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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

One of my favorite themes is the fellow who is just living his life, maybe has a porn habit, maybe not, and suddenly somebody hacks into his computer and starts feminizing him.

I love this, because computers don’t have much personality, and i can focus on the terror and panic as somebody wraps the schmuck around his digital finger.

And, of course, half the game is finding out who the hacker is.

And, this isn’t such a far fetched idea. The scary fact is that companies like Apple, Microsoft, Facebook, even the government (NSA) are reading this right now.

Yikes!

But don’t worry. Joe Biden isn’t attracted to men who like to be women.

Is he?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


My Stepmother Feminized Me!

His feminization was part of a bigger plot!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Can you come home now and help me?” Rhonda asked.

“Sure.” Ryan was deep in his studies in the library, but when his step mother called he closed his books and headed for home.

As Ryan drove he thought about his step mother. Rhonda was a babe in the truest sense of the word. She was five foot six, maybe 130 pounds, and a lot of that was breast.

And her ass was round and perfect, her lips looked like they always wanted to be kissed, and…and he envied his father.

Ryan Sr. was in his sixties, retired, and yet he had pulled in this 40 year old babe that made Ryan Jr. hard just by looking at him.

Ryan, being a good boy, tried to hide it. He sure didn’t want to be embarrassed, and he loved his father so he didn’t want any kind of situation to arise, but, man, she sure was delicious.

He turned down the cul de sac where he lived with his father and step mother, and parked on the side of the driveway.

He got out and went through the side gate. He wanted to drop his books off before he went upstairs to see Rhonda, but she was sunbathing by the pool. Acres of flesh contained by the skimpiest bikini imaginable.

“Hi, Ryan!”

“Hey, Rhonda. I’ll be up in a minute.”

“Okey dokey.”

But he had no sooner entered his little room in the basement than Rhonda followed him in.

He placed his books on his desk, turned around and there she was. A foot from him, her breasts almost touching his chest.

“Oh!” he exclaimed, surprised.

“Sorry, Ryan, I just had to talk to you, and I wanted privacy.”

Which was strange because his father was out of town on business, and would be for a week.

But he didn’t remark on that. He was trying to calm his breathing with her this close to him.

“Come here, Ryan,” She grabbed his hand, took him to his bed and sat him down. Then she sat next to him. Her giant breasts came together as she clasped her forearms. That made them seem super enormous, and he gulped and tried to focus on her eyes.

“Ryan, I don’t know what to do.”

“What do you mean? What’s the problem?”

“It’s your father,” she sniffed. “He…he wants to leave me.”

“What? No! Dad loves you! He’d never leave you.”

She was half turned towards him and she suddenly hugged him and started crying. Through her sobs she mumbled, “He says he doesn’t love me anymore. He says…he says…I’m too old!”

Ryan’s went around her and he soothed her. “No, no. Dad loves you. I see the way he looks at you. He’d never leave you. this is all a misunderstanding.

She kept crying, and holding on to him, and her breasts were pressed against him. He felt the heat of her body and, he couldn’t help it, his cock started to grow.

Oh, crap. Oh crap. He thought.

“I think he’s met someone else. Some one younger. I think he…he’s going to leave me!

She blubbered for ten minutes and he tried to calm her, but he couldn’t. Her tears were falling all over his lap and his cock was pulsing, and he felt very compromised.

“Look,” he said, and he held her at arm’s distance. “I’ll prove it. I’ll call him right now and find out.”

“But you can’t let him know that I know.”

“Don’t worry. Just don’t make a sound.”

Ryan picked up his phone and hit number 1. A moment later his father picked up the phone. “Ry! Buddy, how’s it going?”

“Hey, Pop, things are smooth out here. I just wanted to let you know I aced that math test the other day.”

“That’s my boy. Math used to be my favorite subject, and I…” they talked for a minute about Ryan’s school, then Ryan managed to shift the conversation around.

“Hey, Pop. Rhonda looks a little sad. Is everything all right with you guys? I don’t mean to pry, and maybe it’s just her time of month…”

Rhonda’s mouth opened in protest, but Ryan raised a hand and gave her a look to reassure her.

“…but if there’s something wrong, especially between you guys…is everything okay?”

Ryan Sr. was quiet for a long half minute. Then he cleared his throat.

“Well, I didn’t want to tell you like this, over the phone, but…yeah. I’m filing for divorce.”

Rhonda threw herself on the bed, face between her arms, crying silently.

Ryan patted her back, which seemed so inadequate, but…what was he supposed to do.”

“But Pop! I thought…you guys seemed to cool together. Surely you should get some counseling, maybe go off on a vacation and work things out.”

“No. No. I’ve made up my mind. Look, Ryan, you’re old enough to understand such things, but…well…she’s sort of a bitch.”

“No, Pop! She’s always super nice to me.”

“To you, sure. But you don’t sleep with her. You don’t have to put up with her mouth. That woman is…well, I’m getting a divorce. I’ve already started the paperwork. I might extend my trip a couple of weeks, give her time to be served, give her time to get out of the house.”

Rhonda was lying on the bed, shuddering, sobbing, but remaining quiet enough.

Ryan rubbed her back helplessly.

“Well, I’ve got to go, son.  You keep giving me those good reports.”

“Okay, Dad.”

He hung up the phone.

Rhonda came off the bed and hugged him. She clung to him and her tears dampened his shirt front.

He held her, was even more aware of how sexy she was, tried not to let his boner get out of hand. Might just as well throw a glass of water on a forest fire.

“I knew it,” she sobbed. “I knew he was going to leave me.”

“Hey, it’s okay. Maybe I can talk to him some more.”

“No,” she sniffed. “It’s done. I’m…oh, God. I must be so ugly!”

“Hey! No! You’re the best looking woman I have ever seen.”

“You’re just trying to make me feel better.”

“No! I mean it! I think…I think Pop’s a sap for letting you go.”

She was running out of tears, but she leaned against him, held to him. “Well, thank you. But…I think we know the truth. A woman gets a little old and she loses her market value, and…”

He shushed her, his arms were around her and he ran his hand up and down on her back. He became acutely aware that she was in a bikini, and her flesh was warm.

She moved back from him. “Well, he’ll send me papers, and I guess this is my last week in the house.”

“Well, uh…”

“Why don’t you come up and have dinner with me. I need a shoulder to cry on, but…will you come up for dinner?”

“Sure I will. But you don’t need to cry. You are the most awesome woman in the world.”

She stood up, and her body was magnificent. Her breasts thrust out and her nipples were stiff behind the bikini material.

“Well, that’s nice of you to say that. Even if it’s just your teenage hormones getting carried away.

“No,” he protested.

“Oh? You’re not an oversexed teenager?”

He chuckled, weakly, and said, “Sure, but…I’m not saying that you’re good looking because I’m horny.”

She managed a weak grin at him. “Well, that’s too bad. Right now I feel like some solace.”

It was an oblique statement, a tease without being a tease.

“I’ll see you upstairs.”

“One hour. Don’t be late.”

“Okay.”

She moved towards him, and he was next to the bed and couldn’t move back any further. She was pressed right to him, breasts against his chest. She reached up and touched his face, then tilted her head and raised it and kissed his cheek. “Too bad your father doesn’t like me as much as you.”

She smiled wanly, then turned and left the room.

Ryan let out a breath. Man, he had been trapped, but what a trap! He touched his cheek where she had pressed her lips, and he smiled. Then he frowned. What was wrong with his father?

An hour later, wearing clean cargo shorts and a real shirt, Ryan entered through the sliding glass door.

The table was set and Rhonda was bustling in the kitchen. She was still wearing the bikini. Her amazing boobs were still on display.

“Ryan! Just in time. Have a seat.”

He sat down at the dining room table.

She brought out a glass. “Bourbon and Coke okay?”

“Oh, yeah,” he grinned.

She handed him a glass and he sipped at it. It was the good bourbon. Long Branch. Mmm.

“Okay?”

“Nectar of the Gods.”

“Can I have a sip?”

“Sure.”

She took the glass, her warm hands brushing against his, and sipped. She was wearing red lipstick, and she left a lip print on it. “Mmm. I think I’ll have one, too.”

She looked at the glass. “Oh, I left my lips on the glass. You know what that means?”

“What?” She was standing close to him and he was feeling a bit awkward and even confused.

“It means that every time you take a drink you’ll be kissing me.” She giggled and left him looking at his glass.”

She made another drink, and he turned the glass around and sipped over the red lip print. So he was kissing her. Man. that was a dream come true.

She came back in, a glass in her hand, and sat down catty corner to him. She placed a warm hand on his and smiled. “Thank you for being so understanding.”

“Oh, it’s nothing. I just there was something more I could do.”

“Don’t worry about it.”

“But where will you go?”

“I’ll figure something out. An old lady like me always lands on her feet.”

“You’re not old!”

“That’s sweet of you to say, but…look at me. My boobs are saggy, a year or two and I’m going to be looking at plastic surgery, I’m old.

“Your breasts…your boobs…they’re fine.”

She smiled. “You really think so?”

“Uh…yeah.”

“Oh, look I’ve embarrassed you.”

“Well, uh, I’m sorry I—“

“Nonsense. It’s just that an old woman like me needs compliments.” She leaned closer to him, squeezed his hand, and said, “Tell me that my breasts are not old and saggy.”

“Oh, no! They’re beautiful!” Then he looked abashed. He was speaking quite forward for a college kid.

She laughed. “Look at your face. You are redder than a sunburned tomato.”

He nodded, looked down, then took a big gulp of his drink.

“Ryan,” she placed both hands on his one hand. “Look at me.”

He raised his eyes, to her eyes, and was very aware that she had moved closer to him.

“When a woman is having a rough patch…well…your compliments mean the world. Do you really like my breasts?”

He nodded.

“Then look at them.”

He started to blink.

“I mean it. You make me feel good, so…look at my tits.”

He was helpless. He looked down and a sigh of breath wheezed out of him.

They were golden from the sun. Her nipples were erect and poking through the thin material. They sloped sharply; they were heavy in her bikini top.

“What do you really think?”

“They’re beautiful.” He spoke as if mesmerized. And, indeed, he was.

“Would you make love to them if you could?”

“Oh, yeah.”

“Look at me.”

He raised his head, pulled his eyes off the grandeur of her mountains.

“You’re a wonderful man, and you make me feel so good.”

She was real close now, and she leaned forward and pressed her lips lightly to his. Just for a moment, then she moved back. “You keep saying nice things to me and maybe I’ll…” but what she was going to say he wouldn’t find out because…

DING!

The moment, thick with passion, evaporated.

Rhonda stood up and he stared at her. “That’s the steaks. Finish your drink and I’ll bring you another one.

They ate and they drank, and they laughed, and Rhonda kept thrusting her chest up, pulling in compliment after compliment. By the end of dinner Ryan was getting over being red-faced, and he felt comfortable saying things like, “Your breasts are large and beautiful.”

And, “You’ve got such nice nipples. I love how they stand out.”

And sometimes he was talking to her, and sometimes he was talking to her tits.

She didn’t mind. She knew what effect she was having on Ryan. She just grinned when his eyes lost control and stared, and kept pouring him drink after drink.

After dinner they sat and talked for a while. She admitted she had been an exotic dancer in her twenties. Emphasis on ‘dancer.’ She had been in stage shows on the west coast.

Back then, when I was young as you are now, sex was the greatest invention. And I really was young, not like now.”

“I told you…”

“I know. And I’ll try to remember. But it’s hard when…when…” she started crying. Ryan knew she was thinking about the divorce.

“Hey, it’s okay!” He moved his chair closer and placed his arm around her shoulders.

She leaned into him and sobbed for a while. Then she just sat there, feeling him. And he felt her. It was a very intimate moment.

Finally, a little embarrassed, she stood up and took the dishes to the kitchen. He helped her, and while they were in the kitchen she poured him another drink.

He was feeling pretty good now, the world was rosy in his eyes.

“Come on, let’s go swimming.”

“Swimming?”

“Sure. I’ve already got my suit on.”

“Sure.”

They walked out to the patio and he said, “Let me go get my trunks on.” As he walked past her, however, she gave him a shove. He flew through the air and landed in the pool.

He came up sputtering, and she was laughing and laughing, her breasts jiggling and bouncing.

He grinned.

She looked at him and then sobered. She reached behind her and unfastened her bikini top.

He stared as her boobs came loose.

She shimmied out of her bottom. Her pussy was shaved and he could see the labia plainly.

She stepped into the pool.

She came up and grinned and splashed him.

He laughed and splashed her back, and for a minute they splashed each other and laughed. Then she swam closer to him and started unbuckling his cargo shorts.

“Hey!”

“Hay is for horses, and cows that go moo.”

She started unzipping him.

“But…we shouldn’t…”

“See each other naked? Why not? You’ve seen me, why shouldn’t I see you?”

“It’s not that…”

But his pants were undone and she reached right in and grabbed his cock.

He gasped as her hands closed around him.

For a long moment she just held him, felt him. Massaged his cock and balls. Looked him in the eyes.

“I don’t think this is right,” he finally managed to blurt.

“Bullshit,” she said, staring hungrily at him. “I’m getting a divorce. Your father doesn’t love me. I can do whatever I want with whoever I want.”

There wasn’t much he could say to that.

She moved closer and climbed his body. She hugged him, let him hold her while she wrapped her legs around his waist.

His cock poked up along her crack. He was close to her asshole, and…her pussy.             

 She kissed him. She placed her lips on his and tasted him, munched on him, devoured him.

He felt her lips sliding over his. His erection grew larger, more stiff. He tried to pull his hips back and slide his cock into her.

She moved so he couldn’t. She stopped kissing him and hugged him and whispered in his ear. “If you’re going to fuck me we need to be in a bed. And you need to make sure you don’t cum too soon. I don’t want a sixty second man. I want a sixty minute man.”

He held her, and he was now in a fever. His cock was doing the thinking, and his cock was telling him to take advantage of the moment, to make love to this wonderful woman..

And he was listening to his cock.

He picked her up in his arms and walked up the stairs in the shallow end of the pool.

It was getting dark and the first stars gleaming.

He missed her as he walked around the pool. He stopped in front of the patio sliding doors. “Your place or mine?” he spoke throatily.

“Mine.”

Ryan carried her through the sliding doors, across the living room, and headed down the hallway to the master bedroom.

She had her hands on his face and was chewing on his mouth.

They entered the bedroom and he put her on the bed.

She said, “Before we do this…I have a condition.”

He stood, helpless, his cock bobbing. “What?”

“You must make me cum first.”

“Okay.”

“But if you fail…you have to wear a chastity tube.”

I blinked and his eyes grew large. “A…a chastity device? One of those things that goes on a cock and locks it up and…?”

“That’s right.”

“For how long?”

“I won’t leave without taking it off. I’ll tell you that.”

“So if I cum in you then…then…”

“Then you are my prisoner. Your cock is in jail and I hold the only key.”

He was frozen, caught between desire and the good sense. But when the dick is involved desire always wins.

“Come on, Ryan. Even if you lose…you’ll have screwed me.”

His head nodded jerkily.

She smiled, sat back and spread her legs. “Then come on, lover, let’s do battle.”

“Well, uh…”

She slipped forward, sat on the edge of the bed and grabbed his balls. He would have jumped back, but she pulled him to her and opened her mouth. With a moan he felt his cock slide over her tongue, the head become ensconced by the back of her throat. She kept gobbling and gobbling, and her mouth flattened out on his pubic area. She deep throated him, her tongue lapping at the underside of his head, and he almost lost it right then.

But he managed to pull back a little and saved himself.

She grinned up at him, “What’s the matter, lover?”

“Oh, man, this isn’t fair.”

“Why ever not?” She stroked him with her hands, pulling, pulling, pulling. Right and left and right and left.

“Oh, fuck! I’m not even going to get in you if you keep that up!”

“Then I’ll win, and I will torture you until I leave.”

He pushed her hands away. He lifted her up by the arms and pushed her back on the bed.

“Wooo!” She laughed.

He jumped forward before she could get away and pressed her down with his body.

“Suck my tits, big boy. At least get me warmed up before you lose your load to a superior lover.”

He bent his head and mouthed her boob, taking as much boob into his mouth as he could, then he withdrew slowly, sucking on her mounds, until he had only a nipple in his mouth. With his other hand he pawed the other breast.

She moaned. “Oh, baby. Yes!”

He dipped a hand to her pussy and grabbed her whole mons. He stuck a finger into her vagina and lifted.

She humped his hand and pulled his head to her breasts.

He put a finger into her asshole then, and a thumb in her pussy. It was the ‘bowling ball’ grip, and he shook her.

She looked on the edge of cumming, her eyes were rolling back, but she managed to hold on, and she hissed. “Get inside me. Fuck me. Get inside me! Use that dick you’re so proud of.”

He slithered up her body, holding her down until his penis was right at her cavity. He held himself up with his arms and looked down at her. She was so hot. She was gasping for breath, and he pushed his cock into her cunt.

They froze for a moment, his pubic mashed against her pubic. Looking into each others eyes. If somebody had tossed a grenade into the room they wouldn’t have noticed, so wrapped up in each other they were. Then she began to fuck him.

He knew, from the first stroke, that he was going to lose. The velvet feeling of her vagina sliding over his cock. The warm, moist grip of her pussy on him. The way she corkscrewed and literally screwed his cock.

Yet he held on. He resisted. He groaned. He tried to pull back, to get out and get a second chance.

Maybe if he had fingered her longer, but it was too late. She wrapped her legs around him and fucked him and he felt himself losing control. He felt that subtle, little click that set loose his sperm. he felt the pulsing, the throbbing, and semen climbed up his shaft.

“No!” He cried, then his sperm shot deep inside her. Squirt after squirt, and she held on to him and howled in victory.

“OWOOO!”

He buried his head in her neck and gave it up.

And she laughed.

“Oh, my God!” he muttered, staring down at the little cage on his cock. It was see through plastic, and he could see his cock, but not touch it. He could see it struggling to get erect, trying to squeeze out the two little portholes on the side. His prick pushed on the cage and it stretched his balls, but it couldn’t get all the way hard. “This is going to kill me.”

Rhonda smiled contentedly. “Honey, this is the way I like my men. I am going to make you so-o-o horny…”

“I’m already so-o-o horny. And when were you going to let me out?”

“Oh, I don’t know. When I get horny enough to want you, I suppose.”

“But…how long will that take?”

“That depends on you.”

He looked askance at her.

“You see, it usually takes me a couple or three days to build up a head of steam, but it could take a week. It all depends on how good you treat me.”

“Oh, Rhonda! I’ll treat you good.”

“Prove it.”

“How?”

“Eat me. Right now.”

He looked down at her pussy. They had fucked only fifteen minutes before, and he wasn’t horny, but he knew he would be horny, and…his jizz was still in her hole.

“Right…now?” He gulped.

“Especially right now.”

“But…don’t you want to take a shower first? Or maybe jump in the pool?”

“Oh, no. I want you to clean me.”

“But you’ve got cum in you!”

“It’s your cum. Besides…don’t you expect women to swallow when they give you head?”

“Well, yeah. But it’s different!”

“Ha. It’s not different. Now, if you want me to get horny faster, you have to get me in the mood. And this first thing, eating me while you’re still dripping out of me, it goes a long way.”

He couldn’t move. He stared. He licked his lips nervously and gulped.

“Oh, honey. It’s fun. Believe me. It’s fun.”

She reached forward and took his arm and pulled him gently. Not hard, because he would have resisted, but gently, and he felt himself moving towards her.

She pulled down, “On your knees.”

He went to his knees. Now he was on a level with her pussy and he stared at it. He tried to swallow, but he couldn’t. She was half sitting and she spread her legs and kept guiding his head towards her slit.

He gulped, he wanted to run, he wanted to leave, he wanted to…the juice dripping out of her mesmerized him.

Could he? Could he?

Then his mouth mushed onto her. He didn't perceive anything for a long moment, then he was aware of the liquid on his face, in his mouth, his tongue moving and feeling it.

Then the moment became his and he started actively eating her. He began to suck, to taste, and to lick.

It tasted…sort of bland and sort of salty and sort of sweet. It was unique, and he felt a surge of happiness. He was doing it. She was moaning and holding his head and…it felt so incredibly intimate. Like fucking, but in a different way. Not many men could do this, but in doing it he had proven something to her, and he felt…worthy.

After a minute he was done and she pulled him up to her mouth. She kissed him, licked the residue of the sperm right out of his mouth, off his lips.

His cock was struggling so hard it hurt. He groaned, and she knew; she reached down and grabbed his caged cock. She held it, she held him.

He snuggled against her.

“Are you going to sleep with me?” she whispered.

His mouth was against her neck, he mumbled ‘yes’ into her flesh and nodded.

Thus, they lay, entangled, sated, and yet him getting horny all over again.

And they were content, and drowsy, and suddenly the room lit up.

“What? What?” Ryan said, coming out of that grey zone of almost asleep.

“The computer! It turned on.”

He twisted and looked at the computer across the room.

The screen was bright in the gloom of the bedroom. He turned over and propped himself on his elbows. “How did that happen?”

“I don’t know,” Rhonda had a puzzled look on her face as she got out of bed and padded across the room. She reached for the mouse and froze.

“Ryan.”

He had started to lay back down again, but something in her voice made him sit up and look. “What?”

“It’s us!”

“What?”

“It’s us, on the computer. Come see this.”

Puzzled, Ryan got out of bed and walked across the room.

It was a screen shot of them fucking. It showed Ryan entering her, pumping, losing control, and groaning as semen flooded out of her hole.

“What the fuck?”

There were words at the bottom of the screen and they read them.

Do not turn this computer off

or I will send this video to Ryan Sr.

Ryan started to reach for the power switch, but Rhonda held his arm. “No. Don’t.”

“But somebody is spying on us!”

“They’ve already spied on us.”

She typed in:

Who is this!

The answer was:

I’ve got everything on video.

You must do as I say

or I send the video to Ryan Sr.

“So what,” muttered Ryan, reaching for the power switch.

“No!” Rhonda was panicking.

On the screen:

Your husband will have grounds.

“Grounds? What does that mean?”

“I’ve been true to him. I have never abused him or taken advantage of him. But if I don’t get some sort of…of…alimony…then I am out in the cold. I’ve got no means to support myself. Your father made me give up my job when I married him. I can’t…please…let’s at least find out what…what is happening here.

The screen:

Smart girl.

Pay attention, Ryan.

“But what if…is this blackmail?”

“We’ve got to find out.”

On the screen:

I can hear you.

This is not black mail.

At least, not for money.

“Who are you?”

On the screen:

I’m the person who controls you.

Go along with what I say and you can have fun.

Don’t do what I say and this video gets sent.

Ryan was thinking quickly now. He had his father’s quick intellect, and he said, “Okay, he doesn’t want money. And he hasn’t sent this video yet…”
“Could it be your father’s lawyer?”

“No. Because if this video is proof of infidelity then it’s his case.

“But, who? Why?”

Ryan thought quickly. A competitor? But he crossed that off the list. A competitor would just use the video.

A lover? Somebody jealous?

Ryan was pretty sure his father was true blue to Rhonda. He didn’t think it would be a lover.

But, then…who?

He faced the computer screen and asked, “What do you want?”

On the screen:

To have my desires sated.

Ryan shook his head. This was weird. It felt unreal, surreal.

“What does that have to do with us?” asked Rhonda.

Everything…and nothing.

Ryan and Rhonda looked at each other. They looked at the screen. It felt, in an odd way, like somebody was laughing at them.

Yet, what could they do? Whoever was videoing them, making and holding the videos for blackmail, had them in his power.


PART TWO

The first command from the computer was easy to comply with. Go to sleep. Get rested. Tomorrow will be the big day.

They lay in bed, now not sated and warm and fuzzy, but rather nervous and worried.

Rhonda turned to him and lay against him, and it was good, but it was not sexual. It was…desperate.

Their existence had turned from fun and games to worry.

But, having been a little drunk, they did fall asleep.

Ryan awoke first. Rhonda was draped over him, her breasts against his side. He turned his face and marveled. She really was a beautiful woman. His father must be nuts. Unless there were things here he didn’t understand.

He looked at the computer and frowned. It was sleeping, but he knew it was going to wake up and command them.

What could he do?”

His phone! He could call one of his friends who knew computers. Maybe they could do something!

He slid out of bed and looked down at his cock. Oh, shit, it was starting to hurt. Morning wood. He trotted to the bathroom, half bent over, and sat down.

Rhonda had told him he wouldn’t be standing to piss now, he would have to sit down to relieve himself. So he sat and listened to the tinkle of water. It made him feel like a girl, having to sit to pee.

But, whatever, he had more important things to worry about.

He left the bathroom and went out to the kitchen and picked up his phone. He thought, and came up with George Simpkins. George could out hack Zuckerberg. He would be able to…he looked in his contacts, pressed George’s number and the ringing started. And stopped.

“Hello, Ryan.” The voice was mechanical, definitely not recognizable. “I hope you weren’t calling anybody to report your situation. That wold be a very bad idea.”

“No, uh…you’ve got to stop this.”

An electronic chuckle sounded, and the line was disconnected.

Ryan put his phone down and leaned against the counter. Son of a bitch!

“Good morning.”

Ryan turned and Rhonda stepped into his arms and hugged him.

He hugged her back. He wasn’t drunk now, but he was close to this woman. How could he not be close? They had eaten and drunk, kissed and fucked, and now she had him in chastity.

Yes, they were connected.

Besides, her naked body felt so good against him.

Her small hand gripped his chastity and she giggled.

He chuckled. In spite of everything, this was a rush.

“Maybe you should let me out,” he suggested.

She hugged his waist and looked up at him. “Now why on earth would I want to do that?”

“Well, we’ve got this problem with whoever it is on the internet.”

“So? That doesn’t mean I can’t make you so horny you can’t stand it.”

Ryan’ pursed his lips in thought.

“Besides, I know that men enjoy feeling horny. And I certainly enjoy men feeling horny for me.”

“Well, uh, yeah. But—

DING!

Even in the kitchen they heard the computer sound. They hurried back to the bedroom.

“Heysoos,” muttered Ryan. “Why did Pop put the computer back here?”

But he knew. Sometimes his father would sit in bed and research the stock markets.

When they arrived in the bedroom the computer said,

Breakfast and a swim. One hour.

They walked back to the kitchen, her holding his hand now, just like a girlfriend.

He cooked the sausages and she cooked the waffles. They ate silently. Him worried, her watching him.

She put her hand on his. “Don’t worry, Ryan, this will all work out.”

He looked at her, and his heart skipped a beat. She was so incredibly beautiful

“You know what I wish?”

“What?”
“That I was inside you.”

She laughed and patted his hand. “My nefarious plans are already yielding results.

They went for a short swim, which was mostly just floating and thinking, though she did spend some time kissing him and trying to cheer him up.

They returned to the bedroom and the sinister computer.

Make Ryan a girl.

Underwear, but no panties.

You’ll get a special delivery in a half hour.

Full make up.

Be ready by noon.

Ryan blinked and stared at the screen.

Be a girl? Crossdress? Make up? What the…?

“Wow!” muttered Rhonda. “I never expected that.”

“Why?” Ryan spoke to the screen.

Full compliance…or else.

“Or else what?” Ryan blurted defiantly.

I will send this video to Ryan Sr.

That will give him grounds for divorce.

He will toss Rhonda out on the street,

after ridiculing her in court

and for the world to see.

As for you, Ryan,

how do you think your father will feel

after seeing you fuck his wife?

That crushed Ryan’s momentary rebellion like he was a redneck’s beer can.

Rhonda grabbed his arm. “Oh, please. We have to do this, Ryan.”

“I know,” he said.

“Okay.”

Yet they stared at each other.

“I need a drink first,” said Ryan.

And he did. Even though he had been half drunk the night before, he needed liquid courage. To dress up like a girl? With make up and everything?

“Okay.”

“And you need to get this thing off me.”

She stared at him. The game had become quite intense. She glanced at the computer screen, then back to him. “Okay. Let me get the key and—“

DING!

They looked at the computer.

Leave it on.

“But why?” blurted Ryan.

You’ll know when you put on a dress.

But he didn’t have to put a dress to understand why. Rhonda said, “It’s so your cock won’t make a bulge in the dress.”

“Fuck,” he whispered, almost a whimper.

“Okay, first you’re going to have to get rid of your hair.”

“What?”

“Women don’t like body hair. I’ve got some Nair in the medicine cabinet. Why don’t you go use that and I’ll pick out some underwear and get my make up ready.”

Sighing heavily, Ryan nodded. He walked into the bathroom and found the Nair. Twenty minutes later he came out of the bathroom. He was hairless. Somewhat shiny appearing for that, and his cock was pushing against the tube.

She looked down at him, “Why are you so excited?”

“It’s sexy,” he admitted, blushing. “My skin feels all electric, and it’s making my cock hard. Trying to get hard.”

“Oh, uh, I get it. There’s some underwear on the bed.”

He looked at the dainty underthings. Bra, garters, nylons. No panties.

“Why doesn’t he want me to wear panties?”

“I don’t know.”

She helped him with the bra, showing him how to fasten it in front, slide it around his waist, and slip his arms under the straps.

“This is weird,” he said, looking at the mirror.

Ryan had a slender, wiry frame. The bra actually didn’t look that bad on him.

DING DONG!

They both jumped, then Rhonda realized, “It’s the doorbell. The special delivery.” She pulled a robe on and headed down the hallway. Ryan sat on the bed and put his feet through the garter and slid it up to his waist. He was studying the nylons when Rhonda called out, “Ryan?”

He walked down the hallway. The delivery truck was heading down the street and she had a half a dozen boxes on the foyer floor.

He helped her carry them to the bedroom where they put them on the bed.

“A wig?” he whispered as he opened the box. “A dress?”

They opened the rest of the boxes and found a complete outfit, his size, ready to wear, and breast forms.

“Oh, my God.” His face showed the mix of emotions he was going through. But all emotions died when he opened the last box. It held a strap on harness. There were several dildos in the box. “What the fuck?”

For a long moment they stared at the thing, then they looked at each other. “I guess he doesn’t want me fucking you with my own dick.”

“I’m sorry, Ryan.” She spoke as if feeling guilty, as if this whole thing was her fault.

“Don’t. I—“

“What if it’s not a man?”

“What?”

“We keep saying ‘he,’ but what if it’s a woman? I mean, only a woman would be able to size you for a dress. And getting you all made up like a woman? That’s not something a man would do.”

He thought about that, “You’re right, but…we still…”

“I know,” she spoke miserably. “It still doesn’t do us any good.”

DING!

Let’s go!

“Fuck you,” Ryan spoke to the computer bitterly.

The computer said nothing, but he had the feeling that on the other side of the internet somebody was laughing at him.

“Sit here, Ryan. I’ll paint your toes.”

“Paint my…”

“Yes. That’s part of make up.”

He sat, and she sat crosslegged at his feet and prepped his toes and painted them.

“You know,” she spoke conversationally as she put on a second and third coat of bright, red polish, “Without the hair your legs are quite feminine.”

She looked up at him. His face revealed a deep anger.

“Please, Ryan. We have to do this, so just…make the most of it. I know it’s impossible, but…try to enjoy it.”

He forced his anger down. It wasn’t her fault. He finally sighed.

She put a coat of lacquer on his toes and stood up.

“Put your hand here,” she indicated a corner of her vanity table. He did, and she began sanding and shaping. Then she licked her lips nervously, and reached for a box of fake nails.”

“Wait?”

Her eyes were begging when she looked at him. “Please. This is what I wear. I don’t want whoever’s on the computer to…” she faded off.

He gave a short nod, then watched as she gave him medium length ovals. Now suddenly fascinated, he watched as she painted them the same bright red as his fingernails, then applied the lacquer.

Finally, he held up his hands. He had slender fingers, anyway, but now they were long and feminine.

Rhonda caught here breath. “They look good, Ryan.”

Ryan didn’t say anything. But…they did look good. He could feel his cock pressing against the chastity tube.

She saw him glance down and she reached forward and cupped his testicles. “It’s okay, Ryan.” She kissed him tenderly.

“Wow,” he whimpered. “I’ve never felt so damned horny. This chastity thing is pure torture!”

“It’s not just the chastity tube, Ryan. Men love to get made up.”

He sobered, but thought about it.

Rhonda began working on his face. She cleansed his pores, put primer on him, and then foundation.

“I look plain,” he said, watching his face in the mirror over the vanity table.

“All I’ve done is make your face into a canvas. We’re going to start painting now.”

She put blush in his cheeks, then began working on his eyes.

Ryan was very aware of how close she was to him. Her hands brushed against his face, her breasts occasionally touched an arm. His cock was trying harder and harder to get erect.

She worked the pencil around his eyes, and he stared at that sharp point so close. She put false eyelashes on his, and the world suddenly had shutters. She rubbed a greyish color over his lids and his eyes looked like they were gems glittering from inside twilight caves.

He was starting to hold his breath.

She painted his lips. Red. To match his finger and toes.

“All right,” she said. “Time for the wig.”

She brushed his hair under a skull cap, then applied glue to a strip of material on the edge of the cap. She set the wig onto the skull cap and it was done. He looked into the mirror and saw a very female version of himself. She had shadowed out his male angles and given him soft feminine curves. His lips were plump, she told him later that she had used a plumping agent on them, and curvy. Actually sensual.

DING!

Earrings.

“Oh! I’m going to have to pierce your ears!”

By now Ryan was actually interested in what was happening to him. He was terse, but he nodded.

Rhonda got out her ear piercing kit and within two minutes Ryan was sporting hoops. He stared at himself in the mirror for the Nth time. The size of the hoops, the way she had styled his hair. He was not distinguishable from any woman. In fact, he looked more like a woman than many women did.

Rhonda helped him with the nylons, then the dress. The dress had a high neck, no cleavage, and there was no way of telling that the teardrop shapes weren’t his own body.

He stood up and, from a command from the computer, he stood in front of the computer.

DING!

Shoes.

He balanced with a hand on Rhonda’s shoulder, and she slipped first one shoe, then the other, over his feet.

They were tall, black, and open toed. His red toenails were on display.

And he was done.

He sighed in relief. It was weird, crazy, but he had done it, and—

DING!

Go to Charley Coyote’s and dance.

I can watch over the security system.

Keep your phone with you.

“I can’t do that!” Ryan whispered. “I can’t go out in public.”

Rhonda took his hands and looked in his eyes. “You have to. For me. Besides, nobody can tell you’re a man. Just speak in a high tone of voice and…and you can pull it off.”

“But…but…” they argued, but the computer had spoken, and he knew Rhonda was at risk here. He was going to have to do it. Still, it took an hour of argument, augmented by two stiff drinks, before he allowed himself to be put in the car.

Rhonda drove, as Ryan couldn’t drive with high heels. They took Ryan Sr.’s Jaguar and whizzed through Hollywood.

Charley Coyote’s was a combo restaurant and night club, and Rhonda pulled into the parking lot. She turned to Ryan. “Now, remember, talk in a high voice. Use some of the female mannerisms I told you about, and…” she paused.

“What?”

“You really are a beautiful woman.”

“I feel like an ugly man in drag.”

“Do you remember when I found out about…about the divorce? How you had to convince me to think of myself as beautiful?”

“Yes,” he frowned.

“So all you have to do is get the idea that you are beautiful Can you do that? For me?”

“I can try.”

She nodded, bit her lip, then they got out of the car.

Ryan was careful to keep his knees together. He placed one foot in front of the other, walking on a line.

“I feel like my ass is moving all over the place,” he whispered to Rhonda.

“It is,” she giggled. “You’re a woman. It’s supposed to.”

He groaned, but he kept swaying as he walked.

Inside the restaurant they made for the patio. They sat, Ryan placed his phone on the table, and they ordered drinks. Margaritas with salt and lime. Mmmm!

They drank two, then, feeling the buzz, Rhonda said, we should probably dance.

Ryan was drunk enough now to agree easily. He started to get up like a man, to offer his hand, then quickly caught himself.

They walked to the dance floor and began to move their bodies.

It was a hot, sweaty day, and Ryan suddenly experienced the sensation of male eyes roaming over his body.

“Oh, God,” he started to panic.

“What’s wrong?”

“I can feel all these guys checking me out!”

Rhonda giggled. “Isn’t it fun? You get to tease without even talking to them.

Ryan wanted to leave the floor, but Rhonda kept him out there and they danced several dances.

Finally, Ryan couldn’t handle it anymore, and Rhonda allowed him to return to their table.

They sat at the table for a while, had another drink, and Ryan actually relaxed and started to enjoy it.

“Can you believe men were actually looking at me?”

“They not only looked at you. They were hot for you.”

“What do you mean?”

“Ryan, you silly. You caused a whole bunch of cocks to get erect.”

He tried to laugh it off, but Rhonda placed her hand on his and looked him in the eye. “Believe, honey. You were hot. If you weren’t with me men would have been hitting on you.”

“And I would have been hitting them!” he groused.

She laughed. “A big hit with the boys. Are you ready to go?”

There was actually a little piece of him that didn’t want to leave, that wanted to stay and party all night, but the far larger part of him was ready to scoot.

They walked out to the parking lot. It was getting late now, and they were buzzing. They didn’t want to go back in and get dinner. They decided to stop at Tommy’s.

Tommy’s was the iconic hamburger stand in Hollywood. They went to the main one, down on Ramparts. They stood in line and they were not alone in their glamour. Woman showed up in furs, limousines pulled up. There were a few celebrities in line. Then they walked to the counter to the side and opened their bags.

“Oh, my God! How am I supposed to eat this with lipstick?”

Rhonda giggled. “Just make a mess. We can repair you later.”

So they ate, gluttonously, and their drunkenness receded a bit. Finally, they walked back to their car and headed for home.

It was dusk when Rhonda parked the Jag, and they strolled into the house.

They were feeling pretty good, and Rhonda decided to keep the good feeling going. She made them a couple of drinks.

They sat on the patio and sipped their bourbons and Cokes. Rhonda played with his chastity tube and laughed when he moaned.

He said, “Am I weird when I say I like this female look?”

“Nope. Do you know how many crossdressers there are in the world?”

He didn’t.

“A lot. And they all like the look and the feel of female clothes.”

Ryan sighed. “Well, now I’m hooked. Crossdressers score one, Internet Big Brothers get zero.”

Rhonda chuckled. “You know—“

DING!

They looked at each other. They had actually forgotten, for the moment, about the computer.

Ryan glanced at his phone. There was no message, so they ran in to the computer.

Strap on time.

“Oh, God!” Ryan turned red.

“Hey! Don’t worry about it. I’ve used a vibrator before. And this will be better. After all, I’ll have a real, live man attached to it.”

That didn’t cheer Ryan up, but there was nothing else to do. He picked up the strap on harness and figured out how to wear it. Soon he had a cock sticking out over his chastity tube. Out fro under his dress.

It was weird. Bizarre. But…he turned to face Rhonda.

Rhonda was laying back on the bed, watching his fake cock.

“That’s big.”

“It’s about the size of mine.”

“Yours is big, but…” she shrugged.

He climbed up on the bed and positioned himself. She put a hand out and said, “Foreplay?”

“Sorry. This thing is just so intense.”

“Tell me about it,” she said, placing her hand son his cheeks. She kissed him, and he tasted not only her lipstick, but his.

She placed her hands on his tits, and though he couldn’t directly feel her hands, he could feel sensations on his chest. He could feel her pressing, and even when she rubbed the big nipples.

They rolled about, groping. They were still wearing dresses and underwear and make up, and it was totally exciting. He fingered her, and she shook his chastity tube until he near cried.

Finally, however, they were ready. She was moist, and he was about as horny as horny could be.

He knelt between her legs and slid the big cock into her.

It was so weird, he felt nothing, but he was horny, and she felt it, and that was for sure. She gasped and pushed her hips up.

“Oh, fuck me, baby,” she cried out.

He began to move in and out.

She cupped his buns and pulled him into her.

He was deep, and her eyes were wide in the dark.

Inside her, all the way to his fake balls, they kissed.

“Oh, God,” she cried. “Your cock is so hard!”

He grinned, and actually felt a degree of pride. Maybe it wasn't really his cock, but he took the compliment.

He began to drive it into her in long strokes. Taking his time. Not being part of the passion he could enjoy her pleasure even more. The fuck became about her, and he became focused on making sure she got the most out of it.

He screwed her, and she began making mewling sounds, her eyes were rolling back in her sockets, and she grabbed his biceps and held on.

And she came. A big tsunami of a pussy popper. She felt the massive wave go over her, lift her up, drown her, and leave her feeling weak and sated and as happy as she had ever been in her life.

Ryan lay over her, holding his weight up, and then he lifted up, took his big cock out of her wet, grasping pussy.

They lay on their backs then. Her totally fucked out. Him totally fucked up. He wanted to fuck her. He wanted to get out of the stupid chastity thing. He was horny enough now. He needed to get out. He needed—

DING!

Puzzled, they crawled out of bed and went to the computer.

Rhonda, use the strap on on Ryan.

Ryan’s mouth opened in shock. Never in his life had he ever imagined…

“No!” whispered Rhonda.

This is it.

You do this and I’ll bug you no more.

You do this and you won’t have to worry about the video.

“I…I can’t…”

“Gays like it up the pooper. Lots of people like anal sex. You will like it.” Rhonda was totally nervous.

“But…but…I’m not gay!”

“You don’t have to be gay to like anal sex. You have to do this, Ryan.”

He stared at her.

“Please, don’t look at me like that. I’m desperate. He said we won’t have to worry, this is the last of it. We do this and we’re free.

“But…it’s a cock!”

“It’s a fake cock! And I’ll never tell anybody.”

“But what if he’s lying?”

“But we have to take a chance! We have to! I don’t want to be out in the cold, worrying about my next meal. Desperate just to work at a McDonald’s.”

“But…”

“God, I wish… let me go get you a drink.”

She did, and she sat on his lap and put her hands around his neck as she tried to talk him into it.

Finally, after all the arguments, and the drinks, he said, “I’m scared.”

“Honey. I will be so gentle. I’ll use a ton of lube. We can pick out one of the smaller cocks. Believe me. We can make this the best sexual experience of your life.”

“I don’t know…”

But he was starting to break down. The real concern, past his fears and phobias, was the fact that he cared for her. And for a moment he was pissed at his father. Divorcing this most beautiful, caring, compassionate woman…

But, in the end, he agreed. “Okay,” he said. “How do we do this?”

“You just lean over the bed. Lift up your dress and bend over and…and I’ll take it from there.”

He did, and he was scared, but he lifted his dress, spread his legs, and waited.

Rhonda put the strap on on. She twisted the smallest dildo she could find into the harness. Still, to Ryan it looked huge.

“Don’t worry, honey. You just relax and we can do this.” She slathered lube on his crack, pushed it into his hole, then she inserted a finger and began reaming him. She moved slowly, gently, and she smoothed lubricant into all the nooks and crevices of his rectum.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“What?”

“I didn’t think it would feel good.”

“Of course it does, or people wouldn’t do it. I’ll tell you what, after we do this, when we’re free of this bastard, then I’ll let you screw my asshole.”

Oddly, he liked that idea, and it helped him relax.

Rhonda put a couple of fingers into him and moved them around and around. Then three fingers, and he relaxed more and more.

“Okay, honey. I’m going to put the dildo into you. It’s about the same size as my fingers, so it’s not going to hurt.”

He gulped loudly and nodded.

With that she stepped up close behind him and put the tip of her dick to his brown button. Very gently she pulled his ass cheeks apart and wiggled her cock and began to insert it.

Ryan gasped, and then he had an inch of cock, the head of it, in his ass.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered.

Inch by inch she penetrated him, and the deeper she went the better it felt. He could feel his asshole opening up, accepting, and he started making little grunting sounds.

“Easy, honey. Easy.”

She began to saw back and forth inside him. He heard little bleating sounds and realized it was him.

“Should I go harder?”

He nodded.

She began to fuck him seriously now. He groaned and began pushing back, living for the feeling of the cock sliding over his nerves.

“Are you sorry we didn’t use the bigger cock?”

“Yes,” he managed to utter.

She fucked him for a long time, and he didn’t mind. The pleasure had him, but finally she pulled back and out.

“Ohhh!”

“What?”

“Don’t go! Want more!”

She lay down next to him, hugged him. “That’s all for now, honey. You came.”

“What?”

He looked at the bed where his chastity tube had pressed. Sure enough, there was a big puddle of sperm.

“But how is that possible?”

“I pressed on your prostate, that releases your sperm. It’s even possible to have an anal orgasm.”

Ryan was astounded. He turned to her and kissed her. He had such a feeling of love for this woman.

She kissed him back, held his head, and whispered, “We can do this again, if you want. I can fuck you again and again, until you have a real orgasm.”

I ‘d like that,” he whispered back.

The moment was theirs, and the computer said nothing.


EPILOGUE

They spent the next few weeks making love. Ryan spent a lot of time in chastity, but, as she said, that was only to help him stay horny. She was a hungry woman and she needed a lusty man. The chastity tube helped.

Finally, three weeks later, Ryan Sr. arrived in a taxi. The taxi driver helped him bring his bags up  and Ryan Jr. went out to help. He was a bit surprised when Rhonda came running out of the house, threw herself into Ryan Sr.’s arms and began kissing him madly.

Ryan stared. This wasn’t the way a woman being divorced, dumped back out into the cold, hard world, would act.

Finally, the taxi driver gone, the passionate show of love on the porch over, Ryan Sr. entered the house. Ryan was standing, mouth open, in the foyer. Rhonda was under his arm and holding on to him.

“Hey, son, how was she?”

“What? Who?”

“My wife, of course. Rhonda. I watched you the first couple of days, that was neat when she took you on the bed, but…is she a good woman, or what?”

“But…Dad…I thought you were going to get a divorce!”

Ryan Sr. laughed and Rhonda chuckled and held tight to Senior. “That was for your benefit. You had to believe I was getting rid of her or you wouldn’t have fucked her. Right?”

“Well, uh…I don’t…”

“Get me a drink, let’s sit down on the patio, and I’ll explain.”

Two minutes later they were all sitting. Ryan perched on the edge of a chair, Ryan Sr. and Rhonda cuddling on a lounge.

“Well, son, as you know I’m getting older. And one of the miseries of getting older is ED. Erectile Dysfunction. I could take viagra, but that’s tough on the heart. I could get a pump, or even a rod, but…I don’t want to. I’m okay being limp.

“But…”

He held up a hand. “The problem isn’t me. The problem is that I have a wife who I love dearly, and who loves sex. I didn’t want to hire some stud, or have her go out of the marriage bed on me, so…you are the surrogate. You will stand in for me. Heck, it’s even okay if she gets pregnant.”

Ryan’s eyes were bulging in the sockets.

“But why make me wear women’s things?”

“Oh, that was Rhonda’s ideas. That would keep you a bit distracted so you couldn’t think your way through this, and, besides, Rhonda always wondered what it would be like to make love to a woman. Having you be a woman gets two birds with one stone.”

“And I’m going to dress you up again. I like you as a woman.” She grinned.

Ryan Sr. turned to Rhonda. “Does he still have the chastity tube on?”

“He does.” She giggled. “It drives him crazy, but, man, does he get horny.”

Ryan Sr. laughed. “Excellent. Keep it on him. Don’t take it off until I go on the next business trip.”

He turned to Ryan. “I take my trips every month, and then you’ll have two or three weeks to fuck like bunnies. So get horny, son. Get real horny.”

Slowly, Ryan’s mouth closed. His eyes came back into their sockets, and he nodded.

END




[image: image4.jpeg]

Sissy Ride: The Book!

A giant saga of feminization!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Feminization by Lesbian!

Making a man into something better!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note
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Part One

Sandy never would have noticed. She would have gone blithely on, dressing and undressing in full view of her computer, showing her breasts and junction freely in the privacy of her bedroom.

Fortunately for her, her computer broke.

Well, it didn’t break, just filled up on malware.

Actually, it wasn’t the malware so much as the ads.

She hated ads.

She felt that ads were an unfair intrusion into what she felt was her property.

She understood that on TV the companies had to pay for the movies and TV series they made.

But when every Tom, Dick and Harry wanted to push their latest cure/gimmick/political viewpoint on her, whether she wanted their stuff or not, and not offering even poor programming, just wanting her hard earned money, that was too much.

So, on a bright, sunny morning, wanting to get out of the house and take a walk, and wanting to visit her friend, Marsha, who happened to be very good with computers, she packed up her computer and sauntered down the street.

She hopped on a bus, rode half across town, and tapped on Marsha’s door.

“Hey, Sandy! I see you have your computer with you. Tired of the ads, eh?”

Sandy smiled ruefully. “I’m so tired I could pop. And I brought you some fancy coffee. Want to sip while you work?”

“Absolutely!”

So the two girls walked into the kitchen. Sandy percolated the beans and Marsha worked on the computer.

For a half hour the girls chatted. Marsha delved into the computer innards and deleted malware, she checked for intrusive little buggers that would throw pop ups at Sandy when she least expected it. She adjusted any things that needed adjusted, and they talked about their favorite subject: boyfriends.

“I wish,” sighed Sandy, “that I could find a man who would give me the sex I needed without all the problems.”

“Ha! Better to ask a fish not to drink. Men think that lust is love and prefer perversion over people.”

“Tell me about it! My last attempt at dating I tried a dating service.”

“What happened?”

“The ‘dream date,’ according to his profile he was perfectly matched for me, seemed okay, until desert, then he couldn’t hold back. Then he started asking me all sorts of weird questions. Do I believe in anal sex, that sort of thing.”

“That might not be bad.”

“It was anal sex for him!”

Marsha almost spit out her coffee as she laughed, then she said, “Honey, that’s not bad!”

“It’s not?”

“Sure. Look, he didn’t beat women, wasn’t addicted to alcohol or a cocaine addict or anything like that, right?”

“Well, I don’t think so. I mean, I didn’t really get into it with him, but, except for a bit of interest in weird sex he seemed sort of…normal.”

“Take it from me, he was normal. Comparatively. Look, I’ve studied these things, and a guy who is interested in being on the bottom, that’s what they call it, is totally fixated on being abused, not being the abuser.”

“But, isn’t that bad?”

“Meh? Who knows. But in this day and age when men are creepy, it’s better to just take them, accept them for what they are, that sort of thing.”

“I just don’t see it.”

“Look, is it going to hurt you to shove a few fingers up his ass?”

Now it was Sandy’s turn to almost spit out her coffee.”

Marsha chuckled. “Go on, put your digits where the sun don’t shine, and you’ll brighten up his life. He’ll end up hopelessly devoted to you, do anything you say, lay at your feet and beg.”

“You’re kidding.”

“Nope. The fact of the matter, if you want to look at the conspiracy thing…” Marsha arched her eyes in question. Not everybody could have a conspiracy.

“I love a good conspiracy. Tell me.”

Marsha nodded as she typed on the keyboard and opened up files and looked for buggers.

“Apparently the government is putting chemicals in the water to turn kids gay.”

“What? What chemical?”

“It’s called Atrazine.”

“But why would they do that?”

“Because the government is insane and sucks and wants to control people. And, think about it, if a guy like your dating game date was a little too soft, maybe it’s because he’s been drinking the government kool aid called Atrazine.”

“No!”

“Mind you, I’m not saying there’s anything wrong with sexual preferences, but they should be a choice. Your sexuality should not be dictated by a bunch of government bureaucrats.”

Sandy was silent for a long moment. The idea that the government could be engaged in social engineering, to put it mildly, was crazy. But it was well known that the government was guilty of bed things.

The government had refused to give black prisoners medicine when they had STDs, just so they could study how the disease played out. This was back in the forties, but…still…

And the CIA was guilty of distributing LSD back in the 60s, ostensibly so they could get the anti-war protestors on drugs and stop interfering with the government’s plans to wage war in southeast Asia.

And lately the government had covered up the fact that over 30 labs —American labs—that produced chemicals of mass destruction in Ukraine, backing a war and risking nuclear war to do so.

Yes, the government was capable of anything. But…turning men into women. Then she snickered.

“What?”

“According to you, the government is doing us a favor by turning boys into girls.”

Marsha grinned. “Well, I don’t know, but if that’s the way of the world, should we just accept it? Maybe take a little advantage of—what the fuck?”

Sandy sat up, “What? What did you find?”

Marsha looked at her friend, her brows tilted downwards. Then she raised both hands to the sides of the computer and waved them for her to be quiet.

Sandy waited.

Marsha put on a sort of fixed smile. “Listen, girlfriend, I want to run a program here, so…let’s go get some brunch.”

“Well, uh…”

The look on Marsha’s face made Sandy blink. But she went along with her girlfriend.

“Okay. Let’s head over to Starbucks.”

“All right. I’ll start the program,” she pressed a key, “There. Okay, let’s go.”

The two girls walked out of the apartment, down the stairs, and over a couple of blocks.

All the way Marsha kept her silence, bit her lip, and just shook her head when Sandy asked her what was going on.

They arrived, ordered their lattes, and sat in a corner of the room.

For a long minute Marsha kept her silence. She just stared into space, took but a single sip of her coffee, and thought.

Then she turned and focused on her friend.

“Sandy, in your computer, you’ve got a stalker.”

“Don’t you mean a hacker?”

“That, too.”

“Huh?”

“Somebody has hacked into your computer, disabled the light on your camera, and is watching you.”

“What?!”

“It’s easy enough to do, but most people wouldn’t think of it. They’d rather look for your bank account, not activate your camera without you knowing it.”

“But why would anybody do that?”

“Because they want to watch you.”

Sandy’s jaw officially dropped and she stared at her friend.

“As I recall you have a small desk in your bedroom and you keep your computer open.”

“Yes.” She was dazed by the thought that somebody could be peeking at her. “But…why…” and then it hit her.

She dressed and undressed. She sat her her desk and brushed her hair, put on make up, all over the open lid of her computer.

Marsha nodded. “That’s right. Somebody wants to see you…that way.”

Standing in the middle of the room, taking off her dress, taking off her bra and panties, exposing herself.

Sandy started to shake and tears came to her eyes.

Marsha reached out and placed her hand on Marsha’s.

“No panic. Breath. It doesn’t matter.”

“But…somebody is…they could…”

“No danger. They’re peeping Toms, not rapists.”

“How do you know?”

“Because that program has been running for a long time.”

“It has?”

“It’s been streaming for over six months.”

“Somebody’s been watching me for six months?”

“But nobody’s done anything, so you’re safe, and now that we know we can take precautions.”

Little tears were at the corners of Sandy’s eyes and she was quivering.

“Come on now. Relax. You’ve found out the worst, so we can do something about it.”

“But…what? How? Oh, no! I have to move out! I should call the police! I need to—“

“You will do no such thing!”

“I won’t?”

“No. Look, if you shut your computer and call the police he’ll be warned. And even if you call the police on the sly, without him knowing it, those clodhoppers will take your computer and ransack it. He’ll see that and shut down and hide all trace. But even if they did catch him, you know what they’ll get?”

“What?”

“All his files on you. The police will have all his videos of you dressing and undressing. I know those idiots, they’ll sit around in their squad room and jack off to you.”

“The police wouldn’t—“

“Honey, the police are the biggest crooks of all, and by this I mean perverts.

Sandy was struck silent. She had tears trickling down her cheeks and Marsha picked up a napkin and leaned across the table and carefully blotted the water up.

“But what will I do?”

Marsha smiled.

The two girls returned to Marsha’s apartment and acted normal, and like nothing had happened.

“I see the program is done. You’re ad free until the next time.”

“Thank you, Marsha. How can I repay you.”

Marsha, in front of the computer, with the stalking program and camera still working, took a step forward and kissed Sandy on the lips.

In one way it freaked Sandy out. She had never kissed a woman before. But it was necessary to their plan. They had to distract the stalker, whoever he was, and keep him interested.

Marsha put her arm around Sandy’s waist and walked her towards the bedroom. Another kiss, and they were in the bedroom and the door was closing.

And they broke down in silent giggles.

“Oh, I can see him now!” Marsha laughed, she rolled back on the bed and moved her hand up and down in front of her crotch. She looked like she was jacking her dick.

Sandy couldn’t stop giggling. But underneath her giggles she was contemplating her friend.

The kiss had only been a peck, but…it certainly did warm up the cockles of her heart. But she wasn’t a lesbian.

Or…could it be? Hmmm.

“Okay,” said Marsha, unaware of here friend’s excited thoughts, “let me get out…here it is!”

She reached onto the closet’s top shelf and pulled down a computer.

“Give a second to power up…”

She plugged in, turned on, and shortly was checking various systems.

Sandy stood and watched, and felt the heat rising from her pussy.

Damn! How could a simple kiss do this to her?

She rubbed her groin gently, and wanted to run into the bathroom and finish herself off.

Marsha worked the keyboard expertly. She hooked up to Sandy’s computer in the next room and started backtracking the hacker.

She couldn’t find his IP address, or anything like that, but she could turn off his camera light and activate his camera.

Talk about turn about is fair play!

“Finally, she sat back. “Okay, he’ll be up in just a—what’s wrong?”

She stared at Sandy, who was staring at her with a strange expression.

“Sandy?”

“I…uh…”

“What’s going on? Are you all right?”

“I…uh…”

“Sandy?”

“That kiss,” pause as she dealt with tons of embarrassment. “It…it turned me on.”

For a second Marsha was blank, then a grin began to creep across her face.

“It didn’t.”

Sandy nodded, her face quite red.

Marsha stood up and took a step towards her friend. “We’ve always been friends, really hit it off, but I didn’t think you rolled that way.”

“I don’t. I didn’t. I…I don’t know what to think.”

Now Marsha was inches from her. Smiling. She reached up and took Sandy’s head in her hands, buried her mitts in Sandy’s soft and bouncy curls, and leaned in.

The first kiss was a peck. A tease for the idiot watching on the computer, a way to keep him busy watching while Marsha set up her computer and went after him.

This kiss was more. It was a full fledged ‘I want you to have my babies’ kiss.

Sandy shivered, her knees quaked, and Marsha let her collapse on the bed, followed her down, went in for the second kiss.

And third and fourth, and…

A half hour later Marsha opened her bedroom door and sashayed out.

A dazed Sandy followed her. Both women were in their panties and bras, and the computer watched them hungrily.

Sandy could hardly walk, but a giggle blurted out of her.

She had come to get her computer cleaned up, and she had wound up discovering a pervert was stalking her, and having an affair with her best friend.

Lord!

She stood by the bed and looked at the full length mirror on the bathroom door.

She was a good looking woman. A great looking woman. She had large breasts, which breasts were tipped by some pretty excited nipples. They jutted out obscenely and made her so happy.

Her waist was thin thanks to all the cardio and Pilate she did. Her butt was under control, nice and round and ready for sitting.

Or, if the pervert was watching, for whatever anal activities he was fantasizing about.

She stepped closer to the mirror and studied her face.

She liked to think it was a kind face. A pert nose with just the barest hint of an upswing at the tip. Her brows were carefully plucked and arched over eyes that were somewhere between blue and grey.

Her lips were probably her finest feature, however, and she liked to wear lipstick. Red lipstick with plumper included, and a glossy overcoat.

She realized that this was what the stalked was looking at. This was what the stalked was…playing with himself over.

She had never thought of herself as a sex object, but now, after having experienced the best sex of her life…hmmm.

“You rea—“

Marsha entered the room and stopped and stared at her friend, and that knowing smile once again slid over her face.

“You like what you see?”

Sandy smiled, and it was a happy smile. Happier than she had been in a long time.

She turned, presenting a full view of her nudity, and showed her teeth. “We’re going to do this again, aren’t we?”

“Absolutely.” Marsha looked downright radiant. “Now get dressed and get out of here. I have things to do.”

Sandy dressed, taking a bit extra time to feel her body, to run her hands over her legs, to heft her bosoms and just feel that which had suddenly awakened.

A couple of minutes later she picked up her laptop, gave Marsha a kiss, and looked at her deeply for a moment, then left.

She was whistling as she headed for the bus stop.

Marsha was whistling, too. And felt like dancing on the ceiling. God, that had been fun. And she did have wonderful feelings for her friend. And she had always thought of her friend as off limits, but…now…she hummed and took her computer into the living room and placed it on the table she used for computing.

She opened a few files, made sure she was hidden, and tapped a button. The stalker was on the screen.

He was actually pretty good looking, in a soft kind of way.

He had an oval face with a small nose. Brown eyes that seemed incongruously trusting,  and he wore his hair long. Long like down to his shoulders.

Which gave Marsha the hint of a bad idea.

Bad for Mr. Stalker, whoever he was, but great for her and Sandy.

The girls had spoken of what they might do when they discovered the stalker, but now, having seen him, certain ideas gelled and Marsha began contemplating and even planning.

She began recording the screen, put it on automatic so it would record whenever the fellow was looking at his computer, and stored the incoming files in a folder.

She opened up a smaller window in the upper left hand corner of her screen and watched what he was watching.

Then she sat back to watch.

He was boring.

He just licked his lips and stared at the porn.

Mountains of porn flashing across his screen, and across the little screen in the corner of Marsha’s computer.

She watched as he studied women with big boobs. Lots of big boobs.

Okay. he had a boob fetish. That was already obvious because he watched Sandy getting dressed and undressed, and she had pretty good-sized melons.

From boobs he went to fisting, and Marsha leaned forward. This was more interesting.

He passed over the men fisting, and getting fisted, and focused on lesbians fisting.

Okay. Like the so called ‘dream date’ of Sandy, he was interested in anal. Most men were, though not to this extent.

He stared fixedly as women rolled on mattresses, making out, then rubbing, and finally fingering, and…

Marsha sighed and realized she was getting hot. Damn. She wasn’t a full blown lesbian, more of a bi, but this…this was gold!

Then she hit the mother lode.

The stalker stood up and stepped back from the computer. He was pantless. Naked from the belt down, and he had a boner.

But the boner wasn’t much. It was small. Mr. Stalker had serious inadequacy problems.

Most dicks were big like sausages.

Small dicks were like hot dogs.

His dick was like a Vienna sausage.

Pale and pink with a little button head.

And his testicles were about as big as marbles.

But, small as his dick was, it was hard. And throbbing. And leaking.

Marsha wasn’t breathing now, just watching him

He was wearing a cock ring, probably trying to make himself look bigger. Maybe just trying to stay hard longer.

He took it off and laid it on the edge of the table his computer sat on. She stared at the silver circle, thinking how small it had to be.

He probably had to have it custom made; he was that small.

He sat down and called up his sites

Shemales. Ladyboys. Men with boobs and dicks.

Some of the men had big boobs, some almost non-existent. Just young men with flat chests but all made up and their faces totally feminized.

Regardless of the size of their meat, of their peenys or boobs, they had sex. Lots of sex.

Sex with hands and mouths and fingers and fists.

Sex with men, women, other trannies.

It was hotter than the sun on a summer day! It was hotter than a turkey inside an oven on Thanksgiving. It was just so damned hot!

It was so hot that, when the stalker sat down and started stroking his teeny weeny…Marsha began pummeling her pud.

For long minutes she watched, and fingered herself, and watched him stroke his puny prick and squeeze his tiny balls.

Oh, Mr. Stalker! You bad boy! she thought.

Then, with a massive grunt, much more massive than a tiny cock like that deserved, he climaxed.

As did Marsha on her end of the line.

Then, the point of creation having been achieved, be it in a perverted fashion, he shut down his computer.

She left hers up and running and went to take a shower.

And, man, she needed one.

First that tryst with Sandy, oh, my God!

Then to discover that she got off on stalking the stalker…Oh. My. Golly goshums!

So she went into the bathroom, hopped into the shower, and damned if she didn’t relieve herself again!

Three days later Sandy went to Marsha’s apartment again. They had planned to wait a week, but Marsha said she had the goods, and Sandy was anxious to see her friend again, anyway.

She really wanted to see Marsha and find out if she would still feel the same way, still experience the same overwhelming sexual emotions.

She walked up the stairs, tapped on the door and entered.

“Hey, girlfriend!” Marsha came to her and gave her a massive kiss.She chewed on Sandy’s lips and felt her breasts until both women were gasping.

Then Marsha stepped back and said, “Whew!”

Sandy was, again, weak at the knees and holding onto the edge of a table so as not to fall down.

“We’re going to have to take some time for ourselves,” Marsha stated, “but first we need to discuss Gerald.”

“Gerald?”

“Gerald Stinson Stevens. His friends, and we might as well consider him our friend, call him Jerry. Not that he has many friends.”

Marsha led Sandy to the computer table where two chairs were waiting. Sandy sat down, Marsha powered up, and Sandy gasped.

“Him!”

“You know him?”

“He’s…I took my computer in to get it fixed a little over six months ago!”

“Well,” quipped Marsha. “He fixed it all right, and fixed it so he could visit you any time he wanted. Now, several things. First, here are his files on you.”

Marsha went through scenes. Sandy washing her hair. Sandy eating cereal and watching TV. Sandy fixing dinner. Sandy hurrying here and there.

Sandy was confused. “That’s not much. He’s just watching me watch TV. That’s like watching paint dry.”

“Then he had this file.”

More scenes flashed across the screen.

Sandy get dressed and undressed. Standing and feeling her boobs. Putting on make up in her bra and panties.”

“Oh,” breathed Sandy, watching herself in more private moments.

“Then there’s this file, which is the money shots.”

Sandy on the bed, with her fingers, with a vibrator, moaning as she pulled on her nipples and made herself cum.

Sandy’s face turned red.

Marsha just chuckled. “Hey, we knew it was coming to that. And it’s not like I haven't seen you squirting your brains out.”

“Yes, but…him…”

“Ah, yes. Him. Shall we take a look at him?”

Sandy stared at her friend, and Marsha pulled up more files.

“You’re going to have to buy me a storage device. Devices.” She muttered, then she opened a file.

First, a couple of scenes concerning how Marsha had found out about him.

He opened a letter with had his full name and address.

“I was able to do some stalking of my own once I knew who he was.”

Second, normal Jerry. Him reading books, watching TV. Cooking dinners, which mostly consisted of throwing packages into a microwave.

Third, Jerry watching the computer, and this got very interesting.

Sandy watched him watch boobs and fistings and shemales.

She watched the avid, greedy, hungry, horny expression on his face.

She watched him licking his lips and…she saw his teeny weeny.

Oddly, suddenly Sandy felt contrite. “Oh, that poor man. No wonder he’s the way he is.”

Marsha side glanced her friend. Interesting reaction. She hadn’t felt such compassion, but now that she felt her friend feel sorry for the stalker…she started to feel a little guilty.

She had been thinking in terms of making fun of him, trapping him, doing things to him that would result in embarrassment and even incarceration.

“Keep going.”

Marsha turned back to the screen and called up the next file.

Jerry, putting on a dress, and masturbating.

And crying.

Putting socks in his bra. Relieving himself, then his face tortured and miserable in the aftermath.

Jerry was a conflicted person.

He wanted to play dress up, but lacked knowledge and…and he felt guilty. Really guilty.

He tried to change himself, got distracted by the sexual excitement, then hated himself.

Typical man. Wanted to be a woman, but couldn’t bring himself to go against society and family and friends and…and whoever.

Whatever was in his mind.

The girls sat back and stared at the screen, which Marsha had frozen with a big close up of miserable Jerry.

“Why me?” asked Sandy.

Marsha shrugged. “It’s a good question. I would guess that you awakened something in him. Maybe the way you talked to him when you handed him your computer. Maybe you were just the first opportunity. I didn’t see any other files, any other women, so…you’re the one.

Sandy looked at Marsha. “God help me, I feel guilty. I know it’s illogical, but I feel badly for him. He’s hurting.”

“I know what you’re saying,” agreed Marsha. “At first I didn’t At first I thought he was just some stupid pervert. Then I started thinking of that conspiracy theory I told you.”

“The Atrazine?”

“Yes. What if he’s just a helpless victim of the government? What if his system has fallen to the programming?”

“Are you saying he doesn’t want this to be happening? This…feminization?”

“Well, I am and I am’t.”

Sandy blinked at the made up word, and realized how right it was.

“First, if he’s changing because of a government conspiracy, he may not have choice, and the kindest thing would be to help him accept what is happening.

“Second, I think that this couldn’t happen unless the person, on some level, agreed with it.

“There are people in the same boat, people who have taken the Atrazine, and they don’t change. I think, on some level, Jerry wants what is happening to him.”

“So what do we do?”

“I don’t know.”

Sandy went home and stood in front of her computer and put on a show.

And felt like crying for the tortured soul on the other end of the computer.

Yes, he had hacked, stalked, but…would he have if the government hadn’t made him that way?

She stood in the middle of her room and slowly took her dress off.

She turned this way and that, preened and looked at herself in the mirror on the back of the bathroom door, and knew that Jerry, the torture computer geek, was watching her.

She took off her bra and sat at the computer table and tried to ignore the fact, even while she pandered to the fact, of him staring at her large and beautiful boobs.

She put on lipstick, smacked her lips, and wished she could reach through the computer, grab him by his long hair and tell him: It’s all right. You’re okay! And: I’m on your side now!

She brushed her hair, turning this way and that, presenting her breasts to him. Wishing he could fix himself, but if he couldn’t…if he couldn’t…what was she thinking?

She stood up and stripped off her panties.

She put a leg up on the table, giving him the big view of her snatch, and began shaving her legs.

She shaved her calves, her thighs, though they didn’t need it.

then she began shaving her pussy.

She used a small, pink razor and bent so that her tits hung and showed her excited nipples.

Around the folds, scraping off the tiny whiskers.

And she felt like crying as she thought, I hope you’re getting off on this, Jerry.

Finally, she went to bed. And threw back the covers and used her vibrator.

“Oh, yeah!” she moaned aloud, knowing that he could not only see her, he could hear her.

She writhed and twisted and humped, and hoped this was better than watching the fisting, big boobed women he was focused on.

When she was done she turned the lights off, got back in bed, and curled up and thought about him: her lover who never touched her.

Now that she knew him…would she want him to touch her? To relieve himself? To overcome his twisted, tortured feelings?

That would depend on him, of course.

Who was he behind his perversions?

And she went to sleep.

…pounding on the door.

“Sandy! Sandy!”

Sandy leaped out of bed, brought out of sleep, through a daze and into full wakefulness.

It was Marsha! And what could have happened?

She opened the door and her friend burst into the room. “Come on! Get dressed!”

“What’s wrong!”

“Jerry!”

Sandy looked at her computer and thought of the previous night. She had teased him. Mercilessly. For the right reasons, but…what had happened.

“Don’t worry, he can’t hear us. He’s erased all files and gone off line.”

“So…?”

“He bought a rope.”

“A rope?”

“I think he’s going to kill himself!”

“Oh, my God!”

It took Sandy less than thirty seconds to throw on clothes. No make up today. running shoes.

They dashed out the door and down to the bus stop within a minute,

And, luck of the Gods, a bus was just pulling up.

They got onto the bus, Marsha stuffing a couple of bills into the coin box, which caused the bus driver to glance at them.

And the bus started up.

Across town they went, biting their knuckles, worrying, whispering between themselves.

“Do you think he’s hurt himself?”

“Oh, God! I don’t know.”

“I put on a show last night.”

Marsha looked at her.

“We talked about it, and I felt so badly for him…I might have pushed him…”

Marsha nodded. “Maybe.”

“Oh, God!”

“Stop that! Don’t feel sorry for yourself. This is on him!”

“But maybe we can help?”

“Maybe, if we get there in time.”

They were standing near the front of the bus, watching the street, and the address came up.

They left the bus on the run. Turned up a walk and ran for the front door.

“Jerry! Jerry!” Marsha pounded on the front door.

No answer.

Marsha tried the knob.

“Out of the way!”

Marsha stepped aside and Sandy tried a big, karate kick on the door. It burst back and they ran into the house.

Jerry was hanging from a beam, his feet kicking and his face red. He was struggling to get his hands under the rope, but he couldn’t. It was too tight.

He was dying right before their eyes!


Part Two

The house was small and a weird mix of tidy and messy.

He wasn’t a messy housekeeper, he just didn’t do much housekeeping. So there were dishes piled, books stacked, things out of place, but it was over time. Generally speaking, Jerry was a neat person who just didn’t clean up over time.

Half the living room was dedicated to comfort, a big lounge chair, a big screen TV, stacks of fiction novels.

The other half was dedicated to computers. A table held several machines, there were books on programming, and tools to take apart the computers.

The front room had a high ceiling crossed by several beams, and between the two halves of his living room, Jerry had thrown a rope over the central beam, stood on a stool, and kicked the stool.

Hanging, struggling, suddenly realized that life was too precious to give up, Jerry gasped and kicked and struggled. He had kicked the stool mere seconds before the girls had pounded on his front door.

Sandy grabbed his legs and hoisted. She wasn’t strong enough to lift him much, but it was enough to give a moment of relief.

He gasped and stopped kicked and tried to pull himself up.

Marsha saw where the rope had been tied off and ran to it. And couldn’t loosen the knot.

She ran to the kitchen, found a knife and came back.

Sandy tried to hold him up, but her arms were tired and she cold feel his legs slipping through, putting more weight on the rope.

“Gah…gah!” he gargled, his fingers scrabbling.

“Hold on,” Marsha grated, and she began sawing at the rope.

The one thing Jerry had done right was keep his big kitchen knives sharp. Strand after strand snapped, and suddenly the rope gave way.

Jerry fell, taking Sandy with him, then they were laying on the floor, entangled sobbing.

But the relief from having his life saved now entered the awkward moments of recognizing what he had done, and the two girls in his house.

“Off,” yelled Marsha, pushing Jerry away.

Jerry rolled onto his back and held his throat. His fingers began trying to loosen the rope that had held him.             

“I’m sorry,” he whispered to no one. “I’m sorry.”

“I’ll say,” snapped Marsha. “Are you all right?” to Sandy.

“I’m okay. Check Jerry.”

Marsha turned and sneered. “You idiot.”

“I know…I know…” but he was curled up now, facing away, too ashamed to look at them.

“Sit up, you bozo. Look at us.”

It took a full couple of minutes, but Jerry was finally sitting up, braced on his arms, and facing the girls.

“You,” he breathed.

“Yep,” Sandy stood up. She was shaky, and she sat down on the edge of Jerry’s recliner. “What the fuck did you think you were doing?”

“I…I don’t know…I…”

“Jerry,” Marsha said, “We know you’ve been spying on Sandy.”

He looked up at her. Realizations were shooting through him.

“That’s how you knew I was…I was…”

“You were offing yourself. Yes. I discovered your program, put my own program in and we’ve been watching you.”

“Then you…then you…”

“Oh, shut up. You have some whiskey or something?”

He nodded. “Top of fridge.”

Marsha headed for the kitchen, glasses, ice, bourbon, and, hopefully, some Coke.

While she made clinking noises in the kitchen Sandy reached out and touched Jerry’s shoulder.

He looked at her, and she had never seen such a stricken look in her life. He was the definition of shattered.

“It’s okay, Jerry. I know about you wanting to dress up. I know what you look at on the computer. I know all about you, and it’s okay.”

He was sniffling now. Tears were coming. “You do?”

“Yes. And I know about you peeping on me, and it’s okay. I’m not upset.”

“You aren’t?” A big tear rolled down his cheeks, then one on the other cheek.

“No, Jerry. And I don’t judge you. I don’t think ill of you. I’ll…” she hesitated as she realized what she was saying. “I’ll help you.”

Jerry bent his head forward and his forehead touched her knee. He began to sob, deep, wrenching sobs from the depths of his soul.

She put her hand on his hair and let him cry.

“What the fuck,” mumbled Marsha, coming back into the room. She hand Sandy a drink, put on one the side table next tot he recliner for Jerry, and sat in a tattered sofa and sipped her own.

An hour later…

Jerry sat on the stool he had kicked himself off of in his aborted attempt to commit suicide. He was holding his second drink, and was finally able to talk a little.

The marks of the tears on his face were stark.

“I don’t know about any conspiracy theory,” he said. “I just know that I’ve felt this way all my life.”

“You want to be a woman.”

“I don’t know,” he admitted, glancing downward. He was still having trouble looking them in the eyes. “I mean, I don’t want a man, I’m not gay, but when I…when I put on a dress,” he glanced fearfully at the girls, “I feel better. Like everything is right.”

“So why do you masturbate? Why not keep that feeling?”

“I can’t help myself.”

Marsha nodded to Sandy. Men. They can’t help themselves.

“Then we should start there,” said Sandy. “We need you to stop masturbating. And you can wear what you want.”

“I can?”

“If you stop masturbating.”

“But I’ll have a…a boner. Like…all the time.”

“So have one. I don’t recall that boners were against the law the last time I read the penal code. Heh. Penal code.” And she snickered like Beavis and Butthead.

“Well, but…I can’t wear a dress to work!”

“You could, if you felt that strongly about it, but you don’t have to. Look, an employer buys your time, and it’s his, and if he has a dress code then you have to abide by it. But your time is your own. Dress up, make up, do what you want to do.”

“You can wear lingerie to work,” put in Sandy.

“Sometimes I do,” he admitted. “but only panties.”

“So wear the whole nine yards. Panties, a training bra, garter and nylons, whatever you want. Under your clothes is you. Your overclothes are the dress code that your boss has expected. Why don’t you start your own computer repair business?”

“Well, uh…I thought about it, but…”

“But you’re too chicken.”

Sandy glanced at Marsha.

“Well, he is! If he’s too chicken to wear what he wants, then he’s too chicken to start his business.”

Then an odd thing happened. A connection was made in Jerry’s mind. “So if I have the courage to…to dress like I want to, then I have the courage to open a computer repair shop.”

Both girls agreed.

“Then I have to do this.”

“And what about the rope that almost snuffed out your life?” asked Sandy.

“God. I’m sorry. I thought…I thought it was the solution, but when I was up there, choking, couldn’t do anything, and everything started getting dark…I felt awful!”

The girls were silent then, and three more drinks were concocted.

“I know…I don’t have any right…”

“What, Jerry?” asked Sandy.

“Well, I don’t know about a lot of stuff, about…about girls.”

“You ever go out with one?” asked Marsha.

He shook his head.

“Well,” she said wryly, “this is a helluva first date.”

They all chuckled, but almost cautiously.

“No, I mean…I don’t know how a girl…how she…”

“He wants help with make up and stuff,” said Marsha, dryly.

Sandy snorted. “Is that all?”

Jerry looked at the floor and was miserable. For a guy who knew his way around computers, and had to be smart, he was pretty dumb.

“Okay. So if we agree to help you with make up and everything, then you agree to never, ever, never, in your whole fucking life no matter what, try to hurt yourself again.”

“Oh, I won’t!” he blubbered.

And so began the second life of Jerry Stevens.

The next day Jerry went to work. His throat was a little sore, but he wanted to work. He also wanted to experiment with wearing lingerie.

Marsha had gone home, but Sandy had stayed the night, sleeping on the sofa under a thick blanket.

The house was warm and, in a way, comfy. It was lived in, and in spite of Jerry being a pervert, it was…comfy.

At six in the morning Sandy woke up, and woke Jerry up.

She entered his room, kicked his bed and pulled off the covers.

Jerry jerked around and looked up. He was not a morning person. Also, he was a morning woody person.

His tiny peeny was sticking out a couple of inches and he had to go.

He covered up and tried to hide himself.

“I already know, Jerry. But I’m not here for your dick, anyway.

“You’re…you’re not…” he sounded awfully stupid.

“No. And I want you to use this Nair.”

He took the bottle and stumbled towards the shower. Twenty minutes later he was standing in the middle of the bedroom, naked, Sandy walking around him and appraising him.

“So you’ve had a small penis all your life?”

“Yes,” his face was redder than a baboon’s ass.

“No woman has ever seen it?”

“My mother, but I guess she doesn’t count.”

“Probably not. But did she ever say anything to you?”

He shook his head. He was obviously embarrassed.

“Has any woman ever touched it.”

He shook his head and looked like he was ready to faint.

“Come here.”

He stumbled across the room and stopped in front of her.

She reached out and took his penis in her hand. She looked up at him, no expression on her face.

“How’s that feel?”

“Ah…uh…ah…”

She smiled. “I know. Let me stroke it for a while.”

She moved her hand back and forth, and his whole body swayed very lightly. His eyes were half lidded, and his mouth was open.

She watched him, thinking about how much he must have been enjoying it.

A lifetime of denial, of humiliation, or thinking less of yourself. No wonder he had tried to hurt himself.

She let go.

“Oh,” he said.

“Don’t worry. We’ll do it again. But right now we have to get ready for work.

She had brought over a couple of old bras and panties, a garter a couple of pairs of nylons.

He put the panties on, and he stared at the little bump he created.

“You know,” she mused, pulling the material tight and patting his little dingy, “You shouldn’t worry about how long your cock is. After all, you feel it, it’s long enough for you…” she shrugged.

He almost fainted.

She helped him put the bra on. There was a lot o loose material in the cups and he stared at the material.

“Don’t worry. You’re not going to wear this.”

“I’m not?”

“Nope. I just want to size you. I’ll go get you some training bras today. Some other things. And maybe some day we’ll have to get you some bras with big cups.”

“Like yours?” He seemed dazed by the thought.

“Like mine,” she smiled. “We’ve got time, let’s paint your toes.”

“Pain my…”

“Shut up and sit down,” she said kindly.

She shaped his toenails, trimmed them, and painted them a beautiful pink.

“Now you can go to the beach,” she quipped.

He laughed, but in the most embarrassed way.

He stepped into a garter and she rolled nylons up his legs.

He stared down at his legs and was amazed.

It was beautiful.

Sheer, sleek, sexy…just like a woman’s legs!

“Did you want to wear shorts today?” she asked, a twinkle in her eyes.

He looked up, stricken, and she laughed. “You’re easy.”

And, for the first time, he laughed.

He went to work and she went shopping.

He fixed computers and she sized bras.

He had to deal with a constant boner in his pants, his panties, and she had to handle the fact that she was turned on.

She was feminizing a man!

She had never even thought of such a thing, but now that she was doing it, she was actually feeling wet down there.

She called Marsha and admitted it.

“You’re feeling wet, eh? Oh, you little horn dog! And at your age!”

“Oh, stop that. I tell you something personal and you make fun of me.”

“I know,” and she giggled so hard that Sandy was compelled to join her.

“So what do I do?”

“Are you attracted to him?”

“I don’t know. I mean, he’s nice, but he’s got so much baggage, and…he was a stalker, you know.”

“Hell, who cares what he was. What matters is what he is, and I’ll tell you the problem.”

“What’s the problem?”

“You’re taking responsibility for him. Whatever he saw in you, whatever made him stalk you, you’re seeing something in him. Maybe even the same thing.”

It was an eye opening conversation, and when Sandy hung up she was more confused than not.

She was attracted to him? She thought not. But…was she seeing something in him that he had seen in her?

Hmm.

Well, whatever, when he came home from work she went right to work on him.

She did his fingernails, and while he was staring at them, she styled his hair.

He had beautiful hair. Long, and easy to wave. A little styling and it had body and curled down around his bare shoulders, and…she noticed how stiff his nipples were.

“Look at you,” she teased, touching his nips.

“Don’t!” he shivered.

“Do,” she responded, and she slapped his hands away and rubbed his nipples, and, finally, she leaned forward and put her lips to them.

“Oh, fuck!” he wheezed.

She looked up at him, her eyes amused. “I think not. Oddly, while you’re a handsome fellow, and pretty nice under all the perversion, I don’t think I want to make love to you.”

The look in his eyes was so very, very sad.

She grabbed his peeny. “But that doesn’t mean I don’t want to have fun with you.

He gasped and gulped and felt so close, but once again she giggled and backed off.

“Later, skater. Right now we have to finish fixing you up.”

She cleansed his face with sponges and put on primer.

He stared at himself in the mirror.

He was, finally, being made up.

Such dreams. And finally being realized.

She put eye shadow on him, light grey that looked like his eyes were smoking. She outlined his eyes and curled his lashes and added mascara.

He was shivering. Just light quivers that she noticed, and appreciated.

She had never imagined making a man over could be so…tantalizing.

The more she made him up the hotter he got the wetter she got.

There was a big, swelling in her chest, her expanding heart, and it felt like it was going to bust, along with her sex organs.

She was done, and he looked like a woman.

“You need earrings,” she said.

“Should I? I mean…work!”

“You can wear studs to work to keep the holes open. And, yes. You should. In fact, I’m doing it and you have no choice. Then I’m going to pierce your nose, and your penis. And your nipples. And I ‘m going to run a chain from your nipples to your noses.”

He couldn’t help it. He knew she was ‘funnin’’ him. He giggled.

Like a real girl.

Which made her happy, because she could see his mind buying into what was happening to his body.

His mind, who knew what he needed long before he did.

Now he was fully en femme. From his ears dangled a line if boxes and square and circles. Two colors. Gold and silver over three shapes. So beautiful.

His hair was a raven’s waterfall splashing on his bare shoulders.

His face was delicate, shaded just perfectly to emphasize his female shapes, and neglect his male shapes.

His body was tummy shaped, which gave a slight bulge to his chest, just the hint of tits to be.

His butt flared very slightly, and…he looked like a woman.

And he loved it.

When he was done Sandy sat down on the suicide stool and called him to her. She took him in hand and began rubbing him. Kissing him. Squeezing his tiny testicles.

It didn’t take long. He had had a lifetime of horniness, of unfulfilled dreams, of lust never requited.

She smiled as he let go, and didn’t mind at all that he got it over the front of her blouse.

Sandy had never had so much fun in her life.

But she also had unresolved issues herself.

On a Friday evening she went over to Marsha’s house to try to resolve what was unresolved.

“What are we doing?” she murmured, as Marsha cuddled against her, felt her breasts, kissed her vagina.

“Having fun,” answered her friend, using fingers freely and bring ing her to the edge of orgasm.

Yet the orgasm wasn’t showing up. It was difficult, didn’t want to be summoned, stayed away.

It took an hour, and a lot of work, before Sandy popped.

Heck, Marsha had popped in five minutes.

And then she had stayed at the task for another 55 minutes to please Sandy.

They lay there on the bed, breathing hard, facing up, their breasts pointing towards the ceiling, their nipples hard.

“You weren’t so much in the mood tonight,” Marsha mentioned.

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be. We’re here for fun, and you weren’t having fun.”

“I was.”

“You were feeling good, but your mind was elsewhere. You were thinking of Jerry.”

“Oh, God!”

“I’m right. I know it. So what about Jerry?”

“I don’t love him! But I’m fascinated by him! I live to make him over, to feminize him. I’ve never experienced such a feeling as this!”

“Better than when I do this?”

Marsha reached down and grabbed Sandy by the mons, inserted a finger and wiggled.

“Oh, no!” Sandy groaned, wiggling her hips and pushing into Marsha’s hand. “Don’t make me choose!”

“You already chose,” sighed Marsha, withdrawing her fingers. “You wouldn’t ask not to choose if you hadn’t already chosen.”

Sandy lay on her back and thought about that, and realized that her friend was right. She turned to Marsha. “What’ll I do?”

Marsha pushed her shoulder back, rolled over and mounted Sandy. “Do this,” and she kissed her, pressing her plump lips, feeling the full sensation of sexual contact.

“And this.” She grabbed a handful of boob, lowered her head and suck the nipple.

“And this!” She dove her fingers downward, put them together and made a pointed fist.

Sarah arched, her hips shook like an earthquake and her eyes rolled back in her head.

She knew what she had to do.

Sandy arrived at Jerry’s house with a couple of suitcases.

Jerry was sitting at the computer, fully made up, and watching porn.

“Whacha got, sweet cakes?” She placed the suitcases on the floor.

“What are you doing?”

“Moving in. What are you doing…aha! Porn! Move over!”

Jerry was standing up already, staring at the suitcases.

“You’re not moving in.”

“Yep. Don’t move over, don’t sit down. Go get us some drinks. It’s time we had a talk.”

Jerry headed for the kitchen. He made drinks, and his mind was spinning like a mirror ball. Thoughts were shooting out, concerns and considerations filled the air in his head.

He brought back the drinks and put them on the table.

Sandy was scrolling through his computer.

“This must be the one you use for porn. Right?”

“Uh…”

“Of course it is.” She looked at him. “Is this the one you used to spy on me?”

He nodded, feeling touches of shame.

“Excellent. Find me some prostate milking.”

He blinked, then sat down. In between sips of their bourbon and Coke he moused to a site that specialized in prostate milkings.

“What are you looking for?”

“Instructions.”

“For what?”

“How to milk you, silly,” she grinned at him, then studied the scenes on the computer.

“Milk me?”

She turned back to him. “Okay, time for the talk. You’re a pervert, right?”

“Uh…”

“Don’t deny it. You hacked me, you stalked me, you like to dress up like a girl, and…you’re a pervert.”

He still didn’t want to admit it.

She leaned back in her chair. “The good news is that I’m a pervert, too. Oh, I didn’t want to admit it. Not me! I’m a good girl! But then I meet you. And what’s the first thing I do? I start teasing the pervert. Then I save his worthless life,” she was holding his hands now and leaning closer to him, looking into his eyes, “and I dress him up and make him into a girl…and now I’m moving in because, damn it, I need this. Whatever you saw in me, that attracted you to me, that made you hack and stalk me…I see that same thing in you. Honey, I need to explore my perversity. I need to find out what it is that draws us together like moths screwing on top of a light bulb. Honey, I’m going to milk you tonight. And it won’t be long until I’m wearing a strap on. And we’re going to get you the biggest set of knockers a man can buy. And you can quit your job and we’ll open a computer repair shop and you can dress like a woman 24/7/365 for the rest of your life, if that’s what you want. Do you understand?”

He was trembling, his lip quivering. He was being taken charge of, and given the things he had always needed. He nodded.

“Good. Now, I want to do a little research, find some nifty things to do to you tonight before I milk you. Why don’t you move my suitcases into my bedroom—that’s my bedroom, though I’ll probably allow you to sleep with me, as long as you control yourself and don’t make me spank you.”

“Spank me?”

She smiled. “‘Spank me?’” she mimicked him. “You’re already asking questions instead of following my wishes. Now go put my suitcases next to the bed. Then make me another drink, then get your butt back in here and let’s look at some porn. Do you understand?”

And Jerry said what men have been saying to strong women for the history of mankind.

“Yes, dear.”


Epilogue

The customer walked out of the computer repair shop with his computer under his arm.

His computer had been cleaned, polished, de-wormed, anti-virused, made more efficient, and…he was smiling.

But he wasn’t smiling because of the computer. He was smiling because of the two women in the shop.

One seemed to be concerned with paperwork, filling orders, that sort of thing. She was good looking, but a little bossy.

Not that he minded bossy women. He liked women who knew what they were doing in bed.

No, he was smiling because the other one was really good looking, and had some really great knockers!

Most computer technicians were geeky, little creeps, probably spent all their time looking at porn.

Well, she wasn’t geeky or creepy, and she could look at porn with him any time!

Whistling, he walked away.

Inside the shop Sandy sat at her desk and faced Jerry. “You were flirting with him.”

“I was not!”

“Were so! I’m a woman, and I know what a flirt is!”

“Okay. I was flirting. What are you going to do about it? Spank me?”

“Yep.”

And the two women looked at each other and grinned.

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


My Husband Became a Pole Dancer!

He was more woman than a woman!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“I can’t believe it,” John said for the umpteenth time.

I stared at him. This was going to take some serious getting used to. “And you’re sure,” I asked.

“That’s what the test said.”

“But this is testing for aptitude, for work, for what you want to do with your life.”

“Apparently I don’t want to be a fighter pilot, or a secret agent, or even president fo the United States,” he spoke bitterly.

“Honey, there’s got to be a mistake.”

He threw the paper with his test results on the table and snarled. “Mistake that.”

My hands were shaking as I picked up the paper. I stared at the score, and at the recommendation.

“Something is wrong. The machine messed up. This can’t be true.”

“Go to college, they’ll find the job that’s right for you. Well, they found the job, all right.

I stared at the paper. At the bottom was the score, very high. Right below that, printed by the computer, was the official and algorithmically perfect recommendation for my husband.

Pole Dancer.

I shook my head. He couldn’t believe it, and neither could I.

Pole Dancer?

“There’s got to be a mistake!” We were speaking to a councilor in the Department of Unemployment. The Department was in charge of the computer that ran the college tests. The councilor was a chubby fellow with a bristly mustache and pockets full of boredom. His name was Charles.

He sighed, pushed his reading glasses into place, and read the test results again.

“Well, Debby, it says right here…it’s unorthodox, I’ll grant you, but the computer doesn’t make mistakes.”

“It made one this time,” John spoke glumly. He was still in the depths of despair. “I’m not even….even female!”

“Well, there has got to be something here because the computer wouldn’t have assigned you this vocation unless you were absolutely suited for it.”

“Don’t I have to have boobs? Be the athletic type? Be able to do the splits?”

He waved dismissively. “If the computer assigned you this vocation it must have a job lined up for you.”

“Who’s going to pay to see some guy twirl on a pole? Can you see women lining up and throwing their bras at me?”

Charles blinked, pushed his glasses down so he could see over them, sat back and folded his hands over his belly. “The computer can.”

“Argh!” John snarled.

“So what are you going to do about this?” I asked.

“Well, there isn’t much I can do about it. I don’t have the rating to override the computer, even if I was so inclined.”

“So inclined?” I looked at him incredulously.

“Mr. and Mrs. Jenner, if there’s one thing I have learned from my years in the system it is this: computers NEVER make mistakes.”

“It has this time,” John’s head was down again. I knew this must be ripping him up inside.

“Be that as it may, I’m going to schedule you for classes. Try it for a while. You may be surprised.”

We stared at him.

“Look, I’ll put a query in, that’s the most I can do at my pay grade, but if you don’t take the classes you lose your welfare benefits.”

“How are we supposed to live,” I whispered.

“By trusting the computer.”

He turned to his monitor and began typing. “Okay, there you go…uh huh. Benefits guaranteed as long as you take the training.”

He turned back to us. “Will there be anything else?”

We just stared at him.

“You’ll be receiving a survey by email in the next day. If you could fill it out…I’m forbidden from outright soliciting good reviews, but I would sure appreciate a kind word…”

I stood up, John got to his feet, too. “The only kind word you’ll get from me is up your butt!”

We walked out.

We sat at the kitchen table and looked out the window. As young adults, without baby, we were entitled to class three housing. Which meant we had a bedroom, a living room, and a kitchen. Not much, but the theory, according to the computer, was sound. People who don’t have much will work harder to get more.

Incentivism. When the government finally realized the truth of incentives they learned how to control people. Give ‘em everything for free, but they live like peons until they fulfill the government’s desires.

The government, in this case, being a computer. No heart, no liver, no kidney…nothing but circuits and algorithms in control of our lives.

What was that old Latin phrase? ‘Deus ex machina,’’God from a machine.’ Well, we were living that right now.

The good news of being poor, struggling adults was that we could buy all the booze we wanted. The government would even issue us benefit cards so we could keep drinking. Just a little side show to keep citizens unhappy with the government less than rambunctious.

I poured John a stiff drink. Bourbon and Coke. It was the Coke that was expensive, and, man, it really was.

Still, times like these, best to make the poison go down happy.

John took his glass and chugged half his glass. I didn’t say a word.

He placed his glass on the table and stared at the little waves of liquid. “I don’t fucking believe it.” He looked up at me. “I have to take classes in pole dancing! And if I don’t we lose our benefits.”

“All except the booze,” I agreed.

“Good for that, we can drink ourselves into a stupor while we’re homeless.”

“Well, John,” I knew I had to take the bull by the horns, “it looks like you’re stuck.”

He stared at me.

“The only thing you can do is go to those classes, learn what you can, and…and when the computer can’t find a job for you…” I shrugged.

“At least we’ll have benefits. We’ll be able to stay in this shitty apartment, raise our horde of cockroaches, and look forward to a grimy future of too much alcohol and not enough hope.”

“Do you have a better plan?”

He didn’t.

So he finished his drink. I had poured myself one, too. And we went into the bedroom and fucked our brains out.

At that, it wasn’t a very good fuck. It’s hard to get amorous when your man is handed a lemon and told there’s no sugar for lemonade. And it was hard for him to be assigned to a female profession when, let’s face it, he wasn’t female.

Monday rolled around. We were a little bleary-eyed from our lost weekend, but we had managed to pick him up some leotards and slippers, and he was ready to go. We walked down the stairs and began the trudge to the government campus.

And walked into a classroom.

It was a regular sized room and a dozen women stood about. As women they didn’t look too unhappy about being assigned to be pole dancers. They chatted, they pinned up their hair, they checked their make up, they stared at John.

They were sleek and stacked in their leotards. John was a rail with a few muscles.

They were  beautiful faces. John hadn’t shaved.

They blinked. John blinked more.

I went to a corner and sat in a chair. I was there for moral support. “Go on, John, meet your new classmates.” I was dying. No woman ever wants their man to hang around beautiful women.

In fact, the only saving grace I had at this point was that the computer said we were a perfect match.

Well, that was one for two, in my book.

John walked across the shiny, hard wood floor. The girls immediately turned their backs, went to the barre and started stretching.

John turned and looked at me and shrugged helplessly. I smiled and blew him a kiss.

SLAM! The door closed and everybody turned. A slender, old woman, with big boobs, sauntered across the floor. She was proud, haughty, supercilious, disappointed to be amongst those bugs termed ‘human.’

“Line up here, class.”

She watched as everybody stepped into line, and focused on John at the end of the line. She sashayed down to him, looked him up and down, sneered, and turned back to the girls.

“This is your introduction to pole dancing, and I am your instructor. Sylvia D’Swan. Pole dancing, as you know requires the grace of a ballerina, the athleticism of a gymnast, and a desire to spread your legs before a crowd of ugly, sweaty, drunken men.”

I knew she was over stating it, pole dancing was an accepted profession, but still, poor John was wilting with every second.

“To begin, we will try some simple exercises. To the barre!”

Everybody, John included, took a place at the barre that lined the walls of the room. In the center of the room was a standing barre, and Sylvia D’Swan stepped to it, placed one hand on it, and raised her leg. Over her fucking head!

I stared. This was unusual stretchability, even for a dancer, especially for an old dancer.

The girls stared, then tried to emulate. Some got their foot waist high, some to their shoulders, a few even got to their heads. John got his foot up to knee level.

Ms D’Swan walked around the room. She stared at the sweating faces, the struggles for balance, and her sneer became even more pronounced.

She came to John. Oddly, she didn’t sneer at him. She frowned, and then she said the most interesting thing. “You need boobs. Buy some boobs before tomorrow’s class.”

John’s mouth opened and closed. He would have said something, but Ms D’Swan moved on.

Get boobs? How the fuck was he supposed to get boobs?

We went home and John was even more beaten than when he went to class. His shoulders were slumped, his head was bowed. He walked unseeing, and if I hadn’t had my arm linked in his he would have walked into traffic.

“I don’t know what to do,” he said for the seventeenth time.

I took him home, fed him, he was hungry from the long morning of exercising, and we sat in the living room. He sat back on the couch, dispirited. I leaned forward.

“John.”

“Huh.”

“You did well today.”

He looked up at me.

“You did all the exercises with no problem. You just need to work on your stretching.”

“Huh,” he grunted.

“No, I mean it. Did you know that I did in a class in Yoga?”

He looked up, sort of. More of a raise your head an inch and stare under lowered brows…with a big ‘so what’ thrown in for good measure.

“I’m serious. You’ve seen me sit in the lotus for an hour watching the tube. And I can raise my leg higher than those bitches in your class.”

“Yeah, but girls are naturally more flexible than men.”

“Yes and no. Some are and some aren’t. I wasn’t, in the beginning, but they showed me tricks.”

A mild interest showed. “What kind of tricks?”

“The main one is to relax. Watch.”

I stood up and bent over, let my arms hang. “Let’s assume I can’t reach the floor, that this is as far as I can reach.”

He tilted his head.

“Most people will push on you, the way Sylvia pushed on the girls today.”

He blinked. The fact was, Sylvia hadn’t pushed on him. She had told him to relax.

“So you bend until it starts to restrict, until the muscles start to tighten, and then you tell the muscles to relax.”

“Tell the muscles?”

“Sure. You just relax, and breath, and focus your attention on a muscle, or part of a muscle, or whatever, and tell it to relax, and you make that muscle act like your body does when you flop into bed and tell it to go to sleep.”

“I never tell my body to go to sleep.”

“You’re going to have to learn.”

And I knew this was true. John was going to be sore on the morrow.

“Now, let’s get you into the tub, I’m going to massage your muscles, and we’re going to get you ready for tomorrow.

The next day John was sore, as I promised, but it wasn’t as bad as I figured. The massage and hot tub had gone a long way.

Still, he wasn’t as flexible as the day before.

The good thing, and odd, was that Sylvia didn’t call him to task, as she did some of the girls.

Oh, she was mean, and cruel, and even an inquisitionist. She walked around the room forcing girl’s legs higher, chiding with icy tones, sneering more often than not.

But when she reached John she just nodded, touched his leg gently and said, “Relax.”

And, shock of shocks, “You are doing well.”

He was doing well? He could barely raise his leg as high as his knee!

But, I was just glad she wasn’t being cruel. John didn’t need any of that.

She did, however, lift a lip and say in tones so polite they might have been cement. “Boobs. I told you to get boobs. By tomorrow I must insist. I do not want to give you a bad mark.”

A bad mark! Oh, fuck. Enough bad marks and John would be removed from the program. We couldn’t risk that!

That afternoon I massaged John, he was starting to feel the aches and pains now, and put him in a hot tub. I handed him a light whiskey and Coke and said, “Don’t move. I’ll be back.

He didn’t move, and when I returned a half hour later he was asleep. Excellent. I let him sleep, and I put my purchases on the bed. They had cost too much, but…it had to be.

A half hour later John woke up. I helped him from the bathtub and dried him off. He was feeling the muscles now, and took him into the bedroom. “What’d you get,” he said, seeing the items on the bed.

“A bra and falsies.”

“What?”

“Sylvia was serious. This was all I could come up with.”

“Are you serious?”

“Yes.”

“But our budget is maxed out!”

“We’ll give up food.”

John stared at the bra on the bed. “I can’t…I don’t want to wear women’s stuff.

“Don’t consider this stuff as ‘stuff,’ or even ‘clothes.’ Consider this,” I held the bra up, “a tool of your trade.”

He stared at the bra like it was a viper that wanted to test drive its fangs.

“Now, come on, let’s see how you look.”

He was a bit resistant, but he was also physically aching, which translated as tired, and which made him too tired to resist.

I put the bra on him. I had sized him right, and I slid the falsies into the cups.

I stood back and…wow! His body was perfected suited to breasts. I mean, sure, there were bony points, and he was a naked man with a bra, but the overall curvature, the way his boobs set, he actually looked good.

“Fuck,” he said, totally defeated, as he stared at himself in the door mirror.

“Straighten up, put your shoulders back,” I commanded, actually sounding a bit like Sylvia.

He glanced at me in surprise, then straightened up a little. I went to him and pressed his shoulders back, made his tits stand out.

He stared for a second, and he was glorious, glamorous, a totally different man. Then he simply deflated. He couldn’t have it.

But I had seen it. I had seen something that, dare I say it, the computer had seen?

“No, John. Stand that way again.”

He didn’t want to, so I was forced to put on the bully. I slapped his ass, hard, and said, “Don’t give me that shit. Straighten up, show your boobs, and do it with the right attitude.”

He sighed, straightened up a little, and I was forced to bully his shoulders back.

“Now hold it!”

I got out my cell and snapped a couple of photos.

Finally, John started to slump, and I snapped. “NO!”

He blinked, and I noticed something. He was getting a hard on.

I moved to him, I reached down and placed my hand over his dick. “You like it,” I whispered into his ear.

He turned his head and stared at me.

“Go on, admit it. It’s a bit kinky, and you like kink…you like it.”

He gulped and managed to squeak out, “It’s…weird.”

His dick was throbbing, and I stroked it.

“Well, John, my manly man with a bra on, I have something to tell you…”

“Uh?”

“I like it.”

He blinked.

“This is making me horny. In fact. I’m getting wet down there. Do you think you could satisfy me?”

“Could I?” Suddenly he wasn’t tired. Not at all. “Just let me get this bra off and—“

“No.”

“What?”

“Leave it on.”

“But that’s weird.”

“Yeah. It’s weird. Can you do it? Can you fuck me with a pair of tits on?”

My hand was slithering back and forth. It was circling the head, jacking the shaft, palpating the balls.

He was gulping now. “You want to fuck weird?”

“Oh, God,” and I stopped talking and attacked him. I pushed him back on the bed. “Relax,” I snarled, and I took his penis in my mouth.

Good John, he was big, and I liked that. I slurped and gobbled and he moaned.

Then I was climbing up his body. kissing it, stroking it. I reached under the falsies and grabbed his nipples and pulled hard.”

“Fuck!” he groaned, and he placed his hands on my wrists. But he didn’t pull my hands from his nips, he just made sure I didn’t rip them off.

Then my face reached his chest and I pushed the falsies up for a moment and began to suck and pull on those nipples with my teeth.

John was arching his back, making the most delightful and guttural sounds.

I laughed and climbed on to his cock. The falsies slipped back into place.

His pecker was straight up, he was one of these guys that didn’t curve, and I touched my labia to him, reached down and spread them, and began to slide down that magnificent shaft.

God, I was wet. It was slick and moist and warm and wonderful. I experienced that glorious sensation of being stretched and filled, and now I was gasping.

Then we held still. Me sitting on him, him fully engulfed, me firmly impaled, my hand son his boobs to hold myself up.

“Fuck, I love you,” I said.

“You’re just saying that because I love you.”

“I’m just saying that because I love your cock.” I leaned down a little, grabbed his face in my hands, and snarled, “I love your fucking dick.”

I kissed him, mashed our lips together, Frenched him, and we began to move. Long, twisting movements while he corkscrewed me. Short humpy movements as he lurched into me. Out of synch, yet harmonious, each determined to give the other better that they got.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “Unbelievable,” I breathed back.

It wasn’t but a moment until we were sat the summit. I felt him lurching, and pulsing, and the first splatters of white liquid filled my womb, and that set me off.

I fell down on him, hugged him, and my whole body started spasming.

And the weird thing, as he filled me up, was that I could feel his tits. those wonderful fake tits. And I wondered: what if they were real?

The next day, day three of John’s vocational training, Sylvia made the rounds. “Lose weight,” she advised one girl. “Cows don’t make good pole dancers.”

Another girl: “A bob cut looks terrible on a thin girl. Let your hair grow.”

Another girl: “TRY HARDER!”

And…John: “Wonderful.” She stepped to him, reached out and hefted his boobs. “But they don’t weigh enough. You must get used to the real weight of breasts. Get heavier ones.”

John showed something on his face. While Sylvia ignored the other girls (did I really say ‘other?’) she seemed attuned to John. “What is it?”

John shook his head. His face was red and I knew he wasn’t going to say anything. Fortunately, I was sitting just a few feet away and I blurted, “We’re out of benefits.”

She didn’t blink, which I would later think was strange, and she said, “Come to room 112c after class. Wait for me.”

She moved on.

Class that day was extremely brutal. Stretches were done, and strength training was begun, and here was a blessing, John was strong. Of course he was, he had a male’s physique, and a male’s musculature. When the girls struggled to do simple push ups John could knock out a hundred.

And Sylvia smiled. And it was a funny smile. Not funny ha ha, but funny like she knew something we didn’t.

Twelve thirty, and John and I stood outside room 112c. It was a small office, an instructor’s room, and the placard on it said, ‘Ms D’Swan.’

A minute later Sylvia turned the far corner and strode towards us.

I had only seen her moving in the quick short steps she used in class, this was my first chance to see her actually moving.

She had the feet turned out, the soles placed firmly, like every good ballerina does.

But there was something more. There was a brisk grace to her that…well, it exuded. She was like a tree waving in the wind…but she walked. The movements of her hands, the way she held her head…this was a woman whose whole life was dedicated to beauty in motion.

I think John was noticing that, too. At least he was very silent and attentive as she approached us.

She smiled, which about knocked us off our feet. She never smiled.

“Welcome, my prodigy and his mate. You are Debby, I am right?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I answered. I wanted to be very respectful to the woman who was in control of John’s future.

“Hah, out here, you never call me ‘ma’am. Do you understand?” She unlocked the door. Held it back for us. “Call me Ms D’Swan, or Sylvia, or if we become friends, you may call me,” she looked around to make sure nobody heard her, then grinned, “Swanny.”

John and I were both a little stunned by this display of cheerful humanity.

“Please, sit.” She indicated two chairs in front of her desk.

As I said, it was a small office, and it was crowded. She had shelves stacked with books, a table laden with posters and more books, large framed pictures leaning against the walls.

But we sat, and Sylvia sat down behind her desk and leaned back and regarded us. Again with the grin. “You are surprised The Dragon is so happy?”

At the look on our faces she laughed. “You think i don’t know what the students call me?”

“Well, uh…” John mumbled a little. I didn’t dare say anything. I didn’t want to jinx the moment.

She waved her hand and laughed, “I only put on the face for the less than serious. They need the bully. But you, John…ah…you are another matter.”

John blurted, “But I was made to come to this class.”

“And the computer is wrong, is it not?”

“Yes.”

She swiveled back and forth, enjoying the moment. “So, how are you enjoying it?”

“Well, uh…”

“He’s sore every day. And this thing with the boobs…” Yes, boobs made me horny, but, still, I didn’t understand, and it was this lack of understanding that compelled me to speak.

Sylvia pursed her lips, heard me out, then said, “Don’t be an idiot.”

My mouth opened. Coming from this cheerful demon…it was unexpected.

“I ask how he likes it and you answer, and you answer with this idiocy about how it hurts so much…and you understand nothing, else you would have had him in boobs long before this.”

I was totally shocked now, not just by her attitude, but by her words. Have him in boobs? What the…?

She turned to John and she grew serious.

“John, I knew when I saw you. Do you like the pain?”

“Well, uh…”

“Answer me, honestly. Tell me…do you like the pain?”

John closed his mouth. The seriousness of her expression, her attitude, and he was forced to be serious. “I do.”

She nodded. She turned to me. “Now shut up and listen, and I will explain what you should have known at your mother’s knee.”

She turned to John. “John, look at the photo behind me.”

We both looked up.

I had thought it mere decoration. Maybe an expensive gimcrack to decorate a haughty woman’s ego. But now I looked at it.

It was her. Sylvia D’Swan. At the height of her considerable beauty. Her body was laid back, an arch of incredible beauty, her head leaned over a man’s arms, a languorous look in them, and smoking desire, and I realized it was an extremely difficult position, and it was not just a position, it was a snapshot of motion absolutely incredible. The body should not be able to do that, should not be possessed of such beauty. Yet she had pulled it off. in that moment I became cognizant of the depth of talent this cruel woman, this ‘Dragon,’ possessed.

“Who is he?”

I looked at John, and Sylvia began laughing mirthlessly. “She,” she jerked a thumb at me while talking to him, “sees me. She sees me and thinks I am the point of it all. And you see the truth. You see the man.”

She turned to me. “I am an ugly duckling compared to Bellophone D’Swan.”

My mouth slowly opened. “You are…”

“Yes, I am that D’Swan. But though I received my accolades, it was Bellophone, the beautiful man named after the ugly instrument, who was the real genius.”

I was stunned. In this world of billions of people I had just entered the presence of the most renowned dancer of the last century.

“Bel enabled me to do that,” she jerked a thumb at the big photo. He had the agility, the strength, the amazing harmony of soul to move fast enough to catch me. Oh, many can do what I do in that photo, but not without a man to assist. Not without his finesse, his muscle, his sense of timing and grace.”

She was ruminating now, lost in memory. Then she shook herself out of the moment.

“You are too poor to buy proper equipment. That I understand. An artist has suffered for her craft. So I will help.” She reached into a drawer and filled out a form. “This will enable you to get what you need. You may use it to purchase a proper set of leotards. And I will date it for a year. I would make it for longer, but…regulations. Bah.” She signed the form and handed it to John. then thought better of it. She changed the path of her hand and presented it to me. “You may be an idiot, but you are the power behind the throne, my dear. Guide him wisely. And I will help when you fuck up.”

The form was a draw on funds that…OMG! Unlimited! We could buy the damn school!

Sylvia saw my surprise and laughed.

I looked at her. “Why?”

She grunted amiably. “The first intelligent question you have asked.” She leaned back and smiled a bit winsomely. “I was a dancer. I wanted to be a dancer. Bellophone saw me, picked me out of a chorus of wannabes, and he came to me. At first he was frightening, this famous man reaching down into the gutter, but he explained himself well when I finally got around to asking him ‘why me.’ He said: “If you want the world to love you, you must put up with the idiots. And somewhere in those idiots you will see a person of talent. You must seek that person, you must help them. The art demands it.”

John: “That is why you teach here, instead of…instead of…”

“Bah! What would I do out there? Live in the world of my past. Here I can actively pursue. I can be of worth.”

“But…you are speaking of world class ballet. The computer wants me to be a pole dancer.”

She shrugged, was amused and disdainful at the same time. “After you become a pole dancer do a retest. The computer will find you out.”

“You can retest?” I blurted.

“One of those dirty, little secrets the government doesn’t want you to know. After all, they spend money training you, and they don’t want to spend more. Cheapskate government.”

“Now then, I wish to nap, and you are bothering me.” Yet I knew her insult was a jest, and I knew something else…this woman, the Dragon, a martinet and a bully, had the finest and biggest heart I had ever seen.

John and I left.


PART TWO

We got breasts, heavy ones that weighed as much as real breasts. And we got the bra to hold them. And we were to find something interesting in the months ahead, John’s male strength enabled him to carry them better than a woman. Oh, sure. He had to overcome certain soreness, a bit of problems with balance, but once he was grooved in the breasts made no difference. He could move with the best of them, better, in fact. The girls simply didn’t have his muscle.

We began to throw ourselves into the game. John began to spend time outside of class working on his stretches, he even did Yoga with me, which led to an interesting little occurrence.

A month into the class Sylvia confronted me. I was watching John do his basics on the pole, arches and back bends, and Sylvia was suddenly standing in my way. I looked up at her.

“Are you doing Yoga with John?”

“Yes,” I answered. It was no secret, it helped him, and it was a way we could be together. There were a few times when a pose or two urged us into some delightful coupling.

“Have him do more Makara Adho Mukha Svanasana. When it is easy have him do Phalakasana. A lot of Phalakasana” Makara Adho Mukha Svanasana was the dolphin plank pose. Phalakasana was more advanced, a plank pose with knee to elbow. Two simple moves that built incredible strength.

“He will need his core strengthened.”

“I will,” I nodded. Sylvia didn’t move.

“Yes, Ms D’Swan?” I always refereed to her as Ms D’Swan in class.

She sighed. “You waste my time.”

“I’m sorry?” I was confused.

“You sit here and watch. If you waste your time then you waste my time.”

“But I’m here to help John!” I spoke slowly and she just rode over me.

“Get leotard, you have the weekend to stretch out.”

I must have still looked confused, for she explained, “Look, you are a klutz, you have no talent, certainly not as much as John. But maybe some of his genius will be absorbed by you if you get off your ass.”

She was gone then, and I was a bit stunned and mostly mystified. I was here for John. I didn’t understand the true genius of the woman, and wouldn’t for six months.

Three months in, and John was starting to come into his own. I was shocked at how fast it happened.

We were at class, doing stretches, preparing for some intermediate pole dancing techniques. Then Sylvia put us on three poles. Three short lines, and we went up, three at a time, and did back hook spins.

Now, the interesting thing was that the girls, past their surprise at having a man in the class, resented John.

Oh, they giggled, but they gave him looks, and I had listened to a sly quip or two.

I said nothing. John continued blithely along. A man, he wasn’t used to how snide women can be. I knew I could have stepped in, but if he was unaware that there was a war going on, then it would be worse if I entered into combat.

Sylvia knew. I caught her glancing at different women who made cutting remarks or showed their disapproval, and I could see that she was aware, but she didn’t say anything.

John was her golden child, and if she felt not the need to protect him, then maybe I should just wait, bide my time.

And, underneath it all, underneath the cattiness and backbiting, I saw a deeper truth.

John was better than everybody. And not in the simple moves, of which he wasn’t too polished, but in his effort. He simply tried harder than every other woman in class.

They might be there because of the computer, might not, but they were indifferent and even lackadaisical…compared to John.

Give John a move, a pose, an advice, and he would attack the move, that advice, like his life depended on it.

It was obvious why Sylvia never took him to task. He took himself to task ten times worse than she ever could.

This was even obvious in his yoga. Now that he was stretching, he delved into the spiritual side, exhibited a deep rooted patience that not even I could match.

Anyway, we were doing hook slides, and one girl was jumping way too high. Sylvia had told us to stay low, but this girl, her name was Katherine, deliberately climbed the pole and began a vicious hook spin, and she thrust her legs out in her best imitation of a fan kick, and the pole broke.

Which is to say, it came loose at the top and fell over. Katherine’s weight caused it to fall fast, and she was caught between spin and fan kick, and it was obvious that she was going to fall on her head. A fall on the head from six feet could result in serious injury.

She let go, there were little screams as the girls realized what was happening, and she dropped like a rock.

John reached out and plucked her ankle out of the air. He caught her, and held her, and gently lowered her to the ground.

It was a marvelous feat of strength, to catch 120 pounds with a simple grip of the fist, and to lower that 120 pounds gently.

The girls gathered around, they helped Katherine up, and they started looking at John.

Not as a ridiculous male competitor in a female field, but as a man, an alpha, something to be pursued.

I was standing to one side and Sylvia nudged me. “The games begin, little one.”

I looked at her, I looked at John, and I understood. From sly quips and sneers the women were now into batting eyes and the slithery touch of passing hands.

They were flirting, and…he was mine.

Dutifully, I edged into the crowd. “Nicely done, John,” I staked my claim with an assertive voice.

The girls immediately sensed what I was doing. Women are intuitive that way. Now, do they want to fight, or respect my claim? Fortunately, Sylvia had my back. And it was good, because these were bold women.

“Good, John. Katherine, did I not ask you to stay low on the pole?”

Suddenly everybody was looking at the ground and Katherine was mumbling excuses. Perfect.

I took John and moved him out of the arena. Several women noticed, but my move had been backed up, in force, and they were content to let me have him.

Six months, and John was incredible. The plank poses had paid off, he could raise his leg to his head, and his natural grace was making itself felt.

Heck, I was even doing pretty good. But I understood what Sylvia meant when she said John was the prodigy. He moved with a strength and grace that literally left me breathless. When he went up on the pole for a martini spin, or a reverse stag spin, or even a simple carousel spin, he was a study in breathtaking motion. And he could do these things slowly, like a Tai Chi master, or quickly, like a break dancer.

When he moved you could feel the air move, the energy mount and crescendo, he had a studied spirituality that you could actually feel. When he moved it was like the world moved. He was simply so large, so filled with magnitude, that people around him would feel like they were moving.

“We will have a party,” announced Sylvia, after one class. “Bring your significant others, it will be a recital, your first chance to really show off how much you have learned.”

We were all excited, even John was mildly excited.

Before we left that day, however, Sylvia drew John and I aside. “I want you to work on a partner’s routine.”

“Two on one pole?”

“Two poles, moving in synch. I will coach you.”

I smiled, John smiled, and Sylvia dropped the other shoe. “This is how I want his hair done.” She handed us a photograph. The style was…a female style! Totally female!

The hair was coiffed delicately, would require a couple of pins, and…”But this is a girl’s style?” I protested.

“You are in a girl’s art form,” Sylvia snapped. I could tell she was brooking no nonsense from me. “Furthermore, he must wear heels.”

“What?” John blurted.

“High heels. I have put in an order for you, and the shoes are in my office. The recital is one month from now, and you must wear high heels every day. You must sleep in them. You must be entirely comfortable. Do you understand.”

“Well, but…”

“Can’t you…do you…”

Both John and I were thoroughly confused.

“Attention!” she snapped, putting a little extra bit of oomph into her word. “I speak. The student listens. That is the way it must be. Do you understand?”

Still, we would have objected more, argued, but she went to where she put her briefcase, reached into a bag next to her briefcase, and brought out a box. She brought it to us and handed it to John. “Put them on.”

A couple of the girls were still there, and they were watching the little drama play out.

John took the high heels out and looked at them. They were black, open toed, slings. But they were also solid. These were a dancer’s high heels.

“Put them on,” Sylvia repeated.

John looked at her, and for a moment I thought he was going to say no, but then one of the girls, Katherine, said, “Go on, John. Show her.”

Sylvia just stared at John.

John stood on one foot and placed a heel on first one foot, then he stood on the heeled foot and put the other heel on. God, he had good balance.

He placed both feet on the ground. The months of stretching held him in good stead. He kept his legs straight, and his natural sense of balance kept him from tottering and staggering.

He took a step, then another one, and I blinked. He walked like a woman.

No, it was his natural dancer’s balance and grace. But…it translated as a woman.

Suddenly I was being turned around. Sylvia had actually grabbed my arm and spun me about. She looked me in the eye and said very determinedly, “You must open his hips.”

“What?”

“His hips must be open. They are holding him back. You must open his hips.”

I shook my head, then nodded, and tried to figure out what was going on.

But Sylvia said no more. She simply gathered her things and walked out the door.

We waked home silently. Silent except for the tap, tap, tap of John’s heels on the pavement.

“This is weird,” he said, after a few blocks.

“You can say that again.”

“I’d rather not.”

And we mounted the steps to our apartment.

We gave each other back rubs that night, and we went to the communal pool and sat in the hot tub. Just sat there, staring at nothing.

Except I did stare at John’s hair. Sylvia had told him not to get it cut for months, and now she was telling him to wear it like…like a woman.

For the first time I felt truly out of my depth. Not only was I having trouble understanding, but it was going against all my culturally built up values.

John was a man, and I didn’t care if he was in a woman’s profession.

John had to wear high heels. But men didn’t wear high heels.

John had to wear his hair like a woman.

I tell ya, at that moment I wanted to bring out a pair of scissors, and maybe a razor, and trim John’s head until he was totally bald.

What stopped me?

Intuition.

I had the feeling that there was something here that I should understand, and that I only would if I went through with the game.

So we went back to the apartment, and just lay in each others arms. It was hot, and we just wanted to be with each other. Sometimes just holding each other is deeper than sex. This was one of those times.

The next class she worked us brutally. Except for John. But I got it in spades.

“You are a fat cow!” I was 100 pounds, skinny, and trying to maintain a bit of boob.

“You are graceless. You must try.” I tried, but I lacked John’s muscle and his intuitive grace. And his effortlessness. Oh, I had the persistence, and the drive, but I didn’t have that little bit of something that the truly great have. I didn’t have his inspired talent.

And, after class Sylvia came to me. “His hips…you must open them. Do you understand?”

I had spent the night working splits with him. We had spent an hour just trying to make him loose. but it obviously wasn’t enough.

The next class, she again pulled me aside. “You must open his hips!” She was getting more demanding, more insistent.

And the next class, and the next. And I had finally had enough.

“Open his hips!”

I burst into tears. “We did Hanumanasana, the Monkey pose, for an hour. I’m trying.”

She watched me cry, then nodded and said, “Come to room 112c afterwards. I will help you.”

She walked away.

I dried up and went back to practicing the moves. Ballet spin. Chair hook. Hip dips.

Next to me John was sliding from Aerial inverts to Anastasia to ankle hangs. Smoothly, looking like he was walking in the park. It was difficult to work in a room with such magic going on. He glowed with perfection and spirit. He gave off an intense, spiritual light that drew the eye to him.

He was an artist of an entirely different caliber.

And I was supposed to do a routine with him? Right next to him? The very thought was enough to dim me and gloom me. How could I keep up with that?

“Come in, sit.”

We entered 112c and took the same seats we had when first we visited Sylvia’s office.

She was on the phone, and she smiled at us, finished her conversation, “Here they are now. Bless you, Enrique. I will keep you informed. Bye bye.” She hung up and looked us over.

“You are doing well.” She grinned at John. She turned to me and said, in a solemn manner. “You work hard. Work harder. You can make it.

“Yes…Sylvia,” I returned.

“But we are not here to talk about your work ethic. We must open John’s hips. He is constricted, it inhibits his motion. You simply must do your duty.”

I was puzzled, she was so intense and determined. “We’ve been doing the Monkey pose and I—“

She waved her hand. “No…no. You simply do not understand. When I say open his hips I am speaking in a most spiritual manner. She bent and picked up a sack that was next to her desk. She handed it to me. “This was mine. Mine and Bellophone’s. We used it lovingly, and it had the desired effect. If there was any secret to our success, aside from his sheer, uninhibited talent, it was this.

I looked into the bag and gasped. I looked at her.

“You must open his hips. It is his future…his future depends on it. Would you rob him of his immense talent?”

I shook my head.

“Then you must open his hips.” She turned to John. “And you must do what your wife says. Anything, everything. I have given her the key to your future, you must let her unlock the future. Are you willing? Can you make the sacrifice that isn’t a sacrifice?”

John had no idea what he was agreeing to, but he nodded. After all, she had led him this far. “I can.”

“Then I turn you loose, children.” To me, “And tomorrow I expect to see a freedom in his motion that has thus far been lacking. Do you understand? Do you finally understand?”

I nodded.

“Then go with God.”

We stood up and left the office.

“What the fuck,” John said, once we had left campus.

“You ain’t dickin’ wixley,” I responded. I was holding the sack Sylvia had given to me like my life depended on it.

“So what’s in the sack?”

“A dildo.”

“Come on. Seriously.”

“A dildo.”

He gave me a look. Yeah, right. Now what’s really in there.

I stopped, right on the street corner, in front of God and everybody, and reached into the sack. I pulled out a harness with a dildo in it.

His jaw opened. He stood like a frozen moose, waiting for the spring thaw.

“What is…what is…”

“It’s a dildo.”

People were walking around us. A few of them glanced at us, and grinned. Me, holding a dildo, John, his mouth open and his brain in Stupidland.

“What’s it for?” I told you. Stupidland.

“It’s for me to plug up your little bunghole.

“No…I mean…really?”

“She gave it to us. She said to open your hips. This should definitely do that.”

Somebody laughed, a child pointed and his mother jerked him around. I slipped the dildo and harness back into the sack and we kept walking.

“Holy fuck,” whispered Johnny. He didn’t look at me. He looked straightforward, and it was obvious that his mind was going a million miles an hour.

“Does it scare you, Johnny?”

“It does and it doesn’t.”

I looked at him.

“On one hand, it terrifies me. I feel like my whole stomach is about to erupt. On the other hand…there’s something terribly natural about it.”

“Natural?”

“When I started this, and Sylvia…when she talked to us…the moves started feeling natural, like one thing led to the next. Now…this feels like   it’s just the next step.”

We reached our apartment and mounted the stairs. We entered the apartment and sat down. Normally we head for the tub, or the communal pool, or give each other massages. but now we were so mind blasted we just sat there.

“So,” said, staring at the bag I had placed on the floor. “Should we do this?”

“Will it really open my hips? I mean, aren’t they open enough? I can do the splits like nobody’s business. Do I really need this?”

“Sylvia seems to think that you do.”

“I need a drink.”

I got up and poured us drinks. We weren’t supposed to be drinking this close to recital, and, tell the truth, our intense pole dancing had robbed us of any real desire.

But this…this strap on dildo thing, we suddenly had the desire.

I handed John his drink and sat down with mine. We sipped slowly, casually, like there wasn’t something of earth shaking importance about to happen to us.

“Well,” he said, at last, his drink done.

“Fucking well,” I agreed.

We looked at each other.

“So you’re going to ride me like a mule.”

“At least,” I promised.

We giggled. This was so far out we were in.

“I’ve always wondered what it would be like to have a hunk of meat hanging between my legs.”

“Wiping my butt was enough for me,” he countered.

“Gonna have to do more than that now.”

He sighed.

“Sylvia says so.”

“What does Sylvia know?” he asked.

“Everything, it appears.” Then: “We don’t have to do this.”

“But she would know.”

“So…?”

“So we might just as well fuck me and get it over with.”

I nodded. “Want another drink first?”

“God, yes.”

So we drank another drink, ruminated over what a good buttfucking was, and, finally, stood up and headed for the bedroom.

In the bedroom I took off my clothes. I folded them, turned around, and Johnny was just standing there.

“Don’t want to do it?”

“Part of me does, part of me doesn’t.”

I moved to him and undid his shirt, pulled it off him. Then I unzipped his pants, and that wonderful boner flopped out, stood right up and greeted me.

“You may not want to, but Mr. Happy does.”

Johnny grunted. “What does Mr. Happy know?”

“Your deepest desires. Now lay down. I’m going to relax you.”

He lay on the bed, on his belly, which was funny because his dick caused his butt to pooch up a bit.

I began to massage him. Head to toe, rubbing in oil, making him feel like a king.

A king about to be a queen.

He sighed, and I dug deeper, crooking my fingers into his muscles. Six months ago they were simply muscles. Now they were steel bands, and I had to use all my muscles to dig my fingers into him.

He gave another sigh, and I made him lift up and I shoved some pillows under him.

“Oh, God,” he said of nothing and everything.

I put a jar of lube on the bed, stroked him with one hand, and scooped a glob of lube out. I placed it between his cheeks and smushed it around, eventually driving a large part of it directly into his asshole.

We had played with assholes before. A little single finger rimming, and it was fun. But we were talking about a dick-sized dildo now.

“Fuck,” Johnny tried to relax, but it was difficult. I was going to be going into that most holy of holies…

I slid my hand up and down his shaft. He was big, and his balls were big, and I handled them lovingly.

Then I inserted my finger.

He grunted, and moaned, and his ass humped around a little.

“Easy, big fellow,” I whispered. I went in and out, reamed him, and kept stroking his penis.

“Easy for you to say.”

Two fingers, and he sure noticed the difference. I could feel his anal muscles clamp down.

“Heysoos,” I observed. “You could crack walnuts down here.”

I slid another finger in him. I was really moving now, going around and around, shoving in until my knuckles felt his ring muscles. “I think you’re ready.”

“Oh, my God,” his head was pushed down into the pillow. While his body was tense, his butt was not. It was like his butt actually wanted it.

I got off the bed and figured out how to put on the dildo. I strapped it on, then climbed back on the bed. I now had a seven inch dick. Complete with plastic half balls.

I moved forward, placed the tip of my new cock at his bunghole.

He ridged up for a second, then made himself relax.

I worked the tip gently, pushing it in without forcing it.

He made a whining sound, but I could tell he liked it.

“Okay…okay…” he whispered.

“Okay,” I said, and I began to slide my penis into him.

His back arched. He would have tightened up his ring but it was too late.

I stopped. “Does it hurt?”

“Yeah.”

“Do you want me to keep going?”

“Oh…yeah. Yeah.”

So I did, sliding all the way in. My pubic area nuzzled up against his buns. The strap on was embedded. He was impaled. There was no doubt: he was getting fucked.

“Oh, God,” he murmured, and it was like he was talking from far away.

I began to move back and forth, sliding the dick in, pulling it out, sliding it in.

“Oh…damn. Fuck…this…this…”

I picked up speed, and, confession, just like seeing him with tits had turned me on, this banging away at his asshole was a turn on ten times greater.

I wasn’t just wet, I was empowered. I was woman…hear me roar. I was in the driver’s seat. I was in charge.

I began to slap against his ass with my hand. I pumped my dick into him. I said dirty things, so sweet, to him.

He grunted and groaned and slobbered. Truth, he was becoming a jibbering mess. Intelligent conversation was out the window and he was talking like a caveman.

“Fuh…fuh…fuck me.”

I did so happily, feeling like I was strong, able to conquer the world.

“Hunh…hunh…oh, God!”

The plastic peter slithered in and out, opening him up, laying him bare, telling him what the other half of the race felt like.

For long minutes I rammed him, and, finally, he said, “I think I came.”

I slowed down, stopped, and felt under him. Sure enough, there was a slick mess under his cock, mushed into the pillow. I smelled it. Semen. The good stuff. The breakfast of champions.

I pulled out, went into the bathroom and cleaned the dildo. I took a shower. I re-entered the bedroom.

John was laying there, he hadn’t even turned over. But I could feel his wakefulness. I pulled the pillows out from under him, discarded the one that was semen sticky, and put the others in place. Then I slid under the covers.

John lay there, and I let him. He could sleep on the covers if he wanted to. In an odd way, a male way, I was done with him. With a smile, I slid into sleep.

The next day he was rather subdued. He watched me closely, and had secret thoughts. But he didn’t speak much.

We went to class, and that’s when I saw it, that’s when I understood what ‘opening the hips’ meant.

He was faster, more fluid. it was like he had had a rubber band around his legs before, not enough to stop him from moving them, but enough to slow him down. Now that restriction wasn’t there.

Sylvia noticed, too. She smiled triumphantly at me and nodded.

We worked. We danced, we practiced our doubles routine.

And, in a way, Johnny’s attitude towards me had changed. Always polite, he was now even more polite. He was always considerate, but now…he was super considerate.

I finally realized what it was: always, before, he had moved as if afraid he would hurt me. He was big and strong and I was but a female. Now he moved as if afraid that I would hurt him.

There had been a fundamental shift in our attitudes.

Once, he had been in charge.

Now I was in charge.

And he knew it.

And I didn’t think I would ever go back to regular sex again. I liked being in charge that much.

We had set up chairs around the classroom, and two poles in the center. Our friends and lovers and a few interested passersby were seated, whispering, and the show started.

First, the girls went, and they might call Sylvia ‘The Dragon,’ but she had taught them well. Each of them excelled, spun on the poles, did dangerous birds and fangs and other assorted moves. Some of them quite difficult.

Johnny and I waited in the hallway. A length of standing curtain had been set up and we sat in chairs and held each others hands. We listened to the crowds oohs and aahs, and we smiled.

Yes, we were nervous. Well, I was. Johnny, I don’t know. But, as Sylvia had once hinted, I was leaching strength off him, so whatever nerves he had, they weren’t like mine. We listened and waited.

Sylvia slid through the curtains. “Stand up,” she commanded.

Johnny did so. He had taken off the heels.

“Bend down.”

Johnny did so, and she began to put make up on him.

Well, she had put make up on all of us, but she had skipped Johnny. I knew that she had just left him until he was alone.

“What are you doing?” He whispered, and his strong frame trembled.

“Finishing you.”

She painted his eyelids, put lipstick on him, stood back in satisfaction.

With his long hair, perfectly coiffed, and in a feminine fashion, he looked exactly like a female.

“You are now the correct sex for your profession. Put your heels on. You must wear them during your performance.”

So that was why she had insist he practice in heels!

At that moment one of the girls called, “Ms D’Swan.”

Sylvia stepped back and let us pass. I could feel Johnny trembling. honestly, before I had fucked him, I would have done something. But this was after, and I understood things that I had not understood before.

We walked into the room and everything went silent. We were two women, one slightly larger than the other. We walked to the center of the room and each put a hand on the pole.

Johnny faced me, and I faced him. Slowly, we lifted leg, enwrapped the poles, and began our routine.

We moved through our postures, we spun, we hung, duplicates of each other.

Then we deviated, I became yin to his yang, and Johnny began to shine. From making both of us shine to glowing with his talent, his genius.

Shoulder mount to the seahorse. From the one handed spin to the incredible sneaky V. To one side I moved only enough to substantiate him, to put context to his genius.

There was no sound, there was only the beauty of his routine.

Finally, with a final bit of flare, he did a twisted handspring flare to a pole cartwheel dismount.

I slid off my pole and slithered next to him, we entwined legs and arms, and stood with bowed heads.

The half a hundred people there sounded like a thousand, and we raised our smiling faces. We had done it. Sylvia and the girls came forth and arranged themselves around us, but we were the centerpiece. We all bowed, and the performance was over.

Johnny and I stood at one end of the room and smiled and nodded our thanks as people came and shook our hands. Slowly, people left the room, all except for Sylvia and a slight gentlemen in a big overcoat. Johnny and I started to pick up our coats and Sylvia called us over.

“This is Johnny and Deborah. Johnny, Debby, meet Enrique.

We shook hands, and then Sylvia said, “Enrique would like you to join his troop, Johnny.”

Our mouths dropped.

“We are a select group. Some have called us the ‘Cirque du Soleil’ of ballet, and we have a full contingent of pole dancers. We travel the world doing ballet and pole dances. We perform only for elite people. Would you like to join us, Johnny? Sylvia has explained your desire to better yourself, and…would you like to join us?”

Johnny turned and looked at me. I was suddenly holding his hand. I felt like screaming and jumping for joy.

Sylvia cleared her throat and looked at me. Suddenly I knew. It was for Johnny. He was the talent. He was the one. And I knew that I must sacrifice myself for him. I must put myself to the side. It was Johnny’s chance, and he was the important one. I would just have to—

“Deborah, I will be brutally honest,” Enrique began, “Johnny is the talent. I do have a need for lesser talents, however. I need managers and people willing to work behind the scenes. I know it is not glamorous. But Swanny has told me of your fierce dedication, how you stood behind Johnny and sacrificed yourself for him. It is this high dedication that I require. Would you consider joining us?

Suddenly I felt the tears fill my eyes, and I nodded.

No, I might not be the talent, but I was the woman behind the talent, and, in a way, that is what I always wanted to be.

“Then let me welcome you to—“

“What about the computer?” blurted Johnny.

Enrique got a funny smile on his face. “What about it?”

“Don’t I have to be approved by the computer?”

Sylvia laughed, almost a titter.

Enrique said, “There are people who live lives as ordered by the computer. Then there are those free spirits who live outside the confines of mortal man. Are you willing?”

Johnny and I broke into grins and our heads bobbed up and down.

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!
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A forced feminization extravaganza!
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PART ONE

“Hello, John.”

I blinked. It was a disguised voice, and it was coming over my computer.

“Cat got your tongue, John?”

I was having a hard time figuring out what to say. I mean, somebody had hacked my computer and was now talking to me. The voice was obviously run through one of those Voice Changer applications you can buy on the net.

My voice cracking a little, I asked, “Who’s this?”

“I am your dreams come true, bitch.”

I blinked. “How’d you get into my computer?”

“I see all. I know all. For instance, I know this.”

The screen blanked out for a second, then it went back to normal, then a Jpeg opened.

Me. Wearing a dress. In high heels. Make up. My hair, I keep it long for this purpose, was coiffed.

I couldn’t breath.

“How did you…how…”

But I knew. If this…this person could take over my computer and speak to me through it, they could easily go through my files and find my little stash of selfies.

“I think I’ll send these to your wife.”

“No! No!” I couldn’t breath. “You can’t do that!”

“Why not, John?”

“Because…” I was faint, trying to breath, “She doesn’t…she doesn’t know about…”

“Keeping secrets from the little woman, eh, John?”

“”Look, I’m sorry, I didn’t…” I managed to breath. I changed my shift. “Computer hacking is a crime.”

“Oh, me bad. I’ll go turn myself in. And the newspapers will get ahold of these pictures, but at least I’ll be punished. Right?”

Oh, God! Oh, God! went through my mind. Everything was hazy, I was getting dizzy now. When I had snapped those pictures, while my wife was out of town, I never dreamed…

“What about it, John? Should I turn myself in? Call the police, and maybe the newspapers, and confess?”

“No…no. Wait. Let me think.”

“Thinking time is over, John. You should have thought before you left incriminating evidence on your computer. Should I go to the police?”

“No!”

“I shouldn’t? Does that make you complicit in my crime?”

“No! Wait! What?”

“But if you help me hack into somebody’s computer, even if the somebody is you, then doesn’t that you part of the crime?”

It was a bizarre bit of logic. “No…it’s my computer. Please. Stop. Let me think.”

“Or is it a crime to dress up and prance around like a woman?” The voice, though harsh through the voice changer, was musing. “Do you think your wife would think it’s a crime?”

I was almost crying now. “Please, I only did it a couple of times!”

“A couple of thousand.”

“No!” But…how did this person know? Was he just guessing?

A sigh, which sounded really weird, altered as it was over the computer.

“Well, John. Is your wife home?”

She wasn’t, but I didn’t want to admit to that. “Yes.”

“Maybe we should call her in and—“

“No!”

“No?”

“No! I…you…”

“John. Calm down.”

Calm down? How the fuck could I calm down? If my wife found out that I had a…a bad habit…she’d divorce me!

“John, I’m messing with you. Don’t you remember? I know all…I see all. I know your wife is out shopping. Besides, this is just a get acquainted call.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean that I know your wife is a stewardess, and that she leaves town for three days once a week. And for those three days you’re going to be mine. Johnny boy, we’re going to have such fun.”

I heard the garage door open and the car drive in. I panicked.

“My wife is here! You…I…”

“Relax, Johnny. I don’t want you caught. Not yet.”

“Not…not yet?”

“Maybe not ever. Depends on how much fun you want to have with me.”

The car door in the garage slammed.

“I’ve got to go….I’ve got to!” I was frantic.

“But, Johnny! John boy, we’ve got so much to talk about…so much to do.”

“She’s coming into the house!”

“Don’t you want to introduce me?”

The door to the garage closed.

“John?”

“Back here!” I called weakly. My shirt was wet with perspiration. My heart was pounding.

“Well, Johnny, if you’re going to be that way about it…”

“Please…please…”

I was whispering. I could hear the click, click of my wife’s heels crossing the foyer, coming down the hallway.

“Bye, Johnny.”

I closed the window with the picture in it. I spun around and hoped there was nothing popping up on the screen.

“Hi, honey.” I sounded like a frog at a gargling contest.

Jennie is the most beautiful woman in the world. Five six of legs and boobs, the face of an angel, and a perfect personality. Kind, loving, always willing to go the extra step for whoever needs her help.

“Who were you talking to?” she asked, leaning against the door jamb. “And why are you so sweaty?”

“Oh, I was just doing an exercise video. Just turned it off.”

“Oh, goodie. I need to do one of those. Shall we exercise together? Pull the video up.”

“Oh, uh, it wasn’t a very good one. That’s why I turned it off.”

“It couldn’t be that bad if it made you perspire like that.”

“Oh, well, I didn’t…how’d your shopping go?” I wanted to change the subject.

She sighed. “So many sales, so little time.”

“Ha,” I smiled. It was a weak, sickly smile, but at least I was starting to function out of something other than panic. “Well, let’s go get a drink.”

“A drink? At this time of day?”

“Sure.” I stood up, stretched, and came towards her. She stepped to meet me, and I put my arms around her.

For a long second we kissed, and I reveled in the softness of her lips, the perfection of her body. I cold feel her breasts pressing against me, and I pushed my hips against hers.

She grinned. “Somebody’s got the hotty hots.”

“I’ve got the hots for my hottie,” I kissed her again.

There was nothing I liked more than getting nasty with my wife. Still, there was a piece of me that was still sweating on the inside. Who was this Mystery Hacker? How did he get into my computer?

We kissed our way into the kitchen, made a couple of bourbon and Cokes—Coke highs, I think they are called—and sipped them slowly.

Well, she sipped slowly. I was still in a lather and I gulped.

“Thirsty, are we?”

“I guess,” I said, making another drink.

Jenny watched me. My hand was shaking just a little bit, so I focused on trying to make it still.

“Sometimes…”

“What?” I turned to her.

She had a worried look on her face. “Sometimes I think…I get the feeling…”

I cocked my head and opened a hand in a questioning gesture.

“…that you’re hiding something.”

I chuckled—and never was it harder to chuckle than right then—and said, “You found me out. I secretly love you.”

She giggled, then we were kissing again. And, shortly after that we were in the bedroom. Stripping and licking and gulping and inserting and  kissing and 69ing and trying to swallow each others tonsils and…other stuff.

Later that day, Jenny sleeping the sleep of the sated, I went to my computer. I opened it up and started searching. I was looking for something, a program, a hidden folder, something that would tell me how

whoever it was got into my computer. I wasn’t well versed in computerism, but maybe I could spot something.

I couldn’t.

“Hello.”

Oh, fuck!

“Be quiet, you’ll wake my wife.”

A pause, then a text box opened up.

Does your wife know you’re such a sneaky, little pervert?

I typed:

No.

I mean, no, I’m not a pervert.

A picture opened up on the screen. It was another picture of me. I was dusting furniture…in high heels and a maid’s outfit. I stared in horror at the saucy way I had posed for my picture.

I guess this isn’t really perversion.

It’s just good, clean, American fun.

Right?

I held my head in my hands and groaned.

Okay, this is what I want you to do.

I want you to get a chastity tube and convince your wife

that she needs to be your keyholder.

Make it a tight one.

See through plastic.

I’m going to want to see your helpless, little cock.

I typed,

No.

A picture flashed on the screen. I was sitting by the pool in a bikini. My red lips wrapped around a straw. My Coke high half empty. And the text box opened.

Your wife’s email address is:

Jennylovesyou@gmail.com

I stared in horror.

Did you want to change your last answer?

I didn’t do anything. I wanted it all to go away.

Ten

nine

eight

I jerked my hand forward and typed in:

yes.

The response was quick:

Excellent.

I know your wife is a stewardess,

when is she going out of town.

Man, my mind was spinning, but I was afraid to do anything but tell the truth. I typed:

She leaves Monday morning

and comes back Thursday morning.

The Mystery Hacker typed:

Talk to you Monday.

Make sure you have your chastity tube on.

The text box died. Died the way I wished I could die.

I had to find, and put on, a chastity belt. Before Monday morning. And I had to explain to Jenny why I wanted to wear one. Holy fuck!

I started to turn the computer off, then stopped. Heaving a big sigh, I called up Amazon and looked at the chastity tubes. Crap a doodle. Those things looked small!

I surfed the net for a while, and checked out stories and videos of men wearing tubes. It was starting to look worse and worse…

“What do we have here?”

I near jumped out of my skin. “Wha—!”

Jenny leaned over my shoulder. “Porn, eh. You clever, little horn dog. And here I thought…what is that thing the men are wearing?”

“Uh,” crap, opportunity to broach the subject. My face bright red, I said, “Well, honey. Sometimes, when you’re gone I…uh…I…”

“You masturbate?” She pulled up the spare chair, plopped herself down and stared at me. “This sounds interesting. Tell mama all about it.”

“Well, uh, I masturbate, and I feel guilty, like…like I’m cheating, or something.”

“Really,” she pursed her lips in amusement. “Go on.”

“So I was thinking about wearing one of these things to, uh, curb my…appetite.”

“Are you serious?”

My face was redder than a sunburned tomato. I nodded, and gulped, and wanted to shrink into a crack in the floor and disappear.

She looked at the screen. “Blow that up.”

I was on the Ann Michelle website, filled with pictures with captions. I enlarged the one that was on the screen. It was of a beautiful women in a pencil skirt. She was sitting on a radiator and talking into a phone. The caption read:

Todd’s career as a

realtor really took

off once he learned

to look the part.

Jenny frowned. “I don’t get it.”

“”It doesn’t matter, it—“ I was reached to click the screen off but Jenny put her hand over my wrist.

“No, no. Explain it to me.”

“It doesn’t make any sense…”

“I know. But we were talking about you wearing a chastity tube, and this caption is supposed to be about that. But why is a woman wearing a chastity tube that I presume is designed for the male anatomy? What is happening that I don’t get?”

“Well, uh…”

She looked at me closely. “Are you embarrassed?”

“It’s just that I was looking into chastity tubes and this thing popped up. I didn’t really intend to look at this.”

“Okay, bozo. You’re stumbling and fumbling, and you are embarrassed. So what does this picture mean?”

So I told her. Haltingly, turning eighteen shades of red, I explained, “Well, the girl is actually a guy, but he’s wearing a chastity tube.”

“But why’s he dressed like a girl?” Her face was sweet and innocent, and she really didn’t understand.

“Because…uh, because his keyholder made him dress that way.”

“But, why?”

Oh, God. how do I explain this? Well, there are some men who get off on this.”

“Like…like crossdressers?” The word sounded very foreign on her lips.

“Uh, yeah.”

“That woman is a man? A cross dresser?”

I gave a very small nod of the head.

She stared at me, she blinked, and suddenly, she burst into laughter. Hard laughter. She kept looking at me, then at the picture, and she laughed harder and harder.

“It’s not…it’s just a picture and I didn’t…”

Her laughter dwindled to giggles. Finally, “So she locks up his junk, teases him, then makes him into a girl.”

“Pretty much,” I admitted.

“And you get off on this.”

“Hey, I was just looking for a chastity tube, to make sure I didn’t masturbate while you were gone. I didn’t know this…this perverted stuff was going to pop up.”

“Perverted stuff,” she chuckled, she ran her hand along my cheek. “Well, lover boy, if this is what turns you on, if you need to wear one of these chastity thingies…I’m all for it.”

“You are?”

“I am. But you’d better watch out.”

Stunned, I stared at her, then I looked at the picture on the screen.

“That’s right. I might make you into…”

I turned to her.

“…a realtor.” then she got up, laughing hysterically, and left the room.

I was humiliated. My heart was pounding with the mortification I was feeling.

She thought I wanted…she said…I hung my head. Oh, crap, what have I done?

Then, nothing else for it, I had been given permission, I returned to my search for a chastity tube.

Sunday night, courtesy of Amazon overnight, I was holding a little box in my hands. It was only six inches in a cube, but it felt like the weight of the world was in it.

I went in to the computer room and prepared to open it.

“Who was that, honey?” Jenny was in the living room.

“Amazon,” I yelled back.

She was immediately at the door to the computer room. “Is it that chastity thing?”

Aw, Heysoos Xristo on a ladder with no rungs.

“Uh, I think so.”

“Goodie. Open it up. I want to see.”

I sighed, grabbed a knife and cut the tape. Shortly we were looking at a little black sack. I emptied the sack and we stared at the parts. Three rings of different sizes. A tube. A lock.

“That’s it?”

“I guess so.”

She held the tube up, put one red tipped finger into it and wiggled. She laughed, “This is pretty small. You sure you don’t want to go into real estate?”

“Har de har,” I responded. I was feeling pretty dismal. I didn’t want to do this, and I really didn’t want to do this with my wife watching.

“Well, go on. Put it on.”

I tried, I pulled my pants down and held the tube to my cock, but…my dick was hard.

“No go.”

“Oh, no, you don’t. I’ve been reading about this…”

“You have?”

“How could I not? And bags of frozen peas are always the answer.”

“I’m not going to…”

But she was out the door, and I heard the fridge door open and close, then she was back. “Try this,” she snickered, and she slapped the bag of peas onto my private part.

“Ow!”

“Oh, man up,” she laughed and kept the bag solidly in place.

It was cold. I didn’t like it. And I didn’t like that it worked. In a short couple of minutes my cock was about the size of a Vienna sausage.

Jenny got some baby oil and greased my dick up, then she shoved it into the tube.

Oh, man, it was tight. There was enough room to wiggle.

“Wow, you made it,” she looked at me with a gleam in her eyes, “You must really be small.”

“Hey!”

She put the ring over my package, then slid the little lock into place.

CLICK!

I stared at myself. I was already trying to get hard. My pink skin shoved up against the plastic.

“Wow. Talk about a sardine in a can.”

“Okay. We know it fits. Now gimme the key so I can take it off.”

She stepped back, her fist clutching the two keys that came with it. “Hold on, bozo. You said you didn’t want to masturbate.”

“Little danger of that. You’re here, you don’t leave until tomorrow, and I want to get a little before we go.”

I took a step towards her, and she quickly stepped back. “Wait a minute. I’m supposed to hold this key for you.”

“Yeah, but—“

I reached, but she fended me off, backing up again. Now she was in the hallway. “And we need to check this thing, so you need to keep it on until I leave.”

“But we can do it now, then I can put it back on.”

She was taking slow, small steps away from me.

“But I want to practice being yo—what do they call it?—oh, yeah. Keyholder.”

“There’s nothing to practice, so give me the key.”

I stepped forward, and she turned and ran into the bathroom. When I stepped into the doorway she was standing at the toilet, and she had dropped the keys into the water.

“Hey!”

“Freeze, mister!”

I froze.

“You take one more step and it’s flush city for your little keys.”

“Hey, no! Honey, we need to—“

“Shush, bozo. I’ve got the upper hand now, and I like it. I’ll tell you the truth…I thought this was going to be a laugher, but when I saw your little penis struggling to get out…it made me hot. Like real hot. About to cum I’m so hot.”

“But…”

“Shush, Johnny. You make one move and I flush. Do you want that?”

“I can still cut it off.”

“Sure. You can throw away a hundred bucks. But you wanted to do this, what difference does it make that you start twelve hours early?”

“Well, I don’t—“

“So here’s what we’re going to do.”

“What?” I couldn’t stop looking at the toilet.

“You’re going to promise to start wearing this thing right now. You can get the keys out and hand them to me…and say ‘thank you.’

“But, honey—“

“Your word, or I just flush, and you can cut that thing off, and you can go back to being a dity, little masturbator when I’m gone.” She grinned evilly.

“But—“

I stopped talking, my mind whirling. I had started this. Well, the Mystery Hacker had started it, but now I was in for it. And I had to be wearing the thing tomorrow morning, after Jenny left. And—

“And if you promise me then I’ll…I’ll…”

Now I was curious. “What?”

“I’ll let you eat me to an orgasm.”

I blinked.

“So, come on. What’s it going to be? You going to get a hacksaw? Or eat me?”

Well, there wasn’t much I could say to that. but I did notice how flushed Jenny was, how quickly she had come up with this plan. This thing, this chastity, must really be getting her horny!

“Well?”

I sagged. “Okay.”

“Excellent.”

She strode past me, touched my caged cock on the way. “Get the keys and bring them to me in the kitchen.”

I went to the toilet and dipped my hand in.

In the kitchen Jenny was making a couple of drinks. She glanced at me and smiled when I sat down at the table.

She finished mixing and brought the drinks to the table and sat down opposite me.

I handed her the keys.

She grinned and hooked them on to the gold necklace she keeps around her neck. She sipped, then observed, “I was really surprised when I found out you wanted to be a realtor.”

I knew she was referring to the picture, but her statement puzzled me. “I don’t want to be a realtor.”

“Oh, then you want to be a girl. All dressed up and ready to go.”

I turned bright red. “No.”

“Oh, really? I thought that…maybe…you’d look real cute in a dress. We could get you some falsies, do your hair, maybe a little lipstick and—“

“Knock it off.”

She laughed and teased me, “There’s something there, Johnny boy. Don’t tell me there isn’t.”

I blinked. The mystery caller called me Johnny Boy. So did Jenny. but…I gave myself a mental shake. Jenny had been with me when the mystery caller had called. Still, there had to be something…

“Okay, lover, finish up and let’s go do your tongue exercises.”

She finished her drink, and I quickly finished mine, and she took my hand and led me to the bedroom.

Usually, when we make love, she takes her time, hangs her clothes up proper, puts her shoes away, then comes to bed. That behavior was out the window now. She stripped her clothes off, pulled my clothes off, and sat down on the bed and played with my chastity tube.

“Wow, how does that feel?”

“Tight.”

“I’ll bet. Look how it’s all plastered against the plastic.”

I looked. My poor peeny was throbbing and trying to get bigger, but it was trapped.

Jenny felt my balls. “These feel full. You’ve only put that thing on, and they feel like rocks.

I groaned. They did feel full.

“Man, this thing really works. Come here, lover.”

We hadn’t messed around since she got home, so by the time she got back from her next trip it would be a whole week.

“Honey, you’ve got to let me out.”

“Not a chance. This is too much fun. Now get down there and give me a thrill.”

I crawled between her legs and explored her sex with my mouth. And it was a thrill.

I was horny. And she was REALLY horny. Who would have guessed that trapping a man, keeping his cock a prisoner, would result in such a high degree of horniness.

“Mmmm,” I made sounds as I licked her and sucked on her clit.

Her hands tightened in my hair and she groaned, pulling me into her snatch.

She was wetter than I’d ever seen her. She was splashing wet. I could have gargled with her juices.

“Oh, yeah. Do me, honey.”

I did, and it wasn’t but a few minutes until she was writhing and twisting and pumping her hips into my face.

Finally, she came down. Breathing hard, she said, “That was the best. That’s better than having your dick in me.”

I hugged her waist, I nuzzled up against her boobs and sucked some more.

“And you’re still horny! Oh, my God! Why haven’t we done this before?”

“Please, baby. Let me out. Just for a little while.”

“Ha!”

And so the night went.

I woke up bleary eyed and hurting. I jumped out of bed and ran, hunched over, for the bathroom, and discovered that I was going to have to sit to pee. Crap, it was squirting all over the place before I could get seated and push my package downward.

Afterwards, after I cleaned up the mess, I got dressed.

Jenny rolled over, was happy as I had ever seen her.

“Hey, slave boy, want to do me?”

“Aw, come on,” I begged.

She laughed. “Maybe I can find a man with a dick while I’m away.”

“Don’t even say that!”

“But, hey, you have my permission to fuck around. Go find some juicy babe and fulfill your dreams.”

“With this?” I grabbed my caged package.

“Oops. Well, your tough luck. Me, I got no tough luck. I wonder if the captain of the plane will feel like doing me? We could lock ourselves in the cock pit…funny how I never noticed that name before…’cock pit,’ the whole flight! Wouldn’t that be fun? Fucking from Los Angeles to Hong Kong? And back again.”

“You’re really hurting me, babe.”

She laughed, kissed me. Grabbed my cock. “I’m just kidding.”

Then she stepped away and gave me a fake glare. “But I better not come home and find you in real estate.”

“Honey!” I protested.

She laughed and kissed me again. “Babe, you can dress yourself up as a girl all you want. You can even wear my underwear. Assuming, of course, that you don’t have any of your own.”

Man, my face was redder than a fire engine having a period.

She just laughed some more and got ready to go.

Two hours later I pulled into the garage, buzzed the door shut, and got out of the car.

Man, I was tired. I hadn’t slept much, my cock had been struggling all night, and I needed to get some rest.

I entered the house, tossed my keys on the counter, and headed for the computer room. Check my mail, get some sleep…I’d be good as new.

But when I powered up the computer the first thing that popped up was a picture. And a message.

The picture was of me. Looking in a mirror. Turning a high heel. Inspecting my beautiful alter ego.

The text was:

Clicky click

I want pic!

Pic. Picture. The Mystery Hacker wanted me to take a picture of myself in chastity.

Oh, god! I was tired!

Another message.

Hurry hurry

show me your furry!

Oh, crap with sprinkles on it.

I picked up my phone, took off my clothes, and used my selfie stick. I uploaded and sent.

The text came back:

Show me face!

And smile!

Heaving a sigh, I took another picture, my mouth turned up in a grimace.

The text box:

I said smile!

Happy happy!

I wrote back,

I’m tired.

I need to go to sleep.

And the return message.

Ooh, Goodie.

What you going to wear?

Irritated, I wrote,

I sleep naked.

The answer,

Naked boring.

Does your wife have a night gown?

Wear that!

I shook my head.

I just want to go to sleep.

The text.

You’ll sleep better in a nightie.

Go now.

Or else.

I typed,

Or else what?

A picture opened up on the screen. Me. In a dress. Full make up.

More miserable than a monk with his dick caught in a skunk, I went to my bedroom. Jennie’s nightgown, a filmy peignoir, was hanging from the back of the closet door. I shrugged into it, and, I hate to admit it, it felt good. A caress of fine material, my skin waking up, and my cock…my cock began to surge.

Oh, crap.

I took a picture, tried to smile, and sent it.

The text:

Brush hair.

Make it sexy.

Groaning, I went to my wife’s vanity table and got a brush. I sat down for a minute and stared at myself.

I’m a good enough looking man, but my face is also a little…soft. I had brown eyes and full lips. And my hair was long.

I found myself taking an extra moment and brushing it out. And flipping up the ends a bit. The, getting into it, captivated by my own image and what was happening to me, I sprayed it.

I went back to the computer room and took a picture.

Text:

You need make up.

I texted,

I’m not going to put on make up.

The answer.

Sure you are.

And hurry up.

Suddenly the computer spoke: “Why are we using these stupid text boxes? Your wife isn’t home. Now go put on make up. Or your pictures go on Facebook.”

“You can’t do that!” I blurted.

The voice, made raspy by the Voice Changer program, said, “I can’t?”

Suddenly Facebook opened up. On it was a picture of me. Striking a pose. My cock showing under garters, between nylons, hard and dripping. And there was a caption:

Do you think my wife will mind?

I actually screeched. “No!”

“Don’t worry. I haven’t posted it yet. This is just a draft. Go ahead and delete it…then go put on your make up!”

I managed to delete the image, then, defeated, I stood up and headed back to the bedroom.

I walked down the hall, my penis pressing against the cage, blood pounding in my balls, in my ears. It was almost as if…as if…I was getting horny.

But, heck, that’s what cross dressing did to me. Put on the forbidden clothing and the dick got harder. And the cums were massive.

Yes, I admitted, I was getting hornier.

But I didn’t want to be horny!

But what I wanted didn’t matter. I sat down at the vanity table and began painting my face. Moisturizer, primer, foundation…blush. eyeshadow and…lipstick.

I was breathing hard. I had almost forgotten that I was being forced to do this.

I looked at my face. I was transformed. I was beautiful. My maleness was a memory, and my femaleness was presented.

I stood up, my nipples were raging hard. I put on high heels. I couldn’t help myself.

I filled my cage.

I walked to the computer room, took a picture, and sent it.

There was about me an attitude. I think I thought it was resignation, but it was more. There was a pride to me.

I was woman.

And I had never felt more like pulling out my throbbing boner and beating it to a frothy cum than right then.

But I was trapped. I could do nothing.

But enjoy it.


PART TWO

“Jane, I need your help.”

Jane said nothing for ten seconds.

Jane was my ex. She was a beautiful woman, a great woman, but two years into our marriage I had realized she wasn’t the right woman. And, fortunate for me, she had realized that I wasn’t the right man.

So we divorced, I met Jenny, and I was actually on good terms with Jane. Heck, Jane and Jenny even got along.

“What do you need?” she finally asked.

“Uh, you remember when you found out that I cross dressed?”

Silence. God, this was difficult.

“I have a vague memory,” she spoke drolly.

“Well, somebody hacked into my computer and they found pictures of me, uh, dressed up.”

Jane barked a hard laugh. But she wasn’t laughing at me, she was just surprised.

“I didn’t know you still did that. But I guess once the monkey is on your back…what do you want me to do?”

“Can you get into my computer? Find the hacker?” Jane was good with computers. I mean REAL good.

“Maybe.”

“Maybe?”

“Look, as we speak Apple is hacking you. Google is hacking you. Microsoft is hacking you. The tech world is inside your computer. All of them. They don’t do anything, except try to make you a better consumer. But there are doors. I can get through some of them, but even if I do…it depends on how good your hacker. How well does he cover his tracks. We’re talking high level cloak and cypher stuff.”

“But can you try.”

Jane gave a heavy sigh. “I guess. But you’ll owe me.”

“Anything. I just need to get this hacker off my back.”

“Okay, I’ll be free in two and a half months, and then we can…” She stopped talking as I sucked in air, then she laughed. “Gotcha. I’ll come over this morning.”

“Heysoos on a fire truck with no fire to go to.”

She giggled. “You’re so easy. See ya.”

An hour later she walked into the house. “Johnny boy!”

“Back here!” I called from the computer room. I frowned. She had called me ‘Johnny Boy,’ like the hacker. Like Jenny. Why was I getting this new appellation.

A moment later she strode in with a laptop under her arm. “Move it, buster. And move the printer, and get me a Coke and bourbon, like we used to drink.”

I jumped out of my swivel, she plopped herself down and began hooking up her laptop to my computer.

I shoved the printer aside and went to the kitchen. In a minute I was back and we were sitting and sipping good stuff.

Jane was humming, tapping the keyboard with her red nails, and I was reminded of past times.

We didn’t divorce because we were physically incompatible. Hell, she is one of the most gorgeous creatures on earth. Dark hair. Flashing, green eyes. Red, red lips.

No, we divorced in spite of our physical attraction. We were just…different people.

But that didn’t stop me from getting a boner in her presence. Well, tried to get a boner.

“Okay, I’m going to check a few files.” She checked, and sipped her drink, and I could see her red lipstick on the rim of the glass. Fuck. She knew I loved red lipstick and must have worn it deliberately this morning.

“Hmmm. Nothing so far, but we’re just starting. Let me take a gander at your histories.

I was really our of my depth as she pulled up lists of sites I had visited, emails I had sent and received. Her fingers were a blur on the keyboard. Suddenly, she stopped. And giggled.

“What?” I asked, thinking she must have found something.

“You’ve been on chastity sites.”

“What? How do you…” I stopped right there. I knew how she knew, it was right in front of me.

“Oh my God! You bought one!”

“You can tell th—“ I stopped. Of course she could tell that.

She swiveled towards me and grinned. I didn’t like the look in her eyes. “Show me.”

“What?”

“Your tube. You’ve got it on, and I want to see it.”

“I’m not wearing a chastity tube!” I protested.

“Then show me your cock. Prove it.”

“I’m not going to show you my cock!”

“Then I’m not going to find your hacker.”

Oh, fuck! I had forgotten how demanding and bullying she could be.

“Look, Johnny. I’ve seen it. I’ve even done it. It’s not cheating for you to show me your caged cock. I’ve never seen one, and I want to see it. So drop the drawers…or else!”

It took me a moment, my mind was spinning like drunken ballerina, but I unbuckled and dropped.

She stared at my caged cock. Then she actually licked her lips. And reached out and grabbed it.

“Hey!”

But she had a hold of it. She turned it this way and that, causing me to squeak and contort. “Wow.” She tapped the cage, causing a shiver to run through me and buckle my knees. She pulled it, and I almost fell over it. She slapped my balls. She looked up at me. “You’re a hunk, Johnny, and I always loved your big cock. But this…this is making me officially wet.”

I was sort of stunned. First Jenny thinks it’s hot, and now Jane does.

She leaned forward, placed her lips on the tip of the chastity tube. She left a trace of her lipstick on it and let it go. “Okay. Zip up. I respect your marriage vows…though I’m tempted not to, though this makes m so horny that…” she frowned. “You couldn’t anyway, Right?”

“Right!” I pulled my pants up and buckled.

“And I’ll make sure I tell Jenny that you refused to fuck me…” she laughed at the expression on my face. “Just kidding. Besides, this is not something I would really want to talk about.”

She turned back to the computer and muttered, “Stupid chastity tube.”

For an hour she poked around. She went places and did things that a computer novice could only wonder at. Finally, she leaned back with a frown. “Johnny, this person is good. I don’t see any way—”

Suddenly the screen blinked, and a new screen popped up…it was a live time picture of Jane and me. Staring owl-eyed at the computer. A sound went off.

Bwooop! Bwooop!

Bitch alert.

Bwooop! Bwooop!

“What the fuck?” Jane blurted. I had actually taken a step back, and now I leaned forward, looked over her shoulder.

A text box appeared.

Well, well.

Somebody is trying to hack the hacker.

Jane tapped a few keys, but the computer was no longer under her control.

Then a voice came out of the computer, “Hello, Jane.”

The voice was the garbled harsh voice of the Mystery Hacker.

“Who are you,” Jane snarled.

“I’m the little engine that could. And, Johnny Boy, I’m disappointed. Even if you managed to lock me out…I’ve got your pictures. And now I’ve even got videos.”

A video popped up on the screen. There was no sound, but it was damning. It was Jane talking to me just an hour before. Me pulling down my pants. Jane grabbing my caged cock. Jane kissing the end of my plastic peeny.

“Oh, fuck!” I whispered.

Jane gasped.

As if me prancing around in a dress wasn’t bad enough. Now I was caught with my pants literally down and another woman holding my prick.

“Think I should send this to your wife, Johnny?”

“No! No!” I was white as a sheet. Jenny had handled the idea of me in a dress admirably, but cheating? And it did look like cheating!

“Who are you?” Jane’s voice was shaky.

“In a moment, I am about to be your best friend. I’ve had an hour to sort through your history, you’ll be glad to know that I have cloned your home computer.”

“What?”

“Your password is JaneLovesJohn backwards.”

“Oh, fuck!”

I looked at her.

“I never changed it from when we were married.”

The computer voice continued: “I’m sure the government will be interested in you hacking various political parties…”

“I just wanted to see if I could do it! I didn’t do anything!”

“Crime and time, baby. If you can’t do the time then don’t do the crime.”

“But you can’t…that would ruin my life!”

“You would have ruined mine…if you could have found me.”

“But you…but…”

“So here’s what we’re going to do.”

Jane and I listened with horror.

“You two are going to take off your clothes, go into the bedroom, and have oral sex.”

“What!” We shrieked together.

Jane: “I’m not doing that!”

I yelped: “I’m not cheating on my wife! No matter what!”

The voice on the computer: “Oh, Johnny Boy, Johnny Boy. It’s not cheating. Cheating is when you put your little dickie inside unauthorized pussy. You certainly can’t do that.”

“But I love my wife!”

“Do this and she’ll never know. Don’t do it and I will post your pictures…and video. And now Jane is involved. Jane certainly wouldn’t want her files out on the web for the government to look at. Would you Jane?”

She whispered. “You can’t do this!”

“Why not?” And the voice was happily nonchalant.

Jane and I sat there, frozen, suddenly aware of each other. We hadn’t had sex in several years. And the last couple of times we had had sex, before we had realized we weren’t compatible, it had been…messy.

Neither of us wanted to do this. Sure, she gave me a boner…but boners come and boners go. Wives like Jenny didn’t.

“All right, kiddies. On your feet and drop ‘em.”

We were frozen. Jane snuffled. I felt tears in my eyes.

“Do I have to do a count down?”

“But…you can’t…we don’t want to…”

“Too bad, so sad, you’ll be glad.”

Slowly, Jane and I stood up.

God, we were self-conscious. It was like we were newlyweds all over again, but this time we didn’t want to be.

“Come on, come on,” the voice on the computer encouraged us.

I pulled my pants down, kicked out of them.

Jane pulled her shorts off. She stood there in white panties, her camel toe plain to see.

“It’s okay,” I whispered. “It doesn’t mean anything.”

She took off her blouse and I was treated to the sight of her incredible mammaries. I don’t know about you, but I tend to pick wives that are well endowed. And Jane had gotten even bigger with time.

I took off my underpants. My caged cock was easy to see.

“Come on, get harder, Johnny,” then the voice giggled.

“Shut up,” I whispered, more of a whimper.

Jane reached behind her back and undid her bra. Her mountains tumbled forth. Big as the rockies, with nice, erect nipples.

Erect? Crap. This was actually making here horny.

But what could I say? My cock was squirming around so hard it was painful.

And I wondered, at that moment, I admit it, would I have fucked Jane if my cock was uncaged?

It was an answer I wasn’t proud of, but which I couldn’t deny.

I took off my shirt.

She rolled her panties down her sexy legs. I took in air at the sight of her beautiful body. It was a body that I would never forget, and my body was responding to it all over again.

“Okay, kiddies, take Jane’s laptop into the bedroom with you. I want to watch this.”

Shaking as if it was cold, Jane and I walked out of the room, down the hallway and into my bedroom.

Jane set her laptop on Jenny’s vanity table. She aimed it towards the bed. She had absolutely no expression on her face.

“I’m sorry,” I murmured. “I got you into this…”

“It’s okay,” she said. “It’s not your fault. It’s this…this…”

“Okay, kiddies,” the voice came from the laptop now. Jane and I were on the screen, standing by the bed, looking like children that had been rained on. Bedraggled and sad. “Time to get it on. Jane, lie on the bed. Johnny, get busy.”

Jane sat on the bed, scootched back. I knelt by the side of the bed.

I looked up at Jane. Her eyes were black, her expression stony. “I’m sorry,” I whispered.

She nodded, then: “Let’s do it.”

I moved my face between her thighs, I looked at that which I hadn’t seen for years. And I was horny.

Shove a man’s face into pussy, any man, any pussy, and he will get hard. That is just what a man is.

I felt the blood surging in my cock cage. My cock pressed against the plastic, hard, and tried to stand up.

Time seemed to slow down. I didn’t want to do this, but if the voice had suddenly told me to stop, I wouldn’t have. This pussy beckoned to me.

I touched her lower lips, kissed them, ran my tongue up the floppy, moist labia.

Jane gasped, and suddenly her hands were around my head.

She remembered all the times I had done this before. I knew she did because her snatch was suddenly sodden. Dripping. Pulsing with her own blood.

“Oh,” she said. Just that one word. But it was filled with want and desire and sheer horniness.

I kissed her clitoris, wrapped my lips around it, and sucked it, licked it, pulled it.

Suddenly I pulled back. I looked at the laptop. I was crying.

Jane saved the day. I don’t know what I would have done, but she  leaned forward, grabbed my face and turned it to her. “It’s okay,” she said. “We both understand. It’s okay.”

Then she pulled my head between her legs, back to her pleasure palace. I resumed licking, and I listened as Jane started to moan.

I lifted my hand and traced the rim of her hole. She jerked, then I heard her whisper, too low for the computer to hear, “Make me come, Johnny. Make me pop.”

Tears or not, my lust was now out of control. I had no choice, I had to do this, so I did it.

I buried my face in her goodness. I felt the juices smear my face. I brought my hand up again, but this time I didn’t just touch and tantalize, this time I drove them in and began fingerbanging her.

Jane groaned, a mighty groan, and I moved my hand against her forcefully. I remembered what she liked, and if I was going to have to do this…I was going to do it right.

For a long minute I ate her, penetrated her with my fingers, then I jumped up on the bed, got more leverage, and I started really reaming her with my fingers. I could feel my four knuckles banging against the ridge of her hole. Only my thumb was not inside her, and I started moving my hand back and forth. It was almost like I was punching her, but it was punching with love.

She started to twist her hips, to ask for more, and I knew she was close.

“Johnny….Johnny…” she moaned, just like she had done years before, then…she popped.

“GAHHH!” Her hips thrust up, her body locked, and her eyes rolled back.

“FU…FU…FUCK ME!”

I kept the jack hammer motion up, worked her all the way through her orgasm, and only when she collapsed did I stop. But I left my hand in her as she recovered.

She gripped my wrist, gave a few screws of her pelvis, then pushed me out.

I sat back. My cock was pounding. I stared at my naked ex-wife.

For a moment I was sorry we had ever parted. Then I thought of Jenny. No. I wasn’t sorry. But, man, did I miss Jane’s magic pussy.

And Jane’s magic pussy, it appeared, missed me.

The sound of clapping from the laptop. Jane and I jerked our heads around and stared at the digital intruder.

“That was most entertaining,” the voice said. “Pity Johnny can’t get out and do the deed proper, eh?”

Jane and I looked at each other. In a way we were betrayed, embarrassed, ashamed. But we were almost proud. We had done it. We had overcome the intention of the Mystery Hacker and actually enjoyed each other.

“Okay, Jane. I’m done with you. You can go home and whine and cry or do whatever it is you do. Johnny, I’ve got a job for you.”

A job? For me? Fuck. Hadn’t I done enough?

I waited while Jane got dressed, picked up her laptop, and left. We didn’t look at each other, and we did. By that I mean there were moments when we caught each other’s eyes, glances, and there was a happiness in us. In spite of the Mystery Hacker, we had really connected again.

No. We weren’t going to be a thing again, but…we had had one last fling.

She had enjoyed it, and, I tell ya, though I only ate her out, it was a victory for me. Sure, I was hornier than ever, but I had satisfied a woman.

Jane gone, the computer spoke again.

“Johnny, I am sending you some blueprints. You’re handy with a hammer and saw?”

“I’m okay,” I muttered.

“Good. You have one day to finish this project. Start as soon as you get the download.”

The computer voice went away, and I just sat there. I was exalted, and I was shattered. I was sad, and yet a part of me felt light and glowing.

Then the file downloaded. I opened it up and gasped.

The first thing I did was wash my face. As enjoyable as it was, I didn’t want to walk around with the aroma of my ex on my face.

Then I poured a big drink. We have giant glasses for special occasions, and if this didn’t qualify as a special occasion then nothing did.

Finally, I printed off the blueprints. They came on several pages and I had to glue them together to get the whole picture in a large enough fashion.

On the surface, it was simple enough. Two by tens. A four by four. Bracing struts, and a base.

The hardware was screws, a hinge and a locking mechanism. I could build this easily in a day. So I got to work.

First, my big glass between my thighs, I drove to the hardware store.  I sipped and didn’t care if I was caught for drunk driving. Heck, a DUI would rescue me from the situation I was in.

I filled up a cart with lumber and hardware, and I think it may have been obvious what I was building. The clerk certainly gave me an interested glance…but, so what?

I returned home, backed up to the garage, and unloaded.

I shoved everything in the garage to a side wall. I laid out the lumber in a pattern, then got out what tools I would need. By lunch I was sawing and pounding like a maniac.

A horny maniac. My cock cage shifting back and forth, reminding me of what a fool I was.

I drilled holes in the cement, the base, then fastened the borning contraption down so it wouldn’t move. At all.

I erected (first time I ever hated that word) the four by four and screwed the braces in. Finally, I worked on the first two by ten.

This was going to be the hard part. I didn’t have any kind of a template, and I was going to have to eyeball it. I made a measurement, a little wider than the diameter of my neck, then cut a half moon in the center of the first two by ten. I used a router on the edges, then sanded the half hole. I then made two smaller holes, about a foot to the sides of the big hole.

I took the other two by ten and did the same things. I used the first one as a template, and the work went easier. Late in the afternoon I matched them together. Perfect.

I placed the first one on the stand and attached it, screwed the braces in. I put the other two by ten on top and attached a hinge at one end.

If you haven’t figured it out by now…I was building a pillory. Stocks. In my own garage. I could only imagine what was going to happen.

The framework done, I went over the thing, sanding, attaching the locking mechanism. Finally, the locking mechanism taped up so it wouldn’t accidentally fall and catch me—once in this thing I wasn’t getting out—I put my neck in the hole. I lowered the top plank and…yep. Once this puppy was locked my whole body was going to be as firmly trapped as…as my cock was trapped.

Finally, evening falling, I turned off the lights and went inside to eat.

I spent a lonely night with my thoughts.

I had been on the edge of cheating on my wife. I didn’t like that.

I was horny, and though horniness is always fun, it was also frustrating.

Interesting, the Mystery Hacker didn’t get in touch with me. When I checked my mail there was no message. No pictures. And, thankfully, no videos.

I was sure the Mystery Hacker had video’d me eating Jane.

Yet another bit of blackmail.

When would this end?

I was so sad I didn’t even cross dress. I simply hadn’t the heart.

I awoke at six the next morning. I had gone to bed early. I was exhausted from the tension of the past day, and the physical work of building the stocks, and I had slept deeply.

How well I didn’t know, I had probably had nightmares, but I woke up fairly well refreshed.

I got dressed, ate a small breakfast, just mush, and went in to the computer room.

I didn’t want to go into the computer room.

I wanted everything to be over. Most of all…I wanted my wife home.

Sighing, I sat down and powered up the computer. Before I could even open my email: “Hello, Johnny.”

My heart sank. “Hello.” No cheery good morning from me.

“Big day today. First I want you to go get dressed. Cross dressed. And I want you to do a bang up job. Shave your legs, pluck your eyebrows, everything.”

I didn’t even say anything. I just stood up and went to the bedroom.

It took me an hour, but I did it. I was leg shaved and nylon clad. I was wearing a high and tight bra with big falsies. I walked through the house  in high heels and wearing a slinky dress. My face was perfectly made up and my hair was brushed out and wavy. I sat down in front of the computer.

The camera clicked on and I could see myself. I didn’t look like John at all. I looked like my female counterpart. My eyes were shadowed and my lips were red. I was actually, if I wasn’t so sad, looking pretty good.

“Ooh la la, Johnny Boy. If I didn’t know you were a man I’d want you to bend over and take it.”

“Fuck you,” I whispered.

“What? What was that? Did you say something?”

I shook my head. I had never felt so low in my life.

“Well, if you haven’t figured it out, Johnny, you’re going to get to meet me.”

“What?”

“That’s right. I want you to take your cell phone out to the garage and lock yourself in the stocks. Lock yourself in, and send me a video. Use a mirror so I can see the locking mechanism. I don’t want any unpleasant surprises. When I’m sure you’re secure I’ll pay a visit.”

I’ll give you an unpleasant surprise, you asshole, I thought, as I picked up my cell phone.

I went out to the garage. There was a square of mirror over my work bench, and I set it on a stool so it would reflect the locking mechanism. I braced it so it wouldn’t fall over or anything. Once I was locked in I wouldn’t be getting out. I had to do this right the first time.

Finally, I placed my head and hands in the holes and lowered the upper plank.

Clunk, and…click. The hasp swung down over the metal loop. I started recording.

I showed myself pushing up on the plank, with no luck. I showed how the hasp was securely in the mechanism. I was caught. And I stood there. Waiting.

A half hour passed. I was still holding my cell phone, and I wondered if maybe I should be calling for help. Suddenly, I heard the front door open and close. High heels clicking across the kitchen floor.

High heels? I had always figured the Mystery Hacker was a man…but…she was a woman?

I mentally checked off all the women I knew.

Jenny was gone. And she had been present when the Mystery Hacker was talking to me. Jane was also out of the running. She had been victim as much as I.

And I didn’t know any other women!

It wouldn’t be my sister or mother, and…and there was nobody at work. Not even an acquaintance.

Who?

And the question rattled around in my mind.

Who? Who? Who?

The door to the kitchen opened.

I tried to turn my head, but couldn’t. I tried to roll my eyeballs around to where I could see, but I couldn’t.

“Who are you?” I squeaked.

No answer.

High heels clicked across the floor, then I felt hands touch my butt. Soft hands. Gentle hands.

“Hey!”

“Mmm. Nice ass.” The voice was still talking through a Voice changer. I could hear something behind the harsh tones, and now I knew it was female, but I couldn’t tell anything else about it.

“Who are you?”

But those strange hands took the command out of my voice. I was weak, and getting weaker.

Suddenly I felt something squirt on my ass, then the hands smushed the liquid, it was lubricant, into my ass.

“Hey!” I was starting to get alarmed now. As if I wasn’t before.

“Easy, Johnny Boy,” the voice whispered, sounding like a death rattle. “You just need a little decoration back here. After all, if you’re going to be a woman, you should get yourself plugged up. Right?”

I felt a sudden pain, then a popping sensation, and I realized: A butt plug!

“Fuck!” I yelped.

A hand slapped my ass. “Easy, boy. Just enjoy it. We’re going to have some fun today.”

“Who are you?” My voice was rising.

“You’ll find out.”

The footsteps retreated from me, went back into the kitchen, and the door was closed.

“Hey!” I yelled.

No answer. Just heels licking back across the kitchen, out the front door, and then, I couldn’t hear anything.

Fuck!

Here I was, dressed like a woman, made to do things against my will, in a pillory, with a butt plug up my ass! What could be worse? Eh? What could be worse—and then I found out.

The woman who had come out to the garage and plugged me, she must have grabbed the remote for the garage door. Suddenly the motor whined, my eyes opened wide in shock, and the big door started rolling up.

“No…no…” I was somewhere between whimpering and wailing, my mind totally stopped.

The door went up, and the first thing I saw, through the growing crack of sunlight, was a herd of feet. Lots of feet. Hundreds of feet. All in high heels.

Then I saw ankles, all in nylons. Then skirts. A lot of pencil skirts. Round hips, thin waists, then large bosoms. A hundred large bosoms, all standing on chests and staring at me. Then necks, and then…women.

Ladies. The fair sex. The better half of the race. And they stood there and stared at me, all made up and grinning.

For a while there I don’t think I even had a mind. All I had was astonishment, a stunned head, and blinking eyes.

I felt like somebody had put a plastic bag over my head and waited till I stopped breathing, and somehow…somehow…I was still alive.

Then the women began to clap. Some of them smacking their hands together lustily. Some of them tapping the palms together, but all grinning and applauding, like I was the hit show on broadway.

Then somebody pushed forward, through the herd of women, and walked towards me.

It was Jenny. My wife. And she was laughing. Behind her, I could see Jane.

Jane? WTF? WTFWTFWTF!

“Hello, Johnny Boy.” She held her hand up and spoke into her cellphone. Her voice came out rough, harsh, and I knew this was the ‘voice changer app’ that had had me so fooled.

I couldn’t speak. My mind was officially blasted.  But I didn’t need to. She explained everything.

“Johnny, these women behind me are members of the Ladies’ Sissy Society. They have come together to retrieve the rights of women everywhere. Their methods are harsh, but infallible.”

“But…but…”

“It came to their attention that you like to do a little cross dressing. Since you are already halfway to becoming a whole man, one who understands both the male and the female side, they decided to help you go all the way. To help you be a whole man.”

“But how…how…?” My mind was working, sort of, at least it was working enough for my mouth to blither and blather.

“How is easy. Jane knew you cross dressed a little. She became a member of the Society, and the Society contacted me. From there it was easy peasy. We actually had a couple of women take turns being the Mystery Hacker.”

I became aware that I was alive. Red-faced. And trapped. Not just my dick in the chastity thing, but my body in a dress, and my mind…my mind in an understanding of the fun of getting dressed up, made up, and…and…being that way.

“And Jane…but she…I had to…”

“Did you like that? Right from the start Jane said she wanted you to do what I made you do. Considering the circumstances, it wasn’t cheating. Did you like that?”

“Oh…my God. My…I don’t…”

Jane came up and stood next to Jenny. “It was great for me, Johnny, and I know you enjoyed it. Now admit it.”

I had no choice. It was the truth. I said. “Okay.” Just a small little affirmation, but a sigh went through the crowd. I realized they were waiting for me to react certain ways.

“Excellent, Johnny. You’re halfway there. Are you ready to go the other half?”

“What other half?”

She smiled. For a man to be officially accepted by the Ladies’ Sissy Society it is crucial that he go through a…call it an initiation. Are willing to do that?”

“What…what is…”

“This afternoon, while you are in the stocks, dressed like a woman, we are going to welcome you to our midst. We will have sex with you; we will fuck you, the way a dominant woman makes love to a submissive man. Would you like that? Johnny? Can you do that?”

I stared out at a hundred faces. Beautiful, fantastic, hungry faces. Would I like to make love to a hundred women? Yeah! In a rabbit’s heartbeat I would! But did I want them to make love to me? The way a dominant woman would make love to a submissive man?

I knew what they were going to do to me. I even saw a couple of the women, on the fringes of the crowd, with strap ons around their waists, waiting for dildos to be screwed in, waiting to use them on me.

Jane knelt down. and looked me in the eye. “Johnny, you can say no, and all this goes away. You crossdress on your own, you masturbate to your heart’s content, but Jenny will be leaving you. The women of the world are just too important for her to bind herself to one selfish man. A man who could understand, but chose not to. A man who could not become a complete man. But it’s up to you, Johnny Boy.

Jenny stepped forward and touched my cheek. I could see tears in her eyes. “It’s true, Johnny. I love you with all of my heart, but I can’t love a half a man. You either come on over to my side, or I’m leaving you.”

Jane: “What’s your answer, Johnny.”

I looked at Jane, at Jenny. I stared at the hundred women behind them. A hundred women wanted to open me up, change my mind, scour me of the last vestiges of the male mind.

Could I do it?

Yes.

Very softly, like a sigh, the whisper came out of me, “Okay.”

Again, that feeling washed over me. The feeling of a hundred women relaxing.

“Thank you, Johnny.” Jenny knelt then and kissed me. Our lipsticks mingled. She moved back and said, “I’ll go get you a drink. I’ll hold it for you. I’ll be with you while they welcome you. And when they are all done…I’ll be the last. I will do you, Johnny, and at that point you will be drained. You won’t cum much any more. And we’ll even get you a better chastity tube. But you will be so very, very horny. And you will love it. You will find that the ultimate experience in this world is being horny and in love…with every woman you see.”

Jane was next to her, and she grinned. “And you won’t know which women are the members of the Ladies’ Sissy Society. You won’t know which ones would make love to you, and which ones aren’t women yet.”

Jenny kissed me again, then she went to get a drink for me.

The women came into the garage then and formed a line. They greased me, they kept me smooth and easy down there, and they penetrated me. Woman after woman. Some for a little while, some for a long while, and I stood in the stocks and sipped bourbon, and…it was wonderful. Feeling their hands on me, feeling their penises open me up…some of them came around and kissed me, and, of course, the oohs and aahs as they handled my caged dick. It was wonderful.

But then shouldn’t a hundred women making love to you be wonderful?
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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


A Month of Feminization!

He never thought he’d like it!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“You want to get the door, honey?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Who was it, hon?”

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

“Oh.”

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

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

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

Happy Birthday, honey.

Put me on.

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

Hey, everybody likes to get a gift.

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

I looked at the instructions and blinked.

It was a chastity belt.

WTF?

I stood up and walked back into the bedroom.

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

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

“What is it?”

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

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

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

“You? Embarrassed? Ha!”

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

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

“I’m not joking.”

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

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

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

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

“Who sent it to you?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No.”

“Well, somebody did!”

Suddenly she smirked.

“What?”

“Maybe that will stop your little masturbation problem.”

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

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

“Okay, that’s enough.”

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

“Not funny,” I groused.

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

“Okay,” I sighed.

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

“So are you going to put it on?”

“What? Why would I do that?”

“I don’t know, a kinky thrill?”

“I’m not putting it on.”

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

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

“It doesn’t even have a lock on it.”

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

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

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

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

“Whoa, lover. Don’t mess me up.”

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

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

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

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

“Yes, it is!”

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

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

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

“Bring my bags, boy,” she chuckled.

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

“Airport, ma’am?”

“Yes.”

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

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

“What?”

“Never mind.”

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

“I’m not putting that thing on.”

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

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

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

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

I sat down and worked some more.

And became aware of my dick.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I was stroking my cock.

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

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

Beautiful day.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Now it really was WTF!

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

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

Ding. Ding. Ding.

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

Messages. And they were still coming.

Put me on

put me on

put me on

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

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

Hi, Roger

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

Talk to you later.

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

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

I worked the keyboard and began researching the Cellmate.

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

More articles.

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

Oh, Heysoos. What had I done!

More articles.

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

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

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

More articles.

The flaw had been fixed.

DING!

I opened up the message.

I replaced certain parts with titanium.

Now my eyes were bulging.

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

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

I walked back into the computer room and typed,

What do you want?

DING!

A picture.

I typed,

Who are you?

DING!

Your future.

Fuck.

DING!

Ignore me and never be free.

Follow my directions and there is hope.

I typed:

No way I’m going to take a picture.

No way I’m going to give you blackmail.

DING!

How horny are you?

I typed:

Fuck you.

I turned off the computer.

I looked at my cock.

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

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

I picked up a pair of pliers.

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

A hacksaw.

A drill.

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

Defeated, I walked back into my house.

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

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

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

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

I sighed and went into the TV room.

DING DONG!

Fuck! Who could that be?

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

I turned around and leaned against the jamb.

DING DONG!

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

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

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

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

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

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

She turned and laughed at me. Actually laughed.

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

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

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

“No way.”

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

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

“You need to leave.”

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

“I’m not showing you my dick.”

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

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

“Okay.”

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

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

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

She let go.

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

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

“Hey!”

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

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

She turned around and handed me a drink.

Damn.

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

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

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

I nodded. “Yeah.”

“Can’t get it off?”

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

“So how does it lock?”

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

“So what does whoever locked you up want?”

I told her about the dings and the messages.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Getting a bit randy there, are we?”

“Leave me alone,” I muttered.

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

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

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

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

“What?

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

“You wouldn’t!”

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

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

I grabbed her and pulled her around.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Shut up.”

She laughed.

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

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

DOOTELY DOOT DOOT!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Did you really put that thing on?”

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

“And it’s locked on now?”

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

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

“Tell me about it.”

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

“What?”

“Not you! Rhonda is trying to listen.”

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

Cringing inside, I did.

“Hey, girlfriend,” Rhonda chirped.

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

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

“A text?”

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

“Of what?”

“I don’t know!”

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

“Uh, honey…there’s something else.”

“What?”

“Rhonda has no clothes on.”

Dead silence. And I mean dead.

“Rhonda?”

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

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

“So…is he threatening you?”

“Hey! She’s threatening me!”

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

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

Mia started laughing.

“Mia? Honey?”

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

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

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

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

“What? No!”

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

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

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

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

“Hey!”

“Roger!”

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

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

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

I stared at the picture on my own screen.

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

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

“No way! I’m keeping it forever.”

“But…but…can Rhonda leave?”

“No way!” Rhonda yelled.

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

“Mia?” I blurted.

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

“What? No! How extended?”

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

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

“Honey…I need you here.”

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

“Ahhh, that’s not—“

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

“Oh, you bet.”

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

“Anything? Wai—

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

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

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

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

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

Click.

I stood. Shell shocked. Broken. Stunned.

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

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

“What? What do you…”

“I want you to get me off.”

“What! No!”

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

“Oh, fuck!”

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

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

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

“Let me go! You can’t…”

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

“MGHHSOLL!” I yelled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She opened her eyes and bucked.

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

“Fuck! Yes…yes…YESSSSS!”

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

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

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

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

“What do you think you’re doing?”

I looked at her.

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

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

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


PART TWO

I was awake. Electrified. Unable to sleep anymore.

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

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

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

DING!

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

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

How you doing?

I typed:

What kind of picture?

DING:

Sort of like this…

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

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

DING:

I’ve been using your phone

to control your Cellmate.

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

DING:

I suggest you keep your phone in working order.

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

DING:

I need another picture.

I typed:

You got what you wanted.

Let me go.

DING:

This is making me so wet

you’re going to have to mop the floor.

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

Traitor. Curse Steve Jobs. Damned iPhone.

DING:

So, about that picture.

I typed:

What do you want?

DING:

I stared at the message in horror.

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

“They want what?”

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

Man, this was a new definition of silence.

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

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

“Like what?”

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

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

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

“Rhonda will help you.”

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

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

“But…but honey…”

“Do you have a better idea?”

“I’ll think of something.”

“Great, but if you don’t…then…”

Neither of us spoke for a moment.

“Honey?” she suddenly said.

“Yeah?”

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

“I’ll say.”

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

“Exciting?”

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

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

“I know. Isn’t it terrible?”

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

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

“HEY!”

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

“Is that Rhonda? Put her on.”

“I…you can’t…”

“Put her on!”

I handed Rhonda the phone.

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

They laughed. This was getting worse and worse.

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

DING!

I heard the computer, but didn’t move.

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

“Pah! Who wants normal? This is fun.”

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

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

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

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

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

The phone went dead.

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

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

Where’s my picture?

Defeated, I typed:

Coming.

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

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

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

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

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

She pushed my cuticles, trimmed and sanded my nails.

“How long will this take?” I asked.

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

“Jeez,” I muttered.

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

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

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

“Isn’t that a little long?”

“You want the camera to pick them up?”

Still, they looked awful long.

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

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

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

I frowned. She was right, but still…

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

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

I made a light, snarling sort of a sound.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Heysoos,” I muttered dejectedly.

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

“I am?” I looked up at her.

“All men do.”

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

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

“Transition,” I grumped. “Great.”

She laughed and handed me a bra.

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

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

“Instead of laughing…”

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

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

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

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

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

I said a dirty word under my breath.

“Okay, here’s a dress.”

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

“Whoa, You look good.”

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

And almost fell over.

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

“I’ll say.

I tottered into the foyer and looked at myself.

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

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

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

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

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

I sat down and she started working.

“We’re cleaning your pores now…”

“This is moisturizer…”

“This is a base…”

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

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

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

“I…don’t want to talk about it.”

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

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

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

“Why do you feel that?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I told her told her so.

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

“Lip stain. Put it on.”

“Why me?”

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

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

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

Rhonda watched me.

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

“Okay.”

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

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

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

“Jewelry?”

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

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

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

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

“Is this stuff expensive?”

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

“Not too ofter, I admitted, ruefully.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Click.

And, click, click, click.

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

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

“Want to take a drive?” she asked.

“No. No.”

She grinned evilly. “Oh, yes you do.”

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

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

“How you doing, sister?”

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

“That’s good. Can you last a month?”

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

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

I laughed. “I’m sure you will.”

“Want to go back and fuck me?”

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

“Oh, poor baby.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded.

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

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

“Ha! California boy turns himself on.”

I chuckled. “I guess.”

“So. A month.”

I looked at her. I nodded. “A month.”

“And what will we do for a month?”

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

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

“I didn’t know you were a Lesbian!”

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

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

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

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

God, the lust in that woman’s eyes.

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

“Oh, yeah,” her eyes were glazed.

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

“Eee! That feels so…fucking…good!”

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

“Oh…yes…yes…”

She ground her hips up and fucked my mouth.

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

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

We stared at each other. Hungry. Desperate.

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

“AHH!” she grunted. “That’s too big!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

I pulled out.

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

Rhonda was asleep. Good.

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

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

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

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

DING!

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

No wonder women wear fingernails and…and things. It seems that everything a woman does, everything a woman wears, is sexy.

Poor men. They have no idea.

I pulled up the message.

More pictures.

The month passed slowly. A month of making me up, teaching me, and me living through the delicious torment of having a throbbing cock that never quite stood up.

After a while I got used to it.

I began to like the electricity going off in my groin, the struggle without end, the throbbing, pulsing heat as my dick tried to stand up.

Rhonda really enjoyed it.

She was getting double duty sex. Either oral, or dildoic, and she was walking around in a daze of satisfaction. Every night. Sometimes during the day.

We became used to each others quirks. We chided each other, and lived as if in love.

Was it love?

Not like with Mia. But it was. There was a deeper and deeper feeling building. When Mia came home, and Rhonda went her merry way, I would miss her.

Every day the computer sounded. DING! DING! DING!

More pictures, more pictures…more pictures.

Whoever this pervert was, he was getting off on all this.

I often wondered who it was.

Who had inserted himself into my life? Who was driving me sexually insane? Who had made me into a woman? Who had made me appreciate life in a way I never could have imagined?

Sometimes I cursed him.

Sometimes I loved him, whoever he was.

But, always, the pictures, pictures, pictures.

“Are you ready?” I called.

Rhonda came out of the bedroom, looking like a million. We both smiled and went out to the car.

I had started driving again. I was getting used to heels, and I felt wondrous, like I was in charge of the world.

And sometimes I was just the passenger, going along with the wind in my hair, laughing with life, and have a grand old time.

“What time is her flight?”

“She’s due to touchdown in half hour.”

“Man, is she going to be surprised.”

I looked at Rhonda. I turned down the radio. “Rhonda?”

“Yes?”

“You know. I love you…”

“But…” She was smiling.

“But I love Mia. She’s my wife.”

“Oh, darn. You mean I was just a fling for you?”

“More than a fling. But…”

“There’s that but, again.” She sighed, but she didn’t seem put out. “Hey, we had a lot of fun. But all good things must come to an end.”

Yes. They did. But what comes next? I wondered.

Rhonda went into the airport and collected Mia. I stood by the car. Nervous. Hell. Terrified.

Yes, she had sounded so happy about the endless pictures, but…but would she really be happy with me like this?

I stood, the wind whipping my dress. I was firm in my heels. Practice makes perfect, you know, and I watched the end of the parking lot.

Mia and Rhonda appeared. Arm in arm, talking, chatting. I began walking towards her. Fifty feet away, she heard my heels. Click. Click. Click.

She looked up. An expression of surprise flitted across her face, then she was running towards me.

We hugged, our tits pressing together. We kissed, our lipsticks smearing. We hugged.

Rhonda just grinned and put the bags in the trunk. Then she hopped behind the wheel and tooted the horn.

Mia and I climbed into the car. We both sat in the back seat, our arms holding each other.

“Jeez, guys. Do we need to get you a hotel room?”

Mia laughed, and I began to cry.

“Aw, look at the big baby,” Rhonda chuckled.

I just kept crying, and laughed through my tears, and Mia held me.

Rhonda drove slowly home.

That night, after an evening of talking and wondering and sharing mysteries, Mia and I went to bed.

It was her first time with me, and I was nervous. And she was nervous. We were both blushing like brides as we took each other in our arms and came together.

I was wearing a negligee and a bra with my forms.

She was wearing a baby doll and nothing else.

We lay on our sides and couldn’t stop smiling.

We kissed.

We shared secrets. Finally, I asked. “Would you like me to do oral? Or use a dildo?”

“Both.”

I gently worked down her body. I smothered my lovely wife’s tits with kisses. I sucked her nipples. I fingered her pussy.

I went lower, and arrived at the gates to heaven.

“Oooh!” she groaned. “I need this!”

I had never been much at eating pussy, but I had learned. Rhonda was a wonderful teacher. I had learned a lot of tricks, and I used them all. I used my tongue, my fingers, even my nose, and then, when she was on the edge, I came back up. We kissed, then I got out of bed and strapped on the harness. I suddenly had a big dick again.

But not a dick I would wield like a mad man. Not the tool of some horny, little horn dog, but a tool I had come to understand. A delicate tool to be wielded for a woman’s pleasure.

She moaned as I worked it in, adjusting my movements to hers. She held me as I slid it in and out. She began to climb the heights.

“Oh, yes. Fuck me, fuck me!”

I ground my hips in, stirred her insides, and pulled out. Stroke after stroke. She began to arch…and cum. And cum. And cum. Spasm after spasm. And I watched her in wonder.

I was apart from my sex, and this gave me a better appreciation. I had no feeling, so I could use my dick clinically, and yet, with passion.

For passion doesn’t come from a horn dog’s little puny peeny and incessant, mad thrustings. It comes from inside, from love. From the human being.

Mia came, and she held on, and she finally subsided, and we lay there.

Yes. My cock was throbbing inside the Cellmate. Yet I had grown to enjoy being denied. I had come to appreciate sex on a whole, entirely new level.

We lay there, breathing in each others wonderfulness, and the door opened.

“Rhonda?” I asked, sitting up. Mia sat up, too. She was smiling a huge smile.

“Hey, almost lover,” she quipped, and she handed my phone to Mia.

“What…what?” I looked between them.

Mia tapped the phone a few times, and I heard a click.

I looked down. I reached down. The Cellmate was loose. I took it off and stared at it. Then I looked at the girls.

Oh, the look of devilish delight on their faces.

“You…you’re…the hacker!”

“Guilty,” said Mia.

“And it was…my phone…”

If you had looked through a new app that you never noticed you might have found the key to your problems.

“But…but…how did you talk to me at the same time as the computer…the computer…”

“I have a cell phone and an iPad.”

“Oh…my God…My God!”

Rhonda climbed onto the bed. She hugged Mia and kissed her, and I started to suspect.

They turned to me.

Mia said, “Rhonda and I love each other. But I also love you. We planned this month to see if Rhonda could love you, and whether you could love Rhonda.”

“But I…”

Mia leaned forward and touched my lips with one hand. “I know. It’s a lot to take in. And we will have…situations. But it’s pretty plain that we can make this work. All of us.”

Rhonda: “You’ll have to live with both of us, and you’ll have to service us, but that’s okay. There’s going to be times when we all sleep together, and times when only Rhonda and I sleep together.”

I managed to speak, “But…but I’m a woman now.”

“That depends,” said Mia. “You can take this as far as you want, or you can be a man, or…” she shrugged, “you can put the Cellmate back on.”

I sat there and stared at them. And they watched me. And a smile came to me slowly.

Mia smiled.

Rhonda grinned. “And, now that you know, and now that Mr. Happy is out of prison, there’s one thing that you need to do that you have been dying to do for a month.”

I grinned.

Then we were all laughing.

Mia slipped out of bed. “See you in a while…lovers.”

I took Rhonda in my arms, or maybe she took me. We kissed as the door closed, then Rhonda grabbed my fake cock.

“After you fuck me with your real thing, I’m going to fuck you with my unreal thing. Okay?”

“Okay!”

END
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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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