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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

In one month! Can you do it?

Think of it. You get him nice and horny, then start.

Day by day he is a riot of confusion, and it gets better and better.

You make him wear panties the first day, a bra the second, nylons the third, and so on.

He’ll complain, but he’ll comply. That’s just the way men are.

After a couple of weeks you start with the make up, and all the time you are instructing him on how to walk, how to talk.

And you don’t let him cum!

That’s the reward, he gets to cum the way a woman cums. And, let’s face it, girls, we have much better cums than men!

This collection of stories is based around the concept of one month. Staying a girl for a month, becoming a girl in a month, and it really works!

Go on, try it. You’ll be glad!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Feminization by Mother-in-Law!

Trapped by chastity and feminized!


Author’s Note

You ever hear that old saying, ‘walk a mile in their shoes?’

In this story it’s walk a mile in her shoes.

Poor Joe. He thought he was going to get a month of watching porn and playing with himself. What he gets instead is a month of chastity, a mother-in-law, and learning what it’s like to be a woman!

The only question now is going to be…can they change him back!

STAYHORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“What’s this?” asked Joe, scratching his head.

Fed Ex was driving down the street and Joe had opened the door to find a small, cube like package on the stoop.

He bent down and picked up the box. It was about six or seven inches to a side, regular cardboard with some packing tape to secure the flap.

He walked back into the house and headed for the bathroom. Not to be crude, but he had to go, and he carried the package with him.

Sighing in relief, he lowered his pants and plopped down on the toilet. Listening to his tinkle in the bowl, he turned the package over.

Joe Black. His address. And a return address.

Jane Black. His address.

What the fuck? His wife had sent him this?

He smiled.

She was out of town on business. Going to be gone for a month. And it was only the second so that meant 29 more days.

God, did he miss her.

And so did his weenie.

He was used to getting it regular, and now he was getting nothing.

Of course, there was always his hand. It would take about three days—tomorrow, to be exact—before he would be desperate enough to resort to Madam Palm and her five daughters.

So what did his wife send him?

He grunted and began to lighten the load. He dug a finger under the tape and dug up a flap, then he started pulling.

Another grunt, another splash, and he had the tape off.

Another grunt and he had the flaps open.

There were a few pieces of bubble wrap, which he promptly popped the bubbles on, then…a velvet pouch.

His brow lowered and tilted his head slightly.

The pouch was purple with a yellow cord to keep the mouth of the sack closed.

He loosened the cord and opened up the sack.

What the…?

He took out a metal ring, turned it this way and that, just a ring with a hole in the top and a change at the bottom.

He placed the ring on the counter and dug into he pouch again.

He took out little pieces of plastic. Little spacers. Then a small lock,  the keys to the lock, but the big object in the bag, and it wasn’t that big, was stuck in the bottom of the bag.

He manipulated the sides of the bag, dug his fingers in, and pulled out…a plastic penis?

His mouth opened.

He grunted and plopped.

And turned the plastic peter around and examined it from all angles.

No. it wasn’t a peter, like a dildo or something, it was just a little tube shaped like a pecker. Now what could his wife—then he got it.

She had sent him one of this chastity things. A chastity tube.

It was supposed to go over the dong, then you lock it up, and…who in hell would do something like that?

Who, in their right mind, would lock their cock away where they couldn’t use it?

Somebody had to have landed their plane in nutsville.

He lined the pieces of the thing on the counter, let loose with a final grunt, then cleaned himself off.

He was grinning. Surely Jane couldn’t be serious! She knew how horny he got. She knew he wouldn't do something like that.

That was for perverts!

He had placed the box on the floor and he bent to pick it up and place it on the counter, to put all the pieces in it, when he saw a flash of white in the bottom of the box.

He reached in and pried up a piece of paper. He unfolded it and read,

Honey

I want you to think of me.

Try this on,

if it’s comfortable,

leave it on.

You’ll be thinking of me every day.

Joe chuckled. As if.

All clean, he walked back into the kitchen and tossed the box with the tube in it on the table.

Maybe he’d try it on the day before his wife got home. Maybe.

Now laughing, he went to the cupboard and got out the good whiskey. Whistlepig, ten years old.

He didn’t drink it a lot because it was a hundred bucks a bottle. But having dodged the chastity bullet, he felt entitled.

He took down a round glass and rattled some ice cubes into it. He splashed the whiskey over the cubes, then did the unthinkable. He ruined the whole thing with Coke.

Well, that was okay. People liked their whiskey the way they liked it, and that’s the way it goes.

He sipped a big glug, headed for the computer room and smiled at the box on the table.

Sitting down in his swivel chair, he powered up the computer and went searching.

He always did this when his wife was away. He never admitted to it, but he loved to surf porn.

He would look for search engines, type in weird stuff, and see what came up.

He liked to type in Dominatrix and peruse the results. Women who swung whips, ruined orgasms, and wore strap ons.

He would, every once in a while, type in something like Ladyboys, and see what came up. It was always amazing to him that these slender boys had such huge dongs.

And he would put in other things and generally avail himself of the glories of the net.

This evening he typed in big titted grandmothers, and one of his favorites came up. Sally D’Angelo. She wasn’t bad looking for a granny, and she had humungous boobs, and he absolutely loved her red lips.

He could just imagine putting his penis in her delicious mouth and…he sighed, and sipped, and lost himself in fantasies.

A half hour later he went back out to the kitchen and passed the box on the table.

Hunh! And he grinned. Stupid box. Didn’t his wife know that he needed total access to his dingus?

He made another drink, more Whistlepig, and headed back to the computer.

For a couple of hours he gazed upon tons and acres of pulchritude. He stroked himself, and thought about the morrow. He was horny enough now, but he really wanted to give it at least three days before he masturbated.

That extra day of getting horny really made it for him. He would squirt harder, squirt more, and…three days, yeah!

He scrolled through pages of porn stars.

Mila, with her innocent but wise face. Always happy to share her youthful charms.

He found an orgasm fest with Brandy. She must have squirted seven times, and was begging for more.

A little sojourn through the Kink site, and he decided just one more drink.

He headed for the kitchen, passed the box, and made himself a drink.

Yum.

And stared at the box.

No way he was going to get that thing on his cock now.

He looked down.

Actually, the booze, and the long time he had spent hard, he was starting to get soft.

That happened. Three or four hours of porn and his cock sometimes laid down.

Couldn’t blame the good fellow, it just happened.

He picked up the box and looked in it. The pieces of the chastity device looked back at him.

He chuckled, and headed for the computer room, and this time he was carrying the box.

He placed the box on his desk and ignored it.

More porn. More.

Shalina’s nipples. Oh, man.

Richelle’s slick, red lips. Oh, Lord.

And Holly. He really liked her husky voice and her awesome boobs.

He looked at the chastity thing.

Holly groaning huskily in the background, he laid the pieces of the chastity tube on the desk and stared at them.

The tube would fit there, with spacers, and his balls would come out there. It looked pretty fool proof.

Silly wife. Thinking she could trap him.

He had kicked off his pants and removed his shirt hours ago, and now he placed the tube over his shaft.

Son of a bitch if it didn’t fit!

He took it off, then placed the ring around his whole package.

Hunh. Didn’t feel too bad.

Felt sort of kinky, actually.

He tossed the pieces of the thing back onto the desk and went back to surfing porn.

He happened across ‘castration,’ and that was sort of scary.

Now drunk, he sat back and sighed.

And looked at the tube.

He bent forward and examined the thing.

He had the keys. No big deal. He could just open the thing if he didn’t like it.

He fit the ring around his cock and balls, then the tube to his dingus. He put the pieces together and ran the padlock through the little circle.

There, he was in it. It felt weird, but cool.

But he still wasn’t ready to lock it up.

But what would Jane say when she called and asked him about it?

And she would call.

He would have to hem and haw, and then explain that the little thing was too scary.

Ha!

Him scared?

And he had the keys.

Closed the padlock.

Click.

He was locked up. No way out.

He stood up and down at himself.

It was snug, that was for sure.

And his penis was starting to react. Funny, he had been limp, but now that he couldn’t get erect, he was trying to get erect.

He chuckled, and went for a walk.

The thing swayed between his legs, and his penis tried to get hard, and tried and tried.

That was sort of cool, sort of added an extra horniness factor to the whole thing.

He pulled on his pants and shirt and went outside. He walked fifty yards up the sidewalk, then back.

It was late and nobody saw him, and he felt a surging excitement.

Nobody knew that he had locked his cock up.

He was, for intents and purposes, impotent. Unable to fuck. And that was even more exciting.

Now his cock was straining hard, so hard that it was a little painful.

He bent a little at the waist, then straightened up, and the feel of being confined was actually sort of heavenly.

It was like, for the first time in his life, he was in control of his cock.

You can’t tell me what to do! I’m in charge now!

His dick didn’t say anything, but he could tell it was unhappy.

And happy.

He realized that being locked up was increasing his horniness by ten times. He had never felt this horny in his life.

He decided that maybe three days had passed. It was time!

He walked back into the house, headed back to the computer room and sat down.

He picked up the keys to the padlock, grinned, and inserted one of  them into the lock. He turned, and…nothing happened.

He frowned.

He pulled the key out and stuck the other key in. he turned.

Nothing.

What the fuck?

Didn’t it know he had to jack off?

He tried the first key.

He pulled open the drawer and got out some DW40. He spritzed the lock, getting his cock all greasy, but who cared. He had to get this thing off!

The key again went in smoothly, but no matter how he jiggled it, it wouldn’t turn.

He stared at the lock.

Then at the chastity tube.

It was metal. And the lock didn’t look like something that could be cut.

He got up and went out to the garage. He picked up some pliers and tried to cut the lock off.

He didn’t even leave a nick on the metal.

He squeezed harder.

SPANG! The pliers broke!

Heysoos!

He took out a file and began rubbing it on the thing. It was difficult, and he had to quit when it kept slipping. If he kept this up it was going to scratch his pecker.

Now he was panicking.

What had his wife been thinking?

Had she given him the wrong keys on purpose?

Did she suspect him of jacking off and decided to end his little habit?

Joe had no idea. All he knew was that he was tuck.

He went back into the computer room and sat down.

The porn was still filling the screen and he stared at it for a second, then shut it off.

But his weenie was struggling, pushing, trying to get free, and…he turned the computer back on.

It was exciting.

The longer he was locked up the more excited he got.

Well, he would call Jane on the morrow. He would have her tell him where the key was, or ship it over night, or whatever.

But, until then, stuck as he was, he might just as well enjoy the damned thing.

And, the surprising thing…he did like it.

It was frustrating, aggravating, but was making him so fucking horny he couldn’t believe it.

And the figures on the screen fucked long into the night.

Joe went to sleep late, and he intended on sleeping late. He worked at home and he could sleep late whenever he wanted to. He was surprised, then, when the drapes were pulled back and sunlight hit his closed eyes.

“Ugh…wha…wha…”

The sheets were wrapped around him and he struggled to untangle himself.

He felt the bed sink on the edge and he finally figured out there was somebody in the room with him. He should have figured it out sooner, but he was hung over, still sorta drunk, and not aware.

Then he opened his eyes, and a hand grabbed him by the package!

“EEE!” he screamed like a little girl, then his eyes started to function, and he saw what…who…had grabbed him.

Jane, his mother-in-law, sat on the edge of the bed, her hand holding his chastity tube.

His chastity tube! He had forgotten about it!

And now he had a morning woody trying to happen and causing pain, a head that felt like rocks were shaking in it, and his mother-in-law holding his…his…

He tried to push here hand away and yelled, “What are you doing here?”

Her hand didn’t budge and she laughed.

Jane, for an older lady, was a true babe.

He had been watching Sally D’Angelo the night before, and that’s who Jane looked like. She had the same big breasts, the stunning body, a sharp but pleasant face, and she always wore red lipstick.

“Oh, my God!” he blurted.

He looked at her hand. His penis hurt and he had to pee.

He looked at Jane, who was smirking just short of a laugh.

“Hi, Joe. How’s my son-in-law?”

“Please…what are you doing…I have to go pee.”

“Oh, excuse me. Come along.”

She stood up, lifting him by the chastity tube.

He squeaked, and she carefully got him out of bed and walked him to the bathroom.

“Oh, crap! What are you…let go…”

But she didn’t let go. She simply pulled him into the shower and turned on the water.

It was cold and he shrieked, but she laughed and just held him.

“You smell like a brewery,” she said, and she grabbed the soap and started washing his body.

Unable to escape he shivered, then the water warmed up.

“Let go! Get out! What are you doing?”

“I’m getting to know my son-in-law. And he’s got a lot to get to know.

She squeezed his balls and stroked the chastity cage. He couldn’t feel her stroking his shaft, encased as he was, but the sensation of pleasure in his balls made him groan.

And, shock starting to wear off, but not the embarrassment and humiliation, he blurted, “I’m married to your daughter! We can’t be doing this!”

“Doing what?” she responded, a bit coquettishly. “I’m just helping my son-in-law wash up. Besides, it’s you that’s naked. Not me.”

With that she began pulling off her wet clothes.

“No! Stop! I love my wife!”

“I know. But don’t worry. I’m not going to fuck you.”

“You’re…you’re not?” There was relief in his voice, but darned if there wasn’t a bit of sadness, too. He had admired her stunning body for years.

“Of course not. I like you, Joe. And you’re a good husband for my daughter.”

“Then what are you doing? Why are you doing this?”

She was naked now, and he was having difficulty breathing. She had very few wrinkles, and what few wrinkles she had made her look wise. Her breasts were so big they were pressed against him, and she kept playing with his caged cock.

His cock liked it, even though it was trying so hard to get hard that it hurt.

She leaned forward and kissed him. Those red lips pressed against his.

He couldn’t dislodge her hand, but he managed to push her back.

“Joe! Is that any way to treat me?”

“You’ve got to leave! I love my wife!”

“And she loves you. Now come on…” she tried to kiss him again, and Lord, he wanted to taste her lips, but he managed to fend her off again. “You’ve got to get out of here!”

“Why? Jane’s gone for a month. That’s a whole month we can play. Wouldn't you like to play for a month?”

“But…but…”

Jane smiled, patted his cheek, then stepped out of the shower.

She was drying herself off, and Joe was sulking, hiding in the water, trying to figure out how he could get out and dry and dressed without her molesting him.

“Come on, Joe. I’m waiting with a towel.”

He stayed in the shower.

“That box was from you.”

“Of course it was. Do you think I’d be doing all this if I thought you were cock loose and ready to fuck? You must be so-o-o horny now.”

“You just put your name on it, figuring I’d think it was your daughter’s name, and my address…why’d you do that?”

“So we could have fun, a pure, platonic relationship—for you, not me, I intend to get my jollies—for a whole month.”

“Well, forget it. Get dressed and get out!”

“You’re no fun!”

“I’m married, and I’m not going to have an affair with my mother-in-law!”

“If we don’t fuck it’s not an affair. But that doesn’t mean you can’t get me off. Do you know how long it’s been since I had a good, big orgasm?”

He did. Her husband had died a couple of years ago. She hadn’t gone through the change of life, she still had menopause, and…she had to be horny.

“It’s been a whole week! Not since that college student I picked up in a bar. He was one hot piece of ass, I’ll tell you. He didn’t last long, but he kept getting hard, and I had so many orgasms…and it’s time for me to have another. Are you going to come out of there?”

“No!”

“Okay.”

He heard her walk out of the room.

He turned off the water and listened. No sound. She must be in the other room, getting dressed.

Joe opened the door slowly, then stepped out.

Click!

He looked at the doorway. Jane was holding her cell phone.

And he realized that the picture was perfect. It had caught him naked, with the chastity tube attached to his dingus, and in the mirror Jane could be seen standing naked, her big, beautiful tits pointing at him.

“NO!” he shrieked.

She laughed and skipped away from the bathroom, and he realized what she was doing; she was sending the pictures to the cloud! He wouldn’t be able to grab her phone and delete them!

He ran at her, his caged dick flopping, and she was taking more pictures.

He chased her across the room and managed to catch her right next to the bed. She was turning to catch him in more pictures, and he fell, and she fell under him. They ended up on the bed, his naked body laying on hers, and her hand was to the side, still snapping selfies.

He felt her gorgeous boobs, but he tried to wiggle over and grab her arm.

Her legs wrapped around one of his legs and held on, and she managed to send the last picture to the cloud.

“No!” he howled.

She handed him the camera.

He tried to get off her, but she not only had her legs wrapped around on of his, she now had her arms wrapped around him.

Again, she kissed him.

Her lips were soft soft. She tasted sweet.

He had always been turned on by his mother-in-law, but…he didn’t want this!

Well, maybe he did. But he had the good sense to never let it happen.

Finally, he managed to disentangle himself and he sat up on the edge of the bed.

“You’re no fun,” she pouted, sitting next to him. “I thought you were red-blooded and ready to go.”

He looked at her.

“Well, that’s what Jane says. My daughter says you are a hot hunk, too horny for words, and that she has to fend you off or you’d be screwing her every hour of the day.”

“Jane,” he said, painfully aware that he was not just saying his mother-in-law’s name, but his wife’s, “You tricked me into this thing. You need to let me out, and…you need to delete those pictures.”

“Delete the pictures? Not on your life!”

“But you have to! If Jane sees them my marriage is over!”

“Then you’d better make sure she never sees them.”

“You can just delete them!”

“Then I wouldn’t be able to make you do whatever I want you to do.”

“I thought you approved of Jane and I being married! You said I was a good husband!”

“You are, and this,” she tapped the phone, “will make sure you stay a husband. And I,” she grinned, “Will make sure you become a better husband.”

“But…but…”

“And the first thing you need to learn, if you are going to be a great husband, and not just a good husband, is how to perform cunnilingus.”

“Cunni…”

“Oral sex. Eat me out. Munch my rug. Suck my chow box. Drink from the fuzzy cup. Make out with the tuna taco. Now, come on. I need a face job. She lay back on the bed and spread her legs.

She was shaved, or depilated, or…she had no hair.

Her pussy was absolutely delicious looking. The labia were smooth and slick and her excited Clitoris was eagerly waiting.

Joe jumped up and faced her.

“No!”

She lifted her phone up and typed a text, and added the picture of him laying naked on her.

Aghast, Joe could see that she had her daughter’s email in the address box.

“Well? Do I press this button? Or are you going to do me?”

“Jane?” he begged. “Can’t we talk about this?”

“We can all you want, for about ten seconds.”

“But…”

“Ten.”

“You can’t…”

Nine.”

“Please don’t!”

“Eight…”

He begged and he pleaded. He walked in a circle and wanted to pull his hair out, but Jane kept slowly counting down.

She reached two, and he leaped forward, buried his head and began licking.

Jane put her phone aside (after taking a couple of pics, which Joe couldn’t hear because his ears were being smashed by her strong thighs) and grabbed the sides of his head. She lifted his wet face and he stared at her.

“That’s not how you eat pussy, dear. Take your time. Now get down there and eat me slowly. That’s a delicate viand you’re chewing on, not a dog bone!”

She pushed his head back into her crotch.

He was immersed in the sacred mystery, and while he was screaming to be let out, he didn’t want to be.

What man doesn’t want to be forced to lick a strange pussy?

What man doesn’t want to be in that place where life comes from?

“That’s it, honey. Lick slowly…oooh, That feels good. Now run your tongue up the slit, feel the difference between the labia majora and the labia minoro. Feel the diff—oh, fuck! That’s good! Your tongue is just long enough, and it is so soft!

Joe ran his arms under her legs and lifted. He now had even more access, and he slurped the fur burger like it was his last meal.

Jane kept giving instructions, and it was a true education.

If only he could stop thinking about Jane, his wife, who he loved and never wanted to betray.

Joe ate his mother-in-law for a long time. His mouth began to get tired, but she kept him there, and he realized that she was deliberately holding off on her orgasm so she could teach him.

But he was tired. Yes, it’s possible to get tired, especially when your tongue hasn’t been doing proper exercises.

So he snuck a hand under her buns and rubbed her brown spot.

“F-U-U-U!” she screamed and arched her back. She lifted so hard she lifted him off the bed. She locked up and held for a minute, than came crashing down. Her legs were clamped and squeezing and he tried to get out, but she wouldn't let him.

Then, finally, she just wheezed and collapsed.

He pulled his pussy drenched face out from her junction and they stared at each other.

“Where did you learn about the butt  hole trick?” Jane asked, gasping for breath.

“Your daughter.”

“Oh, my. I was saving that for the second lesson, but you’re obviously ready to go to the third.”

Joe stood up and looked down at his mother-in-law.

She smiled and laid back, her hands clasped behind her head, which caused her monster boobs to rise up and point into the air.

He couldn’t believe how stiff her nipples were. And big. And filled with pumping blood.

Fuck! Being forced to eat his mother-in-law’s pussy, with his cock locked up, it had brought him to a peak of horniness he had never experienced.

He felt like his nuts were going to explode, and his cock kept battering against the cage.

But he forced himself to speak of the matter at hand.

“Jane. You simply have to delete those pictures.”

“I do not. Don’t be silly.”

“Look. I’ll do anything you want, but those pictures are…they’re…”

“Too revealing? A threat to your marriage?”

He nodded.

“And you think I would deliberately send them to my daughter and risk ending her marriage.”

“Yes.”

“Oh, Joe. You know so little.” she shook her head sadly.

“I’m serious, Jane. Please get rid of those pictures.”

“Or…what?”

He didn’t say anything.

Jane heaved a sigh, then said, “So you don’t want me to touch this button here,” she pointed at a button on her phone, “because it will send all those cute pictures of me getting my rug munched. Of you slurping the clam. Of you—“

“I get it. Now, please. Delete all hat stuff.”

Jane smiled at him, and pressed the button.

“N-O-O-O!” screamed Joe.

But there was nothing he could do.

It was done.

His marriage was over!


Part Two

Joe stood in the middle of the bedroom and sobbed. His whole body was shaking. His marriage was over. His life might as well be over.

Jane sat on the bed and watched him. She held the phone negligently, but was filming his breakdown.

Through the heavy deluge of tears, “How could you? You made me do those things, and now…now…”

He crumbled to his knees, his face in his hands, his shoulders shaking.

“Oh, come on, now, Joe. Women are a dime a dozen. You could have any woman you wanted.”

“But I want Jane! I love Jane! She’s my everything!”

His mother-in-law snickered. “God. You are so-o-o dramatic! It’s not the end of the world.”

“It is!”

“Oh, nonsense. You still have a lifetime of jacking off to look forward to.”

“Oh, you…you fucking bitch!”

Now he was on his feet, clenching his fists.

Jane chuckled. She shook her head.

TOOT DE LA TOO TOOT!

Joe’s phone rang, and it was his wife’s ring.

He looked at his phone. He looked at his mother-in-law. He wanted to answer, but he was scared. He couldn’t’ face his wife after…after.

“Better get that. She knows you’re here, and she’ll be pissed if you don’t answer.”

“Oh…you…you…”

Joe whined piteously, and he went to his dresser and picked up his phone.

He clicked to answer, then couldn’t speak.

He tried to speak. He was lurching, his mouth moving, but nothing came out.

“Joe?”

He faced his mother-in-law, who had a big grin on her face. He held the phone at his side and just…stared.

Jane raised her voice so she could be heard. “I think he’s in shell shock, honey.”

“You don’t have to yell, mother, I can hear you through your phone.”

Joe looked at Jane’s phone and realized that his wife could hear him and even see him.

“How long…how…”

“She’s had it on the whole time, Joe. She didn’t need to send the pictures, except that we really wanted memories.”

“We…you…memories?”

His mind was in a strange neverland, trying to absorb. Something was strange here.

“Yes, Joe. By the way, you really did a marvelous job on mother’s pussy. I’ll be looking forward to seeing more of that, and when I come home you should be a thoroughly trained husband.”             

“I…you…she…”

Both Jane’s began laughing. Their voices filled Joe’s ears and he understood.

A gotcha.

But more than. gotcha.

This was a sexual gotcha, and…something more.

“Why did you…”

“Joe, honey. Mother and I have been planning this for some time. You’re a wonderful husband, but you need some work in the sex department. Mother is going to completely make you over, show you what you haven't understood, and when I get home…baby, we’re going to have fun.”

“And this…this thing on my dick?”

“It’s a chastity device. A very good one. You won’t be able to take it off unless you cut your dick off, and we know you don’t want to do that, do you?”

“No…no.”

He shook his head frantically.

“Excellent. Mother knew you’d love it. I was a bit leery, but mother is always right, and it’s obvious that you love it.”

“I…I don’t. I want to get out of it!”

“Sorry, hon. Mother gave me the keys, so you’ve got a month in lock up.”

Joe’s mouth was open and his brain was dazed. A month? A fucking month?

“And, just so you know, if you don’t learn your lessons, if you don’t do absolutely everything mother says, with no hesitation or complaint, then I might not be willing to use the key to your little jewel box.”

“But, honey…everything?”

“Everything. Heck, she can’t fuck you, so you’re going to be true blue to me, and when I get back you are going to have a month of squirts stored up in your little wanger. I can’t wait to milk that out of you!”

“A month.”

“A month, honey. Well, I’ve got to go. I expect more pictures, lots of pictures, so you have fun. You’re in good hands.”

Joe looked up at his mother-in-law. She was looking a bit proud and confident.

“Bye, now.”

The phone went dead.

Joe was in the kitchen. He had drunk the night before, but he needed more. A lot more.

He got down the cheap stuff, Old Grandad, which wasn’t bad as far as cheap stuff went.

He made one of his bourbon and Coke concoctions and glugged.

His wife was in on it. She knew about the chastity thing. She knew what her mother was going to do.

She even encouraged it!

He turned, sipping, and saw himself in the kitchen window. He was naked, Jane had told him to stay naked, and he studied his body.

Tanned, slender, a little short.  He had dark, brown eyes, and they looked a little shell shocked at the moment.

And he thought back to the first time he had met his mother-in-law.

He had walked into Jane’s mother’s house. He was nervous as all get out, because he loved Jane and he wanted to make a good impression.

“Mother, this is Joe.”

Jane’s mother was unbelievable sexy. She held her age well, and she had monstrous boobs. Joe, of course, was a boob man.

He stepped forward and held out his hand.

She slapped it aside and moved in. She grabbed him, hard, and kissed him.

His eyes were open and he was in shock, and he was aware that his girlfriend was behind him. What she must think?

And he was scared.

Jane’s mother’s mouth was plastered all over his. It was like her mouth was raping his, and all he could do was stand there and take it.

Then she broke off and backed up, a big smile on her face.

“He’s nice, but he knows nothing about kissing.”

“That’s okay. I’ll teach him.”

Joe realized that Jane was laughing.

And that was the start of an odd relationship.

He stood in the kitchen, years later, and considered his mother-in-law.

Gorgeous. Abundant in the chest. Beautiful in the face. A wicked sense of humor.

She knew it, and she teased him mercilessly.

She would greet him with a full mouth kiss, and his wife just laughed.

She would talk in serious sexual innuendos, making him blush.

She would even, occasionally, when they passed in a doorway or one of them was turning to close, bump his crotch with her hand.

When he told Jane of her mother’s behavior she just laughed and told him it was his imagination.

But he liked her, and was afraid of her at the same time.

And now he was really afraid of her.

He was, in his mind, being compromised, and he feared for his marriage. No matter what his wife said.

But…he had no choice.

He was already feeling the frustration of having his cock locked, and he knew his wife well enough to know that when she said she wouldn’t unlock him…she meant it.

“Joe! Back here! And bring me a drink, too!”

Joe made another drink, and another drink for himself, and headed for the bedroom.

He entered the bedroom and stopped. Almost spilled his whiskey.

Jane was standing, nekkid, and she was holding lingerie over her arm.

“Put the drinks down and come over here.”

Joe made himself move. He placed the glasses on the dresser and moved towards his mother-in-law.

“The first thing you have to learn is what it feels like to be a woman, and what women go through just to please their men.”

“What’s that for?” he asked Jane, nodding at the lingerie.

“You, honey. We’re going to dress you up and show you what it takes to be a woman.”

“I can’t wear that stuff!”

“Why not? Women do. Are you better than a woman?”

“No, but…I can understand how a bra must feel without wearing one.”

“Not really. You only think you do. But you put this on, and I brought a big, old pair of breast forms with me. A month of having tits and you’ll understand.” She nodded confidently and checked out his package.

She grinned when she saw how it was trying to get hard and failing.

“No, you—“

She placed a finger against his lips to stop him. If you made me wear that chastity tube…would I understand your frustration?”

He worked his mind on that for a second, then admitted, “No.”

“You see? Now, just put this on. And don’t mind me, I’ll be taking pictures for Jane.”

Joe groaned, and took the bra and panties. He looked at them, and Jane picked up her cell phone and started snapping pics.

“Come on, Joe.”

Sighing, Joe put the panties aside and held the bra up. It looked pretty simple, and he snaked his arms through the shoulder straps and tried to fasten the hooks in the back.

“Fuck,” he whined. He wasn’t flexible enough.

“How does your wife put a bra on?”

Joe thought about that. He had seen Jane put on a bra hundreds of times.

He turned the bra backwards, held it behind himself and fastened the snaps in front. Easy peasy. Then he ran the bra around his waist. He had to wiggle a bit to get his arms through the straps, but it worked out.

He was surprised, and pleased for a moment. He was pleased that he had figured it out, then he realized he was showing a smile and turned it off.

“Your forms are in that bag over there.”

Joe naked but for the bra and chastity tube, reached into a large shopping bag and took out two breast forms.

They were heavy. And big. He held one in each hand and said, “These are too heavy.”

“Nope. They’re the same weight a woman’s natural boobs are.”

He sunk his chest in and slid one form in, then the other. He looked down at his giant-sized cups.

“They’re too big.”

“Nope. I know your chest size, and I picked out forms that were perfectly appropriate to your measurements.

He frowned at her, but she just chuckled and kept taking pictures.

He picked up the panties, turned them the right way, and stepped through a leg hole.

“Nice fit,” commented Jane. “Whoever buys your clothes knows what she is doing.”

“Hardee har har,” grunted Joe.

But they were a good fit. They actually had a pouch in the front, a very stretchy sort of thing, and his chastity tube lay in the pouch perfectly.

“I’ve got some tighter panties for you, even a gaff, for when you get to tighter dresses, but this should do for now.”

She handed him a small razor. A female size razor. “Time to do your legs, and underarms, and your groin, and your whole body.”

“I can’t do that!”

“Nonsense. Never say can’t.”

“I’m not flexible enough! I can’t reach all those places!”

“Do the best you can.”

So Joe sat on the floor and used the little razor. He scrapped hair off his legs, turning this way and that, and doing a terrible job.

He kept pulling hairs in his armpits, and was nearly in tears.

He couldn’t reach out of his back and, again, he was pulling hairs when he tried to do his groin.

When he was done Jane inspected him. She walks around him, feeling his shaved areas with a hand.

Joe gave a shiver as she touched his private parts.

“Joe, this is terrible. You’ve got stubble everywhere!”

“I know! I told you I couldn’t do it!”

“Well, fortunately, I have some Nair.”

Joe’s mouth dropped a bit as she proud red a bottle of Nair.

“Why didn’t you let me use that before?”

“It’s a lesson, remember? You’ve got to know what we do and why, and that includes what we use and why.”

Joe grumbled, but took off his underwear. He placed it, and the breast forms, on the bed and began rubbing the Nair onto his skin.

Jane watched, and she commented, “Next time Jane asks for a new washing machine, or a TV, or something, you’ll know she’s got a reason. Even if you can’t figure it out…she’s got a reason. There are things that are difficult for a woman to do. The world is built to male specifications, and people sometimes need to adjust to make things work.”

A few minutes later Joe felt the heat and he jumped into the shower and rinsed off. He was surprised, when he saw the hairs on the shower floor. He had thought he had done a better job than that!

He dried off and put on his new lingerie, and darned if it didn’t feel…better.

Sexier. His skin smooth. Get rid of all those little antenna and his skin felt more sensitive.

“Well, well. Somebody likes his little kink.”

He looked up and took all expression off his face.

“That’s men for you. They hide it all, and don’t enjoy it. Feel your emotions, enjoy them, or why have them?”

That made Joe blink.

She handed him a garter and he put it on, and waited for the nylons.

She just motioned to him. “Come along.”

They went out on the patio. It was a beautiful day, and she told him to sit down.

She was still naked, and it would turn out to be her preferred mode of dress. Or…’undress.’

“I’m going to do it for you the first time, but after this you’re going to have to learn. I suggest watching Youtube, looking these things up and seeing how other women do them. You’ll find there is a lot of similarity, but there are different ways.

She did his toenails.

He wanted to jerk his feet away at first. But she cleaned them, prepped his nails, and he began experiencing wonderful sensations.

She painted them red, and put on a shiny protective coat.

“Well,” he mumbled, “There goes my sandals this summer.”

“Nonsense. When I’m done with you you’ll be able to wear sandals all summer long. And the men will get big boners just staring at your feet.”

That remark unnerved him, but Jane didn’t even notice. She just kept working.

Then she cleaned up his hands and trimmed his nails.

“My hands, too?”

“A woman isn’t secretive about outward beauty. You get on the inside and it can be beautiful, or it can be a mess. But on the outside, that’s where it is what it is.”

She glued long nails on his fingers.

“I’m not giving you long ones ‘cause you have to get used to them.”

“They long like nine inch knives!” he blurted.

“I’ll give you those later.” 

She painted his new talons the same delicious red as his toes, and coated them with an extra hard coat. Very shiny. She smiled and held them up to her own. “I do good work,” she smiled.

After the nails had dried they went back into the house and she helped him pull him his nylons.

“You have to be careful now that you have claws,” she explained. “Nothing is worse than new nylons that get all runny.”

He stared at his new legs in the mirror, and he was properly impressed. His legs looked very female.

In fact, he wouldn’t have recognized them as male if he hadn’t known.

“Okay. Let’s get you a sexy dress.”

She led him to his wife’s closet and went through the dresses.

Joe stood and looked at the mirror, and turned, and studied his burgeoning female form.

Jane grinned when she saw him. “Mikey! I think he likes it!”

She tossed him a black dress.

It was short, mid thigh on him. Stretchy, and would make his boobs look seamless. He loved it on his wife, but on him?

But he had underestimated the job Jane was doing on him.

The dress slid over his form, stretched a bit here and there, and suddenly he was, below the neck, totally female looking.

Except for a slight bump in the crotch.

“Oh, damn,” mused Jane, a finger on her chin and her lips in a moue. “Pull your dress up.”

He lifted his dress and she pulled his panties down and shoved his caged cock back between his legs.

“Urk!” he gasped.

She had him lower the dress and inspected him again.

“No. Not quite. But I’ve got an idea.”

She ran into the bathroom, then returned. She was holding a roll of athletic tape, the stretchy kind.

She had him lift his dress again, shoved his caged cock back, and taped it back.

“Oh, fuck,” he wheezed, when she pulled his dress down.

But…no more boner bump. Actually not no more boner bump, no more chastity cage bump.

She smiled.

He was standing funny, his butt pooched out a bit.

She went to the bed and pulled out some high heels. They were his size, classic black look, and a bit worn. And they fit and were about as comfortable as a high heel can get.

She had him walk around the room. She had to help him at first, and he was awkward, but that was just a matter of practice. Besides, this wasn’t for practice

She took a video of him walking and showed it to him.

“See? Your butt looks almost natural pushed back like that. But…hmmm.”

“What?”

“Not quite.”

“It’s quite enough for me. How do women stand it?”

She smiled a big smile. “Now you’re getting it.” Then she snapped her fingers.

She reached into her purse and murmured, “Fortunately, I came prepared.”

She took out a butt plug.

He goggled.

She grinned.

“Come on, Joe. You can’t tell me you never played with one of these.”

He shook his head and gulped.

“Well, it’s time then. Panties down, dress up, and bend over the bed.”

He didn’t want to, but his wife had told him he had to do everything his Mother-in-law said.

He bent over, and found that act easy to do because of the high heels. In fact, it felt good to bend over. He made a mental note to always have his wife bend over when she had high heels on.

Jane moved behind him and used a finger in his asshole.

He grunted, jerked, but was surprised when it didn’t hurt.

In fact, it felt good.

It was a body part that got a lot of use, but little attention.

He made up his mind to change that around.

She pushed lubricant into him, used two fingers, and he began to relax and open up.

Then she slid the plug into him.

He gasped.

It felt amazing. And he felt…full.

“Is this what a dick feels like?” he asked in a halting voice.

“Pretty much. But a dick is much, much better. A dick, or a dildo, if you wish, is bigger and longer, and it is in motion. It feels really great, or we women wouldn’t want it so much.”

Joe had never actually thought about women wanting penis. Sex was just something he did as a male, and never really appreciated the other side.

She pulled his panties up and his dress down. “Stand up and take a few steps.”

He did so, and was amazed. He could feel his ass swaying just right, and every step was like getting a rub in his anus, a very pleasurable and wonderful rub.

“Be careful,” she laughed, seeing the expression on his face. “You do that enough and you’ll cum.”

“Really?”

“Really. Butt plugs press on the prostate, and the prostate controls the flow of semen. Many men can orgasm, and even squirt, just from wearing a butt plug.”

Joe understood, and he suddenly wanted to go out and walk around the block a few times. It felt good!

“Okay, you’re female from the neck down. Are you ready to go topside?”

“What do you mean?”

“Hair, jewelry, make up.”

“Ma-make up?” he stuttered.

“Don’t worry. When I get done you will be 100 per cent woman.”

He couldn’t help it, he had to worry, but he sat down at his wife’s vanity table.

“Okay, your hair needs to do some growing, so we’re going to put a wig on you.”

“A wig?”

“Is there an echo here?”

“Sorry.”

“I’m just kidding. Echo all you want.”

She brushed his hair back then pulled a skull cap sort of thing over his hair. It made him look bald.

Then she took a wig out of her big shopping bag, adjusted it for the size of his head, and pulled it over the forehead and down. It fit perfectly. She pushed a few strands here and there, made small adjustments, but it was pretty obvious that she knew her way around a head of false hair.

“Okay, honey, before eI brush you into shape we’re going to pierce your ears.”

“Pierce my…why?”

“Don’t be silly,” she said. “Surely you know what decoration is.”

He didn’t know if she was making a joke or mocking him, but he stood still while she put a hole through his earlobe and hung a chandelier.

It felt like a chandelier. It was actually a triple strand of delicate diamonds.

Then the other ear.

He could see his face in the mirror, and it was changing. Rapidly.

She brushed his hair gently, lecturing him on how to hold hair in place, and how to style it, and all sorts of other things. Then she threw a leg over his lap and stared him in the face.

“How’s that plug feel?”

The feeling of her extra weight smashing his anus down had taken his breath away. He gasped. “Oh, my God!”

She leaned in closer, until they were an inch apart, and she whispered, “God, you are delicious. Do you mind if I kiss you?”

Oh, Lord. His cock was going crazy. And now…now he had been given permission. In fact, he had been commanded. He shook his head.

She rested her forearms on his shoulders, pressed her breasts against his chest, and began to devour his mouth.

Joe had been kissed before. Many time before. But he had never had a kiss like this.

It was like she was eating his mouth and replacing it with a wonderful, sensitive orifice. It was like she was chewing on his lips, and putting sex into them.

His cock wiggled hard, but was doomed to frustration.

She stopped and studied him. “You’re good,” she whispered. “We’re going to do this a lot.”

Then, still straddling him, she turned and picked up tools and cosmetics. She cleansed his face, primed it, and he felt like his skin was simultaneously being scrapped off and enflamed with pure excitement.

She laid her foundation, added blush and bronze.

“Men have such interesting skin,” she murmured, leaning right into his face, breathing into him. “The hues are all…different.”

She spent a long time on his eyes, making them into light charcoal pits. Within the pits his brown eyes glinted.

She lined his eyes, lengthened his lashes, then frowned and applied fake eyelashes.

She smiled. “Oh, yes.”

Finally, she turned the base of a tube of lipstick and he watched as a pillar of red appeared.

Red, the same color as his nails.

“Got a built in plumping agent. Your lips are going to feel heat for a moment, then swell bit, and you are going to be so fucking delicious.”

He felt the heat on his mouth, in his lips, and his eyes widened, but she had warned him so he was able to handle it. When he looked in the mirror he was stunned by how big his lips looked.

“What do you think? Are you still worried about looking like a man?”

He shook his head, and the oddest thing, he felt like crying.

“Stop that,” she whispered into his ear. “We don’t want your eyes to run.”

It took great will, but he managed to control the tears.

“What now?” he asked.

“What now. As if this isn’t enough.”

“No…I just meant…”

“I know what you meant. Come on. It’s time for a drink. And you get to make them.”

He followed her into the kitchen. She made her heels tap not he wood floor, he couldn’t. She walked smoothly, her ass a harmonious delight.

He stumbled and worried that his ankles might break.

But he made it.

She sat down and waited, and that’s when the fun began.

He had to get the bottle down, and he almost couldn’t do it for watching his red fingernails.

He had to get the glasses down, and he watched his fingernails through the glass, felt them being too long, and making his grip awkward.

He had to get ice cubes out of the fridge, and he could hardly hold them. Had to get them out one at a time and put them in the glasses.

Jane watched with much amusement.

He unscrewed the bottle of Whistlepig by using the palms of his hands.

And he couldn’t pop the top of the Coke can.

“Come here,” murmured Jane.

He handed her the Coke, and she showed him how to wedge under, get the pad under, and lift.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“Tough being a girl, eh?”

He sighed large.

They sat and sipped, and Jane watched him.

And he watched himself. He was going all introspective.

The simple act of getting dressed, with make up, was far more difficult than he had ever imagined.

As a guy he just stepped into his pants, pulled a loose fitting shirt over, and asked out the door.

For a woman to make herself up it took a major act of congress. Yet women did it every day, and made it look easy.

“Well, Joe, are you looking forward to the coming month?”

“Actually,” he admitted. “I think I am.”

She lifted a fist and they bumped.


Epilogue

Jane, the wife, stepped out of the Uber and walked up the walkway. She pulled her rolling suitcase and had a handbag over her shoulder, and she was tired.

A long flight, traveling over tome zones, she was ready to relax.

As she reached the door it opened, and Joe stood there.

He was a woman. No sign of his masculinity. And his cock was nowhere to be seen.

“Oh, Lord,” Jane smiled.

“Hi, honey.”

“Just like the pictures,” Jane sighed, loving what she was seeing.

Joe took her suitcase and travel bag and took them into the bedroom.

Jane followed him, studying his sexy walk, listening to his heels click, smelling his perfume.

He turned to her. “Honey, I missed you.”

She took him in her arms then, and she showed him what a kiss was.

When she was done he fell back over the bed and stared at her.

“Was it worth it?” she asked. “Having your cock out of play?”

“Oh, yes,” he answered breathily.

“Excellent.”

“But…”

“Yes?”

“Jane, your mother, she didn’t de-flower me. She said that was up to you.”

Jane smiled. “And what did you have in mind?”

“If you’re not too tired, I really…you know?”

Jane nodded. “Tell you what. You pull those panties down and lift that skirt, and I’ll put on my strap on. Okay?”

For answer Joe grinned and turned and bent.

A minute while Jane strapped on the tool, then she moved forward.

“Okay, honey, are you ready to go all the way?”

Joe nodded.

She gently removed his plug, set herself, and moved forward.

“Oh…fuck!” moaned Joe.

Then he began to squirt a month’s worth of juice.

END
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A Month of Feminization

He never thought he’d like it!


PART ONE

“You want to get the door, honey?”

“Okay,” I grumped. I was working and hated to be interrupted. But Mia was getting ready for her flight. Ah, well. I pushed my swivel chair back and headed for the front door.

A small package lay squarely in the middle of the doormat.

I looked up and down the street. A box truck was just going around the corner, so it was probably Amazon, or UPS, or whatever.

I picked it up and looked at the address. It was addressed to me, Roger Amis, at this address. There was no return address.

Huh? I wasn’t expecting anything. I closed the door and took the package back to my office.

“Who was it, hon?”

“Nobody,” I called back. “A delivery.”

“Oh.”

I could hear her humming from the bathroom as she dried herself off.

I went into my office and opened the package. I took out what looked like a shaver. No, something else. A shaver in the front, a ring in the back, weird shape.

A piece of paper was in the bottom of the box and I picked it up and read it.

Happy Birthday, honey.

Put me on.

Now, I should have suspected something. My birthday wasn’t for a couple of months. But I didn’t.

Hey, everybody likes to get a gift.

So I examined the thing, then saw another piece of paper in the box. A small square of shiny paper. Instructions.

I looked at the instructions and blinked.

It was a chastity belt.

WTF?

I stood up and walked back into the bedroom.

Mia was sitting at her dressing table. She was wearing her traveling duds, a pair of slacks and a blouse. Under the blouse, easily noted, were her world class boobs. Above the blouse, on her face, she smoothed creams and put on powders.

Mia is a stunning woman. I’m lucky I met her, let alone that she married me. I sat down to appreciate her fine form and flawless face.

“What is it?”

“Oh, a package. I got a package with the weirdest thing inside.”

“What’s that?” She pulled an eyelid down and shadowed her eyes gently.

“It’s a…God, it’s almost embarrassing.”

“You? Embarrassed? Ha!”

Okay, I thought, you asked for it. “It’s a chastity device.”

“Yeah. Right. I love a joke, hon, but, seriously, I have to—“

“I’m not joking.”

She stopped and looked at me. “Prove it.”

I went back to my office and returned with the device.

Her mouth opened and she touched it with a finger. “Oh, my God!”

“It’s called a Cellmate, according to the instruction sheet.”

“Who sent it to you?”

“I thought it was you, at first. There was no return address, and the note inside said, ‘Happy Birthday.’”

She gave me a look. “Your birthday isn’t for months.”

“I know. But I figured maybe you were joking with me or something.” I shrugged.

“So who could it be?” she mused, staring at the thing. She looked up at me. “It’s Randy, from work. He’s messing with you.”

“No way a guy would send this to another guy. I mean, that’s sort of gay.”

She tilted her head slightly, thought about it. Then directed a gaze at me, “So what girl could send it to you?”

“Oh, come on,” I blurted. “I don’t know any girls. Except your girlfriends.”

“None of my girlfriends would ever send you such a thing!”

“How about Rhonda?” Rhonda was her wacky bestie, and she would certainly be up to playing a trick on us.

“No.”

“Well, somebody did!”

Suddenly she smirked.

“What?”

“Maybe that will stop your little masturbation problem.”

I grimaced. That was a sore point with us. I got horny more than she did and I liked to masturbate. Which meant going on the net and staring at porn, and jacking the contents of my balls into my greedy, little hands.

She turned back to her make up and chanted in a low voice, “Roger likes to play with himself, play with himself, play with himself.”

“Okay, that’s enough.”

“Probably, but it’s a catchy tune. Maybe I should record it and send it to our friends.”

“Not funny,” I groused.

“No. It’s not. It’s not funny to waste yourself when you should be saving all your love for me.”

“Okay,” I sighed.

A moment of silence. She knew she was pushing me, I knew I was wrong, but life has to go on, you know?

“So are you going to put it on?”

“What? Why would I do that?”

“I don’t know, a kinky thrill?”

“I’m not putting it on.”

She smiled into her mirror. “Honey, I know you. You’re a sexy, little pervert. You love your cock, and you like to play with it, and…” she shrugged.

I looked at the device. The odd thing was…I was thinking about it.

“It doesn’t even have a lock on it.”

“There you go. No harm no foul.” Then she grinned. “I’d like to see you in it. Your peeny all strangled and caught, no way to beat your meat, forced to wait for…for whatever.”

“For somebody to unlock the cock lock that has no lock. Yeah. This is really making sense.”

I stood up and went to my office and tossed the thing into my wastebasket.

A half hour later Mia sauntered out of the bedroom. God, was she gorgeous. Statuesque body with big tits, red lips, her hair long and wavy. I stood up and went to her, and she put a hand on my chest.

“Whoa, lover. Don’t mess me up.”

“Heysoos in a phone booth with no phone. You look like that and I’m expected not to touch?”

“Well, I could pull down my pants and you could lick me for a while.”

“What?” Oral sex was not my favorite. Licking somebody’s private parts? Ew!

She laughed. “You know, it’s not all about your dick.”

“Yes, it is!”

We both laughed. We both knew what a horny goat I was.

“Okay, well, I’ve got to head for the airport…” she looked through the window. “Uber is here.”

I looked out the window and, sure enough, a grey Prius pulled up.

“Bring my bags, boy,” she chuckled.

“Yas…ma’am,” I mocked her back. She had a suitcase and a carry on, and I rolled the suitcase and toted the carry on down to the waiting Prius.

“Airport, ma’am?”

“Yes.”

The driver put the bags in his trunk, held the door open and waited.

Mia gave me a peck on the lips. “I’ll call you when I get there, and…”

“What?”

“Never mind.”

The devilish grin on her face. The spark in her eye. I knew what she was thinking.

“I’m not putting that thing on.”

She laughed and stepped into the Prius. The driver closed the door, and in a handful of seconds the Uber was zipping down the street.

I went back into the house. Time to get to work. I don’t need to work, but I like to work. Finances, and I’ve got lots of money, certainly enough to retire on, so what else was there to do?”

I sat down, shuffled some digital paper, and read some dry reports.

After a while I got up, went and poured myself a drink. Coke with a splash of bourbon.

I sat down and worked some more.

And became aware of my dick.

Of course. I’m a jacker. Shit. And I had promised.

My gaze passed over the trash basket. The box sat in the bottom. Visible through the criss cross of wires.

I jerked my gaze back to the computer. More reports. But I was aware of that box. That damned box. Cardboard. About eight inches in a cube.

I finished my drink. though about having another one, but didn’t…then did. Hell, I was horny. And when I’m horny I like to sip a little.

Damn it! Mia and I had just done it the night before. We always did it before she left on a business trip. Two weeks was a long time, and she wanted to do all she could to forestall my bad habit.

I turned off the computer and went into the TV room. I settled back and watched Scarlett Johansson. She was taking some weird blue pills and conquering the universe Sort of cool, especially if you like looking at her fine form, her full lips, her—damn it!

I was stroking my cock.

Not even a day away and I was already missing my wife, and already starting to get kinky with pinky.

I turned the TV off, made another drink, and went outside.

Beautiful day.

I went back in, put the drink in the frig, put on some running shorts, and set off on a brisk, three mile run. The perfect solution for when you’re horny. Take that energy out on something else than pounding your pud.

I worked my arms and felt my feet pounding up the road. My breathing became deeper, and I felt real alive, and my hard on dwindled.

But I couldn’t stop thinking about that package. That package around my package. It certainly wouldn’t hurt, and it might even persuade me to leave my cock alone. Heck, it certainly couldn’t hurt, there was no lock to the thing, after all.

So I ran and I ran, runner’s high, worked the bourbon off, and returned home. And went directly into my office. And took the package out of the basket.

It wasn’t a big thing. Just big enough to hold my meat. No keys or anything. You just slide your cock into it, your balls through a ring, and close it.

I closed it. I opened it. It didn’t catch or anything. No big deal. Slip it on and, if things got bad, I could just take it off.

I slipped it on. I closed it, and two things happened. First, there was a click. There hadn’t been a click before, when I opened and closed it. WTF?

And, my computer dinged. Somebody had sent me a message.

I tried to open the cock cage, and it wouldn’t open.

Now it really was WTF!

I tugged and pulled, pried and jerked, and my computer started dinging. Ding. Ding., Ding. Like it was on automatic.

I looked at my cock. I looked at the computer. I looked at my cock.

Ding. Ding. Ding.

Frustrated with my inability to open the stupid thing on my manhood, I sat down and opened the computer.

Messages. And they were still coming.

Put me on

put me on

put me on

Shit! That was what the message in the box had said.

I clicked open one of the messages and the dinging of new messages stopped. I read:

Hi, Roger

I suggest you do a little internet research on the Cellmate.

Talk to you later.

No signature. I looked at the mail address. It was some weird internet mailing company. Looked like a blind. A series of redirects that hid the true sender.

I looked at my lap. The Cellmate sat there, holding my junk. Doing nothing.

I worked the keyboard and began researching the Cellmate.

The Cellmate was made by a Chinese company. Qiui. They made a chastity device that could be remotely controlled. Which meant somebody else held a digital key. Like that old TV show…’they controlled the horizontal…they controlled the vertical…’ and they controlled my cock.

More articles.

There was a flaw in the design, and hackers could take control of the chastity thing. So not just a loving wife…but some asshole in Nigeria, wanting to get money but first if you could be so kind as to cash this check…which bounced after you had sent them the cash.

Oh, Heysoos. What had I done!

More articles.

The only way out of the device was to jam a screwdriver into the faceplate…which screwdriver would also be aimed directly at the ‘prisoner’s’ cock.

Or I could take a hammer and bash it. Or a big, old saw and cut it…oh, my aching dick.

And my dick was aching. It had suddenly realized that there was no room to grow, and it wanted to grow.

More articles.

The flaw had been fixed.

DING!

I opened up the message.

I replaced certain parts with titanium.

Now my eyes were bulging.

I stood up and went to the kitchen, the ridiculous thing hanging from my manhood. Bouncing and shifting with every step.

I poured a drink. A stiff drink. I drank it. I poured another one.

I walked back into the computer room and typed,

What do you want?

DING!

A picture.

I typed,

Who are you?

DING!

Your future.

Fuck.

DING!

Ignore me and never be free.

Follow my directions and there is hope.

I typed:

No way I’m going to take a picture.

No way I’m going to give you blackmail.

DING!

How horny are you?

I typed:

Fuck you.

I turned off the computer.

I looked at my cock.

I went out to the garage and examined the various tools at my disposal. Dremel saw. No way that baby was coming near my dick.

Bolt cutters. Hmm. I took them off the wall and hefted them. Too big. I wouldn’t be able to cut that ring keeping my whole package prisoner.

I picked up a pair of pliers.

I tried to push my flesh down and get the cutting edges into the space. It was too tight, and I gave up when I poked myself with the tip of the pliers.

A hacksaw.

A drill.

I looked at my bench. A lathe. Shit. I could just see me, laying on the rails and trying to fit that high speed thing to a little piece of metal.

Defeated, I walked back into my house.

More bourbon. I needed bourbon. A lot of it.

I looked at my watch. Mia had only been gone a couple of hours. She wouldn’t be in for several hours. And she would call me when she arrived.

God, I hated the idea of confessing to her that I had tried the Cellmate on, but what could I do?

Yeah, she’d laugh, maybe even offer a cutting remark or two, but she was my wife. She was on my side.

I sighed and went into the TV room.

DING DONG!

Fuck! Who could that be?

I went to the door and peered through the side blinds. Shit. It was Rhonda! Rhonda with the fast mouth and the sly humor. Digging, always digging.

I turned around and leaned against the jamb.

DING DONG!

Then, a minute later, DING DONG! DING DONG! DING DONG!

She pounded on the door. “Come on, Roger! I know you’re in there! Mia said you were home! Let me in or I’ll break a window!”

She would, too. She was a ballsy bitch, sometimes fun, but sometimes a little too much fun, if you get what I mean.

I turned the knob and opened the door. I peeked out through a crack. “I’m busy, Rhonda.”

She just pushed in, walked past me, and said, “Okay, where is it. Mia called me up and accused me, and now I want to see what I’m accused of.”

“Heysoos in a tree with no branches! How about getting your ass out of here!”

She turned and laughed at me. Actually laughed.

Rhonda is a good looking gal, for all of her mouth. She’s a redhead, got some mighty fine bosoms, and if it wasn’t for the fact that I was married, and her mouth, I might have hit on her.

But I was married, and she did have a mouth.

“Mia said somebody sent you a chastity device. Let’s see.”

“No way.”

She turned and walked down the hall and into my office. “Here chastity device. Here chastity, chastity.” Like she was calling a dog.

“Do you mind? I’ve got work to do and—“ I followed her into the office and stopped. She was looking at the empty box and the instructions. She looked at me. “Holy shit! You put it on!”

“You need to leave.”

“Oh, no. No you don’t. I want to see.”

“I’m not showing you my dick.”

“From what I understand you won’t be. You’ll be showing me something around your dick. That’s how it works, right? It goes around your dick and balls and keeps everything out of sight? No erections? No touchie feelie?”

I gave a groan. “Please. I really need you gone.”

“Okay.”

I was surprised that she gave up that easily, but she did. She walked past me. And knelt and pulled my pants down.

“Hey!” I fell back, but it was too late. She had me by the Cellmate. “Let go!”

She just held on, pulling me a little so I was off balance. “Wow. This is some serious shit.”

She let go.

I pulled my pants back up. I was mortified. My face was redder than Santa’s pants. “Okay. Can you leave now?”

She stared at me, then turned around and left the room. She didn’t leave the house, however. She walked into the kitchen and began making herself a drink.

“Hey!”

“We need to talk,” she threw back at me.

God, I hated that phrase. It meant somebody was going to talk about something that somebody else really didn’t want to talk about.

She turned around and handed me a drink.

Damn.

I took the drink. She sat down at the kitchen table and indicated I should have a seat. I took a big gulp. I started counting drinks.

A couple when Mia left, another couple when the dings started…but I wasn’t drunk. I was high, and slightly giddy, but panic was keeping me relatively sober.

Rhonda sat there, studying me. “Got yourself in a mess, huh?”

I nodded. “Yeah.”

“Can’t get it off?”

“It’s got titanium parts. It doesn’t have a lock, it’s digital.”

“So how does it lock?”

“I guess it works off the internet. I’m not tech savvy, so I don’t know. I just know that…” I shrugged helplessly.

“So what does whoever locked you up want?”

I told her about the dings and the messages.

“Wow. So you take a picture and you get free. What’s the big deal?”

“I don’t know if they’ll set me free. What if they want more, and more?”

Rhonda finished her drink. I was done, so she made two more.

While she was at the sink I found myself staring at her.

My dick was throbbing in the Cellmate, and I was starting to appreciate the way her ass was so round and fine.

She turned and caught me staring at her. She grinned and I looked away.

“Getting a bit randy there, are we?”

“Leave me alone,” I muttered.

She sat. “Not a chance. I’m staying here. I want to see what happens.”

“No. You need to go home. I’ll handle this.”
She sniggered, “Sure you will.”

“No. You’re leaving.” I stood up, and my meaning was plain. If I had to…I could throw her out physically.

She reached up and took one corner of her blouse and pulled. Hard. It ripped, and buttons popped. “Rape,” she said.

“What?

She kicked off her shoes and stood up. “You throw me out, with ripped clothes, I scream rape. The cops come. They call Mia.”

“You wouldn’t!”

She shimmied out of her pants. “I wouldn’t press charges, but, oh, the scandal”

I tried to grab her, but she ran around the corner and into the living room. As she ran she slipped out of her bra.

I grabbed her and pulled her around.

We were face to face…me…and her boobs.

I stared down at them. They were big, and the nipples stood out, and I suddenly became aware of the pounding in my cock.

“Oh, yeah,” she smiled. “This is good. Grab me hard, bruise my skin a bit. You probably dream of it rough. Right? Mia is a little too soft and gentle, and a horn dog like you…you can’t help it.”

I pushed her away and stepped back. We were breathing hard, and my cock was trying to get erect so hard it hurt.

She looked down. “God, you’re pulsing down there. I can see that thing moving.”

“You have to leave!” I was almost crying.

She walked back into the kitchen and sat down. She was sprawled, legs out, pussy showing, one arm over the back of the chair, sipping her drink with the other hand.

I sat down and faced away from her. My eyes were filling with tears and I tried to control myself.

“Aw, poor Roger. All dressed up and nowhere to put it.”

“Shut up.”

She laughed.

Then we just sat. Time passed. there was nothing to say, nothing to do.

Hours passed. I went to work, which proved impossible. I was a horn dog, and the horn quotient had just been upped ten fold. I wanted my dick out in the open. It was only a few hours and I was desperate. Normally I could go three or four days without whacking off, but this, constantly being reminded of how horny I was, I couldn’t think.

DOOTELY DOOT DOOT!

My cell rang and I got up to go answer it. It would be Mia, and I needed to tell her— “Hey!”

Rhonda had picked up my phone. “Hey, girlfriend, guess what?”

“Give me that,” I yelled, but she turned this way and that and kept talking, and my proximity to her naked body was…too much.

“He put that thing you told me about on. Oh, it looks cute.

“Please! Give me my phone!” I tried to manipulate her body so I could grab the phone, but without coming into physical contact with her…with her boobs.

“Oh, sure. He’s here. He’s trying to molest me and get the phone. Sure…” she turned and handed me the phone.

I was breathing hard, glaring at Rhonda, and I said, “Mia, honey…”

“Did you really put that thing on?”

I felt so ashamed. I hung my head. “I did. I thought…it was a joke…what could it hurt?”

“And it’s locked on now?”

“Yes. And it’s digitally controlled and I can’t…I can’t…”

“Honey, I looked it up on the internet, you shouldn’t have done that.”

“Tell me about it.”

Rhonda was trying to get close enough to listen. I kept turning, and her boobs kept touching my arms, and hands, and… “Please!” I hissed.

“What?”

“Not you! Rhonda is trying to listen.”

“Hell, let her listen. Put it on speaker.”

Cringing inside, I did.

“Hey, girlfriend,” Rhonda chirped.

“Hi, Rhonda. So Roger, tell me…how are you going to get it off?”

“I don’t know, none of my tools is going to cut the thing off…without cutting a part of me off, and…somebody sent me a text.”

“A text?”

“Yeah, whoever took control of the chastity device, and they want me to send them a picture.”

“Of what?”

“I don’t know!”

“Well, find out. If you can find out what whoever it is wants…maybe there’s a way out of this mess.”

“Uh, honey…there’s something else.”

“What?”

“Rhonda has no clothes on.”

Dead silence. And I mean dead.

“Rhonda?”

“Hey, girlfriend, he was going to kick me out, and I didn’t want to leave, so I threatened to yell rape.”

I heard a sound, sort of like a snort, on the phone.

“So…is he threatening you?”

“Hey! She’s threatening me!”

“So let me get this straight. My best friend is naked…with my husband.”

Rhonda laughed. “And he can’t do a thing about it!”

Mia started laughing.

“Mia? Honey?”

“Oh…this is good!” she laughed and laughed. She laughed so hard I couldn’t get a word in edgewise.

“So my best friend is looking hot and horny, and my poor hubbie can’t get it up.”

“He can’t even feel it! And it looks like it hurts when he tries to get hard. At least he bends over a little and grabs his package.”

“Oh, this is rich, I wish I had…heck, I can. Roger. Take off your clothes and stand next to Rhonda and take a picture. Send it to me.”

“What? No!”

“Hey, you’re no danger,” that was a cutting remark, if you thought about it, and I was forced to think about it, “so strip and pose and click. And hurry. My cell phone bill is mounting.”

“You don’t pay by the gig,” I snapped.

“No, but you’ll pay by the balls if you don’t do what I say. You ever want to touch my pussy again?” At the last she was growling.

“Oh, goodie!” Rhonda started pulling at my shirt.

“Hey!”

“Roger!”

I slumped and stood still. Rhonda pulled my shirt off, nearly ripping the buttons in the process. Then she pulled my pants down. Dispirited, I let her.

She pushed me over to a wall facing the foyer mirror and aimed my cellphone. Click. And a few taps on the screen, and a few seconds later Mia squealed.

“Here it is! Oh, my God! Look at that thing!”

I stared at the picture on my own screen.

Me. Naked, lithe with runner’s sleek muscles. Funny, Rhonda actually looked buff next to me. She was slightly thicker, she didn’t do any running, and, of course, her boobs really made her chest look bigger than mine.

“Honey,” I said. “Can we delete this?”

“No way! I’m keeping it forever.”

“But…but…can Rhonda leave?”

“No way!” Rhonda yelled.

Silence from the phone. Not good. Then: “Rhonda, it was nice of you to come over and check on Roger. And he should show his appreciation.”

“Mia?” I blurted.

“So, Roger, Rhonda will watch over you until I get home, and, bad news for you, this may become an extended trip.”

“What? No! How extended?”

“Company wants me to fly to London after this.”

Oh, fuck! I was in LA. She was in NY. A trip to London usually took two, even three weeks. That meant she was going to be gone four, maybe more, weeks. And I was stuck with naked Rhonda!

“Honey…I need you here.”

“Why? It doesn’t look like you’re going to be capable of sex for a while. What do you need me for?”

“Ahhh, that’s not—“

“Besides, you’ve got my best friend for my surrogate. She’ll kiss you and love you and even keep you warm at night, right, Rhonda?”

“Oh, you bet.”

“So, Roger, you treat Rhonda right, and you do anything she says.”

“Anything? Wai—

“Anything. When the shit hit the fan she came to your aid, and you owe her that.”

“But…but…but…” I blurted it out, “SHE’LL MAKE ME HORNY!”

“Good. You can’t do anything, and for being such a horn dog, and for getting yourself in this mess, maybe that’s what you deserve. Rhonda! You have my blessings, make him as horny as you want!”

“All right!” rejoiced Rhonda. She jumped and swatted the air like she was high fiving. That made her boobs bounce.

“Okay, honey, I have to go. They’re calling my group, so find out what the mystery hacker wants, follow Rhonda’s directions, and I’ll see you when I get back.”

Click.

I stood. Shell shocked. Broken. Stunned.

Rhonda took the phone out of my hands. Then she actually grabbed my package. Well, the Cellmate, but my package was in the Cellmate, so she had my package.

“Okay, Bozo Brain, are you ready for some fun?”

“What? What do you…”

“I want you to get me off.”

“What! No!”

“Mia said you had to follow my orders. ‘Follow Rhonda’s directions,’ that’s what she said, or you’re never going to touch her pussy again.”

“Oh, fuck!”

“Nope. But everything else. And right now I want to feel your fingers in my snatch. God, you all locked up like this, helpless, unable to do anything, it’s making me so wet you’re going to have to mop the floor. Now, come on.”

She pulled me by my penis down the hallway. I tried to loosen her hand, but she just jerked it back and forth and I was forced to stumble along, to keep up.

She pulled me into the bedroom and pulled me around and pushed me back on the bed.

“Let me go! You can’t…”

But she could. She scrambled up on top of me and sat on my face.

“MGHHSOLL!” I yelled.

“Ooh, I love it when you talk dirty,” she moaned. She put her hand down and rubbed her clitoris. “Now eat me, and do a good job or I’ll tell Mia.”

What could I do? I was trapped! Her whole weight was on my face. Just trying to breath made me feel like I was gobbling her snatch.

“Yeah, baby. Do me the way you’d do Mia!”

I began to munch. Self defense, I told myself. I had to breath.

“Uh…uh…” she pulled her tits and slapped her pussy. “Face fuck me you bitch!”

I stuck my tongue in her slit. I chewed on her labia, giving little bites that made her jump.

“Ooh, Roger has some talent.” She was breathing hard, going up and down, squashing my face into the bed, then raising up so I could gasp for breath.

She stuck a finger in herself. “Oh…God! I wish you had a dick!”

She began to rub her pussy on me mouth. She was groaning and making mewling sounds.

I moved my hand up and managed to stick two fingers into her snatch.

She opened her eyes and bucked.

I grabbed one of her tits with the other hand. I squeezed, then pulled her nipple.

“Fuck! Yes…yes…YESSSSS!”

She froze, then jerked, spasmed, and her pussy smashed into my face. I couldn’t breath, I tried to push her off, and then, suddenly, she fell to the side.

“Fuck,” she gasped for breath. “That was good. I’m sort of glad that you don’t have a dick. I could get used to that tongue of yours.”

I got up and walked into the bathroom. She got up and followed me.

I grabbed a towel and wet it. I was going to clean my face.

“What do you think you’re doing?”

I looked at her.

She grabbed the towel. “You don’t clean me off your face. I want you smelling my pussy, smelling like my pussy, until Mia gets home.”

She moved forward and grabbed my caged cock, hard. She twisted until I yelped. “You’re going to remember this for the rest of your life, right?”

Broken, not knowing what else to do, my shoulders slumped and I nodded.


PART TWO

I was awake. Electrified. Unable to sleep anymore.

Next to me Rhonda curled. Her fleshy body pressed against mine, her boobs pressed against me.

I was naked, Rhonda insisted on it, and while she had slept I had dozed off, jerked awake, again and again.

My dick kept me awake. It was pressing against the inside of my cage, and I could imagine the skin plastered against the material, like a child’s face plastered up against some glass.

DING!

It wasn’t loud, but I was so hyper I heard it.

I slid out of the bed, tried not to wake Rhonda, and pattered through the house. I slid into my chair and opened the message.

How you doing?

I typed:

What kind of picture?

DING:

Sort of like this…

A picture appeared, line by line, on my phone. It was me, standing with Rhonda. Naked. Me with the Cellmate on.

Stunned, I sat back. I felt like I had been punched.

DING:

I’ve been using your phone

to control your Cellmate.

What? Oh, no! I thought about turning my phone off, taking out the battery, throwing away the sim card.

DING:

I suggest you keep your phone in working order.

I almost sobbed for the cruelty of it all. What a nightmare!

DING:

I need another picture.

I typed:

You got what you wanted.

Let me go.

DING:

This is making me so wet

you’re going to have to mop the floor.

I stared at the message. This person, whoever, was listening to me. To whoever was within speaking distance of the phone. I looked at the phone.

Traitor. Curse Steve Jobs. Damned iPhone.

DING:

So, about that picture.

I typed:

What do you want?

DING:

I stared at the message in horror.

An hour later I was able to reach Mia. Rhonda was in the shower. I could hear her singing lustily. Something about the ‘good ship Venus.’

“They want what?”

“They want a picture of me dressed like a woman.”

Man, this was a new definition of silence.

“Well…I guess you’re going to have to comply.”

“But it’s blackmail! They can use a picture like that to force me to do things.”

“Like what?”

I thought about it. Dressed like a woman…what else was there?

“And, so what? If they show it to our friends we explain the situation, or we say it was for a party, or whatever.”

“But, honey…I can’t dress up like a…like a woman?”

“Rhonda will help you.”

“Rhonda! No! This will just give her ammunition.”

“Then you shouldn’t have put that thing on your dick. Talk about giving somebody ammunition.”

“But…but honey…”

“Do you have a better idea?”

“I’ll think of something.”

“Great, but if you don’t…then…”

Neither of us spoke for a moment.

“Honey?” she suddenly said.

“Yeah?”

“I know this is terrible, and it’s awful what you’re going through…”

“I’ll say.”

“But, I have to admit…this is…it’s sort of exciting.”

“Exciting?”

“Well, you’re a horn dog. You should understand.”

I blinked. “This is making you fell…sexy?”

“I know. Isn’t it terrible?”

“Honey! you can’t say such things! This person could be listening right now!”

“Great,” and she mock yelled, “Hey! Whoever you are! Make my husband into a sexy woman!”

“HEY!”

“What’s going on?” Mia asked, walking down the hall. She was rubbing her head, drying her hair, and her boobs never looked so big.

“Is that Rhonda? Put her on.”

“I…you can’t…”

“Put her on!”

I handed Rhonda the phone.

“Hey, girlfriend, he’s warm at night. Too bad he doesn’t have a working dick.”

They laughed. This was getting worse and worse.

“Listen, Rhonda, the internet terrorist is demanding that you dress Roger up like a girl and send him a picture.”

DING!

I heard the computer, but didn’t move.

“So do a good job. The works. Nails and hair and everything. I don’t want this stuff dragging on forever. The sooner we comply the sooner Roger will get free and we can return to normal.”

“Pah! Who wants normal? This is fun.”

“Rhonda, you heard me. Do a good job. Roger? Do you hear me?”

I nodded. She couldn’t hear a nod, but she knew I was there.

“Rhonda’s going to give you the ultimate make over, and you’d better go along with it.”

I said, the only thing I could. “Yes, dear.”

“Excellent. Okay. I’ll talk to you guys later. Text me if anything happens.”

The phone went dead.

Rhonda turned and grinned at me triumphantly. “Oh, boy. Or, maybe I should say…oh, girl!”

I walked past her and into the computer room. I pulled up the message.

Where’s my picture?

Defeated, I typed:

Coming.

I closed the window and turned around. Rhonda was leaning against the door jamb, grinning.

We sat in the kitchen. Rhonda had gone home for some items, and I had showered, and used Nair all over my body, and now her beauty items were spread out all over the kitchen table.

Curlers. Potions. Jars and creams and brushes and little boxes filled with fake nails and things.

“Well, well. I never imagined a scene such as this.”

I listened to her, sipped some bourbon, I was going to be a drunk before this was over, and her hands worked over me.

She pushed my cuticles, trimmed and sanded my nails.

“How long will this take?” I asked.

“Couple of hours,” she shrugged. She looked quite at home, very relaxed, as she placed fake nails on my real nails and estimated.

“Jeez,” I muttered.

“Oh, dry up. You’ll like it.” She applied glue to my fingernails, then pressed a fake on. She held it.

“I thought you could just press these things on.”

“That’s for the peasants. We’re going to do this right.”

“Isn’t that a little long?”

“You want the camera to pick them up?”

Still, they looked awful long.

“These are hard gel nails. I’ll have to fix them every couple of weeks, but they should last a while. The glue is real strong and you don’t have to worry about these puppies falling off.”

I looked at her. “I was sort of hoping they would fall off. Quick.”

“And what if the internet hacker wants more pictures?”

I frowned. She was right, but still…

She began painting them. She touched the small brush to the back of the fingernails and stroked towards the tips. Three times. Letting them dry as she went back and forth from hand to hand.

“Whew. This is work. You should be paying me.”

I made a light, snarling sort of a sound.

“That’s gratitude for you. Okay, now, for the hard shell finish.”

She applied a clear liquid to them. It made the nails shiny, and apparently it made them harder. I was going to have a real set of claws.

Finally: “All right. Let’s get you dressed.”

She held up a tummy shaper. “Put this on. Don’t hurt yourself with those nails.

It was hard to do anything with those extra long nails. I manage to step into the shaper and pull it up, but I couldn’t get it all the way up.

“Together,” said Rhonda, and together we tugged and pulled and the thing slid over my torso.

“Heysoos,” I muttered dejectedly.

“Don’t sound so hang dog. You’re going to end up liking this.”

“I am?” I looked up at her.

“All men do.”

“You’ve done this…you’ve made men into women before?”

“All the time. The poor dears come into the shop and they are so embarrassed. But we sit them down and work on them, and, voila…transition.”

“Transition,” I grumped. “Great.”

She laughed and handed me a bra.

I had even more trouble with the bra, I couldn’t reach behind me and work the little clasps with my long red fingernails.

Rhonda laughed. “Big, strong man having trouble?”

“Instead of laughing…”

Giggling, she showed me how to turn it wrong way out, fix the clasps in front, then run the bra around my torso and slip into the straps.

I looked at my chest in disgust. Except, it wasn’t all disgust. I could feel a certain fascination back in my mind. This was what women do. And every day. Heysoos. What a price they paid to be beautiful.

“Here go,” she shoved a breast form into one cup, then the other.

Now I was stacked. A man with long, red nails and big boobs. “Aren’t these a little big?”

“Got to be big. Your shoulders are slightly wider than a woman’s, you have to have wide enough boobs or you’ll look funny. And if you need wider, then you need bigger.

I said a dirty word under my breath.

“Okay, here’s a dress.”

It was black, sexy on somebody else…but me? I pulled it over my shoulders. It was a tight fit, but it was stretchy, and I managed to pull it in place.

“Whoa, You look good.”

I stared at her. She was being serious. She handed me some over-sized high heels, black, slingback, and I put them on.

And almost fell over.

She laughed as she caught me. “Takes some getting used to.”

“I’ll say.

I tottered into the foyer and looked at myself.

My hips were padded by the tummy shaper and I was rounded on the bottom. My waist was narrow, and made more so by the flare of my boobs. Heysoos! Below the neck I actually looked like a woman.

“Come on back here. Let’s do your face.”

I went back into the kitchen in a mixed frame of mind.

On one hand, I was being transitioned, made into a female, and my mind was whirling with that.

On the other hand, there was a part of me that wanted to see the final product. Could Rhonda actually make a face that would look right on top of that gorgeous dress?

I sat down and she started working.

“We’re cleaning your pores now…”

“This is moisturizer…”

“This is a base…”

She explained what she was doing, step by step. It felt so weird to have somebody smooth creams into my face. It felt so weird to have powder brushed on.

Inside my cage Mr. Cock was standing up, as well as he could, and taking notice.

“I notice your cage is jerking. Pretty exciting, eh?”

“I…don’t want to talk about it.”

“The boys who come into my shop, they like to talk about it. They tell me how exciting it is to put make up on, that even though hormones are diminishing their penises, they get erect. I’ve even had a couple who wanted to masturbate while we put on their make up.”

“I don’t want to masturbate,” I lied. “I want this over and done with.”

Rhonda stopped and faced me. “You know, Roger, I have a feeling this guy, whoever he is, is in it for the long haul.”

“Why do you feel that?”

“Women’s intuition. He’s gone to a lot of trouble to compromise you. Do you think he’s going to want to give that up?”

“But…but…boy, is this weird. At first I thought it might be someone I know. But nobody calls to laugh, and the computer messages come in while I’m with you, or talking to Mia on the phone.” I shook my head.

“Well, whoever he is…he’s got you by the short and curlies.”

She stopped talking and started focusing on my eyes. She curled, and mascaraed, and brushed on light blue tint. “Oh, baby. Your eyes are going to pop when I’m through with them.”

“I suppose I should thank you for all of this. I mean, I’ve always been sort of short with you.”

“I’m a lot to handle,” she agreed. “But, no thanks necessary. Mia’s my friend. By extension, so are you.” She squeezed my tit. “You’re my bosom buddy.” She laughed, and I actually chuckled.

It was weird, but going through this, having her paint my face and, I’ll admit it, having eaten her pussy, I felt closer to Rhonda.

I told her told her so.

She leaned down, then kissed me on the lips. A nice kiss. No lust, just friendship. Then she finished up my eyes. She handed me a gold tube.

“Lip stain. Put it on.”

“Why me?”

“You have to learn sometimes, and this way, well, it’s sort of like putting the bow on the package. “The final touch, you know?”

I went into the bathroom and stared at myself. I was a woman in all appearances. Except for hair. But she was going to do that next.

I unscrewed the gold tube and pulled out an applicator. I carefully touched my lips with it, watched the red color stain into my flesh.

Rhonda watched me.

“That’s long lasting stuff. A couple of weeks. If you want to make it bright just put some lip gloss on.”

“Okay.”

I stood back and looked at myself. I smacked my lips. I actually felt a thrill. Not just in my groin area, not just the pounding of my cock, but in the the center of my chest. I was liking this. Looking like a woman was fun.

“Okay,” I said. “What about the hair?”

Rhonda used combs and scissors and worked my mane. I wear my hair long, but in a manly fashion. She trimmed it, layered it, and made it into a bubble around my face. She put streaks in it, sprayed it with some hair spray, then smiled. “All done except for the jewelry.”

“Jewelry?”

She opened a small box. In it were necklaces and rings and earrings.

“I’m going to pierce you, so don’t worry about how they’ll stay.”

I chose a pair of dangling earrings. Three silver strands.

Then I picked out a slender choker. All sparkly with diamonds.

“Is this stuff expensive?”

“Nah. Junk stuff. You get close to anybody who knows, they’ll know. But you don’t hang with the fabulously wealthy crowd, do you?”

“Not too ofter, I admitted, ruefully.

She fastened the choker, it was tight, but it made my neck look slender. I had chosen well.

Then she pierced my ears. A hot needle, not much more than a pinch in each lob, and I was looking sparkly.

Finally, she selected a couple of bangles and a ring.

I looked in the hallway mirror. Rhonda came and stood next to me.

I had a slight bulge where the Cellmate was, but by angling the light and aiming the cell phone right we were able to make it disappear.

There we stood. Two gorgeous babes. Drop dead bodies. Big tits.

Click.

And, click, click, click.

Then Rhonda had me move around the house and she took more pictures. She gave me a duster and had me reach up and dust shelves. She gave me an apron and had me stand by the sink as if I was doing dishes.

You know, I loved it. I felt like a movie star, posing, presenting my glamour to the world.

“Want to take a drive?” she asked.

“No. No.”

She grinned evilly. “Oh, yes you do.”

Somehow she managed to get me to the car, and she drove.

Oh, it was wondrous. I was passing along the same streets, streets I knew, and yet everything was different. I felt free, and wonderful, and…my cock was pounding so hard I thought I would faint.

“How you doing, sister?”

“Heysoos,” I admitted. “I’m so horny I feel faint.”

“That’s good. Can you last a month?”

“Or more?” I wondered. “I don’t know.”

“Well, I’ll do my best to make it tough for you.”

I laughed. “I’m sure you will.”

“Want to go back and fuck me?”

“God, I’d love to. But it makes me even hornier. You cum and I’m left high and dry.

“Oh, poor baby.”

She stopped at a subway and collected a couple of sandwiches. Then she drove to a park overlooking the ocean. We ate, and she giggled as I ruined my lipstick.

“That’s okay,” I quipped. “I’m a girl that always comes prepared.” I held up a tube of lip gloss.

Afterwards, we headed for home. We had sent the photos to the hacker and I wanted to know if he had written back yet.

We pulled into the driveway and got out of the car and went into the house.

No response from the hacker, but there was an email from Mia.

“Wow! You’re a better looking woman than me. Stay that way. I want to see you like this when I get home.”

Rhonda looked at me. “Now you’re stuck.”

I nodded.

She peered at me. “You don’t seem that unhappy about it.”

“On one hand…my dick hurts, I need relief. I want to get into some jeans and watch football. On the other hand…it feels so damned sexy.”

“Ha! California boy turns himself on.”

I chuckled. “I guess.”

“So. A month.”

I looked at her. I nodded. “A month.”

“And what will we do for a month?”

I knew what she wanted. I didn’t resist, I led. I took her into the bedroom and began undressing her.

She kissed me. “You stay dressed. I want the illusion. I want to dream.”

“I didn’t know you were a Lesbian!”

“I’m a whatever floats my boat. Now put this on.”

She reached into a drawer and pulled out a mess of straps. Tangled up in the straps was a cylindrical object. A dildo.

“Really?” I asked. I untangled the thing and putting it around my waist.

“Right now, a manly man would float my boat. Especially if she’s wearing a dress.”

God, the lust in that woman’s eyes.

With a hard object finally sticking out from my groin, I pushed her back on the bed. I held her wrists out so she couldn’t move and I put my lips on hers. Our mouths touched, her lipstick and my lip gloss meshed, and tasted…lipsticky. I inserted tongue and we did tongue battle.

“Oh, yeah,” her eyes were glazed.

“You ain’t seen nothing yet, sister. “I moved down her body and attacked her breasts. I used both hands to manipulate them, to press and stroke, and my lips engulfed her nipples. I sucked and pulled, and she squealed.

“Eee! That feels so…fucking…good!”

“I moved further south. I arrived at the home of heaven. The pearly gates, dripping with sex sweat, moist and wonderful and inviting.

“Oh…yes…yes…”

She ground her hips up and fucked my mouth.

I laughed and began blowing, letting the skin under my mouth flap, making a farting sound.

She began laughing. She grabbed me by the ears and pulled me back up.

We stared at each other. Hungry. Desperate.

She was going to sate her hunger, I was going to get hungrier. I slid the dildo into her pussy.

“AHH!” she grunted. “That’s too big!”

“Yes, it is. But you’re stuck with it.”

I began to pummel her pussy with that dildo. It felt so good and natural to be driving a cock into a woman, even if I couldn’t feel it.

She scratched my back with her nails, but that was okay.

She ducked her head up, into my shoulder, and that was okay.

Then she broke. It was like a wave crested over her, and she arched, trying to keep her body above water, and the spasms hit. A half a dozen small jerks,  little tiltings of the hips, then a couple of big, long ones.

“Fuck…fuck…” she breathed, falling back, collapsing to let the wondrous, warm feeling just wash through her.

I pulled out.

I slid off the bed and took off the dildo. I washed it and put it away.

Rhonda was asleep. Good.

I went into the kitchen. All the make up was still out, so I repaired my face. It’s easier to repair a little damage than it is to start from scratch.

I made myself a drink and went out to the patio.

A month. A month of living like a woman. A month of make up and dresses and high heels and…and whatever.

I felt my earrings. They felt sexy, hanging from the ear, touching my neck.

DING!

I got up and went into the computer room. I sat down and worked the keyboard, and even that was a thrill. The way I had to use my fingers, use my fingernails, it was exciting.

No wonder women wear fingernails and…and things. It seems that everything a woman does, everything a woman wears, is sexy.

Poor men. They have no idea.

I pulled up the message.

More pictures.

The month passed slowly. A month of making me up, teaching me, and me living through the delicious torment of having a throbbing cock that never quite stood up.

After a while I got used to it.

I began to like the electricity going off in my groin, the struggle without end, the throbbing, pulsing heat as my dick tried to stand up.

Rhonda really enjoyed it.

She was getting double duty sex. Either oral, or dildoic, and she was walking around in a daze of satisfaction. Every night. Sometimes during the day.

We became used to each others quirks. We chided each other, and lived as if in love.

Was it love?

Not like with Mia. But it was. There was a deeper and deeper feeling building. When Mia came home, and Rhonda went her merry way, I would miss her.

Every day the computer sounded. DING! DING! DING!

More pictures, more pictures…more pictures.

Whoever this pervert was, he was getting off on all this.

I often wondered who it was.

Who had inserted himself into my life? Who was driving me sexually insane? Who had made me into a woman? Who had made me appreciate life in a way I never could have imagined?

Sometimes I cursed him.

Sometimes I loved him, whoever he was.

But, always, the pictures, pictures, pictures.

“Are you ready?” I called.

Rhonda came out of the bedroom, looking like a million. We both smiled and went out to the car.

I had started driving again. I was getting used to heels, and I felt wondrous, like I was in charge of the world.

And sometimes I was just the passenger, going along with the wind in my hair, laughing with life, and have a grand old time.

“What time is her flight?”

“She’s due to touchdown in half hour.”

“Man, is she going to be surprised.”

I looked at Rhonda. I turned down the radio. “Rhonda?”

“Yes?”

“You know. I love you…”

“But…” She was smiling.

“But I love Mia. She’s my wife.”

“Oh, darn. You mean I was just a fling for you?”

“More than a fling. But…”

“There’s that but, again.” She sighed, but she didn’t seem put out. “Hey, we had a lot of fun. But all good things must come to an end.”

Yes. They did. But what comes next? I wondered.

Rhonda went into the airport and collected Mia. I stood by the car. Nervous. Hell. Terrified.

Yes, she had sounded so happy about the endless pictures, but…but would she really be happy with me like this?

I stood, the wind whipping my dress. I was firm in my heels. Practice makes perfect, you know, and I watched the end of the parking lot.

Mia and Rhonda appeared. Arm in arm, talking, chatting. I began walking towards her. Fifty feet away, she heard my heels. Click. Click. Click.

She looked up. An expression of surprise flitted across her face, then she was running towards me.

We hugged, our tits pressing together. We kissed, our lipsticks smearing. We hugged.

Rhonda just grinned and put the bags in the trunk. Then she hopped behind the wheel and tooted the horn.

Mia and I climbed into the car. We both sat in the back seat, our arms holding each other.

“Jeez, guys. Do we need to get you a hotel room?”

Mia laughed, and I began to cry.

“Aw, look at the big baby,” Rhonda chuckled.

I just kept crying, and laughed through my tears, and Mia held me.

Rhonda drove slowly home.

That night, after an evening of talking and wondering and sharing mysteries, Mia and I went to bed.

It was her first time with me, and I was nervous. And she was nervous. We were both blushing like brides as we took each other in our arms and came together.

I was wearing a negligee and a bra with my forms.

She was wearing a baby doll and nothing else.

We lay on our sides and couldn’t stop smiling.

We kissed.

We shared secrets. Finally, I asked. “Would you like me to do oral? Or use a dildo?”

“Both.”

I gently worked down her body. I smothered my lovely wife’s tits with kisses. I sucked her nipples. I fingered her pussy.

I went lower, and arrived at the gates to heaven.

“Oooh!” she groaned. “I need this!”

I had never been much at eating pussy, but I had learned. Rhonda was a wonderful teacher. I had learned a lot of tricks, and I used them all. I used my tongue, my fingers, even my nose, and then, when she was on the edge, I came back up. We kissed, then I got out of bed and strapped on the harness. I suddenly had a big dick again.

But not a dick I would wield like a mad man. Not the tool of some horny, little horn dog, but a tool I had come to understand. A delicate tool to be wielded for a woman’s pleasure.

She moaned as I worked it in, adjusting my movements to hers. She held me as I slid it in and out. She began to climb the heights.

“Oh, yes. Fuck me, fuck me!”

I ground my hips in, stirred her insides, and pulled out. Stroke after stroke. She began to arch…and cum. And cum. And cum. Spasm after spasm. And I watched her in wonder.

I was apart from my sex, and this gave me a better appreciation. I had no feeling, so I could use my dick clinically, and yet, with passion.

For passion doesn’t come from a horn dog’s little puny peeny and incessant, mad thrustings. It comes from inside, from love. From the human being.

Mia came, and she held on, and she finally subsided, and we lay there.

Yes. My cock was throbbing inside the Cellmate. Yet I had grown to enjoy being denied. I had come to appreciate sex on a whole, entirely new level.

We lay there, breathing in each others wonderfulness, and the door opened.

“Rhonda?” I asked, sitting up. Mia sat up, too. She was smiling a huge smile.

“Hey, almost lover,” she quipped, and she handed my phone to Mia.

“What…what?” I looked between them.

Mia tapped the phone a few times, and I heard a click.

I looked down. I reached down. The Cellmate was loose. I took it off and stared at it. Then I looked at the girls.

Oh, the look of devilish delight on their faces.

“You…you’re…the hacker!”

“Guilty,” said Mia.

“And it was…my phone…”

If you had looked through a new app that you never noticed you might have found the key to your problems.

“But…but…how did you talk to me at the same time as the computer…the computer…”

“I have a cell phone and an iPad.”

“Oh…my God…My God!”

Rhonda climbed onto the bed. She hugged Mia and kissed her, and I started to suspect.

They turned to me.

Mia said, “Rhonda and I love each other. But I also love you. We planned this month to see if Rhonda could love you, and whether you could love Rhonda.”

“But I…”

Mia leaned forward and touched my lips with one hand. “I know. It’s a lot to take in. And we will have…situations. But it’s pretty plain that we can make this work. All of us.”

Rhonda: “You’ll have to live with both of us, and you’ll have to service us, but that’s okay. There’s going to be times when we all sleep together, and times when only Rhonda and I sleep together.”

I managed to speak, “But…but I’m a woman now.”

“That depends,” said Mia. “You can take this as far as you want, or you can be a man, or…” she shrugged, “you can put the Cellmate back on.”

I sat there and stared at them. And they watched me. And a smile came to me slowly.

Mia smiled.

Rhonda grinned. “And, now that you know, and now that Mr. Happy is out of prison, there’s one thing that you need to do that you have been dying to do for a month.”

I grinned.

Then we were all laughing.

Mia slipped out of bed. “See you in a while…lovers.”

I took Rhonda in my arms, or maybe she took me. We kissed as the door closed, then Rhonda grabbed my fake cock.

“After you fuck me with your real thing, I’m going to fuck you with my unreal thing. Okay?”

“Okay!”

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


Feminized for a Month!

A man faces the ultimate challenge!


PART ONE

“A whole month?”

“Sorry, hon. But the London office is in trouble, and I’ve got direct orders from on high. ‘Go fix those sons of bitches!’”

We chuckled at that. The boss of her company could be pretty hard nose in his demands. But he pays well, and Sara loves the work, and she really likes being hard nosed and in charge herself, so…a month.

Which was fine with me. While the pussy’s away the cock will play, if you get what I mean.

“So what are you going to do for a month.”

“Oh, I don’t know. Watch a little porn. Drink some bourbon. And then I might watch a little porn and drink some bourbon. And then I might wa—“

“All right!” Sara laughed.

“Well, you can’t blame me. The sexiest woman in the world leaves me…what am I supposed to do?”

“Keep yourself pure. Eight hours of zen meditation every day. Eight hours in the hair shirt, whipping yourself. Eight hours of…

“And then can I watch porn and drink bourbon?”

“Honey, I leave tomorrow, and I am going to give you so much pussy, and so much bourbon, that you won’t want to even think about booze and sex for the whole month.”

“Ha!” I yelped. “Ha! Yes! When do we start?”

“Right now. Now go get the bourbon and I’ll make myself desirable.”

I sprinted for the kitchen.  Yes, sprinted. When a woman as beautiful and bounteous and curvaceous and beautiful as my wife offers me booze and sex…I acquiesce.

And who wouldn’t? Five foot six, blonde, 36-24-36, and loves to suck cock. Man, I was off for that kitchen like a shot.

Humming, I got down the Kentucky Owl Straight Bourbon, $300 a bottle, and worth every penny. It’s a small batch bourbon and tastes like caramel and vanilla and oak.

I put ice in two glasses, half bourbon and half Coke, and here you might be wondering why I would ruin a delightful bourbon with canned cola. Because I like to make it last. That is the sole reason. So sue me.

I toted the drinks down the hallway, and yelled out, “Knock knock! Mail man here. Got a special delivery!”

I entered the bedroom and Sara was laying like an odalisque. Sheer nightgown, a half bra under the negligee exposing and making bulge her incredible bosoms. And her erect nipples.

My tongue hung and I almost dropped the bourbon.

“Come here, ‘post’ man, and put your package in my box.”

“Oh, Lordie, lady. I forbid you to go to London.”

“Eek! I’m being held prisoner by a sex maniac!”

“And no one to rescue you,” I leered.

“Who wants to be rescued?” she quipped. “I want to know if you have six brothers?”

I approached the bed and she giggled and sat up. I handed her the bourbon and she sipped. “Ah, the good stuff. Coke.”

“Argh!”

“Just kidding,” and she handed the glass back to me.

“Not drinking?”

“Just a sip here and there. I still have to pack. However, you are going to drink and drink and drink. And just when you think you can drink no more…we’re going to fuck and fuck and fuck.”

I frowned.

“What?”

“There’s only one thing wrong with that scenario…not that I’m complaining, mind you.”

“Oh, never. But go ahead and ruin my night.”

“Well, it’s just that you know that if I drink too much I can’t cum.”

Her eyebrows furrowed briefly, then she smiled and the world became light and golden. “So we won’t have you drink that much. Now take a good gulp and get down on your knees and commit cunnilingus.”

I grinned. I took a big gulp, and I did as requested. I knelt next tot the bed and spread her legs and moved my mouth forward.

She was ambrosia, even better than my $300 whiskey, and I spent a long time licking and slurping. I put my mouth around her clitoris and nibbled until she was trying to push my head away.

“Make me cum or get away!” she cried.

I had my hands under her legs and I had a death grip. I kept gobbling, and she stopped trying to push me away and leaned forward and hugged my head. I could feel here massive tits on the top of my scalp.

“Oh, God!” she whimpered. Holding on as the first shudders began to rip through her body.

I, of course, feeling the rush of an orgasm beginning, doubled my effort. I pushed my face in and French kissed her pussy. I got my arms unentangled and reached up and grabbed her boobs. Within seconds she was arching her back, pumping her hips, and moaning mightily.

Then, the first round over, she did managed to push me away. “Oh, you motherfucker,” she breathed.

“Yes, mommy?”

She giggled, pushed me away and got up. “Drink. When you finish a glass I’ll let you do me again.”

Dutifully, I sipped madly, while she wandered around the room and began packing her bags.

Several hours later I realized her nefarious scheme. I was balls deep, rutting like a Tasmanian devil, and I couldn’t cum.

“Oh, you bitch!” I moaned, my stiff rod scouring her depths. “You got me too drunk.”

“Oh…fuck!” she pounded on my back with her little fists. “Fuck! Of course I did! When you can’t cum I get extra attention.”

“But it’s a whole month! I can’t wait! I won’t survive!”

“Who cares as long as I get what I want!”

“Oh, you bitch!”

“AH…AH…YES…!” She monkey hugged me, didn’t let me go, kept her pussy pressed hard against me.

More drinks. More sex. Her bags were packed and she carried them out to the car herself. I, unfortunately, couldn’t walk.

Oh. I tried. I stepped out of bed and fell on the floor. Laughing, I rolled over on my back. My cock, which still hadn’t and definitely cum this night pointe towards the ceiling.

Laughing, relatively sober, she lowered herself on me once again.

“Make me cum again,” and she bounced up and down on me.

Slices of images…hysterical laughter…her holding my face and putting lipstick on my lips.

“It’s lipstain, honey. Should last the whole month.”

“Cool!” I slobbered, the world dancing around me and my insides feeling like a carousel.

More slices of the world gone crazy…clothes…alcohol…and…then…I…

Snore.

Oblivion is a wonderful thing. It makes you not know that your head  is pounding like a blacksmith’s hammer. It doesn’t let you know that the world is spinning like an out of control top. It hides the fact that your belly is threatening to turn inside out.

Unfortunately, oblivion doesn’t last long. No matter how bad a person you’ve been, no matter how much alcohol you’ve drunk, oblivion ends and the sad truth reasserts itself.

I was on my back on the floor. Somebody was groaning in pain, and it was me. My head felt like somebody was throwing thunderbolts through my ears, right through the grey matter and out the other side. I watched the ceiling nose dive and end up under me, then over me. I felt…I felt….GAH! I struggled to my feet and headed for the bathroom, which was a journey in itself. The walls threatened to fly at me and smack me. I felt like my feet were running on the ceiling, the wall, the floor, the…and I held my twisting belly and struck the bathroom door on the way through, and then I was down on my knees and wondering why this gossamer stuff was all over me. And why was my hair hanging down?

I felt my stomach go through the rapids, and the bowl filled up.

After an hour I found myself sitting on the bathroom floor, leaning over the toilet. My hair hanging in the…my hair? How had my hair gotten so long?

I straightened up, and looked at myself. I was wearing Sara’s nightgown. And her…her bra? What the fuck? And she had put a pair of breast forms in it. And the memories rolled over me.

Holy fuck! What a night! I had drunk and drunk, imbibed endless amounts of bourbon, and that bitch, she had not. And she had deliberately gotten me to the point where I couldn’t cum…so she could use my poor dick again and again and again…and…I had a month of waiting. Totally hornicized, before she came back and gave me relief.

So realizing, I looked down, and the sight I saw caused my whole body to jerk.

She had put the chastity tube on me!

Oh…fucking…no! She couldn’t have! Not after fucking me until I was in this…this horny state!

I staggered to my feet, weaved about, and examined my body. I was wearing her negligee, and the boobs, and my cock was locked, and…and…I looked in the mirror, and nearly fainted.

She had painted my lips a bright red.

Bright red, my favorite, sexy color…but on her! Not me!

I staggered out of the bathroom, across the room, and fell into bed.

Dully, I actually thought that it would be all right, that she had left a key somewhere, that it was all a joke. then I drifted off to sleep.

I think I dreamed. Sexy women dancing around me and laughing. Pointing at me and chanting, “You can’t cum! You can’t cum!”

And then I didn’t dream. And then I was aware that I was awake.

I wasn’t sober, yet, but I was not feeling the pain of the hangover.

I moved a hand. No pain. Good start.

I moved a foot. Yep. Everything working.

I rolled over. Hair in my eyes. Long hair. What the fuck? Then memories began zooping in on me.

Drunken revelry. Laughing and dancing, and more fucking than I could do in a month. All in one night.

But, of course, the bitch had doused me with liquor and used me for a fuck stick. So I hadn’t cum, I had a big old rod sticking out and…except I didn’t.

I reached a hand under my body and felt myself. Oh, crap. It was the metal one. Not a plastic one, which I could just break. This one was expensive, hard metal, an inset lock. And then I started to wonder if she had left a key. I mean, she couldn’t have just taken the key with her? Could she? That would be cruel and unusual…and then I thought what i was wearing, and my long hair. What was up with that?”

I sat up, groaned a bit, but the major effects of the hangover were over. I felt my head. I looked at the long hair. It was a wig. Okay. I could get this off. Hell, I could cut it off. No problem. But the dick cage, that was a problem. And the problem was beginning to hurt. I had to pee.

Oh, fuck.

I got out of bed, experienced a surge of dizziness, then headed for the head. I walked into the bathroom, the long hair hanging on my head, and so I missed seeing myself in the mirror.

I placed one hand on the wall, leaned forward and grabbed for my dick, and missed. Oh, the damned chastity device. I was going to have to sit down for a month.

I sat, lifting up the negligee so it wouldn’t end up in the toilet, and leaned forward a little.

I had breasts. And I felt them. She had given me nice ones, but…it felt like they were glued on. She had never done that to him. Sure, they’d played a bit of role reversal, but never with glue on the boobs. And he had never woken up with long hair and…and a chastity tube in place.

What was that woman doing to him?

The pee trickled out, made a tinkling sound. Usually I stood and sprayed, like a fire hose, and the sound was a healthy splash.

Fuck. I was going to have to sit like a woman for a month.

I finished, shook the tube a bit, and stood up. I flushed the handle, then, to see what the wig looked like, I stepped over to the mirror, and he froze. My eyes bulged. My heart stopped. And I remembered.

My lips were bright red. The sexy red I loved so much…but on her. Not on me! Even in role playing we had never…she had never….

I turned on the hot water and scooped a hand under the stream and brought it to my mouth. I scrubbed thoroughly, raised my head, and the lipstick was still there! And there wasn’t even a mark on my hand!

What kind of lipstick was this?

Looking at my hand, feeling my lips, I walked out of the bathroom. Maybe I could use alcohol, or the peroxide crap. Maybe…I saw the tube standing up on her vanity table. She had used it on me, then just put it down. I picked it up and examined the label.

Maybelline SuperStay Matte Ink Lip Color.

I went down the hall to the computer room. I glanced at myself in the mirror, and then stopped and just looked at my lips.

Hunh. They were kind of sexy. But…but I couldn’t wear lipstick.  Or lipstain, or whatever this was. People would laugh, and I would be housebound until it wore off. But they were kind of sexy. I made a kissy pose, tried to ignore my male looks.

I pulled my hair around my face, covered my jawline, and I did look sort of feminine. With the beginnings of a beard.

I shrugged in disgust and continued to the computer room.

I looked up lip stain. Stayed on a day or so. Okay, I could handle that. Just keep myself locked up for a day.

Sitting in front of the computer I realized something. I was still wearing the negligee. And the tits. Of course, the tits. I tried to lift one of the boobs off my chest and, yep, glue.

That be-yotch!

And, finally, I did the thing that I should have done sooner. I picked up my cell phone and hit the one.

“Morgan! My one, true love!” Her voice was sweet, ripped me into shreds just to hear it. “Have you found your little surprises?”

“You mean the wig and the boobs and the lipstain?”

“Aren’t they wonderful? You’re going to have such a sexy month. You won’t have me, but you’ll have the next best thing…you.”

“Uh, yeah. But…I need the key.”

“What key? Oh, that key? Oh, now where did I put that pesky key?”

“Come on, honey. I need a little relief. After what you did to me last night, I am desperate. My cock is oozing pre-cum, and it’s trying to get out and…it’s frustrating!”

“Oh, goodie. Just think how great it will feel in a month.”

“Honey…”

“Or maybe two months.”

I went very quiet.

“I could talk the boss into leaving me here for an extra month. Even two extra months. Would you like that? To be chaste for three months? Oh, you would be crawling up the walls and across the ceilings. And I could send you sexy pictures every day. Sexting it’s called. Me in the buff, spreading my legs and showing you my hungry pussy, holding my tits, maybe even hiring some gigolo to eat me or fuck me.”

“Honey?” My voice held a desperate whine.

“I’m just kidding. I would never let another eat me. Maybe fuck me. But not eat me!”

I whimpered, “This really isn’t that funny!”

“But, Morgan…it is funny! I’ve been reading up on porn, I wondered why you liked it so much, then I found out that there are so many things you can do to a man, and almost anything you can do will be sexy. Man’s brains are just wired that way. You say catfood and he thinks pussy. You say Mt. Rushmore and he’s thinking boobs. So, honey, for the next month, hopefully it’s only a month, I am going to be sending you instructions, and I want you to follow my instructions.”

“I’m going to cut this chastity thing off.”

“That’s the metal one. Good luck with that.”

“Okay, I’ll…I’ll go to a blacksmith.”

“No, you won’t. It would just be too embarrassing.”

“But…Sara…you’ve got to let me loose!”

“Nope. Now, I want you to put on my garters and some nylons. No, wait. I need you to get rid of your ugly hair. Then get dressed again, and with the garter and the nylons. Ooh! Isn’t this fun?”

“But…I…no!”

She pouted over the phone. I know. How can you see a pout over the phone? But there was just this attitude that transmitted through the air.

“If you don’t do this for me then…then I won’t bring the key home. I’ll leave it in a drawer in the London office. The next person who uses that desk will wonder what that key is for, and finally throw it away.”

“You won’t do that.”

Silence.

Then: “No, I wouldn’t. I like your cock too much. But I would come home and refuse to let you out until you have done everything I say. That would be like adding a month to your sentence.”

“You wouldn’t.”

“Oh, yes, that I would.”

We were both silent for a minute, and then she delivered the coup de grâce. “Morgan, I’m having fun with this, and I think you will, too. And if you do this for me…”             

“What.”

“I’ll buy you an Atom.”

Oh, deadly silence on my end, and all my thoughts suddenly turned upside down.

“An Atom.”

“You’ve wanted one for years, and I could probably pick one up over here and ship it home.”

My mind raced…about as fast as an Atom.

The Ariel Atom, a two seater race car built for the street. A ridiculous luxury, and it makes the grown up boy lust almost as hard as he would for pussy.

“The whole thing?” I could hardly breath.

“From tail pipe to 60 MPH in less than three seconds.”

“Red and black?”

“As red as my lips. Or…” she giggled, “…yours. And as black as a raven in a coal mine at midnight.

“An Atom,” I breathed. “But that’s going to be your whole Christmas bonus!”

“Maybe you fucked me that good last night.”

“Holy…”

“So do we have a deal?”

I didn’t even have to think. “Fuck, yes!”

“Then you follow my instructions, I will email them to you as the whim permits, and you send me back pictures. If you do everything I say…it’s an Atom for Christmas.”

“Oh, honey. Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me, yet, slick. The month has just begun. And I intend to make you jump through hoops, and you are going to be so horny you think your dick will explode. Baby, when I’m through with you you are going to be cumming in your pants every single day!”

“Bring it on, bitch,” I said happily.

And she said, “I will.”

Okay. I can do this. I thought, hanging up the phone. And the game was on.

Ten minutes later I received my first official instructions. Nair, garters, nylons, put on a dress and go buy some high heels.

What! screeched my mind. Buy high heels? I would have to leave the house! And I would be looking like a woman!

I almost called Sara to complain, but I didn’t. I had a vision of a red race car in my cranium. I had to do this.

So, I hopped in the shower. Scrub a dub dub, and watched my curlies go down the drain.

Okay. Naked. Really naked. Like no hairs but my eyebrows and wig. I pulled up a pair of panties. Nice and tight. Stretchy, but perfect for holding a caged cock. And that was one good thing. Wearing the cock cage I wouldn’t have my prick pushing a dress out.

I put on the garter belt, unrolled the nylons onto my legs, and headed for the closet.

Sara had lots of clothes. I had always wondered why, but now it was working to my benefit. I went through the clothes, holding them in front of myself, and picturing how I would look.

And I wasn’t happy.

Now, truth, I wasn’t a woman, and I didn’t look like a woman, and I didn’t understand one simple factor…I didn’t look like a woman in my mind.

If I had understood that, that the whole thing is all in the mind, I would have gone right to a dress.

But, suffering ill self image, I grabbed sweat pants and sweat shirt, and a bulky jacket, and headed out the door.

And, being even more clever, I zooped down to Sunset Blvd and a Goodwill Store.

Zingo bingo. I would be able to walk into a store where there were a lot of freaks, and one more freak in Hollywood isn’t a big deal. And I could take my time, try on some shoes, and find some worn and comfortable high heels.

And that’s what I did. Nobody looked at me a second time, and I picked out a pair of two inch pumps. Nice and comfy for the man about town. In this town.

I went home and took a picture of myself, and sent it off.

Grinning, pleased with myself, I thought I had this whole thing figured out. I would simply haunt the Goodwill, and make it through the month. Wasn’t I clever?

Well, I wasn’t. And Sara soon let me know.

‘Wonderful. Thank you. And do you really think you’re going to get away with going to the Goodwill to be a woman? HAH! Instructions will follow.’

Oh, crap. Misgivings filled my head, and I waited the next instructions with a bit of fear in my heart.

An hour later…DING! The computer let me know I had a message. I opened it up a bit apprehensively.

‘You have an appointment tomorrow at nine o’clock at the Chaz Dean Studio. Plan to spend all day. Your date will pick you up at 6. He will bring you a present, and you MUST wear it.’

Chaz Dean? Oh, fuck! He was a top of the line celebrity stylist. And what was this date thing? And a present? Oh, geez! What had I gotten myself into?

With shaking hands I poured myself a drink. Then I went in and watched some porn. I had to get my mind off this. What was Sara going to do to me? What was Chaz Dean going to do? And this date thing? What was going to happen to me.

Well, whatever Sara had planned, I was going to have to do it. I had an Atom to win.

I showed up at the Dean Studio at 10 to 9. I was nervous, finding it hard to breath, and…my damned cock was going crazy inside my cage. It kept pushing out and trying to get loose.

Fat chance.

I waited in my car until a fashionable, little peach unlocked the front door, then I sauntered across the parking lot and entered.

It was cool inside, and quite fashionable. There were pictures of celebrities, a hallway that led back to working rooms, and the little peach.

“Hi!” she chirped cheerfully. “You must be Morgan.”

“I am.” I looked around fearfully.

“I’m Leslie, You are going to have so much fun. I received your wife’s instructions, and…you’re going to have fun!”

“Oh.”

“Come on, cheer up. It’s going to happen, so you might as well relax and enjoy.”

“Okay.” Might as well ask a priest not to pray.

“Come this way and we’ll get you started. I want to finish everything before the doctor gets here.”

“Doctor?”

She giggled as she led the way down the hall. “She said you didn’t know, and that I shouldn’t tell you. Did you really agree to do anything she said?”

“I did.”

“Wow. You’re brave. Right in here.”

The room was small, but equipped with every beauty tool known to man. Curlers, dryers, rolling tables with finger polishes and fake nails and everything. The shelves had shiny, little boxes of hair dye. The counters had scissors and razors.

I sat down and she pulled a white cloth over me. “We’re going to start with the hair. Okay doke?”

“Donkey,” I said, and she giggled again.

She tilted me back and undid my wig, and washed my hair. And trimmed it. Then she mixed in some stuff and I figured she was extra washing it, but she was really dying it. I wouldn’t know it until she was done, but I was now a dirty blonde.

Then she stuck my head under a big dryer and began doing my nails.

My nails?

Yes. My nails. And not just my fingernails. She took off my shoes and painted my tootsies. Then she shaped my fingernails and began gluing fakes on. And, finally, she began to paint my fingernails.

I sat under the dryer, and my mind was going crazy. What was going on? I figured I would have to wear a dress or something. But this…this was a complete make over!

My hands done, she took the dryer off and started putting extensions on me.

By now I had an idea that my hair had changed color. I caught my reflection in a side mirror as she spun me this way and that. I saw the blonde, and caught my breath, but…in for a penny and in for a pound.

Finally, she began to work on my face.

Oh, Lord, my hair stood on end. Her little fingers powdered and rubbed and I knew that my face was changing.

“We’re going to shadow out your masculine lines. When we’re done you are going to be perfectly feminine.”

“Great,” I muttered, and she giggled yet again.

A half hour later I was a girl. In face. And sort of in body. Probably a pretty ugly girl, but that was the canvas Leslie had to work with.

“Okay, a little piercing and we’ll be done.”

“Piercing? I squeaked.”

“Of course, silly. There isn’t a girl alive who isn’t pierced.”

I wanted to object then, but…I couldn’t. I really wanted that Atom. I just hadn’t figured I would have to work that hard to get it.

She gave me two piercings on each ear, and she put in two silvery hoops on each.

Zowie.

Then she pulled out some junk jewelry and put rings on three of my fingers. Big, gaudy rings. Cheap, but…it worked.

Finally, she was done, but I wasn’t.

“I’m going to eat now. Do you want me to bring you back something?”

“Why can’t I go out and eat?”

“The doctor will be here any minute,” she said, and she lowered the chair I was in until it was flat.

“Doctor? Why do I need a doctor?”

She just giggled and patted my forearm, then went out. I didn’t feel like eating. I had a burning pit of excitement in my belly.

After she was gone I looked at the clock over the door. Noon. I watched the clock tick for a long moment, then, at 12:15, the doctor walked in.

“Hi, Morgan. I’m Doctor Johnson. I understand you want to get some vacation boobs.”

My mouth opened in shock.

He set a black bag down on the counter and leaned over me. He opened my shirt and gazed at my fake boobs.

“Hmmm. Sara said big, and I think I can do that. Your chest is of good width, and I brought some extra biggies. We have to watch the skin stretch, but that shouldn’t be a problem.”

“What are vacation boobs, Doc?”

“Temporary. Lasts a month or six weeks. We inject a solution into your chest. Wonderful stuff.”

I thought of Atoms. I pictured Atoms. I had to have an Atom. I was going to have an Atom.

“Okay, let’s take this off…” he unfastened the bra, which had the clasp in the front, and put the ends to the sides. He used a solution to dissolve the glue, and suddenly I was flat again.

But, not for long.

He took a set of syringes out of his bag and set them on a small rolling table. He placed a couple of canisters on the table. He began to suck fluid out of the canisters and into the syringes, and he began giving me shots.

“Hmm, Tumdy tmmm.” He hummed and put needles in my chest in a circle around my pectorals. He kept pressing the little plungers, refilling them, and squirting more and more fluid into my chest.

Amazed, I watched as my chest grew. Slowly. Just a pair of humps. Then a pair of bumps. Then the bumps began to get larger and larger.

“You’ll find that these hold up well, you can treat them like the real thing. I can always give you more permanent boobs, should you wish.

I gulped.

Then the big bumps became mounds. Larger and larger.

Leslie came back from lunch, and I was now double Ds. Or bigger, and still the doctor injected and injected. Finally, at about two c’clock, he was done. And I was really done.

He fastened the bra clasp. “You want to wear a bra always. You don’t have the musculature to support the weight, so you need a bra. Understood?”

“I do,” I whispered, staring down at the huge mountains I was suddenly blessed with.

“Okay, then. All done.” To me: “Your wife will get my bill,” to Leslie: “have a great day, young lady,” and he was gone.

And I was done.

I was a woman in shape and feature, I had monstrous boobs, and…and I had a date that evening.

I almost fainted right then.


PART TWO

Wearing boobs, real boobs, after a lifetime of being flat, was insane. Now the bra had something to hold, and I really needed that bra. If not for the bra my skin would have sagged wa-a-a-y down. I would have had hangers in the worst sense of the word.

And, it really messed with my sense of balance. I got up and staggered and Leslie grabbed my arm and…squeezed one of my tits.

“Hey!” I yelped. I could really feel her hand! And I could feel my nipple under her palm.

She giggled. She certainly was a giggler. “Sorry, I just couldn’t resist. Stand over there and let me take a picture.”

“But I don’t have a shirt on.”

“That’s okay. Your wife wants a picture before we put you in a dress.”

Glumly, I posed, and she snapped a few and sent them.

“Okay, are you ready?”

“For what?”

“We’re going shopping!”

“Shopping?”

“Of course! You don’t want to be a dowdy, old plain Jane, do you?”

“I want to hide and never see the light of day.”

Once again with that giggle.

“Silly. Sara told me to take you shopping and get you a few outfits. Some real high heels, stuff that show off your new boobs, things like that.”

“Oh.”

I was dizzy, felt like I had tried to crawl under a steam roller.

We went out to my car and I got to experience driving with boobs.

I mean, they were big!

And I was excruciatingly aware of them as I turned the wheel. Big honkers getting in the way. How did women do it? Even the simple things in life were…awkward!

We went to, of all places the Beverly Center. Acres of high end shops. A zillion people walking around, and every last one of them stopped, turned their heads, and stared at me.

Leslie just pulled on my hand and we went in and out.

The good news was that Leslie knew about the deal between Sara and I. So I wasn’t totally embarrassed when she would say to a clerk: “His wife is going to buy him a race car if he dresses like a woman!”

The reactions to this were varied. Some clerks snickered. Some got on board and made suggestions and were all excited.

And some. were like, meh! So what.

Or, I figured it out in my head: another guy that’s into kink!

So I went into store after store. I ended up carrying big bags with underwear, dresses, cosmetics, and…high heels.

Thank God we bought them last, because Leslie insisted on me wearing them, and I tottered out of the store like a giraffe on rubber stilts. I mean, I waggled this way and warbled that way. My ankles felt like somebody had put silly putty in them. I almost fell down a hundred times.

And, by now I actually had people following me around! People overheard of my deal with my wife in stores, and they followed around, even made suggestions, and there was all sorts of laughs and cheers.

I, of course, felt like an inch tall. I could have pogo sticked under a cat’s belly and not touched a hair.

And my face, it was permanently red. It was so red you couldn’t tell where my lipstick started and stopped.

But, like oblivion, all bad things must come to an end. It was about five o’clock when we staggered out of the mall and pushed all the purchases into my trunk and backseat.

Man, that was a lot of swag!

I dropped Leslie off at the studio and headed back for the house. I was tired, and it was almost time for my date.

My date. What the hell had Sara done to me? She knew a lot of people, and I was afraid. I figured she had called one of her gay friends, and I was going to have to put up with a man holding my hand, squiring me around.

Or maybe it was actually a manly man! Oh, God. Gay was bad enough, but a guy who got hard at the sight of me? Oh, crap!

But, when the doorbell rang at six o’clock I got the surprise of my life. It was an actual porn star! A female porn star! One of the women I had actually whacked off to on the net!

Her name was Lotta Boobs. I’m not kidding. And I opened the door and my jaw dropped.

Boobs bigger than mine. A dress that showed off pulchritude by the acre, and which I could never hope to wear. Lips that had sucked more cocks than Carter had liver pills. A pussy, showing right through her skin tight outfit in a perfectly outlined monkey knuckle, that had been plumbed by the biggest cocks in porn.

She grinned at my reaction, let me gawk for a second, and blather, then she reached in, grabbed my hand, and pulled. “Come on, beautiful. Let’s go fuck!”

She dragged me down the steps, and I kept almost falling on my heels, and then she pushed me into the back of a limo. She crawled into the back, snuggled up against me, and told the driver to get the lead out.

As the car pulled out of the drive she cooed to me: “You’re really going to get a race car for this?”

I nodded.

“Wow! You must have a really big set of balls.”

She reached down and snaked a hand under my dress. I tried to push her hand away, but she was quick and knew where she was going.               “Wow! They are big! And that chastity thing. Oh, brother…no, your name is Morgan…oh, Morgan, when I get done with you your nuts are going to feel like popping. I mean exploding, not just cumming.” She giggled, and massaged my balls. Inside the tube my cock felt like it was a foot wide and being squeezed through a one inch pipe. I mean, it hurt!

But she didn’t let up. She took the look of anguish on my face for victory, and celebrated all over again. Suddenly the limo stopped. Before the driver could get out and open a door the door opened. And another girl crawled into the back seat.

OhmyGod! Another porn star! Her name was Lovely Box! She was even bigger in the chest than Lotta. She was older to the business, and she had fucked and sucked many more men and women than Lotta.

“Hi, Lotta! This is the goof, eh?”

Lotta had her hand still under my dress, and Lovely took this as an invitation. She reached under and they fought for my balls, then each one had one.

“Oh, he’s horny. You feel how full this sucker is?”

I was faint as they palpated and fondled my balls.

“Too bad his cock is locked. It looks like a good one.”

“He’s gonna get a race car if he survives tonight.”

“Really?”

“A month,” I gasped. I have to be a woman for a month.”

“Really? Wow! I don’t think you’ll make it.”

I was gulping and my body was jerking and Lotta moved her free hand to my breasts. Lovely duplicated her and grabbed my other breast. As the car rolled down the street they pulled on and twisted my balls and felt my new tits.

“These are great tits. And they’re only vacation boobs?”

“Yes,” I gurked. I was finding it hard to do much more than make gargling sounds.

Then Lotta said, “You take his boobs.”

My dress was low cut, a crossover, and Lovely pulled the material apart and dove in to suck my nipples. My boobs were in a half bra, and she had no trouble at all.

Meanwhile, Lotta had lifted my dress and was sucking on my balls. She was on her knees in the limo, and her hands were under my buns. She lifted and squeezed as she moved my balls around in her mouth like they were ben wah balls.

I was groaning. My cock felt like it was trying to squeeze through a keyhole. This went on for long minutes, a couple of miles, through stop lights and turns, then the car bumped over the lip of a driveway. The girls heads popped up and they looked around.

“We’re here!” chortled Lotta.

Here was Charley Coyote’s, the absolute top when it came to crazy nightclubs.

The chauffeur got out and opened the door and Lovely got out, followed by me, with Lotta’s hands holding my balls for me, and then Lotta.

Man, heads turned. People stopped and stared.

“Straighten your dress, Morgan, and try to look like you know how to fuck.”

Lotta laughed at Lovely’s advice, then hooked her arm into mine. Lovely took my other arm.

We crossed the parking lot, three gorgeous women, with me in the center. Cameras began to flash, and several men came up and tried to engage us in conversation. A couple of them recognized Lotta and Lovely.

“Can I have your autograph?” asked one fellow.

Another held up his camera and asked for a selfie.

Lotta signed her name on the first fellow’s ass with eyeliner. Ahe just pulled his pants down a little and started scribbling, and he was totally pleased with that. He even got a picture of his half exposed ass and Lotta slapping it. Then he stood between Lotta and I, with Lovely on my other side, and a friend snapped some more quick shots.

Then the other fellow, and Lotta and Lovely each kissed a cheek as his picture was snapped.

Then, oh, God, somebody asked me for a picture.

“I’m not anybody,” I blurted.

“Oh, yes you are,” grinned the girls, and they took my arms and we posed.

Finally, I was redder than a cherry, we made it past the line and into the club.

It was slammin’ in there. The bar was packed, waiters ran out to the patio, waitresses served drinks to the tables inside, and Lotta called to one of the girls. “Is Charley here?”

Oh, God! She actually knew the owner of Charley Coyote’s!

“Who’s asking?” shouted the girl over the uproar and the music.

“Lotta Boobs.”

“Really?” the waitress raised an eyebrow.

“Yes.”

“We’ve got your table over here, Miss Boobs!”

She led us to a table right in the center of the room. Right in front of the parquet dance floor. A bright light shone down on the table, and the girls pushed me into a chair, then sat down.

“Bourbon and Coke for our friend,” stated Lovely. “I’ll take a ginger ale, and…Lotta?”

“A Coke for me.”

“You aren’t drinking?” I asked.

“Nah. We’re working girls. It’s harder than shit to shoot porn with your head slamming. But you can drink for us. That okay with you?”

I nodded and they laughed. It was obvious I needed a drink.

Two minutes later out drinks arrived, and I dove into my Coke High with delight. Lotta and Lovely sipped, and the crowd swirled, and people kept coming up and asking for pictures. And, like as not, not knowing their porn, they even wanted me in the pictures. And the girls made sure I complied.

Then Charley Coyote, the man himself, actually stepped up to the table. He was a dapper fellow with a happy grin, and he pulled up a seat and chatted for a while—he seemed to know the girls, and they talked of common friends. Then he excused himself, kissed their cheeks, and shook my hand…with a wink. He knew what I was.

Then Lotta handed me her cell phone.

“Hey, hon! how’s the date?” Sara’s laughing face looked at me.

“Oh,  my God!” I blurted. “I…I…”

“I can hardly hear you, but it looks like you’re dazed and confused. That’s good. Are you going to get that Atom?”

“Yes!” I yelled over the crowd noise.

“Good, but get ready, it’s going to get worse!”

“What?” I heard her, but I was scared that I had heard her.

“I gave Lotta special instructions, and…and we’ll see if you survive the night.”

“Special…”

But it was too late. The connection failed and I was left looking at a blank screen. I handed the phone back to Lotta. I had to lean in and talk loud in her ear. “She said you have some kind of special instructions.”

She leaned in and spoke into my ear. Her lips were touching my ear, and it was almost as hot as when she had had my balls in her mouth.

“You must dance with ten men, and then we will give you your big surprise?”

“What kind of a surprise?” My lips were against her ear, and it was like kissing.

“Ten men and you’ll find out. And it’s okay if you get a little drunk to do it.”

Oh, God. Ten men. I wasn’t much for dancing, though I wasn’t loath to press my male body against a female body for a while, but…to dance with a man?

Lotta was watching my expression as I thought through this. She gave a laugh, “Don’t worry. It won’t make you gay. Unless maybe you’re already a little gay. How about it, Morgan, are you a gay boy?”

I shook my head vehemently and she laughed some more. Then, my worse nightmare came true.

A handsome, young fellow came up to the table. He was a little shy, but it was obvious that his friends, at a nearby table, had egged him on.

“Miss…uh…Boobs?” To say that alone must have taken a lot of courage. “Is it possible…could you dance with me?”

His voice was rising at the end, but it wasn’t too bad.

“Honey, if you dance with my friend here, I’ll take you in the back and suck on your hog until the little piglets run free.”

His eyes opened wide. His mouth worked up and down.

Lotta pushed me. “Go on. This is your first. I’ll have a drink ready for you.”

I wanted to run screaming out of the nightclub. My mind was shrieking like a screaming meemy.

He stepped up to me and raised a hand. Behind me, snickering, Lovely pushed my tush and I staggered in his arms. Boobs first.

He held me, and my tits were tight against his chest. He moved me the step out onto the parquet and…I danced.

The weird thing was that I had to figure out how not to lead, and to do it within a half a second.

He turned me slowly, and I actually felt his cock in his pants.

Oh, fuck!

And then he pulled me tighter. “Thank you for dancing with me,” he said into my ear. His breath was warm, and I was even more freaked out.

“Okay,” I blurted. In the roar of the crowd he couldn’t hear that my voice was a little deep.

Slowly, we moved in a circle, shuffling a bit, around the floor. At one point he was holding me, hugging me, actually, and I could feel him making faces at his table of friends.

Finally, we were back at the table and he thanked me and I sat down. Lotta popped up, grabbed his hand, and pulled him through the crowd. They were heading right for the rest room, and I knew he was about to get his real reward. Lotta was about to do the lip dance on his cock.

On the table in front of me were two drinks. I tossed one back in a gulp, the whole thing. As the cold hit the bottom of my gullet, and started a roaring fire, I felt the booze lift the top of my skull off. I picked up the second glass and started sipping.

Lovely, next to me, finished tapping her phone, and said, “There, I just sent the video to Sara.”

“What??” I squeaked, but she just laughed.

Lotta came back with the kid. He looked dazed, a big grin across his face, and she whispered into his ear. He was smiling, then he wasn’t, and he was looking at me. Then Lotta talked some more, and he started grinning again. It wasn’t as big a smile, but she had salvaged something out of the fact that he now knew I was a man.

He knew I was a man. I knew it. It was in his eyes, and in Lotta’s eyes when she sat down.

“We‘re going to see some action now,” she muttered.

“Did you really blow him?”

She opened her mouth and there was a trace of semen on her tongue.

Then a tap on my shoulder. It was another of the boys from the table.

I stood up, and realized something. The first one knew, but the others didn’t. They still thought I was a woman. And…there was something delicious in that thought. They way they looked at me. The tentative way they talked, and then moved to take me in their arms. They didn’t know, and I could carry this off, and…and, oh, fuck…it was fun!

He danced me around the room, and I felt his cock pressed against me, and he put hand on my boob. Right on my boob, brazen as the sun at noon. Then I was deposited, and he was gone.

I didn’t even have a chance to sit down, and the third boy was at my side, asking for a dance. I took a quick sip, and stepped back out on the dance floor.

This one was even more forward. The music was a little faster, but he held me tight and snaked a hand up the front of my chest and felt me. And he looked me dead in the eye while he did it.

And, as he had his shabby way with me, I glanced at the table where the boys were gathered. The first one was talking up a storm. And the one that had danced with me was sitting back all proud and happy.

And I knew that this one was going to brag about feeling my tits.

I was face to face with the crude behavior of horny men. It was a slap in the face, a bucket of ice water poured over my head. And a tweak to my cock.

I was just an object, a sex object to be felt up and bragged about.

And the only reason I didn’t punch the boy currently feeling my breasts was that…I wanted an Atom.

I would do anything for a race car. I loved to drive fast. I…had to do it. Let them feel me up. Let them grope me. They had their shabby, little lives to lead, and I would be driving the coolest car this side of a race track.

So I danced dance after dance. A couple of them twice, and I gulped bourbon and Coke in between, and the countdown came to an end.

“Okay, baby,” grinned Lotta. “That’s ten. You ready for your reward?”

“Sure,” I slurred. Mind you, I wasn’t totally drunk, but I was impaired. Much more and I would be drunk. If I stopped now I would be okay, aware enough for whatever my surprise was going to be.

“Okay, but there’s one thing we have to do first.”

The girls stood me up, and I wavered, and they linked arms with mine and walked me to the table of boys.

The boys all stood and sat. Grinning lasciviously. They had had their way with me. I was nothing but boobs on legs and they had treated me like that.

Then Lotta whispered in my ear, and though I was drunk, I got it. I lifted my skirt and pulled down my panties.

For a second it was like there was no music. No sound. Even though the nightclub was rocking. For a moment there was only eight boys, young men who have not grown up, staring at my crotch.

Balls. My big, hairy balls hung down. Sure, there was a chastity tube, too, but it was the balls that got them.

They had danced with a man.

Suddenly, one of the boys turned to the first one who had danced with me, the one who had taken the dare, then found out and talked the others into dancing with me. He swung his fist and popped the guy right in the mouth. Then another one swung a fist, and then we had a real donnybrook going on.

Lotta and Lovely walked me to the front door, and I looked over my shoulder as the bouncers rushed in and threw men aside, grabbed arms, applied joint locks, and started the boys out the back door. It was like a herd of spoiled brats being tossed out on their ears.

And I started giggling.

Not laughing, like a man, but giggling like a girl.

Lotta and Lovely exchanged grins over me, then we were out the front door and heading for the limousine.

The limousine crept slowly up the hillside.

Lotta was pressed against me on one side, and her lips were pressed against mine.

Lovely was down on her knees, my dress was up, and she had my balls in her mouth.

Lotta squeezed my breasts, played with my nipples, and the chauffeur watched his GPS and ignored us in the back.

We pulled up to my house and the girls got out and headed me up the walkway. They held me, made sure I didn’t fall, and we entered the house.

It was quiet. Hollywood might be going crazy, but it was nature quiet up here on the hillside.

I was a little drunk, but not bad. We went back to the bedroom, and they took turns kissing me. One, then the other, pulling me out of each other’s arms and doing their best to out kiss each other.

I was hornier than I had ever been in my life. My cock felt like it was an orange stuffed in a thimble. My balls were bluer than frostbitten toes, and hotter than scorched hotdogs.

They were making love to me. Fucking without the fucking.

It was okay because I had the chastity tube on, and there was no way out. And I knew that this was what Sara wanted.

What better gotcha than to make a man so horny he’s about to explode…and keep him there?

But, I didn’t plan on the nefarious nature of my loving wife. There’s fucking, and then there’s fucking.

We were all three in my big bed, kissing and hugging and feeling each other’s boobs. I even had my fingers in one or the other of them at various times. Then Lovely pushed me back and Lotta got out of the bed. Lovely sat on me, exactly like where her pussy would have engulfed my cock, if my cock had been able to stand up.

I started to look over to where Lotta was doing something next to the bed, but Lovely pushed my cheek back so I was looking up at her.

“Honey, if you get through this next part then I know you’ll make it to the end of the month. You‘ll get your precious Atom, and you can come by and give a working girl a ride some day…but you have to get through the next half hour.”

“What are you going to do?” I asked.

Lovely smiled, and slid off me.

I looked to the side and Lotta stood there. Lovely face, big boobs, wet snatch, and…and what was that? What was she wear—SHE HAD A DICK!             

My eyes went wide and I leaned over, almost fell off the bed, and looked closely.

It was a dildo, held in place by a strap on. It jutted out and looked me right in the eye.

“What the…”

“That’s right, Morgan. You’re a woman. And if you can do what a woman does, then you’ll be driving that sweet ride come Christmas.”

“You…but…I can’t…”

They waited, Lovely placed her cell phone on the table so it could capture the action, then they moved forward.

I suppose I could have outwrestled them. I could have fought my way out of this predicament.

But…did I want to?

I had danced with men, felt their cocks pressed against me. I was dressed like a woman, and the world had accepted me as such.

And, Sara had played with my asshole a few times. She had put her fingers into me, and once an ice cube.

Could I do this?

For an Atom?

I could.

So though I struggled a little, it was half hearted, and they knew I didn’t mean it.

Lovely grabbed my balls and moved me around. Lotta slapped my ass, and they bullied me onto all fours on the side of the bed.

Lotta had the lube ready, and she slapped it into my asshole and smushed it in.

Oh, God, it felt good.

It felt good to have my tits massaged, as in felt up by horny boys. And it felt good to have fingers massaging my rectum.

Then I felt the tip of the cock pressing against me.

Even then I could have revolted, used my muscles and stopped the scene, but, truth…I was curious. It felt good to have fingers back there, so…why not the real thing? Or, at least a facsimile of the real thing?

She entered me. Lovely crawled around to my front and laid down in front of me, with spread legs. Lotta pushed her cock into me, and my head went down into Lovely’s lovely bush.

Lotta rammed me, and I felt the veins on the plastic peter rub against my canal. My butt nerves began to sing, and my mouth was forced against Lovely’s pussy.

Lotta began to talk to me then. Soft, cooing phrases. “That’s it, honey. It’s good. Take it and like it.”

Lovely was murmuring things, too. “Eat me, handsome. I wish it was your big cock, but I’ll take what I can.”

For about fifteen minutes Lotta fucked me, and my mind was opened and my body became a soft plaything for these wonderful two women.

Then Lovely put the strap on on and fucked me. Long, loving strokes, while Lotta got under me and played with my balls. I began to groan with the pain of the pleasure. I was truly being pushed over the edge. I wanted it, I needed it, and I was getting it, but I wasn’t going to get to cum.

That was the most wondrous night of my life. I was fucked to stupidity and beyond, and when they were done I was a puddle of horny. Just laying there, on my belly, scrunching my butt up and searching for more cock.

But they were done. At least for that night.

And I was certainly…not done.


EPILOGUE

They delivered the Atom on the second of January. It was shiny red and black. I started it up and listened to that wonderful engine roar.

Lotta and Lovely came by to see it, and I gave them rides. I was out of the chastity by then, and they reached over and felt my cock as I drove, but we didn’t fuck. Oh, they were willing, but there was no way I was going to mess up with the most beautiful woman in the world.

And, after I had driven over half of LA and was back home, I was sitting in the living room with Sara and we were sipping drinks, and she asked, “Well? Was it worth it?”

I grinned, and started to tell her how wonderful it was, then I stopped.

“Is that the phone ringing?” I asked.

She looked puzzled. “There’s no phone ringing.”

I leaned over and picked up my cell phone and pretended to answer it. I said, “London? Sure. Okay. I’ll tell her.”

I pretended to hang up the cell and placed it to the side.

Sara had the most wonderful curiosity stamped on her face.

I said, “It was London. They need you back for another month.”

She began to laugh, then she began to take her clothes off.

“Come here, you fucker!”

I did.

END
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband


I Feminized a Car Salesman!

A man test drives being a woman!


Author’s Note

Salesmen, hunh! They fib and sweet talk and do anything they can to get your money.

Wouldn’t you love to fib and sweet talk them into feminization?

Can’t you just see that handsome fellow with the sweet, kissable mouth? Giving way to your spiel, understanding that the only way to be himself is to be herself.

This is for all the fellows who have sold me a car!

Enjoy, and…STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Okay, the bets are in the hat!”

Sally grinned, held the hat up, and shook it. She was a slender girl with a heavy chest and some of the nicest lips that ever kissed a man.

“Oh, man! Oh, man!” Liam licked his lips and worried. He was Sally’s hubby. He was slender, thinner than her, actually, but without the chest. He had long, brown hair and a soft face that showed his concern.

Betty laughed. “You won’t believe what I put in there.” Betty was a large boned woman. BIG boobs, which made up for her extra weight.

“I would,” said John. “Last time we played cards you made Liam wear a butt plug for a week!” Liam was Betty’s husband. He was tall and muscular, a towhead, and a lopsided grin.

This was their monthly card game and, as usual, the bets were getting out of control.

“Listen,” said Liam, trying to crawfish, “I don’t think I want to bet this time.”

“Bawk, bawk, bawk, bawk!” Betty made a sharp chicken sound and Sally laughed.

“What’s the matter, honey? Afraid you’ll lose?”

“Yes!”

“But you don’t even know what I put in the hat!”

“Doesn’t matter. I know you. And I know what you’ve put in the hat before.”

Betty chortled, “And here I thought you were a man!”

“I’m with Liam,” John ventured.

Betty turned to him, flipped her hair back, sniffed, and snapped, “No sex for a month?”

“Okay…okay,” John quickly caved in. He knew that he wouldn't just lose his sexual privileges, she would tease him mercilessly. By the end of the month he would be a gibbering idiot.

“Okay,” stated Sally, shuffling the cards, “So John is in. What’s it going to be Liam? No sex? Or be a man?”

Liam sat back and frowned. “That’s not fair.”

“What’s not fair about a little game of chance?”

“What’s not fair is that if you lose you give me head. If I lose…there’s no telling what you’ll have me do.”

Sally whispered, in a loud voice, to Betty. “He’s still pissed off because that one time he had to kiss a man’s cock.”

“Did he do it?”

“No. Can you believe it? He’d rather lose sex for a month than kiss a man’s cock.

The girls laughed.

“Really, Liam. I don’t see what the big deal is. We girls kiss cock all the time.”

“But you’re girls!”

Sally and Betty snickered.

“Okay, so are you in?” asked Sally.

“Are you in, chicken heart?” queried Betty.

Liam sighed and looked at John.

“Don’t look at me, buddy. I’m willing to pay the price.”

Liam tried to get something out of the deal. “But none of the kissing a cock stuff.”

“Of course not, honey,” purred Sally.

Liam grumbled to himself, the others watched him, and finally he nodded.

“Okay. I’m in. God help me, deal the cards.”

“You betcha, but first, let’s have another drink.”

Betty concurred, John wasn’t opposed, so Liam got up and went to the kitchen. He was muttering under his breath all the way.

“I’ll go help him,” said John, following his friend into the kitchen.

In the kitchen Liam put ice in glasses and poured in bourbon. John added Coke, and Liam turned to him.

“Why don’t we opt out?”

“No. I don’t want to piss Betty off.”

“Yeah, but you might end up with a dildo up your butt!”

John sighed, took a sip and smiled ruefully. “Yeah, but…I hate to tell you this, buddy, but you always seem to be the one that loses.”

Liam heaved a breath. His friend was right.

“Do you think they fix the cards?”

“No. I just think you’re unlucky.”

Liam said, “So that’s why you’re staying in the bet. You figure my luck is so bad you won’t lose.”

“Something like that,” John grinned.

“Well, fuck,” Liam looking dourly at his drink.

As soon as the boys headed for the kitchen Sally ran for her purse. It was on the end of the couch and she sat down and dug through it. Her action was so abrupt and intent, that Sally asked, “What’s going on?”

“I’m going to play a joke.”

Betty grinned. “Oh, goody. I love jokes!”

Sally held up a deck of cards. “Hide those other cards. It’s your deal.”

Betty’s eyes lit up. “You fixed the deck?”

“Absolutely.”

“So we’re going to win. Where’s the joke?”

“The joke, my fine, feathered friend, is in the hat.”

“And what is in the hat.”

“While nobody was looking, when I put the hat over on the mantle, I replaced all the pieces of paper with ones that I had written, and they’re all the same.”

“So no matter what, Liam loses, and Liam gets the prize.”

“Exactly.”

“Okay. But you have to tell me what you put in the hat.”

Sally leaned forward. The boys were still in the kitchen, and she started whispering. When she was done she sat back, and so did Betty. “Really? You’re going to do that?”

Then both the women started laughing.

Liam and John came back into the room.

“What’s so funny?” asked John, handing Betty her drink.

“I just told Betty a joke.”

“Oh, really?” Liam handed his wife her drink. “Have I heard it.”

“I don’t think so.”

“Well…tell?”

Sally sipped, then asked, “How do you know a blonde has just lost her virginity?”

Both of the men looked blank.

“I give up, how?”

“Her crayons are still sticky.”

John almost sputtered his bourbon out his nose.

Liam went into hysterics.

“Oh, my God! And you call me bad!”

“You are bad.”

The girls were laughing, not just at the joke, but at how the men were laughing.

“That is pretty raw,” agreed John.

When the laughter faded Betty began to deal. She was careful not to cut the deck, and she slid the cards across the table quickly and professionally.

Each player picked up the cards as they were dealt and studied their hands.

The girls each got three of a kind, they asked for two cards.

John got a pair, and he always asked for three. He ended up with a full house.

Liam got three deuces. He asked for two cards, and got nothing.

Still, three of a kind wasn't bad. It was just good enough that if the girls played it smart, did some good acting, he’d hold on.

Not that he had much choice at this point. This was the big hand of the night and they were stuck with whatever they got.

“Okay,” sighed John. “Start showing them.”

Betty had to show first, and she had three kings.

“Oh, fuck,” breathed Liam. Still, there were two more players to go.

John had a full house, and Liam placed his hand on his forehead. “Oh, no.”

One person to go, but he was starting to get a bad feeling.

“Okay, Sal, lay ‘em down,” blurted Betty, feeling the excitement.

Sally laid her cards down one at a time. A three, a seven, a four, a three, and…a three.

Liam felt his heart sink in his chest. It felt like it felt into his stomach and made a splash.

“Oh, shit.”

The other three looked.

“I don’t want to play.”

“Too late, babe. You agreed. What’s in your hand.”

He laid ‘em out. Three twos.

“Oh, dear,” muttered Betsy, trying to act nonchalant.

“Ha!” exclaimed Sally. “Guess you lost.”

Liam shook his head. “Why did I know this was going to happen.”

“Cause you knew it was going to happen. The power of positive thinking, my friend.” John smiled. He had dodged the bullet and was glad. Sorry for Liam, but better Liam than him.”

“Okay,” Liam reached for his glass and drained it. He had half a glass left, but he had given up all hope. He looked like a Captain about to go down with his ship.

“It’s okay, honey,” Sally patted the back of his hand. “It’ll be over before you know it.”

Liam just sighed deeply.

Betsy got up and went to the mantle. She returned with the hat and held it out.

There were four slips of paper in the hat. One from each player.

John and Liam always put in things like ‘get naked and please me!’ Or ‘Bark like a dog while I do ya!’

They always laughed hysterically when they won.

The girls put in things like ‘Clean the house?’ Or, ‘A night out and a personalized bubble bath.’

Then, the month before Sally had put in, ‘wear a butt plug,’ and her husband had gotten it.

That week had been tough for Liam.

She had greased him, reamed him, and he still claimed it was like somebody was pushing a watermelon up his ass.

Sally had just laughed. The plug she had bought was tiny weeny, and Liam was just a whiner.

Still, he had moped around and acted the victim the whole week.

Funny thing was…she thought he liked it.

Sure, he complained, but she just had this little niggle of woman’s intuition that his butthole enjoyed being stretched out.

Liam reached into the hat. He didn’t want to. He just wanted to go home. His heart felt like the proverbial lead balloon, and he closed his fingers on a slip of paper and took it out.

He opened it, read it, and his eyes narrowed. “I don’t…what is this?” He held the slip of paper for everybody to see.

Take MPA

Betsy couldn’t help a snicker. Sally, however, kept a straight face. She read the paper out loud. “Take MPA.”

“But what is it?”

“The full name is depot medroxyprogesterone acetate.”

“But what is it?”

“Birth control,” Sally said, speaking very smoothly.

John blurted. “Birth control?”

“Birth control? What do I need birth control for? I can’t have any babies!” He turned to John, “I can’t have a baby?” Back to Sally. “Why do you want me to take this?”

“Honey, it’s not just for stopping babies, it’s for helping with mood swings, hot flashes, that sort of thing.”

“But…”

“And you’ve been very excitable lately.”

“I have not!”

“Remember how angry you got when the tire place refused to fix your tire?”

“But that’s different! I had plenty of tread left. They just wanted to charge me money for new tires!” Just the thought was making him mad.

“And how about when we were driving here and that guy cut you off?” She turned to Betsy. “Oh, the language I heard? I thought I was going to have to wash his mouth out with soap.”

“Yeah! But he cut right in front of me!”

John was now grinning. Heck, he had dodged the bullet, and this thing of his friend taking birth control sounded funny. He was already thinking of things he could say to rib Liam. “Better just go with it, buddy. After all, it’s not as bad as that butt plug thing.”

Betty chuckled. “Heck, I’ve been on birth control for years, and it’s certainly worked for me. It’s almost like getting a nice, pleasant high that keeps you happy and smiling.

Liam pursed his lips and thought. Like getting high?

“Come on, babe. You lost, this is the deal. This is the reward you pulled out of the hat…”

“Some reward. I lose hot flashes, which I’ve never had.”

“No, but you’ll be happier, and you won’t be so angry.”

“I think Liam needs another drink,” commented Betty.

John jumped up, “I’ll get it for you, buddy.”

Liam complained some more. He said, “I’ll never play cards again,.”

Sally said, “Sure, but you lost this time, so…”

He said “If this thing backfires and I grow two heads or something…”

“Then you’ll be twice as smart,” Sally quipped.

He was weakening. After all, he did lose, and he was the kind of guy who liked to pay his debts.

But why did this bet seem so…weird?

“Here go,” John placed Liam’s glass on the card table.

Liam took a few glugs. He was suspicious and…even sort of scared.

He wasn’t a pill taking kind of guy.

Sally went to her purse.

“I just happen to have a shot of depot medroxyprogesterone acetate right here.”

“I might have known,” muttered Liam. “She’s a nurse. We have more medicine than Carter has pills.”

“Latest version. Good for one month.”

She held up the shot of depot medroxyprogesterone acetate. It was a syringe in a plastic wrapped piece of cardboard. It had a purple band on the corner, but the corner had been ripped off. Still, they cold see the big ‘ONE’ that was left.

Liam glugged some more.

Betty looked at John and nodded towards the kitchen. John headed out to make another drink.

Liam groused some more. And, finally, Sally had had enough.

“I don’t wanna! Whine, whine, whine! When did you turn into a four flusher?”

Liam blinked. He wasn’t a four flusher. He paid his debts. It hurt his feelings to be called one.

John returned with another drink.

His feelings hurt, feeling the alcohol, realizing that he best just get it over with, Liam snapped. “Okay. Shoot me full of that stuff.”

Everybody smiled.

“Come over here and drop your drawers.”

Liam stood up and loosened his belt. “You guys want to turn around or something?”

“Nah. I want to watch.”

Liam grunted his displeasure. He turned his back to his wife, lowered his pants just enough to expose one cheek, and she shot him.

“Oh!” he rubbed the spot which was a lot less than a bee sting.

“What a baby,” remarked Sally.

“You’re not pregnant,” said John, acting real surprised.

Liam pulled his pants up and buckled. He looked at his friend in puzzlement. “Of course I’m not.”

John chuckled. “That stuff works pretty good then.”

Everybody laughed.

Except Liam.

Liam didn’t think he’d ever laugh again.

The drive home was pleasant, if restrained.

Sally was humming along with the radio. Liam was deep in his thoughts.

He didn’t like getting shots. Even though his wife was a nurse and gave shots regularly, he didn’t like them. He didn’t take flu shots, he was an anti-vaxxer, and…why did he feel so bad about this one?

Because he didn’t have a condition that required one.

But, it was over and done with. So the heck with it.

He pulled into the garage and he tugged the door shut and followed Sally into the house.

“You should get that door fixed.”

“It’s not big deal,” he said. “I’m strong enough, and I don’t want to get up there and straighten out the track.”

She poured them a couple of Cokes. “Too much caffeine,” she remarked, taking a sip. “I’ll be up all night.”

He grinned. “Aw, poor baby.”

“But if you think I’m feeling frisky, forget it.”

“Honey,” he took a drink of his own Coke. Yea for caffeine. “You’re always complaining that I’m too oversexed. Why don’t you just go with it. Enjoy my weenie and stop complaining.”

She moved up against him. Kissed him lightly on the lips. “Honey, I love sex, but, let’s face it. You want it when we go to bed, you want it when we wake up. You want it when you come home for lunch. Don’t you understand? Sometimes a girl needs a break!” And she thought Like for about a month.

He kissed her back, and ran a thumb over a rapidly stiffening nipple. “I’ll give you a break later.”

They walked back into the bedroom and Liam felt his weenie starting to engorge.

She began sliding out of her dress. He stared hungrily at her large boobs, then moved his gaze down to her monkey knuckle. “Oh, baby,” he muttered.

Sally just smiled and kicked off her panties and unfastened her bra.

Liam, horn dog as always, was on her like a dog on a cat.

He half lifted her and propelled her towards the bed.

She hit the bed and sprawled. She smiled. She did like sex. Sure, sometimes she had to be talked into it, but…she grabbed his tool. “You’re going to fuck me with this?”

“Yeah!”

“So when’s it going to get hard?”

Liam looked down at his shaft.

It was chubby, lots of blood in there, but…it wasn’t a big, old stiffie. It wasn’t a boner he could be proud of. It was only half way there.

“Well, uh…”

“Oh, here. Let me help!”

Sally used her mouth. She was good with her mouth, and she slobbered and stroked and worked him over.

But his weenie was having none of it. In fact, it seemed to get a little softer.

“What the heck?” Liam stared down at himself.

“Can you get it in?”

“I don’t know!” But he was willing to try. He was one of these guys who, if he failed, he worked harder. And when it came to sex…

He moved up between her legs and tried to insert himself.

Sally moaned. She was getting turned on. Maybe she should have given him the shot after he had satisfied her.

He pushed, he guided, he did everything he could, and finally it slipped in. Sort of.

It was like one of those big air tubes guys they had at car dealerships. A motor pushes air up a big tube and the tube, with outstretched arms and goofy grins, wiggles and waggles and just when it looks like it’s going to blow all the way up…it bends and slumps and falls.

“Heysoos,” grunted Sally, getting irritated.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “Too much liquor.”

“Not enough caffeine,” she corrected.

But she knew it was neither. It was too much depot medroxyprogesterone acetate.

Liam’s month had started, and it started with a bang. Or, rather…a bangless.

The next morning Liam awoke. He stared at the ceiling. He had the dry taste of whiskey in his mouth, and he thought about his failure of the night before.

He never failed to get hard. If there were three things you could count on it was he’d forget their anniversary, he’d never win the lottery, and his dick would never fail to get hard.

But now he had. Failed, that is.

His balls felt full to the touch, but his cock…it just wasn't…he got up and went to the bathroom.

He stood in front of the porcelain throne and held his penis and peed.

His dick was a little hard from the morning woodie, but as soon as he drained his urine this peeny went soft.

Real soft. Shrinky soft like it did when he went swimming too long.

Normally he was a good seven inches. When he was swimming pool shrinky he was about as big as a thumb.

He stared at his dong dismally.

The funny thing was that he still felt horny.

Just…his dingus wouldn’t go along with it.

“Well that’s sure a disappointment,” Sally entered the bathroom and chuckled at the sight of his mini dick.

“Yeah, well….forget it.”

He returned to the bedroom and dressed.

“Hey, sorry,” she called from the bathroom. “It’s just that you’ve never failed me before. Oh, crap. I didn’t mean it to sound that harsh.”

“That’s okay,” he said in an even tone. “I like being emasculated. Feels real good.”

She finished her ablutions and walked across the bedroom towards him. She reached into his pants and held his little thing. “Sorry, honey. But just think about how hard and true this little piece of meat has been. Just ‘cause a guy can’t get it up once doesn’t mean I should insult you.

She squeezed it, tugged it, went for his balls.

His penis, of course, didn’t react, but all his nerves did.

“God, that feels good!” he moaned.

Sally smiled, kissed him. She could tell he was getting horny. And he would get hornier and hornier, but…Mr. Happy wasn't going to be getting happy.

She finally let him go, sat down on the bed and watched him finish dressing.

He was not a muscular man. He had a great weenie, when it worked, but…his body was slender.

She smiled. If he had tits his body would almost be feminine.

“I’ll pick up a donut on the way,” he said, and kissed her good by. A moment later she heard the sound of his car backing out of the garage, then zipping down the street.

Sally smiled and laid back on the bed. She was naked. She felt good.

She was pretty sure that Liam would experience a bit of anger when he found out the joke she had played on him, but he would get over it.

And she thought about his body again. Slender, lacking muscles, long, brown hair…she blinked.

Her vagina was wet. What the heck? Then she realized that his condition had excited her.

Of course it had. They had made out, twice including the night previous, and he had gotten her all roiled up…and left her high and dry.

She frowned. That was going to have to change. He was going to have to get her off from now on. Especially since he couldn't get it up.

No reason she should suffer just because he did.

That thought, so twisted, brought a smile to her face. She leaned down to the dresser and opened it up. She selected a big dildo with a vibrating head. She lay back and started teasing herself, rubbing her nipples with her fingers, sliding the big vibrator up her slit and onto her clit.

Oh, yes!

“Unnnh!” She groaned. And “Unnnh….unnnnh….unnnh!”

Then she came, hard, and collapsed.

Yes, this was going to work out just fine.

Liam worked as a car salesman. He actually didn’t own a car because he could always drive one from the dealership. Saved him a lot of money.

And he made a lot of money.

Most people think that new cars are the pot of gold when it comes to money and profit and such.

Actually, the used cars—pardon, the ‘pre-owned’ cars—were where the money was.

So he drove onto the lot, parked his car in the front and put a big sign on it: Driven by a little, old lady!

He snickered as he headed for the showroom. Yeah, if that little old lady had a lead foot and could outrun the cops.

He entered the showroom, high fived a couple of the fellows, and headed for his office.

In his office he checked out the list of cars sold. He didn’t want to try to sella. car that had already moved off the lot.

Then he called up the car trader on the internet and perused. He looked for prices mostly, just to stay ahead of the game. He liked to have as much info at his fingertips as he could.

He—felt a strange feeling in his chest.

He blinked.

It was like a golden feeling, a rod electrified, not by electricity, but by just a happy, warm feeling.

Good. He looked to feel good.

But his balls felt…stimulated. They felt full, buzzing, ready to go.

It was the height of horniness, but his cock didn’t move.

It just lay in his underpants, a slug. Sensitive to the Nth, more sensitive than it should have been, but it didn’t stir.

He gave a little moan at one point. He thought about going into the bathroom and stroking one out, but…it wasn't getting hard.

It was just…laying there.

And the feeling in his chest was intensifying. He felt like somebody was hitting him with a happy stick, and his heart was pounding and his chest was throbbing and…he felt so good.

That was the moment the idea of depot medroxyprogesterone acetate flitted across his mind.

He never felt like this, except after a six pack, or half a bottle of whiskey.

He sat back. He couldn’t fight, even if he wanted to, so he just sat back and enjoyed it.

His face was flushed, his nipples were hard!

But…no boner.

“Hey! Liam! Customers!” One of the other salesmen called to him from the next cubicle over.

He pushed himself to his feet and headed out to the lot.

He was smiling, feeling that incredible rush, wondering if this was the effect of that shot, and…”Hey folks!”

His manner was so relaxed, so happy and full of charm, that the couple smiled.

They were looking for a car and…he sold them one. Just like that.

Sure, it was the right one for them, he was that rarity, an honest salesman, but…usually people hemmed and hawed, wanted to calla. friend who knew about these models, and then they wanted to play hardball, leave the lot, yadda yadda yadda.

But he was so honest and forthcoming, and so obviously happy, they bought the car. Just like that.

He turned them over to the finance manager for the paperwork, and headed back to his office.

“Liam to the lot, please.”

Hunh. Going to be a busy day.

And it was.

And he made sale after sale, laughing and joking and feeling that wonderful lightening like lance of pleasure shooting through his chest.

Say, maybe that shot was good for something after all.

Sally was horny.

She had gotten herself off that morning, and that had not calmed down the fire within.

She wasn’t normally this horny, but she knew what was causing it.

Denial.

In giving Liam that shot she had caused herself to be denied. And if there was one truth to the human condition it was this: tell somebody they can’t have something and they want it.

And she wanted it. Really wanted it. All day long she was so wet she squooshed when she walked.

She went shopping and wondered if she was leaving a snail trail of pussy juice.

She met with a few of the girls for lunch and fidgeted on her chair.

Was she really trying to rub one off on a cafe seat?

She was. She just wanted to cum again. There was no reason to be denied, even if her husband was.

She was a woman, dammit! And women have rights!

She drove, and found herself staring at men on the street.

She was a true blue wife, but every woman, and that included true blue wives, wondered what kind of a package a man had.

Normally she wondered by the way. Now she was staring and licking her lips.

But she had cum hard that morning!

She headed for the clinic where she worked a couple of hours in the afternoon. She didn’t have to work, but she liked to work. Besides, if her marriage ever went bad she wanted to have up to the minute skills so she could hit the ground running.

Not that she ever wanted a divorce.

Liam was a catch. He was a good salesman, he was kind and tender, and he actually made an effort to remember their anniversary. He failed, of course, but at least he tried.

How many woman could say that of their husbands?

Walking into the clinic, however, was like an exercise in deep breathing and sweats, and for the first time she understood why men tried to play baseball in their head to slow down their desire to have an orgasm.

She passed young male nurses in their prime. Hunky, young men. And doctors. Some of the younger ones were ripe, and she wanted them.

Damn! This wasn't right! She was married! She couldn’t live like this. She could go on lusting after every man she saw just because she wasn’t getting laid.

And, it burst open her: this was only the first day!

Sally arrived home first, and she beelined for the bedroom. She got out the trusty, old vibrator again, and she wore out the batteries.

Well, it didn’t have batteries. It had a cord. But if it had batteries she would have worn it out!

As it is, she probably caused an energy shortage in town.

After getting herself off she staggered out to the kitchen and started on dinner. Efficient, she had it done by the time Liam got home.

“Honey1” he burst out as he burst in through the door. “I don’t know what was in that shot you gave me, but I made more sales today than I ever had! This one day will make me top salesman of the month!”

Sally turned, one hand braced on the counter as heat surged through her groin. “Oh?” That was all she managed to say.

“I mean, it really does make me happy. I feel like I’ve got goodness and light shafting up my chest.”

Shafting? Did he say shafting? Sally nearly swooned.

“It made me so happy, and the customers just laid down for me and spread their wallets.”

Laid down…spread their… Sally felt weak. She wished he’d stop using such sexually suggestive words. Her groin was damp and she wanted to get off.

“And I owe it all to that little shot you gave me.”

Sally raised a fist to her mouth and bit her knuckles.

“Honey? Are you all right? You’ve got a funny look on your face.”

“Are you…do you…have a boner?”

He blinked and his eyes slitted a little.

“No. I mean, I’m horny enough to, but…why?”

And Sally broke. She lowered her head, slumped her shoulders, and said, “Liam, I have a confession to make.”


Part Two

“I’m not going to get a boner for a month?” Liam cried out, stunned, shocked, and almost falling over.

“I’m sorry, honey! I thought it would be a good joke! You’re such a cocksman, and…I thought it would be funny!” Sally sat at the table, crying, beseeching, begging for understanding.

“You attack me right in the manhood and think it’s funny?”

“I did, but now I see it wasn’t funny.”

Liam undid his pants and pulled them down. He held his limp cock in his hand. “Sorry, buddy. This is what happens when you put women in charge.”

“But it’s not that bad!”

“It’s not? Pardon me, but did your hole suddenly get sewn up and useless?”

“But you’re making sales! You’re getting rich! And it’s the depot medroxyprogesterone acetate!”

“Maybe. Or maybe I just had a good day.”

“And you’ll have a good day tomorrow! Just wait, you’ll make tons of money and you can thank me.”

He went to the cabinet, got down the liquor, made a drink, drank the whole thing, and turned to her. “We were doing well before, and if I had a choice in the matter…I’d like to have my dick back.”

“It will come back! A month will pass and your penis will be up and roaring once again! And I’ll never refuse you sex ever, never, not if I live to be a thousand.”

Liam hiccuped. He poured himself another drink. His penis was still hanging out of his pants. Except, it wasn’t really hanging.

He looked down sadly. “It’s shrinking. Even if it does come back, how do I know it will be the full seven inches again? What if it stays like this? Gee, just think. I’ll have a one inch boner. Can you get off on that?”

“But I’ve told you I’m sorry, and…”

And the talk went on.

The next day Liam went to work, and he was pleasantly surprised to find that he had that same golden glow shooting up the center of his chest.

It was like he was high, but with all his senses intact.

He went into his cubicle, opened the computer, and thought about the fight he had had the night before.

It had been a doozy. It had gone on for hours, Sally begging for forgiveness, and him just getting more and more riled up.

Well, what did she expect?

“Liam to the lot,” the loudspeaker blared.

He jumped up, headed through the dealership, and as soon as he stopped thinking about Sally and her stupid joke…he was fine.

That golden glow enveloped him, he was happy, he was charming, and…he made a sale.

And another one.

By three o’clock that afternoon he was up to yesterday’s total, and it was obvious he had the magic touch.

He was almost giddy with success.

All he had to do was stop thinking about his limp dick.

Just let the shot have its effect, and go on about his business.

Then he wasn’t so mad at Sally. Sure, she had goofed, but he was feeling so mellow and charged up with goodness, and, like she said, he was making money. Lots of it.

He usually made a thousand a week. Now he was making a week’s salary in a day, and that meant if he worked seven days he’d make almost  $50,000!

And he’d even get bonuses!

Then he realized that they’d have to bring in more cars for him to sell.

At the end of his shift he went in and spoke to Jim Perkins, who was in charge of getting used cars.

“Hey, Jim. Are we going to have trouble stocking used cars?”

Jim grinned. “Yep, lots of it, but if you keep selling then I’ll handle it. That’s my job, after all.”

As he left Jim’s office Tuck Fowling tracked him down. He was one of the big bosses, and he congratulated Liam on his sales.

“How you doing it?”

“I just have a good feeling these days.”

“Well, keep it up. You get rich we all get rich.”

Man, with the mark up on cars, that was the truth!

Sally had spent the day crying. When she wasn’t on her back on the bed and plunging the vibrator into her pussy.

What a mess she’d made of things! Why had she ever thought robbing her husband of his manhood was funny?

It wasn’t funny to him, and it certainly wasn’t funny to her!

Of course, if he could get over his anger with her then it might not be bad.

She did enjoy her big, old plastic Peter.

The fact was that she enjoyed the dildo more than she did regular sex.

There was no white mess to clean up. She didn’t have to sleep in a wet spot. The dildo never missed the right place in her vagina, it knew exactly what she needed and when.

She sighed, and fixed dinner, and groaned when she heard the car in the garage. But when Liam entered he was in a good mood.

“Hello, honey!” He grabbed her, whirled around, and planted a big old smoocheroonie on her lips.

She felt instant relief. “You’re not still mad?”

“Of course I am. I’m furious. But it’s hard to stay mad when you feel good and you’re making money.

“Oh, thank goodness!” And she made him a drink, then, in between fixing dinner she sat on his lap and kissed him and kissed him and kissed him.

And all would have been well, except that, as the month passed, Liam noticed that he was getting out of shape.

Nothing big, at first. Just a little flab on his waist and his chest, and he didn’t feel quite so strong.

He was having to really grunt to push that stupid garage door shut.

But he didn’t think much of it until one morning, when he was getting dressed.

His underwear was on the right, Sally’s was on the left.

His were BVDs, ill shaped, especially now that his dick was minuscule, and…uncomfortable.

His weenie was so little it poked out and was rubbed by the material.

He looked at her underwear.

Silky, satiny, stretchy.

His was built to contain.

Hers was built according to the curve of the body. Nothing to contain. And now he had nothing, so to speak, to contain.

He picked up a pair of white panties. A little patch of absorbing material on the bottom. Wouldn’t be in the right spot, but…so what? If he leaked, or didn’t shake his weenie off enough after peeing, he could just fold up a little square of toilet paper.

He chuckled. A home made diaper. No, a sort of panty liner. For a man. Hunh!

“Go ahead.”

He turned and found Sally watching him.

“Oh, I don’t know.” He started to put them back.

“Why not?”

He stopped.

“They’ve got to be more comfortable than your tighty whiteys.”

He thought: Maybe I should.

“I won’t mind. It’ll be an excuse for me to buy some more.”

So he did.

He stepped into the leg holes and snugged the panties up.

They felt good. Real good. It felt like his bottom was in the hand of. a form fitting glove.

“Hunh!” she grunted. “They actually look good on you.”

“They do?”

“Oh, yeah. Look in the mirror.”

He stepped in front of the full length mirror and examined himself.

He had a slender body, and the panties wouldn’t have fit that well, except that he had gained a little fat in his but and around his sides.

Oddly, he didn’t have love handles, just the swelling in his. waist.

And in his chest.

For the first time he really examined his chest.

It was growing. But only in two places. His pectorals were getting a little larger. just like boobs, but that was ridiculous.

Men don’t get boobs.

He was going to have to watch what he ate. Cut down the carbs, maybe do a little exercising.

On the bed Sally was stifling a blink. Oh, my God! He’s got boobs! But she wisely said nothing. She just got up and went to him and put her arms around him. She hugged him, but didn’t grope him. She just pressed against his boobs with her forearms and felt him.

Yes. Those were boobs. They weren’t just fat from rich foods and too little exercising. Those were the real things.

Even the nipples were getting larger.

She couldn’t help it.

She turned him and pressed a hand against his groin. She pressed his flatness into his body, and she put her mouth on his nipple.

“Oh!”

“What?”

“I just felt something.” He rubbed his chest. The chest who’s nipple she had sucked.

“What did it feel like?”

“It was like that warm feeling in my chest, but it was sharper, almost painful, and it went from my nipple through my body to my cock.”

She stood back. “Maybe your dick is coming back?” She was surprised when the thought didn’t please her.

“You think so?”

His face held a grin, but it was a nervous grin. A not entirely happy grin.

“Maybe. Probably.”

“Oh.” His voice a mix of excited and disappointed.

“What? Don’t you want to stick that big hog into me?”

He grinned at that, a real grin. But it was immediately shadowed by a lessening of happiness.

And Sally was struck by the thought: He doesn’t want his dick back!

“Just in time,” she teased carefully. “I thought I was going to have to give you one of my bras.”

He laughed. A nervous laugh. “I don’t think so.”

But now the idea was there.

As the weeks passed Liam would open the underwear drawer and get out panties, and he would look at her bras with a strange mix of dread, apprehension, and eagerness.

Time passed, and so did the seasons. Summer turned to fall, and Liam’s chest continued to grow.

And his cock didn’t stand up.

He was happy, and he was making money, but now he was going to have to confront the fact that his body was changing.

He was looking at Sally’s brassieres more and more, and realizing that he was going to either get his boner back, or put on a bra.

Put on a bra. The thought disturbed him, and it excited him. It made the golden glow in his chest brighter, more filling.

He was starting to understand the connection in a way, but it would take a trip to the doctor’s to bring it all to light.

“Well, Liam,” the doctor was a stodgy, old man who actually cared about his patients. “What have you been taking?”

“What do you mean?” His heart was sinking.

“Your estrogen levels are sky high. Your testosterone is low. That’s causing your body to feminize. Are you transitioning?”

Liam forced himself to come clean. “My wife played a joke on me. She gave me depot medroxyprogesterone acetate.”

The doc blinked. “That’s a pretty harsh joke.”

“Tell me about it.”

“And since you took that substance you’ve been changing.”

“Yes.”

“Feel more energy? Happier?”

Liam tilted his head. “Why, yes.”

“That’s because your sexual drive is being rerouted. You can’t expend your semen, and all that energy is being used by your body.”

“To make me happier? To work longer hours? That sort of thing?”

“It puts you permanently in the excitation phase of sex.”

“So how do I get everything back to normal.”

The doc sat down on a swivel stool and considered Liam. “Liam, do you recall what the package your shot came in looked like?”

“Sure. It was a plastic on cardboard package. There was a purple band in one corner with the word ‘one’ on it.”

“One.”

“Yeah. One month.”

The doctor nodded. “I hate to tell you this, Liam, but I have bad news, and I have bad news.”

Liam stared at the doctor.

“The bad news is that the purple band one stood for one year.”

“One…year?” He felt dizzy.

“Yes.”

“And what’s the other bad news?”

The doctor sighed. “That product was recalled. Apparently the one year was not always an accurate assessment. Sometimes it lasts…longer.”

“It…does.”

The doc nodded.

The funny thing was that when the doctor told Liam this the golden glow inside his chest seemed to glow even harder.

“Hey, honey,” he entered the house and kissed Sally. then he walked on back to the bedroom.

Sally, feeling his mood, followed him.

“What did the doctor say?”

“The ‘one’ on the package of the shot you gave me…it stood for one year.”

Sally’s mouth dropped open. “So you’re going to be…”

“I’m going to be feminized for a year.” He spoke in a tone of wonder. “But that’s not the kicker.”

She waited.

He looked at her. “That product was recalled. Apparently it was too strong, and the effects…they last longer.”

“Longer than a year. Oh, my God!” Sally blubbered. She went into his arms and cried. “What have I done?”

Liam let her cry for awhile, then he moved her back. He said, in a weak but determined voice, “I’ll try that bra on now.”

Sobbing, but drying her eyes, Sally went to the dresser drawer. She took out a pair of panties and a bra. Brand new and still in the package.

“I bought these with you in mind. I don’t know why, but…maybe I just sensed it.”

He reached his hand out.

“Better take a shower first, and get rid of all that hair.”

Liam stood up and went into the bathroom. “Can I use your Nair?”

“Yes.”

He picked up the pink and white bottle and read the directions. Apply, leave on for fifteen, rinse. Sounded easy.

He followed the directions, and Sally came in and helped him apply the Nair to hard to reach places.

He stood in the bathroom and felt so weird.

He looked down at his cock. It was so small now, it looked almost like a clitoris. He rubbed it. He felt it. His balls were shrunken, too.

Oddly, they felt full. He wasn’t producing much testosterone, but what little he was producing was staying in his body, in his balls.

The Nair started to burn so he stepped into the shower and began rinsing it off.

He stared at the tile floor as little strands of hair washed off his body and circled the drain.

Circled the drain. His masculinity was circling the drain.

How much did he care?

He was feeling golden, and he was getting rich.

He stepped out of the shower and dried off.

Sally helped him, and she dried his tiny weeny off. “It really is small,” she observed, and she couldn’t keep the sadness out of her voice.

Was she doomed to a life of vibrators? Even though she liked dildos better, there was nothing like the feeling of a hot cock in her.

Liam walked into the bedroom and picked up the new bra and panty package. He let his breath out, and ripped the cellophane.

He stepped into the new panties, and they felt like new panties should, soft and clingy and nice.

Then he put on the bra.

It was a perfect fit, and he realized how much his boobs had grown.

They were serious C cups. Maybe D cups. His chest, while not muscular, was wider than a woman’s. His boobs were positioned on the width, and…he needed bigger boobs if he was going to look more natural.

More like a woman.

He remembered what the doctor had asked. Are you transitioning?

Was he?

It looked like he might be.

He was just going to have to come to grips with it.

He wasn’t scared, but that was because he hadn’t grown up with hidden desires to be female. Hadn’t had his desires suppressed and squashed.

Nervous, sure.

But…he could handle people.

“Your body really is female,” whispered Sally.

“How about my face?”

She nodded. “Yes, it’s getting there. That shot must be changing everything in you. But I can help, too.”

“How?”

“Have a seat.” She indicated her vanity table.

For a long moment Liam was unsure, even undecided. while things in reality were moving slowly, in his mind they were a rocket ride.

He moved to the chair, started to sit, and his legs gave way.

She stood behind him, one hand on his shoulder, then she stooped a bit and curled a hand around one of his boobs.

“I’ll fix this,” she said softly. “I’ll take you the rest of the way.”

She started by brushing his hair. He kept it clean with shampoo and conditioner, and it was in good shape. It reacted well when she brushed it, teased it, and curled it under. She gave him a bob, and whispered, “It’s going to be beautiful when it grows out.”

He was holding his breath, and the golden glow in his chest was brighter than ever.

She cleansed his face using little sponges. She removed the dirt from his pores and his skin never felt cleaner. It felt like it had been stretched, and it was alive.

She applied the make up in steps, explaining everything. In just a short couple of hours he received a lifetime of training in shadows and eyes, lipstick and foundation.

And all the time he felt so full of energy that he was afraid he might explode.

When Sally was done she asked him to select a dress.

He went into her closet and gazed at all the dresses. He studied the materials, the cuts, the feel of the materials under his hands.

She spoke of how to coordinate colors, how to select an outfit that would match his make up. how to choose shoes that would go with his dress.

When they were done he was wearing a dark dress, a greyish color that had a sheen to it, and a broad, white stripe that circled once around his body.

She handed him shoes.

High heels. Spikes. Black, patent leather. His toes were exposed, and Sally said, “We need to paint your toes and fingers, and you need to wear nylons. But that’s good enough for now. At least you can see what you look like.

He stared in a mirror and his heart was thudding.

He was a woman. And not an ugly one.

Seeing his red lips he wanted to purse them, put them on display.

Seeing the way his boobs thrust forward, he wanted bigger ones.

Then he had a thought. “Take a picture.”

Sally retrieved her camera and began snapping pictures. Picture after picture, posing, presenting himself in different ways.’ Then they went to the computer and downloaded the shots.

He selected a picture, then chose another picture, of himself as a man. He printed them both out, looked at them, then turned to Sally. “Take me to work.”

“But it’s late. They’re closed.”

“I have keys, and I don’t want to drive, at least not yet. Not in these heels.”

But what are you going to do?”

He smiled.

He had keys, and he let them in a side door. He touched the keypad and dis-armed the alarm system.

Sally followed him as he walked across the floor. “I still don’t understand.”

He led her up stairs to the break room. He picked up a couple of tacks from a secretaries desk on the way, and he tacked both pictures next to each other on the bulletin board. He put a blank sheet of paper under them, and wrote at the top of that paper:

Vote on which one you would like to see.

Liam led his wife out of the dealership. “I’m not going to work tomorrow, and I’ll come see what the vote is tomorrow night when everybody is gone.”

The next day they lazed around, Liam getting used to being female in appearance.

The phone rang a few times, but Liam knew it would be people from work, and he didn’t answer it.

He did call his boss that afternoon, and they had a long conversation about dress codes and…government statistics.

Apparently the government wanted businesses to hire trans people.

That was a relief to Liam, as he wasn’t sure how management would react to his survey, let alone the idea of him transitioning.

They sat around the pool, Liam wearing a bikini for the first time, and sipped whiskey.

At one point Sally excused herself and went into the computer room. She locked the door and told Liam to go away when he knocked.

Puzzled, Liam went away, and when he asked her what she was doing later, she just smiled and refused to enlighten him.

That night they went to the dealership again, and Liam used his key and they went to look at the survey.

Liam took the photos and the blank sheet of paper down. It wasn’t blank anymore. It was heavy with writing.

Somebody had drawn a line down the center and labeled each half of the paper with ‘male’ and ‘female.’

At first they thought the ‘election’ had gone fifty fifty, pro and con, for and against. But when they looked closer they realized the female votes were ten to one, in favor of him being female.

All the secretaries signed up for female. Most of the guys did, and a few of them left remarks.

‘As long as you keep sales up!’ that was from Jim, the general manager.

Some wag had written, ‘Just don’t try to get in my pants.’

And, of course, some fool had drawn a picture of a penis squirting.

They returned home, and they were happy.

Almost.

“So it looks like you’re going to be going to work as a woman tomorrow.”

“Looks like,” he agreed.

They entered the house.

“Liam, we need to talk.”

He turned to her. “Uh oh.”

“No, it’s not one of those talks. This is serious stuff.”

“And me not doing the dishes to your satisfaction isn’t?”

“Let’s go into the bedroom and had a sit down.”

That was sort of code for ‘Let’s go fuck.’

But he didn’t have a tool for fucking anymore.

They sat down on the bed and she cupped his breast and kissed him. It was a passionate kiss. It was soul searching and lit up the lights.

Except that he didn’t have any lights to be lit.

He drew back, breathless. “I appreciate that, but what am I supposed to do about that.”

“Fuck me,” she said, looking him straight in the eye.

“With what?”

She reached under the bed and pulled out a bag. In the bag was a strap on with a penis in it. She stood him up and buckled it around his hips.

“I was reading on the internet, and this is how you’re going to get sex.”

“Wow,” he said, staring at the way his plastic penis jutted out. He couldn’t even see his old, shrunken one.

She lay back on the bed and beckoned to him. “I need you, honey. I’m sorry for what I did to you.”

“I’m not.”

“You know what I mean. I love you being female, but the loss of your weenie…I’m sorry.”

He smiled, “I’m not.”

She studied him closely, then held his face, kissed him and said, “Do me. Do me like you used to.”

The next half hour was bliss.

He had forgotten what it was like to be in control. The odd thing was that even though he was in control, he was the fuckor and not the fuckee, he didn’t feel like he was really in control.

He was apart from it, he was staring down at her, fucking her, but totally removed from the action.

And, oh, Lord, did it make him horny.

To do it and not feel it was the ultimate tease.

Tease and deny.

And, has been stated, tell somebody they can’t have something and they want it all the more.

Finally, he pulled out, and she lay, gasping, her eyes dazed from all the rolling up she had done.

“How was it?” he asked, laying to one side.

“Amazing,” she managed. “And now you’re going to find out.”

“What?”

She turned to him. “Take off the strap on and give it to me.”

Moving slowly, feeling things change within, understanding that he was entering a new real, he took off the thing and handed it to her.

“You want it on all fours?” she grinned, “Like a doggie bitch?”

She buckled the straps and stroked her weenie.

“I don’t know,” he answered. “I don’t know what to think.”

And it was obvious that he didn’t. His eyes were glazed and his moves were halting.

“All fours it is.”

She slapped his ass and he crawled onto the bed.

She helped him get in the right position, then she moved forward and lubed him up.

Liam groaned as she showed him what it felt like to have his ass touched. Within a few minutes she had extra fingers in him, and she was pushing the lube into him.

“Heysoos,” he muttered, and he began to grind his ass back, trying to get more sensation into his rectum.

“Okay, honey, if you relax there will be very little pain. If you fight it it’s going to hurt.”

She spent a lot of time rubbing him, massaging him, talking sweetly and softly.

By the time she put it into him he was ready, and he collapsed and she stayed with him, drove into him, and for the first time in a half a year he felt true sexual impulses.

Not the shadow of throbbing, potent though they were, but the real thing.

He felt the commanding entry, his resulting submission.

He felt how she took control and made him obey.

And, suddenly, he felt the explosion.

It was more intense than a normal orgasm, and longer.

He felt himself crying out, and he felt his semen leave him, drain onto the bed.

And she murmured into his ear, “I guess you get the wet spot tonight.”

And he said the only thing he could. “Yes, dear.”

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


Caught Crossdressing!

What would his wife do

when she found him feminized?


Author’s Note

Hello, sweet ones!

This story is about a man who likes to crossdress. That describes half the male population of the world, eh?

But he’s not honest, and he keeps his secret from his wife! And one should never keep secrets from their wife, right?

So when Leo is caught he is deathly afraid. Is this the end of his marriage? Will his wife ever get over it?

Read on, lovers, and find out for yourselves!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“These consultations are getting a bit old,” Tammy said as she folded clothes and placed them in her suitcase.

“Tell me about it,” Leo said. He was sitting on her vanity chair, watching her pack. “How long are you going to be gone this time?”

“Four weeks.”

“Ouch.”

She sighed, held up a dress, frowned, then tossed it to the hamper.

“So what do you do on those long, lonely nights?”

“Same thing you do, probably,” she said.

Not likely, he thought.

I watch a lot of TV, look for good books, sometimes I’ll go out for a dinner.”

“With who?” he grinned.

She chuckled and gave him a meaningful look. “With big dicked studs who haven’t had any for weeks and weeks.”

“Thanks,” he said drolly. “I really needed to hear that.”

Tammy laughed. “I make friends with some of the companies i consult with. Girlfriends, and we go out and have wine and get a little nasty.”

“Nasty, eh?”

“And what do you do, Mr. high and Mighty?”

He was polished at evading such queries. “I watch some football, surf the net. Go to sleep early.”

“Yeah, right. You probably polish the knob.”

She was looking at him intently now.

“That’s funny, you can joke about it. I didn’t even joke, and you’re all over me.”

“That’s ‘cause I know men.”

“And all men are sexed up horn dogs.”

“Nope,” she said. “Just you.”

She came to him then and sat on his lap on the chair. She touched her lips to his lightly, careful not to mess her make up. “You know,” she wondered aloud, “I really would like to see if you’re as pure as you say you are.”

I’m not! he thought.

“I’d like to install cameras, maybe make you wear on of those chastity things, see what kinds of things you’re watching on the internet.

“I watch the Bachelorette in the evening. During the day I watch The View. And when I’m—ERK!”

She had reached down between his legs and grabbed his favorite part. She held it tightly, squeezed slowly, and watched his face.

“Du…du…don’t!”

His face was red and he was trying to get his hands down so he could pull hers off.

She hugged him and twisted and whispered into his ear. “You probably masturbate ten times a day.”

“I…I…don’t. Pu…pu…puhlease! Let go!”

She did, and pushed away from him. He groaned and held his package.

“That hurt!”

“Big strong man,” she laughed at him.

“Bit, strong man has little, weak nuts.”

That made her laugh and she continued packing.

That had occurred on Sunday afternoon. That evening, while he was looking at the financial news, she headed next door to see her best friend.

“Come on, in. How about some wine?”

“You betcha.”

The girls sauntered into the kitchen where Sally poured Tammy a half a goblet of white wine, then topped it with half a glass of Canada Dry.

“Oh, that works,” Tammy said, sipping gratefully.

They adjourned to the patio and enjoyed the sunset.

Sitting, sipping, trading quips, Sally finally asked, “So what’s horn dog hubby going to be doing while you’re away?”

“Oh, I don’t know. But I sure wish I did know. I mean, it’s that old thing, what do pets do when their owners are away…what do hubbies do when they are left alone.”

Sally stuck her tongue in her cheek and made a jacking off motion in front of her mouth.

Both girls laughed, then Tammy said, “Seriously, haven’t you ever wondered?”

Not really, but…if you really want to know, why don’t you find out?”

Tammy snorted. “And how would I do that?”

“Do you remember when we went to that garage sale and I picked up those cameras?”

“The ones that hooked up to the computer? Weren’t you going to set them up around your house?”

“I was, but I didn’t, and I’ve still got the cameras.” Her face was smiling, but her eyes were intent.

Slowly, Tammy got it. She leaned forward and said, “Are you saying what I think you’re saying?”

“How long will it take him to drive you to the airport?”

“An hour.”

“And an hour back.”

“The cameras are very small. I can tape the red light on the front that shows they are working. I can use thumbtacks, the ends  overlapping the base of the cameras. Where would you like them?”

“Oh, my God!” Tammy’s eyes glowed with excitement. “Let’s see, one in the bedroom, one in the computer room…if anything is going to happen those are the places I would set them up in.”

“You can pick them up on your computer and send me the videos.”

“Live stream, baby.”

“And Leo will never know.”

“And you can find out what he looks at on the computer. You see see if he masturbates. Anything he does…you can see. And if you can’t, if he’s in the wrong room, I can set up other cameras. Give me your spare key—“

“It’s under the flower pot on the far right on the porch!”

“—and we can get to the root of how bad boys can be.”

“What do you think he does?”

“Oh, jacks off. Watches porn. Isn’t that what most men do?”

“I don’t know.”

“Well, you’re going to find out.”

Both girls giggled and sipped their wine.

The next morning Tammy was up early. Self sufficient, she had her bags out to the car before Leo was even up.

She came back in the house and nudged the bed with her knee.

“Let’s go, bozo. Time to take me to the airport.”

“Wha…? Oh.”

He sat up, a little tired, then realized what was happening.

“Hey! We never made love last night!”

“Your loss. Now come on.”

“But you were talking to Sally all evening, and…come on. You’re going to be gone a month!”

She tossed him his pants.

“Too bad, so sad.”

Inside she was gleeful. He was going to be horny, and whatever the result of his horniness, she would get to observe it.

What was her husband going to do when she was gone?

“Aw, honey…”

But she was out the door.

Leo pulled on his pants, yawned, brushed his teeth, and finished getting dressed. He wandered out to a plate of scrambled eggs and bacon. Tammy was just finishing her breakfast.

“Hurry up. Don’t want to be late.”

Leo sat, and she chuckled when she saw the bump in his pants.

“Got a boner, eh?”

“No thanks to you!”

“Oh, much thanks to me. Now, eat.”

Ten minutes later they were in the car and zipping down the street.

Eleven minutes later Sally dashed through the side yard and tried to the garage door.

It was open. No need for the key. Yet.

She was carrying a small cardboard box when the she entered the house.

She smelled the aroma of bacon and eggs and sighed. Well, the sooner she was done the sooner she could have her own breakfast.

The bedroom was set up perfectly for what she wanted to do. The dresser had a big picture over it, and above the picture was a small shelf. She got a chair, climbed onto the dresser, and put the camera between a little, boy blue statue and an oriental bowl. The bowl was a dark shade and not much light got up here. She put the camera far back, adjusted everything, checked the feed on her laptop, and grinned.

She had a perfect view of the room. She could see all four posters on the bed, and several feet to the side. She could even see int he dresser drawers!

The next stop was the computer room, and this was more difficult. She wanted to see what he was watching on the screen, but she also wanted to see his face and front. She finally decided on two cameras.  Again, there was a perfectly situated shelf, and, a bonus, it was filled with stuff. Stuff like old computer wires, old cell phones, an ancient VHS player, even cameras.

The one facing the computer screen was totally out of sight behind the VHS player. The one facing the chair Leo sat at was the problem. The far corner of the shelf faced Leo’s swivel, and since it looked a thim, he could look at it.

So how perceptive was Leo? That was the question.

Sally stepped up on a short filing cabinet. She tried to move everything as little as possible. She set the camera up behind a coil of wires, shifted a small radio that had seen better days, and stood back.

She could barely see the lens of the camera. Yes. That might do it. If Leo was not perceptive.

But then what man was?

She checked the feed on her computer. She now had three views on her screen. One of the bedroom at the lower right. Two of the computer next to each other on the bottom.

Hmm. She had three more cameras, but she only needed one. She just wanted a fourth view to fill out the screen.

She finally decided to put one above the refrigerator at the end of the kitchen. This would show the kitchen and the hallway, the length of the house.

She set the camera in place, checked her feed, and looked at her watch.

Forty-eight minutes. Not bad.

She ran home and checked her desktop. Everything was perfect.

She sat back, checked her watch again, and grinned. Oh, Leo. Poor baby. You have not a clue!

“Don’t let the plants die,” Tammy said as they walked her through the terminal.

“I won’t.” He smiled. He was used to these last minute instructions.

“And make sure you don’t forget to mow. I don’t want to come back to a shaggy house.”

“A shaggy house. That’s a good one.”

She grabbed his arm and pulled him to the side. She put her hands on both sides of his face. “And I don’t want you doing anything disgusting, like play with yourself.”

“What?” He put on an incredulous look. “I never do that stuff!”

Actually, she had no reason to think he did, and that was the point of her warning him. She wanted to put the bug in his mind. Play with yourself! Play with yourself! And how better to do that than to simply and directly keep mentioning it. Try not to think of the color purple and it’s too late, you have to think about it to not think about it.

She kissed him then, right behind the potted plat at the airport, and it was a scorcher of a kiss. And while she was kissing she brushed her hand against the front of his pants.

“Oh, heysoos!” he whispered, his boner surging. “You don’t screw me before you leave, and now this…”

“I’ll stop if you want,” she nibbled on his ear and bumped his boner harder.

“I think you’re going to miss your flight, baby.”

“Ha!” and she backed off.

A minute later she turned, right before she stepped into the hallway for the plane, and waved to him. She was grinning and he felt his dick pushing out at his pants.

Then she was gone. For a month.

He didn’t bother to wait and watch the plane take off. He headed through the terminal, into the parking lot, and drove for home.

He smiled, thinking about what he was going to do.

If Tammy had known Leo’s little secret she never would have bothered trying to excite him.

He was already peaking.

Sally was in the kitchen, doing the dishes, when Leo drove into the driveway. She saw his car through the window and turned off the water and headed for her computer. Shortly she was watching four screens and waiting for whatever was about to happen.

And it might be nothing.

He might spend a boring four weeks watching TV and reading, and working on the computer.

But she didn’t think so.

She thought that Leo, like every other red-blooded man, had secrets.

He was too nice, too calm, too polite. Behind that innocent facade there had to be some deep, dark secret.

Leo walked through the front door and showed up on Sally’s computer. He walked through the house. Into the living room, and the light momentary dimmed in the camera. He must have closed the blinds.

She chuckled and rubbed her hands. Here we go!

He came out of the living room and turned into the kitchen. He walked right towards the camera and for a second Sally thought he must have seen the camera. Then he passed out of sight, the picture was obscured by the back of the door into the garage, and she realized he was going into the garage.

The garage? For what? He didn’t have laundry or anything, what was he doing?

Then the door shut and she saw him walking back through the house. He was carrying a big cardboard box.

Huh? What’s in there?

He entered the bedroom and she moved her gaze on the screen.

He placed the cardboard box on the bed, then took off his clothes.

Sally watched avidly as he took off his pants, then underpants. His cock was BIG!

Part of it was that it was hard, a world class erection. Part of it was that it was a big cock. Oh, that lucky girl, thought Sally.

Now he was smiling. He stroked himself a few times, then walked into the bathroom.

Crap. Out of sight.

She figured he would pee and come back out. But the minutes dragged on.

Now she wished she had set up a camera in there, but that was not feasible. There was no place to hide it, and she didn’t think steam from the shower would be good for her little cameras.

But what was he doing in there?

The minutes passed. Fifteen minutes, and Sally went to the kitchen for a Coke. She came back and set the Coke on her desk just as Leo came back into view.

She stared. There was something different about him.

He toweled himself off, and she wondered if the lighting had changed. Or maybe her camera had developed a glitch. It wasn’t an expensive camera after all.

Then she blinked.

Oh, my God! His hair!

His body was whiter, and that was because his normal crop of hair was gone. Off his chest, out of his groin…he was hairless!

Nair. He must have used Nair!

She gave an uncontrollable giggle, and in her heart she knew that a show was just starting.

Men don’t make a point of locking all the doors just to use Nair in the middle of the day.

He reached into the box and took out…something.

Sally frowned and her eyebrows dipped. She bit a lip and leaned closer to the screen, tried to see what he was holding.

He was standing next to the bed, but with his back to her. He was fiddling with his groin.

What the heck was he doing?

Then he turned around and she gasped.

He was wearing something over his cock. It was a silvery tube of some sort, and…she realized what it was. A chastity tube.

Leo was wearing a chastity device! He had locked his cock up! He was in penis prison!

Leo took something else out of the box and walked towards the camera and out of sight. Back into the bathroom again.

Now what was he doing?

He came back out and she couldn’t tell anything. He did walk a little funny, but what did that mean?

He walked to the bed, reached into the box and got out four handcuffs. He put them on the posters of the bed, laid towards the center of the bed.

He tied something to the top right poster, and it took Sally a long moment to figure out what it was.

A key!

She knew, intuitively, that this must be the key to the handcuffs.

He reached into the box again and pulled out lingerie.

She watched in amazement as he put on panties and a bra. He had big falsies that he put in the cups, and his body was now looking pretty female.

He put on a corset. Pushed the falsies up a bit, made his ass flare out. It made his waist look much smaller.

She watched, and laughed, as he drew the strings as tight as he could. A corset could be difficult to put on, but he did an adequate job.

Sally wished she was there to pull the strings just a little tighter.

He put on nylons, and he was dope enough not to realize that putting nylons first would have made the corset easier.

But maybe he liked the struggle? Maybe there was a piece of him protesting, and this little thing was his way of speaking out against what he was doing to himself?

Maybe?

Maybe not.

Maybe he was just a dope who didn’t know how to get dressed as a woman.

Of course, he was doing a pretty good job of it, that one idiosyncrasy aside.

He took a dress out of the box. A tight, blue number. High enough to hide the line of the falsies, tight enough to really make his body feminine.

He wiggled into the dress, pulled it down, slicked the sides with his hands.

Sally sat back. “Well, well,” she murmured aloud. “Where do we go from here?”

Where he went was to the bathroom. Damn it.

But he was only in there a couple of minutes, and when he walked out she saw that he had brushed his hair, he always wore it long and now she knew why, and given him a bubble coif.

He once again reached into the box. This time he took out classic high heels. Black, shiny, patent leather. Three inch spikes. He stepped into them and as he turned to appreciate their look Sally realized: he did his toes! His toes were bright red!

Her mind somewhat blown, she watched as he walked out of the bedroom and she turned her gaze to the kitchen camera and watched him sashay down the hall.

And sashay it was. He was walking slowly, but she could almost hear the heels clicking on the wood floor. His hips were moving back and forth in a perfect imitation of a woman’s. He placed his feet one in front of the other, and his chest jiggled ever so slightly.

And she realized that the chastity tube hid the boner, kept it under control.

In the kitchen he reached up into the liquor cabinet, his hands passing right in front of the camera, the opening of the cabinet door temporarily obscuring her vision.

Then the door closed and she stared at…Old Grand-Dad 114.

He left it on top of the fridge and retrieved a glass from the dishwasher. He added ice cubes from the dispenser in the front of the refrigerator, then poured Old Grand-Dad into the glass. Finally, he opened the fridge door and got out a can of Coke. He poured a bit of the liquid into the glass, swirled the glass, and took a big glug.

He was only three feet from the camera and sally could see his adam’s apple going up and down.

He lowered the glass, smacked his lips, and he looked so happy.

He turned and, carrying the glass, headed back to the bedroom.

Sally watched his ass sway, and was almost turned on by how perfect it was.

In fact, she suddenly waved a hand in front of her face to cool herself off.

Whether it was the forbidden act of spying on him, whether it was seeing him naked, or…dressed as a woman, she was turned on. She could feel the heat in her loins, and knew she was getting wet down there.

He walked into the bedroom and sat down at the vanity table. He wiggled a bit, and she wondered if he had sat on something, because he would occasionally give a strange wiggle of his butt on the chair.

As he began to work, Sally wished she had a camera on the table for a close up, she wanted to watch this. But the one camera above the mirror did an adequate job. She could still see him applying make up. She just wanted a close up.

He took his time, cleansing his face and putting on primer. He had obviously done this before, because he knew everything to do, and he was very polished at doing it. No hesitation or thinking about it.

She watched as he applied foundation, then began adding color to his cheeks.

Lord, he was good. He put just the perfect amount of blush on his cheeks. And that was something because he had a male’s skin color. He was using female make up on a male face, and making it work.

He leaned forward and brushed darkness onto his lids. He carefully held his eyes open and drew the eyeliner on.

He took a moment to pluck his eyebrows, not too much, but enough. He could transition back to being a man and nobody would blink, but as a female he would shine.

He put clips on his ears and smiled, then he rolled a bright red lipstick onto his lips.

When he finally stood up and turned fully towards the camera Sally was astonished.

Gone was the man, presented was the woman.

He did not look male in any fashion.

She wondered if he worked out to make his chest thinner, his legs curvier. Did he work out physically to assist in his transformation?

Probably.

In fact, she thought definitely.

He was just too perfect not to have. And the sureness of his movements, his confidence…yes. He spent his life preparing for those times when his wife was out of town.

While the cat is away the mice…mouse…will play.

But the best was yet to come.

Leo, now fully made up, and totally looking like a woman, strutted down the hallway.

Yes, his heels must be clicking loudly.

He poured himself another drink, but this time he placed a straw in the glass. He sipped a bit, Sally had a perfect view of his lips puckering around the straw, then headed back for the bedroom.

He took a few big draws on the straw, then sat on the bed.

And turned and lay on the bed.

He bent over and, with much effort and contorting because of his corset, he fastened the handcuffs to his ankles.

Then he lay back and reached out for his left hand. He clicked the handcuff shut. He had only his right hand free, but he didn’t bother with it for a second.

He reached down and pulled his dress up. He again contorted and managed to  pull out a…butt plug!

“Oh, my God!” burst out of Sally’s lips. That was what he had done earlier, in the bathroom. That was why he walked funny at first, and why he had suddenly achieved a lady like sway in his rump! That was why he gave the occasional wiggle while sitting on the vanity chair!

He was wearing a butt plug!

She could imagine the tight sensation running through him. Having a butt plug up the heinie was about as close as a man could come to being a woman, and…and it wasn’t, as she blinked and watched what he did next.

He reached up to his pillow and took out a dildo.

Sally’s eyes opened extra wide. Her mouth was ludicrously open.

He slid the dildo where the sun doesn’t shine.

He finally reached up and worked his wrist against the handcuffs until they snapped over his right hand.

He was caught now! He was laid out, his body trapped, and he began wiggling against the bed. He wiggled, and the dildo moved around, and he groaned loudly. She didn’t have to hear it, just watching, Sally knew he was groaning.

Oh, Leo, what fantasies you must be pursuing.

Dressed as a woman.

Your dress up and your panties down.

A penis stuck into you.

Are you going to get off?

And that became the question of the day. Was he going to ejaculate from his…workings?

Was he going to squirt inside his dress and spew his semen all over the place.

Leo wiggled, and his face became red. He was moaning, definitely loudly.

He pulled on the handcuffs. He jerked and moved his hips up and down.

How deep was that dildo? Sally wondered.

Then she realized something.

Her hand was in her crotch.

She was rubbing her mons.

She was terribly turned on.

Without taking her eyes off the screen she stood up and began taking off her clothes.

Leo writhed and twisted and pushed his buttocks down, taking more and more of the forbidden fruit into his bunghole.

Sally pushed off her panties and pulled off her bra. She sat on the chair again, and she grabbed her mons and squeezed.

A thrill shot through her.

She watched Leo squirm, deeply in the throes of lust. All alone and in love with himself.

She put a finger in herself. Two fingers, and began pulling up, rubbing for the G spot.

She wondered how much he loved his wife. He did love here, this was obvious. He was a good husband, and he watched her with eyes that revealed a depth of love.

But he was splitting that love with his own perverted desires.

Now he was humping up and down, landing on the base of the dildo. It had to be all the way in, and he was wiggled to sour his insides with the thing.

She put three fingers in, and grabbed and pulled her tits with the other hand. From breast to breast, pulling on the nipples, squeezing her fat glands with a hand.

Now he wasn’t the only one moaning.

In the silence of her house, not thirty feet from where Leo lay, she groaned and dug into her pussy.

On the screen he was frantic! Going up and down like a rabbit! A spastic effort at ejaculation.

“Go, Leo!” burst from Sally’s lips. Her voice was alone in the house, but she felt a bond with the man on her computer screen.

He was going to get off! He had to get off!

And so did she!

Then Leo arched his back high, held it for an amazing ten seconds, then slammed his hips down, driving the fake penis to its deepest, and white fluid began seeping out of his chastity tube.

A lot of semen.

He was getting everything out!

Seeing this, Sally had her own orgasm. She arched her back, held it, and her eyes rolled back and she saw whiteness. A golden haze enveloped her, held her, and then…she slumped back.

Fuck! What a bomb!

On the computer screen, on his bed, Leo slept the peaceful sleep. He was sated, satisfied, and his dick no longer struggled in the chastity tube.

At her computer Sally, dazed, grappled with her thoughts.

She looked at her watch. It was still hours until Tammy landed.

She might be able to get through before then, while Tammy was flying, but…no. Just wait.

Too much to think about.

Leo was a kink.

And it was turning her on.

Oh, she wasn’t about to steal another woman’s husband.

Besides, it was the kink that was exciting her, not Leo.

He was a great guy, but…that wasn’t the magic.

The magic was seeing him laid out, fucking himself, a woman.

What would she tell Tammy?

That was easy. The truth.

In fact, she didn’t have to tell her anything. She just had to send her the videos.

And what would she think when she found out that her man had a deep, deep secret.

What would she think?


Part Two

Tammy stared at the screen. She had arrived, checked in, and checked back with Sally.

And had received a couple of hours of video. Since she didn’t have to start her consulting until the morrow, she had sat on the bed, in her robe after a shower, and…lost her mind.

Seriously.

Her mind was somewhere else. Where, she did not know.

Her husband was a crossdresser. Or worse.

Or maybe better, depending on how you looked at it.

The question was, how was she going to look at it once her mind returned.

Ding ding!

Her cell phone rang. Her mouth slack, her eyes shocked, she picked up the phone. Upside down, and answered it.

Then realized and turned it right side up.

“Tammy!”

“Sally!”

“What do you think?”

“I…I…I don’t know if I’m capable of thought.”

“I know, isn’t it incredible? Isn’t that the greatest thing you’ve ever seen?

And that decided it, that one moment of non-judgmental opinion, delivered from her friend.

“Great?” mumbled Tammy.

“I mean, how men will go to that much trouble for an orgasm? And, man, you got to admit…that orgasm must have been out of this world.”

Tammy slowly came to her senses. Her friend thought it was funny. And what she was saying, about what Leo was willing to do, how far he was willing to go…her mind started to settle down.

She finally managed, “Amazing.”

“I’ll say. So how do you want to play this?”

“What do you mean?” And Tammy looked down. Her robe had come apart a bit and she was looking at her own pussy. The curly hairs of a little landing strip. The wet folds, the way her clitoris was…rigid.

Rigid?

And then she realized, looking down past her robe, that her nipples were standing straight out.

Was she really getting hot over this?

But she was!

“Tammy?”

“Uh…yes.” Tammy pulled her robe shut.

“What do you want to do?”

“I’m not sure what to do.”

Her vagina was moist. In fact, it wasn’t moist, it was fucking wet!

“Hey, girlfriend, your hubby is doing nasty things to himself. Do you want to guilt him? Trick him? Shame him? You certainly can’t be willing for him to keep doing this kind of stuff!”

“Uh…”

“Can you?”

Tammy put a hand on herself, down there, and felt her folds. “Well…” He had made her so hot! Just by dressing like a woman! And…and getting off like that.

She didn’t know that men actually liked it up the pooper.

She thought that was reserved for gays, and that somehow it felt hurtful.

But, she continued thinking, why would gay men do it then, if it was painful.

Which meant—a little light bulb going off inside her cranium—that it didn’t hurt.

That it felt good!

She was rubbing herself now, trying to relieve herself of some of the frenetic heat that was coming out of her gland.

“Tammy? Are you listening?”

“Yes…yes…” She tried to stop feeling herself. “Look, don’t do anything. Just record it al. We need to think. We need to come up with some kind of plan.”

“Okay, but…Tammy?”

“Yes? Oh please, hang up, I need to finish this!

“He’s not doing anything bad. He’s just…playing with himself. No crime against that, right?”

“No…no crime.” She was breathing hard, rubbing harder. She looked down at her nipples. The material of her robe was sliding back and forth across the nipples with her motion. She was going to do this. She had to get off the phone.

“Listen, don’t do anything, just get all the evidence you can get. I’ll call you tonight and we’ll figure something out. Okay?”

“Okay. Are you all right?”

SHUT UP! her mind screamed.

“Yes…yes. I have to go. There’s a boss on the line.”

“Okay. I’ll talk to you later.”

“Yes. Talk. bye bye.”

Click.

Tammy rolled back, her robe came open and she spread her legs.

“Oh, fuck!” she wailed, and her hand became a blur.

Leo awoke, and he was in the most pleasant place. His frantic desires, desires which he hid from his wife, had been satisfied.

He was okay.

His balls were empty.

He sighed, felt as good as he ever had in his life, and looked up at the handcuff on his right hand.

He smiled and felt for the key he had tied around the post. It was tied by a thick string, no chance of it falling off. If that happened he’d probably die before the month was up. Die dressed up like a woman with a dildo up his butt.

There were worse ways, he supposed with a grin.

He worked his right hand around, managed to get the key, and inserted it and twisted. the cuffs fell free.

Lord, he had had to practice that move a lot of times.

He undid his other hand, sat up, and released his feet.

Free, and no longer obsessed with being a woman.

He got up, got undressed, put everything away nightly, but left the box next to the bed.

He used cold cream on his face, then went for a shower. The water sluiced down upon him, rinsing his sex sweaty body clean.

Then he dried, put on shorts and a tee, and some athletic shoes, and went on with his day.

He mowed the lawn. Usually he mowed it every seven days, but he did it every ten when Tammy was gone. Three mows.

And he did similarly with all his jobs. Letting them go until the last minute. Then, when Tammy came home, he would do one big cleaning and pretend he had been working all month.

Rrrrrr! He ran the mower back and forth.

“Hi, Leo!” His next door neighbor, Sally, waved.

Leo smiled. She was looking mighty fine, and he loved the way she went around in a bikini or just a robe.

Today was just a robe, and he stopped to chat.

How’s work, how’s life treating ya, yadda yadda, yadda.

Bullshit small talk while he pretended to look her in the eyes, but he was really sneaking glimpses of her tremendous ta tas and her nifty nipples.

Her face was pretty good, too. Full lips which she always kept plum, red and moist. Even set eyes that showed intelligence, but not too much.

Leo hated it when women looked at him and were too smart, seemed to look right through him, seemed to know what he was thinking.

Of course, no woman had ever seen the real truth of him, the dildo loving, autogynephiliac.

“I asked when is Tammy due back?”

“A month,” he made his boob wandering mind come to attention.

“That’s probably the secret of your marriage.”

“What?” He wasn’t  tracking. What was she saying?

“Science has proven that when married couples take small vacations from each other the marriage is stronger.”

“Well that’s interesting. I never thought about it.”

She smiled. Right. You never thought about it while you were doing transvestite self bondage and sticking a big old plastic hog up your poop chute.

“Well, think about it. I’ve got something in the oven, so talk to you later.”

“Okey dokey.”

And they parted. Leo to mow his lawn, and Sally to her bedroom where she was about to put something big and plastic with good vibrations into her own oven.

The days passed, as they are wont to do.

Sally kept her eye to the computer screen. she checked it constantly, but Leo seemed to have gotten his fantasies out of his system.

Which irritated her no end. She wanted to watch. Sure, the videos were good for a squirt or two, but having seen them once…she wanted more.

She wanted to see what he did next time.

Even if he did the same thing, it was real, it was really happening, and that would be so much more exciting than just watching the videos.

Tammy called every night. And even during the day, taking time out for work.

“Has he done it yet?

“No!”

“Damn! What’s wrong with that boy?”

The girls giggled. What had once worried them as sick and perverted was now become their choice of masturbation.

They wanted new videos. They wanted to see what else he had in his repertoire. They wanted to see him dressed up and tied down and getting off!

Leo puttered around the house. Unaware of the aggravation and anticipation he was causing, he got up and cleaned out the gutters.

He left dishes in the sink, only cleaning them every two or three days, when the mood struck him.

He got dressed, like a man, and went to the store.

He put on his biking outfit regularly and went for daily ten mile jaunts.

“Damn!” observed Sally. “I would think that that outfit wold be a little kinky, or that he would wear panties underneath them, or something!

But Leo just watched a little TV, caught a game and sipped at a single drink, and worked a crossword puzzle while the game was on.

No big excitement there.

Then, about the fifth day after his sexual adventure, he got out the box, put on the chastity tube, and…that was it.

“What’s stopping him?” groaned Tammy.

But he just watched a game on the TV, read a book, and took a shower.

He often took a shower. Usually once a day, but often after sweaty work. Nothing unusual about that.

But this day he took a longer shower. And when he came out he was holding his package and looked a little…frantic.

Just a little. A tightening of the eyes. Thinner lips.

“He’s going to do it,” pronounced Sally.

Tammy agreed. It had been seven days. Leo and her usually made love every three or four days. Without her to excite him, however, he was taking longer to get excited.

But now, his cock caged, a look in his eyes, he was looking like he was getting ready.

The next day he put on panties and a bra. It was Saturday, and he stayed inside. Cleaned the garage, did the laundry, did the dishes.

About three in the afternoon he put his falsies in, and he started wearing high heels. Not the big ones, just some low ones.

And…he glued on some fake nails. And he painted them a bright red.

Oh, yes. He was getting close.

But he didn’t do anything.

At the end of the night, in spite of looking a bit hot and sweaty, sexually speaking, he simply went to bed.

But the next day, starting about noon, he went for it.

Again, Sally watched him. As did his wife on her computer.

They watched him get everything ready.

They watched him get dressed and made up.

They stared in astonishment as the amazing transition he went through.

Man to woman, in just a couple of hours.

Then he was walking around the house, strutting and sashaying, clicking in his high heels and sipping bourbon and Coke.

Then, to the bed. the handcuffs. The dildo. The frantic, pounding, lusty ride, and…he was done.

So were Tammy and Sally.

His excitement was their excitement, and they had used their own dildos to accomplish what Leo did with his.

Different holes…same song.

And it was over, and they knew for how long.

The second week passed, and he did it again. It was almost a ritual. He deviated here and there, but he was taking his time, doing the same things, achieving the same results.

And the girls could hardly stand it.

They wanted him to put on a show every night!

They wanted to get themselves off every night!

But Leo was regular, if nothing else.

The third week passed, and he got himself off for the fourth time.

The girls were beside themselves.

Yes, they were getting off every time he did, but they wanted more!

They had never thought of themselves as being addicted to sex, but it was obvious, even to them, that they were.

Then the fourth week began to pass, and they knew they were running out of time.

After all, Leo would get off, and they would be left high and dry, no squirts for them, until Tammy left on another consultation.

But consultations that lasted a month were few and far between. It might be a year before she got another one.

They were going to have to do something; they were going to have to bring matters to a head.

But…how?

By the time Friday rolled around they had a plan. And it was a doozy!

Friday, and Leo locked the tube on himself.

God, he loved the feeling of not being able to get erect. It made him hornier and hornier, so horny that with a day or two he couldn’t stand it.

But he didn’t need to.

Saturday he wore lingerie and heels and pranced around the house.

He was getting so damned horny he couldn’t stand it. But he sipped some bourbon, and that relaxed him enough to get to sleep.

Then Sunday arrived. Super Sunday.

Leo was to pick up Tammy the following day, six at night.

He would blast off on Sunday evening, recover, clean the house on Monday, and pick her up. He would be scrubbed squeaky clan, the house would be in fit shape, and…he would be able to stand the wait until the next time she left.

A little past noonLeo began getting ready.

He had a drink, put on some lingerie, and watched a game.

His weenie was surging, trying to get loose, anxious to squirt.

No squirt for you, bozo. Not yet.

A little later he put on a dress, nylons, brushed his hair, and began putting on make up.

Sally watched on her computer. Her heart was pounding. She couldn’t wait!

He finished his make up, had his butt plug in, and was walking in the back yard.

Sally ran out to the fence and peered through a knothole.

Leo was gorgeous. If she didn’t know he was a man she never would have guessed.

He went back into the house, and she returned to the computer.

He got onto the bed, removed the plug and replaced it with a big, old snake of a cock.

He began to hump and writhe. The grand finale was here, and it was time.

Leo was going crazy. He was struggling against the cuffs, and the dildo was moving inside him. He knew he was going to squirt. Any minute now, he could feel it coming. He was going to—

Sally was wearing a totally black outfit. She wore a bulky shirt under a sweat shirt and, a sudden inspiration upon preparing, a thick dildo was strapped to her leg.

Her hair was tucked up under a ski mask and all that could be seen of her was her eyes. Her eyes, which had no make up on them and which she kept slitted.

“AIIEEE!” Leo screamed.

Sally was holding a gun. It wasn’t loaded, but she acted like it was.

“Got ya!” she yelled in a deep voice.

Leo reached for the key to the cuffs, but Sally moved forward, snaked a hand out and grabbed them. She broke the string and jumped back.

Leo was totally caught.

She moved around the bed, making sure the handcuffs were tight.

He was fastened to the bed and there was absolutely no way he could get free.

“What…what…let me…go!”

Sally couldn’t stop grinning under the ski mask.

Leo struggled. He thrashed back and forth. He pulled on the cuffs, but the bed was sturdy and he wasn’t going anywhere.

Sally moved to the bottom of the bed. She reached up and gripped the dildo and slowly slid it out.

Leo groaned, then gave a grunt as it left his hole.

Sally backed up to the door, holding the dildo in one hand.

“You can’t do this! Who are you?”

Sally left the room.

That was the longest night of Leo’s life.

He lay there, tormented, destroyed, wondering what was going to happen to him.

He had been caught, but he didn’t know how.

And whoever had caught him had managed to break into the house without making a sound.

It was almost like they knew what he was doing.

He lay and heard a clock ticking from the other room.

He thought the person who had confined him was still there. He heard dishes being done. He heard the TV. He heard soft footsteps through the house.

But she didn’t come back, at least, not for a while.

His dick, in spite of the fright, was trying to get hard. It was still in the cage.

He wished that whoever it was would take the chastity tube off. He wanted to be done with horny. It was time for him to put on the sedate mantel of quiet respectability.

He lay, and worried, and was all sexed up.

About eleven or so, he really didn’t know exactly when, the person who had broken into his room entered again.

It’s a woman! He thought, taking the time to inspect her. She was trying to disguise her face and figure, but women walk. Certain way. They don’t have nuts to keep their legs apart. So…it was a woman.

Which realization did him absolutely no good.

So it was a woman? He couldn’t break free and overpower her, and she didn’t seem to hear him when he tried to speak to her.

“You have to let me go.”

She was holding, of all things, a bed pan.

“Who are you?”

She slid the bed pan under him. In a gruff voice she said, “Pee.”

just one word. Not enough for him to identify her. And he might not even know her. Probably didn’t.

She shook his caged cock, not at all averse to handing him. “Pee!”

He tried to talk, but she pressed on his belly, and he groaned.

He was going to have to pee. He needed to, but did this mean she was going to keep him there through the night?

The sound of tinkling filled the room.

Leo felt a little relief and sighed.

When he was done she took the bed pan away and left him with one word.

“Sleep.”

He had a hard time sleeping. He was still dressed like a woman, and that meant the confining feeling of the bra and the corset. He also had a bad case of ‘dick won’t stop moving.’

It just kept moving and wiggling and trying to get hard.

About three in the morning he nodded off.

And woke up an hour later.

Then he got a couple of hours of sleep, and later, another hour.

But he wasn’t tired when the day was in bloom. Short on sleep, he was long on sexual excitement.

The woman in black entered his room with another bed pan. He emptied himself, asked questions to no avail, and…waited.

Tammy was due home that evening.

He had a dread feeling that that was why he was being held.

He would see his wife, or she would seem, and…what would that do to their marriage?

But he hadn’t done anything really bad! He hadn’t knocked over a bank for killed somebody. He hadn’t even cheated!

But…there was no telling with women. She might get screwy over the situation and kick him out of the house.

What would he do?

The day passed, and the figure in black came in and fed him. She wore latex gloves so he couldn’t even identify her hands.

He could see red tips in the fingers of the gloves, but not enough.

Who was she?

Why was this happening?

What was going to happen to him?

At six that evening Tammy stepped off the plane. Sally was there to meet her, and she was grinning.

“He’s waiting?” asked Tammy.

“Oh, yes.”

The girls giggled, couldn’t contain themselves, and they walked through the terminal. An hour later they were pulling into Sally’s driveway.

“So, are you ready?” Asked Sally.

“Oh, baby. I was born ready!”

the two women crossed the lawn and entered Tammy’s house.

It was quiet in the house, but they could actually feel Leo’s presence downtime hall, emanating from the bedroom.

“Honey, I’m home!”

They stood in the foyer and smothered their giggles.

No answer. But they could feel him, They cold feel his emotion, his panic.

“Honey? Are you home?”

The sounds of struggle. Handcuffs against bedposts, and the bedposts were winning.

Tammy walked down the hallway, taking her time, letting her heels sound on the floor.

“Honey?”

Looking into bedrooms. “Not here. Hmmm. I wonder…”

Last room before the master bedroom. “I wonder, could he be sleeping?”

Behind her Sally was holding her gut, trying not to laugh.

Tammy jumped into the room as if to surprise Leo.

Leo yelled, “NO!”

He was laying in his dress, his legs spread enough to give a view of the chastity tube.

She screamed, “AIIIE!” and jumped back in the hallway.

“No…no…!” Leo sobbed.

Then Tammy stepped back into the room, laughing and laughing and laughing.

Sally followed her, holding a cell phone and videoing everything. And she was laughing and laughing.

Leo was terrified. He was panicked, and scared, and his head was raised. He burbled, “No…please…honey…don’t…please…”

Then, as the girls continued laughing, he stopped talking. His pale whiteness gave way to redness, and he turned the brightest red in history.

Tammy laughed and laughed, and she came up next to the bed and looked down.

Sally was on the other side, and she kept filming.

“Tammy?” He whispered.

“So this is what you do when I’m not around!”

“It’s not…what it…”

“What? It’s not what it looks like? I find that hard to believe.

Leo looked at Tammy. “You’re the woman in black.”

“Guilty.”

Tammy reached over and felt his boobs. “Lord, you really went all out, didn’t you?”

“I…but…”

“I mean, you really look beautiful. Oh, a little worn, and scared and tired and all that, but you’re really beautiful.”

“I’m sorry.”

“For what? Being beautiful?”

Little tears were trickling down his cheeks.

Tammy dried on and said, “Oh, you silly boy. If you had only told me.” She looked up at Tammy. “Where’s the thing you took out of his butt?”

“On the table next to you.”

Tammy turned, picked up the dildo. “My, this is big.” She held it up and waved it in the air, then she looked at her friend again. “And you took this out of his ass?”

“Yep.”

Tammy moved down the bed. One hand held the dildo and the other trailed along his body.

“I can’t wait,” she said. “We can dress him up all the time, and we can even get him a set of implants. Nice, big boobies. Would you like that, honey?”

Leo was giving light struggles, still crying, his face still red.

“And you found it right here?” Tammy put the dildo at his anal entrance.

“That’s the place.”

She looked at Leo. “And you really like it?”

“I…I…I…”

Very slowly Tammy inserted the dildo.

Leo gasped, then stopped struggling.

It went in smooth and easy, and Leo groaned loudly.

“No!”

“I think, said Tammy, working the tool around, “That this is one of those times that no doesn’t mean no. Am I right, honey?”

Leo was gasping, and now his struggles weren’t to escape, but to feel more of that wonderful dick substitute.

For a long minute Tammy played with him, fondling his balls, bringing him closer and closer, then she stopped.

Leo gulped loudly and looked at her.

“Ask me,” she whispered.

He lay, mute, and was scared.

“Ask me and I’ll keep going.”

He breathed, “Please.”

“Please what?”

“Please…get me off.”

“Please…fuck you?”

He nodded.

She gave him a jab and he lurched upwards with the pleasure.

“Fuck you with a dick?”

“Yes! For God’s sake! Please!”

She pushed it in and out, she stirred his innards, and right when he was starting to roll his eyeballs, when his toes were curled and he was about to let go of his seed, she pulled It out.

“What…” he didn’t understand, He had been on the edge of a great cum, and now…now…

Tammy held the dildo up.

“Honey, for you to get a cum is going to take some work.”

“What? What are you…”

“Our relationship is changing, you see. I think I’ll be wearing the pants in the family from now on. And this,” she waggled the dildo, “Will be in those pants. From now on you’ll be cleaning and cooking, and if you do a good job I’ll lay you down, or bend you over, whichever you prefer, and give you what you want.”

“But…honey…”

“And, Sally has some chores for you to do. So you’re going to stay the way you are, all dressed up, and you’re going to earn your release.”

“You aren’t going to …how can I cook and clean if you don’t untie me?”

“Oh, we’ll let you out of bed, but that,” she shook his cock cage, “stays on.” And this,” she put the dildo between his legs and tickled his brown spot, “will be your reward.”

“But…”

“So, honey, as soon as you agree, to Sally’s cell phone, which will be considered legally binding, then we can let you up and you can start earning your pleasure. Do you agree?”

It took a moment, but he was caught, and, face it, this was what his fantasy was all about.

He nodded.

“Say it aloud, please.”

He gulped, turned to Sally’s cell phone and said, “Yes.”

END
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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.


Here are the first two chapters from…
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Sissy Ride: The Book

PART ONE

My name is Alex Trenton, and I didn’t mean for it to happen. In fact, even though I took the first step, I am not responsible. I am the victim here.

I was sitting at my computer, it was a Tuesday night. I had a bourbon and Coke I was sipping, and enjoying very greatly, and I was surfing porn.

I know, me bad, but Tanya, my wife, was at a convention for the week. I was all alone, and…and I was sitting there in my bathrobe, stroking my hog, getting all excited over the babes I was looking at.

Big breasts heaving, while some big-dicked stud plowed them.

Some cock tunneling between big breasts and shooting cream all over the delightful flesh.

Or, my favorite, big breasted woman on all fours, jerking back and forth, facing the camera so I could see those enormous hooters and those red, red lips.

Money shot after money shot, squirting over buttocks, boobs, gorgeous faces, and I was ready to shoot my own load.

DING! The box flashed up on my screen. I had a message.

I started to delete it and stopped. It was from…Mistress Mandy?

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

I didn’t recognize the name, but there was this little round picture of, get this, red lips, on the message.

I love red lips. And I know I shouldn’t have done it, you’re not supposed to open anything you don’t know on the web, I opened it.

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

I went over all the women I had met over the past few weeks.

There were women at work. There were women on the street and in stores. But who, what woman, would pick a guy out at random and stalk him?

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

But it was powerful, made me notice, made me not delete and block.

I typed:

Who is this?

I sat back, sipped a bit of bourbon, and wondered.

Was it Marsha? That secretary at the office? I had flirted with her, but she knew I was married.

Or maybe some clerk at the grocery store. Maybe some young thing bagged for me, and now wanted to…’bag’ me.

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

She knew my tastes? Maybe it was just a random porn advertisement, searching for a sucker.

No. There had been request for money. The internet always wants your money.

I typed:

What do you know about me?

I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’

DING!

I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style.

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf.

DING!

Watch this!

A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt.

I clicked on the link.

A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor.

Mommy Compilation part four!

Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known?

And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history.

And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source.

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do.

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away.

I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world.

I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up.

And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages.

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird.

But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock.

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high.

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

When I know that you are wearing that bra I will jill off.

that is my reward for helping you.

It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull.

I had never thought about being a woman.

But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it?

Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know?

I typed:

I’ll do it.

Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged:

HURRY!

Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship.

But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny.

I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it.

I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it.

I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat.

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched.

I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily.

Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something.

Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra.

It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight.

And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs.

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings?

I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor.

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger.

How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing?

I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off.

I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size.

I put them in my bra.

‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie.

I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling.

God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now.

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight.

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

Now I realized that I was into the game. Heysoos! What was happening to me? But I was too horny to stop.

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I got up and went back to the bedroom. I went through my wife’s closet. Blouses were so thin my bra would be too visible, the fakery would be too easily seen.

Sweaters were too tight. I was afraid I would stretch them out.

A jacket? I had visions of myself, stacked, showing cleavage through the open front. But, no.

Then I saw the dress.

Fuck! A dress? The Mystery Messenger had said a shirt, but I didn’t think she would complain if I put on a dress.

It was purple. Just a little loose at the neck. Stretchy. It wouldn’t get all pulled out of shape.

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

Oh, God! I thought I was going to cum right there! Then I realized something. I was dripping so much I was going to leave stains.

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

Damn! What would a woman do it she had a cock that was dripping…then I laughed. A hard bark. I was imagining really strange things.

Then I realized the solution.

Still holding my dress up I went to the hamper and pulled out undies. Panties. A match for the bra I had on.

I put the panties on, then opened a drawer under the sink and pulled out a Kotex.

I put it in the panties where my dick would drip, and pulled the panties up. I let my dress down.

‘My’ dress.

And realized I had gone too far. The Mystery Messenger, Mistress Mandy, ‘MM’ I would think of her from here on out, had only said a shirt. But now I had on a dress and panties. And…a Kotex.

Which thought made my dick surge so hard I was afraid I was going to cum in my panties.

Could the panty liner catch a load of sperm? I didn’t think so.

I quickly fumbled up the dress, reached into my panties and squeezed my cock. Hard. I waited, and slowly the urge to squirt faded.

Sighing, I went to the kitchen, poured another drink, then went back to the computer.

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

Nothing for a while. I started the Mommy Compilation video over again.

I watched those big breasts bounce and sway as men ground into women, and I felt…proud? Happy?

I had my own set of tits!

Whoever this MM was…she had called me rightly. There was something so horny and intoxicating about wearing woman’s clothes.

DING!

Lipstick.

My mind just sort of popped. The only thing that kept me from passing out was the fact that I was sedated by whiskey.

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

I didn’t sip now, I gulped. I needed the liquid courage.

Putting on lipstick? That would be like the final line to cross!

That was so far out there I didn’t think I could do it!

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

I could. Oh, my God, I could. I could see my lips, round and red and waiting to be kissed.

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I ran, actually ran, to the bedroom, to the back bathroom. I opened the medicine cabinet. Nothing there.

Then I realized I was drunk and not thinking. My wife wouldn’t leave her lipstick in the medicine cabinet, especially when she had a make up table.

I went to her table, and there, sitting to the side, all by itself, almost like it wanted to be noticed, was a thin, gold tube.

I sat down and opened the tube. It wasn’t the roll on stuff, but a little applicator.

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

One coat made them red. Two coats filled in the cracks. Three coats. I wanted this to be perfect.

They were. Beautiful, luscious red. A light metallic sheen to them. And they looked plumper. I looked at the tube.

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

Lip stain? A dull thought shot through me. What was the difference between lip stain and lipstick?

Still, nothing connected.

I stared in the mirror for a long time. My lips were larger, so that was what the plumper was. And I was so-o-o sexy.

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

I wasn’t big boned, but I could use a corset or something. Still, though I was a bit angular, I was so fucking turned on I couldn’t believe it.

I picked up my glass and took a sip. There was only the lightest trace of lipstick on the glass. It must have dried fast.

I went back to the computer room. I sashayed through the house. I sauntered through the rooms.

My chest swayed, and I tried to put some sway into my ass. And I got an idea. Heels.

I had often admired how my wife’s ass swayed when she wore heels.

I returned to the bedroom and searched my wife’s closet.

In the back, a pair of three inch stiletto heels. She never wore them anymore. They had open toes and a sling on the heel.

I put them on, and barely fit. My toes stretched the front strap, and the heel strap, but I managed to stand in them.

I was shaky, had to work to keep my balance, especially with all the liquor I had been drinking.

I stood for a long moment, just practicing standing, and I saw it. On the top shelf, in the back of the closet, was a box. My wife’s wig. She hadn’t worn it for ages. Had only bought it for one occasion, a bad hair cut.

I took the box down and opened it. A blonde wig. Long and curly.

I tried to remember how she had put it on, and fitted it to my head. It took a while, but I managed.

I walked out of the closet. Red lips, big tits, long hair, and my ass swaying like it was a hammock.

Fuck!

And my dick was pushing my panties out and spoiling the look of the dress.

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

I put on the lipstick, then I put on high heels.

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

I thought about this. In my addled state I wondered. Is jacking off at the same time cheating? Did I dare?

Of course I dare. I was drunk and horny and I needed to squirt in the worst possible way.

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

The idea of cuming together, separately, was erotic, and I lifted my dress out of the way and grabbed my cock.

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

I took a quick sip, prepared my message, and watched the digital clock on my computer.

The numbers changed. I sent the message, and began stroking.

Oh, God! It felt good, within ten seconds I was holding myself back.

I could imagine her, whoever she was, diddling her pussy. Maybe using a dildo, definitely a vibrator.

She would be playing with her tits, maybe even sucking a nipple.

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

Time passed, I was on the edge…on the edge…

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

Semen spurted across the room. A long rope of sticky, white fluid. My hips locked up and I couldn’t move, white heat filled my mind and everything got dim. I had never experienced such an explosive cum in my life!

Then it was done.

I sat for a minute, drained and not wanting to move, but I had to send a message.

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

I blinked It was like a lifeline had been cut. My whole world had been invested in that messaging. And now it was…over?

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

No response, and the message window disappeared. She had officially cut the line.

Stunned, satisfied, mystified, I knew I had to take pictures.

I reached into a drawer and took out my good camera. No stupid cell phone for this babe.

I put it on a tripod and set it up in the living room. I used the timer and took a series of pictures. I posed. I kissed at the lens. I flaunted my tits. I never felt so sexy.

And the nice thing, my bump was gone. My boner down, the dress was smooth and not showing any hint of my package.

And then, finally, it was over.

It was time to get undressed and be a man again.

Truth, after I had cum I was ready to change back. I guess that was a good thing. It meant that I just wanted the sex, I didn’t want to remain a woman. which shows how people can delude themselves.

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

I uploaded the pictures to my computer and put them in a file, and I hid the file.

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

Then I washed my glass out, odd, the lipstick stain, as light as it was, was very stubborn. Didn’t want to come off.

Then I washed a bunch of glasses. They were just sort of dusty, and I imagined myself a woman, just sitting around and doing housework.

Then I washed the cupboards off, cleaned a few more things, and realized the time.

It was two in the morning! And I had been prancing around like a woman for hours! Hunh! Maybe there was a part of me that did want to be a woman.

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

I went to the bedroom, thought about sleeping as a woman, then decided against it. I wasn’t that horny anymore, though I did have an inner buzz of excitement running through me.

I took off the wig and put it away. I took off the dress and hung it up. I took the water condoms out of the bra and put them in the sink. I didn’t pop them, I wanted to wear them again. I probably wouldn’t, but…I just left them in the sink.

I took off my panties, and the liner was soaked from the pre cum I had emitted earlier. I smiled at the thought of how much juice I had shot. God, what a night!

Finally, I looked in the mirror at my lipstick. Lip stain. My lips were still plump. This stuff really worked.

I decided to just hop into the shower and wash the stuff off.

I turned the water on hot, hopped in and soaped up.

I rubbed my lips, soaped them good, rubbed them some more, and grinned. I would be clean now.

I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and looked in the mirror.

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

I grabbed a washcloth and soaped it up and scrubbed my lips some more.

They stayed red. In fact, because of all the rubbing they were a little redder.

A little worried, I went back to the computer and powered up. I researched lip stain.

Long lasting than lipstick. It doesn’t just apply a color over the lips, it stains the skin.

My jaw dropped and I stared at the screen. The site I was on had dozens of red lips on it. Lips on women. Red lips where they should be. Not on a man.

What had I done?

I researched some more. Most stains came off within a day. I looked up the particular brand I had used. Three days. One day to lose most of the color, but three days to lose all the color.

Three days.

It was Wednesday night. That meant Thursday, Friday, and Tanya was due home on Saturday. Saturday afternoon.

Yes. It would work, though there might be a little redness left. but i could talk fast and cross my fingers…it was workable.

But, first, I was going to have to call in sick. I couldn’t be seen at work with lips like these.

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

I was dressing up in your clothes, my love. Why do you ask? I giggled.

I called up work and put on my best fake cough. It was pretty easy, and they bought it. Heck, in this day of COVID the slightest wheeze was an excuse to lock down and quarantine.

I called Tanya then.

“Hey, babe! How you doing?” she greeted me.

“I’m good, but I miss you!” At least I missed you until last night, and then I was a bad boy.

“Oh, I miss you, too. I can’t wait to feel your big dick in me.”

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

“I couldn’t help myself,” she giggled. I masturbated last night.”

What!? She never did such things. She was the original Miss Goody Two Shoes.

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

This talk was turning me on. And I was already turned on by having dressed up the night before, and by looking at my red, red lips this morning.

“Oh, I had a big bang. The kind that just sort of take your breath away and leave you dazed and confused.”

“Geez, hearing you talk like that has given me a boner. I’m going to have to jack off.”

“Don’t you dare! You save it for me! When I get home I’m going to jump your bone seven ways from go.”

“Oh, so you can beat off, but I can’t?”

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

“You’ve had your needs filled too often, and you’re going to get your needs really filled when I get home. So no jacking off!”

DING!

I stared at the computer screen. MM had sent me a message? Right while I was talking to my wife!

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

“Uh, yeah!” My mind was caught between two conversations, I was fumbling the ball.

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

“Yeah I can’t wait to fuck you,” I said.

“You sound kind of funny. Is everything all right?”

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

I said: “I’m just looking forward to making love to you.”

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

“You just said you were looking forward to making love, and then you asked ‘what.’ What’s going on?”

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

I tried to separate the conversations in my head. I pushed the MM aside in my mind, turned my swivel away from the screen, and said.

“Sorry honey, I just cut my finger. Paper cut.”

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah. No big deal. And I can’t wait to see you.”

DING!

I ignored the bell. “I’m going to go crazy on you.”

She giggled. “That sounds like fun. But can you handle a real woman?”

As opposed to a computer message woman? “Oh, yeah. I feel like real woman right now.” I blinked. Was there something revealing about what I had said?

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

I searched my mind. I didn’t want to read messages. Oh, yeah. I remembered the song. I hummed a bit of it.

Tanya sang: “Man, I feel like a woman.”

DING!

But now I was successfully in the groove. I put aside the thoughts of the constant messages and focused on my wife.

For a long minute we talked, and even talked dirty, to each other. then it was time to hang up.

DING! DING! DING!

Her last words were, “Well, take care of yourself. You do sound a little strange.”

“I’m fine. And I look forward to this weekend so much.”

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

I hung up, and I was aware that MM had opened up by calling me ‘lover,’ and that my wife had hung up calling me ‘lover.’

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

I’m playing with my pussy, it’s hot and wet for you.

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!

[image: ]

Read it on kindle or paperback
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