“Hey, honey,” he smiled cheerfully.

“What’s this?” she said, eyeing his bourbon and Coke.

He toasted her. “It’s the pause that refreshes.”

“Right,” she spoke dryly. Then: “Have a seat. I want to talk to you about something.”

“Oh?”

They were on the patio and he was leaning over a rail and looking out over the countryside.

He went to a lounge chair and plopped down. Sherry followed him, sat on the edge of the next lounge chair. “Well, this is a cock up.”

“What?” he asked, puzzled.

“I forgot to get myself a drink. Can you stay here for a minute?”

“Sure.”

He stayed, she went and made a drink, then returned and sat back down on the lounge chair.

“So what’s up?” he asked.

“I’ve been thinking about what you want to do.”

Click. His eyes brightened. “You mean about the Women’s Club?”

“That’s what I mean. I’ve been thinking about the fact that you want to hide in the lodge and actually see for yourself what’s happening.”

He sat up and there was a high degree of eagerness in his expression.

“So next couple of weeks there is a meeting. And it would be pretty easy to get you into the place. I’m supposed to see to refreshments, I have to bring a bunch of napkins and stuff, and I have a key.”

“So you could let me in…”

“Early in the morning. About ten. You could help me carry in supplies, then you could find a place to hide, and I would just go home without you.”

“Wow! Oh, wow! Yeah. That sounds good.”

“But…I do have some concerns.”

“What’s that?”

“No cell phone, no recording devices.”

Ted frowned. “I sort of wanted to—“

“No! Absolutely not! Look stuff goes on there that they don’t want known…”

Ted actually rubbed his hands together in glee.

“…and a lot of those women are married. This could destroy marriages. If the husbands found out what their wives are doing at these meetings…I don’t want to even think about what would happen. All the divorce lawyers in town would get rich!”

“But things happen? They really happen?”

“Just like you said,” she nodded.

“Oh, Lord. Wow. This is incredible. And, I heard somebody died. Is that true.”

Sherry controlled herself. He had hint/asked at wild things, but…murder? What the fuck?

Instead of panicking, or just laughing in his face, she leaned forward and whispered, “You can’t imagine the things that have gone on there.”

Ted’s eyes glistened with excitement. He was going to get to the bottom of this thing! He was going to find out the truth!”

“And, in addition to no cell phones or recording devices…you have to agree to never talk about it. Ever. Not as long as you live.”

“Okay. Yeah.” He was all over himself to agree, and Sherry knew he was just talking. He was so taken with this thing he wouldn’t be able to stop himself from talking about the Women’s Club, but that was okay.

“I’m serious,” she said. “If you break your word on this…you’ll think the things the Women’s Club are nothing compared to what I’ll do to you.”

“No problem! I promise. Torquemada couldn’t drag it out of me! They could send me to Quantanamo and water board me. I will never, ever, never say a word about what happens at the Women’s Club.”

“Okay,” she nodded.

Then he blinked. He had had a thought. “Uh…”

“Yes?”

“So why are you suddenly okay with this? You were dead set against me seeing what happens at the Women’s Club. What changed your mind?”

She leaned forward again, then leaned back and took a big glug of whiskey and Coke, like she really needed it. Then she looked around as if afraid somebody was listening to them, and said, “Honey, I can’t be part of this thing any more. The things they do…it’s too much.”

Then he stared to feel…weird.

“But you’ve been there, and you’ve done these things yourself.”

She nodded, looked down in embarrassment, then up at him. “But I’ve had it!” she said fiercely. “No more! I’m quitting and…”

“But that’s more reason for me to record something!”

“No!” She gripped his sleeve and put desperation in her voice.

“Do you know what they would do to us if they caught you?”

“But I’m not going to get caught!”

“If you post the video, or if it reached court—and it would if people saw it and realized what things these women do—then we would be in danger. Our lives would be ruined. We’d be driven out of town!”

“The police would protect us!”

“Don’t you understand? The police are in on it! It’s a conspiracy!”

Ted sat with wide eyes. He had heard, he had suspected, and now, to have everything confirmed…wow!

“Okay. So when are we going to do this?”

“The meeting is going to be on Saturday in two weeks. What do you need to spend the day in a closet or something?”

“I don’t know. Let me think about it. You just make plans for getting me into the place.”

“Okay. And, honey?”

“Yes?”

“Thank you. I know it’s difficult to understand how women can be so…debauched. And I appreciate you not getting mad at me.”

“I just want to help,” he said with a huge smile.

She leaned forward again and kissed him. She said, “Last thing. I’m not going to go to that meeting. I can’t take it anymore, so I’ll just pick you up the next morning. Okay?”

He nodded.

The next couple of weeks went fast…and slow.

Fast because it seemed Saturday arrived before he knew it. Slow because every moment up until Saturday seemed to take forever.

And it didn’t help that he couldn’t talk to the guys at work about it. But he had sworn not to talk.

So he listened as Chuck told his tales, and was near to bursting inside.

He was going to find out!

But he couldn’t tell anybody!

But he could prepare.

He went out and bought an all black out outfit. He had black pants, black hoodie, black ski mask, black shoes. He practiced physical exercises every day. He did sit ups and push ups and ran around the block.

It was only two weeks, but he wanted to be in good shape.

There was an excitement inside his body that was bubbling over. He couldn’t wait to find out the truth!

And the days crept past.

“Okay, honey, are you ready?”

“Oh, yes,” Ted blurted. He came running down the hall and it was all Sherry could do not to laugh.

He looked like an all black Wiley Coyote. It was mostly in his grin, but…those burglar clothes didn’t help.

He was grinning, almost maniacally, and actually wringing his hands.

“Then let’s go.”

He nodded, his head moving a little fast, and he picked up a small bag and took it out to the van.

“What’s in the bag?”

“Binoculars, a rope for climbing, audio enhancement device—“

“Not for recording.”

“Nope. It will just make it so I can hear everything.”

“Okay.

Sherry drove across town. The lodge was located on highway 34, just outside the city limits. It was a big building with two stories, a little out of place, but appropriate for the area a few decades previous.

Sherry backed up the van to the back of the building.

“Okay, babe, time to earn your keep.”

The van was stuffed. There were cases of Coke and Seven up. There were cases of wine and a few bottles of hard stuff, and, of course, napkins and plastic cutlery and table clothes and all the other things that go with big meetings.

Ted had to unload it all, carry it through the big building and stack it in the kitchen. Shortly he was sweating and exhausted. So much for being physically prepared.

It was about eleven when another van appeared. A good looking woman got out and greeted Sherry with a hug, then turned to Ted.

“So this is the hubby, eh?”

Ted offered his hand. “Ted.”

“And I’m Shiela. Listen, do you think I could get the help of a big strong man to unload something?” She placed her hands on his biceps and smiled her pretty, red lips right into his face.

Ted, of course, was a complete sucker.

“Sure,” he said, expanding his chest and actually swaggering a bit.

The thing they moved out of the van was weird.

There was a heavy plate. then there were some stout beams, and finally a couple of thick planks with holes in them.

Ted had never seen furniture like that, but…oh well. He placed them at the end of the hall on the stage and went back to unloading the supplies from his van.

The other van left, and Ted and Sherry were alone, and the van was  finally unloaded.

“Okay, honey, are you ready?”

Ted nodded, a hard grin to his features.

“Where are you going to be hiding?”

“I’ve looked around, and the best place seems to be a closet at the far end of the hall. It holds chairs, but I can move the chairs and put a big fold of rug in there.

“Will you be comfortable?”

“Absolutely. I’ve got my binoculars, my audio device, I’ll be able to see and hear everything. There’s only one thing that puzzles me.”

“What’s that?”

“Does this place have a basement?”

“Not really. There’s a small room for storage, but nobody goes down there.”

“The women don’t…go into a basement?”

“No.”

This was strange, because Chuck kept talking about male whores servicing the women in the basement. And the guy who had been fucked to death, that was supposed to have happened in the basement.

Sherry watched Ted closely. This close to the plan happening, she didn’t want anything to go wrong.

“Is a basement important?”

“No. I just heard…things went on in a basement.”

Sherry nodded. Whatever the source of Ted’s information, it was wrong. A basement?

“We haven't always met in this building.”

“Oh, yeah. That’s it.” Like he had just solved some big mystery.

Ted was her husband, and she loved him, but he sure could be a knucklehead!

“Why don’t you go hide. Do you need to pee or anything?”

“Nah.”

They walked to the back of the hall. There was a closet in which were stored chairs and rugs and things. It didn’t take but a minutes to shift things around, and Ted had a nice, comfy, little hidey hole.

He used thumbtacks to place a black cloth in the front of the hole. He could move it aside, but if anybody opened the door all they would see would be the black material.

Perfect.

Ted crawled into the space, arranged a couple of pillows he had brought, put his little black bag to one side, and looked out at his wife. “Okay, babe. I’m ready.”

“Sherry inspected the space. Plenty big enough, the rugs and the pillows would do for him, and she said, “One last thing. Stay here.”

He cocked his head and watched.

She headed out to the kitchen, then came back two minutes later. She was holding a big bottle of Pepsi and a bottle of Wild Turkey.

“What’s this?” he grinned.

“Some refreshments for the long afternoon. Don’t get too drunk now.”

“I won’t.”

He opened the bottle of Pepsi and took a couple of swigs. Then he poured the liquor into the plastic bottle. He corked it and said, “All right.”

Sherry leaned in, pulled him forward and planted a big kiss on him.

He took advantage of the kiss to grope her sizable breasts, then she held him for a second.

“You’re going to find out the whole truth now. Do you think you’re ready for it?”

He mocked the old Tom Cruise movie. “I can handle the truth! I deserve the truth!”

“Okay. I just wanted to be sure,” which was an odd thing to say.

She backed out, closed the door. there was a little crack between the doors, enough for an eyeball. Enough for him to put his binoculars eyes to the crack and peek out with one eye. Enough for the audio enhancement device to hear everything.

She stood and inspected the door for a long moment. She nodded, her hands on her hips. “Okay, honey. See you tomorrow.”

After Sherry left Ted reclined on his back, his head between his hands, and looked at the dark ceiling of the little closet.

Man, this was it. He was going to get the goods.

He reached over for the bottle of Pepsi. He wiped, and the taste of alcohol was there. Subtle, but there.

That was okay. As he sipped, and periodically replaced the Pepsi with Wild Turkey the drinks would get stronger. He just had to be careful not to drink too much.

He smiled in the darkness, and began the wait.


Part Two

Ted dozed a little. He was quite comfortable, except that it was a little hot in the closet.

That was okay, he kept his throat wet with the big bottle.

Except when he had to pee. Drink a bit and you invariably had to pee.

No prob. He had a wide mouth bottle that had once held milk. He unzipped, dipped his dick through the opening, that was pretty kinky, and emptied his bladder.

He settled back down, was sweating, and didn’t realize that alcohol would make you heat up.

He took off his shirt. He was semi-naked then, but that was okay. Nobody there but him and the mice.

He sighed. He wished he had brought a radio. It would help pass the time.

Ah, well.

The minutes ticked…ticked…ticked.

It was six o’clock almost on the dot when the first two women arrived. They unlocked the big doors next to Ted’s hiding place and strode across the floor.

Ted immediately sat on the rug and peered out the crack between the doors.

The women were sexy. They were wearing tight dresses, like they were going out clubbing. But they were really going to their own depraved party.

Ted immediately got a boner.

He was a little overheated, but not bad. He was also a little dizzy from the drinking he had done to cool off, and which had had the opposite effect.

He took a sip and adjusted his position a little.

More girls arrived, then more, then a huge flood of them.

They were all good looking. Made up. Tight dresses.

In fact, it looked like they had gone out of their way to look good. Like they were all going on a date.

Ted smirked.

With each other!

He watched as the women set up chairs in rows and faced the stage.

Several of the women laid the big heavy piece of wood down, then they produced power drills and bolted the thing to the floor.

What the fuck?

They placed the thickest beam in the center of the platform, then secured it with screws and supports.

Ted puzzled what they were doing.

“They laid the big planks across the top of the main beam, and he got it.

They were building a pillory!

Oh, fuck! He grinned. Some poor fool was going to be trapped and tortured.

Oh, how he wished he had brought a cell phone. This really needed to be recorded.

The pillory in place, they tested it out. One of the woman got behind it, bent over and placed her neck and wrists in the holes, and the top plank was lowered.

She struggled, was slapped on the ass, and everybody chuckled. then she was let go.

Now there were about a hundred women in the hall, and no more were arriving. Liquor was filling red Solo cups and being placed on the steel counter that separated the big room from the kitchen.

Wine, wine coolers, various hard drinks, the ladies started to imbibe.

Music was started up, and Ted watched eagerly.

The funny thing was that the women appeared to be sort of sedate, like they were waiting for something. They just sat around and chatted in low voices.

Well, that would change. The party would start, and this Ted knew. And he simply couldn’t wait.

He pushed on his groin because his cock was so hard, and he even tickled his nipples.

God, he was hot. He wished he could take of his pants. They were uncomfortable, and the heat…

But, why couldn’t he?

He was hidden. Nobody could see him. He could be naked all night and nobody would know!

Ted was just drunk enough that this logic rose up and was heard.

He took his shoes off, then slipped out of his pants.

He was sitting in his underwear, also black, and he was watching all those sexy women, waiting for something to happen.

And it would happen. He knew it would, and the thought excited him.

He pushed his underwear down and gripped his penis.

Fuck. This was hot!

He was the secret pervert! He was the peeping tom who would never get caught!

If only these stupid women knew!

A dozen woman walked back towards the door. They passed out of sight and he kept watching the crowd of women at the other end of the room.

Things were happening. A lot of them were on their feet, and little clusters of women were heavily engaged in whispering. Something was going to happen pretty soon, and he—

The doors burst open and light flooded into his little space.

Ted gave a mighty “EEEK!” Then he yelled “HEY!”

He wasn’t a particularly big or muscular man, but he could have beaten a woman up. Unfortunately, he couldn’t defend himself against a dozen women.

They grabbed his ankles and pulled. He slid out from the little closet, screaming crying and trying to cover himself up.

Now he wished he had kept his clothes on.

A dozen women, with a hundred other women running across the floor to help, held Ted down.

They sat on his arms and legs and chest. One of them grabbed his penis and yelled. “Stop struggling!”

He had no choice. He didn’t stop entirely, he kept giving wiggles, but now the rest of the woman had arrived. A hundred pairs of hands tried to get to him, and they lifted him up. He was toted on the hands of the women, naked through the air. It was like a mosh pit, but ten times worse because he was naked!

Hands touched his buns, clasped his limbs, and it seemed like everybody wanted to feel his dick and balls.

He was carried across the floor, and when he saw where he was headed he started started struggling again.

But now, a hundred women holding him, he couldn’t do a thing.

He was carried up on the stage and his head and wrists placed on the holes of the bottom plank, then the top plank was lowered. The hasp was closed on one side of the pillory and a padlock was snapped.

He was caught! Totally!

He tried to kick, but they caught his ankles and fastened a spreader bar between his ankles.

He was bent over, spread out, and the party was just starting.

Now that he was trapped the women all erupted in cheers. They danced around him, they kissed the side of his face, smearing it with lipstick. One woman lowered a blouse and flashed a big tit. She mashed the tit against his face and he could feel the stiff nipple poking at him.

The worst thing, however, was that they kept grabbing his penis! And his balls!

Everybody was laughing and joking and commenting on his size.

“A little bit small, isn’t it?”

And one women quipped. “Don’t worry. You slap it enough and it will get hard!”

But he was already hard!

“Ladies! Ladies! Please take your seats!”

Slowly, the women left him and descended to the rows of chairs.

To the side he could see along line of women getting liquor from the kitchen.

Many women were standing in the back, grinning as they stared at him.

And their eyes! Their eyes were shiny, avaricious, gleaming with some kind of lust!

Then Shiela took control of the meeting, and Ted realized she was the leader of this club!

“Ladies, let me introduce you to Ted.”

The ladies cheered.

“Ted has always wanted to see how we conduct our affairs,” laughter, “so we decided to give him a front row seat.”

She turned to Ted and smiled. “How nice of you to get naked for us, Ted. Saves us some trouble.”

“Let me go!” he managed to blurt.

Two women were standing next to the pillory, and they moved in and placed a penis gag in his mouth. They ignored his unintelligible protests and buckled the strap on the back of his head.

Ted glared out at the hundred grinning women.

“Okay, down to business. Sally Jenkins, what is the status of the the charity event?”

Sally stood up. She was a babe. Long, blonde hair, big boobs, a real MILF. She commenced to give a long, boring report about donors and finances and other stupid things. But she finished off with: “When do I get to fuck Ted! WHOOPIE!”

Everybody cheered.

Shiela took center stage again. “Now, Sally, you know we have to take care of business before we get to the good stuff.”

Somebody yelled, “I want to see his cock squirt!”

Laughter.

“Now ladies, none of that. Ted is not to be allowed to cum tonight. Tonight is a fact finding mission for him. No pleasure. Right, Ted?”

Ted mumbled stuff behind his gag, but the ladies all just laughed at his efforts.

“Okay, Wanda Smithson! How are the preparations for the Halloween party coming?”

Wanda stood up, a brunette knock out. She was wearing a see through blouse, and he saw through to her uplifted, half bra tits. Those nipples…there ought to be a law!

She moved her red lips and talked, and Ted could only gulp and listen.

“The Principle of Femwood High says we can use the gym. The usual clean up afterward. We do need more volunteers for costumes. I’d like to…”

She droned on.

Suddenly Ted stiffened. One of the ladies next to him had her hand on his cock and was gently stroking. A voice whispered in his ear. “God, I bet you wish you could cum!”

Shiela: “Okay…a report from our treasurer, Jenny Watkins.”

Again, a beautiful woman, full red lips, blue eyes and red hair, and all during her stupid, dull, boring report she kept looking at Ted and licking her lips.

Ted was distracted by the hand stroking him. Every time the hand went up it smacked against his balls, and he groaned periodically.

Then another hand gripped his testicles and began palpating.

“Unh…unh…unh…” He couldn’t help himself.

More reports.

Somebody pinching his nipples.

More reports.

A finger stroking his brown button.

He tried to move, to wiggle, to get away from the seeking digit, but it was impossible. And the digit was all lubed up. He blinked and started and opened his eyes wide as the finger went inside him.

Finally, Shiela turned to him.

“How’s it going, girls? Is Ted all ready for the festivities?”

The girls next to Ted said he was, and Shiela approached him.

“Okay, Ted, I’m going to take the gag out of your mouth. No screaming, or back in it goes, all right?”

He nodded.

She removed the gag, touched his face gently, and asked, “Ted, we want to know what you know about us.”

“Nothing! I swear! I just…”

“You just thought you’d spy on us because we’re all sweet and innocent. Nope. Won’t do it. So let me put it this way, Ted. You can lie, prevaricate, make up stories, and we’ll get to the truth anyway.”

One of the girls next to him jerked on his cock. Hard. “OW!”

“Or you can just tell us what you know. Make it easy. We actually don’t want to torture it out of you.”

Ted was caught. She appeared so sincere. And the hands that were handling his cock and balls were so insistent. He wanted to talk, to come out with everything, but he was scared.

“Okay, ladies. It’s time!” Shiela shouted.

As one, every woman in the hall stood up. They unbuttoned their blouses and showed off their magnificent tits. They shimmied out of their dresses and skirts.

They stood before Ted in panties and bra, with a few tummy shapers and corsets in the mix.

Then his eyes opened wider than he thought possible. They reached into their purses and pulled out strap ons!

Ted stared in horror as they stepped into and pulled the straps up to their hips. He was aghast as the women took dildos out of their purses and began snapping them into place. Within seconds he was staring at a horde of semi-naked women with big cocks jutting from their groins.

“No!” he mumbled helplessly.

“Okay, Ted. You want to come clean now? Or face the consequences?”

“But…but…”

Meanwhile, the finger that had first inserted was back. It was gentle, but insistent. And it was two fingers. And it slopped lubricant all over his ass.

“Come on, Ted. Don’t make us do this to you. If you don’t tell us we will savage you. We will tear you apart. If you talk we will make slow, loving, passionate love to you. Believe me, Ted. You want us to be slow and loving. Now, fess up. What do you know about us?”

Ted was terrified, and his manhood was at risk.

He caved in.

“No! No! I just…I know you have parties.”

“And what do we do at these parties?’

“You…you all…you go into the basement and screw men with ten inch dicks!”

Shiela blinked, but kept going. “What else, Ted?”

“And…and you’re all lesbians!”

“Hmm. Yes. And what else.” She ignored the incongruity of the women being lesbians who wanted men with ten inch dicks.

And Ted, his penis stimulated, standing naked and helpless, and terrified for his life, came out with it.

“I know about the guy you screwed to death!” he wailed.

This was too much for the women. They had been listening to the outlandish lies and keeping it in, but this last one, the idea that a hundred upstanding women of the community would screw somebody to death…it was too much.

Laughter started in the back, was quickly joined in, and shortly every woman in the place was laughing.

They howled their humor. They pointed at Ted and slapped their knees.

Their breasts bounced and jounced with their laughter, and quite a few of them had to sit down in chairs, and one actually fell off her chair.

Ted stared incredulously.

These…these maniacs! To kill people…with sex…and then to laugh about it!

Finally, the laughter died down. Women in the crowd were actually crying for laughter, and they wiped their tears away and checked their make up, still stifling laughter.

“Okay, ladies. Ted has come clean, what shall we do with him?”

Woman after woman raised a hand, stood up and spoke.

“I think perhaps death might not be enough. I mean, it is fun screwing somebody to death, but…there’s got to be more.”

Another stood up. “There’s always castration.”

This brought forth more laughter. Ted failed to see the humor of separating him from his member.

After a few more less than helpful suggestions Shiela raised her hands. “Okay, we’ve heard some great ideas. But…Ted has obviously proven he’s a pervert. I mean, sitting naked in a closet and spying on upstanding women. How can we level dastardly punishments against somebody who is willing to take off his clothes and spy on us?”

Ted didn’t understand. Tears were now coming down from his eyes and dripping on the floor in front of the pillory.

“No, Ted is like us. And the world needs more people like us. The world needs more people who are, ah…uh…wiling to…” Shiela was having trouble speaking. She was keeping everything in. “..willing to..to..screw people to death!”

She lost it, and so did the crowd of women. Again they all descended into howls of laughter.

Ted couldn’t understand it. How could people be so sick? How could they find humor in causing a person to die through sex?

“So how about it? Shall we make Ted one of us?”

Cheers erupted out of the laughter, and suddenly all the women were on their feet. They were high fiving, hugging, and talking excitedly.

And the official part of the meeting was over.

Ted stood in the pillory, his legs forced apart, and hands feeling his most sensitive part. For the most part they fondled and stroked and made him feel good. Then, every once in a while, somebody would slap him in the privates. He would groan, but…even that felt good.

Two women put folding chairs in front of him and began working on his face. They smoothed some sort of facial Nair on his face, waited, then  wiped the burning gel off him.

Behind the pillory several women were also using Nair. They spritzed him with a foam that turned to a gel, and they smushed it into his armpits, his groin, and all over his body.

And wiped it all off when it started to burn.

He was now double naked. He was naked of clothes, and naked of hair.

And the women were drinking. A lot. The kitchen counter was doing a brisk business, and more and more women were going to the hard stuff, sipping their bourbon and their vodka and having a gay, old time.

The women sitting front of him pluck his eyebrows, and he shortly had high arches.

The women behind him wrapped a corset around his waist. Now he was bent more sharply, and they tightened it and tightened it until he could barely breath.

Two women, one on each side, painted his toe nails.

Two women, one on each side, fitted long, fake nails to him and glued them in place.

“We’re using the good glue, Teddy. These aren’t going to come off.”

“And we’re painting them a bright red. The color of your lips.

“My lips aren’t red!”

“They will be,” and the girls dissolved into laughter.

He watched in dismay, out of the corners of his eyes, as the girls painted his fingernails a bright, shiny red.

All the while, women came up and touched him. Fondled him, teased him.

One would stroke him fiercely, until he was ready to squirt, then she would stop, laugh, and walk away.

Again and again Ted was brought to the edge. Again and again he was abandoned right before he could squirt.

And another woman would take over the tease and denial.

The two women cleansed his face, used primer, and carefully made him up. They put blush on him, after a long discussion about the right hues for his male flesh.

They spent a long time making his eyes beautiful. When they were done he had light grey over his eyes, eyeliner and fake eyelashes.

Shiela came up and watched for a while.

“Wonderful, girls. He’s a work of art.”

One of the women murmured. “Don’t you mean she’s a work of art?”

“I do. I do.” Chuckling, Shiela headed for the bar.

They painted his lips, pierced his ears, and several women wove extensions into his hair.

Now he knew he was looking more and more like a woman.

And just when he thought it could get no worse, the crowd of women separated and a hush went over the crowd.

A woman was walking up the center of the floor. She was carrying a black satchel and wore a white lab coat.

No, not a lab coat, a…it was a doctor’s gown!

“What—“

“Gag him.”

The penis gag was shoved between his now juicy, red lips. He couldn’t speak. He could only stare as the woman doctor stopped at the edge of the stage and opened her bag.

“I’m going to need something to lay on beneath him.”

Beneath him? What the hell…?

A low table was brought in and slid under neath him. The doctor laid on it, positioned her self, and started giving him shots in the pectorals!”

He didn’t understand! He didn’t know what was going on! Then he figured it out. Not because of his great intelligence, but because two of the women were discussing it within hearing.

“I’ve never seen vacation boobs.”

“She’s injecting a solution into his chest. It forms boobs, and they’ll last a month or two.”

The doctor spoke from under Ted. “Three months. But I’m using a special solution that might last as long as six months.”

“Nice,” observed one of the women.

“I understand you’re using permanent make up on him, and I figured I might just as well join the crowd.”

Many ladies made complimentary remarks at that.

Ted could now feel his breasts sagging under him. They were getting bigger and bigger, hanging lower and lower, and the doctor finally said, “Okay. We better get him a bra.”

They put a bra around him and it was actually a relief to feel his sagging boobs get support.

“Okay. Like I say, six months. Avoid strenuous exercise for the next day or two. He’ll be fine.”

Several woman spoke up, “You mean she!”

The doctor smiled. “Yes. He’s definitely a she now.”

The women were done with him. He was a long legged, tight waisted, red lipped woman. He had long hair and earrings and…and it was all permanent. Or, at least it would last for months.

Months before he could be a he again.

Shiela called all the women together now, and they all stood in front of the stage and watched Ted.

And Ted watched them.

He looked like them now.

He looked like a woman.

Shiela turned to him. “Okay, Ted. You’ve been having a great time, but let’s face it…you’re a pervert.”

He tried to mumble ‘No!’ But he couldn’t.

“And there really is only one cure for perverts.”

The women were silent, but grinning.

“You see, women need to be protected from perverts. We can’t have sickos following us around, getting naked and jacking off to us. That leads to more and more sick behavior, and finally we have a rape. We can’t have that, can we?”

Ted just stared at her.

“So, we’re going to render you impotent. Temporary, of course. Hopefully you will learn from this experience. Hopefully you will give up being a pervert.”

He tried to say he would. He tried to agree with her, to show that he had already changed his ways, but he couldn’t speak through the penis gag.

He felt the doctor wiping his biceps, then she slid a needle into his arm.

“This is called Depo-Provera. It is a female brith control drug, but it is quite handy when injected into men. It will educe your testosterone. That means you won’t be getting a lot of boners. Hopefully enough to satisfy your wife, but…you won’t be cumming. The shot lasts six months, and hopefully you’ll see the error of your ways and give up being a pervert.

“That’s six months of being a woman, finding out what it is like to be a woman. Six months of seeing what kind of misery a pervert can cause. Six months of men eyeballing you, hitting on you, trying to get into your sweet pussy.

“What’s that?” Shiela cupped an ear as if listening to him. “You say you don’t have a pussy? Ha! Everybody has a pussy! We’ll show you yours.”

With that she turned and gave the crowd two thumbs up and the women shouted their cheers.

Ted stood in the pillory and the women formed a long line behind him. He felt them using him, and…it felt good.

And he was glad, because about fifteen minutes into the activity his dick stopped being hard.

It just dangled between his legs, a limp, noodle of meat.

So he couldn’t get hard again, but he was still horny, and no way to release his horniness. But the women behind him were helping.

They were gentle, not a bully among them. They talked to him, asked how he was doing, and made sweet love to him.

The first few women he had been tight, and it had hurt a little. But once he was used to it it didn’t hurt, and he liked it more and more.

He could feel them as they pushed into him, as they leaned forward and cupped his breasts.

And a lot of them came to the front afterwards. Some of them just wanted him to clean their dildos off, but many of them wanted to kiss him and thank him.

And somewhere during that long night the semen leaked out of him. All those dicks pressing on his prostate, it was inevitable.

Through the night the activities went on. Finally, by morning, the ladies were done and Ted was certainly done.

He sagged in the pillory and half dozed.

The women went home, and Ted was left alone in the pillory.

The sun was shining brightly about nine o’clock when Sherry came to collect him.

Ted heard her walking across the floor towards him and he opened his eyes.

He was dazed, his vision blurry, but he slowly recognized her.

“Hi, honey,” Sherry greeted him. “How’d it go last night?”

He nodded. His whole body felt like a water logged noodle.

Sherry brushed his now long hair back and inspected his face.

The girls had repaired his make up before they left, and he was quite beautiful.

“Oh, my. They really did you good.”

“Uh…” he murmured.

There was a key on a chair next to the pillory, and Sherry uncocked the padlock and opened the hasp. She lifted the top plank and Ted pushed up and managed to slide out from the device.

She lowered the plank and put an arm around him.

He was wearing high heels now, and they were locked onto him. He staggered, and slowly became able to move around.

“Go home,” he mumbled.

“Oh, no. We’re responsible for cleaning up.”

“No!” he sobbed. “No!”

But Sherry was adamant, and they worked long into the day making the place sharp and shiny.

Then, the place clean, she took him home, and it was her turn to make long, sweet love to him.


Epilogue

On Monday Ted went to work. He was wearing a dress and heels and full make up. His boobs were large and voluptuous, and his face was quite beautiful. The corset made his waist thin, and his hair was long and luscious.

He went into the little room with lockers in it and put on his overalls. That didn’t hide his boobs. And he certainly couldn’t hide his pretty, fully made up face. His eyes were scintillating and his lips a shiny, sexy red.

He had, however, trimmed his nails so he could handle tools. His nails were still red and polished looking, but he could spin a wrench.

Everybody at work stared at him, their mouths dropping open.

Chuck came up to him. “Ted? What…what happened?”

Ted stared at his friend and co-worker. This was the guy who he had believed. This was the guy who entertained impressionable youngsters with his war stories.

This was the guy responsible for his condition.

Except, Ted knew his condition was his own fault.

He didn’t have to listen to Chuck, he didn’t have to believe him, but he had.

“Ted?”

And Ted, who had promised never to speak of what had happened at the Women’s Club meeting, stared at his friend, and he whispered, “Nothing.” And he went to work.

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


The Ultimate Erotic Fantasy

Tied down and given what he wants…

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Babe? Haven’t you ever just wanted to be used?”

I looked at my husband. Hank. Sex obsessed. So sex obsessed he earned the name Hank the Yank in college.

“You use me all the time,” I answered.

“No. No. I don’t mean just having sex, I mean you get yourself in a situation where you have no say, and anybody can do whatever they want to you.”

“You mean like…like you’re helpless? Unable to resist or fight back, or anything?

“Yeah!”

We were driving home from a small get together. It was late, we were tired, but…but obviously Hank wasn’t as tired as I was. In fact the energy in his remark, in his persona, was simply crackling.

“Well, I don’t think so. I mean…”

“To be made a prisoner, blindfolded, staked out in a roomful of…of…”

“Strangers?”

“Maybe strangers, maybe just friends who know you.”

“Was Martha flirting with you again?”

He grinned.

“She was! Is this what has led to this…this fantasy? Let her and all her friends tie you to a bed and play with you and…is this what you think of in your fantasies?”

“No. No!” It was obvious it was. “It’s just that, me and some of the guys were talking…”

I listened with a certain amount of disbelief.

“Jerry said that when he was in high school two girls used to tie him up…”

“Now you’re back in high school,” I observed. But he was so excited by his thoughts he didn’t hear me, just kept blurting out his big scene.

“This was back stage in the auditorium, while everybody was eating they would tie him up and jack him off.”

“And did they leave him tied up when they were done?”

That remark sort of irritated him. I guess he didn’t want me to make light of his kinky, little dreams.

“No…they let him go.”

“Then they didn’t really use and abuse him.”

“Of course they did!”

“No, they played with him, probably sucked him a bit, and then let him go. In time for his next class.”

“No. I mean, yeah, he made his next class, but while he was tied up he couldn’t do anything!”

“I hate to tell ya, hubby mine, but if they let him go so easily, it wasn’t really the kind of thing you’re talking about.”

“Sure, it was!”

“No. Being tied up and not let go is what you’re talking about.”

“Well, okay. I guess, but…” he blathered on and I sighed. That was my horn dog hubby. Once he got an idea in his head…and especially a sexual idea.

We pulled into the driveway and he parked. I got out, was tired and ready for bed, and he was still talking.

“I mean, to be truly helpless, to have people do things to you. That’s sort of the ultimate game.”

“I’ll stick to Monopoly, thank you.”

He sang:

Every part loves a pooper

that’s why we invited you…

party pooper, phhht!

Party pooper, phhht!

I laughed. “Well, you’re a funny fellow.”

“Come on,” he challenged. “Let’s flip a coin. Loser gets tied up and used.”

“I’m not going to be tied up and used by whoever.”

That’s when I got it. Seeing the look on his face, the fact that he was bringing this up and pushing it.

“Wait a minute! You don’t want to flip for it, you just want to do it. To have it done to you!”

“No, I don’t—“

“Yes. You do. You want to be tied up and used. Let everybody play with your weenie.”

“I do not!”

We were in the bedroom now and I slipped out of my dress and headed for the shower. He stepped out of his trousers and was right behind me.

“Come on, admit it.” I turned the shower on.

“No! there’s nothing to admit. I was just talking.”

I stepped into the shower and he followed me in and began soaping me up. He lathered my back, cleaned my crack, and began swirling his super slick hands over my boobs.

“Mmm. That feels good.”

He was soaping my nipples, pulled and letting them slip out of his soapy fingers. Every time he pulled I felt a thrill shoot through my body to my pussy. He put his mouth over mine and I groaned into him. He fingered my snatch and my knees became weak. I broke our kiss and hung on to him.

“You really want this fantasy, don’t you?”

“Honey. Barbara. I was just talking with the guys.”

He started soaping his dick up. It was a nice dick. Big and fat and throbbing.

“And did the other guys all want to get tied up and abused?”

“Nobody did!” he protested, then he slid his penis between my thighs. Not into my hole, just between my thighs, and he began slipping it back and forth.

“Oh, fuck,” I whispered. It was rubbing against the outside of my hole, pulling through my labia without penetrating.

He held my breasts, kissed me, all while rubbing that big, veined thing against me. “Want to do a little anal?”

“Not with that soap,” I gasped.

He understood. We had found out, the hard way, that soap in an orifice stings.

He rinsed his weenie. I turned around and braced my hands and feet. I did’t feel like breaking my neck for a little anal probing.

I felt his hands grab my waist and he held me steady and pushed his peeny against my brown hole.

Oh…GOD! I love it when I get a tube steak up the back end. It is the same as the pussy, but so very, very different. A different set of nerves fire. It’s harder to orgasm. Your whole body feels like it’s plugged into an electrical socket and can’t stop shivering.

He moved back and forth, his cock slithering and filling, his balls swinging freely.

“Oh, Heysoos,” he mumbled.

“You like that?” My voice was breaking up.

“Oh, yeah.”

“Is it better than pussy?”

He hesitated.

I managed to glance over my shoulder. “Oh, my God…it is!”

“No…it’s just…it’s just…”

Whatever it was I wasn’t going to find out. At that moment his pecker stiffened up, I could feel his veins in high relief, rubbing against the walls of my love canal, as the semen shot up his shaft. I could feel his juices splattering inside me, deep inside.

“Oh…fuck…fuck…” he could hardly talk, just wheezed his words out.

Then he was done. His hips jerked a few times, but his cock was limping out pretty damn fast.

“Hey!” I complained. “What about me?”

His dick slid out. He let go of me and straightened up, leaned against the stall wall. “Oh, man…”

I straightened up and turned around. I could feel his sloppy soup running out of my butt and down my legs. I really enjoyed that feeling, but I was still horny.

“You can’t leave me high and dry.”

“Jeepers, I’m sorry honey. But look what you did to me.” He held his dick in one hand. It was a slug, just laying across his palm and drooling a final bit of gruel.

“Well, yeah! But you’ve still got a mouth!”

He stepped out of the shower and grabbed a towel. He was all relaxed. “Ew. Eat after I came in you? And…your butthole?” He was laughing as he rubbed the towel over his body.

I followed him, dripping wet, but so damned horny. “What about your fingers?”

He chuckled, turned to me and cupped my chin with his fingers. He leaned forward, and for a second, a deluded second, I thought he might be returning to me. But he just kissed me on the mouth, smiled, and said, “Sorry, babe. I’m done.”

He exited the bathroom and went into the bedroom. I was left with my mouth open and a stupid expression on my face.

I followed him into the bedroom, dripping all over the rug.

“Did you just refuse to pleasure me?”

“Hey! I did pleasure you. And it was great pleasure.” He tossed the towel at me and I batted it aside.

“Is that some of the ‘do whatever you want to somebody crap you’re talking about?”

“I suppose.” He was just laughing it off. “Now, I think I’ll have a sandwich, then go to sleep. You want a sandwich?”

“You know what I want, you selfish bastard!”

“Don’t be a bitch now,” he headed down the hallway and I could hear his low chuckle.

I stood there, dripping wet, frustrated beyond belief. I shook my head, I opened my mouth. I shut it.

Finally, I sort of mentally popped. No man was going to do this to me. Not even my own hubby. Especially not my own hubby.

I went to my bottom dresser drawer and pulled out the big vibrator. The one with three speeds: ‘grunt and groan,’ ‘scream and shout,’ ‘turn inside out.’

I pulled the covers down and hopped onto his side of the bed. I lay there, so pissed off I could hardly see, and let the sheets absorb the water from my shower. I spread my legs, jammed that puppy into my crevice, and turned to the setting to ‘inside out.’

Wham! The vibrations hit me like a truck would run over a wheel barrow. Suddenly I was holding on, gasping for breath and arching. My body started to shimmy and jerk, and suddenly I was squirting. Yes, I’m one of those girls. I actually squirt a bit of juice when I cum. I don’t know why or how, but suddenly I was adding my ‘pussy juice,’ to the wet on the bed.

For a long minute I shook and shuddered, the world turned white hot, then I was done. I turned the vibrator off, pushed it under my pillow, rolled off the really wet spot on his side of the bed, and closed my eyes.

I could have gone to sleep, but I was chuckling inside. I wanted to see his reaction when he laid down in the mess I had left him.

A few minutes later he entered the room, crossed to the bathroom and brushed his teeth.

He he he.

Brusha brusha brusha.

He came back to bed, rounded his side, slid in and—

“What the fuck?” He got out and looked down at the big wet impression I had left for him.

I lay there and tried not to laugh. Mess with me, will he? Deny me, will he?

He pulled the covers off me. “Did you…you fucking squirted all over my side of the bed!”

“Oh, did I?” I fake yawned. “Sorry, but I really had to cum.”

“But…you…I can’t sleep in this!”

“Hunh. Too bad you didn’t get me off when you had the chance.” I stayed on my side, facing away from him. Biting down on a big grin.

“You fucking bitch!” He grabbed the covers and pulled them all the way off me. He stomped out of the bedroom and headed for the couch.

Well, that was inconvenient. I lay there on the top of the mattress and yelled after him, “You’re an inconsiderate bastard!”

He yelled back, “HAH!”

Then I heard him flopping on the couch and trying to get comfortable.

Still, I giggled. We weren’t really mad at each other. We were just playing, and it looked like I had won this round. I got up, grabbed another blanket out of the closet and returned to bed. Shortly I was cutting ZZZs and dreaming of big dicks.

I was laying on a soft cloud, naked, my legs spread. The sun was warm and I felt so toasty good, then I smelled smoke. Smoke?

I sniffed, and looked down, the cloud was on fire! I mean, actually burning! How could a cloud burn? They’re made of water vapor! How could…I jumped up and tried to escape the flames, but two steps in any direction and I was looking over the edge of the cloud.  The flames leaped up, and my hair caught fire!

I ran around the cloud, teetered on the edge, tried to keep my balance, but the flames caught my split ends on fire, then started licking upward on my long hair.

I ran harder, my hair streaming out behind me, flaming and smoking and even crackling.

“Hold still, I’ll put it out!”

I stopped, I don’t know where Hank had come from, but he was suddenly there. He was wearing big galoshes, fireman pants, and big, fat suspenders over his black tee shirt.

He was holding a monster firehose, and he turned a lever and a huge gout of water spritzed me.

I ducked my head down and he sprayed my hair with that huge stream of water. It should have knocked me over, I mean, a firehose? But it didn’t. It just put out the flames on my head, and every time the flames started to grow he sprayed me some more, and I was thankful.

He, of course, was laughing.

Laughing?

Wait a minute…wait…

I struggled up from my sleepy dream, Hank was standing next to the bed, naked, and…he was holding his penis and…HE WAS PEEING ON ME!

“Mother fuck!” I screamed. I jumped out of the bed. He flicked his dick, he was done, and only a few drops landed on me. “You pissed all over our bed!”

“And you came on it.”

“But…you…”

“We’ve got that rubber liner. No biggie.”

I stared at him. I said a whole string of words that you can’t write in a book. Things like douche brain and anal sucker and the fact that he was never going to get in me again as long as he lived.

He just chuckled and got dressed. “Threats, threats. How childish.”

I stared at him, and, dammit, I felt it bubble out of me. An actual laugh.

He turned to me, happy look on his face, then we were both laughing.

Part of our never ending game of ‘gotcha.’

Crap, and this meant that he had won. Mofo.

We laughed and laughed, then chuckled, and I said, “You know I’m going to get you back for this?”

“I would be surprised if you didn’t.” He knotted his tie and looked in a mirror.

“Well,” I said, looking down at my pee drenched body. “I guess I better shower.”
“Why?” he chortled, then he was out the door and gone.

I stepped into the shower and cleaned myself off. Even as I rinsed the pee out of my locks. I was chuckling.

Heck, it was a golden shower. We had done that. We had done just about everything. So how was I going to get him back for this latest outrage?

How, how, how?

I was still trying to figure out when I went to work.

“You sure look like you’re thinking.”

I turned to Izzy. She was smiling at me.

I sighed. “I’m trying to figure out how to get back at Hank.”

“Are you guys still playing that stupid ‘gotcha’ game?”

“We are,” I sighed. “And he’s ahead.”

“Do I dare ask?”

“Sure.” I told her of me getting the bed wet, and him getting my hair wet.

Izzy started laughing. “He actually pissed on you? Ew! How gross!”

“Only until you do it to your hubbie. And then he does it to you.”

“Heck, Tom’d never do that.”

“Yeah, right.” I snorted.

“No, seriously. I could piss all over Tom and he wouldn’t ever try to get me back.”

“Come on.”

She scooted her swivel chair over, picked up a folder and opened it so it looked like we were talking over a contract. It was what we did when we wanted to have a little chat on company time.

“I know that Tom would take what I give him because we’ve been where you are.”

“Tom? A practical joker?”

“Oh, yeah. And I would bet he was just as good, if not better, than Hank.”

“What kind of jokes did Tom do?”

“Well, there was the time he coated my bar of soap with clear polish. I was rubbing and rubbing that thing. Then I threw it out, and he had coated all my soap. I opened the curtain and he’s sitting there on the toilet, busting a gut.”

I smothered a giggle.

“Then there was the time he put a clown mask over a head of cabbage, painted the teeth red, and put it in the toilet. I lifted the lid and about had a heart attack. And he was standing right behind me.

he actually fell down and held his belly and laughed until he was almost sick.”

“Holy…” I was in awe. These were really good jokes, and it gave me some ideas, then I controlled myself.

“So how did you finally…cure him?”

“I did the ultimate. I gave him what he wanted.”

“What did he want?”

“Oh, you know boys. They’re always so kinky. They want to be tied down by a pack of girls and molested.”

“You didn’t!”

“I did. I hired a bunch of strippers, and they had boy friends, and one night…” she grinned.

“Oh, my God! What did they do?”

“Everything.”

“Define everything.”

She lowered her voice, leaned close to me and told me. My jaw started to drop. My eyes blew out. I couldn’t speak. When she was done I could barely squeak out, “No!”

She sat back and smiled.

And I thought…do I dare?

And the answer was, of course…hell, yeah!

The next week was interesting. Izzy gave me the number of the stripper and I called her up, told here Izzy had recommended her, and listened to a very, throaty chuckle.

“So you have one of those horn dogs that needs The Cure.”

“Well, I’m not sure. I don’t want him hurt, or anything. I don’t want him permanently broken. But…he’s a practical joker who doesn’t know where to stop.”

“Tell you what. Why don’t you come by where I work. You can meet some of the girls and guys I play with, talk with us, and we’ll figure out whether this will work.”

I thanked her and hung up the phone.

That afternoon I hopped into the car and drove over to ‘Little Susie’s Diamond Mine.’ It was a garish place, set back from the road, and it advertised ‘live girls.’ Which made me laugh because…what’s the alternative? Dead girls?

I walked across a boardwalk, entered through the front door, and found myself in another land.

Dark, music like Pink Floy on uppers, a couple of mirror balls.

A huge beast of a man who growled at a fellow who was being obnoxious and almost made him shat, then smiled a cheerful and happy smile to me.

“What can I do for you, good looking?”

“I’m looking for Charlene.”

He pointed a massive finger. “Corner table. This business?”

“Yes,” I peered through the gloom and saw the table.

“Excellent, I’ll have Charlie send over a beer.”

I walked through the place. There was maybe twenty guys around a raised platform. On the platform a girl twirled around a pole. She raised her legs in a V, turned upside down, spun down. 

her large breasts were all over the place. She had very athletic boobs.

“Hi, Charlene?”

“Hey, girlfriend. You must be Barbara. Sit here.” she moved over and I slid into the booth. A guy and a girl were on the other side and they introduced themselves as Ronnie and Jessica. Jessica was obviously a stripper. She had large breasts that were covered by a fringe of cloths. Her hair was long and I could imagine her circling her head and whipping it at the customers.

“So you want the Horn Dog Cure.”

“If that means curing my husband of practical jokes, you betcha.”

“Okay. Ronnie, hand me that clipboard and pencil.”

Ronnie did so.

“Okay, so let’s discuss this thing. Do you have a location?”

“No.”

“Can you afford $500?”

“Yes.”

“How brutal can we be with…what’s his name?”

“Hank. And, uh….I guess pretty brutal. I mean, don’t break him, I don’t want him harmed, just taught a lesson.”

“Do you want him to know what’s going to happen before it starts?”

I thought about that one. I mean, probably the only time it would ever happen, so… “No.”

“Do you mind if we tie him up, spank him, make him drink hard liquor?”

“No, no and no.”

She smiled. She was making marks on her clipboard.

“Okay. Do you care where his dick goes?”

“You mean you’re going to, uh…”

“Do you care if our pussy’s get all over his dick?”

I thought about it. In for a penny…in for a pound.

“No.”

“Do you care if we use his butthole?”

Again, more thought. A beer showed up and I found I was drinking it, thinking about the games we played. I had played with his brown button, and he did seem to like it.

“I’m not sure.”

“Okay. How about we cross that bridge when we come to it. We’ll play with his butthole, if he responds then we’ll put stuff in it.”

“Stuff?”

“Butt plugs, dildos…do you care if Ronnie fucks him?”

Hmmm, hmmm, and hmmm.

“I think he might get weird, but a butt plug is fine, I don’t know about the dildo.”

“Something we’ll figure out on the moment?”

I nodded.

“Okay, when do you want this to happen?”

“Whenever is convenient for you.”

She nodded, studied the clipboard, then asked the others, “Anything else?”

Ronnie and Jessica shook their heads.

“Okay, then this is how we’ll play it. $500. That’s a $100 for this place for a couple of hours, and $100 each for me and three friends. You have until Thursday to think about it, make sure you want to do it, then we’ll expect payment up front. The whole $500. It’s up to you to get him here late Friday night. We close at two. If you want to get here earlier that’s fine, we can let the air out of your tires or something to help him stay late. And we can just tie him up and leave him in the back room until we’re ready for him. If you have any last minute thoughts about what we should do to him, let us know any time before Friday night. Does that all sound okay with you?”

I nodded. I understood, and my heart was quivering. I was about to get my husband kidnapped and fucked, and he wouldn’t know a thing about it.

“Oh, one other thing, if you have some video equipment bring it by and we’ll film the whole thing.”

I nodded again, then: “Do many people do this?”

Without hesitation, Charlene smiled. “All the time. In fact, we’re talking about starting a business. A regular business where we do nothing but this. You would be surprised at how many wives want a little common sense for their husbands, or just to give them a thrill. We’ll have to raise our rates if we do. We’re going to want to rent a place to use, we can do fantasy scenarios, the whole bit.”

“Wow.”

“So you just snuck under the wire, but if you can give us a good review…” she shrugged.

“If you do the deed then I will write the best review in the world for you.”

She grinned, raised a hand to the bartender and made a motion. A minute later he was there with more beers.

“I’ll drink to that,” she said, and we all hoisted mugs and glugged.

I scooted on home and barely beat Hank. I quickly hit the head and brushed my teeth to get rid of the smell of beer, then I jumped in the pool to get rid of the odor of cigarettes.

“Hey, babe!” He came through the sliding window and jumped into the pool. Fully clothed. That’s my happy Hank.

We swam for a while, made out, I got naked, and then left him high and dry.

That was one of the things Izzy had asked me to do…don’t let him cum. The hornier he was the better.

But, he wanted to cum. And I knew if I didn’t let him pump his jizz in me then he would find a way to do it on his own.

“Hey, honey?”

“Yep?” He nuzzled my neck and squeezed my breasts. I groaned, and wondered how I would make it to Friday night without cumming.

“Let’s go a couple of days without.”

“What?” he squeaked in mock outrage. “You’re going to deny your loving husband his rightful due?

“Just till Friday night.”

“What’s Friday night?”
Fuck.

“Nothing. Oh, we can go out, but…I made a bet with Izzy at work.”

“Dizzy Izzy?”

“She’s not dizzy, but…yeah. We made a bet.”

“About what?”

“About the amount of ejaculate our husbands produce.”

He laughed, “Man, you are crazy. Are you gonna jack us off and compare the amount of our spunk?”

“No. But, we decided we’d jack our men off into a cup and measure it. I told her that you would have LOTS more semen than Frank.”

“Well, I won’t in about five minutes. I’m about to squirt my load.”

“No, I’m serious. I really want to see how much gizz you can produce.”

He groaned. “You’re not serious.”

“I am serious. But I’ll make it worth you while. You let me play with you, get you all horned up, and don’t screw me or jack off, and I will let you do anything you want to me.”

“Anything?” I could see him thinking about anal. HWe had played with our butts, but he’d always wanted to explore my hienie with his peeny all the way. This was his chance.

“Isn’t that what you were talking about the other night? Getting tied up and having stuff done to you?”

“Well, yeah, but…”

“Of course if you want me to tie you up and…you know…”

I leered suggestively.

He didn’t even think about it. He wanted a fantasy where he got raped by beauty queens, but he was too chicken. But he wasn’t too chicken to tie me down and do whatever.

Two faced bastard, I thought, but I was grinning on the inside.

“So, when? Tonight?”

“Oh, no, you got to let me have my fun. Three days. This Friday night. I’ll play with you, suck you, stroke you…all week…but come Friday night we’ll have a little party and I will get my pound of gism. Then I will let you do anything you want.

“On Saturday. When I’ve got a full load again.”

“Very well. Friday you’re mine, and Saturday I’m yours.”

“Deal!”

“Okay,” I agreed.

“Okay, bitch, get down and suck me. Get me ready for Friday night.”

I like cock. I like sucking my man off. I enjoy the sound he makes, the way he turns helpless in my hand. But, there are times, every once in a while, when I don’t want sex.

This night, I actually wasn’t in the mood. I had had a couple of beers and I just felt like sitting around.

But, with this deal going, I wasn’t about to slack off.

I dropped to my knees and undid his zipper. His pecker burst out, fully engorged, already horny.

“Heysoos Xristo!” I whispered.

Hank heard me, and he exulted, “Baby, you’re going to be doing a lot of sucking for the next few days.

Heck, I should have known he would like this. He always likes a good contest, and the chance to be ‘manlier’ than his friend? That was his cup of tea.

Tuesday night arrived, and I spent an hour on my knees. Then I stroked him continuously for another hour.

He was gasping, almost cross-eyed with the desire to shoot his load, but he kept to his word, and when I brought him to the edge time after time, he allowed himself to back off, cool off, and wait.

Wednesday. I sent him off to work with a big, red, dripping penis. And I met him at the door with large kisses, roaming hands, and a perverse desire to get him as hard as a man can get.

He obliged me.

His cock was stiff, throbbing, pulsating, dripping. His balls were actually bluish. I thought that was a myth, that men’s balls can turn blue, but they can! And it is really cool when they do. You do the slightest thing to them and the man twitches and jumps like somebody  smacked them with a whip.

But a good whip.

Thursday. I tied him to the bed and spent hours pleasuring him. Without letting him cum, of course. He was starting to look a little wild now. All the teasing, all the juices stored up in him, I knew he was ready to pop. It took only a few seconds to edge him, and then I had to back off. And I had to wait longer and longer between edgings.

He began to beg now. To plead for release.

I chuckled and refused. But I did jack off on him.

Well, Jill off.

That’s right, I broke out my trusty, old vibrator and sat on his belly. I pushed that puppy into my snatch and jammed it in and out. Talk about him feeling a little wild…I was feeling a little wild. And, fuck, it felt good when I finally popped. I was shuddering and quaking and spasming so hard I fell off him. Fortunately I didn’t fall off the bed, but I lay next to him, my body pressed against his, jerking and twitching and moaning.

When I finally recovered and pulled myself back up on top of him…he was actually crying. Tears were streaming down his cheeks.

“Oh, honey!” I kissed his tears away.

“Please…please do me!”

“Oh, you know I can’t. Not after investing so much time in this ‘hornicizing.’ I know you’re going to win. You’re going to have more cum in you than Frank ever thought of having.”

“I don’t care about that…I just need to cum! Measure me now, give me relief! Don’t torture me any more.”

Well, I backed off, and I gave him a massage and I brought him a bourbon and Coke and held it for him and I let him calm down.

And I wondered what Friday night was going to be like for him.

Heh.


PART TWO

On Thursday, before I tied Hank up and tormented him to tears, I dropped by Little Susie’s Diamond Mine. I was greeted like an old friend by the huge monster at the door, whose nickname turned out to be ‘Monster,’ and shortly I was sipping beer and going over the final plans.

As Charlene laid out the program and went over the details I let my eyes roam over the roadhouse.

It was afternoon, only a few horny men watching the pole dancer. The music wasn’t overly loud, and it was all polite and sedate, which really didn’t prepare me for what I was going to walk into on Friday night.

And, on Friday night Hank and I went out for a dinner. We went to Jocko’s and had steaks. Santa Maria style. MMMM!

Then we took a short drive, and I was wondering what I should say to get him to Little Susie’s. I mean, you don’t suddenly get up at one in the AM and go to a roadhouse. Well, at least we didn’t.

Fortunately, I had talked with Charlene extensively about this. I didn’t want to lose money by not showing up, and she wanted to earn money by having me show up.

So we drove around the lake. We had a small bottle of bourbon, a half pint of Jack, and we stopped to look out over the water.

He was so horny that he couldn’t wait to stop and make out, and feel my little hand slipping into his zipper and stroking the monster. So we actually spent a couple of hours just driving and getting horny, and he didn’t object. After all, sometime tonight, he was assured, he was going to get to squirt.

We meandered over to the roadhouse, and when we saw it up the road I blurted, “A roadhouse! Let’s go!”

He looked at me sideways. He was primed, he wanted to go home and measure out a cup of cum. A roadhouse?

Still, he was horny, so he pulled into the parking lot. The car tries scrunched over gravel and he found a place in the back.

We got out of the car and walked, arms around each other, around to the front. We stepped up on the boards and sauntered to the entrance.

Monster was there, looking bigger and more monster-y than ever. Fortunately, he had been told what was going to happen, and he played his part perfectly.

“Hey, folks. What can I do for you?”

“Came to see the show,” Hank responded.

“Little crowded right now,” he let his eye roam over me. “Course ladies get in free.”

“You’ve got room for her but not me?”

Monster put on his face. To Hank’s credit he didn’t budge.

I quickly stepped between them. “I always wondered,” I asked, looking up at Monster. “Do big man have big dicks?”

He put his head back and guffawed.

Hank near twisted his head off looking at me.

Monster said, “Go on in folks, but if you ever want to find out…” he grinned at me.

I smiled back. It was perfectly rehearsed and played, and Hank took my arm and whispered to me, “I can’t believe you just said that!”

“What’s he going to do? Beat up a lady?”

“Uh, no, but…”

Then we were into the bar, brushing through some beads and stepping into the crush. And it was a crush. I had been there when twenty people were there, now there must have been six or seven hundred.

Time passed, and it was getting close to midnight. Hank had a beer, then I brought him a bourbon and Coke, and I made sure he stayed lightly high, and I encouraged him to watch the floor show.

“Would you like to be cock deep in that one?” I whispered in his ear when Izzy took her turn at the pole dance.

He looked at me.

“Hey, it’s just a fantasy. Go on, imagine you are sucking her big tits. Imagine her sucking your cock.”

“Fuck, babe.”

“What, not horny enough to have a fantasy?”

He laughed. “I am so horny I can’t believe it. I must have a gallon of cum in my balls. Believe me, you are going to get more than a cupful tonight.”

I laughed and kept talking to him. Both hands on the clock had barely passed twelve when Izzy gave me the high sign. I nodded and stood up and kissed him and headed for the bathroom.

He watched me for a second, then turned his head back to the floorshow. A red-headed girl was twirling her nipple tassels and his eyes were going round and round.

I walked down the short hallway, I knew Hank could see me, if he could take his attention off the girl on the stage, and I waited.

Monster came into the hallway and stood opposite me. “You ready?”

“You’re not going to hurt him, are you?”

“Not a chance. I’m a pro at this stuff. I used pro wrestle. I know how to slide a punch and sucker a guy in just right.”

I nodded, still a bit of worry in my heart. And I thought it was funny, I was about to sexually abuse my husband, and I was worried about him getting roughed up.

“Okay…oh, he’s looking at us.”

Monster picked me up and carried me towards the storeroom.

I flashed Hank a panicked look, and I saw him leap out of his chair and run after us.

Monster did know his stuff. He was gentle as a lamb, and he ducked down so I wouldn’t hit my head when he carried me through the doorway.

Two other bouncers were waiting for him. Both of them were big. “He’s coming, guys.” Monster carried me across the room. He lifted me and twirled me around, took my breath away, then he was holding me, bending me back, yet not hurting me, and looking like he was forcing himself upon me.

Hank crashed through the doorway.

Monster put me down and turned to Hank with a snarl. Hank hit him, and I could swear that he really clobbered him, but Monster turned and actually winked at me, then the other two bouncers had Hank.

I screamed, and tried to hit Monster, but he just picked me up again, I was starting to like all his muscles, and snapped over his shoulder. “Put him on ice, guys. Then you can take your turns with this little bitch.”

He hustled me into another room, closed the door and put me down. I could hear Hank yelling, then the yelling was muffled, then there wasn’t any yelling.

“You okay, honey?”

“I’m fine. But you are strong.”

He smiled. “Mama’s milk. Come on, let’s get ready for the big show.”

Monster took my hand and led me through a string of back rooms. We came out in a hallway, up a short flight of stairs, then we stopped in front of a thick curtain.

“You’ll be able to open the curtain six inches, aim the camera through, he won’t see you at all.”

“You’re sure?”

“Done this before.” He disappeared into the gloom.

I stood for a moment, then cracked the curtain an inch. I looked around and could see my video camera on a stool. Perfect. I moved the stool and and set up the camera.

On the other side of the curtain I could hear raucous music. Through the little one inch slit I could see men leaning onto the stage, dollars clutched in their horny, little hands.

Just a couple of feet from me I knew one of the girls was climbing up and down the pole, sticking out her long, sexy legs, flirting and teasing the men with her sexual moves. I had never done this sort of thing in my life, but it sounded like fun. I grunted to myself. I was getting used to teasing men and laughing. Then I grinned. Maybe that was a good thing.

Time passed and I glanced at the timer on my camera. Seemed like it was taking forever, but slowly the time clicked down. Then men started leaving, last drinks were downed, and the floor show ended.

I heard girls in the hallway behind me, chatting as they prepared to leave for the night. Fifteen minutes after two it was silent, and I knew my personal show was about to begin.

I heard noises, I focused my camera on the little parquet dance floor where Charlene had told me they would be working on Hank.

Suddenly I caught a flash of light. It came from the bathroom hallway, and I knew they had opened the store room door.

I held my breath, and Monster and the two other bouncers rolled Hank into the room. He was face up on a gurney sort of bench. His ankles were fastened to the sides, as were his wrists. The gurney had a hump on it, and Hank’s cock was sticking straight up.

I covered a giggle. They already had him naked and afraid!

Charlene and Ronnie and Jessica and Monster took places around Hand. The other two bouncers disappeared.

Hank stared at them, but said nothing, then I realized he had a gag in his mouth.

“What do you mean trying to hurt my boys?” Charlene said. She was wearing her stripper outfit, and her boobs were monstrous. I had never seen so much flesh in my life.

“Mmmglmmm!” Hank tried to yell.

She turned to Monster. “So he broke into the back room and assaulted you?”

“Yeah, man. I was doing his wife. She’s a juicy, little piece.”

“Where’s she?”

“Sitting in the back room.”

“You didn’t tie her up?”

“Nah. She doesn’t want to leave.”

“MMmmmghejmm!”

“Shut up,” Charlene said, and she grabbed Hank’s dick.

“AhhhmmA!” he yelled.

She stroked him lightly, flicked the head of his cock, and said to Monster. “You gonna fuck her again?”

“That sweet snatch? You bet!” He turned to Ronnie. “You want some fine pussy, man? She really knows how to fuck.”

Ronnie nodded. “Yeah, sure. She doesn’t bite, does she?”

The two men laughed and sauntered out of the room.

I checked the camera. It was perfect. The dance floor had a spotlight on it and the surrounding area was dark.

Charlene turned her face towards me, was obviously looking at me, and gave a thumb’s up and a grin. Then she turned back to business.

She grabbed his cock again. “How about it, sport, you want a little pussy? Your wife’s getting some…you want some?”

“Mhhhmmmfg!”

“I hate it when they can’t enunciate properly.”

Jessica moved forward, laughed, and began stroking Hank’s thighs. I knew the feeling of her hands on his sensitive skin must be driving him crazy.

“Say, you know this is a pretty good-sized cock.”

“It is. His balls are a bit big, but the cock, I wouldn’t mind having that in me.”

“What do you say, sport, would you like to experience the finest pussy this side of the SPCA?

Hank tried to struggle, but was well bound.

“I think he wants to say something.”

“So what? Men should be fucked and not heard.”

“Yeah, but what if he’s a funny boy and makes us laugh?”

“Well, there is that. But I’m telling you…if he starts screaming or something I’m just going to plug him up. I mean really plug  him. You know what I mean?”

Jessica giggled. “Sure. You’ll put the peeny gag back in and plug up the other end, just in case.”

“You got it. You still want to take the peeny gag out?”

Hank wasn’t trying to talk now, but listening. His eyes were wide and shifting back and forth. His head was able to move sideways a little.

“Sure.”

Jessica lifted up a stretchy strap around the back of Hank’s head and extracted a thick, two inch penis from Hank’s mouth.

Oh, my God! I thought. I knew he had been gagged, but…with a penis? I could imagine the humiliation going on in his mind and I almost laughed out loud.

“Please,” he croaked. “Let me go.”

“Sounds like a frog. Go get him a drink.”

“Whacha like, sport?”

“Please let me go. This is…against the law.”

“If you don’t tell me what you want I’ll piss in your mouth. I might piss in your mouth anyway.”

Hank looked back and forth, he whispered, “Bourbon and Coke.”

“One Coke High coming up.” Jessica sauntered off towards the bar.

“Where’s my wife?”

Charlene leaned on him, stroked his cock again. “She’s off getting her pussy made larger. Do you know how big Monster is?” she shook her head as if disbelieving.

“You’ve got to let us go. We didn’t do anything.”

“Well, isn’t that interesting. He says your wife is a cock teaser, and you…you actually tried to beat him up. And for what? Just for him doing what your wife wanted.”

“No…no…”

Jessica arrived with the Coke High. “How’s he going to drink this?”

“Hold his nose and pour.”

Jessica giggled. She pinched Hank’s nose and waited. Hank opened his mouth to breath, and got a big glug of liquor down his throat. He made choking sounds, and the girls laughed. “He ain’t much of a drinker.”

“No. He doesn’t know how to drink.”

Hank was gasping and trying to clear his throat to speak again.

“Say, you want to try out his peeny?”

Jessica walked around him. He raised his head and tried to follow her with his eyes. “That’s not a bad idea. I mean, his wife is getting a little pleasu—“

“A LOT of pleasure…”

“—so why shouldn’t he?”

“No…No! I don’t want—”

Charlene pinched his nose and poured a bit of his drink into his mouth. He shut right up and tried to keep up with the flow of alcohol.

“Now, listen, sport. You don’t get a vote in this here election.” She looked back up at Jessica. “You want to go first?”

“Let me taste him, first.”

She leaned over Hank and took his cock in her mouth. She stroked his shaft with one hand and lightly slapped his balls with the other.

Hank groaned. I had been teasing him for a week, he was primed, I wondered what this was like for him.

Jessica backed off. “Damn, he’s close. His cock is pulsing and his hips are trying to fuck me.”

“Your mouth.”

“Yeah, that’s what I meant.”

“So you don’t want to fuck him?”

“Not if he’s going to cum in me. There’s no telling where that dick has been.”

“Please,” he was crying. “I don’t want to have sex.”

“We could always deaden it. That might help.”

“Deaden it?” Hank blurted, not liking the words.

“We could. He might still cum.” She leaned over him, looked into his face. “Hey, how come you’re so ready to shoot? Doesn’t your wife give you any?”

Jessica snickered. “That’s why he came here, to watch us, and he’s probably been playing pocket pool the whole time. He’s ready to squirt his brains out.”

Charlene laughed. “Okay, why don’t you check on his bitch, and I’ll go get something to make it hard for him to cum.”

“What? No! Please, let me go!”

The two girls headed in different directions. Jessica went towards the back room, where I was supposed to be. Charlene walked straight towards me. She mounted the stage and slipped through the curtain right next to me.

“How we doing?” she handed me a drink. It tasted like a light tequila.”

“I can’t believe it. He’s totally freaked!”

“And he’s gonna be more than totally freaked when we’re done with him. You filming okay?”

“I’ve got everything.”

I took another sip of the tequila. My throat had been dry with the excitement of the scene, and it went down smooth and kicked hard. “Wow. Thanks.”

“My pleasure. Well, time to get back to work.”

She squeezed my arm and then slipped back through the curtain. Between the couple of inches of parted curtain I saw her walk back towards Hank.

“How’s Miss Sweet Tits doing?”

“Oh, she’s liking it. She’s sucking Ronnie while Monster fucks her. Did you know she likes anal?”

“Really? I wouldn’t have thought a little priss like her would.”

“She says she’s never done it before, but she certainly likes it now. You should take a look. She’s like a little choo choo train going back and forth between the guys.”

Charlene chuckled. “Yeah. I’ll have to see that. But first we got to handle Mr. Too Eager to Shoot.

“Hey, Mr. Eager, you ready for this?”

“Please, I don’t know…you’ve got to let me go! I won’t tell anybody.”

“Charlene had a bag on the floor next to the bench thing, and she took out a little pump bottle. She squirted a fine mist all over Hank’s cock.”

“What are you doing!? What’s that!?”

“It’s going to numb you up so you don’t cum too fast.”

Charlene took out a rubber, ripped the foil, and started rolling it down Hank’s stiff cock.

“And this is so none of that cock numbing spray gets on us.”

“Nothing’s worse than fucking some bozo and not feeling it,” agreed Jessica. She had her hand under his butt and was feeling his ass.

“Hey!” He blurted.

She giggled. “Feels like he’s an ass virgin.”

“Really?” Charlene was rolling a second rubber on him. “We’re going to have to fix that.

“Don’t touch me!”

“Jessica picked up a jar of lube. She took the top off, stuck her thumb in it, and held her thumb for him to see. “You see this? It’s going where the sun don’t shine!”

Charlene unrolled a third rubber on his dick.

Jessica put her fist under his ass and pushed her thumb up. She began poking his asshole with her thumb, getting it a little bit in and swirling it around.

Hank gasped, and for a second I thought it hurt, but it didn’t.

“I think he likes it.”

“Is that true, sport? Do you like a little anal?”

“Probably has his wife do him with a strap on every night.”

“That’s probably why he’s so horny and ready to squirt.  He’s been taking it and not giving it.”

“Hey…hey…” but his voice was weak.

Charlene pulled up a chair and stepped up on it. She threw a leg over Hank and slid down his dick.

Hank’s eyes bulged. He was getting it from both sides. It looked like it felt good, what he could feel of it with his cock; I was sure he could feel everything with his A-hole.

“Come on, bozo,” Charlene encouraged. I know you don’t like to squirt, but you can at least me give me a ride.”

Hank tried to wiggle, but it was more of a weak attempt to evade the anal invader.

“That’s better, but you got to work harder. Jessie, make him move.”

Jessica took her hand away from his ass. She picked up a butt plug and held it in front of his wide-eyed face. “Here you go, sport.”

She lubed it up good, and I realized she had been thumbing his butt to make sure he was well greased. Now she slid the butt plug into his hienie.

Hank gave a gurgling kind of shriek, then the plug slipped past the ring and hit bottom.

“Agh….agh…”

Jessica started moving the plug around, jabbing it and stirring it, and Hank started lurching. His hips went up and down and Jessica held on.

“Yeah, baby, this is good. Do him some more!”

For a long minute the two girls manipulated him, then, without warning, Charlene bucked and froze. “Stop!” She gasped, and I could tell she was cumming. Her hips were spasming, and she kept jerking her body.

Jessica left the butt plug in Hank and leaned over his face. Her lips were close to his, and she said, “Now you’re acting like a man.” She kissed him, gently, tenderly, and Hank had no choice but to kiss back.

“Fuck a duck!” wheezed Charlene, climbing off him. “Now that is what I’m talking about.”

Jessica kept mouth fucking Hank’s mouth. From where I sat with the camera whirring it looked like she was a grade AAA kisser, and she was giving Hank the works, pulling on his nipples as she did so.

“You want to try him?”

“Sure.” Jessica bobbed up for air. “He’s a pretty good kisser. Get him horny while I get up on top.”

They traded places, and Charlene went to work on his mouth. It looked like Hank was liking it now. I felt an actual stab of jealousy, then smothered a laugh.

Heck, I had arranged this, and even though Hank was getting fucked by other women, he wasn’t feeling anything, and he certainly wasn’t cumming.

I sipped my drink, and found that it was gone. I had been so engrossed in what I had been watching I had drunk the whole thing without knowing it. I put the empty glass on the floor and continued watching.

Jessica slid down his penis and began grinding. I couldn’t believe how hard his dick looked in the rubbers, and I realized the condoms were extra tight, and blood was getting into his cock faster than it could leave.

Charlene moved up his body and began sucking his nipples. He arched his back, and he arched his hips, and protests had transformed into a guttural begging for more.

Charlene threw off her fringy top and began pulling her tits, then she lifted herself slightly and turned around, swiveled on his penis so she was no longer in reverse cowgirl, but able to look down on him.

“Lift his head…I’m…I’m…”

Charlene lifted Hank’s head so he could see, and his mouth opened as she grabbed her tits and pulled, hard, and began to cum. “Fuc—-fu—-shi—Oh…my…God!”

She shuddered, her whole body quaking in pleasure. Then she was done. She almost fell off him, but Charlene put an arm up and steadied her. A minute later she climbed off him.

I couldn’t take my eyes off his prick. It was gigantic! Red through the layers of rubbers, and his balls looked like they were purple.

“Wow. He’s good.”

“Yeah, and the guys say his wife is good. Say, why do you think he doesn’t want to cum?”

“I want to,” Hank croaked.

The girls just laughed. Charlene grabbed his penis and began stroking it. Even though he couldn’t feel it, he could see her hand moving up and down. It had to be driving him insane.

“Maybe he’s one of those guys who don’t want to fuck so much as they want to be fucked.”

“Hey?” His voice was weak, I could barely hear him.

“Shut up, sport.” To Jessica, “Let’s turn him over.”

“Really?”

“Sure.”

They loosened one of his hands, and pulled it under his body and fastened to the other side of the bench. He was twisted and confused, but then they loosened the other hand and pulled it over his body. He had a little slack, but it was obviously they could tighten the slack as soon as they got him over.

“What are you doing?” his voice was so subdued.

“They did the same thing to his feet, one foot under, fastened, then the other foot over, both of them holding the straps, and bing, he was now facing down, and in the most delicious manner.

He was bent up over the little hump on the bench, his face was tilted slightly up, and his butt was pooched up in the air. And he was tight. Couldn’t move.

“What are you doing?”

Charlene glanced at me and winked again. She walked around the front of the table and pulled up a chair. She put her feet on top of Hank’s back, Jessica pushed the bench forward, and his face was smunched into her pussy.

“Do a good job, sport.”

Hank, I think, tried to do a good job. I could see his head moving up and down, but Charlene grunted. “Oh, this is sad.”

“Untie me…I can’t…untie me.”

Holy crap! He had gone from being a prisoner to asking to be a willing participant! These girls really knew their stuff.

“Ha! Never trust a man with a dick,” Charlene quipped.

“But…I…please…” I could see tears rolling down his cheeks. He was horny, had fucked two women, had his ass played with, and it wasn’t over.

Charlene sat up. Jessica handed her a drink, which she held to Hank. Now he could drink without being poured into, and he sucked on the straw noisily.

“Drink up, sport. It’s time to find out what kind of man you are.”

“What are you…?”

Charlene stood up and pushed the chair back. Jessica handed her a strap on and she began putting it on.

Hank’s eyes grew larger than pie plates. “You can’t…”

“I don’t know why you don’t satisfy your wife, you’ve certainly got the equipment, but we’re going to find out what kind of guy you are.”

“What…you’re not…no!”

He started to raise his voice, but Jessica was waiting at his butt.

SMACK! She hit his ass with her open hand and snapped, “Enough of that, you whiner!

He was quiet now, but trembling.

Charlene asked, “Do you want to kiss it before you take it?”

He clamped his lips shut and didn’t say a word.

Charlene sashayed around to his rear. She patted his ass. Jessica’s hand print was bright red on one cheek.

Charlene took out the butt plug, and he grunted. “Leaves sort of a space in there, doesn’t it.”

Hank said nothing. Jessica laughed and said, “He just doesn’t want to admit how good it feels.

Charlene scooped up a large glob of lube and patted it into his asshole. He wiggled, but whether in protest or pleasure I didn’t know.

“Here’s the way it’s going to go. I’m going to finger bang you until you ask for another finger, and another, and, finally, we’ll get to the dildo. I hate to say it, sport, but you’re going to have to beg for your anal pleasure. But don’t worry, we have all night.”

She inserted a finger and began moving it around. She massaged his ass with the other hand. She spent a long time just poking and swirling, and Hank began to move his ass a bit.

“That’s it, baby. You like it, we know it, the only one you’re hiding from is yourself.”

Hank moaned.

“I’m going to assume you want two fingers with that remark.”

She put in two fingers, and I expected Hank to say something, but he didn’t. He just pushed his butt back more and more. He was actually fucking her fingers with his ass!

She reamed him, gently waking up all the ass nerves.

Jessica came and sat down next to his ass. She watched, and she reached under him and began stroking his cock and playing with his testicles.

“Nice, eh?”

He grunted something indecipherable.

She kept massaging his hole. “Ask for it, baby. It’s nothing but pleasure, so ask for it. There’s no shame in asking to feel good.”

He nodded his head.

“Got to ask. With your voice. You got to come out and let us know.”

He whimpered, barely audible, “Yes.”

Charlene inserted three fingers. She began to move more forcefully. Within a minute I could tell that her knuckles were nudging into his anal rim.

“That’s it, honey. You just lay there and have a good time. Whenever you want to…I can go to the dildo.”

Hank was breathing hard. His ass was moving. He was totally excited.

“Are you ready, honey? Are you ready for the big boy? You want to feel that big, veined cock sliding up your chute? Waking everything up? Making you know what a woman feels like when you fuck her? Making you know why your wife would like a little satisfaction? Don’t you just want to feel that big head pop through the ring and slide on in? Come on, honey, you know you want it.”

She kept talking, there was no noise but her voice, and it was lulling and reassuring and enticing all at the same time.

And, finally, he said, in a small but clear voice. “Yes.”

“Yes, what? You have to be explicit.”

He said, quite clearly so the camera could pick it up, “Please fuck my ass.”

Charlene moved back, lifted her plastic peter to his hole, and pushed in. She took her time, and his mouth opened in wonder and he stopped breathing.

Inch by inch. In, in, in. Then she was balls deep inside him.

He was gulping and jerking and twitching.

“There you go, sweetheart. Now you know.” She began riding him, pushing until the plastic balls nudged into him, pulling out gently, as if afraid of turning him inside out.

But, emotionally, he was inside out. I could feel the raw wonder exuding from him as he discovered a whole new way of making love.

For a long five minutes she explored his anal, opened him up, introduced him to a new reality, then she stopped. She leaned over him, her breasts against his bare flesh, and she whispered. “Honey, do you want to feel the real thing? I can get Monster out here. He can let you feel the real thing. It is so much better, so different. Believe me, you want it.”

A long moment of silence, then Hank whimpered, “I don’t know…I don’t…”

“We can blindfold you. You don’t have to see anything. You can just let yourself go. You can do it.”

And Hank nodded.

I couldn’t believe it. I was biting my knuckle. I had never—

Charlene turned around and beckoned to me. Come here.

I staggered between the part in the curtain, but left the camera running. I walked across the stage and down the steps.

Jessica had Hank blindfolded.

Charlene put a weird type of  dildo in the strap on and fastened it around my waist.

The dildo was shorter, but hooked, bulbous on the end.

My eyes were open in wonder and stunned surprise. Charlene finished the last buckle and led me to Hank. She placed me right behind him and put the tip of the dildo up to his ass. She went around and whispered to Hank.

“Okay, you’re about to get the real thing. It’s going to feel funny because he’s wearing rubbers, like you. It’s going to feel harder, but it’s going to feel good. Here we go.”

She motioned to me and I moved forward. She had lubed it up again, and he had lots of lube already in his ass, so I slid right in.

Hank grunted.

“A real dick presses down on your prostate. It’s going to feel like you need to pee. Don’t worry. Just let yourself pee. We can clean up any mess. Now go on, sport, start fucking.”

Hank began to moan and push back at me.

Oh, this was weird. Usually he pushed into my pussy, but now, I was pushing into his.

He groaned and began to shake and shiver.

Jessica and Charlene were motioning me to keep going. They were encouraging me to fuck harder and harder.

I did, and Hank loved it. His fists closed and he sought leverage and he began pushing back and fucking my dildo.

Suddenly, Jessica raised her hand in a thumbs up. Charlene exulted and they did a silent high five.

“Are you pissing?”

“Yes…yes…” His voice was different now, filled with awe and wonder. And he sounded strangely relaxed.

They let me fuck him for another minute, then they motioned me to get out and go back behind the curtain.

I did.

They took the blind fold off.

They peeled one rubber off. Then another. They were careful with the third one, and I figured out why rather quickly. It was filled with semen! Hank had managed to cum, but without the orgasm! They poured his semen into a small shot glass with a little bit of what looked like ginger ale in it.

“Okay, Monster, you can go screw the bitch again.” Charlene motioned for me to go backup on the stage. I scurried across the room and hid behind the curtain.

They took off his blindfold, and began unfastening the straps that held him down.

Hank was exhausted. He was weak. He managed to sit up, with their help, and he just waited on the edge of the gurney. He was breathing hard, he was licking his lips, trying to make them moist

And the expression on his face…I have never seen such a happy, satisfied look on a man in my life.

The girls sat down next to him. Charlene was holding the rubber with his semen in it in her hand.

“Okay, sport, one last thing to do.”

“What?” he turned his face towards her.

“What you expect women to do. You have to eat Monster’s sperm.”

“I…what?”

“You want to experience it all, don’t you?”

“I…”

“Then you have to drink his seed. You have to taste it.”

Jessica added, “It’s not bad, sort of like avocados, maybe a bit salty, maybe a little slimy, but you can handle that, can’t you?”

“I…don’t…”

Charlene held the glass to his lips. “Come on. Go all the way.”

Jessica: “Do it.”

Charlene: “You can do it.”

Back and forth they went, gently cajoling, and, finally, he took the glass, tilted it…and drank.

The girls smiled, hugged him. And Jessica said, “Now you’re one of us.”

“I…can I go now?”

“Sure.”

“My wife…where’s my wife?”

“You just sit here. I’ll get her. It might take a few minutes, I’ll have to clean her up, but just wait here.”

He nodded, and I could see that he was changed. His whole attitude was different. Before he had been demanding, strident, now…he was accepting that the world was a different place.

Jessica went and got him another drink. He sat and sipped quietly. If anybody has ever been truly lost in their own thoughts, that was Hank right then.

Charlene came up to the stage and took my hand and led me back to the store room. On the way she coached me on what to do and say.

“He’s not broken,” she explained, “but he’s pretty bent. You can bully him, and you should, but be gentle. He’s had about as much as he can stand.”

We arrived at the storeroom. Monster and the others were gone.

“Here,” she tugged on my dress and caused a rip. It partially exposed my breasts. “Close your eyes…” I realized she had the shot glass Hank had cum in. There was a little residue in it, and she swiped this up with her fingers and ran it over my eyes. It messed up my mascara and made me cry.

“Ouch!”

She grinned. “Poor baby.”

I grinned.

“Okay, let’s go.”

She walked me out to Hank.

I ran to Hank and he stood up and hugged me.

Charlene and Jessica disappeared, and we just stood like that for a long time. Actually, now that Charlene had started my tears, it became easy to keep them going.

“Where were you?” I sobbed.

“I…I…” and he was stuck. He was having a good time. Sure, he had protested in the beginning, but then he had finally experienced his ultimate fantasy…to be used and abused and have absolutely no control over what happened.

So I cried, and eventually we walked out of the bar. We went home, and I managed to cry the whole way.

Hank was sort of shattered. I say sort of, because he wasn’t really, but…he thought he had a big secret. He had fucked and been fucked. He even thought he had had a man inside him.

Over the next few months our relationship subtilely altered. He was quieter, and he didn’t play practical jokes, and he was incredibly solicitous.

If I mentioned I was too tired to do the dishes he jumped right in. If I wanted a back rub, he went to work. Anything I wanted…I got. And in spades.

And, here’s the funny thing, I had the video, I could have shown it to Hank at any time. I could have shown him that the man  who fucked him wasn’t really a man. I could have shown him that it was me…but I didn’t.

Simply, I loved my new man.

Hank, before I bent him, was kind, but a bit overly male. Not bad, but not really showing me the true concern a man should give to a woman.

After I bent him he lived for me. It was as if he was determined to make up for…for what had happened.

So, I had the video tape, I could spring it on him at any time and yell, ‘Gotcha!’

But the weeks passed, and the months, and it looked like years were going to pass.

Oh, I’ll show it to him. Eventually. Maybe when he’s old and grey. Maybe when I finally feel like he needs a little ‘unbending.’

Until then, I watch the video on my own, when he’s not around.

And I smile.

END


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked these little tales.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

HAVE A HORNY DAY!

Grace
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A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!

GO TO:

21 STORIES!


Do you have all the bundles of

THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD?
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each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:

The Best of Grace Mansfield


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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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.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


Here is the first part of…
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The Long, Hot Feminization!

Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!

PART ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

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

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

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I like sex, but I like good sex.

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

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

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

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

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

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

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

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

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

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

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

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

“I know. I heard your phone.”

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

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

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

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

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay.”

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

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

First, there were the cobwebs.

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

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

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

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

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

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Man. The red-faced thing again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, crap,” I said.

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

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

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

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

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

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

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

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

Well, she knew that.

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

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

“Sorry,” I said.

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

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

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

“Huh?”

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

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

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

“I…”

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

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

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

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

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

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

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

“What…what about you?”

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

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

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

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

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

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay. Open eyes.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

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

“I…I can’t wear—“

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

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

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

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

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

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

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

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

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

“Oh, yes.”

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

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

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

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

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

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

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

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

She turned and ran upstairs.

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

I went to the front door and walked home.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

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

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

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

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

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

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

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

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

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

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

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

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

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

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

“Oh, okay.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But I could feel her thinking.

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

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

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

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

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s called a Coke High.”

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

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

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

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

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

“So the man did.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sure.”

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

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

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

“Okay.”

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

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

This has been the first part of

The Long, Hot Feminization!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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