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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

I think the horniest people in the world are politicians. The headlines are always filled with tales of sordid scandal and senators that can’t keep their ding dongs in their pants.

And, it’s not just horny, old goats, it’s happily married young men…and women…and there is even one lady who married her own brother!

So this story is right in tune with the times.

Sort of makes you want to run for office, doesn't it? ;o)

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“You want me to be a…what? A woman? A tranny? Speak plain!”

Jackson ‘Jax’ Porter stood at the end of the table. Senator Finder sat at the head of the table. Six aides and consultants sat on the sides, three to a side.

They were all dressed casual, except for the senator, who was always dressed to the nines, always impeccably made up, and had a hell of a body.

Harry Figson was sitting to her right. He was the voice in her ear, a real asshole, and he took a deep breath. “Jax, our stats suck on the LGTBQ vote. We’ve talked it all over, and you’re the only one.”

“What about Jimmy, or Larry over there?” he pointed to two of the men at the table. both of them lowered their heads.

It was obvious what had happened, by virtue of not being there, he had drawn the short straw.

“They’re both married.”

“What difference does that make?”

“We don’t want to lose any votes because of divorces.”

“So their wives throw a fit and it falls on me.”

The room was silent and a few glances were exchanged.

Senator Finder, Barbara, cleared her throat. “I understand this is quite a surprise, but let me say, if you do this it will make you.”

“How so?” He was challenging her, but he was also curious.

“I’ll announce that you’re my chief of staff. Harry will retain his duties, but you’ll have the title. I win and you win, and you will be a made man in politics. You’ll be able to get a job anywhere.”

“As a woman. Or a trans, or…shit!”

Larry, a kiss ass if ever there was one, spoke up, “I checked this all out. We simply give you a fake pair of boobs, vacation boobs, they’re called, and you tie your dick down. When the campaign is over you let the boobs be absorbed by the body and they disappear as if they had never been. Untie your cock, and…” he shrugged.

“Body modifications. Huh!”

“Not as long lasting as a tattoo,” muttered Jimmy.

“You’ve got to remember, too,” the Senator added, “To make best use of this situation you’ll accompany me everywhere. You’ll make more contacts by my side than you could ever make playing behind the scenes.”

“All I have to do is turn in my balls.”

“It’s not—“

“If I could have the room,” Senator Finder spoke up.

With a few nervous looks the people in the room stood up and left. When the room was empty it was quiet. They were in a high office and no street sounds reached them.

Jax sat back and stared at Senator Finder.

Senator Finder took off her short jacket and sat back in her chair. She was mid-thirties, and going places in the party. She also had the finest set of tits Jax had ever seen. Her face was a smooth delight with magnetic eyes and curvy, red lips.

She turned her eyes fully on him.

“Come sit next to me,” she murmured.

Jax wanted to put on a show of defiance. But, truth, he was enthralled by her beauty, and he stood up and came to her end of the table. He sat down in Harry’s chair.

She just sat there for a long moment and studied him.

“Well,” he asked, irritated.

She stood up, straightened her pencil skirt, which basically let him know that she wasn’t wearing panties.

She walked over to the wet bar and opened a cabinet. She got down an expensive bottle of bourbon. She put ice cubes in a glass, opened the bottle and turned to him. Pouring the liquor over the rocks, watching the liquid and not him, she asked, “Pappy Van Winkle. You ever have $1,000 bourbon?”

He said nothing.

She filled a second glass, came back to the table, letting her hips sway, now watching him. Her lips curled in a smirking smile.

She handed him his glass and sat back down in her chair. She sipped.

He held his glass and watched her. She was like a predator, and he was the prey.

Then she reached out and took his glass from him, put it on the table, and placed her glass in his hand.

Her lip print was on the rim, and it was turned towards him.

“What do you want, Jax.”

She lifted his hand, her glass, and his lips touched the imprint. He sipped.

It was the sweetest heat that ever cooled a throat. It went down like it was greased honey with the bee stings still in it.

She let him lower his hand, and she watched him. “You’ll have contacts, which translate into money and power. Isn’t that enough?”

“I’ll always be known as the—“

She put her finger on his mouth, sealed his lips, and it was very hot, very intimate.

“Who cares what they say, as long as you win. Do you understand?”

He did. She had said that phrase many times, and every time something bad was said about her she turned it into a good thing. She won elections, pulled in hefty donations, all because she didn’t give a damn about anything except winning.

A freak thought lanced through Jax’s brain. Could he do that? Could he be that cold?

Yet, was it really cold to just want to be a winner?

She made him take anther drink, another jolt of alcohol that was sweeter than the lips of a hot woman.

And the hot woman sat in front of him. Watching him. Assessing him.

She suddenly moved her chair, turned to to face him, pulled over a little.

She pushed him, and he turned his chair.

They were now knee to knee, and she leaned forward, face to face, those incredibly talented lips just inches from his face.

“Jax, you’re the smartest guy on my staff. Except maybe for Henry, but Henry isn’t always loyal. He’s loyal to the highest bidder, and that is good, but it only goes so far.

“You’re loyal all the way. I could have talked any of the others into doing this, but I wanted you. You’re the handsomest, and that will make you the prettiest. I want you with me, by my side. I want the rumors to start about us. And, I’ll tell you right now, it makes me hot to think about it. You in lingerie, having big breasts, all made up. I’ve had a thing for lesbians for a long time. No, I haven't had any affairs with Lesbians, but…I wanted to. There’s just something about a woman…but I know what the polls would say. I would gain the Lesbian vote, but I would lose the hetero vote. But you…you’d be the best of both worlds, I can get more rumors, and not just survive them, but thrive on them. And I would take you with me. And when you decided to move on, you’d have the contacts, you’d be a winner. I tell you, Jax, this country is changing. You do this and you could manipulate vast numbers of people. Trans would listen to you. Lesbians, all LGBTQ. Heck, you could even run for office. But it all depends on you taking the bull by the horns.”

“Don’t you mean the cow by the udders?”

He was trying to fight, but it was hard, and he didn’t do a good job of it. She merely laughed at his quip.

“Honey, call it what you will, but you and I both know that in addition to all the money and power you would gain, there are going to be nights that I will call you to my room. Nights when we work late, and work if a four letter word.”

She had here hand on his knee now. She was squeezing it, emphasizing her words, and her mouth was now an inch from his. Her eyes were devouring him.

“God! I want to take you right now, but I’ll wait. I’ll wait until you’re changed, and then I’m going to do things to you. Some good things, some bad things…” She had leaned further forward and was whispering into his ear, her lips touching his ear, her breath washing over him.

Then he hand slid up his thigh, right into his groin.

He was hard, of course. Hard like a spike, and she caressed the shape of his penis through his pants.

“Heysoos, Jax, can you feel it? Can you.”

“Yes,” he said, his heart pounding and a feeling like electricity warming up the center of his body.

“Then you’ll do it? For me? For us?”

He couldn’t help it.

“Yes.”

She kept rubbing him, and kissed him lightly on the mouth, just a taste. but a taste was all it took. He grunted and messed his pants.

Shiela Worth was in charge of doing the Senator’s make up. She was a real girl Friday in that respect. She had a body very similar to the Senator’s, so she did shopping, and anything else the Senator needed.

With Jax’s decision her job doubled. Now she had to not only take care of the Senator, she had to help Jax transform.

That afternoon she made an appointment for ‘vacation boobs’ for Jax, and the following morning she took him down to a small hospital in Santa Clara Valley.

“So you’re really going to do this,” she asked as she moved through traffic.

“Looks like.”

“Hmm.”

“What does that mean?”

“Nothing. I’m just curious. I’ve never helped anybody transform before. It’s interesting.”

“Yeah, well.”

“Do you think you’ll like it?”

“I don’t know,” Jax answered honestly. “I was in a couple of plays in college, had to wear costumes and make up, but that’s different.”

“You’re going to have to learn how to apply make up and wear it all day, how to touch it up, repair it. You’ll have to learn how to eat, and walk, and do all sorts of things.”

Jax looked out the window at the traffic.

“What are you thinking?”

“Another fine mess you’ve got me into, Ollie.”

Shiela chuckled. “I didn’t know you liked Laurel and Hardy!”

“Love ‘em.”

“Well, we’ve got something in common. Here we are.”

She turned into a parking lot and found a space. They got out of the car and entered the building. It was mid-sized, not especially modern, but was known for working on people in transition.

An hour later, after filling out forms that wanted to know if he had ever had a mole, or had his parents ever had a mole, or had their parents parents…

Heysoos,” he muttered, “What do they need to know my family’s history for?”

“They’re just nosy.”

“Jackson Porter?”

Jackson stood up and headed for the nurse who had called his name.

“Come with me, Mr. Porter.”

She was a tall woman with blocky hips, and she took him to a small operating room. It wasn’t well equipped, being used only for small operations, and he was told to sit on a table.

Shiela sat on a chair in a corner.

A short while later a doctor entered. She was a good looking woman and she shook Jax’s hand and said, “Shall we get started?”

Jax laid back on the table and the doc began slipping syringes in a circle around his pectoral muscles. Slowly his boobs appeared.

“I’m going to put a little extra juice behind your nipples. The senator requested it.”

Jax glanced at Shiela, who shrugged.

An hour later he had a hefty set of knockers. He looked down at them and was startled.

It was one thing to talk about it, and another thing to have it happen.

The doctor put away the syringes she had used on his chest and took out a small one and held his face and turned it slightly.

“What’s this?”

“Lips. A little botox will give you a most kissable set of lips.”

Jax actually felt a little panic, but, in for a penny and in for a pound. He withheld his desire to say ow as the doctor injected botox into his lips.

Finally, she was done. “There you go,” the doc smiled. “Tell the Senator to let us know when she wants more work done.”

“What else…what kind of work?” Jax asked. He spoke with a very slight lisp, the effect of having very swollen lips.

“Oh, any liposuction, we can sculpt your cheekbones, your Adam’s apple, that sort of thing.”

Jax said nothing. He didn’t intend to get any of that stuff. He figured he would play the game for a year or so, then return to normal and move on.

He stood up and immediately staggered.

Shiela caught his arm.

“Better get a bra on him,” suggested the doctor, then she was gone. On to the next transformation.

Shiela, always prepared, took a bra out of her purse.

“You’re kidding,” Jax muttered.

“Nope.”

Jax was still naked on the top, and she helped him put the bra on.

He looked down, and he bulged over the top of the bra. Man, he was stacked!

“Very nice,” Shiela admired as Jack pulled his tee shirt over his head.

“My shirt is a little tight,” he looked down and saw nothing but mountains on his chest.

She held his shirt for him. It was a light green moleskin, and there was no way it was going to close over his boobs.

Shiela chuckled and just pulled it as far as it would go, then let the front stay open.

“Oh, man,” Jax’s face turned red.

“Don’t worry,” she consoled him. “You’ll get used to it.

They got back into the car and Jax get trying to pull the front of his shirt together.

Shiela just laughed, and headed for the mall.

“What are we doing here?”

“Clothes.”

“For me?”

“Not for me.”

“But…can’t you just size me, order off the internet or something?”

“Got to do this right,” Shiela smiled.

And she kept glancing at him.

The way his shirt hung over his boobs, the way he looked so vulnerable, it was very…exciting.

She had the thought: Damn! The Senator has all the luck!

Jax’s journey through the mall was…embarrassing. To say the least.

He was a man, but with boobs. And big, fat lips.

Funny, he had thought Angeline Jolie’s lips were sexy when he was young. He could just imagine those big, plump kissers working him over. But now that he had the lips it was a different story.

“Don’t worry,” Shiela said. She was very aware of what he was going through. “Girls go through all this, their breasts developing, their face suddenly blossoming, the need for make up…they just don’t go through it all in a minute.”

Not much Jax could say.

They spent the afternoon with Shiela dragging him from store to store, from station to station.

He was thoroughly confused by the make up counter, and the girl behind the counter wasn’t much help. She just had this big grin on her face.

“She’ll eat her heart out in a week,” Shiela mused, not caring what the twit thought.

Jax wondered if he would last a day.

Then she had him get his nails done. Bright red—she said they matched his skin tone—and a little long.

“Sorry, Jax, but the shape of your fingers is spatulate. We need to make them long to attain the feminine look.

He nodded glumly.

He was going into shock, he was having trouble just thinking.

His ears were pierced and she bought him several sets of earrings. Not to mention a gold chain, some bangles, and other odds and ends.

When they finally left the mall, dragging several big bags of clothes, he was about done in. He was yawning and just wanted to sleep. This shopping stuff was exhausting!

He rested as they drove to her house.

“Aren’t you going to take me home?”

“Oh, Lord, no. The Senator wants you ready to rock by tomorrow. The day after at the latest. We’re going to give you a crash course on how to be a woman.”

“Great,” he mumbled.

Shiela lived in a two bedroom apartment in an okay part of town. Nothing fancy, more designed to allow her to sock the money away than to live fancy.

“I thought you lived uptown,” Jax observed.

“Nah. I’m not home all that much.”

The living room was strewn with books and work. There was a big screen TV, but it actually had some dust on it.

She lived in one bedroom, and clothes were on the big bed, hung over chairs and even over the door to her bathroom.

“I’ve only got one bathroom, so you’ll have to go through here to get to it. It’s big, but…bad floor plan.”

“Oh. Okay.”

“You can stay in here. At least for awhile.”

The second bedroom was smaller, and it was crowded with clothes and books and bric a brac, and it didn’t have a bed. It only had one of those couches with a back at the end and a side half the length. Half couch and half bed, a day bed some people called it.

And it was filled with boxes and clothes and dry cleaning and…four feet of living debris.

“I’m supposed to sleep on that?”

“Sure. It’s pretty comfy. You can move all the stuff around if you want. And the laundry is downstairs if you feel like it,” she hinted with a grin.

Jax looked around the small room. Without all the crap in it it would probably be okay. Maybe even comfortable.

He put down the bags he was carrying and began making a dent on the day bed.

Shiela headed for the kitchen to prepare dinner. Fifteen minutes later he had stuffed his closet full, moved several items to her bedroom, and staring at the day bed with a curled lip.

“Dinners ready.”

Macaroni and Cheese with hot dogs cut up in it.

Jax kept a straight face at this fare.

“I’m not much of a cook, you know. On the road, late night meetings, I either grab something out of a machine or get MickeyD on the way.”

“Or Scandinavian Steak and Potatoes, Seared Scallops, or…” he shrugged.

She scoffed. “That’s for the Senator. I’m usually in the kitchen with a bread crust.

He chuckled. “Yeah, well. I do know. I’ll cook dinner tomorrow night. We don’t have any meet and greets or anything, do we?”

“Senator’s off for the weekend. Though she might want to see you. See how we’ve done with you.”

“Well, we’ll see.”

They sat and they ate, and Shiela focused on a set of guidelines put out by the energy company. A bill was coming up and she had to give the Senator accurate info is she was to sound half way intelligent.

Jax choked down the mac and cheese and dogs and asked to be excused.

Shiela looked at him in surprise. “Uh, yeah. Sure.” Thinking that his mama might have raised him a little too right.

He spent the early evening organizing his room. He took everything out of the closet and repacked it. He had lots of room then.

Then he arranged all his new dresses and lingerie, and put his make up kit on a small table

After an hour Shiela appeared in the doorway. “Wow, Susie homemaker,” she gibed.

He ignored her, then said, “I’ve got to get a toothbrush, some toothpaste, that sort of thing.

“There’s a pharmacy on the next block. You can…hold on. Follow me.”

In her bathroom she produced a new toothbrush. “You can use my toothpaste.”

He looked at the tube. It was scrunched up and ugly looking. Crap.

“And, as for shaving, I’ve got an idea. Take off your clothes.”

He froze.

“Not for that, stupid. I’ve got some Nair. We should have done this before we went out this afternoon, would have helped you pass for female. But…come on. Off with the duds.”

Freshly embarrassed, Jax took off his dress, it was difficult because of his new fingernails, and stood there in his lingerie.

“Come on, no time to be shy.”

“It’s just that…” he mumbled, didn’t finish what he was saying, and shortly was standing nude before her.

“Hey, not too bad. I mean, I had a hint in the doctor’s office, but, you’re nicely slender. Makes your boobs look even bigger. Put this Nair on, wait till it gets hot, then rinse off. And make sure you get the hair off of Mr. Happy down there, too.”

He looked down, though he didn’t need to.

All afternoon his penis had been half hard/half soft. It would start to rise up, then embarrassment would make it go down, and now, naked, it was standing all the way up.

“Sorry,” he said, his face turning the color of a cranberry.

“Hey, I’ve seen a dick before, and yours isn’t too bad. But I’m not into men.”

The odd thing was, as she stood and inspected his body, was that she was turned on.

Hell, she had been turned on all afternoon. Had felt a little flushed, a little moist, and…but she was into women.

Except, and here was the kicker, he looked like a woman.

A woman with a dick.

The best of both worlds.

She suddenly turned away and walked out. She didn’t like it when she couldn’t control her thoughts.

Jax lathered up his body with Nair, even got his chin, but was careful with his scalp. He had longish hair and he didn’t want to mess it up.

He had a feeling he was going to be needing his long hair.

When he was done showering Shiela called him into her bedroom and sat him down at her vanity. As he had expected, she brushed out his hair, then trimmed it and gave him a slight pixie look.

“A couple of months you’ll be long, but right now, this should do it.”

He nodded and inspected himself in the mirror.

He was wearing make up, and that softened his face. His cheekbones looked higher and his jaw more round. It was all the application of shadows and hues.

Then he noticed that Shiela was looking at him strangely. And her eyes, she was looking at his…

“Are you all right?”

Fuck! she thought. She had been mesmerized by his cock. First time that had ever happened!

“Oh, yeah. I’m just thinking about what we have to do next.”

But she hadn’t been thinking. She had been staring right at his cock and totally not thinking.

She shrugged it off.

The next day he woke up early and had to pee. He tried to be silent as he tip toed through her room, but suddenly she sat straight up. “What are you doing!”

“I have to go.”

“Oh, crap!” she flopped back on the bed. “I thought…never mind.”

“Sorry. It’s a guy thing. Morning wood.”

She sat up. “Really? Let me see.”

He was halfway to the bathroom, and he sort of wanted to get a little relief, but the command tone in her voice stopped him.

He turned and opened his peignoir.

His cock stuck out like a hitchhiker’s thumb. A little straighter, a little bigger, but it was definitely erect.

“And that’s just for pee?”

“Pretty much,” he admitted. He didn’t want to tell her that he had been thinking of her body all night. That was a guy thing, too.

“Well, go take care of it, then come back. We need to talk.”

He entered the bathroom, started to pull back the peignoir to pee, then sighed.

He didn’t want to get any pee on his peignoir, so he turned, arranged it, and sat and peed.

Suddenly Shiela was at the door. She looked at him, grinned, and said, “Just like a girl. Pees sitting down. Good.”

She stuck her head under the faucet, held her hair back and sipped.

A minute later she was back in bed, and he was standing in front of her.

“Show me,” she said, nodding at his dick.

He pulled the garment open again and she stared at his limp dick.

Well, it wasn’t totally limp. It was half limp. A chub.

“Male anatomy is so interesting.”

“I suppose.”

“Do you find female anatomy interesting?”

For a second he thought she was coming on to him, but she was so serious, and he realized she was talking about him, about his female anatomy.

“Uh, yeah. I mean, these tits are weird.”

“But not if they’re on somebody else?”

“I guess not. No.”

She smiled. Damn. She had thought of nothing but him all night, sleeping in the next room. A girl’s body with a curious appurtenance.

She was moist down there. Real moist, and curious, because her heart kept doing this fluttering thing.

“Well, we have to do something about your dick.”

Again, he felt the shadow of two meanings. but he didn’t think she was really coming on to him. She was much too serious a worker for that.

“What do you mean?”

“We can’t have you prancing along next to the Senator and suddenly get a stiffie in your dress.”

“Oh.”

Shiela had a curious glimmer in her eye. She almost wanted to come out and say it, to ask if she cold feel his cock. But she had been too gay for too long.

“So what are we going to do? I can’t really just stop it, turn it off. It’s not that kind of thing.

If it was I could turn off this moist heat in my loins.

“There’s several things we could do. We can try a gaff. That’s crossdressing underwear that keeps your dick back between your legs. A little tight, a little uncomfortable, but…” she shrugged. “Then there’s a chastity tube. We lock the cock and pull it back and…that would do it. But the best choice,” the choice that would eliminate you  from my interest, and it’s only interest, not cravings, “would be to give you a shot of Depo Provera.”

“What’s that?”

“It’s birth control. Give it to a man and it ups the estrogen enough that he doesn’t get boners.” She grinned, “Makes it manageable.” Then she tried to control the grin. Damn it! Why was she getting off on this?

“Maybe we could try something else?”

“Well, there’s also removing the penis, called a penectomy, I believe. that would do it.”

“I don’t think so.”

“Why not?” she pushed him a little.

“Oh, I don’t know. I’ve just sort of become attached to the little fellow.”

She grunted, “It doesn’t look so little right now.”

He was still standing with the peignoir held open and he looked down.

His penis was o half a chub now. Now it was the full blown ding dong. It stood out eight inches.

And Shiela, for the first time in her life, wondered what that thing would feel like if it was in her.

Shiela took him to campaign headquarters early that evening. She had spent the day grooming Jax, teaching him, instructing him everything from the fine points of eye shadow to how to walk so that his, her, ass swayed suggestively.

“I don’t want to be suggestive!” he had complained.

“Well, I want you to be,” she snapped.

So he was.

Now they stood in the conference room, everybody out to dinner but Senator Finder.

The Senator inspected Jax and nodded approvingly. “You were always nice to look at, you have a soft demeanor, but now…this is swell.”

She spoke to Shiela. “When will he be ready for public consumption?”

We could try a trial run at a luncheon maybe. You have one tomorrow, I believe. Then we see.”

“What are you going to do about his dick?”

Jax was wearing a blouse and a skirt. The skirt was flared and meant to hide his burgeoning boner, but it sure didn’t. It just lifted the material up ludicrously.

“We can do a gaff, a chastity tube, or shots. Do you have any preference?”

“Well, the crossdressers I have known…” that was sure a loaded statement, “have always found the gaff to be uncomfortable. The tube is frustrating, but works quite well. Let’s save the shot for if we need it.”

“Okay.”

“There’s a selection of chastity devices in my office at home, the cupboard in the corner, the key is in the right hand drawer. Stop off and take a couple of them. I need his dick hidden if he’s going to be doing a luncheon with me.”

“Very good.”

Then the Senator turned her attention on Jax. “Honey, you are spectacular. You are going to get me so many votes.”

Jax nodded.

“What?”

He hadn’t want to talk because his voice was low. “Yes, ma’am.”

Senator Finder nodded, then added, “See if you can get him a shot for his voice, tighten up those chords and make him sound more girlish.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

And the meeting was over.

They drove home silently. then: “This is not the way to your apartment.”

“I need to pick up the chastity device. Devices. We need your dick handled by tomorrow.”

He spoke without thinking. “I used to just stroke it a few times.

Shiela’s head jerked towards him, then she laughed.

“Sorry,” he muttered.

“Don’t be. That was refreshingly real.”

“Why don’t you drop me off at the Mayfair and I’ll get dinner stuff.”

“Now? I thought we’d just order Chinese.”

“Yuk. I said I’ll cook.”

She complied, and he walked into the big supermarket and she shot off up the street.

Fifteen minutes later she drove through the parking lot and he popped into the car. A few minutes after that they were at her apartment.

And a half hour after that they were sitting down to a dinner of crispy tofu with maple-soy glaze.

“Oh, my God!” blurted Shiela. “You know how to cook!”

“I’m a bachelor, sort of fell into it.”

And she thought: He cooks better than a woman!

She said, softly, “You wear a dress better than a woman, you cook better than a woman. Honey, I think you missed your calling.”

He didn’t respond, but he was thinking: I like being in lingerie. And these boobs on my chest, they’re…they’re exciting. What the fuck is wrong with me?


Part Two

“Okay, small dinner with a bunch of tech guys. You ready?” Senator Finder was sitting at her desk and Shiela applied her make up.

Jax nodded. “I’ve got one of them as gay, all of them as LGTBQ pro, are there any surprises for me?”

“Shiela?”

“Shouldn’t be. Just be sure to greet a with handshake, don’t hug unless they initiate. How’s that chastity tube?”

Jax looked down. The front of his dress was flat, but in between his legs his dingus was doing everything in its power to break out and live free.

“It’s okay.”

“No pain? No rubbing?”

“Lots of pain, but it’s the nice kind.”

Senator Finder grinned. “I love it when a man is horny. All right, ready to go?”

They headed for the back elevator and descended to the garage. The whole way Shiela was giving instructions. “I’ll be in the next room if you need anything. Keep your shoulders back. Remember, you’re a known commodity, but an untried one.”

“Don’t worry,” put in Finder. “They won’t be testing you. That will come later, after you become familiar.”

“How will they test me?”

“A pat on the ass, a little too friendly hug. Anything that encroaches on your space.”

“And then I haul off and punch them.”

Both women stared at him.

“Just joking,” he grinned.

Senator Find snorted. Shiela looked a little rueful.

They arrived at the Calero district an hour later. It was off South San Jose, and the houses were in the five mill range. Big houses with big pools. Spear tip fences, lots of well watered shrubbery.

“It’s like a park here.”

“A park for billionaires,” muttered Shiela.

The limo deposited them at the end of a horseshoe and they headed towards a two story house with large columns.

Now that they were in public and Senator Finder was going for the vote she clung to Jax’s arm, and that created an interesting dynamic.

Senator Finder was the same height as Jax, so she wore high heels and took the dominant posture in their relationship.

Jax tumbled to the fact that this was one more reason she had chosen him for the tranny vote. She didn’t want to appear to be the lesser in any relationship.

And, she was very circumspect, leading Jax when necessary, allowing him to lead when it seemed appropriate. Touching him, but leaving the sexual relationship obscure.

She wanted to be friendly to the LGTBQ, but not too friendly.

And it worked.

For a small party it was about a 100 people. There were tech presidents, internet influencers, leaders of protest groups.

Senator Finder made the rounds, smooching cheeks across the room, and Jax was introduced, even as Senator Finder hugged his arm, or put an around his shoulder.

Jax could see a lot of people regarding him intently. Trying to decide whether he was a mover, or just eye candy.

Oddly, he felt like eye candy more than anything.

People asked him things, but he was in the middle of trans confusion, and he stumbled over responses, even to things that he knew well.

“Wonderful,” whispered Finder at one point. “You’re creating a mystery in their minds.”

“I don’t know what I’m doing here,” Jax answered honestly.

“Then have a good time. Have a few drinks.”

So he did. And he smiled a lot and sipped champagne, or whatever, and was surprised when men came up and started trying to hustle him.

And it scared him.

If he was a guy he could have popped some of these guys, they were really rude and overbearing. But as a woman he had to just smile and go with it, and pray that Senator Finder would intervene.

But Senator Finder was chatting here, chatting there, and only occasionally glancing at him.

He was flanked by two men, both larger than him, and trying his best to handle the situation, when he felt a tug on his arm.

“Miss Porter, I have a call for you.”

It was Shiela, and Jax nodded to the two men and followed Shiela to a side room.

“Oh, Shiela! This is terrible!”

Shiela put her arms around him and held him. “Honey, you are doing spectacular. I watch, and you are perfect. I’ve even heard a couple of people ask who you were. You’re making an impression.”

“But I’m stupid! I try to think of the feminine thing to do and my thoughts just fail.”

Shiela just grinned and freshened up Jax’s lipstick. “Don’t worry so much. Have a drink. You haven’t had a shot to get your voice higher, so whisper. When somebody asks you a question turn it on them. Ask them what they think. Most of the people in here love to hear themselves talk. Now, are you calming down?”

“I think so,” he lied.

“This is it,” she said, pinching his cheek. “No more rehearsing or nursing our parts.”

A self conscious laugh popped out him. “We know all our parts by heart!”

“I knew it. A guy who likes Laurel and Hardy has got to like Bugs and Daffy.”

With that she pushed him back out on the floor, and the refrain Shiela had started kept bubbling in his mind.

Overture, curtains, lights…

And that was what he needed. Senator Finders found him, people talked to him, and he felt like he was in a Three Stooges skit, and it was okay.

THREE WEEKS LATER…

“Polls are up! The LGTBQ vote is going to put me over the top!” Finder was gloating.

The staff was grinning, and Shiela put her hand on Jax’s forearm and squeezed it.

Senator Finder turned to Jax. “And it’s your doing. The hetero vote is not sinking, and I just had word that the NTCE is going to back us.”

There was a spatter of hand claps and a few ‘well dones’ around the table.

“So, a little party tonight, just for us. You guys and gals don’t mind drinking a little Pappy Van Winkle, do you?

None did, and glasses appeared and were quickly filled. And almost as quickly emptied.

If there was one thing political types knew it was how to drink somebody else’s liquor.

Shiela and Jax sipped and smiled at each other. After three weeks of living together they were getting quite used to each other. They were starting to like each other, and to seek each others company.

“How’s it going, Jackson?” asked Shiela, using his full name.

“Well, outside of being extremely horny…”

That was his common complaint, and it was true.

Shiela laughed. “Like the Senator has said, I like a horny man.”

“Yeah, well, maybe you should unlock me for a night. After all, you don’t want my dingus shriveling from a lack of use.”

“Oh, hell,” she snickered. “I don’t care if you shrivel.”

“But—“

“Jax, I’d like to talk to you. In my office.”

Jax looked up at his boss and smiled. “Yes, ma’am.” To Shiela, “Excuse me.”

Jax headed off, and Finder paused for a moment. She leaned down and whispered, “Is that the key to his cage around your neck?”

Shiela felt an unhappiness well up. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Let me take that off your hands,” she grinned and held her hand out.

Shiela felt like a goose had just stepped on her grave.

But what could she do? She had no claims on Jax, and the Senator was her boss. The chastity tube was actually hers!

Keeping a straight look on her face, Shiela unfastened the chain and pulled the key off. She handed the little, gold thing to the senator and sat back.

Finder grinned, tossed the key up and caught it, then turned and followed Jax.

Jax entered Finder’s office and sat in the leather chair facing her desk.

Three weeks he had been playing the part of a tranny. A shemale. Not a large part, but a significant part, of the LGTBQ community.

He was a man being a woman.

He was getting used to it.

It was like a new pair of pants. At first they feel weird, then they get a little worn, and they’re fine.

Or a new car, drive it a while and you figure out the feel of the thing.

Of course this was about a hundred times more intense.

Get up in the morning and put your make up on.

Use Nair, especially on the face, regularly.

Learn how to fit into a bra, other lingerie.

Brush your hair, repair your nails.

Truth, it was more fun than being a man.

A man pulled on a pair of pants and that’s it.

A woman had to make sure her clothes fit right, and boobs change the whole complexion of the chest.

Boobs—

“Hey, Jax.”

Jackson looked around and Senator Finder was walking straight towards him. Like a tiger about to eat her prey.

He stood up, a reaction to her aggressive mood.

She walked right into him, put her arms around his waist, which was corset thin. Kissed him full on the mouth. Her hands rose up and clutched at his boobs.

Jax didn't have a chance. Playing the part of a woman tends to make a person soft, and he was definitely softened.

Add to it, he was a man underneath it all, and though his cock was in a cage, it was doing all the thinking.

As she munched on his mouth his penis did the escape dance, trying to get hard, trying to get out and stand up and do its thing.

In this last Finder helped him. She reached under his dress, into his panties, and worked a key.

The chastity tube fell off, clattered on the floor, and her hand was suddenly filled with his cock.

It felt so good to finally be free. It felt so good to have a hand massaging it, and suddenly he was close to cumming.

She backed off, but stayed pressed against him. Breathing into him, holding him without stroking.

He whimpered. He wanted to shoot.

“Not yet, lover. I want you horny. I think I told…I like my men horny.”

“You…did.”

She pulled his head down to her breasts. He attacked her cleavage and she reached behind her and unzipped while he savaged her mountains.

He reached down, under her dress, and grabbed her mons. She wasn’t wearing panties and his finger slipped right into her.

And he felt guilty.

There was nothing between him and Shiela, but…he felt guilty.

He was going to screw the Senator, and he was thinking of Shiela, the woman he wanted to screw.

But did she want to screw him?

She pushed his head back, stared into his hungry and confused eyes and shimmied out of her dress.

A moment, then she pulled his head back to her chest.

He fingered her, and she swept everything off the desk.

He thought she was going to lay back, have him screw her on the mahogany, but she didn’t.

She turned him around and pushed him over.

He was suddenly face down on the wood, feeling the cool surface on his ample chest.

She leaned over him and whispered into his ear.

“I’ve been wanting to do this ever since we decided you would be the one.”

He arched his back in shock as she pressed a finger into him.

The force of the entry, the wiggle of her fingers as she searched for something, he was helpless. Her finger robbed him of strength. His legs were trembling and she used two fingers and reamed him and dug deep.

Suddenly he felt like he was going to pee.

“Hey!” he gurgled.

“I know,” she bit his ear. “Do it. Piss on my desk.”

So he did. He was weak, and trembling, and he let the liquid out. Except it wasn’t pee, it was cum.

He rose up and looked down and saw what he was issuing. He started to say something, but she pushed him back down, pressed on his prostate harder, made him ooze more and more.

“This will empty you,” she whispered in his other ear. “Then you won’t be able to squirt, but you’ll be as hard as I want you, and I want you for a long time.

Jax felt her lift and touch his innards, and he whimpered. It felt so good, so warm and wonderful.

Then, a minute later, she pulled her fingers out and turned him to face her. He was bent back over the desk, and she grabbed his balls and lifted, forced him back up over the desk.

She put a knee up, then the other one, then she knee walked up his body.

Jax gasped as she sank down on him. “Oh…oh!”

“Yeah,” she agreed, and the look on her face was satisfied. Very satisfied.

Shiela waited outside the office a long time. Sometimes she thought she heard sounds, but nothing she could define.

And what were they doing in there?

She knew what they were doing.

She knew that Jax was getting the screwing of his life. Senator Finder was known for doing this; for taking aides and screwing them. Usually she dumped them right after, but there was something different about Jax, and something different about how the Senator looked at him.

Was it the same thing she felt for Jax? A burning lust that soaked her loins?

She had a feeling that it was, but she knew that beneath her burn was a real regard for Jax. A concern that the the Senator would never feel.

She went to the door and listened, and heard squelching sounds.

Yes, they were fucking, and it hurt her right in the heart. A pain she had never felt before.

But she had no call on Jackson. She had no right to him. The had looked at each other, and she thought he might have a feeling for her, but they had never discussed it, and now she was pretty sure they wouldn’t.

The Senator had gotten to him first, and, her heart feeling like somebody had stomped all over it, but it was still her own fault, Shiela gathered up her purse and briefcase and headed for the door.

Finder poured a half a glass of whiskey and handed it to Jax. “Heysoos,” she muttered, staring at him. “I never thought it would be that good.”

“Sex with me?” He was dazed, overwhelmed.

“Sex with a woman.”

That confused him. He was a man. But…no. He was a woman. What was he? Was he some kind of half and half man? Was he the worst parts of both? The best parts? What the fuck was he?

And confusing it even more was the real ‘answer.’ He was happy.

Sinking his dick into the Senator had been…awesome.

Yet, even while he screwed her, he thought of Shiela.

The woman who had made him what he was, whatever he was.

Finder poured her own whiskey, then sat down at her desk. She was only wearing a bra now, a half bra, and her nipples rose up over the edge, stiff and turgid. All the fucking and she wanted more.

“I want to start you on hormones,” she said, sipping at her glass and studying him over the rim. “We can make it so those boobs get bigger, and your body will change even more. Oh, you’re perfect, but you can always be more perfect. And I like your dick. But if we chemically castrate you then we can insert a rod in there, make it easier to tie it down, you wouldn’t have to wear that stupid chastity device. How do you feel about that?”

“Uh…”

But she was talking for herself. Like all politicians, she was used to having her own way, and she was assuming that he would go along with her.

“I don’t think so.”

That was the moment her eyes hardened up.

People didn’t say no to her.

“Well,” she said, putting her glass down, “We’ll talk about it. Right now, I want you to put that tongue of yours to work. Come here.”

Jax might be able to stand up for his own manhood, but he couldn't stand against the lure of her pussy, her lips, what she did to him.

Shiela was laying in bed when he came home. She turned on her side and pretended to be asleep.

It was late, almost morning, and he had spent the whole night screwing the Senator. Or being screwed by her, if the stories Shiela had heard were true.

He undressed in the living room, then tiptoed through her room to the bathroom.

He stopped. “Shiela?” in a soft whisper.

She didn’t respond, so he went into the bathroom, brushed his teeth as silently as he could, then returned through her room to his room.

She lay still, except for the moisture in her eyes. She could kick herself.

“How’d it go last night?” Shiela asked at breakfast.

He had fixed Eggs Benedict, her favorite, but she had no taste for them. She was hurting.

“It was…interesting.” He was subdued. She took that for an unwillingness to discuss what had happened to him.

Then they were silent. Her hurting but determined not to show it. She had no claim on him.

Him hurting because…he didn’t love the Senator, and she made him feel…cheap.

She had used him, it was a fuck to her, and nothing more. An exciting fuck, but…he might as well have been a rolled up piece of veal, shoved into her pussy like a meat dildo.

But it was business as usual at the campaign headquarters. The election was coming up, and their were polls to be taken, deals to be made, volunteers to train.

Everybody worked at a fever pitch, forgetting their own problems in favor of the bigger problem of getting Senator Finder elected.

Finder gave Jax a grin and a thumbs up when he entered, and he smiled wanly, and felt like shit.

Then, mid morning she came to his desk and acted like she was discussing a report with him. but she was really just rubbing his shoulder with her boob and telling him, “I want to do it again.”

“Oh,” and she noticed his lack of enthusiasm.

“You want to, don’t you?”

“Uh, yeah.”

She frowned. She was going to have to give Jax a lesson in manners. If he was going to be her fuck toy he had to act happy about it all.

At lunch she called him into the office. “We need to discuss your attitude.”

“My attitude is okay.”

“You know, Jax, if you don’t get a little happier about your ‘duties’ around here…I can made your situation a little difficult.”

He said nothing, just frowned.

“And I notice that you haven’t started taking hormones. You haven’t even been to that doctor I told you to go see.”

“I…don’t want to.”

“Well, you’d better want to.” She was getting very irritated. She turned her swivel to the side and spread her legs. “Do it.”

So he did.

He knew his job was at stake. He knew that she could fire him and make it so he never got another job again in politics. Even if he got her elected, if he didn’t do what she wanted she would hurt him.

And eat her and eat her.

When his mouth was sore and his lipstick smeared to nothing she just shoved his face back in and fucked it some more.

But it didn’t have the desired affect. When Jax left the office he didn’t want her at all. And the more she demanded his sexual attentions less and less he wanted her.

Which made her want him more and more. She wanted him to submit to her now. He was waking up a mean streak in her, and she was starting to enjoy her mean side.

The night after Senator Finder had it out with Jax he was miserable. He fixed hamburgers for dinner. Plain. No cheese. A slice of onion, no caramelization. The lettuce was wilted. He didn’t bother with French fries, and even the Coke was flat.

“Jackson,” asked Shiela. “What’s wrong?”

He shook his head.

He did the dishes silently, lost in his own dismal thoughts.

He did the laundry.

He went to bed and just lay there, his eyes open.

He wasn’t a young high schooler, obsessed with pussy and willing to fall in love with anything, even a knothole, for the chance to cum.

He wanted a person. A human being. Some one to let him know he wasn’t alone in the universe.

He lay there, eyes open, thinking, but not really thinking. Just lost in misery.

About midnight he got up and went through Shiela’s room to the bathroom.

The apartment was quiet and he tip toed, and sat down to pee. When he was done he returned through her room.

“Jackson.”

He froze. “Yes.”

“Come here.”

He walked to the side of Shiela’s bed.

She pushed the covers back, invited him.

He put his knees on the edge of her bed, then simply laid down.

She held him then, and he cried.

And she cried.

And the rest of the night passed happily.

Senator Finder became more and more demanding, threatening him, even physically pushing him around.

What made it worse was that Jax was getting hornier and hornier.

Senator Finder was making him eat her out every day, multiple times a day, to multiple orgasms. He was now sleeping with Shiela, and they were growing closer and closer, but because of his chastity tube he couldn’t make love to her.

Of course he could perform cunnilingus on her, and use his fingers, but that just made him even more hornier and hornier.

Days passed, weeks passed, and Senator Finder was enjoying the situation. She often grabbed his balls and shook them, bringing him to his knees, then she would hold his hand in public and whisper in his ear.

“When are you going to give me what I want, dickless.”

He would smile to the crowd and whisper back, “Give me the key. Stop this.”

“No.” And she would laugh and wave at the crowd.

Then she said she would let him go after the election. But he knew she wouldn’t.

The fact was that she enjoyed tormenting Jax. She had a kink to her personality that, while it gave her much entertainment, was downright mean.

Then, one night, Shiela told him, “Beg her next time. Get her to admit everything.”

“Why?”

Shiela was a bit obscure, and merely said, “It’ll be therapeutic.”

Therapeutic? Not for that cold hearted bitch, thought Jax.

But when she called him into her office after work a day later he decided to do what Shiela had suggested.

“Get down on your knees, Jax, get down and worship at the portal.

What was bad was that when she swiveled to the side and spread her legs he could see that she had been with somebody else, and just within the last few minutes.

Sperm was coming out of her slit.

She looked at him with a knowing look.

“I don’t want to,” he said. “You’ve just been fucked. You’ve still got sperm in you.

Her eyes slitted and she growled, “You better, if you ever want the key to that delightful little chastity tube I keep you in.”

“Give me the key. I don’t want to be locked up anymore.”

“What? Getting a little horny? How long has it been now, a month? Two months?”

Jax felt it then, just a little bit of hope. He didn’t know why, but he had the feeling that if he played this the way Shiela had said…maybe…

“Why won’t you let me out? Why do you force me to eat your pussy after it’s…after it’s been fucked?”

She stood up and grabbed his hair and twisted her fist. It hurt and she forced him to his knees.

He could have resisted, but he still had that intuitive feeling about how to play this.

“Ow! he cried. “You’re hurting me!”

She crowed with laughter. She pulled his head between her thighs. “You stupid, little sissy transfuck! You’ll do what I say and like it! Or I’ll fire you, and I’ll fire that cow bitch girlfriend of yours. Now eat!”

Jax ate, and was sobbing. The sad fact was that in acting like a woman for a couple of months he had taken on a softer personality. The old Jackson, pre-trans, might have fought back. But now…he was a victim to her anger.

She sat back down and held his hair and mushed his face into the goo seeping out of her hole.

“Take that, you bitch!”

His face was cum stained, and tear stained, and he begged for her to not hurt him.

Being told not to hurt him really set her off. It made her want to hurt him, woke up that really mean kink of hers.

She slapped his face.

Stunned, he fell back and rubbed his cheek.

She raised a foot, placed on his chest and pushed.

He went all the way back onto his backside. “Now get out of here you wimp!”

“Won’t you ever let me cum?”

“Not a chance. I like you like this. A weak, little tranny tramp. Just think, in bullying you I get to abuse both men and women.”

“But you don’t even like me!”

“Ha! You’re like my voters. I need you, but…you disgust me. Now get out of here.”

Jax straightened his dress and left.

He walked slowly past Shiela’s desk, and tried not to cry.

Shiela stared at him, and there was a firm set to her jaw.

Shiela had had enough.

Two days later Jax walked into the campaign headquarters. He was in high heels and a nice summer dress, and the guards at the front desk stared at him.

He looked at his reflection on the wall of the elevator. Did he put his make up wrong? Was he trailing toilet paper?

He was fine. Nothing was wrong, so why had they stared at him?

He stepped off the elevator and there was nobody in the front of the offices. He walked past the empty receptionist station and into the back. At the far end of the room everybody was gathered around a monitor. Staring intently.

He walked up behind the crowd and stared at the monitor.

Himself, on his backside, a look of fear on his face. Senator Finder laughing at him.

“Ha! You’re like my voters. I need you, but…you disgust me. Now get out of here.”

Oh, fuck!

That was when one of the girls turned and saw him. “Jax!”

Everybody turned and Jax wanted to shrivel up and run away.

But their response to his presence was not what he expected.

“It’s okay, Jax.”

“We’re on your side.”

“I knew she was mean, but…jeez, Jax, the way she treated you.”

Hands touched him, words supported him, and he suddenly found a lot of sympathy for his situation.

At that moment Finder strode through the doors.

She was wearing a power outfit, a green pencil skirt and short jacket. She looked every inch the up and coming power woman.

And she stopped.

“What?”

“I quit,” said Teddy, from statistics.

“I can’t believe I helped you get elected, you bitch!”

“What? What’s going on?” Finder cried out, suddenly shocked and helpless in the face of disgust and anger.

“That you could treat poor Jax that way!” That was Susie, who liaised with various LGTBQ groups. “My people will be withdrawing their support!”

“Jax? What did Jax say!” She was actually scared, but trying to put on a brave front.

“Jax said nothing, bitch! See for yourself!”

The video was started at the beginning on the monitor and Jax and Senator Finder stared at it. Their mouths dropped open as the Senator’s bullying ways were revealed to the world.

When it was over Senator turned to Jax. She was going to accuse him, but…it was obvious that he was as shocked as her.

She turned and walked quickly into her office. Shortly after that the sound of things being smashed and broken came from her office.


Epilogue

Senator Finder resigned. There was no coming back from the scandal.

She tried to claim that it was all consensual, just play acting, but nobody believed her.

Shiela was fired, walked out of the office like a criminal by security. She had a big smile on her face and was high fived by everybody who could get in her way. The security guards didn’t really care that much.

Jax was called in to Senator Finder’s office.

“Well, I guess you’re happy now.” She threw the key at him.

“No.”

She stared at him.

“A world without war would make me happy. But this…this is just a bunch of bullshit on the way.”

Finder snorted and ignored him.

He didn’t bother telling anybody he quit, just gathered a box of belongings and headed out.

To a standing ovation.

He smiled at everybody, and left.

“So, that was why you wanted me to get her to confess.”

They sat in Shiela’s apartment and sipped bourbon and Coke.

“Yep.” Happily.

“We’ll never work in politics again.”

“No, but we’ll work. Let’s start our own business.”

“Doing what?”

“Hidden camera stuff.”

He looked at her. “Well, I guess we could, but first there’s something I need to do that shouldn’t appear on any hidden camera.”

Shiela tilted her head in question.

He held up the key, stood up and took her hand.

She just laughed, and they headed for the bedroom.

END
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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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Stories!

Stories of Forced Feminization
and Female Domination!





