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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

Let’s face it. Men are born cheaters.

You can’t blame them, it’s in their DNA.

But we can hold them accountable.

We can punish them by humiliating them, and they won’t be so willing to drop their drawers for some strange lady if they are wearing pink panties and a bra.

We can make it so they are terrified of being found out, and then they wills tick close to home and give the women the love and devotion they deserve.

Or, you could cry a lot and just let them continue with their wanton ways.

To me that’s not much of a choice!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Man Enough to be a Woman!

He had no idea he would like Feminization!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“I’ve had it!”

“Oh, come on. It was only sex!”

“With my best friend!”

I glared at Ben from my side of the car.

“It didn’t mean anything. We’re just friends.”

“Yeah, fuck friends. Don’t our marriage vows mean anything?”

“Of course they do! I work hard and make money and…”

“And cheat on me.”

“I’ve already told you that it doesn’t mean anything.”

“How would you feel if I was out fucking somebody?”

He was silent. I could see his face getting somber. He didn’t like the idea of me opening my legs, but it was okay for him to cheat on me.

“Look, you really need to take a chill pill.”

He turned on our street and then into our driveway.

Ben was a slender fellow, not much in the big, muscular man thing, and I think that was why he was always cheating. Simply, he was trying to prove he was a man, and he thought that was proven by how many women he could fuck.

I got out of the car and slammed the door.

“Hey!” he yelled, getting out of the car after me.

“Fuck you!” I tossed back over my shoulder.

I entered the house, stomped up the stairs, and into our bedroom.

Now my bedroom. I slammed the door and locked it.

Ten seconds later he was knocking on the door. “Don’t you fucking lock me out!”

“Why don’t you go sleep with one of your fuck friends!” I screamed.

So he kicked the door down. Took him two kicks. Weaky.

He stomped past me and got ready for bed.

I walked out of the room and slept on the couch downstairs. And as I lay there, covered by a scratchy, uncomfortable blanket, seething with anger, I wondered what to do.

I had read all the books, scoured the internet, and I was at my wit’s end. I had talked to him honestly, I had gotten him to admit his affairs, he had said he would do better, but tonight I had caught him in a closet with my best friend. My former best friend.

And I realized: I had just ended a friendship…why couldn’t I end a marriage?

Because there was still love there.

So was I doomed to life with a philandering husband?

If only I could make him see. If only I could let him know how it felt. If only.

And in those dark hours of the morning I began to come up with a plan.

“Hello, honey,” I kissed Ben and took his jacket.

He looked at me suspiciously. “I thought you were angry?”

“Oh, that…no. Like you said, it’s only sex.”

He smiled. “I’m glad you’re coming around.”

“Sure. And I made your favorite dinner tonight. Want a drink, first?”

“Sure.” he grinned.

I handed him a tall glass. Ice swirled in it, and the half and half bourbon and Coke would disguise any taste.

He glugged a couple of glugs, sighed. “Ah, the drink of the Gods.”

“Why don’t you have a seat and watch the news. I’ll have your dinner out in a jiffy.”

“Sure!”

He sat down in the recliner, clicked on the TV, and I heard the sounds of the football game. Excellent. He would finish that drink, and I would even give him another one.

I went into the kitchen to finish cooking his steak. Not long after I served him. He leaned forward in the recliner, ate his dinner on a folding tray, and ignored me.

“Yeah! Tackle that son of a bitch!”

I smiled.

A few hours later I walked into our bedroom. The bedroom door was still off the hinge, but I ignored it.

“So you’re going to come back to me,” he grinned. Fool thought he was successful in cheating. He had done it and now was getting away with it.

“It’s only sex,” I smiled.

“Excellent, because I’ve been needing some.”

“This weekend, honey. I’m having a period now.”

“Oh, heysoos,” he wheezed unhappily. “Why don’t they invent a pill that gets rid of periods.”

“That’s okay. I’ll be over it by the week end, then we can have some real fun.”

“Yeah!”

A few minutes later he was laying on his side, snoring, and I was laying on my back, smiling at the ceiling.

A couple of days passed and it was the weekend. And it was time to see if my plan was going to work. It should. I had been giving him double doses of Leuprolide.

Interesting enough, I found out whether the drug worked not through my own actions, but through the actions of a girl who worked with Ben.

He came home from work, and I was ready to go. I was dressed sexy. I had been to the beauty salon, my tits were in his favorite half bra, standing out with my big nipples jutting through the thin material of my blouse.

He walked in, right past me, and into the kitchen. I heard the clank of bottles and walked in, puzzled.

“What’s going on?”

He ignored me for the moment. He took down a glass, put some ice in it, unscrewed both the Coke and the bourbon, and poured both liquids into the glass at the same time.

He picked up the glass and quaffed it. I mean, the whole thing. In just a few seconds.

At that moment I was actually so surprised that I didn’t even consider that my plan might be working.

He placed the glass on the counter and mixed himself another drink. He drank half of it before he slowed down.

He stood there, breathing heavily, like an ox that had been hit on the forehead with a four by four.

“What in heaven’s name is going on?”

He turned to me, and his face was writ in misery. I know that sounds weird, but that phrase is the only way to describe the emotion coming out of him.

“It didn’t work.”

“What didn’t work.”

He looked down at his pants, took a deep breath, and said, “My penis! It didn’t work!”

“You were going to fuck somebody,” I breathed out.

“Shit!” he blurted. His hands clenched and unclenched. The muscles in his face writhed. “It wouldn’t even get hard! It just laid there…like a slug. It…it wouldn’t work!”

Aha! I exulted on the inside. On the outside I was the picture of concern.

“Not your penis!”

“My penis! My fucking penis! It didn’t work!”

I felt like jumping into the air and clicking my heels, high fiving myself and turning somersaults. He wasn’t going to be cheating on me any more.

“It’s okay,” I soothed, patting his arm. “Take it out and let’s see if I can get it working.”

For a second he didn’t want to. There was shame and humiliation, and manly failure, but he couldn’t resist. He unzipped his pants and took out his member.

He was average sized. Maybe six inches. Not a big man, but not a small one, either.

I reached out and took his penis in hand. It lay there, a slug, not moving, not quivering, certainly not throbbing and pulsing.

I squeezed it. “Do you feel that?”

“I feel it, but nothing happens.”

Oh, God. This was good.

I knelt and opened my mouth. I sort of like giving head. I like feeling those big, swollen balls, all ready to pump out the pudding. And I love looking up while my lips are sliding back and forth, and seeing the look of sublime pleasure on a man’s face. And, I’ll tell the truth, I even like how the stuff tastes. It’s sort of, in a weird way, like eating oysters, but a little saltier.

I took his penis and sucked on it, and it was like sucking on a rubber band. It just didn’t get stiff.

“Do you feel that? Is it good?”

His eyes showed his frustration. “I feel it, it feels good, but Mr. Happy just doesn’t want to get happy!”

“Wow,” I said, tucking his tool back in his pants and zipping him up. “This looks serious.”

“It is!”

“How about if I call the doctor?”

“Uh…” he didn’t want the embarrassment. But the idea of an unworking prick was greater in his mind, so he finally nodded.

I dialed a number and it was picked up.

THe girl on the other end said, “Hi, Shelly. Did you want me to play the doctor?”

I did. I spoke carefully. “Hi, Doctor Winslow. My husband has a problem…”

Ben started waving his hands, but I ignored him. How was he supposed to see a doctor if he couldn’t even talk about it?

“Well, his penis isn’t working. No, it isn’ an especially big cock,” I could feel his ego shrivel with that one. “Maybe five inches. His balls feel firm enough, but…maybe they’re a little soft, too. Just in th last few days.” I shrugged at him. “Uh huh. You’ll have to ask him. Can you make a house call? My husband is sort of embarrassed about this.”

Ben nodded his head. He was real antsy, walking back and forth, feeling his groin, and looking so unhappy.

“Tonight? You can? Oh, that would be wonderful.”

I hung up the phone and turned to Ben. “She’s actually going to be in the area.”

“She? It’s a she?”

“Yes. Is that a problem? I mean, that’s who was on call. You didn’t want to wait, did you? Besides, she sounded very professional.”

“No. I guess it’s all right. I would have preferred…”

“Go make another drink. It’ll help calm you down.”

Tell the truth, I had gotten tired of mixing the pills in his drinks, and I had mixed a bottle of pills into the bottle of bourbon. He was giving himself his own limp pills.

A couple of hours later, after dinner, and a couple more drinks, we heard the knock on the door. Ben hung back, but I strode to the door quickly and opened it.

Sandy Winslow was one of my oldest friends, and it was a modern miracle that Ben hadn’t ferreted her out and tried to hit on her. The joy was that she had majored in drama. She had worked in Hollywood, and was making a good living, but she was currently on hiatus, and when I called her to ask about my plan she had volunteered to help out. Now she stood on the stoop in a professional dress and holding a doctor’s bag.

“Hi, Dr. Winslow, I can’t thank you enough for coming. Ben is…he’s quite upset by his situation.”

“Nice to meet you, Mrs. Gardner.”

I brought her into the house. Ben was sitting on the recliner, the front flap not up, and just sort of rocking back and forth. He got up and shook hands when I introduced him.

“Good to meet you, Mr. Gardner. Can I sit here? Excellent.” She pulled a dining room chair around and faced Ben. “Why don’t you explain what is happening.”

Ben’s face was already red. He didn’t know the good ‘doctor’ from Adam, and he was having to talk about his most prized possession, and how it didn’t work.

“Well, uh, I was trying to…uh…”

“Please don’t be embarrassed, Mr. Gardner. I have spoken to many people, many men, about Erectile Dysfunction. And it is good that you called me. Now, you are trying to say that you were going to make love but your penis had trouble getting erect.”

He nodded, gulping, his face redder than a sunburned apple.

“Go on.”

“Well, uh…”

Sandy turned to me. “And when did you notice he was having, uh, troubles.”

“Oh, it wasn’t with me.” I kept the most innocent look on my face.

“It…wasn’t?” Sandy looked honestly surprised. She was a great actress. “Who was it with?” She turned back to Ben.

“Uh. I was with this girl from the office and…”

“So you were cheating.” She stated it bluntly. If Ben had been thinking, he would have objected, but he was caught in his own webs.

“I, uh…”

“That’s okay. The only reason this concerns me is that some men have psychological reactions to the fact of cheating. You would be surprised at how many penises are limp just because the man feels guilty about cheating on his wife.”

“Oh, uh…I…”

“But go on. Tell me, in detail, exactly what happened.”

Ben glanced at me. He had told me he had cheated before, but he had never had to relay explicit details. His face was suddenly red. Or perhaps I should say redder.

“Well, uh…we were in a closet.”

“Standing up then.”

“Yes. We didn’t have access to a bed, and…uh…”

“Go on. Tell me about the foreplay.”

“Uh, yeah. Foreplay. We didn’t have much. She just, we went into the closet and she dropped to her knees. She opened her mouth and…uh…”

Fellatio. She gave you a blow job.”

“Yeah,” he nodded, and avoided looking at me. Hell, maybe I should have been making him repeat the juicy details all along.

“Do you have much sensation in your penis?”

“I…yes. I felt…everything. But…I couldn’t get hard.”

“Okay. You were cheating, no foreplay, and your penis failed to erect. Go on.”

Her words were like daggers to him. He was actually, physically jerking.

“Well, she sucked on me for a while.”

“Did your penis start to fill with blood?”

“No. No. It just…it was…it just laid there. I mean, in her mouth.”

“So it was flaccid. What else?”

“That’s about it. She sort of got upset, but tried to mask it. She put me back in my pants and whispered, “Don’t worry. It’s only sex.”

Bingo, that one hit me between the eyes. It was what he had said to me. It’s only sex.

“Well, I hate to disagree with you, Mr. Gardner, but it is not ‘just’ sex. The health of the penis, the ability to get hard, can relate to the health of your body. Your failure to become erect could be masking serious conditions.”

“Oh…really?” Concern was in his eyes.

“Absolutely. Take your penis out.”

He blinked.

She sat there, her hand actually open, waiting.

“But…I…right here?”

“Mr. Gardner, I realize this is quite difficult for you, but I need to do a full examination. It starts with a simple examination of your penis.”

“Oh, uh…” he stood up, his face mirrored the helplessness he felt inside. He unbuttoned his slacks, unzipped, and his pants fell. Then he pulled down his boxers.

His penis hung. Limp. It was maybe four inches, and not a bone in it.

I kept my face straight as Sandy reached for it, took it in her hand.

Ben stood there, and looked like he wanted to be anywhere else but here.

She pulled it, turned it over. She tapped it. “Do you feel this?”

“Uh, yeah.”

She reached into her bag and pulled out a pinwheel type thing.

“What the hell is that?”

“It’s called a Wartenberg Wheel. It’s used to test neurological reactions.” She took his cock in her hand. It was quite sexy, really, her red fingernails holding his member. Even though he was limp it was sexy.

“Now tell me how this feels.”

She rolled the Wartenberg thingie up his cock.

“Oh,” he said, and he looked down so hard he was actually a little cross-eyed.

“What?”

“I can feel that, it’s…it’s sexual. It’s exciting.”

“But you’re not getting erect.”

“Uh, no. But that feeling…it’s driving me crazy!”

His hips were jerking and she kept him there by the simple expedient of holding onto his cock hard.

She moved the wheel to the head of his cock and rolled it. The little pins on the wheel crossed over the head, left little red marks.”

“Oh, FUCK!”

He managed to jerk back then.

“Mr. Gardner, a little self control, if you please. I have to check all of your penis. And your balls, too.”

She held out her hand and he reluctantly moved forward. “But how can that make me horny and yet I can’t get hard?”

“Your nerves are working. It’s your penis that isn’t working. You should have full sensation, yet…” she shrugged and began rolling the Wartenberg over his balls.

Ben began to shift, and his knees bent, and he moved his weight around. It was obvious this was causing an excruciating sensation, but the good ‘Doctor’ just rolling it and rolling it.

“Oh, God!” he blurted at one point. this feels…I should be able to cum from this!”

“You should,” said Sandy. “This is a little worrisome. Take off all your clothes, please.”

“All?” he squeaked.

“Sorry, I don’t have a gown, but this is a medical examination.

Ben looked lost and hopeless as he took off his clothes. He stood before Sandy with his hands covering his manhood.

Sandy took a stethoscope out of her bag, put it on, and started listening to Ben’s body.

First she placed the cold stethoscope on his back, and he jumped. She kept moving it around, listening, and saying, ‘Mmm. Yes. Okay.” I wondered if she even knew what she was supposed to be listening for. But, whatever, she was acting thoroughly professional and Ben was falling for it.

She grabbed his nuts and said, “Cough.”

Ben coughed.

“Mmmm.” She began listening to his chest. She placed a hand on his pectoral, over his nipple, and he blinked.

“Take a breath. Again. Again.”

Ben breathed in and out, and Sandy kept moving her palm over his nipple. It was a small motion, but I could tell it was exciting to Ben. Exciting, except that his dick didn’t respond to her stimulation.

“All right,” she reached into her bag and took out gloves and a large jar of lube. “I’m going to have to examine your prostate, Mr. Gardner. Why don’t you put your hands on the table there and bend over.” She put on the gloves with a snap.

Ben did so, and his face was priceless.

Sandy rubbed his butt briefly, then placed a big finger full of lube on his rectum. She began working it in, and Ben’s face grew redder and redder. Honestly, if you painted a happy face on a cherry, it would look like Bens’ face right then.

Then Sandy began working here finger in and out. Wiggling it around. Rubbing his inner walls.

“Okay, this is the prostate.” She pushed in harder and he grunted. “It’s a little undersized. Let me…” she pulled out her hand and stuck two fingers into him.

“Gah!” he blurted.

“It’s okay, Mr. Gardner. Just take it easy. I have to be thorough, but we’ll be done in a short while.”

“Okay.”

“If you have a glass?” she asked me.

I quickly handed her a glass and she placed it under his cock.

“What’s that for?”

“I need to examine your semen.”

“Oh.”

For a short while she massaged his prostate, and his penis began to drip. Long drools seeped out of the head of his slack cock, and he stared down at the goo in wonder.

Sandy, her fingers in his butt and pressing on his prostate, took advantage of the moment to make a face at me. She stuck her tongue out and crossed her eyes.

I couldn’t help it. I snorted, which was a stifled, choked up laugh.

Ben looked up at me.

“What?”

I had my face back under control “Nothing. I just coughed.”

Sandy kept working him, and then the semen lessened, and stopped.

She took her finger out and slapped his butt. “All done.”

Ben straightened up, and he had a hard time looking at the woman who had just had her fingers up his butt.

“Well,” she picked up the glass. “I’ll take this to the lab and get back to you with the results.”

“But what’s wrong with me?”

“I won’t know until I see the lab results. I will say that cheating may be at the root of your problem.”

Now he wouldn’t look at me. “Cheating.”

“Yes. Human beings are complex creatures, and when a person breaks trust with another…well, things happen. But we won’t go there, yet. Let’s examine the lab results, and then we’ll see.”

“Oh, okay.”

The exam was officially over, and Ben excused himself and left the room. I knew what he was going to do. He was going to wipe all the lube off his ass.

I walked Sandy out to her car.

“Oh, my God!” I blurted, when we were standing next to the car door. “You were perfect.”

“I was afraid I missed a couple of things, but he bought it.”

“How did you know how to give a prostate exam?”

“Oh, heck. I’m from Hollywood, and men don’t have sex there, they just get prostate exams.”

We giggled, then she said. “Give it a week, I’ll phony up some lab results, and then we can lower the boom on him.”

“Thank you so much. You have no idea how much this means to me.”

“Actually, I do. Did you know that 1 out of 5 men cheat on their wives? And I’ve had a couple of that lousy 20%.” She spoke wryly as she tossed the bag into the back of her car, then she gave a quick glance over my shoulder, gave me a quick hug, and she was off.

Back inside the house Ben was pouring himself yet another drink.

“Better ease up on the drinking,” I suggested.

His face was still red from the exam, and he merely said. “I need it.”

Huh. I guess he did.

And I went upstairs to jill off.

The next week was the most fun I had ever had. After all, I knew the joke. He was taking Leuprolide. He was taking the drug they use to chemically castrate sex offenders. And all he knew was that his precious penis was no longer capable of working.

Oh, he felt everything, and he was feeling hornier and hornier, but that poor dick just hung there, minding its own business. Not a throb in sight.

So I dressed a little sexier. And I put on a little extra make up, he really liked red lipstick, and every once in a while, under the guise of helping him, I would offer to…help him.

“Honey, let me blow you for a while. Maybe it will work!”

How could a man refuse that? Not even a man with a nonfunctional dick could say no. He pulled out his little shrub and I went to work. I kissed, I sucked, I lapped and I licked.

Nothing.

Dickie just hung there, feeling everything, but not responding.

And, here was the good news, the prostate exam he had received had made him even hornier. Sandy had told me that it would, but when I saw how he fidgeted, and even rubbed his cock against the corner of a table while he was standing there, or grabbed his crotch and squeezed…it was obvious. He was one horny puppy.

And, encouraged, I began to snake my finger around and rub his asshole. Oh, he liked that. It made his hips move back and forth, and that in spite of the fact that…he was Mr. Limp.

One night I came in to find him actually punching his package. He was actually punching, with his fist. Not super hard, but hard enough, and he said, “Wake up! Damn you! Wake up!”

Stifling the giggles, I stopped him, told him not to hurt himself, and then took him to bed for a long blow job. Which he could feel, but his cock just wouldn’t wake up.

Finally, however, the week was up, and Sandy called.

“Hi, Dr. Winslow.”

On the sofa, one arm over his eyes and feeling sorry for himself, Ben sat up and looked.

“The lab results are in? Wonderful! Oh, you would. Well, of course. Tonight? We’ll look for you.”

“Tonight?” asked Ben, when I had hung up.

“Eight o’clock.”

“But what’s wrong with me?”

“You heard me. She’ll let us know tonight.”

Ben was fit to be tied. He walked around the house muttering. He went out to the garage to work out a little, but he couldn’t focus. He came in and turned on the TV, but when he turned it off and stood up I had had enough. “Sit back down. I’ll make you a drink.”

He had drunk more this week than he did in a week, and I probably should have worried about him becoming a drunk. I didn’t though. I was in the middle of it all, so I just kept him supplied with booze and waited for the play to come to a conclusion.

I made his drink and returned to the living room. The TV was on a football game, but it was muted.

I handed him the glass and said, “What are you going to do if it’s something serious?”

“Oh, God. I don’t know.” He drank, and looked up at me. “I mean, I love you so much! It can’t be anything serious! It just can’t!”

That surprised me. After all his cheating, I was the one he was thinking of.

“Well, it can’t be too serious.” And then, half caught up in his game, I said, “It’s only sex, after all.”

“Yeah. Only sex.”

But I realized, then, that it wasn’t sex. And it was. I began to understand how much stock men put in their penises. They obsess on it, they play with it, they effect marriage with it.

God, I must have half destroyed him with my little trick.

And, yet, what else could I do? What…

DING DONG! Sandy was here.

She entered the front room, looking quite the professional, and we all assumed the same seats we had been in the week before.

“Well, Mr. Gardner, I have good news. You are very healthy. Quite healthy.”

“Then I can start having erections again?”

“Well, that is going to be up to you.”

“What do you mean?”

“There is no physical reason for you not to be able to get erections, and that leaves only one other possibility. You have psychological problems.”

“I do?” But I could see that he had already bought into it. But then having a neurosis or something is much preferable to cancer. Right?

“Now, I can recommend people you can see, but…”

“But, what?”

“Well, though your problem may seem serious to you, it is actually not that big a deal. Psychological barriers to sex, mental reasons for erectile dysfunction…they have been covered extensively in medical journals.”

“They have?”

“Quite. Now, let’s consider your problem. You cheated, you feel guilty, you need to make some kind of amends.”

“Amends?” he glanced at me, then back to the doctor.

“Yes. To the person you cheated on. Simply, you have to convince them that you can be trusted.”

“How do I do that?”

“Well, that’s up to you. But, as it is your wife, I’m sure you can think of nice things to do for her.”

“I can? I mean…yes! I can!”

Determination filtered into his voice.

“Now, it may take some time—“

“How much time?”

“I would say that you should give it six months. If your penis hasn’t started functioning by then you should give me a call.”

“Six months!” he was aghast. His eyes were fixed and his brain was spinning.

“Yes. And…uh…”

“What?”

“Well, there are a couple of more things…”

“Go ahead!”

“Please tell us everything, Doctor,” I said, leaning forward. “I’ll do anything to help my husband become a man again.” Snicker, snicker.

“Well, it’s a complex thing. There aren’t even any articles on it in the journals, yet.”

“That’s okay. You can tell us?”

“Tell me what to do, Doc. Anything!”

“Well, a woman will believe a woman faster than she will believe a man. Take that as you wish, it is fact.”

Ben frowned, not really understanding.

“I don’t know how far you have to take it, but wearing articles of her clothing will remind her of the potential for a softer you, a more feminine you, and…”

“Okay. I can do that.” His voice sounded dull, like it was coming out of a flooded basement or something. “I can wear a scarf or something, and that—“

Sandy shook her head. “It will have to be something more intimate than that.”

“More..intimate?”

“An article of clothing.” Pause. “Perhaps…her underwear. Maybe even some make up.”

“What?” His voice sounded like that of a mouse who had been gargling.

“And, the third thing…”

“Oh, there’s more…” his eyes were glazed over.

“Yes, item three. What I did last week, the prostate exam.”

“Yes?” His eyes were showing confusion. He acted like he didn’t like the prostate exam, but…I had a sneaking suspicion that he liked it.

“Keeping your prostate healthy is of extreme importance. You need to have your prostate massaged weekly. This will reduce the amount of semen in your testicles, and it will, to be crude, flush the plumbing.”

“Flush the plumbing.” He sounded like he had just asked for a blindfold in front of a firing squad.

“Absolutely, and that only leaves one item.”

“Oh. Okay. One more item.”

“This program is designed to help you recover, but we must not neglect the fact that you have caused your wife emotional stress.”

“I have?” He looked at me. “Oh, I guess…I have. I’m sorry, honey. I’ll never cheat again.”

“That’s fine, Mr. Gardner, but we need her to do something. It will help her, and even help you a bit.”

“What’s that?”

“She must verbally chastise you.”

“Chastise?” He frowned.

“Yes. To feel good about herself she must be allowed to verbally emasculate you. Tell you what a rotten pig you’ve been. Tell you how unsatisfying your penis is to her. Even tell you how small and inadequate it is.”

“I am? I mean…I do?”

“Yes. This is very important. Not only must you regain your mental health, but you must help your wife regain her healthy self image. Because you have made less of her, now she must make less of you. So she must rebalance the equation, so to speak. She must insult you, and you must thank her whenever she does.”

“Oh. Okay.” Yes, his eyes were definitely glazed.

A short time later Sandy was gone, and Ben was sitting quite still, facing me, and pondering what he was going to have to do to get his penis working again.


PART TWO

“I don’t believe this,” he said, shaking his head.

“So I’ve got to tell you…bad things about yourself,” I mused, trying to sound worried. “I don’t know if I can do that.”

“Sure you can, honey. Try it.”

“Well, I don’t know. Okay. You’re bad.” Man, that was weak. It sounded like I was asking permission to water the garden.

“No, no. I mean, really talk to me.”

“You’ve been really bad.”

He shook his head, then took my hands in his. “Tell me I’ve been a scum sucking cheater.”

“You…” I sounded tentative, “you’re a scum sucking…cheater?”

“Don’t make it like a question. Get mad and…and tell me off!”

“You’re a bad person!” I made it sound like I was trying to sound angry, but he wasn’t buying it.

“No, no! Try this: Ben, you fucking asshole! How dare you fuck somebody else.”

“Ben, you fucking asshole. How dare you fuck somebody else!”

I raised my voice a little, and sounded like a mouse shouting in a church.

“That’s good, but…really mean it. Tell me I’m worthless.”

“Okay, you’re worthless.”

“Honey! If this is going to work, if I am ever going to get my cock back, then you have to really mean it! Now tell me…tell me I’m a lousy fuck and you hate me. Tell me you can’t stand my face. Tell me…tell me…”

And, it came out. I started softly, but rapidly built up, and soon I was screaming. “You motherfucking cunt fuck asshole excuse for a dick! You cheated on me! I hate you!” And…I slapped him.

Oh, it was good. I actually laid my palm against his face like I was trying to hit a home run. His face turned red, my hand was imprinted on it, and he grinned. “That’s it! That’s it! Now you’re doing it!”

“Can I do it again?” I asked timidly.

“Of course! Lay it on me. Say what you want! Insult me!”

I started at a higher pitch this time. “Your dick is too short! It’s too small and I lie about having orgasms! And you’re ugly! You need plastic surgery just to look ugly. You fucking stink!”

He grinned. “Thank you.”

And I grinned.

And that was the start.

The rest of the evening he ran around and tried to do things for me. He emptied the trash. He vacuumed. He put the wash in.

And he opened doors, and folded towels, and did the dishes.

Oh, baby. I was in hog heaven.

And it was all because he was trying to get his cock to work again.

The next day I awoke feeling good. I stretched, felt like a million pounds had flown off my shoulder, and just when I thought it could get no gooder…pardon my grammar…he placed a breakfast tray on the bed.

“Here you go, my love.”

“Thanks, short dick,” I said.

He grinned and bowed his way out of the bedroom.

I sat there and wallowed in the pleasure. I nibbled on perfectly cooked bacon. I spooned mouthfuls of hashed browns, and wondered…where had been my Prince Charming all these years?

I mean, it was instant!

I got up, took a shower, and went out to a house sparkling. He had managed to clean everything before going to work.

I sighed, sauntered out to the living room, sat down and watched TV. And received a text.

You are the most beautiful woman in the world

and I love you with all my heart.

Whoa. This was almost too much. And it was funny, Sandy and I had come up with this program to get back at him, to put a crimp in his cheating ways, and it was working almost too good.

Sigh. Smile. And I texted him back.

You stinky dick ass sucker!

He texted back.

Thank you.

I laughed out loud, and then I had a thought. I quickly typed,

What are you wearing?

Silence. A good ten minutes of silence. Then:

I’m sorry.

I said nothing. I just tossed my cell phone to the side, watched some TV, and went to a brunch with Sandy.

We giggled, we laughed, and life was good.

And the texts poured in.

I’m sorry.

I’m worthless.

I’ll make up for it tomorrow.

Please talk to me.

Ah, the power of the penis.

Or, maybe I should say…the power of the penis denied.

I awoke the next day to a tray of perfectly cooked breakfast, toted in by Ben…in a chemise. He had taken one of my old nightgowns, a silky thing, and wore it with nothing underneath.

He placed the tray on the bed, over me, and knelt by the side of the bed. “Whatever my mistress wants.”

“Go, asshole.” I waved my fingertips and he scuttled out of the room.”

This was too good. And I giggled, and enjoyed my perfectly prepared meal.

And I had no idea of the beast I had unleashed.

You see, when a man is going one way too long, and then goes the other way…he tends to go that other way…too much.

Ben was like a man out of control.

He washed the whole outside of the house. Did the lawn. Repaired a leaky faucet. Did the wash.

I didn’t have a chance to do anything.

And if I did, he leaped in and took over.

And he did it in my underwear.

And I lived in a house that was no longer recognizable. Spic and span clean, with a cross dressing elf darting about. I felt like I was in a cartoon where the villain throws a gum wrapper over his shoulder and eight street sweepers get in a fight over who gets to pick it up.

I walked around and a knave swept the ground upon which I was about to trod. Wearing a bra and panties, a garter and nylons. And a wig. He had actually stopped to buy a wig that looked remarkably like my own hair.

OMFG!

The week passed, and by the time the weekend had arrived I was actually in a mood. I wasn’t allowed to cook, to clean, to even take my own dishes to the sink.

And, to tell the truth, I was a little tired of insulting him. Sure, it had been fun, but…now it wasn’t. Now it was too much.

“Please, your majesty,” he blurted. “Tell me what a terrible job I’ve done!”

“Oh, shut up,” I groused, and I walked past him. He fell in behind me.

Power is good. A lot of power is better. But absolute power…now that’s another thing entirely. And I wasn’t responding well.

I was liking it, but it was warping me.

I had intended to bully him a bit, but…now I couldn’t stop.

He placed the tray on the bed, and I shoved it off. Perfectly good breakfast across the carpet.

His face showed his dismay.

I didn’t care. He was my worthless slave. I got up and walked across the carpet, smunching the food into the rug. He was going to have to get a steam cleaner to work that mess out.

I grabbed his ear and took him to my vanity table. I pushed him into the chair.

“Look at that!” I snarled.

“What?” he was frightened and confused. Frightened. He had never been fearful before, but now, this change of role, this bullying I was doing, he was responding with fear.

“You look disgusting!”

“Thank you,” he mumbled, not sure what he was thanking me for.

“Remove all the hair on your body.”

He jumped up and headed for the shower. I heard the water running, and I knew he was using a razor, trying to reach every square inch of his flesh.

I sat on the bed, in a bad mood, and waited.

He exited the bathroom, and he was naked. Not a hair on his body below the neck.

“Sit there.” I pointed at the vanity table again.

He sat, and I began to work. Here was the man who had cheated. Here was my worthless, cheating husband, and I had been unleashed. I had the power, and I was willing to abuse it.

I cleaned his face, making my little sponges dark.

“See this?” I pushed the little things in front of his face. “You’re disgusting!”

“I’m sorry!”

I primed his face, and put the foundation on it. He stared, mute, as I began to put the color in his cheeks, on his eyes. Yet he was too afraid to object.

“Asshole,” I muttered. “Cheating on me.”

I lined his eyes, made the lids smoky, and painted his lips a bright red.

He stared at himself. A woman in face, but not in entirety.

“Where’s your wig,” I snarled. And a dim, far away part of me wondered what I was doing. I had never been so vindictive. But, as I said earlier, when a person has gone too far down a path, and then travels in the other direction, perhaps she goes too far.

I fastened his wig on, and he became feminine above the neck. I pierced his ears, I put rings on his fingers.

I got out my corset.

It was a small corset. Too tight on me, but I wrapped it around him and began pulling strings.

Pull, yank, jerk, I made the corset shrink, and he started to gasp.

“I…can’t…breath…!”

“So don’t,” I snapped. “Take short, shallow breaths.”

I unrolled stockings up his legs and fasted them to the bottom of the corset. While I was down there I lifted his penis. Stupid, little thing. I shook it, “You are so worthless. You’re about as worthless as a nun in a whorehouse.”

His eyes were showing moisture. I knew I had gone a bit far, but…but he had cheated on me with so many women.

“Thank you,” he whimpered, and he tried not to cry.

“Oh, shut up. Get up on the bed. All fours with your butt to me.”

He did so, and he knew what was coming. It was time for his prostate massage. It was time for me to keep his worthless dick healthy.

He waited, his butt up and his dick hanging, his asshole ready for whatever I wanted.

I got out the lube and a glove. I pulled the glove on, let it snap on my wrist.

He looked over his shoulder at me, and he was nervous.

What a change. The cocksure stud, screwing every girl he could get his cock into…and now he was…a sissy.

A little voice inside me told me I should stop. I should reverse course. But…it was started now, and the bile had to come out.

I scooped out a big glob of lube and put it on his asshole. I pushed it in, and I began to run my fingers around and around.

He began to groan. Whatever he was feeling, fear, apprehension…he liked the sensation of my fingers in his butt.

I didn’t even think about pushing on his prostate. I just kept reaming him, I used two fingers at first, then three.

He was groaning, his ass was pushing back at me, and I went to four fingers, and I could feel the glimmer of excitement. Four fingers. My knuckles were pushing against his rectum. Four fingers. What if I pushed harder? Could I get my whole fist into him? I was about to try, I wanted to try, but he suddenly began to spew. I hadn’t even pressed on his prostate, and he was jerking and twitching, and semen was pouring out of his cock. Not drooling, like it had the week previous, but spurting. Oh, my God! He was actually having an orgasm! Not a regular penis organ, but an anal orgasm!

I froze, but he kept moving and moving, pushing his asshole back, and the semen kept squirting, more than I had ever seen him squirt, and then it was done.

“Oh, fuck!” he whispered, and he collapsed forward.

I pulled my hand out of his ass, took off the glove, and considered him. He was exhausted, lying in a puddle of his own semen, and happy.

I had never seen him so happy.

Well, of course. Screwing other women didn’t make him happy, that was just him desperate to be a man.

But being screwed, like a woman…that made him truly happy. Not desperate happy, but…real happy.

I walked out of the room. Through the house. I ended up in the kitchen, where I got out the bourbon and poured myself a stiff one. No stupid Coke. Just a half a glass of hard likker.

I downed a big gulp.

What had I done?

What was I doing?

I had made a slave!

But what should I have done?

Left him. I thought.

But there was still love there. In fact, in spite of, or maybe because of, there was more love.

I liked him following me around and waiting on me hand and foot. I liked him as a woman. He was so clean and beautiful, and I liked looking at his soft face, his lipstick, and knowing that I had beaten the male out of him.

No more cheating.

But…no more man.

Did that matter to me?

Did I really need his dick?

After all, it was not very big, and it often spit too soon.

Maybe I should go looking for a bigger dick?

But then I remembered how much I loved him.

A person can go too far down a path, and when they reverse course, they go too far down that one. Could I return things to the original direction? And not go so far?

I didn’t know.

I didn’t…

“Can I do something for you?”

Ben stood in the kitchen doorway. He was wearing heels His dress fit perfectly, courtesy of that too tight corset. His make up was perfect, his figure was…lush. All he needed were tits.

I wanted to go the other way, find a balance, but as soon as I saw him I started thinking about tits.

I could get him breast forms. Or, even better, I could get him implants. Or just start giving him hormones.

But the thought of giving him some more chemicals…I had already given him chemicals, and the world was falling apart.

“You can sit down,” I said.

He sat, his made up face smooth and unlined.

I mixed two drinks, and this time I did it right. I filled the glasses with ice cubes, apportioned the bourbon and Coke properly, and sat down opposite him.

He waited, ready to serve.

“I gave you Leuprolide.”

He blinked.

“It’s a chemical used to chemically castrate sex offenders.”

His beautiful, red mouth opened…and closed. He blinked, fluttering those wonderful eyelashes.

“I did it because you were screwing other women. You had betrayed me. I felt…I felt I had the right.”

He remained silent, obedient, and I was starting to worry. Where was the anger of the righteously betrayed?

“Then I…the doctor…she is my friend. From college. She’s an actor and she portrayed a doctor, and we made up all those things that you had to do to please me…to…to get the use of your cock back.”

“I…don’t know…what to say,” his voice was low, and there was yet no anger in it, or any other emotion.

“You can get angry with me! You can beat me and call me a bitch!” I hurt you! I abused you!”

I was crying now. Tears fell in my bourbon and Coke, but I didn’t care. I drank it anyway. What a great country western song. ‘Tears in my Whiskey.’

“Please,” he said. “Please stop crying.”

Well, it wasn’t that easy. But he sat there so calmly, and I finally started to dry up a bit.

“Okay,” he said. “So am I going to get my dick back?”

“I stopped giving you the pills, I had been mixing them in the whiskey, but I threw that bottle out. This is a new one.”

He nodded. “Okay. So you stole my dick, but I betrayed your love. Are we even?”

I blinked at that. Were we even? I had hurt him, castrated him. He had cheated, betrayed our vows. Were we even.

“Probably not,” I whispered.

“I know,” he said, which sort of surprised me. “When you betray somebody you feel like you have to spend the rest of your life making up for it.”

I found myself nodding.

“But let’s just, for the sake of starving children in India, pretend we are.”

“Starving children?” I felt the beginnings of a giggle trying to come out. Trying but failing.

“I know. Not good, but it’s all I could come up with. But let’s pretend that we’re even. We still have a humungous problem. At least, I do.”

I sipped at my bourbon. The tears didn’t taste too bad, actually. But maybe that was me coming alive after being honest with myself, and with Ben. “We’re married. Your problem is my problem. So what’s our problem.

He sighed. “I like being a woman.”

The world sort of stopped for me then. This was…more than I expected. “You like being a woman.”

“I like,” he nodded. “At first it was crazy. I was just trying to come to grips with what I had done, I was trying to make amends, but then I noticed that I was happier. I liked the feeling of pulling hose over my legs. I like the make up you put on me. I can taste my lips and it is like kissing happiness. I like the look of the wig, and I want to grow my own hair out and…and do things with it. I want to get long fingernails, like you’ve got. I want to go on a diet and make my body fit into this fucking corset.”

I giggled at that. Just a blurt, but he smiled along with it. His was a rueful smile, however.

“I want to take bubble baths, and use cold cream at the end of the day. I want to wear high heels everywhere, and rub my poor, sore feet at the end of the day. I want…” he paused, “…let’s face it, I wasn’t much of a man. I cheated on you. I made jokes behind your back, I treated all women sadly. Not just you, but even all those women I cheated on you with. On the surface, it probably looked like I was desperate to be a man. But, under the surface…I think I was desperate to be a woman.”

There it was again. Desperate to be a man. A woman. But traveling down a road too far….

“So there’s my problem.”

“Well,” I mused, a bit sadly, “now that you’ve told me your big problem, I guess I have no choice but to tell you what my big problem is.”

He didn’t expect that and he tilted his head slightly. His lips were so beautiful as they pursed in thought. His eyes were downright scintillating as they stared at me.

“What’s your problem.”

“At first I was just playing a trick. A mean trick, to be sure, but just a trick. Getting back at you for cheating. And then I was going along with using you. It was fun to be waited on, and my malicious sense of humor got the best of me. I started to hate you, except…”

“Except what?”
“Except when I made you up as a woman, everything sort of busted apart. The anger, the meanness, even the feeling of being betrayed, it all faded, and I was left with you as a woman. And I loved it. I loved putting make up on you. I loved seeing you in a dress. I was afraid I was going to orgasm when I was putting you in that corset.”

He was surprised, and his eyes arched slightly. “So you like me as a woman.”

I nodded. “You’re kind and considerate, and I don’t want you waiting on me hand and foot so much, I don’t want a slave, but a woman…am I weird?”

He chuckled, a bit ruefully. “Of course you’re weird. You’re as weird as everybody else on this stupid planet. But…I like me as a woman.”

We sat there, and I reached out a hand and he reached out a hand, and we held hands as we sipped our bourbon and wondered what we were going to do.

Ding a do do!

My cell was ringing. I went into the other room and brought it back.

“Hi, Sandy.”

“Hi, girlfriend. How’s life in the sassy lane?”

“Pretty good. I came clean with Ben.”

Silence, then a laugh. “How’d he take it.”

“Pretty good, considering. But now we’ve got a problem.”

“What’s that?”

“Well, he likes being a woman, and I like him as a woman.”

“And that’s a problem? Put me on speaker.”

I did.

“Hey, Ben. How you doing?”

“Pretty good, Doc.”

We all chuckled at that.

“So, I understand you like being a woman?”

“I do.”

“Then be a woman. But can I ask you a question?”

“Sure. Just don’t ask me for my medical history.”

Again, we laughed.

“Do you want your dick back?”

Bingo. Stunned silence.

“Well,” she said, after a moment, “That’s interesting. Shelly, do you need his dick?”

“Gosh. I thought I did, but…I don’t know. I mean, I should miss it, but that might just be convention speaking.”

“Well, isn’t this a fine kettle of fish.”

Ben and I were staring at each other in wonder.

“So I think I know the way out of your quandary. May I offer an opinion? As your doctor?”

Grinning, we assented.

She told us, and we started to think…and think…and it made sense. A while later, when we hung up the phone, we were in a mix of stunned and amazed.

“Do you think this’ll work?” Ben asked.

“Everything else she has suggested has worked.”

So we nodded, and put up our pinkies for a quick shake.

Shelly dropped her strap on off an hour later. She didn’t come in, she just smiled, yelled hello to Ben, and took off.

Ben and I, of course, headed right for the bedroom.

Ben was looking beautiful. A nice, shimmery dress. Blue, with a cross over chest. We were debating whether to give him hormones, or just get implants. I was in favor of the implants. I had a feeling that Ben would eventually want his cock back. At least for a while.

“Well, baby. It looks like I’m going to be top dog around here for a while. You want to hop up and show me that sexy ass?”

Grinning, he crawled onto the bed and knelt on all fours.

I figured out how to put the strap on on, then grabbed a big handful of lube. I stepped up to him and began massaging the goop into his lucky, little crevice.

“I can just see you with big, old titties.” I laughed. I had three fingers in him, and I was going for four. And some day I was going to fist him. Now that was something to look forward to.

“Big, old titties, eh? Crudely put, but I love it. How do you like having a cock?” He could feel my plastic tool bumping against his thighs.

“Just what the doctor ordered,” I quipped.

He chuckled.

I grabbed his useless cock. “This is so…interesting. And you really don’t miss it?”

“I miss the sensations, but the constant testosterone driving me? I can do without that.”

“For a while, at least.”

“For a while,” he agreed. “But, right now, I’m looking forward to getting the cock, not giving it.”

“That’s funny, I’m looking forward to giving, not getting.”

We laughed, and without further ado I pushed into him.

He gasped, his shoulders went forward and he almost fell. His hands wrapped into the sheet and he held on.

“Nice, eh?”

“Oh, God! Yes.”

I’m a girl, I’ve never had a cock, but I had received cock enough to know what to do with it. I began to see saw, back and forth, in and out, and he began to groan.

“There’a girl,” I whispered.

I held on to his limp dick and his balls. I used them to control him. I began to pick up steam.

“Hunh! hunh!” he grunted as I slammed my plastic balls into him.

“Just relax. Give up and you’ll get.”

“Sounds easy,” he half whimpered.

“It is easy.”

For a long minute all we heard was bedsprings and heavy breathing, then he began to push back against me. I could feel his male muscles devouring my cock, and it was obvious that he wanted more. I knew I was going to have to get a bigger dick if I was going to keep him happy.

“Oh, please…please,” his voice was a sexual whine.

I squeezed his package then, hard enough to hurt, but it didn’t hurt, it felt good. I levered my hips and drove up, then tilted so the dick, deep inside him, went down. He gasped, and even through the plastic I could feel that I had touched the prostate gland.

“Okay, baby. It’s milking time.”

I kept my hips up and pushed down, grinding, and, sure enough, semen started to seep out of his limp cock.

I get at it, kept pushing down, and more and more sperm came out. I let go of his cock and caught the majority of his goop. It was a big handful, and it was leaking over the sides of my hand when he was done.

“Oh, God!” he fell forward, utterly relaxed. I crawled up next to him and held my hand out. He turned his head to me, and stared at the handful of semen.

“Wow.”

“A real woman would do more than say ‘wow.’”

He looked at me, and he knew what I wanted. Heck, I had sucked him off enough times that he knew what was expected. I moved my hand forward a little, and his mouth moved in and he began licking.

“Oh,” he muttered, through a mouthful of sperm, then he swallowed.

“Wow,” he said again. And I held him and we laughed.

END
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PART ONE

“I’ve had it! I’m packing! I’m leaving! I quit!”

Jack stood with open mouth and stared at me. His eyes were wide, and he was blinking.

“Furthermore, I am suing you for alimony. I will get the house. I will get the car! If we had a dog I’d get that, too!”

“But…but…but…why!?”

We were standing in our living room and I threw the manila folder on the table. Pictures slid out like playing cards, and he stared down at the images in horror.

Jack: laughing in bed with a blonde.

Jack: nuzzling the neck of a giggling girl. They were both naked on a high balcony.

Jack: fucking some redhead doggy style. His face over hers, leering happily.

I picked up the video player and clicked it to play. His voice came out nice and clear.

“Oh, baby, I love you.”

“What about your wife?”

“That old bag? I’m thinking about divorcing her. You want to be my girlfriend?”

“Oh, Jack. I don’t know. I mean, you’re married and all…”

“Not for long. Here, I bought you something.”

“Oh, Jack!” she squealed. “For me?”

“Only the best for you, baby. Now come on, let’s hit the sack and do what people in love do.”

The sounds of kissing, then a bed bouncing.

I turned off the video player and studied him like he was a hostile witness.

He was ashen, whiter than a snow man kept in a cellar for ten years. He was also trembling and trying to figure out what to say.

But what could he say? He had been caught, not once, but dozens of times, with twelve women. Buying them expensive jewelry.

“Old bag, eh?”

“I’m sorry, I just said that to…to…”

“To get your lousy, little pecker into your girlfriend’s snatch.”

“But…”

“What people in love do?”

He was shaking his head, raising his hands palm out to stop me,  physically shaking. “Please,” he whined. “I’m sorry,” he begged. “I’ll never look at another woman again as long as I live!”

I tapped my foot.

Jack was a handsome enough fellow. Long, lank, dark hair. Even features, full lips, face a nice oval. His eyes were deep, a chocolate brown, and there was a truth which I had to admit here.

Women like one of two kinds of men. They either like the bad boy, the one who’s always in trouble, edgy, a little rough in bed, treats women, well, like dirt.

Then there is the kind like Jack. Soft, almost effeminate, intelligent.

But somehow my soft, loving Jack had turned into a bad boy. Cheating on me.

Yet I had loved him, and, still, in spite of my lawyer’s hard heart, still did.

I sighed.

He took that as a sign of me breaking down.

“Please, honey. Look, we built this dream house, we love each other, and the fact that I strayed, that’s on me, and I will do anything to make up for it.”

I kept my face straight, held back the raging rage, and said, “Sure, you’ll do anything, and then you’ll be in the arms of some bitch from a bar. You’ll bring a disease home, you’ll get somebody pregnant, six months from now you’ll be waving that thing you call a dick around and laughing at your stupid, cow of a wife.”

He put on the ‘aghast’ face. “Honey! You’re beautiful! I would never call you a cow!”

And here it comes…

“You’re beautiful. You’re the most beautiful woman in the world. I love you with all of my heart. Sure, I made mistakes, but…” blah, blah, blah. God, he was the most sincere insincere person I ever met.

While he whined and weaseled I considered the situation.

Criminals did not change their ways just because they were caught. A serial murderer would just keep on murdering. A serial cheater, and that’s what Jack was, would just keep on cheating.

So I had to do something, inflict a punishment that would make him want to change his mind.

I had to do something to him that would totally change his life.

“…and I promise on my heart of hearts that I will always…” blah, blah, blah. Jack blathered on and on.

I considered all my cases, especially the ones that had to do with sex perverts. I thought about what those perverts had wanted, what drove them.

“…and if you’ll forgive me I promise that…” blah, blah, blah.

And I thought about, strangely enough, if I gave Jack so much sex that he finally overloaded, and was willing to give up his indiscriminate fucking.

Now wouldn’t that be interesting? To give the cheater so much cheating, that he gave up cheating. But…I didn’t want him cheating. But, what if…” I began to smile on the inside.

I began to lay out a scenario, and soon I was giggling on the inside.

And when my plans were formed I was laughing hysterically…on the inside.

“…just please give up this idea of separating because we can work out all our problems and…” blah, blah, blah…

I turned around and walked away.

“Honey? Silvia? Honey?” He followed me like a scampering puppy.

I turned to him. “Go make me a drink. I’ll be in the gazebo.”

He started out the big sliding doors.

“The good bourbon.”

“Oh, okay,” and he headed for the kitchen.

In his mind I had said something, so I was thawing. He thought he was going to get out of this.

Silly boy.

We lived in the country. The house was 4,000 feet and had five rooms, commercial refrigerator, house wide sound system, and a basement that opened up into a playroom.

Behind the house was an actual and huge maze garden. Landscaped into the garden was a 20 by 40 swimming pool with attached hot tub, a gazebo with a bar, and a sauna. Behind the garden was a combo tennis/basketball court. Behind the court was forty miles of virgin wilderness.

So how did we ever get such a massive, modern mansion?

I’m a corporate lawyer, top of the line, full partner.

Jack was a software engineer. Made a ton of money and retired.

So we built our dream house, and then Jack had to go and turn it into a nightmare.

I walked around the pool and went through the arch of flowers into the garden proper. I walked amongst the tall bushes and trees and made my way to the gazebo.

The gazebo was elevated, one could see the top of the maze, and the house, from it.

The bar was stocked, but the Blanton’s Original Sin was in the house. I made a mental note to correct that deficiency.

I sat down in a big recliner and leaned back. I watched a couple of flies circling each other, and felt the cool breeze.

“Here, dear,” Jack charged up the stairs and handed me a tall, frosty glass of bourbon and Coke. He had used the right amount of ice cubes, and I sipped it and directed a level gaze at him.

He at least had the courtesy to blush.

“You didn’t make yourself one.”

“Uh…I…no.”

He had been in too much of a hurry to kiss my ass. Good boy.

“Make yourself one. Use the cheap bourbon. We have to get rid of that swill.”

He went to the bar and built a drink. Warm bourbon and coke in a plastic glass. No ice. Blah.

Well, he should suffer, right?

He sat on a chair next to me, perched on the edge of it, really, and began again. “I know I did things I shouldn’t have but—“

“Shut up.”

He blinked. I hadn’t raised my voice, but a good lawyer can put a bit of bite into his, or her, voice. And I was a very good lawyer.

For a second he was silent, and when he opened his mouth to speak I held up a hand.

He closed his mouth.

“If you want to salvage this marriage…if you don’t want me to take you for everything you have…then you will do three things. I will write these three things out in a contract. Go get me a yellow pad and three pens.”

He started down the stairs.

“And bring me another drink.”

He waved a hand in acknowledgement and disappeared into the maze. I leaned back and sighed.

I always asked for three pens. No lawyer worth his, or her, salt will risk running out of ink during a negotiation.

I sipped my drink and marveled at the difference between good bourbon and the common stuff. No comparison.

“Alexa, play something soft.”

Alexa played Lara’s Theme, and I sank back into my chair and closed my eyes. Such a wonderful story, Lara and Yury. But I didn’t think I could take a Siberian winter, not even for true love.

Jack returned, handed me a fresh drink and took my old one and put it aside.

So fortified, I sipped, placed the glass on the side table, and began.

“The party of the first part…” I mumbled.

Jack, seeing an opportunity, said, “And the party of the second part…”

It was the beginning of a scene from an old Marx Brothers movie, particularly humorous to a lawyer, and quite representative of the idiocy of legalese.

“Shut.”

Jack shut. And waited.

I wrote for a while, and he got up and went to the rail and looked out over the garden. Then he came back and sat.

I finished. I handed him the yellow pad and a pen. “Sign the bottom.”

“What am I signing?” He took the pad and pen. I had two more pens if that one ran out of ink.

“Jack, you committed three crimes. You betrayed our marriage three specific times. Oh, I know there were more, I’ve got pictures and videos and recorded conversations, but only three of those assignations was I able to get actual video of you en flagrante, actually balls deep in your whim for the night.

“So I have listed three things that you must do if you wish to survive this marriage…and keep the house and all your money and…” I looked at him pointedly, “…me.”

He gulped, and perused the document I had created.

“And what are these three things, under all this legal mumbo jumbo.”

I raised three fingers. “First,” I lowered the ring finger, “You must watch me get fucked.”

His eyes opened. I am not cheating because you are giving your permission. Simply, what’s sauce for the gander is sauce for the goose.”

”But…”

“You screwed hundreds of times. My contract calls for one fuck a month for twelve months. My choice of males, though I would welcome your input as to potential fucks. And you must watch me.”

“But…I can’t…”

“Then don’t. Don’t sign the contract.”

I waited, daring him.

“What’s the second?”

“You have to be a woman.”

His jaw dropped.

“A…a…”

“A woman. You will get vacation boobs, makeovers, have your hair done, wear long fingernails…everything.”

“I’m not a woman!” He whispered.

“Drop the pen and get out,” I blurted.

His mouth snapped shut.

“What’s the third thing?”

I told him, and he blinked, and he closed his eyes.

This was the moment of negotiations that I loved. The other party had all the data, and had to figure out if they could comply. Did they have enough money? Could they spend that amount of time in prison.?Could they pay the price?

And, it depended on what they wanted.

And here I was in the good. Not only did Jack want to hang on to his house and money…but I was betting that he wanted to keep me, too.

So, was he willing to pay the price?

He sat there for a long time, gulping, and I could almost hear the gears clanking around in his head.

He opened his eyes. “Twelve fucks, I have to be a woman, and…and you…”

“That’s right,” I grew tired of his fumbling.

“And then I’m forgiven.”

“Totally. No recriminations, no subtle undertones, nothing but back to where we were…like we were when we were building this palace.”

He stared at me for another long moment, then gave an abrupt nod of his head. He signed the contract.

“Are you ready?”

He came out of our room, and he was laughable. He was wearing a dress, and high heels, and he was obviously clumsy and embarrassed.

I grinned. “Don’t worry, a couple of hours from now and you’ll be fine.”

“Fine,” he gulped. “And you’re going to watch me?”

“I’m going to be right next to you. I might have a date tonight.”

Oh, the look of misery on his face. To know that his wife was about to be penetrated by another man’s dick.

I didn’t have a date, however, I just said that to keep him on his toes. I was thinking about who my first fuck would be. I have standards, you know, and I wanted my first extra-marital fuck to be memorable.

We went out to the Jag and got in. I drove because he was pretty clumsy in heels. A half hour later we were in town and walking through the doors of the Hairport.

I had called ahead and Donna came out and we air kissed and I introduced her to Jack.

She stood back and inspected him. “Hmmm. I was a bit afraid when you told me, but I think I can work with this.”

So I sat in one chair, and Jack sat next to me, and Donna and her girls went to work.

We had long nails put on our hands and painted with glorious ‘fuck me’ red polish.

I loved it, and Jack was suddenly looking terrified. He held up his hand and stared at his long, red claws. I chuckled, and Donna smiled.

Then our hair. She washed mine, shampooed, gave it gentle waves and a bit of highlight.

She fastened extensions on Jack’s hair.

“Never wash these when they’re wet. Brush gently when your hair is dry, and always use a hair extensions brush.”

“What’s a hair extension brush?”

“I’ll send one home with you. But, remember, softly, when your hair is dry.”

Jack nodded, and she pushed his forehead back to still him and continued working on him.

Then make up. I enjoyed the cleansing, the creams and powders.

Jack looked like they were going to kill him.

Bu now Donna had picked up on my attitude and was grinning. And the more she smiled the less Jack did.

Not that he was all smiley in the first place.

Meanwhile, the girls worked on his toes, gave him a complete pedicure, took a pumice to his callouses, and when they slipped his high heels back on he realized the importance of a good pedi. His feet fit the shoes better, and there was reduced risk of him snagging his toes and running nylons.

“All done,” Donna stated, and she held out a hand and helped me up first, then Jack.

There is nothing like the feeling of being pampered and treated like a queen. I paid Donna, and included a hefty tip, and took Jack’s arm and we walked out.

“How do you feel?” I asked.

“Weird,” he answered honestly.

“Do you like having lipstick on?”

“It…tastes…will it wear off?”

“I had her put lip stain on you, not lipstick. Your lips will be this color for a week or two. You only have to gloss them every once in a while.”

“Gloss,” he said the word dully, like it was a heavy weight he had to carry around on his head. Then he turned to me, “Why do my lips feel so…so hot?”

“That’s the lip plumper. Your lips are twice as big. Angeline Jolie would be jealous.”

He stumbled a bit, and it wasn’t just the heels. He was having a hard time with this.

“Okay,” I announced as we got into the car. “Let’s head for the mall.”

“The mall? But…what are we…”

“We’re going shopping.”

“Why?”

“Because that’s my dress you’re wearing. And my underwear. You need your own.”

“Oh,” he said, sounding like a cat choking on a canary.

We hit Victoria’s Secret first, and the girls were not fazed by fitting a man. As I already knew, a lot of men did their shopping at Victoria’s Secret. They always claimed to be shopping for their wives, but their wives had figures that were suspiciously like their own. The fact that I was out front and forthright and announced to one and all that my husband was transitioning made it all easier.

Girls, it appears, like it when a man changes over. Women like girlfriends, not rough bully boys out for nothing but a fuck.

Wearing new underwear, and carrying a big bag with more, we left the store and began going through the various fashion stores. Fortunately, in addition to being a rather soft man, Jack wasn’t all that big, and the new tummy shaper certainly helped. We found lots of outfits for him to wear. We found dresses, skirts and blouses, culottes, leggings, sweaters…everything we could hope for.

Correction, ‘I’ could hope for. Jack was acting like a man…uh, woman…in shock.

Then, carrying a dozen bags, Jack stumbling and tripping, we took them out to the car and returned for his piercing.

“Piercing? For my ears?”

“No, for your brain. For your ears, stupid. Unless you wanted…” I stopped talking.

He got worried. “What?”

I turned to him. “After we get your boobs…I want you to get your nipples pierced. But first, let’s spend a month working on your nipples. We can get those suction things and make them bigger.”

I was excited, he was aghast.

“That’s not part of it.”

“Of course it is.”

“But not every woman has…has tit piercings!”

“But enough do, and since you are going to be the women of my dreams…” I grinned. I didn’t leave him any chance to argue further, however. I grabbed his hand and pulled him into a jewelry store. A half hour later we emerged, him wearing big hoops. They looked wonderful framed by his long, brunette hair.

And, we headed for home.

That evening was one of the best I could remember, for that evening I began training Jack.

First, I lectured him on cooking. Showed him around the kitchen and introduced him to the tools, and I was amazed. Men know absolutely nothing about cooking! At least, Jack didn’t.

Then, I took him around the house and acquainted him with cleaning procedures.

“Do the dusting first,” I stated.

“Why?”

“Because if you vacuum first, and then dust, the dust will fall over your freshly vacuumed floor.
“Oh.”

Men. I tell ya!

Fortunately, he knew a bit about working a lawnmower.

“But we have a gardener.”

“I let him go.”

“What?” his voice squeaked.

“Look, you don’t work, and I can’t have you sitting around doing nothing. I won’t have a lazy woman in my house.”

“But I’m not…” he stopped talking. He was about to say he wasn’t a woman, but that wouldn’t have flown.

He was in heels, wearing a clinging dress that would have shown cleavage, if he had any. He wore full make up and his hair, I have to admit it, was gorgeous.

Heck, if he hadn’t been a cheater that I was punishing, I would have wrapped my fingers in his locks and pulled him to my breasts.

There was something strangely erotic about Jack as a woman.

“What?” he asked, observing my face going through changes.

“You’re hot. You’re making me wet.” I spoke honestly and sincerely, like I was trying to convince a jury that the scum bag in front of them hadn’t raped that poor, defenseless woman.

He blinked. He hadn’t expected that. “Really?”

I placed a hand on his cheek and looked into his scintillating made up eyes. “Oh, yes. Really.”

I think he would have tried to kiss me then, but I added, “Too bad you’re going to have to wait a year to fuck me.” And then, to sweeten the pot, “If you make it through the year.”

Oh, he was glum. But, I noticed his rising erection. I stepped back.

“What the fuck is that?”

He grinned.

“Women don’t get erections!”

He shrugged, inordinately proud of his boner.

“I’m getting you a chastity belt.”

“What?” His face fell.

“We can’t have that boner sticking out just because you love to wear women’s clothes!”

“But…I don’t love to—“

“That,” I flicked his cock through the dress and he flinched, “proves you’re lying!”

Oh, he was conflicted now, and I loved it. Positively, fucking loved it. He would be living with the statement that I had just made, that he became excited from wearing women’s clothes, for the rest of his life.

“Now, the pool needs to be cleaned weekly, but you need to skim for leaves—“

“You fired the pool cleaner?”

“Of course. I’ve got a maid to do this stuff. Why would I pay extra for a pool cleaner? Of course I did like the way Juan’s legs looked, and his package was very visible in those tight trunks. I’ll bet Juan got a lot of pussy cleaning pools for lonely women. Maybe I should call him back just for that?”

Jack was sputtering now, and I was enjoying it more and more.

First, Jack was sexy.

Second, he was helpless, as if putting on female clothes had robbed him of male sex.

Third, and this surprised me, now that I had brought it up…it was turning me on talking about fucking other men.

This might turn out to be an interesting year!

After I finished telling him about his duties, and making sure he understood everything he was supposed to do, it was time for sex.

Sex for me, and not for thee.

“Okay, Jack, come along. It’s time you fulfilled your husbandly duties.”

I strode down the hallway, my heels clicking on the tiles. He followed along, a bit confused. His heel clicks were sort of mushy.

“But I thought…you weren’t…we weren’t going to make love until the year…”

“You’re not. I, however, not being a lying cheater, am not bound by your punishment. I intend to make grand, glorious love, and to have huge orgasms.”

I turned into the bedroom, and he was behind me, walking slowly, puzzled.

“I don’t…”

“Stand there.” I reached into my dresser drawer and pulled out a strap on.

He stared at it, and his mouth opened. “I’m going to…you want me to fuck you with…”

For answer I helped him into the thing. I cinched it up and stepped back and grinned. It was under his dress, a good fit, and maybe it would be fun to have him wear it all the time.

Except that I was really curious about this chastity thing.

I reached into the drawer and pulled out a cock. It was big, and it was black. It had big balls and thick veins, and the head was delicately shaped for easy entry. Oh, baby. I was going to enjoy this.

I licked my lips and held the thing in one hand.

He stared at it. “It’s so big!”

“Or maybe it’s that you’re so small,” I quipped. And I noticed that when I said that his own cock throbbed. Hmm.

I screwed the big cock into his strap on, and looked him in the eye while I did so. “You know, I have always wanted a black man, to find out if they really are as big as women say. You know, once black never back, all that sort of thing.”

“Honey,” his voice sounded so strange, so strangled.

Holding his fake cock in my hands I stared at him from kissing distance, with no intention to kiss him. I said, “Would you like it if one of my men were big and black?”

I felt his cock rise up, under his fake cock, and smack against my hand. I grinned. “Oh, you do. You kinky little bastard.”

He turned flaming red. And he was gulping, but his cock kept throbbing.

“Okay, baby. Time to do me right.”

I let go of the fake cock and stepped back. “Lay down on the bed. Face up.”

He climbed onto our big bed and whined, “But don’t you want me to be on top?”

“And risk you losing control and fucking me with your real dick? Not a chance!”

“I wouldn’t!” he protested, but we both knew he was lying. He hadn’t had any for a week, and he had 51 more weeks to go.

I pulled my panties off, climbed on top of him, raised my dress, and squatted. I put my hands on his belly for balance. Grinning at him, I lowered myself.

Ah. The shock of the cock. That moment when it penetrates, takes your breath away, explodes your nerves. Every time I fucked I felt it. And every time I loved it more and more.

My eyes glazed briefly, as I sank down, then I opened them, and I know there was a fierce light in them.

“Is this what it felt like when you fucked your tarts?” I growled.

He looked so sad then. But that was okay. He deserved it. Any man who cheats deserves severe punishment.

I rose up, lowered myself.

The helpless look in his eyes. He was getting fucked, and felt nothing.

“Use your hand to keep your cock down. I don’t want it up my ass.”

A look of anguish on his face, he pushed his penis down.

Now I could really go to town. I began to ride that dildo like it was a racehorse. Up and down. In and out. I squirmed and I wiggled. I could feel that big, black shaft, with all its delicious, raised veins, corkscrewing inside me.

I leaned forward, let myself be supported on my knees, and my breasts brushed his chest. They were like twin points of fire and I commanded. “Suck them.”

He was so horny, I had never seen him so horny, to be this close to a fuck, and yet denied…how exquisite.

He gripped my tits with his hands, I could feel his real cock bounce against my ass when he let go, and brought his head up. He sucked on one nipple, pulling with his teeth, and grinding up with his hips.

He wanted to fuck, he wanted to use his dick, but the result was that he pushed harder into me with his fake dick.

“Oh, fuck!” I groaned. “I like that!”

He went to the other nipple, and I reached under and began diddling my button.

I felt it starting, the tidal wave that threatens, comes looming in, overshadows, and then…then…it smashed me down. I arched, reached under and pulled on his balls, and the waves started slapping me silly. I came and I came, and Jack looked up in shock.

When I usually came on him he was deep in his own orgasm, and he had never really looked at me when I blew my top. Now, divorced from sensation, prisoner of the fuck instead of in command, he stared as I came apart.

I felt like a volcano had just erupted in me. My tits felt like they were burning up. My pussy felt like somebody had just hit it with a sledge hammer. A gentle sledge hammer, but you get the idea.

I fell forward, gasping, my eyes closed.

If there was ever a moment that he could have fucked me, that was it. I was senseless, powerless, deprived by the power of a good fuck, and he could have just slipped his cock up my ass, or even pulled the big, black one out of me and replaced it with his own somewhat smaller member.

But I think he was in too much awe.

And, the odd thing, his cock was harder than I had ever felt it. For a moment I even thought he had cum. There was a slick moisture running in my crack, then I realized it was just pre-cum.

I lay there for a long minute, and he just held me. It was a tentative hold, but his arms were around me. He was confused, but he was smart enough not to move.

I rolled off him and looked at the ceiling. I murmured, “Once black…holy shit!”

“Uh…”

I turned my head and looked at him.

“I need to cum.”

“Hah!” I blurted. “Now go put your new things in the guest room.”

“But aren’t I sleeping here?”

“You dip shit,” I laughed. “I don’t sleep with women. I want a real man. A man with a big cock who doesn’t cheat.”

When he walked out of the room he looked like he felt about two inches tall.

I smiled, pulled the covers over, and slept. And, man, did I have sweet dreams.


PART TWO

“Wow! Holy fuck! That is hot!”

Jack had just returned from the doctor with his new vacation boobs.

Vacation boobs, for those not in the know, are a solution injected directly into the chest. The solution adheres, and takes a month to go down.

I licked my lips and he looked at the way his bra was stuffed. It was a half bra, and his nips peeked over the top. They were stiff. Quite stiff. And he had a bulge of flesh that would make the most delicious cleavage when I put him in the right kind of dress.

“They’re not too big?”

“Oh, honey, if anything, they are too small. I think, when it comes to boobs, I’m a size queen.”

I was a pretty healthy lady myself, and right then we were about the same size.

“Next month you’re getting bigger ones. And maybe we’ll have permanent ones put in.”

Oddly, the compliment seemed to reassure Jack, and even to make him happy.

He looked up and smiled. “They are pretty good.”

“God, too bad you’re a cheater. I’d let you fuck me like a woman.”

He quickly saddened. It was still only the first month, and I wasn’t about to let go of insulting him. Not this soon.

“But,” I added, “A couple of good things.”

“What?” he brightened a little.

“You’re going to get to jack off.”

Now, truth, I think he had already jacked off a few times. But, while I didn’t like that, I wasn’t about to skulk around and be the masturbation police.

“The chastity tube came.” And he was sad again.

“Cheer up, baby. At least you get to cum.”

“Oh.”

And that was odd. He acted like he wanted to cum all the time, and now that he had the chance, he didn’t seem all that thrilled.

We went out to the patio where I had opened the box and spread out the working pieces to his tube.

It was plastic, had a bunch of sharp points inside, shaped like a cock, a small one, and had a bunch of rings.

I sat down on the lounge chair, smiled, and said, “Jack off.”

Oh, the shame, the embarrassment.

“But…”

“Come on. And hurry up. I don’t have all day.”

Tentatively, he pulled his panties down and lifted his dress. Man, his cock was hard. It was harder than steel and throbbing.

And dripping. I had noticed that this last week. An occasional drip had changed into a stream of fluid that damped his panties so bad I had told him to wear a pad.

I watched with interest as he took his cock in hand and began stroking it. Immediately, he felt the effect. He groaned and stroked harder.

I settled back and watched. Shortly his hand was a blur and he was slightly bent over. But after a minute he slowed down.

“What’s the matter?”

“I can’t…it’s too embarrassing.”

“Hunh.”

“Maybe, just this once, you could…”

“I’m not spreading my legs for you. Cheater.”

He sighed, and his shoulders sagged a little. “But I don’t know how I can…” he shrugged.

“Well, we have several choices. I can get you drunk, and when you’re passed out I can put it on you.”

He didn’t look too happy about that.

“Or I could just kick you in the balls. A few kicks and that prick won’t be so happy.”

“I don’t think I want that,” he mumbled.

“Or, you could go get one of your girlfriends and let them fuck you.”

I glared at him.

Sure, I was being a bitch, but I was the innocent victim here.

“I’ll get drunk.”

Drinking solely for the purpose of passing out is not much fun. And,  it’s dangerous. There is such a thing as alcohol poisoning.

Still, the other methods weren’t that attractive.

So, he opened up the cheap bourbon, I wasn’t about to waste the good stuff on him, and he started drinking. And drinking. And drinking.

He got maudlin, apologized and cried. But the tears of a drunk aren’t worth much.

He got sloppy. Laughing at himself, and at me. Said everybody in the world was so stupid.

And he went to sleep.

Good.

He was on the couch in the living room, and I pulled one leg off the couch and he lay and snored. I took his limp prick and fit the tube over it. I shook it, it was a good fit, and I found the right ring for his package. I fit the two pieces together and put a padlock through the hasp.

I stepped back and stared down at my sleeping husband. He was in a dress, but naked from the waist down. He had on full make up and long nails. He had a cage on his cock, and I grinned.

If somebody had told me, a few months previous, that I would ever be party to such a scene I would have laughed.

Well, I wasn’t laughing now, but I sure was grinning.

And I had the weird thought: I gots me a sissy! Bada bing!

Then I turned off the lights and left the sleeping lout.

Jack was a glum fellow the next day, and for days afterward, and I could tell that the frustration was already starting. Heck, he had had no orgasms for more than three weeks, and now he kept looking down at his groin, and adjusting himself.

“What’s going on?” I asked, after he served me breakfast.

“It keeps trying to get hard.”

I smiled. “Too bad.”

He frowned at my insouciance.

“Now, you’ve got boobs, you’ve got a chastity tube on to control your filthy impulses, and we’ve been sucking your nipples every day.”

He blushed a bright red. Seems like he never got over blushing.

“It’s time to talk about nipple jewelry.”

“I don’t want to get my nipples pierced,” he said.

I looked at his chest. His nipples were hard and poking into the blouse he was wearing. “Your nipples say otherwise.”

“That’s the material rubbing on them.”

“Well, whatever it is, we’re going to head for the piercing studio right now.”

Sad, defeated, but looking very sexy, he followed me to the car.

As usual, I drove. He probably could handle heels on the pedals now, but I found that I liked to drive. No more putting up with wrong turns…I was in charge.

We arrived outside a scurrilous looking tattoo parlor and walked up to the door.

Inside it was a bit gloomy, and two fellows were sitting in chairs and laughing. They were both muscular and had ink over every part of their bodies.

As we approached I heard the tail end of a joke. ‘…that’s a very nice hippopotamus on your arm.’ ‘Mom! That’s my girlfriend!’

The two guys laughed, and looked at me. “What can we do for you?” asked one. He had a ring through his nose and a rooster on his temple.

As a lawyer I knew the best way to get what you wanted was to tell a joke, and I had a big store of them. Not that I had to shmooze these guys, but I like a good joke.

“Did you guys hear about the husband that had ‘I love You’ tattooed on his dick?”

The two tattoo artists got quirky smiles on their faces.

“He showed his wife and she said,’There you go again, trying to put words in my mouth.’”

They chuckled.

“Heard that one, eh?”

“We have, but you told it well.”

We all smiled, and I asked, “I want my husband’s boobs pierced. His nipples, that is.”

They perked up at that. Jack didn’t look like a man at all.

“Sure, what kind of jewelry you want?”

“A shield.”

“Big or small?”

Just big enough to cover the nipple.

One of the guys grinned and said to Jack, “You’re going to be horny, you know. You won’t be able to play with your nips.”

“That’s okay. I’ve got him in chastity.”

“Whoo!” said the other one. “Well, let’s do it.”

They had Jack strip off his dress and bra and lay on a table.

All the time Jack was totally humiliated.

Five minutes later it was done. They gave me instructions on how to keep everything clean and all, and one of them said, “We could give him a tattoo. He’s got good tits for it.”

I looked at Jack and a new level of panic was in his eyes.

Then the guy grinned and said, “That’s tit for tat.”

I groaned and rolled my eyes. Then I patted his hairy cheek. “At least you told it well.”

They laughed as we went out the door.

And I was about to bust from horny. Seeing Jack laying there, so helpless, getting his nipples pierced, it was just the absolute in having power over another person.

And I realized: there is power in sex, and there is sex in power.

Jack, as might be expected, was glum. He kept looking down at his chest.

He was wearing a bra, to hold up boobs, and wearing nipple shields that only I could get off.

I reached over and tapped him on the nipple, and he groaned. “What?”

“Are you feeling the heat, yet?”

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

My days of being super horny were here. So were Jack’s but there wasn’t anything he could do about that. He couldn’t play with himself, he couldn’t even play with his nipples. All he could do was walk around and get hornier and hornier.

I, of course, took great pleasure in his condition.

Yes, he was my maid, my pool cleaner, my pussy licker, but I started kissing him madly. He just made me so hot, and I would corral him, push him down on the couch, or back him into a corner, and fondle his cage and tap his nipple shields and kiss him. Long make out sessions that made me hornier and hornier, and made him more and more frustrated.

And the hornier he got, the hornier I got, but…I could do something about it.

First, I could have him eat me. And I did. Multiple times a day. I would just call him in and spread my legs, and he might give a sort of a sob, and then he was licking and eating and getting me off.

Second, date night was coming.

Date night. The first night that I would get to fuck somebody. I was looking forward to it.

In his own way, so was Jack.

He dreaded it, at least he claimed to, but he sure kept grabbing his crotch and adjusting his frustration a lot.

I had chosen a man at random. I simply went out to a nightclub and watched the various men, and I chose one.

He was tall, much more muscular than Jack, and when I told him what I wanted his eyes nearly popped out and rolled on the floor.

“I want you to meet me at my place, you can follow me home. My husband will be tied up in the next room, forced to watch us on camera. You hide your face if you wish, but I won’t be recording it. You can check the connections to make sure it isn’t, if you want.”

He was blinking, and his mouth moved a little, like he wanted to say something but, for the life of him, he didn’t know what.

I reached between his legs and grabbed his cock. It was nice-sized, and hard, with a big head. “What do you say, sport?”

He said yes.

I paid for our drinks and led him out of the club.

Interestingly, I wasn’t interested in holding hands or touching him. I didn’t know him, this was just a fuck, and there was a big pice of me that was scared.

Yeah, I arranged it all, planned it all, and I was scared.

But, things went down smoothly.

We arrived at the house and he parked his car in the driveway.

We started up the walk, and suddenly he touched my arm.

I turned, and he moved closer. It was in his eyes, he needed something to happen. He was scared, too, and he wanted to be reassured.

So I kissed him, got over my fear and planted my lips on his, and suddenly, I was loving it.

I loved the feel of his lips, so different from Jack’s sliding over mine. I loved the way his hand reached for my breast, held it, moved over it.

I put both arms around his neck then, and I attacked his mouth. I kissed voraciously, as if I wanted to suck all the life out of him.

He kissed back, gaining confidence, and I felt his cock pressing into my belly. I realized that he was bigger than I thought. When I had first groped him I must have gotten ahold of a half a chub, but this was the whole thing. This was the meat market. This was a real log.

We parted, and we both smiled, and were more relaxed. We entered the house.

“Why don’t you make a drink, the good bourbon is on top. I’ll go check on Jack.”

I went down to Jack’s room and opened the door. He was sitting in a  sturdy, wooden chair. A rope ran around his body and held him to the back of the chair. His hands were cuffed to the arms. His ankles were cuffed to the legs.

He looked at me, and I have never seen such wonderful frustration. Thank God I had put a penis gag in his mouth. I think he would have offered me the world to not do what I was about to do.

Too bad, Jack. This was my night.

I walked to the front of him and looked down.

He was wearing a blouse and I could see his nipple shields behind it. His cock cage laid on the chair, and there was a puddle of pre-cum leaking from it.

I smiled, kissed his forehead, and left the room.

“My name is Barry,” said Barry as he handed me a drink.

I sipped. “Sylvia.”

I took him out to the living room and we watched the far woods, and the stars in the night through the skylight. We lay on our backs on the floor, and we talked.

“What do you do?”

“I’m a salesman. You?”

“A lawyer.”

“You’ve got a wonderful place.”

Small talk. And it meandered for a while, then he asked, “So do you really have your husband tied up in another room?”

“Yep.”

Lines appeared on his forehead, “So, I don’t want to jinx anything, but…”

“How come we’re doing this?”

“Yes.”

I rolled onto my side and began undoing his buttons. “He cheated on me.”

“Wow. Excuse me, but why would he cheat on a beautiful woman like you?”

I kissed him for that one, and kept undoing his buttons.

He kissed back, and helped me out of my dress.

Then we were semi-naked, and ready. His cock was pressing out his tighty whiteys like it wanted to bust them.

“Time to adjourn to the boudoir, “ I whispered.

He rose, and helped me to my feet, and we walked down the hallway, our nervousness done, we walked with arms around each other.

I had put the camera in a corner and put duc tape on the red light, so there was no distraction.

He took me in his arms and wrapped me up. He bent my head back and kissed me long and slow and gentle. Our eyes were closed and it was the most delicious kiss I had ever had.

I knelt then, and pulled his underpants off. His cock sprang out, big and red, ready for loving.

He helped me out of my bra, and my boobs fell out, and he caught them and kissed them.

He still had a shirt on, so we took that off, then my panties.

Now we were naked, and trembling. His cock was leaking pre-cum, and my pussy was wetter than a swimming pool, and ready for somebody to dive in.

He pushed me back on the bed, and I pulled him, then I was scrambling back, and he was knee walking after me. We were grinning like fools.

I grabbed his penis, kept him walking, and then it was in my face. I engulfed that monster, as best I could, with my red lips. I sucked it down and he groaned.

I could imagine the terrible frustration that Jack must be feeling, watching this on the big screen TV I had hooked up.

I palpated Barry’s balls and backed off, stroked his cock. His penis was pulsating, I didn’t think he was going to last long, and a drool of pre-slime hung from it to my lips.

“Oh, baby,” he whispered. I could tell he was near out of control.

“Shall we do the deed?” I whispered?

There was a microphone right behind the headboard and I knew Jack was going to hear every little sound.

“Any way you want to do this?”

“I’d like to do it doggy style, if that’s all right. My husband’s cock is too small to really give me a good fuck. But yours…it’s so big.”

We moved around, and I made sure Jack would have a good view. I was on my knees, and elbows, my ass tilted up for easy entry.

I was wet, and Barry slid right into me, and it was like heaven had come to earth. That big cock sliding in, rippling along my vaginal passage, filling me up. I near swooned.

“Damn! You’re tight!”

“I told you, my husband’s cock is small.”

Barry was grunting and driving now, and I braced myself and took it, again and again.

“Oh, shit,” he whined. “I’m going to…wait!”

He pulled out and I gasped at the empty feeling inside.

He rested on me. “I’m sorry. I didn’t want to cum too soon. After all, this is for you, too, right?”

“Wow,” and I was serious, “a gentleman.”

I lay down then, and he sprawled next to me. I told him how big his cock was, how satisfying, and he played with my breasts, and then he used his fingers.

Oh, God! I love a man with good fingers!

He pushed two digits into me and began swirling and hooking, it wasn’t long before I was pounding on his chest and begging for cock.

“Give it to me, dammit!”

Barry laughed. “Not until you can say ‘If two witches would watch two watches, which witch would watch which watch?’”

I had to laugh, and I tried, and slaughtered it.

“Whi wish wash witch was…oh, FUCK!”

Then we were hysterical, like little kids unchained. When the laughter died, we grew serious. He kissed me, spread my legs and entered me again.

Long, slow strokes. Rubbing the side of his penis against my rim one way, on the opposite side of the hole on the other.

I arched and grunted and began to lose control.

God, do I love to cum, and this was the mother of all cums! I started to shake, and I found myself whining, then the deep throbs started and it felt like somebody was breaking bones inside my body. I was twisting, writhing, making sounds like I was speaking tongues.

There was no way Barry could hold out against that, and he started to push deep, and his cock started spurting. I could feel the the sensations deep inside as his cock unloaded. The pulse of his penis, the shoot of his cream, and suddenly it was leaking out of my hole, dripping down into my asshole.

“Fuck,” I whimpered. I was exhausted. I was officially creamed. I was fucked to a fare thee well.

Jack rolled off me. We lay there for a moment, staring at the ceiling, and wondering what the hell had just happened.

After a while he said, “You want to do it again?”

“I want to, but no. I only get one fuck a month, and that was it.”

He was silent, and I knew he wanted it again.

I rolled to him again. “In spite of what I said, in spite of what has transpired between us, I love my husband. So take what you’ve got and be glad. Unless you happen to be in one of the gin joints in the world at the appointed time, we’ll never do it again.”

“Well, thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”

With that he got dressed and left. And I was left with a pussy full of jizz, but empty of cock, and missing it.

And, I had a husband in the other room that needed to be untied.

Sighing, I got out of bed.

Jack didn’t say anything about Barry. He looked at me, and there was a deep something in his expression, but he didn’t talk.

I knew there were deep feelings in his soul. I knew he was coming to grips, making adjustments, and his life would never be the same.

That was exactly what I had set out to make happen. Changes on a deep level. But it was hard, for me as well as Jack.

I loved Jack. He owed me this. But there was still a piece of me that felt the guilt.

But, guilt or not, I would do it again. I would have to. I had to try and have another cum like that.

So the days passed, and Jack was quiet, dealing with his own torment. He waited on me politely, quickly, but in his eyes I could see the change.

And he was appreciative of me. On those rare occasions when he managed to be more than a maid we would find ourselves laughing, and looking at each other in new lights.

But those times, though heady, were somewhat rare. Most times he was a good maid.

He kept himself clean and made up. His hair grew and he needed to go to the parlor. He learned to take care of his own nails, and he learned to cook.

And, he learned to cook better than a woman. It shocks me to say that, but men are capable of the most wondrous things when they stop playing with themselves and get focused.

The end of the next month approached, and his boobs were deflating.

I called the doctor and told him that Jack was ready for the real thing. He wanted implants.

Jack was listening when I made the call, and he said nothing. He looked like he wanted to say something, but he controlled himself.

My Jack, controlling himself. A dream come true. Normally he would get a bright idea and go with it, never a thought to consequences. And I realized there was a deeper truth here: Feminization is a discipline. A man has to work to figure out and accept that discipline. And I, as a woman, had to support that intent.

So we went to the hospital and Jack got something called Chyna 2000s put in his chest. They were big, apparently designed for some woman wrestler they called ‘The Ninth Wonder of the World.’

I felt like Jack was the ninth wonder. He was stacked, built, monstrous. We had to buy him all new bras.

But it looked like he wasn’t just putting up with it. It looked like he liked it. I would catch him looking at himself every once in a while, and it looked like he was holding himself proudly, looking at himself proudly.

Then the second month ended, and it was time for me to fuck somebody.

I tell ya, I looked forward to it, and I was scared all over again. But I looked forward to it more, and so the night approached.

The surprising thing, though, was that when I went to tie Jack up he said, “You don’t really have to tie me up.”

I stood back and stared at him.

There was a calmness about him that I had never seen before.  There was a certainty of self that he had never before displayed.

“You won’t get upset and…and…” I looked at him.

“No,” he said. And he was so sure of himself that I believed him. And he said the most interesting thing. “I want to see this. It…it makes me horny.”

That was a blinking moment, and I asked, “But you can’t do anything about being horny.”

And he said, “I don’t want to.”

I was quiet.

He continued: “I’ve learned that being horny all the time is better than cuming…and coming down. I don’t want to be down again. I want to be horny forever. I just want to love you. With all my horniness.”

Well, that sure did it to me. I wasn’t sure if he took the wind out of my sails, or put it back in. And I thought it might be time for a sit down talk. But, right then, I had to go see a man about a dick.

I went out, and I brought a man home, and, though I didn’t have the massive cum of last time, I had a good one, a satisfying one, and I realized that knowing that Jack was free, and accepted this, and that it was okay…it made me happy, and that happiness translated into a marvelous fuck. A truly wonderful, heart warming fuck.

And so the year passed. Jack took care of the house, and I worked and came home to cleanliness, and sumptuous meals, and having my pussy eaten to a frothy cum. And, sometimes, to a strange man.

And I could feel deep changes in me, but I couldn’t have defined them. Except that…the changes, whatever they were, felt good.

Role reversal?

Exchange of power?

Yes.

But…more.

Something was happening inside us that was…good. We were achieving a fulfillment, a peace of soul we had not imagined.

“Tonight’s the night,” I announced, when I came home from work.

Jack smiled and held a tray to me. On it was a bourbon and Coke. The good stuff.

“Are you looking forward to it?”

He grew sober, then said, “I think so. It has to happen, anyway. So…yes.”

We ate. Or, rather, I ate and he attended the table. Made sure my drink was topped, that the butter was to hand.

After we ate I went into the bedroom while he cleaned up. I was wearing my lawyer suit, and I traded the skirt for trousers. Then I pulled my hair back and tied it. I worked on my make up, making sure my lips were red and plump, but my cheeks severe. Midway through my preparations I heard Jack go to his room, and I knew that he would be preparing himself the same way I was working on myself, with a few small differences.

He would be more feminine. I would be more masculine.

Finishing, I dropped my trousers and put on the strap on, and screwed the big, black cock into it. Then I headed down the hall.

I knocked on Jack’s door, and he told me to come in.

I opened the door, and he took my breath away.

His breasts were magnificent. Big and bountiful and framed in a wrap around dress so that his cleavage was deep. His face was perfectly made up, and I didn’t see any trace of the man he had been just a short year previous.

“Are you ready?”

“Yes…Sylvia.”

He stood up and I took his hand. I was wearing heels, and he wasn’t, so I was actually an inch taller than him. It felt good.

I took him back to the bedroom, turned and kissed him.

I kissed him like I had kissed a dozen strange men over the last year. I kissed him deeply, tasting his lips, marveling at how full and soft they were.

I slowly bent him back, like I was a Hollywood stud having his way with his leading lady.

He had lost weight, and he wasn’t as heavy as he had been.

When I had him turned enough I dropped him…right on the bed.

He smiled, and scooted back, made room for me.

“No,” I said.”

“What?”

“On all fours.”

His eyes brightened at that, and he knelt and held his ass up.

I penetrated him, and he gasped. I used lots of lube, but it was still a shock.

I hate to be gross, but imagine the biggest turd you ever passed, how you had to grunt and tighten all your muscles, and it was so big that it hurt. Now imagine that in reverse.

And, the moment of entry passed, I gripped his hips and held my position. My cock was buried in his man pussy. He was in shock, but…like all men, he liked it.

“How is it, my love?”

“I needed this,” he whispered back.

I began to fuck him then, I porked him, slammed into him.

He might be the soft boy, now a woman, but I was the bad boy, always looking for trouble.

He collapsed, and I climbed on his buns, refused to lose him.

I drilled into him, corkscrewed out, and he made whining, whimpering sounds.

For a long time I did him, and for along time he lay there, trying to do something, but able only to respond to my rhythm.

I could tell when he had finally had enough, it was the moment he stopped resisting. He submitted, and began to truly enjoy what I was doing to him. He moaned in pleasure, instead of protest, and pushed his ass up to take my big cock.

And I fucked him and fucked him and fucked him.


EPILOGUE

I awoke the next day, and I had mixed feelings.

This was the end of the year. I had been fucked by a dozen men, paying Jack back.

And he had lived as a woman, and finally understood the woman’s viewpoint. Never again would he be disrespectful.

Most important of all, I had fucked him. I had played the man and used him like a bitch. I had fucked him with no concern for his feelings, and he had learned that deep lesson that women learn, that submission is their role in a male dominated world.

And I had learned, too. I had learned what it was like to be masculine in a male dominated world. I had learned the joy of having somebody work their tail off just to make sure I had the peace of mind to go out and compete in a man’s world.

I had learned the joy of having a man submit to me.

But the year was over, and the deal was done. I was going to have to return to…to the way things had been.

Happy, but sad. That was me.

I got up, took a quick shower, and pulled a negligee on. I headed down the hallway and stopped. Jack wasn’t in his room. The door was open but he was up and about. Well, that was okay. After all, I no longer controlled his life. He had made amends and his punishment was over. All was forgiven. Totally.

I headed out to the kitchen, and found Jack had prepared breakfast.

Aw, that was nice. A final gesture, before he changed back to the old Jack, moved back into our room and began taking his pleasure with me. Heck, he would even have the implants taken out, and I sure would miss those big, old boobs.

“Good morning,” I said.

“Good morning, ma’am,” he held my chair and I sat, and I looked up at him.

He placed dishes before me, eggs Benedict, waffles, sausage.

“What’s this?” I asked.

“Breakfast, ma’am.”

“Yes, and I appreciate it, but isn’t the year over.”

Jack stood in front of me then, and he twisted his hands in his pink apron. “Uh, about that…”

“Yes?”

“I’ve learned a lot about myself this last year, and I really learned how inconsiderate and even abusive I had been to you. Do you think…could you…could we continue our relationship like it has been…for a while?”

I tilted my head. I hadn’t expected this.

“What about…?” I held up the key to his chastity belt. It was hanging on my neck.

He stared at it, as if mesmerized, and then shook himself. “I guess…I can still use the big black dildo on you, if that would be okay?”

“So you want to live your life as a woman, working dawn till disk making sure I’m happy. And you don’t need sex.”

“Well, maybe if you could do what you did to me last night. Every once in awhile, I mean. I don’t mean to be presumptive…” he fumbled the words.

“Well, I didn’t…” I paused, got control of myself. “We’re going to have to write new contract.”

“I’ve already taken care of that.”

I looked at him curiously. Jack had no talent when it came to contract law.

He reached over to the counter where he had the old contract ready. He placed it in front of me, and held three pens at the ready.

I read the printing added at the bottom of the contract.

This contract to be extended indefinitely.

I smiled. Under the additional legalese were two lines, one was ‘The party of the first part…’

The second line said, ‘The party of the second part…” and the second line was signed by Jack.

I took one of the pens and signed the first line.

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 By My Wife!

Femdom and feminization save a marriage!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“I can’t believe you.” I gripped the wheel tightly. My voice was strained.

Tammi sat in the passenger seat and wouldn't look at me. She just gazed out the window as the town passed by.

“That you would do that…to me.”

Silence.

“How could you?”

She cleared her throat, I thought she might be about to say something, but she didn’t.

“Don’t you have any explanation?”

“I like it.”

“But…that way? With…with…” words failed me.

We drove in silence for a minute, then she said in a soft voice. “I guess we know what I want now.”

“What?”

She said nothing.

I finally pulled the car over, stopped it, just sat their holding the wheel and breathing hard.

I finally looked at her.

“Look at me, damn it.”

She turned her head and faced me.

Tammi is a beautiful woman. A sizzling body with abundant breasts, perfect ass, and a face that should have been in the movies.

“Look,” she said. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry that you had to find out that way. I’m sorry you’re so upset. But you know what I’m sorry most of all about?”

I waited.

“I’m sorry that I can’t stop loving you.”

We had been at a party. Everybody was drinking. I was talking with some friends, telling jokes, and then I noticed that Tammi wasn’t anywhere. So I went looking.

I wasn’t jealous, I wasn’t looking for her because I was a highly suspicious jerk; I just looked for her because she’s my wife and I loved her.

And I found her. Ron Brown, a jerk if ever there was one, was the only one who would tell me the truth.

“They’re in the closet.”

The closet? I frowned. Every once in a while a couple would go into a closet. Basically, they would cheat. A man and a woman who were married to other partners, but, call it too drunk, call it deeply unsettled marriage, they would go into a closet and fuck.

Everybody would figure it out. Somebody would see them enter the closet, or come out. Or maybe the woman would have cum on her face, or in her hair. Whatever, they were invariably busted. Everybody would laugh, except for their marriage partners.

And now it was happening to me.

I tried the hall closet. Nope.

I tried a bedroom closet. John and Shiela, not the same last names, were fucking up a storm. She was bent over and he was working it like a dog.

After a few more closets I was ready to give up. I went outside to the pool area, frowned, and suddenly saw Sandy Tomlinson on the other side of the pool, at the tool shed. She was watching me and pounding on the door of the shed.

Of course, a look out. Sandy was besties with Tammi, and I knew, with sinking heart, that Tammi was in the closet with somebody.

But who?

My chest thudding, my heart breaking, I shoved Sandy aside and pulled open the door to the shed.

There she was. My wife. And it was worse than if she had been cheating. It was worse because she was half naked, pulling up her clothes, and the person in there with her and pulling up her clothes was…Jane Sewell.

Jane.

Tammi.

I blinked, my mind stuttered to a stop.

If it had been a guy I could have pulled him out and beat the crap out of him.

But…it was a woman.

My wife was cheating on me with a woman.

I had backed up, my legs staggering under the shock. I had simply turned and walked out to the car.

I didn’t know what to think. I didn’t know what to do. My mind was truly stopped.

A woman.

When I reached the car Tammi had caught up to me. She hadn’t said anything, just got in the car and was silent. Wouldn’t look at me.

And now I stared at her. Cars whizzed past. My mind was shattered, as was my heart, and I truly didn’t have a clue as to what to do.

“How have I failed?” I begged her to answer.

“You haven’t.”

“But you…prefer a woman…over me?”

“No. Not over you. I just always have loved women, and…every once in a while I grow weak. Tonight, it’s been a long time, I was high, and…” she shrugged.

I started the car up again and moved back into traffic.

We drove silently now, and I gave myself a forceful mental command to stop squeezing the steering wheel. Slowly, my white knuckles faded.

We arrived home, went into the house, and remained silent.

I poured myself a drink. Whatever jolly high I had had at the party was long gone. I needed a drink.

I sat down at the table and sipped bourbon. Straight.

Tammi went to the bedroom, but came back to the kitchen within a minute.

“We have to talk,” she said.

“About what?” I said bitterly.

“About you and me. I don’t want to lose you.”

“So you can have your cake and eat it, too?

“You can be mean and bitter if you want. But you could also choose to just have an adult conversation.”

I glared at her. “Well, wife of mine, it’s hard to be adult and grown up and everything when your heart has just been broken in two and thrown out with the trash.”

She sighed, then got up and poured herself a drink, then sat back down.

“Okay. So we both know it’s my fault. Not for just not telling you, but for actively cheating. For not telling you what I wanted and needed before we even got married.

“Why did’t you?”

“Because…because I wanted you, I love you, and I was afraid that if you knew that about me you wouldn’t…we wouldn’t…and I thought I could control myself.”

“So, are you a lesbian?”

“Tell the truth, I never thought about it, but…I guess I’m a bi. Bisexual. I mean, I always preferred men, but then, every once in a while, something would come over me and I wanted…a woman.”

“How many times have you…”

She hesitated, then decided the only way out was to tell the truth. “Maybe a dozen times since we’ve been married.”

I blinked. I had asked the question, but I wasn’t prepared for the answer.

“Who are they?”

“Do you really want to know?”

“Yes.”

“And if you know who they are it will change the way you act towards them. You’ll become snide, or something, slip in an insult. And then they’ll know. And it will snowball…”

I sipped some more bourbon. It was strong stuff and my throat was feeling raw. I would have to mix some Pepsi into the next drink.

But she was right.

I wanted to know who they were, all the women my wife had cheated on me with, but…she was right. I would be talking with one of them, couldn’t control myself, make a remark, and…did I really want to do that? Did I want to get into the whole idea of my wife’s cheating? All the emotional backwash?

No.

Yet it would hurt me.

But…it would be better not to know.

If it had been a man…men…then I would want to go beat them up.

But…I couldn’t afford to have those kinds of feelings towards women.

“What if I got help? Professional help?”

I thought about it. I wasn’t much of a believer in psychs. When you look at the statistics psychiatrists have one of the highest rates of suicide. That was not a glowing recommendation of their psychoanalytical prowess.

Bitter, hurt, I finally said, “I don’t want to talk about it.”

“But…”

“Tammi,” I gimlet-eyed her. “I need to let it all sit, to settle. I don’t have anything inside me but hurt right now. And I need to just let my mind rest; I need a little space to figure stuff out.”

“But we’ll talk later.”

“Yes,” I said.

She waited a second, and she was nervous, then she said, “Then let me have just one last word and I’ll leave you alone.”

I nodded.

“I love you with all my heart. I love every ounce of you. If I was to lose you it would crush me. I know this is all my fault, but you absolutely have to let me figure out how to make it better again. So, please, even if you don’t want to…we need to talk again. Will you promise me that?”

I hesitated, then nodded. Right at that moment I didn’t ever want to talk to her again. But hurts fade with time, and I knew that talking would, one way or another, help resolve this situation.

“Will you talk to me tomorrow evening? After dinner?”

I held still for a moment, then nodded.

“Would you like me to sleep on the couch tonight?”

“No.” Pause. “I’d like to sleep on the couch.”

“You…but…” then she nodded. I knew she was giving me as much space as she could to figure this out, but how do you figure out a broken heart?

I awoke, and wished I hadn’t. I just wanted to sleep through the pain and wake up and have it all over.

Still, when my eyes opened I could smell the delicious aroma of breakfast.

I turned over, feeling every lump on the couch and sighed.

Tammi myst have been sitting on the steps right behind the couch. “I made breakfast for whenever you’re ready.”

Nothing else. I didn’t respond, but we could feel each other living.

I laid there for a few moments and thought about the situation. My wife had cheated on me, that’s betrayal. But how did I feel about the fact that she cheated on me with a woman?

That was an interesting point.

With a woman she hadn’t been penetrated. So I didn’t have to worry about her bringing home a disease.

With a woman there was kissing, mouth to pussy, which I was fine with myself.

With a woman there might be some finger banging, probably was finger banging.

So it wasn’t the sex, it was—and this was a stupid but incredible thought—it was that she hadn’t told me.

But that wasn’t totally true.

But, she had lain with another person. She had found succor with another.

Not me.

In a logical world it was ‘so what?’

In my world it was a screaming betrayal.

Hunh!

I sat up, stood up, and folded my blankets. I put them in the hall closet on the way into the kitchen.

Tammi was sitting at the table, trying to wait for me without being obvious, which was impossible.

“Good morning.”

For a second I didn’t want to say anything, but I managed, “Morning.” I couldn’t include the ‘good.’

My plate was on the table, covered by a pan cover. I lifted the cover to reveal eggs, sausage and waffles. Butter and syrup were at my elbow, and I stared at the plate.

I wanted to throw the plate.

I didn’t want to be childish. I didn't want to give in to rage.

I wanted to scream at her.

I ate.

Slow, nibbling bites.

She was silent, with her own nibbled plate in front of her.

I finally said, “I’m better, but I still need some time.”

She nodded. “Okay.”

And so the day went. I did a lot of yard work, breathed fresh air and tried to lose my bad thoughts. Impossible. But the pain became a dull ache, and logic began to assert itself.

I watched TV in the afternoon. A football game between two college teams I didn’t know and didn’t care about…and didn’t know the score after the game.

A little time working on the computer, but that was a lost cause.

I knew I had to sit down and talk. I couldn’t live like a cripple. And that’s what it’s like when you are fighting the bad fight with someone you love. You feel like half a person, and that half is squashed.

We sat down and ate. A silent affair with me staring at my plate. And after dinner we began to talk.

“How come?” I asked.

“I’ve always had a thing for women. They appeal to me.”

“But you don’t want to marry one.”

“No.”

“What if I was a woman when you met me? Would you have still married me?”

I didn’t know the depth of my statement, I was just throwing out ‘what ifs,’ trying to wrap my head around the whole thing, but she actually gasped.

“I…right now, knowing you, I would say yes. Yes a thousand times.”

I was confused, didn’t know what to say, but I segued into “What if you met a person who was like me and she was a woman right now.”

That confused her and she said, “But I love you?”

Well, why did you…” and on and on. But the good thing was, even though I still felt like a bag of squashed shit, we were talking. Communications had started up.

No I didn’t understand.

At one point, to make a point, Tammi reached out and put a hand on mine.

I froze.

She froze on seeing me freeze.

I opened my mouth to say something, but didn’t.

“Do you want me not to touch you?”

Oh,  God. I wanted her to touch me. I needed her to touch me, but I couldn’t figure out how to respond. Yes, I want you to not touch me…no, don’t touch me. I finally settled on. “It’s okay.”

Slowly, slowly, the bits and pieces of my pain lessened, even started to disappear.

So we went through a week. I slept on the couch two more nights, then moved back into the bedroom. I watched her get undressed and felt the familiar feel in my loins. I wanted that body. I wanted to feel her warm and breathing and part of me.

She made it plain that she wanted the same.

Come the following Friday night, a night when we would normally be out partying, we stayed home. And we drank a little. And it came time for bed.

We lay in our bed, having our thoughts, and I felt her hand creep under the covers and touch me.

Her hand was on the side of my belly. It was warm, and it was afraid.

“Can I keep going?” she finally asked.

I nodded, and made a loud gulping sound.

Her hand went over my belly and she moved a little closer. Her hand, like an invading, creeping, infiltrating soldier wormed it’s way down to my groin.

I hadn’t had any for a week, and it was electric. My penis stood up and throbbed and took my breath away.

Yet she didn’t do much more than hold it for the longest time. In a way I wanted her to move, in another way I was deathly afraid.

Here hand snuggled over my penis, slithered down to my balls. I couldn’t breath.

Her hand felt my balls, assessed them, hefted them, handled them.

I took a breath, like a gasp.

Her hand slithered up my shaft and began stroking it gently. It went up and down, trailing over the skin, feeling the head.

It was electric, and…I moaned and turned to her.

We lay face to face, her stroking my shaft, bringing me closer and closer.

I raised my hands to her breasts, brushed her nipples and she gasped. I bent my head and took one nipple in my mouth, I held that boob and sucked, mightily, and found that I was crying. Then I wasn’t sucking anything, I was just holding her, or rather she was holding my head to her breasts and I sobbed helplessly.

Tears. Good. Big breakthrough.

But we didn’t make love. I just lay there, my penis poking her thigh, and finally I just went to sleep. I wanted to be one with her flesh. I wanted her to be part of my dreams. I wanted her love.

I awoke, and was entangled with my wife’s body. We had slept so close we might have had one heart.

I moved back a little, and she was already awake.

“Good morning,” she whispered.

“Good morning.”

Yet she was wise enough not to push it.

And I had included the ‘good,’ and meant it.

We arose and went downstairs. Naked. We didn’t decide or talk about it, we just did it.

Naked, making breakfast.

Naked, eating breakfast.

Naked, our eyes occasionally passing over each other, and we could feel the spark waiting to ignite.

We went yard sale-ing that morning. Drove around and picked through other people’s stuff, looking for a deal, laughing at junk, and occasionally marveling at a find.

We wandered between tables stacked with kid’s clothes and gimcracks. We fingered through books and I examined tools. At the third house we held hands.

That night we had dinner, and we didn’t talk so much, we just put on an old movie and sat on the couch and watched it. Key Largo, then that classic of classics…Casa Blanca. It was Humphrey Bogart night, and Tammi fixed up a plate of popcorn and added a cube of butter and we ate and said lines.

Then we moved to the next century and watch World War Z.

Now, here is the weird thing. Normally, watching a movie, Tammi would make a remark if a hunky dude came on the screen. ‘Man, how hung is that guy?’ Then she would tease me. ‘Would you mind if I fucked Brad?’ or something like that. And I would laugh and say I wanted a Scarlett Johanssen movie next.

But we watched the movie, and she didn't say anything like that, and I wanted her to.

And we watched and watched, and I wanted that normalcy, I wanted that teasing aspect. I wanted to be able to talk with my wife in that joking manner.

I finally whispered, “It’s okay if you want to fuck Brad Pitt.”

She drew in her breath, I could feel her heart pounding. “What if I wanted to suck him off?”

“As long as you swallow.”

Her head was now turned against me. My arm was around her. We were in our own conversation and the zombies on the screen didn’t matter much.

“What if Brad Pitt was a woman.”

Bingo. There it was. The bridge to and from reality. And to and from our problems.

“I…I…” gulping, trying to breath, I said, “Okay.”

We were frozen then, en tableau, not able to make a sound.

Suddenly she took my hand and pulled me from the couch. We left the TV yapping away and she led me upstairs. Up the stairs, down the hall, and into the bedroom.

Our bedroom. Our room of consummation. Where we became one. The beast with two backs, safe from the world, safe in our own world.

She undressed me slowly, taking her time with buttons, and I leaned forward and kissed the delicate side of her throat.

She took off my shirt, tossed it aside, and I held her breasts, marveled at their weight, their shape, and how hot they made me.

She undid my zipper and my buckle, and my penis poked out.

She kissed me then, holding my head down and my penis up, our lips fused as if one. Our breaths one, our hearts beating against each other.

I kicked off my pants, then shimmied out of my underwear.

She began undressing. I sat on the edge of the bed and watched her.

I watched her take off her blouse and bra, and my breath caught as I looked at her breasts. Beautiful mountains. Baby feeders. Husband lovers.

She shimmied out of her skirt and I marveled at her soft flesh, so round and tantalizing.

She pushed me back on the bed and climbed on top of me. She leaned over me, her breasts brushing my chest, and kissed me.

Her mouth was a thing alive, voracious, sucking as if to suck the life out of me, yet more giving than taking.

We held on and I rolled over, wound up on top, and I lifted her body and moved her around on the bed.

She stared at me.

And I could see the thought of the moment. This is a person apart from me, who I have committed to. Like we were aliens, but bound by eternal law.

I reached down to her junction and trailed my fingers up and down her slit, make her groan, making her eyes open, revealing her hunger.

“Fuck me,” she whispered. “Fuck me now.”

I moved into her, my head first, pushing flesh aside, slithering through the tunnel of her love, our pubes finally meeting, my balls touching her ass.

She groaned,, arched her back and held my head. I contorted slightly as I humped her. My hips drove back and forth, in and out, Pushing her hips wider, and she lifted her legs and wrapped them around my back. A python dedicated to strangling all hate.

I drove in and in, and she arched and made the most delightful grunting sounds.

Our sex squelched, and we giggled.

Then she was cumming. Cumming big time. No sex like make up sex. Her whole body was spasming, clinging, holding, and her hips moved forward and tried to squeeze more and more out of me.

But…I wasn’t giving.

I wanted to. I was desperate to. But…I couldn’t cum.

I could climb the hill, but I couldn’t jump off the cliff.

My penis wanted to, it writhed and wiggled and pulsed and throbbed, but it wouldn't squirt.

I kept trying, but finally slowed down. And then, shock of shocks, my pecker started to go limp.

“Hey,” she said. She moved her hips yet again, but I slipped out of her.

I rolled to one side and she went up on an elbow and faced me. “We can try again.”

“Not right now.”

“But later.”

“Yes. Later.”

Then I lay there and wondered what had happened. We were in love. I thought I had forgiven her, but…but I couldn’t make that last grunt, drop the seed, deposit my love in her.

The point of it all eluded me.

And we slept.

The next week was torture.

I was horny, that was sure, and we tried again, and again, but although she was having the grandest orgasms of her life…I was having nothing.

I had an official case of ED. Erectile Dysfunction. A pecker that wouldn’t peck.

My testicles were full. They were over full, feeling her get off time and again made me want to get off, and in the worst way.

But my penis was not only incapable, it began to stay soft. It wouldn't even erect. Instead of standing up and shouting ‘Hey! Look at me!’ it was laying down and sniffling.

Now that the ice was broken Tammi started doing everything she could to get me off. She gobbled, she stroked, she spent hours trying to get the little fellow to once again grow tall.

Nothing.

And the days passed.

There is a peculiar misery in being unable to perform.

There is a part of you that is desperate and wanting, ready to jump off a cliff.

And there is a part that wallows in hopeless despair, making up excuses and justifications.

‘Oh, it doesn’t matter.’ ‘It’ll come back when I’m ready.’

Months passed, and our life became a passage on a steam ship, caught between shores.

I used my mouth and hands to get Tammi off, but for myself…there was no joy in Mudville.

So what do you do when your favorite pastime is denied you?

You think. You have thoughts, and you keep them to yourself.

You dwindle inward.

All of which was hell to Tammi. She was vivacious and outgoing, and now I was no longer keeping up. I was falling behind, and what was worse was that she felt it to be her fault.

Was it? Maybe, but who cares? Logically, even emotionally, I held no grudge, but my body was speaking, and there was no way not to hear it.

The breakthrough, when it came, happened on a Friday night. We went out to a nightclub. Not to club, but to eat. We hadn’t been doing much partying, didn’t feel like it, but we ate and talked. Lots of talk these days, something to make up for the lack of fuck.

We were just finishing desert and ready to head for home. When Tammi suddenly brightened up and half stood and waved a hand.

Then a stricken expression crossed her face.

“What?” I turned and looked, and Jane Sewell was crossing the floor towards us.

I turned back to Tammi, and my emotions were going every which way but loose.

“It’s Jane.”

“I forgot,” she said.

I hadn’t forgotten. Jane Sewell was the one I had caught Tammi in the closet with.

I sat there, frozen, the people swirling around, chatting, being with each other, and I suddenly felt like an Eskimo in town hall. What the fuck was I doing there. What the fuck was I going to do! This was the person my wife had cheated on me with.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered.

Jane arrived at our table, greeted Tammi with an air kiss, and suddenly realized where she was. She looked at me face, and she remembered that night when I had opened the closet door and caught them.

Her face drained of color. “Oh, crap,” she said.

I said nothing.

Tammi said, “I just realized how awkward this is.”

“I’ll go.”

“No.”

I looked at Tammi.

“We were friends, probably still are under the surface. Let’s talk about it.”

“But, I don’t…” Jane was staring at me like I was about to come after her with a knife.

I sighed. “Sit down, Jane.”

Tammi pulled her hand, shoved a chair under her, and she sat and stared at me.

We sat, awkward, her embarrassed, for a long minute.

She started to get up. “I can see that I shouldn’t be here.”

“Jane.”

She paused.

“Sit down.”

She stayed, but was actually trembling.

I heaved a big breath and said, “If you don’t mind, I’d like to talk to you. Tammi and I have gone through a rough patch, and it would help if we could just…talk.”

She didn’t say anything. She licked her lips and I knew she was mentally focused on the exit.

“Heck, Jane. It might be embarrassing, I might even call you names, but it’s just talk.”

Tammi patted Jane’s wrist, and she slowly relaxed down in her chair.

Silence for a moment. Then I asked: “Would you like some desert?”

She shook her head.

“A drink?”

She nodded.

I waved for the waitress and we ordered three drinks. I had a bourbon and Coke, natch, and the girls ordered two fruity sounding concoctions.

We sat. The drinks arrived, and we each sipped.

And I asked, “How come Tammi?”

For a moment I thought she was going to bolt, but then she calmed herself and said, “Look at her.” She looked at Tammi.

I looked, and I saw the most beautiful woman in the world.

I nodded, then, back to Jane. “But she was mine.”

We were drunk. We showed no good judgement.”

“So if she was a man, would you have…done what you did?”

“Probably. She’s so beautiful…who could resist her?”

“Even if her was a him?”

“Especially if her was a him.”

“Are you a lesbian?”

“No.”

“You’re like…like a bi person?”

“I guess you’d say that. It’s all love, you know.”

It’s all love. Hunh.

I was quiet for a moment, and Jane and Tammi traded a couple of awkward sentences.

I blurted, “I cant’ get it up anymore.”

Silence.

“At first I just couldn’t cum, certainly not have an orgasm, but now it just lays there. Limp.”

“I don’t know what to say…I guess it’s my fault, but I didn’t…” she trailed off. Then she said, “I don’t know what to say because women don’t have that problem.” And, here came the bomb. “Maybe you should try being a woman.”

I will always wonder why she said that. It was weird, not appropriate, out of the blue. But the words just floated into the air and stared at me. But it wasn’t the words. It was what they did to me.


PART TWO

We drove home. Silent, and thinking about Jane Sewell.

I didn’t hate her. I didn’t feel much of anything for her.

But what she had said, ‘Women don’t have that problem.’ And, ‘Maybe you should try being a woman.’

Try being a woman.

We arrived at home. I pulled into the driveway and just sat there. Tammi started to get out of the car, but stopped when I obviously wasn’t moving.

“What?”

“When she said that,” I didn’t have to explain what she said, “I got an erection.”

Tammi turned to me. She reached across and held my hand. “What does that mean?”

“I don’t know. I just know that when she said I should be a woman I got an erection. The first one in months.”

I looked at her and, the first time in months, I grinned. “I wanted to sweep the dishes off the table, throw you on it, and rape the fuck out of you.”

She grunted, a twist of a smile appearing on her face.

“They would have called the cops.”

“Or charged admission,” I chuckled.

“So,” furrows appeared between her eyebrows, “Does that mean…what does that mean?”

“It means I got turned on.”

“By the thought of being a woman?”

“I don’t know.”

“Okay…okay…” she thought, then, “You have no cock, just big tits. You wear a dress.”

I stared down at my crotch.

She stared.

My crotch…bubbled. My penis was stuck in the folds of my pants, but it was getting harder, wriggling against the material, trying to stand up.

“Oh, my gosh,” whispered Tammi.

“It’s alive,” then I realized what I had said. I had repeated what Dr. Victor Frankenstein had said when his monster came to life. ‘It’s alive!’

She reached down into my lap and grabbed the monster. “I could put a dress on you.”

SPROING!

“I could put make up on you.”

PULSE. PULSE. PULSE. Blood rushed through my monster.

We had actually touched upon this subject several times, but only in passing, and never having any intention. But now…courtesy of Jane…

“Are you a bi?” Tammi giggled.

I had asked her that, and it had been so serious, but now we were starting to laugh. The thing that had been missing these so many months, laughter.

“It’s coming to get you, Barbara…” I spouted a line from that classic monster movie, ‘Night of the Living Dead.’

“Oh, no! Should I put a stake through its heart? Where’s the holy water!”

We got out of the car and rushed upstairs. Into the bedroom, ripping off our clothes. It only took a minute to get to our bed and…my boner was gone.

We looked at my sad lap sadly.

“What happened?”

“It’s gone.”

“What should we do?”

Tammi breathed out, “We need to feminize you. We need to actually make you into a woman.

We stood there in the bedroom, staring at each other.

It was so bizarre. It was weird. It was…what we needed to do.

“I can’t,” I said.

“If you ever want sluggo to live…then you’re going to need to.”

“But…but…” I turned and walked out of the room.

Tammi was right behind me.

I went down to the living room and sat down and watched the TV that wasn’t turned on.

Tammi sat down next to me. “What’s wrong?”

“I…I’m a man. It’s wrong to dress up like a woman. To be a crossdresser. A…a transgender tranny type of person.”

“It’s therapy.”

“But I don’t want to be a transvestite!”

“Just at night, to help get you started.”

“But…but…”

“But what?”

I didn’t say anything.

“You like it when I dress up as a woman.”

“You are a woman.”

“I’m a person, and so are you. And people can be what they want.”

“But…” I stared at her.

“You want to know something?”

“What?”

“The idea of you dressed up as a woman turns me on.”

My eyes were pies.

“Right after I cheated on you, you were talking, and you asked me. I remember it exactly, ‘What if I was a woman when you met me?’ You were talking about if you were a woman…would I still be attracted…”

“I remember.”

I was attracted right then. That statement, it tweaked me, it made me horny. My damned thighs felt slick I was so wet. But I didn’t say anything. Everything was so mixed up, and…and I didn’t say anything.”

“But you’ve visualized me as a woman?”

“Since then…again and again. Sometimes, even when we’re making love. Sometimes you’re down there eating me out, and I can hardly stand it. I visualize you with breasts, a pussy, and I want to sixty-nine you. I want to eat you. I want to chew on your titties until you scream.”

I said nothing. My mind was like a stained glass window in a church, huge and sacred and…shattered.

Thoughts of what is a man…what is a woman…went scootering through my head.

“You never said anything.”

“It’s too weird.” Then: “I like woman, I love you. The idea of you being a woman…it’s the best solution, the thing that turns me on the most. I even researched it on the internet. If we dressed you up like a woman and we made love you would be what they call a ‘male lesbian.’

A male lesbian. Wonder suffused my voice.

“Can you see it? Can you imagine it? Do you know how sexy nylons are? Or what it’s like to wear high heels? Do you know how incredible it feels to change your face?

“Do you know what it feels like to walk down the street and feel eyes on you? You can actually feel your skin prickle where a man stares at it. You can feel your breasts, like they are hairy and the hair is standing on end.

“Do you have any idea what it feels like to be able to cross your legs without worrying about smashing your balls? To run without being bowlegged?”

I laughed. “Testicles are cool things to have between your legs.”

“Tits are wonderful to have on your chest.”

I was silent. Then: “What if…what if we did this. How would it change our relationship?”

“It would change it as much as we let it. If we don’t like it, we just back up. No harm, no foul.”

“And you wouldn’t think I was a pansy?”

She got off the couch and sat on the coffee table in front of me. We were both leaning forward, our lips inches apart.

“I might, and that might be the whole point. And maybe it wouldn't be. We don’t know how we’ll look at each other until we do it.”

She was getting closer, breathing on me. She was excited and she reached between my legs and took my cock in hand.

“Look how excited you are!”

I couldn’t deny that. My cock was hard as it had ever been.

“Wouldn’t you like to be that excited al the time?”

“Um…yeah.”

“Then let me feminize you.”

I said, “Not tonight.”

“If not now…when?”

“Well, there are problems we need to face.”

“Like what.”

“Like I’m taller than you. It would be stupid if I squeezed into your clothes.”

She frowned.

“So go to the Goodwill tomorrow and pick me out something that will fit. And shoes. You want me to wear my clodhoppers? Or do you want to find some real high heels? Or pumps, or…or I don’t even know all the shoe styles, but do you want me squeezing into your shoes? Hell, I’d probably bust them.”

She gave a slight grin at the idea of my feet bursting the seams of one of her pairs of shoes.

“And I hate to say it, but…what about my dick?”

“Of course, your dick. Isn’t that what it’s all about?”

“It is, but I’ll be a pretty funny woman with a dick sticking out through my dress.”

“We could get you a chastity device.”

“A…I don’t…”

“Oh, I wouldn’t keep you in it all the time. Just when you were a woman. When you weren’t I would let you loose.” She giggled. “I like that idea. “A cock on demand. Just unlock and…BOING!”

I laughed. I realized that we were, for the first time in months, happy. Going on and on, feeding our good humor off each other.

Like we used to do.

For a moment neither of us said anything, just enjoyed the humor and our togetherness.

“So we’re going to do this.”

“I’ll need to shop. Goodwill tomorrow. And I’ll pick up some underwear for you. We’ll measure you tomorrow so I can get the right fits.”

“I’ll look into chastity tubes.”

“I’ll get some make up that will match your skin color.

She was jacking me with one hand, and touching my cheek with the other. My cock felt like steel in her hands.

She kissed me. She placed her lips on mine, and it was like the first kiss we had ever kissed. It was fresh, and wild, and unknown, and…and everything it had been until I had caught her in the closet.

And it was driving all thoughts of closets and cheating and Jane Sewell out of my mind.

We broke, and I said, “As long as you really let me out of the chastity thing.”

“Oh, I probably will,” she dismissed my concern airily.

“Wait a minute…”

She giggled, “You’re just going to have to trust me.”

And there it was. Trust. What we had had before, and what we were finally figuring out again. Trust, the unspoken contract between true lovers.

After a couple of hours of planning and creating, we finally went to bed. I was hard as a rock, but we didn’t try anything. We sort of knew that feminization was the key to this. If I tried to fuck before we accomplished this I was risking everything. If I was patient, we could do it.

And, a weird thing, I liked being horny for Tammi. I liked the shivers I got. It was like being a 16 year old boy going out on his first date, but with all the positives and none of the negatives.

A moment of reflection, and I realized that that was what she must have felt upon imagining me as a woman.

Laying in bed, I mused, “So I’ll be a male lesbian, and you’ll be a…what? A bisexual?”

She just snuggled against me, put a hand on an excited nipple, and mumbled, “I’ll be in love. That’s what I’ll be.”

And we slept.

Can a guy have a hard on all night?  I thought maybe, because I woke up with one. I had gone to sleep completely bonerized, and woke up the same.

Tammi woke up and hoped on me.

“Don’t try to cum,” she said, as she slithered down my hard pole. “We don’t want to mess with the magic.”

I lay back and enjoyed the feeling of her bouncing on me. I loved the look on her face, and when she came I never felt so happy.

But I didn’t try to cum.

Intuitively, we knew she was right.

Finally, she lay on me, breasts flattened against my chest. Breathing hard. “Not bad, woman.”

I thought that was going to make me cum. I actually felt that surge and I pushed her off me.

“What?”

“That almost made me cum.”

Oh, how she giggled. And she slapped my pecker lightly and said, “You’re going to wear a dress! And lipstick. And nylons.”

I laughed, then got up. “I’m going to take a cold shower.”

“Take a hot shower. I want that sucker standing up!”

So I did, and she joined me, and we soaped the heck out of each other, paying special attention to private parts.

I soaped her pussy, running my fingers through the folds of her sex until she moaned and had to be held up.

She soaped and rinsed me, then took me in her mouth, but watched carefully to make sure I didn’t have an ‘unauthorized’ squirt.

Then she got dressed. She had to go to the Goodwill, but I didn’t. I had to go looking for sex toys on the internet, and one doesn’t have to be dressed for that.

I watched her get ready, and I imagined her clothes going on me.

She looked over at me, saw the excitement in my eyes. “Now, remember, I want you to Nair your body.”

“No prob,” I said.

“And use some of my body cream. Make yourself sweet smelling for me.”

I nodded.

And she was gone.

So I went downstairs, led by my magic tuna finder, and settled in in front of the computer.

Chastity tubes are nefarious things. A man locking his junk up. What’s up with that?

Yet I could feel the excitement that such thought brings. And beyond that was the idea of handing control of my sex to another person. To be teased, to be denied, to feel my desire grow larger and larger.

I looked through Amazon, but they hadn’t much of a selection. Apparently they weren’t make enough money off chastity devices. Or maybe they had a prude in charge of the place.

So I set off on the big hunt.

Lots of places sold the generic chastity tubes, and there were a lot of things to consider. Did I want to be so small my cock couldn't move at all? Did I want to hang loose in one of the devices?

And this ‘ring’ thing thing. I measured myself time after time, and worried that my balls would turn black and fall off.

And…the catheter. Did I want a tube running up my cock? That was a scary one, at least for me. And some of the catheters were long! Those tubes would run all the way back into my groin and come out my asshole!

And, I had to choose between colors, materials and designs.

I read the reviews, and even that was weird. One star with no reason. Five stars and it was ‘okay.’

Three stars, but would have been five if the delivery had been more prompt.

Still, it was understandable, I just had to wade through the horse shit. But by the time Tammi came home I had ordered a couple of devices. And a couple of vibrators for the heck of it, and a pair of pussy panties, which were latex with an actual pussy on it. And a couple of books. Some gal named Grace Mansfield seemed to have a lot of books on the subject of feminization. Once I finally found her author’s page on Amazon.

But, I was done, and sitting back and thinking of a whiskey when I heard the garage door slam.

“I’m home!”

“So am I!”

We came together in the kitchen. Me naked and her clothed. We did one of those kisses where I bent her back and over and just took her breath away.

Coming up for air she said, “Lord, I’m going to keep you this way.”

“What way?”

“Naked and horny.”

“Ha! And I’ll keep you like the TV show. Naked and afraid. Very, very afraid.”

I went out to the garage and started bring bags in. Bags and bags. Tammi had really gone overboard.

“What about the chastity thing?” she asked.

“In the mail.”

“Good. Because you’re not cumming until I lock you up.”

“Wait a minute! How can I cum if I’m locked up?”

She smooched me, and whispered, “Don’t worry.” Then she gave me the evil laugh, “Heh heh!”

Upstairs, in the bedroom, we began unpacking the goods.

“Let’s throw out all your old male clothes.”

“Wait!”

“Okay. But you only get to wear them when I give you permission. In writing.”

That made me chuckle.

I put all my male clothes on the left side of the closet, then started hanging up the dresses, blouses, and things. Tammi was putting the underwear into my dresser.

I put a couple of pairs of shoes, high heels, under the dresses, and called out, “I think you may have gone overboard.”

“Probably, but once I got started I couldn’t stop. Seeing you as a woman in my mind…Mmmm.”

“So when are we going to do this?” I asked.

“I figured we’d start around your birthday. that’s only four months away, and…”

She giggled at the look on my face.

“Today. Right now.”

I felt my heart pounding. A sense of excitement swelled through my chest.

“Now.”

“Of course, you won’t be allowed to cum. Not until the chastity device is here.”

Boy, that had me flummoxed. How could I cum if I had a chastity tube on?

“Here.” She tossed me a squarish, ribbed sort of thing with sturdy clasps.

“What’s that?”

“A tummy shaper. I could have gotten you a full length one, but then your poor pecker would have to go to prison. I didn’t think you’d like to be confined that way on your first day as a woman.

“Oh, Lord.” I slapped my face and spoke like a woman, “Please don’t take my cock away.”

She laughed, and I needed help to get the tummy shaper on. I actually had to lie down on the bed and she got on me and knelt and i sucked in and she managed to close the clasps.

“Whoa,” I said. “That’s tight. It’s making me dizzy.”

“Yeah, but look how round it makes your hips. And even your chest is pushed up. You’ve actually sort of got cleavage.”

I looked down at my chest. She was right. My pecs were squashed and pushed up and…it looked like I had a bit of valley between my boobs.

“Okay, let’s go the rest of the way.” She handed me a bra.

I fumbled with it, and she laughed, but I finally got it on the right way and the straps over my shoulders.

“Here are your boulders,” she handed me a pair of tear dropped boobs.

“Boulders?”

“You’re wearing an over the shoulder boulder holder, so these must be the boulders.”

I nodded, and pushed the breast forms into my cups.

Boom! I had titties. I had bosoms, biguns…boulders.

I looked at the mirror and was astounded at the sudden femininity of my figure.

The big tits made my waist look smaller, and my hips flared out just like a woman’s. I was an hourglass. Yes, I was a little thicker, but the size of the boobs made my shape proportionate.

“Nice,” Tammi nodded. “Let’s get some nylons on you.”

I was having trouble bending with the tummy shaper on, so Tammi had me sit on the edge of the bed and she unrolled the hose up my legs.

Oh, it was kinky. Sexy. Magical. My legs felt compressed, like they were dicks and the hose was rubbers.

Which made my cock stand out even more.

Then she put a skirt on me, a cute piece of clothing that kept my knees together. “It’s called a pencil skirt. You like it?”

“I won’t be running any races.”

“Oh, you’d be surprised. Women who wear these are always racing away from horny men.”

“I guess they want to be caught.” I inspected my butt over my shoulder. Nice and round. A tush to be proud of.

She helped me into a blouse, a pale blue, sheer but opaque, if that makes sense.

“Well,” I said. “Except for hair and make up…”

“Don’t you worry about that. I’ve got a plan.”

“A plan?”

She had a mysterious look in her eyes.

At that moment…DING DONG!

My eyes opened up.

“Honey, do you trust me?”

And, glory be, I did. All this dressing up and planning to be feminized…it had softened me. And I trusted her again.

“Of course.”

“Then you are going to be seen as you are. You’re going to meet somebody. Just wait here.”

I waited, and I heard her open the door downstairs. I heard the gabble of voices, and I heard footsteps coming up the stairs.

At first I started to panic. I needed to hide. I couldn't let anybody see me this way.

But Tammi must have invited this person over on purpose. This person must know something about me.

I steeled myself and waited.

“Honey, I invited a professional over to do your hair and make up.”

Jane Sewell stepped into the room.

I was flabbergasted. Flummoxed, didn’t know what to say.

Jane did, though. She looked at me and her mouth curled upwards in a delighted smile.

“Liam, beautiful. You are beautiful. What a body. I am jealous.”

“Uh…”

Jane cross the room and looked at the make up on the Tammi’s table. “Good thing I’ve got my kit in the car.” She looked at me. “Well, come on, beautiful. Let’s finish you off.”

Tammi had crossed to me. I think she was a little worried, but since I didn’t blow my top she was okay. She helped me put on high heels and walked me across the bedroom.

Oh, Lord, high heels are hard to walk in!

She just chuckled as I wobbled and kept me going.

Downstairs I heard the front door open and close. Jane getting her make up stuff.

I made it to the stairs, then Tammi took mercy on me. She helped me out of the shoes and merely remarked, “You need a lot more practice before I let you fall down the stairs.”

Grateful, I moved down the stairs, glorying in the feeling of nylon feet on a rug.

I reached the downstairs just as Jane came back in the house lugging a suitcase. “Over by the dining room table,” she commanded. “The light there is the best.”

I took a seat by the big window and Jane began inspecting me. She handled my hair and tsked. She looked at my eyes and shook her head.

“You have got so much potential. We should have done this long ago.

“I didn’t know I was, uh…”

Jane snickered. “You didn’t know what? That you had a bit of the feminine in you?”

I shook my head.

“Well, honey, let me tell you, you do. Every man does. Most men are too chicken to find out, though.”

She began cleansing my face. She used a couple of little sponges, and I was stunned to see how much dirt my face had on it.

“But I just took a shower a while ago!”

“This stuff is in the pores. Soap and water is just a surface cleaning. You need to get the deep and the down.”

She primed my skin, put foundation on. She used little brushes with powder, her fingers when she applied creams.

It was a unique experience. My skin felt electric. It was hairs on end and very surreal. And I quickly figured out why women did it. It did make one feel special; it made one feel beautiful.

She did my eyes, and I watched as my orbital sockets became little caves and my eyes became shiny lights.

“Beautiful, beautiful,” she kept mumbling over and over.

Finally, she fitted a wig to my head and fastened it on. She gave it a gentle tug and it was obvious that it was there to stay. Then she leaned down and inspected me very closely, and rolled lipstick on to my lips.

Bright red. A slutty color if ever there was one, which was why I loved it so much.

She stood back and said, “Voila! A masterpiece!”

I stood up and I could see my reflection in the big picture window.

I bore no resemblance to a man at all.

I was stacked, and I had booty, and I simply looked like a woman.

Click. Click. Tammi took my picture, and I really got into it. I started to strike poses and Jane clapped her hands in delight.

Then Jane said, “You know, there is one little problem.

We all looked at my cock.

The pencil dress was tight, but my cock pressed outward on the material, and it was obvious that I was a man.

“Well,” said Tammi, “We’ve got a chastity device on order.”

“That would do it.” Jane stepped closer to me and reached down and pushed my cock. I groaned.

She grinned. “What?”

“You know.”

“I know what?”

“You know.”

She laughed. And we were all laughing. Then stepped even closer. She was inches in front of me, and she whispered. “You are the most gorgeous man I have ever made up.”

“Oh.” I was feeling incredibly giddy. I felt like liquid lightening was being poured through my emotions.

“Can I kiss you?”

I froze. Here it was. The thing that had started the whole dance. I looked at Tammi.

“Hey,” she shrugged her shoulders, “Who am I to complain?”

“Just a little one. I don’t want to mess your lips.” She grinned. “Please…please?”

“I…uh, okay.”

She closed the distance slowly, cautiously, and pressed her lips to mine. They were good lips. Curvy and plump, and they were different from Tammi’s.

Just a moment, her hand on the back of my neck, our lips fused like they were magnetized.

She broke the kiss, was breathing hard. “Just one more, but feel me up this time, you bitch.”

This kiss was harder, longer, and she moved my hand to her breast. She wiggled, and pressed my hand, and moved it around.

“Fuck me if I don’t want more,” she whispered.

“Not this time,” Tammi moved in, a big grin on her face. “Tonight he’s mine.”

“Oh, you lucky bitch.”

She stepped back, sighed, patted my cheek and said, “See ya, honey.” Then she gathered up her make up materials and headed out the door.

I was silent when the door closed.

Tammi came and put her arm around my waist. “I think my little hubbie likes girls.”

I sighed and said, “And I dinged you for that.”

“You did. And you were right.”

“Maybe, but if I ever ding you again please kick me.”

“Gladly. Are you ready to go upstairs?”

“But I thought I had to wait for the chastity device?”

“You do,” and she led me by the hand into the kitchen.

Now what the hell did she mean? She was going to fuck me…but I had to wait?

“What are we doing here? I thought we were going upstairs?”

“We are. But first I need to get you lubricated in more ways than one.”

Curiouser and curiouser.

She poured me a drink. Let’s talk about how a woman makes love.”

“Okay.” I sat at the table and sipped, was aware of leaving lip imprint on the rim of the glass.

She grinned at the expression on my face. “So how do women make love?”

“Well, they get together with a man…”

“Get more graphic.”

“The man puts his penis in the woman’s hole. Is that graphic enough?”

“It is, now I want you to tell me how you, as a woman, are going to make love to me.”

I was blinking, not sure where this was going. “I was going to put my cock in your vagina.”

She shook her head.

“What? But…I don’t get it.”

So she explained it to me, and my mouth opened and my jaw dropped and my eyes stared.

“You expect me to…”

“You’re a woman now. You want to go all the way, right?”

“Well, yeah, but…but…”

“And, let’s face it, you’re not going to be a real woman until we do this. We could buy you tits, give you hormones, but until you’ve lain with a man you’re not a whole woman.”

It took a couple of  drinks, but I knew, in my heart of hearts, that she was right.

And, let’s face it, every man wants this kind of loving.

She led me up the stairs and into the bedroom. I took a couple of more sips, big sips, and I was ready.

“What do I do?”

“Climb on the bed, ass out.”

I did.

Tammi pushed my pencil skirt up so I could spread my legs a little. My cock was pointing down and harder than hard. She stepped into a strap on harness and pulled it up and adjusted.

I looked over my shoulder and watched her screw a penis into the holder. It was big. Eight inches, and it looked incredibly lifelike. “I’m supposed to take that?”

“Yep.”

I gulped.

She stepped up behind me and began slathering lube into my asshole. She used a lot, and I could feel her fingers pushing it in, swirling around, and it became very exciting. I thought: this is what a cock feels like, or bigger.

She put lube on her cock and stepped between my legs. I felt the tip of her penis touch my hole and I shivered.

Slowly, she began to insert her manhood into me.

I grunted.

“Relax, or it will hurt.”

I gave myself mental commands to relax. I told my muscles to go slack, and the penis pushed further and further. I had been scared, but now that it was happening the sensations took over. I could feel the veins on the side of her cock. I felt her plastic balls touch my flesh balls.

My cock was turgid, pulsing, and I tentatively pushed back.

Oh, fuck! It felt good. I could hardly think, and she began to move in and out. As she moved she explained: “If I can press on your prostate semen will come out. If you’re lucky you can even have an orgasm that way.”

I was grunting, lost in the world of sweaty sex and feeling the way a woman feels.

I felt her pounding me, and I felt myself submitting. Muscles began writhing about, and I submitted. I gave myself up to the wonderful feeling of being penetrated.

“That’s it, honey. Give it up.”

And: “You know, Jane is going to want to do this to you.”

That made me cum. First time and I actually had an orgasm. And it was a big orgasm, overwhelming. I felt my cock jerk and spurt, and semen poured out. I gave a mighty groan and she held still. She reached under me and squeezed my balls. I folded my forearms and put my face to the mattress and just let it happen.

“Okay, honey, that’s it. That’s it. I love you so much.”

I mumbled, “I love you more.”

And I meant it.

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


Feminization of a Cheater!

Two men, one woman, sweet revenge!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Oh, yes!” Chuck had his face deep in his wife’s pussy. He shoved his face in hard, lapped at her with his tongue, and Joanie moaned.

For a long minute he sucked at her hole, bit her clitoris and used his fingers to warm her up.

Joanie was getting super hot now, and she groaned, “Come on, Chuck…do me. Put your damned prick in me!”

He lifted his face, dripping with her juices and leered, “I love it when my bitches beg.”

“For fuck’s sake! I’m begging!” She grabbed his head and pulled, and he slithered up her shapely body.

He stopped to kiss her tits, to fondle them, then he moved up a bit more and kissed her, rubbed his face against hers, got her pussy juice all over her.

“Fuck,” she whispered, but she was too hot to care. She spread her legs wide and urged him into her.

Chuck pushed his cock forward, surged into her hole, and began humping.

“Yes…yes…yes…” Joanie muttered with each stroke of the cock.

“Yeah, baby. I’m going to squirt pretty soon, so you’d better hurry up.”

Joanie hurried. She tightened her muscles, wiggled her pussy on his shaft, and the deep urge began to surge. A white hot fever blasted through her mind, her eyeballs rolled back and her hips locked up, jerked again and again, and milked his cock.

In response to her violent cum Chuck lost it. His trigger was pulled and he felt his seed swelling through his rod. Just as she was cumming down he let loose, which gave her a kind of a second cum.

“Fuck!” she whimpered.

Done, Chuck nuzzled his face into her throat. He laughed into her flesh.

Joanie grinned, then shoved him. “Get off you lug. I’ve got to get to work.”

Chuck rolled over and she struggled out of bed.

“Damn! You filled me up.” She headed for the shower, stopping only at the bathroom door to throw him a kiss. “Thanks, lover. You are the greatest!”

He grinned. He thought so, too.

Then she was in the shower and scrubbing her flesh and trying to get all of his drippings out of her. There were a lot of drippings.

And Joanie was a happy camper. Not many women had a great husband like Chuck. Sure, he worked too much, but when he was home he really knew how to make her happy.

A half hour later she was dressed and she kissed Chuck and headed out the door.

Chuck waited for a while, watched a little TV, then picked up his cell phone.

“Shiela? Baby? She’s gone. Come on over!”

“Hey, cow tits,” Joanie greeted her bestie, Linda, and dropped her purse on the floor.

“Hey yourself, flabby butt.”

They giggled and got ready for a hard day of work. Just before Joanie signed onto her computer, however, the loudspeaker blared. “Joanie Mitchell to the front office.”

Joanie groaned.

“It’s Rick again,” her friend patted her arm sympathetically.

“It is. Every couple of days he tries to make a date, or cop a feel, or something.”

“For a boss he’s a real dick.”

“He’s more of a little dick.”

“And that’s giving him the best of it.”

Joanie walked out of their cubicle and headed for the front office.

She was a beautiful woman. She had large breasts, long hair and scintillating, blue eyes. Lots of the guys appreciated her, and they let her know it, but most of them were respectful of the fact that she was married. Rick Cadsen, however, the boss, he just didn’t seem to get it. He leered disrespectfully, made rude comments, and thought that his oafishness was cool enough to get her to leave her husband, or at least cheat on him.

She urned into the front office, waved to the girls there, and entered Rick Cadsen’s office.

“Hi, Rick. What can I do for you?”

“Have a seat,” he gestured to a chair in front of his desk. When she sat down he stood up and walked around the desk.

She watched him, suspicious, as he went to the door and said to his secretary in a loud voice, “I don’t want to be disturbed.” Trying to make it look like more than it was.

Oh, crap! Joanie thought. The little asshole was going to be chasing her around the desk.

But he made no move towards her, simply went back around his desk and sat down. He leaned back, considered her with a look that he thought was compassionate, but was really just a disgusting ogle.

She broke first. “What’s going on?”

“Joanie,” he started, cleared his throat, and continued. “I, uh…I came into possession of some shocking information.”

What did somebody use too much paper in the corporate bathroom and leave you too little to wipe your fat ass? she thought.

“I don’t know how to tell you this, I know it’s going to be hurtful, but somebody has to tell you.”

“Tell me what?”

He said nothing, just looked at her with a grim but ‘trying to be friendly and concerned’ look and pushed a big manila envelope towards her.

Her eyebrows dipped a bit and she picked up the envelope. She opened the flap and pulled out a sheaf of photographs. Her heart stopped. Her mouth opened. Her soul suddenly felt like it had been turned upside down and stepped on.

Pictures. Glossy color. Eight by ten. A man walking with a woman on the street. Holding hands. Standing under a sign, arms wrapped around each other, kissing passionately. Checking into a motel. Shots of the couple in bed. Naked. Fucking. Sucking. Doggystyle. Him slapping her ass. Him cumming and raising his head as if howling at the moon.

And the man was Chuck.

Her husband.

Who had just made mad, passionate love to her this morning. Who had deposited his seed in her.

Moisture filled her eyes and the world wavered. She placed the photos on the envelope, which was laying on Rick’s desk.

“You can see how sensitive this was.”

She saw all right. She saw how he had trapped her, and she knew what his next words were going to be.

He leaned forward, placed his hand on hers, and said, “If there’s anything I can do for you. If you need a place to stay…anything.”

She stared at him. Fucking asshole. She is shattered and he is there to pick up the pieces. And she knew he was reveling in her disaster and appreciating it only as a chance for him to put the make on her.

She stood up, retracted her hand. Tears streamed down her cheeks.

She wiped the tears away, forced herself to stop crying, and picked up the photos and jammed them back into the envelope.

“Thanks, Rick.” She tried not to sound bitter, or pissed, or anything. She turned and left the office.

Behind her Rock smiled. Everything was going according to plan. First get her to break off her marriage with that idiot husband of hers, then he could move in for the kill. As Joanie walked back to her office, distraught and shattered, he whistled a happy tune.

Joanie entered the cubicle and sat down. Linda immediately picked up that something bad had happened.

“Joanie, what’s wrong. Tell me, girlfriend.”

Joanie started to cry again and Linda supplied her with tissues. Joanie handed Linda the envelope.

Silently, Linda opened it and took out the photos. She gasped. “This is…”

“Yep.” Joanie sniffled.

“Oh, honey. I’m sorry!” The two women hugged and Joanie cried some more.

“You got these from the little asshole, didn’t you?”

“Yes.”

“And then he started pitching you.”

Joanie didn’t have to answer.

“That son of a…” She didn’t finish the statement. Then: “Well, if there’s anything I can do, anything…you know.”

And her offer, unlike Rick Cadsen’s was void of ulterior motives. It was from the heart, a sincere desire to help.

“Thank you,” Joanie managed, then she looked at her friend. “I don’t know what to do about this. Should I confront him? Move out? what?”

“Well, in my experience,” Linda had gone through a messy divorce two years before, “there are two options.”

“Which are?” Joanie blotted her eyes and tried to save her make up.

“The first is to sit down with the idiot and talk to him. Work it out.”

“And the second?

“Teach him a lesson.”

They stared at each other.

“So which do you want to do? Is he worth saving? Or should you teach him a lesson?”

Joanie thought about her marriage, and now that she understood that Chuck had been cheating she understood how and why he acted the way he did.

He worked long hours, but didn’t show much pay for it. So he wasn’t working, he was fucking somebody else, and this had been going on for almost the length of their marriage.

And when he was home, now that she was thinking about it, he either wanted food, or to fuck.

Was he worth going to bat for? Should she try to save her marriage?

Sadly, she knew the answer was no.

She whispered, “How do we go about teaching him a lesson?”

Linda nodded, leaned forward, and began to talk. By lunch they had a plan, and it was a doozy.

Chuck was late home that night, but when he came in, looking a little tired, Joanie had a big dinner for him.

“Well, well,” he smiled.

And she thought about how he had just been dipping the wick in some other woman. She wondered what she would do if she insisted on sex. But she knew. She had tried on previous occasions and he had just begged off. Too tired. Yeah, from all the sex he was getting elsewhere.

“What’s the occasion?” he asked, digging into a mouth watering steak.

“I just want you to know how much I appreciate you.” Bastard. “And, there’s something else?”

“Oh?” he mumbled as he chewed with his mouth open. Funny, she was really seeing him in new lights now. Things she had accepted before were no longer acceptable. But she kept her cool. Linda had drilled her all day long on how to treat the doofus.

She sat down opposite him and reached over to put her hands on one of his. “Honey, what is it you have always wanted.”

He took his hand away, the better to use a knife and fork. “Uh…”

“That’s right. I’ve got somebody lined up.”

His eyes opened wider. She knew he was getting a hard on.

“I have a friend, and she wants to get together with us.”

“A…really? We’re going to have a two on one?”

“And you’re the one. This woman really wants a piece of you,” heh heh, “and I have talked to her extensively, but there are going to be certain conditions.”

“Like what?” He wasn’t even suspicious, just horny. He was going to get a ménage à trois. He was going to be part of a ‘throuple,’ He was going to get to fuck two women at once!

“Well, this woman doesn’t want to be identified. So she’s going to be in a costume. And, she doesn’t want to risk getting pregnant. Her husband, of course, will know nothing about this.”

“Well, uh…I guess so.”

He guessed so? He was so eager he was drooling. Drooling down there, too, no doubt.

“So when is this going to happen?”

“Pretty soon. We have to work out certain logistics, and…I have to tell you, this girl has a kink. She likes whips and chains. I tell ya, she actually wants to go further, but…I don’t want you freaked out. But sometime in the next couple of weeks I’m going to spring it on you.”

“Wow!” he blurted. He was so horny he even forgot he was eating. Half masticated steak was sitting in his mouth while he talked.

“Honey, I can’t believe this.”

“Well, believe. You are the greatest, and it’s the least I can do for you. Besides, when you think about it, it’ll be sort of fun, right?”

“Oh, yeah.”

He was grinning big. His lips were stretched across his face.

Joanie just smiled, patted his hand, and left him to his steak.

The next couple of days were intense. Chuck actually spent more time at home, ‘worked’ less, and was unusually polite to her.

Of course, his ulterior motive was that he was anxious for the great ménage à trois to happen. He was dying for her to make this ‘triad’ happen.

The unfortunate part of this excitement was that, being home more he wanted to make love. But Joanie had an answer for that one.

“Oh, honey, I’m sorry! It’s that time of month!”

That cooled Chuck down a bit, but since he was home more, and wasn’t getting laid by his wife nor his mistress, he was getting hornier and hornier.

Which was fine with Joanie. Let the bastard get so horny his balls blew up.

Meanwhile, Joanie and Linda had their heads together all week, planning and plotting and putting the ‘Great Revenge’ in motion.

Rick was a frustrated horn dog. He wasn’t having any luck getting Joanie in bed. He had had flowers delivered, dropped off a box of chocolates, ostensibly for everybody, but delivered to her desk.

Damn! That bitch better learn to put out!

So thinking, he filed his work for the day and headed out. It was time for a drink or eight, and maybe he could come up with an idea for getting Joanie into bed. He sure hated the idea of a weekend putting out cash for sex, and jacking off was getting old.

He walked out into the parking garage and headed for his Maserati. His dick was half hard and he adjusted it in his pants, and froze.

A figure was leaning against the big pillar next to his car. He was wearing a trench coat and a fedora pulled low over his eyes.

Rick parked out by the pillar because it was in a corner and he didn’t want people opening their car doors and banging them into his precious pussy wagon. But now, a suspicious character in front of him…

The figure stepped out from the pillar and faced him.

He walked slower and squinted. Light wasn’t great, but…it was a woman!

Then the woman lifted her head, pushed back her hat and exposed her eyes and face, and Rick gasped. It was Joanie.

Slowly, she unbuttoned the trench coat. Button by button, bottom to top. She showed her nylon clad legs, sleek and sexy. Then the trench coat parted at the waist and she was wearing…panties! Then the garter belt, and, finally, her magnificent breasts came into view! Large expanses of tender flesh barely encased in a flimsy bra.

Rick gulped, took another step forward. His gifts, the flowers and chocolate, they must have worked.

“Oh, my…” he started to say,

She stepped towards him, one hand in the trench coat.

“Honey?” Joanie smiled, “Are you ready for the wildest night of sex you could ever imagine?”

“Oh, baby!” He licked his lips, reached out with his hands, and she pulled the gun out of her pocket and shot him.

The gun was a taser, and the prongs penetrated his clothing and stuck into his flesh. They would leave bare pin pricks on his body, but their effect was incredible.

He began dancing the electrocution dance even as he stumbled, fell to his knees, and then onto his side. He was shaking and shivering and making mewling sounds. His eyes were blank and he flailed briefly, then lay still.

Linda came up behind him. She also had a taser, and she would have used it if Joanie’s had misfired or somehow not worked.

“Wow. That was cool.”

They looked down at their unconscious boss.

“That really worked.”

“You can say that again,” she looked at her friend and grinned, “but don’t.”

Joanie laughed. “Come on, let’s get him inside the van.”

They grabbed his arms and handcuffed them behind his back, then they dragged him to the van sitting on the other side of the pillar from his car. He was a sack, and awkward, managing an unconscious body is always awkward, but they managed to get him over the lip of the door and into the van. They put him on his belly, put duc tape over his mouth and hung a rope over a strut on the roof of the van and to his hands. A quick pull and he was completely immobilized. Hanging by his bound wrists and able only to sway with the motion of the vehicle.

Rick was dazed, and he slowly came back to the world of the living. He heard things, low voices, but he didn’t understand what they were saying. He heard a groan, then realized it was him.

He was awake…what had happened? Then it came filtering back to him. Joanie stepping out from the pillar. Undoing her trench coat, dressed like…like he liked them. And…he jerked, and was finally totally awake.

“Ricky Boy is back.”

He heard the voice and tried to look around, but he could see nothing! A moment of panic, and he pulled and jerked his arms, then his legs, but he couldn’t move more than a few inches.

He was standing up, his arms and legs spread to the sides.

“Uhhmoodd!” He screamed, but his voice was trapped behind something.

“Okay, Ricky, are you ready to be unveiled?” Giggles accompanied the voice. It sounded like two women. One was Joanie!

Suddenly the tape was ripped off his eyes.

He blinked and the world came into focus.

“Oops. Looks like Ricky lost some eyebrows.”

“That’s okay. We were going to pluck them anyway.”

The other woman was the one who worked in the same cubicle with Joanie. Her name was…it was…Linda.

They stood, one with arms folded, the other leaning with an elbow on a shoulder. They were laughing at him.

Rage shook him, and he pulled, and looked to the sides.

He was in a storage unit. Bare, metal walls, cement floor, a single light in a cage above him. His arms were stretched out by ropes, and the ropes were attached to the small girders that ran up the side of the storage unit. His legs were similarly spread and fastened.

He looked at the girls.

“Hey, Ricky, you ready for your hot date?” Joanie had lost the coat and was standing in bra and panties. Her legs shining in nylon, the garter straps faming her crotch.

“Hoookmuuut!” His throat was dry, his words made no sense, but his meaning was obvious. ‘Let me go.’

“Hunh? What do you think he wants?”

“I don’t know. He should speak up and let us know.”

“Yeah, but he’s the strong, silent type.”

Linda snickered. “Well, the silent type.”

She stepped closer to him.

Rick’s eyes were filled with rage.

“I want you to calm down, Ricky Boy.”

He mumbled something, and manifested even more rage.

Linda punched him lightly in the balls. “Respect is a lesson well learned,” she said.

He groaned. It hadn’t been a hard punch, but it let him know that he wasn’t in charge. His eyes lost their rage and he started to worry. He was helpless here.

“That’s better. Now then, I’m going to take the duc tape off your mouth. You can scream if you want, but this is after hours for this storage place, and there is nobody here. We checked. No bums, no owners, nobody but us. So you can scream if you want, but don’t scream too much. You piss me off and I use your balls for punching bags. Got it?”

“Uh huh.” that came through the duc tape clearly.

Linda smiled. She reached up and ripped.

“Ow!”

“Oops! Looks like you lost a bit of mustache on that one.”

“That’s okay. He’s about to lose it all.”

“What are you bitches doing?” he snarled.

Linda and Joanie looked at each other. “Bitches?”

“Did he just call us bitches?”

“Do you want to sock him in the nuts? Or should I?”

“Hey! Wait a minute?”

“You’re stronger than me.”

“But I might hurt his poor, little nutsack.”’

Won’t hurt me.”

“Okay.”

“Stop!”

Linda punched him in the groin.

She punched harder this time, and the sound was a sickening smack.

Rick sagged in his restraints. His gut clenched and he wanted to throw up. His face was whiter than Casper’s sheet.

“Man, those kick boxing lessons are really paying off!” Linda exulted.

“How are your kicks? Can you make him hurl with a kick?”

“I don’t know, let’s find out.”

Linda stepped back and took a fighting stance, her foot lashed out, she gave a yell, a fighting scream, and Rick almost passed out from just the thought of it.

But she didn’t connect. She stopped just in time.

Rick shivered, and he heard a splattering sound. He looked down. He had lost control of his bladder.

Linda and Joanie laughed.

“Wow! We should have done this a long time ago!”

“Please, whimpered Rick. “Please. Let me go. I’ll do anything.”

Once again the girls stood in front of him, Linda with her arms folded, Joanie with an elbow on her friends shoulder.

“Do you think he’s learned respect?”

“I don’t know. Have you learned respect, Ricky Boy?”

“Yes! Yes!”

“Hunh. I don’t know. I need the work out. He could always learn more respect.”

“No! Please! I’m sorry! Please!”

Joanie looked at Linda, “He’s sorry? What’s he ever done to be sorry for?”

Linda: “Yeah. what have you ever done to be sorry for.”

At this point Rick tried to hedge a bit. “I don’t know. Whatever it is you think I’ve done. I’m sorry.”

“Whatever we think you’ve done?”

Joanie snorted. “Where do we start?”

“Please. Let me loose. Let me go and I’ll forget everything. I’ll give you raises. Anything you want.”

Linda shook her head in disgust.

Joanie said, “But we don’t want you to forget. We want you to remember this night forever. We don’t want you ever to forget.”

“But…I…”

Linda said, “Let’s go back to the things he’s sorry for.”

“Yes. What are you sorry for, Ricky Boy?”

“I don’t…I’m sorry for everything.”

“Are you sorry for being a pest and grabbing the ass of every girl in the company?”

“Oh, God! Yes! I’m sorry! I’m sorry!”

“And what about Annie Gilroy? Are you sorry for her?”

“Annie…Annie…?”

“Surely you haven’t forgotten Annie Gilroy. You pledged your love to her, fucked her, ruined her marriage. She quit and then you wouldn’t give her a letter of recommendation.”

“But, she…she said…”

“What did she say, Ricky Boy? Did she threaten to go to HR? which you happen to own?”

“Or the police?”

“No. She was too ashamed. She just wanted to go somewhere, learn from her mistakes, get back to work.”

“She’s working all right. She’s working as a counter girl at Subway. Highly trained, college educated, and she’s slapping meat between buns.”

Rick begged: “I know. That was bad. I didn’t do right by her. I can fix it!”

“How? Give her back her job? I doubt if she’d want to work for you again.”

“No…I can write her a letter of recommendation that will get her a job anywhere.”

“Hmmm. Ricky Boy is making points.”

“But what about Lupe?”

“Oh, fuck!” whined Rick, hanging his head.

For an hour the two girls laid out the list of women abused, and there was nothing Ricky could do, or say. He was guilty. They all knew it. The only question was…what were they going to do with him?

Finally, Joanie said, “Ricky Boy, we’ve prepared some documents for you to sign.”

“What kind of documents?”

“Well, there’s the letter of recommendation for Annie.”

“And a bonus for Lupe.”

“And then there’s…” all in all there were fifteen documents to be signed.

“Okay. Okay. I can do all that. But…” he smiled ingratiatingly and waggled his arms.

“Oh, he wants to be let loose.”

“No. Not yet, Ricky boy. But we’ve prepared a special desk for you.”

Joanie rolled a tall box to a place in front of Rick’s right hand. Linda gave his right hand a little slack. Rick was able to lower his hand just enough to make his signature. The desk was a little too high for him to see, but…he could sign his name.

“Don’t try to mess up your signature, Ricky Boy. We’ve seen it enough to know what it looks like.” Linda put a pen in his hand and arranged the first piece of paper.

“I won’t.” He was grateful. This was all going to be over soon. And he was already planning on what charges he would file with the police. He was going to see these bitches spent a hundred years in jail!

He could just barely see over the lip of the desk, and he signed on the line as he was supposed to.

Linda examined it, then held up a contract from his own company and compared signatures. “Looks good.”

Joanie put a letter up, and he signed it. then another one, and another one. Linda examined each one to make sure there were not tricks.

Sixteen pieces of paper. Sixteen signatures. And he was done.

Linda put the signed papers in a small briefcase and placed the briefcase next to the rolling door.

“Okay,” smiled Rick. “We’re done, right? You can let me go now.”

“Well, about that…”

“You are going to let me go! You promised! I signed fifteen documents and you’d let me go. I signed them. You have to let me go!” His voice was rising in panic.

“You know, I don’t recall promising to let Ricky Boy go.”

“No. We just asked him to sign the documents, and he agreed.”

“But you have to let me go!” Tears came from his eyes. “You have to!”

“Do you have to let him go?”

“No. No. I don’t have to. Do you?”

“But what are you…you can’t…you need to.”

Linda stepped up to him. She placed a finger on his lips to shush him. “Ricky Boy, you seem to have a misunderstanding. You think that you can abuse everybody, ruin their lives, and then just walk away.”

“But—“

“Shut up, Ricky Boy. And let me ask you a question.”

Ricky shut, but his eyes were wild.

“When you showed Joanie those pics of her husband, were you trying to get into her panties?”

“No! I was just…”

“How did you get those pictures, Ricky Boy?” Joanie’s voice was low and intense.

“I have a private investigator. He’s done work for me, and he took those pictures for somebody else, I don’t know why, maybe the other woman’s husband. He, the private investigator, he though I might be interested in them.”

“And you were, weren’t you?”

“I…I thought I was doing Joanie a favor.”

“Well, you were. You did her a big favor. You revealed that her husband is a skunk, and you also showed her how despicable you are.”

“But…I didn’t mean to…I…”

“Ricky Boy, we are about to fuck you up in the worst possible way.”

Rick broke. He opened his mouth to scream, but that was what Linda was waiting for. As soon as his mouth opened she jammed a dick shaped gag into his mouth.

“Ack…gah…wha…” He spluttered and tried to talk, but it’s hard to speak when you’ve got a penis in your mouth.

Quickly, she pulled the leather strap around his head and pulled it tight.

Rick tried to yell, to scream. He shouted insults. He was a desperate man.

Desperation, in this instance, did him no good.


PART TWO

Rick stared at the two women in horror.

Linda smiled, went to a small tool kit sitting on the floor of the storage unit, and took out a knife. She walked across the floor and stood in front of Rick. She held the knife up. It was a simple box cutter, with a very sharp razor blade poking out.

“What should I do with this, Ricky Boy?”

Rick tried to move away. His feet pushed on the floor and slipped, bis body sagged back.

“Why don’t you cut his clothes off? Isn’t it about time we found out the truth about his manhood?”

“Well, sure! Ricky Boy, you want to get undressed, don’t you?”

Rick shook his head, his eyes shaking in their sockets.

“What?” Linda snarled and heeled the knife right in front of one eye.

Rick started nodding. Yes, he wanted to get undressed.

Joanie giggled. “You are so bad.”

“I know,” Linda grinned.

She bent down and pulled his pant leg out and began slicing. She sliced right up to the groin, then stopped and looked at Rick. “Don’t move around, Ricky Boy. You don’t want me to slice off something you want to keep, right?”

Rick made pleading noises. He was crying.

Linda grabbed the other pant leg and sliced. Rick felt cool air touch his legs as she pulled the pants off him. Then he had only the waist area of the pants left, and the crotch.

“God, it is so tempting. One little flick and…” she shook her head and sliced the waist area of his pants off.

Rick moaned and cried, but it did no good.

“I’m down to his panties. Want to see?”

“Sure,” Joanie said, and she came over to watch the grand unveiling.

With a couple of flicks of the wrist and a pull on Rick’s tighty whiteys and they left his frame.

For a moment Linda and Joanie said nothing. Then they started to laugh.

“Oh, my God!”

“It’s so small!”

“No wonder he’s not married!”

“No wonder he can’t keep a girlfriend!”

In truth, Rock’s cock was regular sized, he wasn’t unduly large or small, but listening to the girl’s laugh he suddenly felt like he was an inch long, and that was when he was hard.

“Well, I was afraid we were going to have trouble hiding it, but…no. That teeny thing will be easy to hide.”

Rick was puzzled, but he couldn’t ask.

“Okay, let me get the…holy crap! Look!”

Joanie looked down to where Linda was pointing.

Shame colored Rick’s face. He was getting hard.

“It’s still small,” observed Joanie.

“Yeah, but he’s getting hard because of what we’re doing.”

“Is that true? Ricky Boy? Does kink turn you on? You want us to spank you till you cum?

Rick shook his head, trying to look away, totally humiliated.

“Well, it still won’t be hard to hide.”

Linda finished cutting his clothes off, and Rick stood there, spread-eagled, naked, and his face redder than Rudolph’s nose.

“Okay, you have the goop ready?”

Joanie stepped forward with a spray can. “Ricky Boy, you are about to be depilated.”

Rick didn’t know what depilation was, but he quickly found out. Joanie sprayed his body. He felt an immediate burn, then Linda wiped the spray off, along with all his hair.

Up and down his legs they went. Then his arms, then his chest and back.

“Now comes the hard part,” muttered Linda.

“Emphasis on the word ‘hard.’”

They sprayed his groin and wiped all his hair off. He couldn’t see, couldn’t bend his head over far enough to examine his groin, but he felt currents of air. It felt naked.

They did his crack. Wiped every hair out of his ass, and Joanie made the quip, “He’s still got a hair up his ass.”

“Always will.”

Then they went after his face and skull. They were careful around his eyebrows, covering them with little strips of tape, but they wiped his chin and his five o’clock shadow disappeared. Then they rubbed the stuff into his scalp and he became bald.

The girls stood back and smiled.

“Now that’s one bald baby.”

“It was a hairy job, but we did it.”

They high fived and left him alone for a minute. They sat and shared a sub sandwich, bought, they told him, from the Subway his ex-girlfriend worked at.

“And I used the company credit card,” Joanie said. “And I left her a big tip.”

Rick said nothing.

Rick was pretty much shattered by now. He had been tased, bullied, made fun of, and lost all his hair. He felt helpless, and it was only going to get worse.

After their quick break the girls went to work.

Linda put a thick, leather collar on him. “This is to keep your head still. We’re going to make you up, and we don’t want to make a mess. I suggest you hold as still as possible.”

Rick couldn’t speak so he just nodded a small nod.

Joanie began cleansing him. As soon as she was done Linda moved in with primer. Step by step they prepared his face. The odd thing was that the make up they used was pink. When they were done he had a pink, female face!

But, pink or not, the girls kept working. They each took an eye and worked on it. They shadowed his lids dusky, outlined his eyes, and lengthened his eye lashes.

“Looks cute, doesn’t he?” Joanie said as she put lipstick on him.

“Cutesy boo boo.” Muttered Linda. Her tongue stuck out the corner of her mouth as she held a needle to his lobe. A quick poke—he said ow! behind the penis gag—and she put a little chandelier on his ear. Then a poke, and the other ear was similarly adorned.

“Okay. Do we pierce his nose? Maybe give him a tattoo?”

Rick’s eyes widened and they laughed.

“Let’s get him dressed.”

“Now, Ricky Boy, we’re going to put clothes on you, and we’re going to have to release one of your limbs at a time. If you try anything…” she held up the taser and grinned. “Please…try something.”

He shook his head in the negative.

Dressing him was simple, but took care and caution.

Joanie loosened his right leg. He just stood there as she slipped a pair of panties on to his leg.

But they weren’t just any panties. They were made of latex, very stretchy, and they had a pussy on the front, and a little tube on the inside.

She didn’t pull the panties up, however. She put on a single hose and a garter belt.

She pulled his leg tight again and secured it.

She loosened the left leg and slipped the weird panties and the garter and a single hose on.

She pulled everything up to his thighs, then pulled the left leg tight again.

She pulled the pussy panties up and stuffed his cock into the little tube inside. It made his cock point straight down, and it was uncomfortable, but she didn’t care.

Then she pulled up the garter belt and tightened it around his waist. Finally, she pulled up the hose and fastened them to the garter belt.

His body was surprising feminine from the waist down. He was hairless, wearing sexy stockings, and his legs were just like a woman’s. His face was also feminine. It was only his chest area that retained any sign of masculinity.

“Okay, here we go.”

Linda brought out two large breast forms. She applied a thick coat of glue to the backs of the forms. Meanwhile, Joanie was scrubbing Rick’s chest, then she put glue on that.

Carefully, they estimated placement, and pressed the boobs onto him.

Rick stood, helpless, his eyes flitting back and forth between the two women. Two women, pressed against him, once a dream, now a nightmare.

Five minutes passed and the girls stood back. Rick felt the sudden weight on his chest. Linda put a bra around him and fastened it. She undid the straps,  looped them over his shoulder, and refastened them.

The girls stood back and smiled happily.

Rick was female. Except for his bald head.

His body was shapely, he had big boobs and…a slight tummy.

“Got to do something about his love handles.”

“Got just the thing.” Linda held up a corselet. She wrapped it around his body and they started pulling it tight. The top flared slightly below his new boobs, and the bottom snugged his waist so that his hips flared.

Rick grunted as they tightened the thing. It was hard breathing, but they didn’t seem to care.

They took another break. They sat on the floor of the storage unit and sipped Cokes.

“He really does make a good looking woman.”

“I wonder if, when he finally gets out of this, he’ll be a cross dresser.

“Probably. Now that he sees how much fun it is.”

Rick couldn’t breath. His cock was struggling inside the little tube in his pussy panties. He felt so…weird.

Yet…his cock kept trying to get hard. And the truth was…he was excited.

He was dressed like a woman…and he liked it. It was shameful, but true. Under the pink make up his face was totally red.

“Okay, let’s put some clothes on him and cage him.”

Again, they loosened one limb at a time. They put a pink one piece on him. The suit was too small, and it compressed around his body tightly. His garter snaps came out the bottom of the leg holes, and his latex pussy was clearly outlined. His tits now looked seamless, and enormous.

“Now that’s a monkey knuckle,” giggled Lina.

“Camel toe.”

“Monkey knuckle.

“Camel toe!”

They laughed and Joanie stepped forward and squeezed Rick’s pussy. He could feel his imprisoned weenie in the little tube.

They put a pink wig on him. They glued it right to his scalp, and it was just like his own hair. Sprouting out of the pink hair were two big bunny ears.

Then they blackened the end of his nose, drew some whiskers on his cheeks, and put pink make up down to the beck of the one piece.

“Maybe you haven’t figured it out, but you are sexier than the Energizer Bunny.

“Rabbit.”

“Bunny.”

“Rabbit.”

“Whatever.”

“Anyway, you are going to be more useful than the battery in a girl’s dildo.”

“Much more useful.”

The girls walked behind him, then he heard a scraping sound. They pushed a cage made out of thick wire, so thick he couldn’t hope to bend the wires, in front of him. The cage was in  the shape of human body on all fours. Rick stared, aghast. He had no intention of being put in that!

His intentions were of no matter, however.

The girls tilted the cage up, loosened one arm and ran it down through the front leg, or arm, of the cage. They tied it off and he had one arm inserted and trapped.

Linda got out the taser.

“You can go in conscious, or unconscious. But…please. Try something.”

Joanie loosed his other arm, ran the rope down the other arm of the cage, and pulled.

With Linda holding the taser at the ready, Rick fell forward, the cage fell forward, and…bang! He was arms inside the cage.

It was only a. matter of minutes before his legs were loosened, one at a time, and he was imprisoned in the ‘all fours’ cage.

Joanie lowered the top, applied a padlock, and he was trapped.

He was stuck in the all fours position and couldn’t do much more than wiggle.

The girls took the ropes off his limbs and tossed them aside.

Rick stood on all fours, helpless, a pink bunny. His ass poked up through the rear, and his head was elevated in the front. He was trapped.

Linda reached down to his butt and cut away the bottom of the one piece. She made a nice, neat hole, then slapped some lube in his asshole.

“Mmmph!” Rick yelped.

She reamed his asshole for a minute, then put a butt plug into his rectum. The exposed end of the butt plug was a fluffy, white, cotton tail.

Now he truly was a pink bunny.

“Well, well. Isn’t this exciting?” Joanie squatted and looked Rick in the eye. “Would you like a few minutes of mouth freedom?”

He nodded as best he could, which was only an inch of up and down.

She gently took out the penis plug and put it aside.

Rick swallowed. His throat was dry, and Linda offered him a sip of Coke. He drank greedily.

“Okay, honey, we’re getting close to the finish.”

“What are you going to do?”

Joanie smiled. “Make your dreams come true. Now, open wide.”

He thought she was going to put the penis plug back in his mouth. He didn’t want that, but Linda was standing behind her with the taser.

He heaved a big breath, opened his mouth to speak, to object, but she shoved the plug back into this mouth.

Except it wasn’t the penis plug. It was a circular dental tool. It was stiff rubber, could be bent with a little effort, and it went behind his teeth. Suddenly his mouth was stuck in the open position.

“Uh…uh!” He was scared.

“It’s okay, Ricky Boy. Just hold tight.”

They rolled up the door and Linda went out, then Joanie lowered it. A minute later and he heard a motor, then Joanie opened the door again.

The back of the van was right up against the roll door opening, and a big blast of exhaust filled the small room.

Joanie opened the back door of the van and put a pair of planks from the back of the van to the floor of the storage unit.

Linda walked behind Rick and he heard her doing something, then a platform slid under the cage and he was tilted up. Both girls balanced the hand cart and walked Rick, cage and all, into the back of the van. They lowered him to the floor of the van, put the hand cart  to the side, pulled in the planks, and closed the back door.

Rick stood on all fours and wondered what the hell they were going to do to him. He heard the storage unit door roll down, then the doors up front slammed and the van started moving. Trapped on all fours, all Rick could do was wait.

Shiela heard the doorbell and sighed. Chuck, no doubt. Come to kiss her ass for not seeing her for a week. Well, he could kiss her patootie till Hell froze over. She was not about to forgive him.

She swung the door open, her mouth already open and ready to snap at him. Her eyes blinked and her mouth closed when she realized it wasn’t Chuck. It was some woman she had never seen, and she had a gun in her hand.

Linda pulled the trigger and the leads penetrated through cloth and embedded in flesh. ZZZZZZZ! Shiela did the spastic puppet dance and collapsed. Her limbs jerked a couple more times, but she was out.

Linda waved to Joan and Joan backed the van up to the garage. She checked Rick, he was in his all fours cage, just waiting.

She ran to the front door and helped Linda.

The two women dragged Shiela into the living room. Joan found a chair with armrests and brought it in. It was sturdy, it wasn’t going to fall apart under a little struggling, and they cuffed Shiela’s arms to the armrests and her ankles to the rungs. Then they put a ball gag in her mouth, and went back out to the garage.

In the garage they opened the door, the door to the van, and put down the planks. A minute later and Rick was in his cage on the cement floor. His eyes were wild, but there was no way he could move.

Linda hooked up a camera in the high corner of the garage, put a piece of tape over the red light, then ran a wire through the house to the TV in the living room.

Shiela stirred. “Oh…” She moved her head. Then she jerked and came awake. She raised her head.

Joanie and Linda were sitting on the couch, waiting for her.

“Who are you?”

“I’m Chuck’s wife.”

Shiela gasped.

“I’m with her,” Linda pointed at Joanie.

“What…what are you doing?”

“We have a show we want you to watch. It’ll take us a while to get it started, but I think you’ll be interested.”

Linda turned the TV on, and Shiela blinked and stared at the picture. It was her own garage, and a…a pink bunny person…was in a strange body shaped cage. The person had a white, fluffy tail and just…waited.

“I don’t understand.”

“You will,” Joanie remarked ominously.

“I’ll wait till you get back before I gag her.”

Joanie nodded, got up and left the room.

Linda settled back and turned the TV to a regular station. She got the Kardashians.

Chuck was irritated. He had been waiting a week for his big surprise, and he was impatient. How long did it take to organize a ménage à trois? How long did it take to get two women in bed?

Then he grinned. He wondered who this mystery woman was. He had to know her, and she had to know him, so…who?

One of Joanie’s friends? Had to be. But which one? Was it Sally? She had a nice face, but her knockers were less than he desired. Or maybe Mary? Yeah, she would be one, righteous fuck. Or how about Carol? he could just imagine those luscious lips sucking on his hog.

Suddenly he heard the sound of Joanie’s car in the garage.

He looked at his wrist watch. She had been gone all night, but she said his surprise was almost ready.

He grinned. He was going to be porkin’ big before the night was done.

Joanie came into the kitchen. “Chuck?”

“Yeah?” he entered the kitchen. Man he was horny. She’d been on the rag all week. He needed some nookie, and he needed it bad.

But Joanie was sniffling, and she threw herself into his arms. “Oh, Chuck! I messed up!”

“What? What is it?” His heart sank. He wasn’t going to get his ménage à trois after all.

“I’ve got a yeast infection!”

He blinked as she burrowed into him and cried.

“A yeast infection?” Oh, shit!

“That’s right! I can’t fuck you. And I so wanted to be part of this little triad.”

“That’s okay, baby. We can do it another time.”

“Well, I don’t know if the other girl is going to be willing another time.”

“Well…” Oh crap! how could she do this to him!

“But, if it’s all right, we fixed up another surprise for you.”

“You did?” Hope springs eternal in the human breast.

“Yes. You want to come find out about it?”

“Well, sure.”

“Okay,” she dried her sniffles and tried a smile. It sort of worked. “Come on. I’ll tell you about it. We can take my car.”

Chuck was irritated, but he was also feeling better. He was still getting some sort of a surprise. He was going to get something out of this.

Joanie drove across town, and as she drove she explained to Chuck, “This girl, I met her through a friend of a friend, she says she knows you. She says she only spoke to you a few times, but she was really impressed with you. But, here’s the thing, she’s terribly shy. I told her I wouldn’t tell you who she was, and we fixed her up in a really cool BDSM cage. You’ll see. But she’s in a bunny suit so you won’t be able to tell who she is. If you recognize her, please don’t let on. It would embarrass her.”

“Oh, don’t worry.”

“The thing is, you can do whatever you want to her. She doesn’t want to get pregnant, but her asshole is fine, and her mouth. Do you mind that? I mean, I know you’v always talked about anal sex, and it’s not with me, but do you mind?”

“No…no…”

He gloated in his mind. He was going to get to analize some bitch, and there was no bullshit yak yak about ‘I love you so much I could die,’ and all that sort of thing. He was going to get to fuck some bitch up the asshole, and the mouth, and just walk away. Man, what could be sweeter, eh?

As they approached their destination, however, Chuck noted that they were heading towards where his girlfriend lived. He chuckled inside. What a hoot. They were going to have to name this part of town after him.

Then Joanie turned down the street Shiela lived on, and he started to feel a strange nervousness inside.

Joanie stopped the car up the block from where Shiela lived and turned to him. “Remember, if you recognize her, don’t tell her. She’s willing to do this for you…you should do that for her.”

“Okay.” His eyes were fixed on Shiela’s house.

Joanie drove up in front of Shiela’s house and stopped.

Chuck’s heart was in his throat. Was this some sort of trick? What the hell was happening here?

Joanie grinned. “Okay, lover. I might not be in it, but you get to have your fun. Are you ready?”

He nodded, was unable to speak.

“Come on, we’re supposed to go in through the side door.”

Joanie led the way and they went through a side gate, then stepped into the garage.

Rick was in the cage in the center of the garage.

Joanie pulled Chuck over to him.

“See how beautiful she is? And all she wants is to feel your cock inside her.”

Rick tried to speak, but the ring keeping his mouth open distorted his words. He tried to move, but it looked like she just wanted to move her ass up and down.

“Go on, baby. Take her little fluffy tail out and have a good fuck.”

Chuck was mind blasted, but he saw what had happened. His girlfriend, who pretended to be somewhat vanilla in sex, had met his wife, and she had agreed with this little plot. She knew who his wife was, and she was no doubt getting off on this. She was going to get fucked right in front of his wife! And Joanie wouldn’t even know!

Oh, my God! he thought. How fucking delicious!

“Come on, honey.” Joanie pulled his zipper down.

His cock was hard, steel hard, and dripping. He walked around the pink bunny. Holy fuck!

He moved to the back end and pulled out the fluffy, white tail.

He could see the pussy outlined under the pink one piece. The asshole was perfectly positioned for his cock. Chuck licked his lips, moved forward and…

Rick screamed, but it came out like a high pitched moan of pleasure.

Chuck loved it. The asshole was obviously virgin, never been fucked. He began to pump in and out, nice, long, slow strokes.

Rick was gobbling something unintelligible and his body was writhing and twisting as much as it was able in the all fours body cage.

“Yeah, baby, that’s it,” Chuck crooned.

“Do his mouth now, honey!”

Chuck pulled back. Just in time, too. He didn’t want to wast this gift. He wanted to fuck Shiela for a long time.

He walked around and looked down at the top of Rick’s head. He figured that Shiela must have really gone out. Pink hair? Bunny ears? What a sweetheart!

He grabbed Rick’s face and plunged his cock into Rick’s mouth.

Rich tried to scream, but nothing came out, and his throat trying to work felt good to Chuck, who began banging even harder.

“That’s it, honey, give it to her good.”

Chuck grinned and gave the thumbs up.

“Go for the asshole! Do the anal!”

Chuck popped his dong out of Rick’s mouth and ran for the rear. He shoved it in and Rick again began squirming and wiggling and making noises.

Back and forth Chuck ran, end to end, having a great old time.

He was close several times, but each time Joanie called for him to switch ends, and that kept him from squirting.

Finally, however, he was too close. “I’m going to squirt! Which end do you want me to fill?”

“His mouth! Squirt in her mouth! Make her swallow every drop!”

Chuck ran for the mouth, and he just made it. He pushed his cock in and began to squirt. His shaft shuddered and his semen spurted out and squirted deep in Rick’s throat.

Rick felt the goo shoot down his throat, and it was too much. He began to gag, then he let loose and vomited all over Chuck’s cock.

Chuck stared down in wonder. What the fuck? Shiela had swallowed him plenty of times! Why would she choose this time to puke.

“Nice, Chuck.”

Chuck grinned, was confused, but happy.

“Okay, Linda. Cut her loose.”

Chuck turned to her. “What did you say?”

Joanie smiled, and waited.

Rick was still gagging and puking. He threw up all of Chuck’s seed, and it looked like he was working on throwing up a kidney or two.

Joanie smiled and held up a finger that he should wait.

Chuck stared at her. Wait? Why? And what was the ‘Linda’ remark. What was—

BANG! The door to the kitchen slammed open and Shiela burst out. She had no cuffs now, and no gag in her mouth.

Chuck stepped back in shock. What was Shiela doing in the kitchen? When she was in the all fours cage?

Then he got it. That wasn’t Shiela in the cage. And Shiela reached him.

He tried to defend himself, but it was hopeless. The TV had had no sound and she had just watched chuck screwing another woman. He was cheating on her! She kicked his balls and poked at his eyes. Chuck wound up on the floor, holding his testicles and trying to roll out of the way.

Finally, Shiela backed off, though it took the combined strength of Joanie and Linda to get her to do so. Still, she kept muttering insults. Short-dicked asshole was one of her favorites. Gay cocksucker was another.

“What is going on?” Chuck cried, bruised and battered he sat up. Then he looked at the cage. “And who’s that?”

Joanie tossed him the big manila envelope. Inside were copies of the pictures.

Chuck opened the envelope and saw the pictures and his face dropped, and his heart stopped, and he whispered, “Oh…fuck.”

“That’s right, Chuckles.”

Again, Chuck looked at the cage, “But who is that?”

Neither Joanie nor Linda said anything. Shiela kept muttering curses. Linda tossed Chuck the key.

Chuck got to his feet and unlocked the padlock and swung the top open.

Rick managed to stand up, and he was a mess. He had vomit and cum all over his face. He tried to hit Chuck, but Chuck stepped back and Chuck twisted around, tripped on the edge of the cage, and fell over.

Joan and Linda stood to one side and laughed.

Rick was crying now. He pulled the dental gag out of his mouth and crawled towards the side door. He opened it and crawled towards the side gate. He wasn’t thinking about how he was going to get home in a pink bunny suit with the asshole showing, he just wanted out of there.

Chuck looked at Joanie. “Honey, I’m sorry. I’ve been bad, but if you give me a chance…”

“Give you a chance? Ha!”

Chuck turned to Shiela, but she just snorted in disgust.

Chuck hung his head and walked out of the side door.

“That leaves you, little missy,” Linda looked at Shiela. “You’re guilty of stealing another woman’s husband.”

Shiela hung her head. “I’m sorry.” She slunk out of the garage.

Joanie and Linda faced each other, grinned, and high fived.

“And that only leaves one thing,” Joanie said.

“Yep.”

And the girls began gathering the tools they had used. They loaded the all fours cage, took down the camera, loaded the van and left.


EPILOGUE

On Monday morning Joanie and Linda and a dozen women filed into Rick’s office.

Rick face turned ashen as he saw all the women he had fucked and abused.

Linda presented a contract. Rick nodded and gave another letter of recommendation, this one written in his own hand, and a bonus. A substantial bonus.

Joanie presented the next one, and different woman stepped forward to receive a bonus and a letter.

On and on, until all the women were gone and only Joanie and Linda were left.

“You like being in charge?”

Rick stared at them dourly.

“Then you may be in charge. You make this company money, and we’re okay with that. But if there is any blowback to us, or to any of the ladies who just left, or even the hint of improper behavior on your part, then this tape goes to the internet.

Linda placed the tape of Rick as a pink bunny rabbit on his desk. Rick knew exactly what it was. He blanched, grabbed the copy and ripped the tape out and crumpled it and threw it in the trash and cried with the frustration of it all.

“We’ve got lots of copies, Rick.”

Rick tried his last shot. “What if I call the police?”

Joanie smiled. “We had you sign an extra letter. You never noticed, you were a bit distracted, but…here.” She tossed a copy of a letter on to his desk. The two girls then grinned at each other, turned around and left.

Rick picked up the letter and read it.

Dear Joanie and Linda,

I know I had to threaten you

to make this little bunny rabbit scenario happen,

but thank you.

I love getting fucked.,

and I love sucking cock.

I’ll write you each a check for $10,000 each.

And please don’t tell anybody about this,

I want to do it again.

Rick Cadsen

It was dated and signed, and Rick put his head down on his desk and began to cry.

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


Dishonest Dick!

He cheated and she feminized.

He’s on the receiving end now,

and all is good!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Let’s go.” Dick’s voice was rough, no nonsense. He was in a hurry and Linda better get her ass in gear.

He came out of the computer room, walking briskly, eyes hard.

“Okay, let me just grab my purse…”

“You should have everything ready,” he grumbled.

She had everything ready. She had laid out his suit, fixed his breakfast, gotten herself ready, and just had to pick up her purse.

He walked through the kitchen, grabbed a piece of toast and ignored the rest of her hard work.

She sighed as she followed him out to the garage. She always had to have a complete breakfast ready, and it irked holy heck out of her when he just grabbed a piece of toast. She would come home later and throw a breakfast in the garbage.

It was a waste, and she was not a wasteful person.

He was holding his computer and briefcase with his other arm and he waited for her to open the door. “”Come on,” he muttered half under his breath.”

“Sorry, sorry,” Linda squeezed between the washer and drier and opened the back door.

Dick, a sour look on his face, slid into the back seat and opened his computer.

Linda drove slowly. She didn’t like driving the big Lincoln, but Dick said it was part of his image.

“Drive faster,” he commanded from the back seat. I’m going to be late.

She sped up, and she thought: It wasn’t always like this. Once she had been a knock out babe with big boobs. She had her choice of suitors, and she thought she had chosen wisely. Dick was a stud, smart, and obviously going to be a success.

She remembered those first few years fondly, they lived cheap, but fucked in every room, and even over the backseat and on picnic benches in the park. Any place there was a horizontal space it ended up with Dick’s semen on it.

“Are you slowing down again?” he looked at the rear view mirror.

“Oh, no,” she replied, goosing the pedal just an ounce so he would think she was driving faster.

Back to her thoughts: the dream of her as a princess and him as her prince ended when he started his own company.

RichBiz. Richard’s Business. They had laughed at the idea of calling it DickBiz. It was a start up that worked. And it worked for an odd reason, he insisted on the human touch.

In a world controlled by Google and Twitter and Facebutt, a world where the tech corporations didn’t want to speak to human beings, RichBiz was structured so his people had to answer the phone. And he demanded that they solve problems in human terms, not just hop onto the corporate script.

“Linda, I’m going to be late!”

“Sorry, dear. It’s the traffic.”

Not that he gave a holy shit about traffic. The holy Dick Johnson, who once dined on such viands as Top Ramen, and Mac and Cheese, and was glad of it, felt that the world should bow down to him. The traffic should part like the Red Sea parted for Moses.

Oh, what she would give to have that fresh-faced boy she had married back. Instead of this strident tyrant.

She delivered him to his building, the one with the big ‘RichBiz’ in huge red letters on the top, and when he got out she got out and followed him into the building.

Dick frowned at her.

“Bathroom,” she said.

“You should plan ahead,” he stated.

She didn’t go into his place of business often. She didn’t like the way he looked at her, the snide remarks he might make. But when ya gotta go ya gotta go.

She could have gone to his personal ‘executive’ bathroom, but she opted for the one at the end of the hall.

She entered through the swinging door and took the stall on the end. She was sitting, listening to rather indelicate plopping sounds, and…the door opened and voices entered the bathroom.

“Oh, you should have seen him! I had him on his hands and knees. I made him kiss my patent leather heels, and even suck the spike. God, I wanted to spank him, but he had board meeting.

The other girl giggled. “When are you going to make him leave his wife?”

“I don’t know. I mean, it’s fun having a sissy slave, and I love all the presents he gives me, but do I really want a milk sop under foot?”

Linda had a rueful smile on her face. She peeked out the crack of the stall door and saw a buxom redheaded putting lipstick on. The lipstick was bright red. ‘Blow job lipstick’ she had heard such a color referred to.

She thought about the. girl. No problems. In charge of her life.

“I’m going to go give him a morning blow job right now,” she smacked her lips at the mirror.

“Really?”

“Oh, yes. He just came in with his dowdy wife, and I think I’ll give him a big blow job when she leaves.”

That was the moment Linda lowered her brows. Dowdy wife? And it clicked in her mind. Board meeting?

Dick? Could it…could it…

The girls were giggling again, then Linda heard the click, click, click of the redhead’s high heels on the tile floor. She heard the door open and close.

She burst out of the stall. The other girl was still there and she whipped around in surprise. Linda grabbed her blouse with one hand and pulled her face close. She snarled into her face. “Is she fucking Dick?”

The girl’s face was ashen. And knowing.

Linda actually growled in the secretary’s face like a tiger. “Is it Dick.”

The girl looked like she wanted to be anywhere else but in Linda’s grip, but her face nodded up and down.

Linda grabbed her neck with the other hand. The girl could feel Linda’s red nails at her throat. “What’s her name?”

“Elizabeth,” gasped the girl. “Liz.”

Linda pushed the girl away, back against the counter, glared, then spun and headed for the door.

She walked down the hallway and saw nothing. Her vision was clouded at the edges and she just focused on the world directly in front of her.

But she wasn’t so focused she was stupid.

She stopped in front of Dick’s office. She reached into her pocket for her cell phone. She began recording video. Holding the phone so it could record anything she saw she placed her hand on the knob of Dick’s offices and turned.

Dick’s offices consisted of a board room on the left, his office in the center, and a bathroom on the right. The bathroom was accessible from both the secretary’s area and Dick’s office.

Linda pushed through the door and Dick’s secretary looked up in surprise, then she reached for the intercom.

“Touch that and you die!” Linda advanced on Martha like a bear about to rip somebody a new face for messing with her cubs.

“But…he’s in a meeting.”

Linda reached across the desk and gripped the wire to the intercom. She ripped, and the wire popped out. She grabbed Martha’s bathroom key.

“I’ll check your cell phone on the way out. Have the history ready.”

Martha actually nodded. The look on Linda’s face…that was a look that could murder kittens.

Cell phone recording faithfully, Linda went to the right, unlocked the bathroom door and entered.

It was quiet. Peaceful. Not like in her mind.

She walked, not making any noise, to the door to Dick’s office. She gripped the knob and pushed.

Dick had her back to her, but he was very accommodating. He spun, showing his erect, lipstick smeared penis. And he stumbled over his swivel chair, which moved him back so Linda got a perfect shot of Liz on her knees, mouth opened, shocked.

And, if that wasn’t enough, Dick was cumming. He gripped the arm of his swivel chair and a rope of semen shot out and across his desk.

Another spurt, another spurt…

His face was red and panicked.

“I can explain!”

Liz stood up, wiped her mouth, which smeared lipstick and semen across her chin.

Linda advanced, cell phone working.

Liz sobbed, turned, and ran out of the office.

“I can explain! Wait!”

She hit him in the mouth. His lipstick smeared mouth.

His eyes showed a terror she had never seen before, and something clicked in Linda’s mind.

On his hands and knees.

Sucked my spike.

Wanted to spank him…

And the terror in his eyes, and his blubbering excuses…

She now knew what kind of a man her husband was. A bully. And underneath the bully was…a scared, little boy.

But she was mad, so when he reached up for his mouth, after she had punched him, she kneed him in the balls.

Dick folded, and she pushed. He and the swivel chair fell over. The chair was on its side and Dick was sprawled.

“I’ll see you at home at five o’clock.” Her level eyes left no doubt.

She turned and walked for the main door, where Martha was standing with her hand over her mouth and eyes as big as pies.

She stopped right before the entrance, turned and snapped. “Fire that bitch. Now. And get yourself a fucking Uber to get home.”

He stared up at her from the floor. One hand on his balls, one hand on his mouth.

Then she was gone.

Linda drove slowly through town. Her mind was distracted and she could have been in Afghanistan for all she knew.

Her husband…the cocksucking bitch…On his hands and knees. Sucked my spike. Wanted to spank him…

He cheated on her.

Tears came, and her mind turned back over the years.

She was a freshman and he was a senior, BMOC. He dazzled her, a slender tennis star, and out of all the girls on campus he had picked her.

He was so kind and polite. Opened the door for her, bought here presents. When had Prince Charming become Rumpelstiltskin?

Somebody honked at her and she realized she was driving too slow. She sped up, but couldn’t keep her mind from going back…back…

He had graduated, worked for a tech company for a year, then proposed.

He had dreams, they had to live low on the hog, but…she had left school and hooked her wagon to his.

They were poor, but he worked 18 hours a day, and they christened all the furniture in the one room apartment they lived in.

God, the money had been tight. He had quit his job and was starting RichBiz. She had laughed—her belly so empty her belly button kissed her spine—and told him he was arrogant, and that was when they laughed about calling it DickBiz.

But she loved it. They were two against the world.

Then the money came rolling in, tons of it, and he rented his first office, and…his first secretary.

That was when he changed.

Somebody honked at her again. Too slow. She pulled into a parking lot, crying, and started pounding on the steering wheel.

Back then, the first RichBiz office, he had hired a stacked blonde…that was when he started to change, and that meant, all the way back then, he had been cheating.

Fucking his secretary, then coming home and acting like he was too tired. He was working too hard, he claimed. Yeah. Working hard at putting his dick into a big titted blonde’s pussy.

Time passed and she emptied out, calmed down, dried her eyes and looked in the mirror.

Tap tap.

She jerked in surprise and looked up. A security guard was standing next to her car. She rolled the window down.

“You all right, ma’am?” He was a young man, probably working his way through school, or just starting out, and he cared.

She nodded her head. A sort of a sob escaped her, but she tried to stifle it.

“I can call someone if you want. Would you like me to call someone?”

“No…no. I’m okay now.”

“Well, okay. But you’ve been here a while and…you’re sure?”

“I’m sure. Thank you.” And, a thought: “Thank you for caring.”

He stood back and she gave him a wan smile and pressed the pedal.

Back out on the road, but now she wasn’t driving blindly. She figured out where she was, and headed for home.

She felt guilty. She had crying jags. She spent the day cleaning the house, and she couldn’t stop thinking.

On his hands and knees.

Sucked my spike.

Wanted to spank him…

How many times during their ten year marriage had he cheated on her?

She thought of parties they had been to. Times he had smiled a little guiltily, times he had come home and said he was too tired.

And she fallen fallen right in with it, feeling sorry for her husband who ‘worked too hard,’ giving him back rubs and fixing special meals, doing everything she could to make him feel better.

But every time she did that it fed his cheating personality.

About four o’clock she sat down at the computer. She typed in: ‘How do I stop my man from cheating on me?’

Be willing to initiate sex…

Be open to experimentation...

Take care not to become controlling...

Make sure he knows how much you appreciate him.

She snorted. Bullshit. He cheats and you should give him loving, get kinky, don’t stand up for yourself, show your love…what a crock of shit. Had to have been written by a man. A cheating man.

Her own items would have been…

cut off all sex…

kick him in the balls…

make it so he couldn’t have sex again…

And, actually, when she thought about it, she didn’t feel like having sex with him, she had kicked him in the balls, and…she had to make sure he couldn’t have sex again.

She had to stop him from diddling Elizabeth or whoever he took an urge to. She had to stop him from taking some young thing into a closet and screwing her.

God, if she could only stop him from having an erection!

She typed in ‘How do I stop my man from having an erection?’

What came up were pages of how to deal with erectile dysfunction.

She snorted. He had erectile dysfunction, all right, in the truest sense of the word!

She clicked her way through the net. She was somewhat calm now, a bit tired, and she was just glancing, meandering, no real purpose…and she froze.

She focused.

She looked at what had come up and…she smiled.

Dick arrived home at five fifteen. Right on time.

Linda watched from the kitchen window as he climbed out of the Uber and walked up the walk. He was holding flowers and looked appropriately guilty.

“Honey?”

He stepped into the kitchen and held the flowers out to her.

As if a bunch of dead plants were good exchange for trampling on her love.

She looked at him. “I uploaded the video to the net.”

His hand went slowly down.

“I talked to a lawyer.”

His hand was now at his side, the flowers dangling. His face was as pale as snow.

“He said I could get the house, and lots of alimony, and I already own a half interest in RichBiz.”

“Look,” he tried. “I’m sorry. It was a one time thing and—“

“Get down on your knees.”

He blinked. “What?”

She tilted her head, curious as to what his responses were going to be.

“Get down on your knees.”

“I’m not—“ he started to bluster.

She picked up her phone and showed it to him. “This number is my lawyer. You do what I say or I tap his number.”

“This has gone far enough!”

She tapped.

“Wait! Stop!”

She looked down.

He went to his knees.

She tapped her phone to stop the call.

“You will do everything I say. I am now in charge. Take your clothes off.”

His mouth opened.

“Now.”

Now he was struggling to comprehend. She wasn’t asking him to take his clothes off so they could have mad, passionate love…so what was going on?

He took off his jacket, his shirt, his slacks. Item by item he became redder in the face. Sure, she had seen him naked, they had run naked through the house many times, but this wasn’t amorous. This was…what was going on?

He knelt naked.

“Turn around.”

Puzzled, he did.

He hadn’t noticed the ping pong paddle on top of the fridge and she took it down. She pushed his back and he fell to all fours.

WISSS SMACK!

“OW! What the fuck?” He was on his feet, rubbing his ass, looking angry. But what was most telling was the fact that his penis had instantly become hard.

She stepped up to him. She grabbed his penis and stroked it. “Your first secretary. The stacked blonde. Her name was Diane. Did you fuck her?”

“Honey, you can’t…don’t…”

“You ever want to get in my good graces? You’re going to have to be honest. Did you fuck Diane?”

“No!”

“On your knees.”

“Hey!”

She picked up her cell phone. “On your knees,” and her finger hovered over the phone.

A look of panic on his face, he knelt.

She lifted the paddle, “Turn around.”

“Linda! you can’t do this. “Turn around.”

A strangled sound in his throat, he turned.

She pushed.

WISSS SMACK!

He didn’t get up this time. He just turned on his knees and rubbed his butt. his butt was quite red.

“I like you on your knees when you talk to me. Now then, did you fuck Diane?”

“For Christ’s sake no!”

“Turn around.”

It took a half an hour. And even then she had to point out that 1) she already knew, 2) she wasn’t recording this, and 3) this was his time to be honest.

when he did finally fess up his butt was redder than Rudolph’s nose and swollen. He cried as he admitted, “Yes! I did! Okay? Are you satisfied now?”

She smiled. “Nope. But it’s a start. Order Chinese, then come see me in the bedroom.”

Again, he blinked. Bedroom?

She walked down the hall and he stared at her back. And her ass.

His cock had been hard for the whole half hour of his paddling. And it had been super hard when he admitted his affair.

Staring down at his traitor cock, he picked up his cell and ordered Chinese, then walked slowly down the hallway. His ass was incredibly painful, and he knew he wouldn’t be able to sit on it tomorrow.

He stepped into the bedroom. She was sitting on the bed, flipping through a magazine. She looked up at him. “Normally, around the house, you will be naked from here on out.”

“Why?”

She lowered an eye. “Speak in a gentle tone of voice. Be respectful.”

He lowered his voice, but couldn’t keep the bitterness out of it.

“Why?”

“Get rid of the bitterness.”

He opened his mouth to complain, but she picked up her cell phone.

It took all his will power, but he managed to ask “Why” in a level tone of voice.

“Better, but you’re going to have to work on it. Have you ever heard the phrase ‘Clothes make the man?’”

His eyes narrowed very slightly. “Yes.”

“You haven’t behaved like a man. You will therefore not be allowed to look like one, except when I deem it necessary. Work and stuff.”

“You can’t stop me from wearing clothes!” he sputtered.

“Come here.”

He walked over to the bed, and was aware that his cock was bobbing and throbbing.

She extended her hand and wrapped her slender fingers around him.

He couldn’t help a groan. The pain he had just endured made the pleasure all the sweeter.

She swung her legs around and faced him squarely. As her soft hand moved back and forth on his shaft she reached under his dick and fondled his testicles with her other hand.

“Dick, Dick, Dick. You are so silly.” She spoke to him like he was a little boy. “You cheat on me and think there are no consequences. Don’t you understand?”

He understood the pleasure in his penis. He gave a light groan.

“Now, you have made me very unhappy. I have proof, I have a lawyer, and you are about to learn how to be a man. Do you really want me to be unhappy? With all I have on you?”

“But…”

She leaned forward and took his penis in her mouth. Her eyes were were looking upward as her red lips slid over the length of his dong.

His eyes were closed as he enjoyed her moist mouth. He put his hands on the side of her head and she took her mouth off him and slapped his hands to the side.

“You don’t touch me. Not unless I ask you to. And then you touch me only in the way prescribed.”

“But you’re my wife?” he cried.

“I’m in charge.” She slapped his balls, hard, and he fell on the floor. “Now, your clothes for this evening, so you can get used to the attire, are on the chair over there.”

He moaned and held his balls as he got to his knees. He knee walked to the two paces to the chair and looked, and his eyes went wide.

“I can’t wear that!”

She smiled. “Put it on. I’m not sure if I’m going to suck your dick or spank your balls, but put it on before you find out.”

He didn’t want to. His whole being wanted to run out screaming. but…he couldn’t.

“Panties first. I want to see your hard cock loving sissy clothes.”

“Don’t say that.” He was speaking in a very low tone of voice.

“Sissy clothes. Now. Put on your panties.”

His face was expressing fear as he stepped into the panties. He looked at the bra.

Linda touched his panties, throbbing penis, and he jerked. “My, you like this.”

“No!” But it was a classic case of him protesting too much. It was in his voice. And from what Linda had read on the net…all men liked wearing female underwear.

“Put the bra on,” she rubbed his groin, feeling his hard dick through the thin material of the panties.

He groaned and put the bra around his waist and attached the ends. He then circled it and flipped it up.

“You’ve done this before.”

“No!”

She grinned. “I’ll give you a day to think about that answer…before I spank the truth out of you.”

“I’m not lying! I just watch you put your bra on.”

Hmm. He could be telling the truth, but…nah. He was a confirmed liar.

She let go of his crotch and sat back. “You will answer the door dressed like that.”

“No!”

“I don’t like that word. If you say no to me again you won’t sit down for a week.”

He huffed a sigh.

“My, you even like that.”

“What?”

“Your cock twitched when I said that. You like being spanked. You like me being in charge.”

His cock twitched. He moved to try and hide his twitching, but she just laughed.

DING DONG!

“There it is. Go get it.”

“Let me get a robe—“

“As you are.”

He stared at her His voice was a whisper. “No. You can’t.”

“I can’t, and did you just say no?”

“No! I mean…I didn’t!”

DING DONG!

“Go.”

He walked down the hall. The panties and bra were white and that made his red, blushing fanny, and the rest of him, all the redder.

Linda followed him. Click, click, click. She was fully dressed.

He stopped at the end of the hallway and turned around he was crying. “Don’t make me do this!”

“Do it.”

His shoulders slumped, his face blazing, actually giving off heat, he stepped into the foyer and opened the door.

He tried to stay behind the door as he took the bags of food. But he was sure the young girl saw his bra strap.

Behind him Linda put her hand on the door to keep him from closing it. “Give her a tip.”

“I’ll put it on the credit card.”

“Real cash.”

His face was a mixture of shame, embarrassment and humiliation. He looked back out at the girl and said, “I’ll get you your tip.”

The girl outside smiled, but a little uncertainly. She knew something was going on, but she didn’t know what.

Dick ran into the kitchen where he had left his clothes. He dug for his wallet and came up with a fiver. He turned to the foyer and stopped.

Linda had the door open and was talking to the girl. “I remember when…oh, here he is. Come on, honey, give Shiela her tip. She’s waiting and you’re costing her time.”

He couldn’t move.

Linda chuckled, “He’s a little embarrassed Sometimes he doesn’t want people to know that he’s a sissy.”

She reached out and grabbed his wrist and pulled him into the foyer.

The Grubhump driver was maybe twenty, in college, and frozen at the sight of a man in panties and bra.

His face burning, Dick held out the five dollar bill.

Then, to make everything worse, a giggle seeped out of the girl.

Linda looked at the five dollar bill and said, “Is that all? God, honey, you’re a cheapskate. Go get more money.”

She let go of his wrist and he stumbled backward, almost fell back into the kitchen.

He picked up his wallet and returned in time to hear Linda say, “He’s not very smart. He doesn’t realize that people who work for a living need to feel appreciated. Oh, here you are.”

He stood, his dick throbbing, and the driver looking down at it, and his face so red he thought the blood vessels might pop, and took out his money.

Linda plucked the money out of his hand and handed it to the girl.

The girl’s face showed her shock. She could see twenties, and fifties, and even a hundred. She took the money with both hands and clutched it.

“That’s…that’s—“

“Not enough?” asked Linda. “Did you want to write her a check?”

He shook his head. He had over four hundred dollars in his wallet. He had planned to play poker that night.

“Okay,” Linda turned to the delivery driver. “Well, that’s all for now. Hope to see you again.” She closed the door. Outside the driver stumbled away, unable to believe her good luck.

“Mmm. Smells good. Let’s eat in the living room.”

He took the bags into the living room and set up two TV trays. He opened the bag, looked at her, and took out her portion and placed it on the tray.”

“I’ll take a Coke. You may have water.”

He went to the kitchen, returned with the drinks, and found that she had folded up his tray and put it away. His plate of food was on the ground.

He looked at her. “What…”

“You didn’t think you would be allowed to sit at a table and eat like a man, did you?”

He stood, confused.

Linda forked some orange chicken into her mouth, chewed, swallowed, and said, “What are you waiting for?”

Slowly, he knelt, then he looked up at her. “There’s no fork.”

“You didn’t think you would be allowed to eat like a man, did you? Oh, my gosh! You did! No…no. Get on all fours and eat. Do not use your hands. And if you spill any food on the rug…well, you really don’t want to.”

Dick knelt, gazing at her reproachfully. He put his hands down, bent his neck, and began eating.

Linda picked up the clicker and turned on the TV. “Oh, goody! The Kardashians!”

Dick groaned. He positively, absolutely hated the Kardashians.

“What’s that? Turn it up? Of course I will!” She turned up the volume. “Maybe Bruce will be in this episode. I’ll bet you love Bruce. Or, what’s her name now? Oh, yes. Caitlyn. Caitlyn Jenner.”

“Can’t I get a fork?”

“Lord, no, honey. You need to learn how to use your mouth. Eating like this will be good practice for what I’ve got planned for you.”

Mortified, Dick ate slowly. His cheeks were covered with orange sauce, his nose had gone into the pile of noodles, and he felt like crying.

“You see, just because you’re going to do without sex…well, that actually makes me horny. So you’re going to learn how to eat me out.”

“Do without…?” He couldn’t bring himself to say the last word.

“Of course. After all, I don’t know where your dick has been. We have to send you to the doctor and get tests. And then, just to make sure, we’ll retest you in a year or so. That will give any STD time to show up.”

“A year?”

“Or so.”

“But…I can’t go without…sex. Not that long!”

“Sorry, honey, you’re going to have to. But the good news is that while you won’t be putting your penis in me? You’re going to get lots of sex. I’ll suck you and stroke you, maybe make you fuck a jar of mayonnaise. You just won’t get to cum.”

“But, honey…I’ll never cheat again, and I am so sorry!!”

“Oh, look! There’s Caitlyn.”

Dick couldn’t help himself, he glanced at the screen. Caitlyn Jenner was talking to one of her daughters.

“Now, you pay attention. Caitlyn has such a wonderful sense of fashion. You could really learn some things.”


PART TWO

Dick went to work the next day…in an Uber. Linda just laughed when he asked for a ride. Damn. He had gone without two cars for years because he didn’t want the expense. Even though he could easily afford a second car he was just too cheap.

He was wearing panties and a bra under his clothes, and he…liked it.

That was the weird thing. His package kept falling out of the panties, but that just reminded him that he had a package, and made him think of his cock all day, and…that made him horny.

The bra was tougher. He couldn’t take off his jacket because somebody might see the shoulder straps. Still, it felt sort of good, like he was being hugged all day long.

Now he knew why women wore the things. It didn’t have anything to do with supporting boobs, it had to do with feeling all huggy.

He entered his offices and said good morning to Martha.

Martha had seen the debacle the day before, so he was going to have to get rid of her. Too bad. She was pretty efficient. But maybe he could get somebody younger, with bigger boobs.

Maybe he could get Liz to come up and be his secretary. He grinned. That would sure make getting blow jobs easier. Any time he needed a little he could just hit the intercom.

He entered his private office and sat down on his swivel. He frowned when he saw the semen stains on his desk. Damn. He hadn’t wiped that stuff off right away, and apparently it ate right through the polish and did a number on the wood itself.

Well, he would pass the desk down and get himself a bigger one. And while he was at it, he needed to replace the keys to the bathroom, and make sure that he was the only one who had keys to his office. He—

The door opened and he turned white.

Linda waited until Dick was gone, then strode out to the Lincoln. She had fixed herself up. She was wearing a half bra under her blouse, and her nipples were feeling very proud. She wore a navy blue pencil skirt, and a short jacket. She could open the lapels of her jacket and show off her tits, and nipples, at a whim.

She took off her high heels to drive the car. She normally didn’t like doing anything with just bare nylons, but she was going to be doing some serious shopping that afternoon, so why not?

She pulled into the parking lot just as the Uber that had picked up Dick left. She smiled. He would be going upstairs, getting into his routine. Probably even thinking about getting a blow job from Liz.

Liz with the ‘blow job lips.’

She parked the Lincoln in the CEO slot and exited the car.

She sashayed through the front office, taking her time. She greeted people she knew, chatted briefly, smiled a lot, and stepped into the elevator.

Out of the elevator and down the short hall, then into the admin offices.

Martha had a box on her desk and was taking things out of her desk drawers and putting them into the box. She turned, saw Linda, and took in her breath.

“Martha? What are you doing?”

“Uh, Good morning. I’m, uh, getting ready.”

“Ready for what?”

“Well, uh…”

“Speak up, girl. I don’t blame you for Dick’s indiscretions.”

“He usually fires his secretary when something like this happens.”

Linda blinked. “Like this? Has his wife caught him cheating before this?”

“Not his wife…not you, but…he has had more than one woman show up at the same time, and, uh…”

Linda took in a big breath and let it out. “Martha, would you like a raise?”

Martha’s turn to blink. “What?”

“I understand the pressure you have been under. Can’t talk, has to watch this…this circus happening. Did you know I own half the company?”

“You do?”

“Oh, yes. We structured RichBiz that way back in the beginning. It was cheaper than a will in case anything happened.”

Martha was holding a little statuette of a girl petting a dog. Very cute. And she was listening.

“So I will be taking a very active stance in the future. I would like to keep you on. Is ten per cent okay?”

Martha nodded.

“The proviso, of course, is that you keep me informed of everything. He tells you you’re fired, or demoted, or anything, you call me and I’ll put him in place.” Linda smiled a big, toothy grin. “I do have a degree of control over him.”

“Ten per cent?” Martha breathed out. “And I just have to call you if anything happens.”

Linda nodded.

“Ma’am, you’ve got yourself a deal.”

“You will address me as Linda, okay?”

“Yes, ma…Linda.”

“Excellent. And don’t bother to announce me…ever.” Both women smiled knowingly as Linda reached for the doorknob to the inner office.

“What are you doing here?” blurted Dick.

“Checking on you, looking after my company.”

There wasn’t much he could say about her checking on him, but he frowned and said, “your company?”

“You may have heard of it. RichBiz. Very successful tech company. I own half, and I have decided to be the more active partner.” She spoke as she walked around the desk. “Get into the kneehole.”

He went blank.

“Under the desk, where the knees go.”

“What do you—“

“Get into the kneehole, facing out.” She stared at him, and he turned red. This was his sanctum, she couldn’t bully him here…could she?

She could. Under her gaze he finally broke. He knelt on all fours and scooted back into the kneehole.

She sat down on the swivel, circled once, and pushed the swivel under the desk.

Dick was scrunched, pushed back, and in shock as Linda parted her knees.

She wasn’t wearing panties. The smell of her womanliness washed over him. It was boner time.

“Get busy.”

He couldn’t help himself. He leaned forward, nestled his face into her pussy.

It was sweet as she had douched before coming. It was moist, as she had been looking forward to this. He licked up her labia and munched on the clitoris.

Linda leaned back and enjoyed the sexual pleasures running through her. Then she reached forward and hit the buzzer.

“Yes, sir?” Martha asked out of the little box.

“It’s Linda.”

“Yes, Linda?”

“Do you know if Dick fired Liz?”

Martha knew exactly what was happening. “I don’t believe so. At least no orders went through me.”

“Excellent. Please have her report to me immediately.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Dick had slowed down his eating and was listening.

Linda moved her knee and knocked him in the cheek.

“Ow!”

“Get going. I want an orgasm before Liz gets here.”

Dick redoubled his efforts. He wanted to be out from under the desk before Liz arrived. He wasn’t successful.

“Liz is here, Linda.”

“Send her in.”

Dick’s head jerked back, he hit his head on the bottom of the desk, then Linda kneed his cheek again. “Eat.”

He ate, but half heartedly.

The door opened and Liz entered the room.

What a change. From a ball busting bitch men slavered over, to a timid mouse thinking she was going to get fired.

Linda smiled. “Have a seat, Liz.”

Liz blinked at the good cheer emanating from the woman who’s husband she had tried to steal.

Hesitantly, she sat in a red chair with arms.

While Dick ate and tried to listen Linda said, “Yesterday I ordered Dick to fire you. I realize that was a little quick. After all, you’re just a woman trying to get by, am I right.”

“Uh…”

It was a poor statement concerning her intention, but Liz was not in a position to complain.

“Would you like a raise?”

There was a bumping sound from under the desk and Linda shifted her position.

“OW!”

Liz looked down at the desk. She looked up, and realized what was happening. Linda confirmed her suspicions.

“I understand why my husband wanted his morning blow jobs.” She sighed, gave a moan, then continued.

“We need another receptionist to help Martha. You would be reporting to me, of course. I own half of this company and I intend to take a hands on approach. How long has Dick been demanding oral sex?”

Now Liz was caught. Was this a trap? Was she being set up? oddly, she didn’t think so. Call it women’s intuition, but, what was happening under the desk… “He…a couple of years.”

“Pretty much every day?”

“Pretty much.” Liz licked her lips.

“Yes?”

“There was a girl before me.”

Dick had really slowed down now, she could almost feel his ears wiggling against the inside of her thighs.

“And what happened to her?”

Liz threw caution to the wind. Either she was in or she was out, and if she was out…what the heck.

“Rumor has it that she got pregnant, that Dick fired her, and then I…I was called upon.”

Linda hit the intercom. “Martha, who was giving Dick blow jobs before Liz?”

Under the desk Dick was turning scarlet. His blood was pounding in his head. The odd thing was that the blood was pounding in his pecker, too.

“That would have been Samantha. Before her was Shiela. I don’t think there was anybody before that.”

“And how long did each of these women work here.

“Samantha was three years, Shiela two. I’ll check with records to…”

“Don’t bother. Thank you, Martha.”

“No problem.”

No problem. Linda smiled. She liked that acknowledgement better than the official ‘yes, ma’am.’

She ended the intercom call and faced Liz again. She tapped her toe into Dick’s crotch to get him going again and said, “So you were two years, Samantha was three years, Shiela two years, and that brings us back to our original secretary, a top heavy blonde name of Diane. That’s a full ten years he’s been getting free blow jobs. And sex. No consequences. And you were just the latest. How does that make you feel?”

Liz was embarrassed, but there was also a tinge of anger. Put in those terms she sounded very shoddy, indeed. “Not too good.”

“Well, that’s okay. The past is past. Time to look to the future, yes?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Call me Linda. Ten per cent raise for your new position, as long as you keep a close watch on Dick. It’s time to bring that horny, little boy under control. Wouldn’t you say?”

Liz blinked. “Uh…”

“And, it goes without saying that if you ever want a little oral stimulation…Dick is good for it.”

“He…uh…yes.”

Linda looked into the kneehole. Her husband’s face, so red it showed in the gloom of the under desk, looked back at her. He was mortified. She felt his crotch with her toe. He was hard.

“Now, last thing before you go, you said something the other day that intrigued me. Specifically, you remarked that you liked it when Dick was on his hands and knees. That you made him suck the spike of your heels, and that you wanted to spank him…

Liz knew she was safe now. In fact, she had an ally, and she suddenly wet her lips, her eyes gleamed, and she leaned forward. She began to speak, and under the desk Dick groaned and had to be reminded to keep eating.

Dick eventually got out from under the desk, but not until Linda had spoken to several department heads and apprised them of her new role in the company.

She received a couple of quizzical looks, but Dick had built the company well.

Except for his sexual excesses, of course.

By noon Linda was done. She stood up, lowered her dress, and sighed. She had had three wonderful orgasms.

Dick crawled out of the kneehole. He was hot from his confinement, sweating and disheveled. He combed his hair with his fingers and straightened up his suit. He adjusted his bra straps and straightened out his package in his panties.

“Well, dear. I’m off. You may take over, but be very careful. I’ll be checking your decisions tomorrow.”

Dick stared at her glumly. With both Martha and Liz on duty there was no way he was going to get a blow job.

And he badly needed one.

Eating pussy all morning had made him unbelievably horny.

“I wouldn’t be thinking of jacking off when I’m gone,” she warned.

“I don’t jack off,” he lied.

“Good. I’ll be checking the state of your cock tonight, and if you can’t get a boner, or cum, then I’ll be very upset with you.”

“Where are you going?” he asked.

“Work out. Shopping. Maybe I’ll push some poor helpless clerk into a changing booth and take advantage of his penis.”

“What?” Alarm flooded into Dick.

“You’ve had ten years of blow jobs and fucks. Even if that was only 250 working days a year, that would be 2,500 squirts. You owe me, bitch.”

“I…but you can’t—“

“Of course I can. How does it feel with the shoe on the other foot?”

He just stared at her.

Linda spent a couple of hours at the gym. She normally didn’t go to the gym, she always had to pick up and drive Dick around, or do errands for him. Those days were over. She had a good body, and she was going to put it in world class shape.

After the gym she went shopping. If she was going to have a killer body she would have to package it accordingly.

She was on her way home when Martha called.

“He’s going to buy a car.”

“Thank you, Martha.” She smiled and sent Dick a text message. “I’m buying a car. You will drive the Lincoln.”

There was no answer.

She called Martha.

“My, God! He is pissed!” Martha whispered. Linda could hear him in the background. She couldn’t tell what he was saying, but his voice was loud and mean.

“I’ll take care of it.”

She texted Dick, “When you get home I want you to choose a switch from the apricot tree and bring it inside. You are NOT allowed to talk roughly to Martha or Liz. Acknowledge this message now.”

Five minutes passed. Linda thought she was going to have to go back to work and say harsh things, then her phone dinged. It was from Martha. ‘Thank you.’

And, a minute after that, her phone dinged again. ‘I apologized.’

Linda smiled and opened up the computer. She had to pick out a car.

Dick arrived home at five fifteen. He walked into the house and stopped.

Linda stood in the foyer glaring at him.

“Where is the switch?”

“But…you didn’t really…” he stuttered and turned red.

“I did. Take off your clothes. You may leave your panties and bra on.”

Dick was near broken now. He had no control, and the things she was making him…he took off his pants and jacket.

“And the shirt.”

He took off his shirt, went to the door and looked out.

Linda came up behind him and pushed him. He suddenly found himself standing on the porch, exposed in only his panties and bra.

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! he thought. Then he ran for the apricot tree. He pulled a branch and the leaves stripped off, but the branch didn’t come loose. Apricot branches, when they are suitable for switches, are flexible and a bit green. He tried to stay behind the tree as he worked the bending wood and tried to make it break. Finally, the switch came loose and he ran for the house.

The door was locked, and he had to stand and ring the door bell.

The door lock clicked and he was able to open the door. He stepped into the house and Linda took the switch from him.

“Come along,” she led the way into the living room.

He didn’t want to go into the living room. It had a big front window and the drapes were never drawn.

Linda sat down on the ottoman and motioned to him. “Lay down.”

He didn’t want to. He was embarrassed. But he lay down and Linda pulled his panties down. His cock immediately popped out and thrust between her legs.

She laughed at how hard he was, then began switching him.

WISSS and a little smack. Again and again. The thin switch cut into his rump, and his thighs. He howled and kicked, but she had one hand on his back and his cock trapped between her legs.

Outside, on the sidewalk, he could see Charlie Rosen, his neighbor, goggling as Linda striped his bottom.

“Stop! Please! Stop!” Tears ran down his face as he kicked and howled.

Linda let him up. “If you ever talk harshly to Martha or Liz you will think this has been a picnic.

He stood up and felt his bottom. He could feel the lines of swelling, and his ass burned like it had been lit on fire. He turned and saw Charlie laughing, so he stepped back out of sight.

“There is a little box on the bed. Get it and come back here.”

Tears running down his cheeks, Dick went to the bedroom and found the box. It was only six inches by six inches by six inches, and he returned to the living room.

Linda took scissors out of the drawer of the end table and opened the package. “Come here.”

Looking out the big picture window, his heart dropping, he stepped in front of her again. Behind him Charlie and the other neighbor were pointing and laughing. They could see his red striped ass easily. Charlie called to somebody up the street.

Linda took out a ring and a tube. She looked at his cock. She looked up at him. “Did you jack off today?”

He shook his head.

“Then you should be able to cum easily.”

“What?”

“Right now. Masturbate on the coffee table.”

“But I can’t—“

The look on her face, the way she twisted her lips and looked at him and showed she didn’t believe him.

“Now.”

He put his hand on his penis and began stroking. His penis had been so hard under the female underthings, and the way he had been treated, and his switching…he was excited.

“Faster. Grab your nuts with your other hand.”

“It was kinky, it was unbelievable. He was shamed, knew people were watching him through the front window.

His hand flew, and he could feel the surge of urge. “Fuck,” he whispered. He was going to be able to do it.

“Turn sideways.”

He did, looked out the window, ten neighbors were standing on the front lawn, crowded right up to the window.

He opened his mouth to say something, but Linda used her open hand to smack him right on the ass.

His hips moved forward and his penis erupted. The neighbors cheered as they white hot feeling came over him and his semen shot out over the coffee table.

“AHHH!”

Squirt…squirt…squir-r-rt. Ropes of semen, a huge load, went across the table.

The neighbors gave a huge cheer.

Dick felt like crawling into a hole and pulling the dirt in over him.

“Very good, honey.”

Linda reached out and grabbed his cock and pulled him back to her.

She waited while his penis finished dribbling and began shrinking.

Neighbors talked outside, and a couple of them shouted encouragement. But they shouted to Linda, and not to Dick.

When Dick was soft, the crowd watching, Linda placed the ring around his package. She slid the little tube over his penis until it clicked into the ring, then she placed a padlock through the loop.

Click.

Now a super cheer rose up from the front lawn.

Dick lowered his head and looked away. Talk about emasculation!

Linda stood up and turned Dick towards the crowd. His penis, unbelievably, started trying to get hard again. He had just cum, but the humiliation, having his cock imprisoned…his dick surged against the inner walls of the chastity tube.

He whined, and Linda stood to one side and held her hands as if to present his caged cock.

The crowd, there were about fifteen now, started clapping. Then Linda pulled the lapels of her jacket aside and showed her nipple hard tits.

As the crowd laughed and pointed and goggled she went to the side and pulled on the cord. The drapes slowly slid shut.

“What are you doing to me,” Dick’s head was bowed and he could only whisper.

“Treating you the way you treated me.”

“I never treated you this way!”

“You got blow jobs in the office, this morning so did I. You blustered and bullied, and today so did I. You used women for your sexual pleasure, and that’s what I’m doing.”

He didn’t say anything.

“Honey, come with me.”

She reached for his cage and pulled him towards the bedroom.

He pushed his hips forward so she wouldn’t pull his manhood off. He ran behind her, trying to keep up.

She entered the bedroom and pulled then pushed him towards the bed. “Lay across the bed. Panties down.”

He stared at her, and she opened the bottom drawer of the dresser and took out a strap on. She began fixing the straps around her hips.

“You’re not going to do that to me.”

“I can do it to you in the courtroom, or I can do it here and you’ll still have a company. Turn around.”

He felt like he was in another world as he turned. She pushed his back and he fell forward over the bed.

She said, “Would you prefer lube?”

“Lube?”

“I can shove it in dry, but that might be painful. I suggest lube.”

He nodded.

She took out a tube of lube and squirted it on her penis. She used her hands to smooth it over her cock, then she began pushing lube into his anus.

“Fuck!” he wheezed.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?”

“How do you know how to do this?”

“Internet.”

She moved up behind him, touched the head of her fake dick to his brown star. “You know, there’s pleasure and pain, and a person needs both to appreciate life. All pleasure and you lose appreciation for it. All pain and…well, that’s no good, either. But if you can find the right balance of pain and pleasure, then…then life is good. How does this feel?”

She stuck a finger in his asshole and reamed him, felt the ring and stretched it, drove all his nerves wild.

“OHH!” He pressed his hips down. It was the most sensuous, glorious feeling he had ever had.

“Pretty good, eh?”

“Ohhhh.”

“This is going to be your life from now on.”

He looked over his shoulder at her and his face showed half terror and half gratitude.

“During the day you’re going to be eating pussy. We’ll get you a dildo and maybe you’ll even get to fuck someone. But you won’t cum. And when you get home I’ll be waiting, ready with my big dick to show you how good life can be.”

“I can’t…please don’t…”

But she had two fingers in him now, and he was corkscrewing his hips around and around, trying to get the most out of her fingers.

“You’ll be the company plaything, we’ll dress you up, put make up on you, and I’ll make all the important decisions…”

She had three fingers in him now. Shoving them in and out, loosening him up, and he was starting to move his hips back, trying to get more into his butt.

“Oh, I’ll still love you, but I might take a lover. After all, making me wait while you give out 2,500 orgasms…I don’t deserve that.”

She pushed her hips forward and her plastic dong slid into him. His mouth went open in a perfect O. He showed the whites of his eyes.

“Is your cock trying to get hard?”

It tried to be, but the chastity tube stopped it. And the more his cock was stopped, the more it wanted to get hard.

“Please…please…” but he had no intention in his protests. He might have been saying ‘please, pass the apples’ for all the intention in his voice.

For a long minute she fucked him, and he ground his ass back, felt the rippling ridges of her cock as it slid back and forth within him.

Then she reached under and grabbed his balls and squeezed.

He was horny, in spite of having jerked himself off, and, unbelievably, another load started dribbling out of his cock.

She noticed and smiled. “I’m pressing on your prostate, and that is going to get every last bit of squirt out of you.

He began to feel goofy, almost like he had taken drugs, and happy. He was draining, and all that was left was a happy feeling.

But no orgasm.

After a few minutes there was no leakage and Linda pulled back. She wiped her dick on his ass, then took off the strap on. “Clean this good. Soap and water. Then come to bed.”

He managed to get up, though he felt so weak and satisfied. He washed the dildo, standing over the sink, and he knew he had been changed.

He came back to bed, didn’t say anything, just got in and lay there.

Linda smiled. She knew she had broken him.

Well, not broken him so much as changed him. Made him more accommodating.

“How you doing, honey?”

“I’m okay.”

His voice was even, he was examining himself from the inside out.

“And what do you think of your new life?”

Dick lay there, his head turning over his new status.

He had been used like an object. He was nothing but a dildo for women. He had been forced to have oral sex…and he had no doubts that that was going to be his lot from her eon. On top of that…he wasn’t even allowed to have a boner.

What did he think of his new life?

What did he think of having his sex controlled, of being used, of what had happened to him?

He answered with what was in his heart.

“Thank you.”

Linda smiled and went to sleep.

END
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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 no 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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Read it on kindle or paperback
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