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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…
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Author’s Note

You know, there is a term for men who wish to be female, but still want to make love to women. It is a ‘male lesbian.’ Or a ‘lesbian male.’

The fact is that every man wants that. Even the most studly of males.

You work with them a little, show them the softer side of themselves, dress them up, make them wear a bit of lingerie under their clothes, and…zingo bingo, you gots a male lezbo.

And it makes them harder, even better lovers!

And it’s fun! Every man I’ve done this to is shortly convinced that life would be easier if men could borrow from women as far as style and make up goes.

They want to wear a dress and put on make up. It just makes them super duper horny!

So..here’s to the male lesbians the world over.

Your time is coming, girls.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Laura, there is nothing better than a horny man.”

Laura smiled, but wasn’t impressed.

She and Jenny, her best friend, were sitting at Charley Coyote’s and sipping Margarita’s.

“You don’t think so?”

“Oh, it’s good at first. They pay attention, they open doors for you, but after a while men are like dogs humping your legs. They’re always underfoot, drooling and begging and…it’s just not fun.”

Jenny was a redhead, quite voluptuous, and she liked to show them off. She was also oversexed as a woman. She said, “Look, that’s because you aren’t using them correctly.”

“Them. Meaning my hubbie.”

Jenny’s lips curved and she flopped a hand out to admit it.

“So how do I use him ‘correctly?’

“Well, that is the story, isn’t it?” She leaned forward and began talking.

Laura got home before five. She walked into the house, looked at herself in the mirror, and sighed. She was a good looking woman. Her body was cross fit toned, her face was even and even sexy. Big, blue eyes, a frowze of hair that resembled Marylin Monroe, and…it was true, Rod was a good husband, but…he was either horny or not.

He would get laid, then his care and concern dropped down. And it would stay down for a few days, then he started getting horny again and he would turn into a polite, well behaved man.

She hated to admit it, but Jenny was right. Rod was taking advantage of her, and she was going to have to put down the foot.

She was thinking of this when Rod got home. She was peeling potatoes and washing lettuce and he entered the kitchen, gave her a kiss and nuzzled her neck, and that meant his horny quotient was rising.

“Mmmm. Smells good.”

He humped her buns a little, which did make her giggle, then headed for the liquor cabinet. He brought down the Maker’s Mark, filled a glass with ice cubes, and mixed the liquor with Coke.

“Ah…” he smacked his lips. “You want one?”

“Sure.”

He guzzled his liquor down and made another drink, with an extra one for her.

As he made the concoctions she glanced sideways at him.

He was happy, self-contained, and he hadn’t thought to make her a drink automatically. He served himself first and let the world wait.

Hmm.

And now that she was thinking about it…he let out a fart.

Phoot!

“Oh, sorry,” he laughed, not sorry at all.

Well, he did say he was sorry, but he wasn’t, and he seemed inordinately proud of his gaseous butthole.

“Somebody should cork that up,” she remarked.

He laughed. “Heck, I’d just pop that cork and knock somebody’s eye out.”

She smiled wanly and threw the hamburgers into the pan.

“What? No steak tonight?” He was complaining, making it sound like a joke, and using it for an excuse to get close to her, hug her, and let his hands roam across her chest.

And it did feel good, and it was affection, but…but he didn’t do this if he wasn’t horny.

She spun in his arms and faced him. She kissed him, hard, and moved his face back, and said, “Honey, you’re horny.”

He got that shit eating grin that men get on their faces when they’ve been busted.

“Well, I am feeling a bit randy.”

“Unfortunately, I’m not.”

He blinked.

“But, Laura…”

He always used her name when he was mad, or talking down to her, or otherwise dissembling.

“And, this is as good a time as any, sometimes it’s like you just use me for sex, and the rest of the time you ignore me.”

“I do not!”

He was stuck now. He wanted to kiss or, to warm her up, to take her to bed, but…she had said no…and his cock was poking in her belly…and…

“So we’re going to try a little experiment.”

“What kind of experiment?” he studied her face suspiciously.

“We’re going to put you on a sex diet.”

“A sex diet? What is a sex diet?”

“Simple. From this point on you will only get sex once a week. If you persist in being a humpy, little terrier we’ll go for two weeks, or three weeks, or however long it takes for you to control yourself.”

“That’s ridiculous!”

“You’re going to have to prove that you love me, and that you’re not just a little, out of control horn dog. Really, Rod, life isn’t just about you humping mindlessly, getting your jollies because you’re obsessed with sex.”

“I’m not obsessed with sex! Look, we’re married. We should be having sex all the time!”

“Oh. So me being married turns me into your private, little slut.”

“No!”

“Make me another drink.”

He did, but he was not happy. He kept making grumbling sounds under his breath, and Laura, for the most part ignored what he was saying. After all, he was just complaining because his little obsession was being handled.

That night was a strained one for the couple. Laura was patient, and happy that she had put her foot down. Rod was impatient. He tried not to complain, he tried to ignore it, but it was hard when his pecker was wanting to rise up and be heard.

They watched a little TV, then got ready for bed.

Rod watched his wife undress, and his beanpole sprouted. She had such gorgeous tits. Her skin was soft and golden. He wanted to let himself go, cover her with kisses and persuade her, through the lust in his soul, that she should lay down and spread.

Laura could feel his lust. It was like a giant beacon light, burning hot the closer you got to it, warming the body and making her feel self-conscious.

But she was determined not to feel self-conscious.

She was going to go through with this. His being over-sexed was not her problem, it was his, and he was going to have to learn how to deal with it.

She put on a peignoir, the front open and her breasts protruding, and used cold cream to take off her face.

Fresh scrubbed, she crawled into bed.

Rod was already there, and as soon as she was under the covers he reached for her.

For a moment he only held her, nuzzled the back of her neck, kissed her warm skin.

He couldn’t control himself, however, and his hands began to roam.

“Careful, now,” she admonished. “Don’t cross the line.”

“Don’t we start with this program tonight?”

“Yes,” she murmured.

“Then we do it tonight and again in seven days.”

“I don’t think so,” she said sleepily.

He wrapped his arms around her and rubbed her nipple.

She pushed his hands away, woke up a little and snapped. “You had it three days ago, so you get it in four days.”

“But I need it now!”

He was insistent, hoping his ardor would override her lack of desire. He reached down to pet her pussy.

She was waiting for him. She evaded, and grabbed his package. Hard!

“Ow!”

“No means no, honey,” she said sweetly.

He was trying to dislodge her grip, but she had him solid.

“Le-et go-o!” His voice sound like a frog being pushed between two rollers.

She did, and said, “You can forget four days. It’s a full eleven days now. See you then.” She kissed his forehead and turned over.

Rod lay there, rubbing his balls, trying to shed the hurt. He made a little whimpering sound, but Laura ignored him.

Finally, he turned over and slipped into a grumpy sleep.

Laura dreamed she was in a field and it was raining flowers. She was eating chocolates and a strange man was licking her privates.

“Oh, that’s wonderful,” she moaned, then she realized it wasn’t Rod.

“Where’s my husband?”

“Who cares?”

And Laura realized that she didn’t care. All she cared about was the wonderful feeling exploding between her legs. Such heat, such wet, such…unh!

The orgasm woke her up.

Rod dreamed that he was on a raft, and around the raft circled flying fish, leaping out of the water, looking more like little spermies than fish.

“What are you doing?” he yelled in fear.

“But the fish just laughed, and leaped, and…he awoke.

“Geez, what a weird dream,” Rod murmured.

“I thought it was pretty hot,” said Laura.

It was now morning, and they looked out the window.

Sunshine and roses, and Laura climbed over Rod, her large breasts dragging over his face, the nipples across his startled lips.

“Hey!” He grabbed, but he was too slow.

Laura laughed and headed for the shower. A minute later she was enjoying the running of warm water over her sensitive flesh.

Rod stepped in. Rod and his boner, that is.

He looked at her sadly, mournfully, like a hound dog that just got scratched by the cat.

Laura had to laugh. He looked so pitiful, and she realized that she liked waking up without goo sliding out of her hole. She liked going to bed without his sweat all over her.

There was something to be said for abstaining from sex.

Again, he tried to touch her.

She allowed him a kiss, but when he groped her breasts she pushed him back.

“Control yourself, horn dog,” she warned with a grin.

She stepped out of the shower, dried herself off, and got dressed.

Rod wanted a long shower, but he was so desperate he stepped out after her, and as he dried himself off he watched her slip her boobs into the cups, cover her pussy with a tummy shaper. Put on nylons and shorts and high heels.

“Where are you going?”

“Yard sales. Want to come along?”

He didn’t want to. He didn’t want to see all the baby clothes and dirty, old sports gear. He didn’t need any rusty wrenches or broken vacuum cleaners. “Sure,” his dick said.

Five minutes later they headed out. She was driving because she had the convertible and it was that kind of day! He sat in the passenger seat and dwelled on his groin.

He was hard. He had hardly slept for the problem between his legs. He wanted a little.

“What are you looking at?” she asked, turning the wheel and rolling the car down a street.

“Beauty,” he said. “Beauty incarnate.”

“Oh, how sweet. But it’s still ten days.”

He looked so sad at that. She knew he was going to be extra polite and sweet and try to talk her out of the ten day penalty, but she was having too much fun.

And, when you think about it, it was already working. He was a man who wanted to be with her.

She found a big yard sale, two families, and parked the car.

They sauntered along the tables. He looked at books and old VHS tapes. Now, who in their right mind would still be playing VHS when they could be doing the DVD route?

Happy Gilmore.

Erin Brockovich.

Milk.

“Oh, Lord!” he muttered.

Meanwhile, Laura was talking with the lady in charge of the yard sale. They were in the cool of the garage and the lady smiled at him.

She was large, round, even, and her grin was pretty damned saucy.

What the heck were they talking about?

Rod drifted down to a table filled with light bulbs and miniature race cars. Used light bulbs? How do you refurbish those?

The Miniature cars were pretty cool, though. Hot Wheels. Some of them might even be worth money. Hard to tell, though.

He glanced at the garage, the chubby lady and Laura were at the back of the garage and the old lady had opened up a metal cabinet and was rummaging.

Rod hoped it, whatever it was, wasn’t too expensive. He didn’t mind an occasional painting of a boat in the harbor for a couple of bucks, the frames were worth more than the painting.

And jewelry might be worth something.

But digging in a metal locker? What treasure had she decided not to sell…until she had a sucker who couldn’t say no?

He sauntered up to the table where sales were transacted and the old lady and Laura, snickering and chuckling like they knew the secret of the universe, came up to the table. Laura was holding a little, wooden box. It was old, needed polish, but seemed to be of good wood. He wondered what was in it.

“That’ll be four dollars.”

Laura took out a five and handed it over. She received a one, and said, “Are you sure I can’t pay you for this?” She indicated the box in her grubby mitts.

“Oh, Lord, no. I’m just glad I could find it a happy home.”

“Well, you can rest assured, the home for this is the happiest.”

With that Rod and Laura headed for the car.

“What’s in the box?” asked Rod, sliding into the passenger seat.

“Three guesses, the first two don’t count.”

“Oh, great,” he grinned wryly. “A washing machine.”

“No.”

“A new car.”

“Ha!”

“Come on. I’ll never guess, and you know it.”

“I’ll tell you what. Double or nothing. You guess what’s in here and I’ll give you sex every day for a year. But if you miss…no nookie for a month!”

“What? No! I don’t want to play! Ten days is bad enough, but I don’t want to wait any longer.”

“Too bad, because I just decided that you’re going to have to play.”

“No!”

“So, you have a guess, and if you guess wrong it’ll be a month before you squirt! And if you don’t guess it’ll be two months!”

“NO!”

People in the next car looked over at them.

Laura waved cheerfully and sped up.

“So, what’s your guess.”

“This is totally unfair!”

“Okay, you can ask questions. A total of five, but I’ll only answer yes or no.”

Rod complained for a long minute, but Laura held firm.

Finally, begrudgingly, he asked a question. “Is it animal, vegetable or mineral?”

“Yes or no.”

He cursed and looked away. Then he looked back. “Okay, is it animal.”

“No.”

“Is it vegetable?”

“No. That’s two questions.”

“Then it’s mineral!”

“Yes.”

“Aha!”

“And that’s three.”

“Wait! I didn’t ask that third question. I just said what it was. Process of elimination. If it’s not vegetable or mineral then it’s got to be mineral.”

She made a moue, then acknowledged him.

“Okay. Two. What’s your third question?”

“Is it…something you wear?”

“Yes. Three.”

“Does it go on your head?”

She giggled and said, “No. And four. One more question.”

Rod’s mind went into overdrives. He considered the various clothes one wears on the body.

Shoes, socks, underwear, pants, shirts—would shirt cover both over shirts and under shirts?—but then there were things like watches, necklaces and other things.

The box was bigger than a watch, but not by much. It could be a watch.

Then he had a thought: was it for him or her?

She had bought it from a lady, so it must be for a lady, so it must be something that a lady wears. His mind went over a whole new list of items. Everything from earrings to nylons.

God, he wanted to ask more questions.

“Any more questions?” She glanced at him, a big grin on her face.

He was going to have to take a chance here. Assume it was for her. She didn’t come out and say, ‘Here’s a gift for you,’ so it had to be for herself.

What was small enough for the box? Dresses could be crumpled up that much, but…she wouldn't crumple a dress.

His mind told him it was a watch. That was the only thing that made sense.

But what if it was lingerie? She might have crumpled up lingerie in there, which would make sense the way she and the old crone had been carrying on.

“Is it for the legs.”

“No. That’s five. Take your guess.” She was laughing inside, and sort of on the outside. She thought she had him.

But if it was not for the legs, then it had to be for her upper body. From the hips up.

A watch or…a bra.

But women didn’t usually share underwear. They were funny that way.

Okay…okay… “It’s a watch,” he blurted.

She nodded her head and said, “I thought you would never guess.”

“It’s a watch?” he felt glee! He must have guessed right! What a shot in the dark!

“And I was right.”

His heart fell.

“You didn’t guess. But don’t feel bad, honey. There wasn’t not a chance in hell that you would have guessed.”

He sulked for a second, then asked, “Okay, so what is it?”

“Oh, not so fast!”

He stared at her.

“Would you like to cut your month in half?”

“My month,” it squeaked out of him, clothed in discouragement.

“Yes. You’ve got a month, but if you’d like to only do two weeks, unless you fuck up and get doubled again, then the game isn’t over.”

“I don’t have to guess anything, do I?”

“Nope. You just have to agree to do something for me. You agree and I’ll take two weeks off.”

Later he would realize that he never had a chance. She had been manipulating him from the start. She knew he would never guess, and now she knew he would do anything to get his time cut in half.

She knew how desperate he was for a squirt.

“What do I have to do?”

“Not so fast. You have to agree, first.”

“But how can I agree if I don’t know what it is you’re asking?”

“You have to take a chance.”

“But what if I don’t like it…whatever it is?”

“Then you’re stuck with it.”

He sat in the seat and thought. They were getting close to home, and he intuited that she was going to get her answers, his agreement, or not, before they got home.

And, whatever it was, he would probably have to wear it. It was for the upper body.

“It’s not a bra, is it?” The question popped out of him.

Laura began to laugh. “No. It’s not. Although, if you want to wear one that can be arranged.” She was shaking, she thought it was that funny.

“So, do you agree to do what I ask?”

He caved. “Okay. I’ll do it. God help me…I’ll do whatever you ask.”

He just knew he was going to have to do something stupid, wear a pink tee shirt or something.

“Excellent.”

“So what is it I have to do.”

She patted the box. “You have to wear what’s in this.”

He frowned. He had been right. It was something to wear. But if it wasn’t a bra…what else could fit into a box that small.

Back to the first question. “What’s in the box?”

She pulled into the driveway and stopped the car. She turned and looked at him. “Honey. I want you to go into the bedroom, get out the four straps, get naked, and get ready for me to get kinky.”

Sproing! His dick, already hard, suddenly throbbed hard enough to bust a zipper.

The box became a dim memory. Who cared about a fucking box if he was finally going to get laid!

“Go!”

His eyes alight, he jumped out of the car and ran into the house.

He heard the car door slam as he ran through the front door. He made it to the bedroom and got the leather straps out of the bottom dresser drawer.

He heard the front door slam as he twisted the straps around the bedposts. by the time she entered the room he was naked, on his back on the bed, his dick ready to launch, a shit eating grin on his face.

Laura almost laughed. He had done everything she had said, and he had guessed and failed, and now…now…

She put the box on dresser and crawled on top of him.

She fastened the velcro and his wrists and ankles were trapped. Her boobs brushed across his face and she felt his dick throb against her thigh as she crawled off him and the bed.

He stared up at her, his face glowing with lust.

He was so funny. He thought lust was love. He didn’t know that a woman needed more than that.

She picked up the box.

“Aren’t you going to get undressed?” he couldn’t help himself. He was trying to make it happen, and he still didn't understand.

“No. Actually, I’d like you to lose that boner for me.”

“What?” His voice hitched slightly. “Aren’t we going to…?”

“No, honey. We’ve got something else to do. You’ve got to wear what’s in this box.”

“But what’s in the box!?” His voice cracked.

“So, I could slap your dick for a while, that might make it go down.”

“Honey—“

“Or, I could make you squirt.”

He grinned bright and shiny.

“Just a drop, mind you, but that would make you go down for awhile.”

“Why do you want me to go down?”

The corners of her mouth lifted. She got out some lube and poured some on his penis.

He groaned and watched the fluid seep down over his dong.

She then gave him a hand job.

He wanted a screw, but…he wouldn’t turn down a hand job.

She watched him, felt his excitement, and moved her hand up and down.

He groaned and tried to hump her fist, but she slowed down then. She intended to be in control.

For long minutes she worked him, and he felt the excitement build, he felt his groin power up, click on, and…and…

She squeezed the base of his cock and only a single drop escaped.

“No!” he cried, his voice sounding like she was strangling his throat and not his dong.

A single drop, then she backed off and watched him.

He was breathing hard, his eyes begging, but his peeny was sagging.

It wasn’t a game he particularly liked.

He watched as his penis fell, laid out on his belly, and turned into a snake on downers.

Finally, it lay there. Limp. Shrinking. Done with…at least for a few minutes.

It would come back once his dick realized there was more to give.

But Laura was already moving.

She opened the box and took out a tube and placed it over his cock.

His cock, slack, twitched.

Being handled…it was going to come back fast.

She put a circle around his package, fit the two pieces together, then put a little padlock through a hasp.

Click.

He stared at his dick, incredulous, not understanding, yet…understanding.

He knew what a chastity tube was. He knew he was now trapped. But…but…

Laura left the room and came back a minute later.

“Sorry, Rod, but I seem to have lost the key.”

“No…you didn’t…he was still trying to come to grips with what had been done. His dick was half hard now, pressing against the sides of the thing, trying to get hard.

She loosened the straps and he was free.

But…of course…he wasn’t free. Not in any sense of the word.

He was caged, enslaved, with no way out.

“Let’s go have a drink.” She was bursting with good humor. “I think we need to have a talk.”

They needed to have a talk. A dumb line if ever there was one, yet every TV show had to put out that line.

He hated that line.

She left the room, and he heard her in the kitchen, rattling glasses and ice cubes.

He looked down at his poor weenie.

The cage was metal, no way to break it.

He might be able to cut the lock, maybe.

His balls stuck out, the skin a little tight, looking a little ‘polished.’

He tugged on the cage, and succeeded in pulling on his balls painfully.

He tried to pull the tube off, but he could feel a little row of spikes just inside the lip of the tube. They wouldn't hurt unless he tried to pull his flesh out of the tube, then they dug in cruelly.

Her voice from the kitchen. “Get dressed, Rod. We’re going to have company!”

Company! Fuck! He didn’t want any company!

He pulled out a pair of underpants. They were a little loose in the pouch now, but they were okay.

He pulled on a pair of shorts.

Tee shirt, socks and shoes.

He looked at himself in the mirror.

He was fine. Looked normal. His face was a little red, but that would go away.

“Rod?”

“Coming!”

His voice didn’t sound normal, but it was probably okay. It was his mind that was most affected, after all.

He walked down the hallway and into the kitchen.

“Let’s go into the living room. Grab that extra drink.”

Rod grabbed two glasses of bourbon and Coke and followed Laura into the living room.

“What company?” he asked. God, his voice sounded strange. He had never felt so nervous, so unsure of himself.

“Jenny’s coming over.”

“Jenny?”

“Yes. My friend Jenny.”

“I don’t want to meet anybody. Not while I’m like this.”

“Like what?” Laura spoke innocently. “Nobody can tell that you’ve got your dingus all locked up.”

“But I know! It’s…I can’t.”

He stood up.

“Sit down.” Her voice was suddenly no nonsense. “Unless you’d like to go for a month again.”

“I’m out of here.”

“A month. Two months if you go out that door.”

“You can’t do this to me!” He stopped without going out the door.

“It’s just a little game, honey. Something to entertain you.”

“I’m all done being entertained!”

“Nonsense. The game has just started.”

“When does it end?”

“When you start acting like a real human being. Kind and considerate, thinking of others, getting over that little hot dog you call a dick.”

His mouth opened and he stared at her.

“I thought you liked it,” he whispered.

“Oh, I love it. And someday, if you’re a good boy, I’ll love it again. Right now, however, you will do what you’re told.”

He started for the door.

“One more step. You’ve got a month. It’ll be two months. And I can increase it month after month until you finally give up.”

“I’ll cut it off.”

“Yes, I can see you hunkered down over your groin with a power saw.”

He was stopped again, staring at her, not believing what was happening.

Ding dong!

“That’s the bell honey,” she said with a happy smile. “I’m going to let Jenny in. I expect you to be sitting here, on your best manners, when I come back.”

She stood up and walked past him.

Rod stood, frozen, and listened.

“Jenny! How are you!”

Murmurs he couldn’t pick up from the foyer.

The sound of heels clicking, click, clicking.

Laura and Jenny entered the room.

“Hi, Jenny,” Rod was trying to look normal, but his face was pasty and sweaty. His eyes were a little too bright.

Jenny stopped and studied him.

Laura stood next to her, a grin plastered on her mouth.

Jenny turned her head slightly, she smiled, and she said, “He doesn’t look any different.”

Rod gawped. “You know?”

“About your dick? Of course. When I heard I just had to come over and take a look.”

Rod stared at Laura. “She’s going to look?”

“It is rather unique, Rod, and you can understand Jenny’s curiosity.”

“But…”

“I really didn’t believe that you had a chastity device, but when you described it…”

“I got it at a garage sale, of all places. It’s funny, you and I talked about how men should be better behaved, then I was talking to this lady, and…she seemed to know.”

“Female intuition,” nodded Jenny.

“Whatever, how often do you have conversations about male chastity out of the blue with a total stranger?”

They both turned to Rod.

Rod was on the couch, his hands in his lap, his eyes shining insanely, perspiration pouring off him.

“You can’t. I don’t. You can’t make me.”

“Of course I can, honey. I have the key. Now, if you want to get out of chastity and get a little squirt before Christmas…”

Jenny giggled. “Not this Christmas…some other Christmas…”

“…then you’d better drop those drawers and show me a little metal.”

“It’s metal?”

“It is.”

“So it can’t be cut off?”

“Not unless he wants to lose Mr. Happy.”

“Oh, this is too much.”

Both girls focused on Rod.

“Okay, Rod. drop ‘em.”

Broken, disheartened, unable to refuse, and…feeling a strange excitement within, Rod stood up. With trembling hands he began to undo his buckle.


Part Two

He let his shorts slide down his legs and stood in his BVDs. The girls couldn’t see anything, but it was obvious, from the reduced bulge in his pants, that things were different down there.

“Go on,” commanded Jenny breathlessly.

His face redder than a spanked tomato, Rod hooked his thumbs into the waist band and pulled his underwear down.

The girls stared at the nice, tight package. His cock was hidden in a grey tube. His balls were protruding underneath, the skin tight and shiny. He made an ‘urking’ sound, which was an attempt to swallow through all his embarrassment.

“Oh, my gosh,” whispered Jenny. She turned to Laura. “Is this turning you on as much as it’s turning me on?”

“More,” Laura breathed out. “Come here.”

Rod, his pants around his ankles, shuffled in front of the girls.

As one they reached for his groin. They felt his balls, held his cage, and giggled.

“Oh, this is hot.”

“I think I’m going to cum.”

Rod, get down on your knees and help Jenny cum.

Jenny jerked her head to her friend, who smiled and nodded, then looked back to Rod hungrily.

“You want…me to…”

“You heard me. If you don’t want to spend the next ten years in chastity, you will put that wonderful tongue to work. And when you’re done with Jenny, you have to get me off.”

Jenny already had her skirt up and her panties off of one leg.

With a sob, his cock having uncontrollable spasms in his tube, Rod dropped to his knees.

He looked beggingly at his wife, who was smiling and fascinated, then leaned forward.

There are some that say all cats are black in the night. This is obviously a crude statement that all pussies are the same.

It is not true.

Rod tasted the difference, he felt the difference, he smelled the difference.

And, the little row of rings through her labia made it totally different.

He had to be careful and not let his teeth bang against the little rings, and Laura laughed when she heard the click of teeth and rings. She knew Jenny was pierced, and she knew Rod didn’t know it, which made his surprise all the better.

Within a minute his face was immersed in slick juices and his tongue was sore, but he kept going.

Jenny had hold of his head and was pulling his face into her womanhood. “God!” she blurted. “This is like making love without the fucking!”

Laura just watched, and her snatch was steaming hot. She felt the heat radiating out from her groin and overwhelming her body.

Her husband was eating her best friend, and…she began fingering herself. She watched as he pulled on the rings with his teeth,

Rod didn’t know what was going on. He was lost in hot juices and squirming flesh. But he heard Laura moaning, and he wondered.

Then Jenny gave it up. With a great moan she clamped her legs together and twisted her body on the couch. Heat surged through her, white hot heat that obliterated her senses, and she shivered and shook and held his head.

Rod was forced over on his side. He couldn’t get loose, and her legs twisted him over. He was making sounds, but they went directly into Jenny’s pussy, which just caused more sensation in her rocking body.

Then she let go, sagged back, and Rod fell on the floor.

“Fu-u-uck!” Laura came, and came hard.

The three lay, breathing heavily,  and had no thoughts for a minute.

Well, Rod had thoughts. He had the thought that he wanted to cum.

But he couldn’t. He was locked up. They (sob) wouldn’t let him!

“Good job, honey,” Laura finally murmured. “I guess I won’t be needing you right now. Maybe tonight.”

“But…I…but…”

“I suggest you go mow the lawn or something,” she said archly. “Unless you want another month tacked on to your sentence.”

Rod looked at the two women. They were laying next to each other, their bare pussies showing, swollen and moist.

He had to get out of here. He knew that if he stayed he would be begging, and that it wouldn't go well for him.

He got to his feet, and the girl’s glittering eyes followed him.

He pulled up his underwear and pants and staggered towards the kitchen. As he passed through the kitchen and entered the garage he could hear the girls snickering.

Rod mowed the lawn. He was sobbing and grass flew up over the catcher and coated his front.

In his pants his cock was dripping in the cage. Pre-cum was seeping out and making a big wet spot on the front of his pants. Flying blades of grass were sticking to that spot, and it looked like he had a little lawn over his groin.

What had happened?

He had been a happy man, getting nookie at need, and now he was a…what was he? A prisoner? Yes! A prisoner, of a cage of a different sort.

What was he going to do?

What could he do?

And, the answer: nothing.

Inside the house Laura and Jenny were sipping wine coolers and discussing the situation.

“Lord, that man has a tongue. It felt like he was sticking it all the way up into my womb.”

“You’re one cum ahead of me,” smiled Laura. “I used my own finger, that was so hot.”

“So, are you going to be willing to lend him to me?”

“Of course!”

Jenny grinned. “This is going to be fun. We’ll be sending him back and forth between us.”

“Never a moment’s rest for the poor doofus. I am so grateful to you for getting me started on this.”

“I didn’t have anything to do with the chastity. I’m sorry to say I never even thought of it.”

“Yes, but if you hadn’t gotten me started on depriving Rod, then I might not have had the frame of mind to talk to the lady at the yard sale.”

“The universe works in mysterious ways.”

“Yes, it do.”

They poured another wine cooler and sat back and watched as Rod started mowing the lawn in front of the house. He didn’t look at them, just sobbed and pushed, actually running, the lawn mower back and forth.

“Looks like somebody is anxious to please.”

They sipped.

“There is one thing,” Jenny said, looking a little serious.

“What’s that?”

“Well, there is the danger of you back sliding.”

“Back sliding?”

“Yes. What if he gets you so horny, and you can’t stand it and decide you need a little dick.”

“Oh, that couldn’t happen.” then she was silent. The way she had felt when Rod was eating her friend…yes, it could happen.

“So what’s the solution?”

“Give me the keys. Then, even if you want to break down and give in, you can’t. And if you call and ask for the keys, then at least I’ll have a chance to talk you down.”

“Hmm.”

“And, the good news, I’m not emotionally invested in Rod, so I won’t be tempted. All I want is to have my rug munched. Nothing more.”

They talked about it for a minute, but Jenny was making sense, and Laura handed her the keys.

“Don’t lose them,” she joked.

“Guard them with my life.”

The girls grinned, and shortly after that Jenny headed for home.

Life became a carousel for Rod.

He finished the lawn, took a cold shower, and tried to get over the constant lusting of his cock.

But his cock wouldn’t let him.

No sooner did he get it limp in the cage than it woke up again. Struggling, pressing, pushing, failing.

That night Laura made him go down on her.

He couldn’t stop himself. He had no willpower. He was taken over by his own desires. He spent fifteen minutes down there before Laura popped off her second orgasm of the day.

Then, upon awaking the next morning, after a ragged night of sleep and stunted boners, Jenny called.

Laura answered, listened, smiled, and turned to Rod. “Get dressed. Jenny needs a little relief.

Rod dragged himself out of bed. His eyes were looking a little baggy, but his dick acted like it was fresh and rested, pulling him along, making him move with expediency.

He drove across town and knocked on Jenny’s door. It opened at his touch and he called out, “Jenny?”

“Back here! Lock the door.”

He entered her house, locked the door and headed back to the bedroom.

She was laying on the bed wearing nothing but a peignoir. The garment was spread so her luscious boobs were revealed, and so were her legs.

But she had a surprise for Rod.

“Bottom, drawer, put it on.”

In the bottom drawer was a strap on with a big penis. Bigger than his. By a lot!

He stared at her body and drooled, finding that in spite of his desire to be free, his carnal urges were supreme.

He put on the strap on, snugged it tight and stared down at the big penis sticking out.

In one way he was proud, as if the penis was his own and he was largely endowed.

In another way he was shamed. He was so small and inadequate.

But, that’s what a dildo is for, when a man is inadequate, and he crawled atop her.

“Don’t waste time kissing and all that stuff. I’m so fucking horny I don’t need any of that stuff.

And she was horny. Her eyes were alight and her breasts were flushed. She spread her legs wide and he crawled between and inserted.

It went in easy, in spite of being big.

She groaned and latched on to him.

Then, as he ground into her, she kissed him as if his dick was real.

It was surreal. He was screwing, and didn’t feel a thing. He was making love, and he was above her, watching, not involved, yet becoming even more and more horny.

To be denied in such a manner, on top of being denied by being locked up…it was terrible. And…it was wonderful, in a way.

He plunged and writhed and twisted.

He licked and sucked and kissed.

He felt and used his hands to help his efforts.

Coolest of all were the rings in her labia.

The rings were just big enough for his fingers to fit through, and he pulled her labia apart and she near screamed with the feeling of being opened and penetrated to the max.

She didn’t cum once. She came several times, then pushed him off.

“Lick me gently. Clean me. Then cuddle me.”

When he was done, and she had slept with him in her arms, his face against her gently rising and falling bosom, the phone rang.

“Get back here! I’m hot!”

So he stood up, got dressed, and, while Jenny smirked, headed back home.

And so his life was set.

Back and forth.

Between his wife and her friend.

And…was she now his girlfriend?

Their relationship was purely sexual…and it was not.

He never came in her, he never truly fucked her…at least, not with his own dick, so…was she his girlfriend?

Sometimes they would all go out for lunch, and the girls would ignore him and talk. Except that sometimes, as if making sure he was there, one or the other of them would reach down to his lap and fondle his caged cock.

A reassuring smile. Yep. You’re still there.

And he would go home with one of them, or the other, and service them, and wait for the call to send him back and forth.,..back and forth…back and forth.

And so it would have gone forever, except…

Rod had never been so horny in his life.

He was tired and had dark circles around his eyes. The girls took to putting make up around his eyes so he didn’t look so ghoulish.

Then they took to giving him a little eye shadow, and even touched his lips up with pale pink lipstick.

He was their toy, their boy toy, and they talked about making him into a girl.

And he was starting to like it.

He was so embarrassed that embarrassment started to wear off.

He would sit in a restaurant and let them play their games, and people would stare as they painted his lips, and colored his eyes and combed his hair, which they were letting him grow long.

And they were doing this one night when Jenny said, “Can I have him tonight?”

“Absolutely, and I’m a little tired. Just keep him over night. I don’t want him disturbing my rest.”

“No problem.”

And they ate and drank, and the girls talked, and Rod had the feeling something was up.

But he didn’t know what.

Jenny was driving, Rod was rarely let to drive any more, and she asked, “How do you like it when we put make up on you?”

“I don’t know.”

“Come on. Truth.”

“I like it, I guess.”

She glanced at him as they drove through the night. “You guess?”

“Well, it’s kinky, and it makes me horny. Hornier.”

She gave a crooked smile. “So you’ve grown to like being horny.”

He was silent.

“You don’t have to answer. I’ve done this enough that I know the answer. Men love it when they get made up and sexy.”

“Do you like making me up?”

She heaved a sigh, then admitted. “I’m bi. I love lesbians. I’ve got to tell you, getting a little make up on you, pretending you’re a woman while you screw me, oh…God!” She shivered in delight.

Then she pulled into her driveway and they got out and went into the house.

Jenny was deep in thought.

Rod knew exactly what to do.

He went into the bedroom and turned down the bed.

Jenny was in the kitchen. They had had a few drinks at Charley Coyote’s, and she was making more drinks in the kitchen.

She called him into the kitchen and he trotted through the house.

“Sit down,” she said.

They sat at the kitchen table and she faced him.

“I’m going to make you into a girl tonight.”

“You are?” he gulped.

“I am. All the way. “We’re going to put you into lingerie and make up, and then you’re going to screw me.”

Rod figured that meant he strap on, but her next words surprised him.

“With your dick.”

“With…what?”

“With your real dick. It’s been what…months? Aren’t you ready for a little flesh fucking?”

“Well, yeah, but…”

“Don’t worry about Laura. I already cleared it with her.”

“You did? she said okay? That doesn’t sound like her.”

“Believe me, honey, she doesn’t want to have your penis in her. She likes you as a muff diver, but nothing more. Else she would have unlocked you before this, right?”

“Well, I guess…”

“So if you want to get out and have an actual fuck, this may be your last chance. I mean, who knows, I might never be in this mood again.”

He stared at her.

He was going to get out and fuck!

He was adapting, actually loved being in chastity, but to be told…to have a chance…

“So what do you say? Want to get your rocks off?”

He couldn’t help himself. He tried to speak but couldn’t, and finally simply nodded.

“Okay. Guzzle the rest of your drink and let’s get started.”

He guzzled, and they walked back to the bedroom. She watched him, and was confident.

He was nervous, his heart pounding, his penis drooling and twitching in his device.

Across town Laura lay down in bed, and she felt funny. Not ‘ha ha’ funny, but weird funny. Like something was wrong.

But what?

What was giving her that weird feeling?

She sighed and turned over and tried to go to sleep.

Rod sat at Jenny’s vanity table and she worked on him.

He had been Naired and had no hair on his body. What would Laura think of that? But Jenny just chuckled and said she would love it.

She painted his toenails a bright red, then put long nails on his fingers and painted them red.

She took off his chastity cage and he was straight and stiff and ready to rock and roll.

She smiled when she saw the little drops form on the tip of his cock and roll down the sides.

He wasn’t a huge man, but he was okay. Seven inches was okay.

She liked huge, but the feeling of warm flesh, real flesh, that would make up for it.

She was, at last, going to get man-screwed by a Lesbian. And not with an inanimate dildo.

She put a bra on him and then inserted breast forms. It worked. So she took the bra off and glued the breast forms in place, then put the bra back on.

Oh, Lord. He was taking away her breath.

She put a garter belt on him, then rolled some nylons up his legs.

Standing in front of a mirror, he was exactly what she wanted. What she needed. She was feeling that hot nugget of desire in her loins.

Rod was stunned by what was happening. He could see his body was looking very feminine, and his penis had never felt so hot and hard and horny.

It was like he wasn’t his body…he was his penis. That was all he was.

She began working on his face. She made a canvas, then colored it, and she was good. She used shadow and hue to give him a more female face, she colored his eyes and outlined them and gave him false eyelashes.

She could hardly breath now, and was constantly gulping with ardor.

Lipstick. Bright red to match his fingers and toes.

Then she styled his hair.

When she was done he stood and couldn’t believe it.

He was no longer a man, and…his penis…God…how it lusted for her!

“Okay, honey. You’ve been a good girl. Are you ready for your reward?”

He nodded, his head giving a series of little jerks.

She laughed and led him to the bed.

They lay in each others arms and gently kissed. They reveled in the slight touch, the rising sensation of desire, the feel of breasts in both their hands.

She reached down and stroked him.

He bent his head and sucked her nipples, and she was treated to the illusion of a female head making love to her chest.

Then, him shivering and trembling and virtually out of his mind, he placed his penis to her portal and moved in.

She gasped, and the orgasms started at once. A series of little pops that kept coming and coming, finally culminating in a wonderful blast of golden light.

Oddly, Rod couldn’t orgasm. It had been too long, he literally didn't remember all the little things that men go through on their way to the big bang.

By the time Jenny orgasmed big, however, he had figured it out. He blasted a stream of squirt into her. He sent months of semen roping into her.

She could feel him discharging his love into her, and she sighed.

She had finally made love to a lesbian with a dick.

Then, exhausted by the culmination of dreams and lust, they slept.

Laura couldn’t sleep. That feeling of something wrong was lambasting her, washing over her.

It was women’s intuition.

Women know when a child has died.

They know when a husband has been in an accident.

And particularly sensitive women know when their husband has been untrue.

Often they will deny it.

Sometimes they will try to live with it.

But…women always know when something has happened.

Laura knew.

She knew that sending Rod home with Jenny was a mistake.

She couldn’t articulate what she knew, but…she knew.

She got out of bed and slipped into bra and panties. She had worn a slinky dress, showing much cleavage, to the dinner with Rod and Jenny earlier, and it was still out.

She put it on.

Then, because it was appropriate, she pulled on her nylons and slipped into her high heels.

Scarcely three minutes had passed since she had been impelled out of bed, and she was rocketing down the street.

All the way across town she had this terrible feeling of being betrayed. Why had she ever told Jenny Rod could spend the night?

What was wrong with her?

The street on which Jenny lived was quiet. A couple of dim street lights, a house light or two, but…gloom.

To match her frame of mind.

She pulled in behind Jenny’s car and stared at it.

And the house.

Dark and silent.

She got out and closed the door silently.

The front door was unlocked and she entered.

She was praying that it was nothing. She wanted to just turn around and leave. To go home with a clear conscious.

She walked down the hallway and looked into the bedroom.

Her heart sank and her mind shattered into a million pieces.

They were asleep in the bed. Hugging each other, legs wrapped and…his exposed cock lay on her leg. He was still wearing the ring around his package.

Naked.

She had fucked him.

And he, that bastard, had fucked her.

And he was dressed up like a woman!

She walked to the bed and looked down, took in all the detail. The semen dripping out of Jenny’s hole. The way their arms were all the way around each other.

His semen, which belonged to her.

Jenny had stolen her semen.

Tears were leaking out of her eyes when she turned and left the room.

She didn’t think it through, she just knew what she was going to do.

She was familiar with Jenny’s house. She knew where everything was.

She collected a bunch of little padlocks. She found the four pairs of handcuffs Jenny bragged about. She took everything back to the bedroom.

Rod and Jenny were both in a sound sleep. They had been drunk, they had physically exhausted themselves. They didn’t wake when Laura began doing things and shifting their bodies minutely.

First, she put hand cuffs on Rod’s wrists. His arms were around Jenny, and he didn’t wake up.

They she cuffed Jenny’s wrists behind him.

Now they were not just hugging each other in sleep, they couldn’t let go.

She straightened out their legs somewhat and cuffed their ankles together. Rod’s right to her left, and her left to his right.

She did this quickly, knowing that they might awake at any second.

And they did stir. It wasn’t as comfortable a position, and they were swimming up from the depths.

Laura took Rod’s penis and stroked it under the head.

In spite of just having cum, his dick straightened up.

She put it to Jenny’s hole and, the natural inclination of a dick, Rod pushed a bit, and suddenly he was in her.

“Wha…” Jenny stirred, her eyes opened, but she was not fully aware.

Jenny had eight rings in her labia, four on each side.

Laura slipped a padlock through a ring and around the ring around Rod’s manhood.

Another padlock. Another. She moved quickly.

“Hey!”

Rod woke up, and he woke up faster than her. He looked around, felt something happened, and tried to pull back.

Click, the fourth padlock was closed, and now Rod and Jenny were locked together at the groin.

“What’s happening!?” Jenny blurted.

Click…click!

Six padlocks.

Rod and Jenny realized their arms were locked around each other, and they stared at each other. Awareness filling their eyes, and yet not knowing how this had come to be.

Jenny tried to pull back.

Click.

She felt the hands working at her groin and panicked.

“Who’s..” She looked around. “Who’s here?”

But she could see nothing in the gloom.

Click.

Rod’s ring was locked onto him, and Jenny’s eight rings were locked to his ring, and they were cemented together.  His cock was deeply inside Jenny.

Now alarmed, they tried to pull away from each other.

“OW!”

“Stop that!”

He was stuck in her. He was seven inches long, and he could only pull back three inches. That meant four inches was inside her.

She jerked and twitched, and those motions acted like humping.

“Oh!” a glazed look appeared in his eyes.

“Let me go!”

She lowered her head and bit him on the shoulder!”

“No! Stop! I’m not doing that!”

Laura had backed away from the bed. Rod and Jenny knew, vaguely, that somebody was in the room, but they were so intent on their own predicament they paid no attention.

For a long minute they struggled. Her biting, him trying to avoid her teeth, and his penis rocketed back and forth, and suddenly the pleasure couldn’t be denied.

“Oh, fuck!” she groaned, and she buried her face against his chest and stopped trying to bite him.

“What’s happening?” moaned Rod.

Laura was at the door now, and she stepped into the hallway. She walked, soft footed, down the hallway.

In the bedroom she could hear the conversation.

“What’d you do?”

“I didn’t do this!”

“Then who did? Do you see anybody else here?”

“But it wasn’t me! I’m locked up, too!”

“You son of a bitch! Get out of me!”

“I’d love to, you skag!”

“You’re a fairy, all dressed up like a girl!”

“You made me that way! You…you queer!”

“You fuck! Will you stop moving?”

“That’s not me! That’s my dick!”

“So stop your dick!”

“I can’t stop my dick!”

“Fuck!” And a groan filled the house.

“Oh, Heysoos. Tilt your hips a little.”

“I don’t want you coming in me!”

“You didn’t mind a while ago.”

“That was then. Now I just want you out!”

Laura opened the fridge and took out a can of Coke. She popped the top and took a sip.

“Did you hear that?”

“What?”

“Somebody else is in the house.”

“I didn’t hear any—“

“Will you stop doing that?”

“I can’t help it!”

“Oh, you fucking fuck!” Her tone was a curious mix of anguish and lust.

Laura smiled and slid out the front door and closed it gently.

They’d keep, and she had to get go home and get her camera. After she slept for a while.

After all, they’d keep.

And then, with pictures in the cloud, she could make up her mind as to what she wanted to do.

With pictures she could make Jenny do what she wanted her to do. She liked lesbians, eh? Well, maybe she’d like to lick a little pussy.

And Rod, dressed like a girl. That opened new doors of possibilities. Maybe she’d keep him as a girl, get him some nice implants.

Heck, under her anger she still liked Rod and Laura, but…maybe they would make good maids. They could clean her house and service her.

And on a good night she could make them service each other.

But she would have to do something about Rod’s determination to squirt. Maybe she could give him pills, hormones, and reduce his testosterone. Just enough so he could still have boners, but not enough to squirt.

Yeah.

That would work.

So thinking, Laura hopped into her car and headed for home.

END
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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.
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.
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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!
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