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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 first heard of OWK, the Other World Kingdom, where men are slaves and women are sovereign, many years ago.

Now it is mostly on the internet with a few events at the original castle.

I always wondered what life would be like for a castle dedicated not to just slavery, but to feminization.

What would it be like to take a man and use a combination of medieval and modern methods to train him in how to be a woman?

What torments, and what pleasures, must a young man endure to become a thing of beauty?

I did write something similar to this years ago. It is titled, ‘Womanland,’ and it is part of a large series.

Those of you who have read Womanland will see the similarities, and note that this work deviates towards feminization, and doesn’t have the conflict of men v women that Womanland has.

It was a lot of fun writing this, and I really liked revisiting some of the concepts in that earlier work. Enjoy, and…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“No,” Liam yawned. “Not tonight, honey.”

Denise stared at her husband. It was dark, so he couldn’t see her staring, and she couldn't really see much of him, just a shape in the dark, but she was staring hard.

Liam was a chubby fellow. He was short, he and his wife were the same height, but she was 140 pounds, and he was 240 pounds.

Once upon a time, before an endless diet of pasta and desserts, he had been skinny, and handsome. Quite handsome. But the bulging rolls of fat that built on his frame ended that.

On the other hand, Denise had kept her svelte, but stacked figure. She worked out and had a perfect 36 by 24 by 36 body.

She had plump lips and sparkling eyes, and the fact that Liam didn’t want to fuck her was alarming.

She had had a first husband, and when he had stopped fucking her the marriage was about over.

She didn’t want that to happen to this man. He was too good to squander. Of course, he wasn’t perfect, but, sigh, who was?

“Liam?” she poke into the darkness towards his bulk.

“Yeah, babe?”

“Why?”

“Why what?”

“Why don’t you want to make love?”

“Sorry, honey, but I’m just too pooped to pop. My dick isn’t even hard.”

“I could take care of that.” She reached under the covers for him, but he lifted a leg and turned and fended her off.

“I’m sorry. I don’t mean to hurt your feelings, but I really am tired.”

Shortly after that he slipped into the soft sighing of sleep, and shortly after that he was snoring.

She lay on her back, one hand slipping up to her breasts. She cupped one, then rubbed a nipple. Damn! She was ready!

The other hand slipped down to her junction and she began to breath harder.

Liam snored, she rubbed, and shortly she was arching her back, her eyes were rolling up, and that wonderful tsunami of golden feeling swept through her body.

It was satisfying, but she was left with an edge.

She would have preferred for Liam to spread her legs and do the dirty. He had a delightful pole, and there is nothing like the feeling of hot meat sliding against wet lips.

Was he really that tired?

He had been working hard, but…in the back of her mind she thought she knew what the problem was.

He was fat.

He was a hundred pounds over weight, and carrying that amount of weight everyday would certainly tire him out.

She was going to have to help him lose weight, even if she had to make him. She wanted him to be fresh and rested enough to give her a poke whenever she wanted it.

After all, she had long recognized that she was somewhat of a nymphomaniac.

Not obsessive, but certainly hungrier for sex than most.

Heck, she had just jilled off, and she was still thinking about sex with her hubby.

Or maybe it was just the fear of rejection that she had.

Well, she thought as she turned over to sleep, whatever, she was going to have to do something about it.

Snore.

The next day Liam was up and about, and he was chipper, but he still didn’t have much desire for sex.

Which irritated Denise all over again, so she went looking for weight loss solutions on the net. And the weight loss solutions were numerous.

She could get him hooked on heroin, or meth, or some other ‘weight loss’  drug.

That made her laugh. Make her hubby into an addict to shed weight. No thank you.

There were quite a few legitimate weight loss drugs. With an enormous amount of side effects.

He could end up with nausea, heart problems, dizziness, and so on. No thanks.

Weight loss could be uncomfortable, but it shouldn't be dangerous.

She examined all sorts of gyms, exercise equipment and that sort of thing, but Liam had never stuck with those things in the past, so that didn’t seem to be a good idea.

After hours of research she came across a small ad.

Totally Natural Weight Loss!

Denise clicked on the Youtube video and watched.

Large, rotund fellows were accompanied into a castle. That’s right, a castle!

They were escorted by women wearing black, skin tight, dominatrix outfits, very severe, and they waved happily at the camera. Man, Liam wold like that!

Scenes were played on the video of men doing pull ups, push ups, squats, and so on.

The narrator, a woman,  spoke in a gentle manner.

“‘Fataway’ is a luxury resort located above Greece in the beautiful mountains of North Macedonia. It is manned by a superior staff of caring professionals.”

Scenes of high mountains played across the monitor, followed by a cadre of smiling young men and woman.

“Fataway specializes in good food without preservatives, GMOs, or the other poisons a modern society has foisted upon us.”

Scenes of smiling workers tending to crops in a large field, waving happily at the camera person.

“Fataway relies on unique body weight exercises to trim the excess weight off your frame.”

Scenes of men happily doing jumping jacks and running around a field.

Denise watched video several times, getting more and more excited. This could be a solution!

And, Lord, she wanted a solution. She wanted Liam to live a long and healthy life, and to make love to her every day.

She made up her mind.

That night she fixed a sumptuous dinner, all the dishes Liam loved, even the fattening ones.

She dressed provocatively, wearing bra and skimpy panties under a peignoir. Her breasts were thrust out, her butt was round. Her make up was perfect.

Liam was sitting in the den reading a newspaper when the hurricane hit.

“Hey, honey, here,” she handed him a bourbon and Coke.

“Whoa! thanks, babe!” He took the drink, then looked up and his eyes grew wide.

“Wow! What’s the occasion?”

“Come along to dinner. Let’s eat first, then I have a present for you.”

“Lord! I lucked out! A beautiful woman, great bourbon, and a present. What kind of a present.”

She had him on his feet now, and she reached a hand past his roll of fat, into his pants, and gripped his penis.

“The kind of present you’re going to love,” she cooed.

Holding him in her perfectly manicured hands she pulled him into the dining room.

She sat him down and brought in succulent dishes. She tucked a napkin into his collar, put a knife and fork in his hands, and smiled, “You get busy. I’ve got something I need to do.”

“Huh?”

He looked at the dinner, and grinned. He loved food. It was food that was ruining him, but…he still liked it. And the aroma of these delicious dishes was mouth watering.

He dug in, and Denise knelt and crawled under the table.

“Hey!” He felt her hands unzipping him, working under his belly, pushing his legs apart. Then she was gently slurping on his cock.

“Oh, fuck!” he wheezed.

“Keep eating, honey.”

He ate, chewing with his mouth while his cock celebrated in her mouth.

It was wonderful and delightful and a bit excruciating.

He ate his steak, downed his potatoes, and all the while she was stroking, massaging, fondling, and bringing him to the edge.

He finished, and when he leaned back and sighed and started to enjoy just the blow job, she came out from under the table.

“Oh, baby! I was close! Finish me off!”

Instead, she went into the kitchen and brought back a large bowl of orange sherbet ice cream. His favorite.

He groaned and he ate, spooning globs of orange deliciosity into his mouth.

She unbuttoned his shirt and stood slightly behind him, reached over his shoulder and played with his nipples.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered. “What are you doing to me?”

He finished, and she pulled the chair back, went around to the front of him and scooted up on his lap. She spread, sat, and slid down his shaft.

His eyes went wide. Never had he experienced such a wonderful dinner in his life!

Yet, once on him, she stopped moving.

“Come on, baby!” he tried to hump her.

But her weight, plus his weight, was too much. He couldn’t do the lift and wiggle necessary to get off.

Denise kissed him, felt his chubby pectorals—Lord, they actually felt like little tits—and didn’t let him up for air.

Finally, gasping, so horny he wanted to bust, Liam drew his head back and stared at her.

“Honey,” she whispered, “I’ve made you a reservation at a weight loss resort.”

“What?” His voice squeaked like a frog with a pencil up its ass.

“I’ve made all the arrangements, and we leave tomorrow.”

“But…but I can’t! I’ve got work!”

“You have your own company. I talked to Rod, your manager and he said you’re due for a vacation.”

“Honey! I can’t! I—OW!”

She gripped his nipples and squeezed. “I packed your bags and we will be leaving first thing tomorrow morning. Period.”

“But—“

She twisted.

“OW! Let go!”

“Not until you agree!”

“But—“

“OW!”

And, finally, unable to get her off his dick, her twisting his nipples mercilessly, he succumbed.

“Okay.”

“Word of honor?”

“Yes.”

“Pinkie swear?”

“For God’s sake, yes!”

“Good, just in time, because…becau…OH…YES!”

She came on his lap.

Poor Liam, because she had been squeezing his nipples, couldn’t get off in time.

She stood up and looked down at him.

He was quivering, on edge, but…”

“Sorry, baby. But if you’ve still got a boner then maybe I can get you to give me some more tonight. Okay?”

“Oh, geez,” he whimpered.

He sat and trembled and looked down at his dick. It was standing up, glistening with her juices, a drop of pre-cum oozed out of the slit.

He looked up at her, “Can’t we…?”

She just kissed him, and grinned, and said, “I like you like this.”

They flew across the world the next day, and arrived in the birthplace of freedom, Greece.

It was beautiful. It was a country with big bounders and trees and fields and the friendliest people in the world.

They took a short train ride over the border to Northern Macedonia to a small town called Bitola.

It was an old town, very quaint, lots of shops and the people greeted them effusively.

Above the town, on the side of a small but steep mountain, they could see the spires of the Fataway castle.

Denise hired a taxi to drive them up the mountain, and the driver babbled away in a broken combination of Greek and English. Half the time they didn’t understand what he was saying, and half the time they were laughing at what they thought he was saying.

They arrived at a small chalet. It was built of wood hundreds of years before and looked very warm and friendly.

Behind the chalet a road lead through woods to a tall, stone wall. Beyond the wall was the castle of Fataway.

They stepped out of the taxi, the driver zipped away, and they just stood for a moment and let their eyes study the tall trees, the rock wall just beyond.

They were on a plateau on the side of the mountain, and they could smell nothing but fresh air.

“Oh, Lord! I think I might like this!” Liam pronounced, expanding his chest and lifting his belly to smell the fresh air.

A couple of ladies stepped out of the chalet and came down a winding stone path to greet them.

They were wearing what looked like skin tight work out outfits. Oddly, they seemed to be made of leather, which made them look severe.

Also making them look a little severe was the way they wore their long, blonde hair, in knots on top of the heads.

“I guess that keeps their hair out of their eyes when they’re working out,” murmured Liam, trying to check out their large breasts without being obvious.

The women were smiling broadly, however, and they hugged Liam and Denise soundly.

“Welcome to Fataway!” They had accents that were choppy, but sort of sexy. “Come, let us sign you up.”

“Oh, I already signed us up on the internet.”

“Of course, but we need to assign you work out programs, arrange which section of the castle you will be in.”

They walked Liam and Denise up the walk and into the chalet.

It was perfect in the chalet. Wood and beams, old style furnishings.

They took them into an office, computers amongst the period furniture, and sat down.

“First, we need to take your measurements, give you tests, see what you are like, yes?”

It was said with a smile, and it was logical, so Liam and Denise just relaxed.

“Now, just to be clear, from observing your body types, you will be assigned to separate sections.”

Denise frowned, but one of the ladies quickly smiled and placed a hand on her forearm.

“Obviously, you have no outstanding body issues. Unfortunately Liam does, and this requires separate training.”

The woman turned to her friend and gave a slight nod.

“Come,” said the woman to Liam. “I must take your measurements.”

With a shrug, happy to have his hand held by such a stunning, statuesque woman with such perky and amazing breasts, Liam gave a happy shrug to Denise and followed the woman.

Well, actually was pulled by the hand by the woman.

Denise frowned. She was, after all, jealous, and she didn’t like the way Liam had gone after the woman.

“Liam’s program will be much different than yours,” explained the woman with Denise. “He will rise early in the morning, and he will be so busy with the program he will have no time for you.”

“But—“

“And you do want him returned to you in peak healthy, bubbling with muscles and good cheer, don’t you?”

The woman smiled broadly, blandly.

“Well, yes, but—“

“And you don’t want to be awoken at five in the morning to begin the day’s regimen, do you?”

“Well, no, but…”

Your program involves light exercise, a complete make over, and you will love our spa. We have…” the woman kept talking, and Denise’s frown transformed into a smile.

A spa? A make over? This didn’t sound so bad…and she didn’t relish the idea of being awoken by Liam in the wee hours just so he could get an early start on his exercises.

In another part of the chalet Liam was slowly taking off his clothes. He was embarrassed by the big, rolls of fat that plopped out over his belt. He turned red when his man boobs sagged half down his chest.

The only good news, be it a bit embarrassing, was that he had a big stiffie!

Denise hadn’t screwed him since that fateful dinner, and he was horny.

Heck, she had been horny, too, but she had decided that she should make double sure he didn’t go back on his word, so she had sexually starved him, while using her vibrator on herself.

She even laid in bed, next to him, knowing he was horny, and jilling herself to a frothy squirt!

The Fataway woman, however, made no remark. She just weighed him, measured his height, measured his fat content, asked him questions about his diet and life habits.

She did, however, at one point, measure his dick.

“Very good,” she said, as she wrapped a tape around it. “You have a nice, healthy cock.

“Uh…thanks.”

She stroked it a few times, and he realized that she was measuring the amount of time it took until he had pre-cum.

“Very good,” she repeated, wiping her hands off on a towel. Good stiffness, good semen production. You will jack off now so we can measure your sperm.”

“Hey, now just a—urk!”

She grabbed his dingus and squeezed. She leaned close to him, so close her big breasts brushed against his flabby chest, and she whispered so closely her lips brushed his ear. “Unless you would like me to do it for you.”

Oh, God! Of course he did!

But he was married, and in spite of Denise’s jealousy, he was true blue.

“Okay…I’ll do it. Just…let go!”

She did, and he turned around and started stroking.

The woman walked around him, watched, made notes on a clipboard.

“Don’t be shy,” she said. “Most of your exercises will be naked, or in a loincloth.”

“What?”

She didn’t repeat, and he thought maybe she was joking. She sure had a serious expression on her face, however.

She asked him to do some exercises, which he gassed out on, and finally took him back to the other room.

Denise and the other Fataway woman were thick as thieves. They were sipping coffee and leaning across the table and giggling.

“Oh, here you are.”

“Uh, yeah.” He was still buttoning his shirt and his face was red.

Denise tilted her head slightly and inspected him.

“What?”

“I decided we should be on separate programs.”

“What? I thought this was a vacation for both of us!”

“It is, honey, and we’ll get together, but for the programs to have maximum efficiency we need to follow their advice. They’ve been doing this for a long time, you know, and…we should follow their advice.”

He didn’t like it, but Denise seemed positive, so he grunted his okay.

“All right, sign these release forms and we’ll get started.”

The forms were a thick sheaf of papers, very small print, and it wasn’t long until Liam was skimming, then he just flipped to the last page and signed.

Denise read the whole thing, chuckled at a few points, and Liam wondered what was so funny.

Then she signed, and they were officially tested, enrolled, and ready to go.

“Very good,” smiled the woman that was working with Liam. “You come with me.”

“Well just finish our coffee and be along,” said the other woman.

With a last look and a frown, Liam followed the woman out the front door and down the steps.

Denise waved to him through the window, then resumed her little coffee klatch.

“My name is Sigrid,” said the woman.

She led Liam  along a trail and up to the front door of the wall around the castle.

The front door was a big double doors, big enough for a giant hay wagon.

To the side was a smaller door, planks, with the words over it: Men enter here.

“Where do women enter?” he asked out of curiosity.

Sigrid smiled and opened the small door.

Now feeling a bit weird, apprehensive, Liam walked through the doorway. He found himself on a platform. At the other end of the platform was a door. Sigrid opened the door and ushered Liam through it. He found himself standing on a plank platform surrounded by bars. At the far end was a small wall. He turned around to ask what was going on, and Sigrid closed the door.

“Hey!” He was alone on the platform, which he shortly realized was the bed of a wagon.

He pounded on the door. “Hey! Let me out!”

No answer.

He turned to the sides and walked along the wall. The bars that made up the walls were four inches apart and a half inch thick. No way he was going to bend those puppies.

Overhead was a roof, and he went to the wall at the front of the wagon.

There was a wagon seat on the other side of the wall. Next to the seat was a whip, and on a brake lever were hooked reins.

He heard a sound and turned. Sigrid came through the big double doors, then they swung shut. They were ponderous, and they made a heavy sound as they slammed shut.

“Sigrid! Let me out! What is this?”

She smiled up at him, then got up and sat on the seat. She grabbed the whip and took a whistle out of her pocket.

WHEEEEET!

Along the thick wall were eaves made of brick columns and planks. Under the eaves men poured out. Twenty of them. They mostly wore loin cloths, but a couple of them were naked.

They ran to the front of the wagon and picked up wood cross pieces.

Sigrid snapped the whip and the men bent their backs. The wagon began to roll.

Liam shook the bars behind Sigrid. “What the hell is this? Let me out.”

She ignored him.

The wagon rolled down a path. It creaked, and Sigrid snapped the whip and called out names.

“Ho! John boy! Keep up!” Sammy, pull!”

With her shouted commands and the snapping of the whip the pulling of the wagon became a smooth and rapid ride.

Liam looked to the sides. A large field of crops. Naked men were hoeing the rows in one section, harvesting vegetables in another, all committed to the hard work of farming.

At points around the field women dressed like Sigrid, but a little more provocatively, showing more cleavage, the leather so tight one could see their monkey knuckles even from a distance. These woman shouted commands, and cracked whips, and the men hurried. Totting vegetables in baskets perched on their shoulders.

He watched as one naked man approached one of the black clad women. He bent down to the ground, actually touched his forehead to the ground. He seemed to be asking something, or begging, but the woman just laughed and pushed him over with a high heeled boot.

“What the hell is going on?” whispered Liam to himself.

The wagon was pulled around the front of the building. There was a wide set of shallow steps in a semi circle around a large front double door. There were woman standing there, clad in black leather, but it looked like they were also wearing some kind of iridescent armor.

The wagon passed the steps. Women, quite beautiful and mostly in diaphanous gowns turned their heads and smiled as the wagon rolled past. They chuckled, and seemed to have half sneers on their lips. One of them pointed and said something, and the women around her all laughed.

They went around the far corner of the castle and along a narrow trail, then the wagon turned to the right and stopped.

The men all turned and took positions on the opposite side of the push bars. They backed the wagon up to a platform.

Liam was moving back and forth, trying to figure out what was going on. this was the stupidest resort he had ever seen! Didn’t these stupid women realize he was paying good money for this?

The wagon clunked against the wall and Sigrid set the brake and draped the reins over the handle. She climbed down and went to the back of the wagon.

Liam moved along with her on the inside of the cage.

“You better let me out of here!”

She ignored him and entered a little door to one side of the platform.

A moment later the door on the castle opened, it opened to the left, Liam’s right, and Sigrid hooked it to the wall. She then opened the back of the cage quickly.

Liam moved fast, but as a fat man he wasn’t fast enough.

Sigrid pulled the door back and stepped into a hallway. She locked the door open, and he couldn’t get past it into the hallway.

Liam had a choice. He could stay in the wagon, or he could walk through the doors and down a ramp.

There was no place to go in the cage, so he opted for the ramp.

“You just wait,” he snarled as he passed the door behind which Sigrid was. “I know good lawyers, and I’ll own this Fn place!”

The ramp was about thirty feet long and he stepped onto a floor made of paving stones. It was fairly smooth, and he looked down the hallway.

It had a rounded roof, and the whole place was made of blocks of stone fitted together.

He heard sounds from behind him and whirled.

Sigrid had opened the door.

Liam ran up the ramp, but he was out of shape and huffing, and by the time he had reached the top Sigrid had locked all the doors, with herself in the hallway to the side, as thick door closed there, too.

“Son of a…” Liam muttered, and he turned and walked down the ramp.

He made his way down the long hall, feeling the solidness of the carved blocks of stone.

The hallway turned in a slight curve, then opened up on a big room with a series of cells on the sides.

The cells had stone walls between them, and the faces were constructed of thick, metal bars.

The stone floor was hard underfoot, and the cells were empty. there was straw in some of the cells, and it looked like the straw had been pushed into makeshift mattress piles.

“What the…”

He peered in each cell. They were about 15 feet long, and 8 feet wide.

He came to the end of the room and…that was the end. Just a wall.

But in the cell to one side he saw a door.

Smiling, he walked into the cell and to the back.

CLANG!

He spun, and the cell door had been closed.

Okay, so what? He was out of here!”

A smile on his face, he turned back to the back of the cell, approached it and found that…the door was actually quite small. It had looked larger in the gloom, and the angles of sight, but it was all a false perception. The door was only about three feet high!

Still, it was a door.

He opened it and squat walked. The floor was of softer dirt, and he finally went to his knees. He crawled, like a dog, and cursed this place.

It was dark, the only light coming from behind him, and from in front of him. He headed forward, towards the brighter lights.

He came to a series of metal doors. They slid upward, but were permanently in the down position. He didn’t have the muscle, or the leverage, to open the doors.

“Hey!” he yelled.

A voice answered him through one of the doors. “I can hear you.”

“What’s going on?”

“Better just go through one of the doors. They won’t feed us till you do.”

“What?”

“You’ll find a metal door down the hall. Go through it. They won’t feed us till you do.”

“But what is this place?”

“It’s the Fataway resort. Will you go through the door? They don’t feed us that often.”

Other voices rose up behind other doors, and they all said the same thing. Find an open door and go through it. They won’t feed us.

Liam was stuck. He could hardly turn around, and even if he could, nothing but a long crawl, then empty cells, and a ramp that led to a locked door.

“But what about…” he tried to ask questions, but the voices behind the little metal doors kept telling him to go through an open door.

Finally, nothing else to do, nobody willing to explain what was goin g on, Liam crawled a few more yards, found an opened door and squeezed through it.

CLANG!

The door shut and Liam inspected his new cage.

It was like a dog kennel, but with metal bars on the front. He stood up, there was just enough room, and he went to the front and looked out.

There was a long corridor, and by feeling through the bars and to the side he realized that he was in a row of ‘kennels.’

“Hey!”

He heard footsteps, tried to see through the bars and down the corridor.

Sigrid sauntered towards him. She was pushing a cart piled with dishes.

“Sigrid! Let me out of here!”

“Shush, Liam. Best learn manners.”

She passed him, and he stared at her long legs, her fabulous ass, and cursed her under his breath.

Stopped in front of the cell just passed him and took a dish off the cart and slid it under the bars into the next cell.

“Thank you, mistress.”

Mistress? What the F?

Down the line she went.

“Thank you, mistress.”

“Thank you, mistress.”

She pushed the cart, now almost empty of dishes, back.

As she approached he could see one dish. It was filled with a gloppy looking sort of gruel.

“What is this?” he asked.

“Fataway,” Sigrid responded.

She reached under the cart and took out a small box.

“You’re a newby, and until they have proven themselves, all newbies must wear chastity devices.”

She opened the box and laid out the pieces on the cart. She assembled it, showing each piece, lecturing him on how the thing fit together. She finished with, “As soon as you put the tube on I’ll feed you.”

She put the device in a bowl and slid it under the bars of his cage.

“I’m not going to—hey! Where are you going?”

“You don’t want to put it on. I can’t make you. See ya.”

She walked down the hallway, her heels clicking, her ass swaying, and Liam stood open mouthed.

“Better put it on,” said the voice from the cell next to him.

“What? I’m not going to put on a chastity device!”

“Then she won’t feed you. And if you get weak enough you’ll collapse, and she’ll come in and put the device on you anyway.”

But Liam was determined not to give in. He pushed the bowl back under the bars and went back and sat on a lump of straw.

Sigrid came in with the food tray 16 hours later.

The meal Liam had skipped was dinner, and now it was breakfast.

Liam had never felt so hungry in his life. He dreamed of thick, juicy burgers, steaks dripping with A-1, barbecued ribs floating in sauce.

But he didn’t put the tube on.

Sigrid looked in on him, saw the tube still in the dish, and passed by.

There was no smell to the glop she was handing out for breakfast, but Liam could swear he smelled something.

Bacon and eggs. Pancakes thick with syrup. God…he was hungry!

She left.

A couple of hours later she came back and collected a couple of the men in the cages. There had been eight, but now there were only six.

The men that went down the hallway had leashes leading to their butts., and Liam stared hard, WTF?

Also, they had once been fat, but now they had saggy skin.

Liam made it through two more feedings, then he gave in.

He had to keep his strength up, he reasoned, as he figured out how to put his penis in the device.

It went on easily. He had no boner after starving for a couple of days, and he locked it.

And stared at it.

And his cock immediately tried to get hard.

It was the survival instinct. Stop his dick from erecting and it became desperate to erect.

He called out, “Hey, Sigrid! I did it!”

“Quiet down, Liam,” a voice called out from down the row. “She’s not going to feed you special. You have to wait for supper.”

Liam cursed, but, nothing else to do, he sat down on his straw and closed his eyes.


Part Two

A few hours later, at the regular time, Sigrid pushed the tray down the corridor.

“I did, it, Sigrid.”

“Very good, Liam. Take of your clothes and show me.”

“What? Why?”

“I need to check you.”

“But I can show you without taking my clothes off!”

“Yep. But it’s time for you to turn in your clothes. If you don’t give me your clothes I won’t feed you. I’ll be back.”

He stood, hands on the bars, and his mind shrieked.

“Hey! Come back! I’ll take off my clothes!”

But it was too late, she was already moving down the row.

When she returned he had his clothes off. He stood in all his pudginess and his face was bright red.

“Under the bars, please.”

He put his clothes on the floor and pushed then across the floor.

She stooped and picked up the clothes, then she placed a dish on the floor and pushed it under the bars.

Liam had to force himself not to leap on the dish.

“You will address me as Ma’am, or Madam, or Mistress” she said.

“Uh…”

She actually smiled, “Try ‘yes, ma’am.’ It won’t hurt.”

He felt a blush of shame as he murmured, “Yes, ma’am.”

“Good. Come here.”

Nervous, unsure, he stepped to the bars and she reached through the bars. She grabbed his caged cock and examined it. She turned it this way and that and he caught his breath.

She placed her hands around his balls and fondled them. Then she looked up at him and grinned.

“Very good, Liam. You have a nice cock.”

“Where’s my wife?”

“Probably enjoying a massage, or a mud bath.”

“I want to talk to her.”

“You may not communicate on this level. If you would like to give her permission to screw somebody, I can have you fill out the appropriate paperwork.”

“What?” His voice squeaked.

“Remember. Behave yourself, follow the rules, and you will soon be out of here.”

“But, wait!”

Too late, she was moving down the hallway.

Liam looked at the dish of goop. It was brown gravy with some unappetizing chunks sticking out of it.

“What the hell is this stuff?” he wondered aloud.

“Vitamins and minerals surrounded by vegetables with a beef gravy,” came the answer from the next cell.

“With salt peter,” another voice from further down chimed in.

“No salt peter,” argued the first voice. With the cock lock on they don’t need to quell your excitement.”

“That’s just to stop you from masturbating until the salt peter takes affect.”

The argument went on, and Liam held the bowl up and sniffed it.

No smell.

He tasted it, and there wasn’t much taste. A little smell of beef, but that was disguised under what he assumed was the bare smell of things like broccoli and peas and asparagus.

“Crap,” he muttered.

But he ate the gruel, and was glad of it. He had been growing very weak.

The days passed uneventfully. They were fed twice a day. Sigrid would occasionally hold a subdued conversation with one of the men, and she occasionally held their caged cocks through the bars. She even demanded a kiss from Liam once.

Then she held her nose and grinned. “Stinky winkie! Don’t you ever take a shower?”

A couple of men were taken out, and a couple of men were brought in. The men brought in came through the back tunnel, the same as Liam. The men who were taken out on those weird leashes that led to the butt.

Liam felt weak. He was eating everything Sigrid brought in, licking the bowl clean. But there just weren’t enough calories.

His flesh started to sag on him, and he was losing weight.

He dreamed of steaks and ice cream.

Finally, maybe eight days after he arrived, Sigrid stopped in front of his cell. “If you promise to behave, and put this in,” she held up a butt plug with a circle on the handle, “I’ll take you to your next station.”

“Put in a butt plug?”

“Yep. Think about it. Do it. I’ll be back.” she pushed her cart up the corridor.

Liam looked at the plug. It was about an inch, bulbous so it wouldn’t fall out. The texture of the thing was smooth enough, so it would probably slide right in.

The circle on the handle end of it was like the ring on an eyebolt.

Liam had given himself enemas during his life, and every once in a while Denise would use her fingers on him during sex. It was great sex and he looked forward to it, had to stop himself from asking for her fingers and looking a bit too eager.

But…to put an actual butt plug in?

Still, he wanted out of the little kennel he was in badly.

He bent over and felt around behind himself, located his pucker, and slid the thing in.

Oh, crap! That felt good!

He straightened up and groaned from the sensation.

A couple of minutes later Sigrid came back by his cell.

“I did it,” he gasped.

“Turn around and show me.

Dutifully, he turned and bent over.

“Excellent. Back up to the bars. I want to check it.”

His face flaming, he backed up. She reached down and gripped the ring and twisted it.

SPROING! It expanded in his body. He wasn’t sure if it was air filled, or just mechanically flared out, but he jerked and tried to straighten up. It was so big inside him that even that motion made it rub his prostate and his penis tried to get large in his chastity tube.

He groaned and tuned around. “What did you do?”

Sigrid was smiling. “Getting you ready. If you’re going to be a girl you have to be able to accept penetration.”

“What? But…but…”

She unlocked the cage door and stepped back.

This was Liam’s chance, except it was no chance at all.

The thing in his butt was so large , and so pleasurable, he couldn’t just straighten up and leap upon her.

Also, from lack of food he was simply too weak. The woman was robust with sexy muscle.

Worst of all, he had been trying to get boners in his chastity tube, but now, with the anal stimulation, it was ten times worse!

He stepped out gingerly, wanting to cum, but actually afraid that if he came he might break something!

She turned him around, hooked a leash to the ring, and slapped his butt. “Move it, bitch.”

She laughed, and now he understand why the others who he had seen in this situation had been so docile.

She walked him down the corridor, up some carved stone steps, and into an alley.

“Where…where you you…”

“You get to work in the fields. At the end of the day you will get your reward. If you do a good job we’ll take the chastity off.”

The smile on her face when she said this made Liam think there was something insincere about her words.

They came out of the alley, and Liam realized where they were. The alley was the same one he had been taken down in the wagon.

To the right was the front of the castle. In front of him was the huge field with the naked men working in it.

As he was led out into the field he saw that all the men were wearing chastity belts, and that was all. He had thought they were naked, and they were, except for the cages on their cocks.

He was led to warehouse on the left side of the field and a woman with a clipboard stepped out and waited for him.

She was gorgeous. Just like Sigrid, and the others, she had large breasts that overflowed her black outfit. Her hair was up in the dominatrix topknot, and her lips were red. He could smell a sort of rose small to her, and it made his cock try even harder to escape.

“This must be Liam. Hello, Liam. You may call my Ma’am, or Madam, or Mistress. Pick up a basket inside the door, then join the line of men harvesting.”

He picked up the basket, moaning as he bent his knees, the butt plug giving him unbelievable pleasure.

Shortly he was in a line of men, moving down a row of crops, harvesting the crop of the day, which happened to be tomatoes.

He moved gingerly, was able to barely keep up, and that for the sole reason that every time a man bent over to pluck a vegetable he groaned.

Everyone of them had the plugs in their butts.

It was early afternoon when he started his job, and he worked till dark. Then he filed into the big warehouse.

He walked past the big crates of produce he had been filling all afternoon, and asked the fellow behind him. “What happens now?”

“Now we get our reward,” came the reply that was a curious mix of glum and happiness.

Happiness? After working his finger to the bone?

Liam walked into a narrow room. It was gloomy, and he walked past a row of semi stalls. There were a dozen women herding them, and he was told to stop.

A woman came down the line, pushed him back into the stall and hooked up something to his butt.

He stood, dumbly, wondering what was going on.

The woman done hooking up all the men, she gave a yell, and suddenly Liam felt a pull on his plug.

He had to back up, and suddenly he was sitting in a bucket type chair, and the plug began to vibrate.

“Hey!” he yelped, but the men around him were all groaning. Then he was groaning. His prostate was being massaged. A very rhythmic vibration made his penis try to get hard, but it couldn’t.

He wanted to cum, but he couldn’t, not without stimulation to his penis.

Then it felt like he was pissing, but he wasn’t. Semen was pouring out of him and dripping into a bowl under the bucket seat.

He listened to the fluid splatter and then splash, and he moaned with the terrible pleasure of it.

For long minutes the stream of sperm flowed out of him. He just sat and groaned and shivered with the pleasure, and the little bowl in front of him filled up.

Then the machines turned off and the vibrations stopped. He sat, gasping, and the wonderful sensation in his butt left him too exhausted, to happy, to move.

It was a reward. Oh, Lord, it was!

Women came down the line, pulling men out of their stalls. Whatever was holding their rings opened and the men were free to move, though none of them felt like it.

“Come on, Henry…move it.”

“Jim Boy! Have you been eating your sperm again? Are we going to have to muzzle you?”

“How’d you like your first reward, Liam?”

Liam stuttered something and staggered into line.

The line was moved along and Liam was moved into a large room and given a bowl of gruel. He was afraid to sit down because of the plug in his heinie, so he stood , like most of the men, and ate his gruel.

It tasted so bland, and it was only the fact that he was starving that enabled him to eat it. At that, he didn’t finish the whole meal.

He looked around. The men were like him, skin hanging off them. Most of them had more flesh hanging than he, but he was just arrived.

After the meal he was put in line and walked into a large room with a screen on the wall.

The first men managed to get to the back wall and leaned against it. The rest leaned on bars that were erected across the room. The lights went off and the screen lit up.

“Good morning, ladies. Welcome to Orientation 101. Here you will learn about female manners and how to always act like a lady.”

For an hour Liam watched as beautiful women demonstrated how to walk, how to sit, how to move their hands, how to behave to other women and to men.

He was exhausted and kept yawning. He almost slipped off the bar at one point, but the start of falling woke him up.

Around the big room he saw other men having the same problem. Everybody wanted to go to sleep.

Finally, now a stumbling zombie, asleep on his feet, he was herded into a giant room. Everybody immediately lowered themselves to all fours, grunting and groaning from the pleasure in their backsides. Liam knelt, fell to his hands, then gently went on his side.

A man cuddled up against him on one side, another on the other side.

“Hey!”

“We don’t have any warmth but our bodies,” came a sleepy explanation, then Liam was lying in a pile of bodies.

And, the worst thing, he was horny!

He was more than horny. Being drained of his semen hadn’t relieved him, it had excited him. Maybe he had squirted out a batch of baby batter, but his mind still said he needed sex. Needed it more than anything.

Around the room men spooned, and hips moved back and forth, but it wasn’t love, it was a desperate lust, a frantic desire to have sex, when no sex was possible.

Their cocks were locked, their asses were full, and all they could do was groan and writhe and wish.

The days passed, and Liam sank deeper and deeper into his pleasurable lethargy.

He plucked crops, or hoed, or planted, and received his reward, and grew ever more desperate.

He knew the various men working with him, but not by name, only by the warmth of their bodies at night.

He grew filthy with dirt from the fields, and he stopped thinking of himself as Liam, or even a man. He was just a rutting, incapable slave. A thing to be used.

Then, one day a woman appeared before him.

He looked up at her, his mouth hanging open, his cock trying to get hard, his flesh sagging off him.

He was down to 140 pounds, and it was time for him to graduate.

He had reached the stupor of mind necessary to make a good servant of him.

The woman walked, and he followed, to a small shack next to the big warehouse.

He was walked into the shack and then into a shower.

Hot water cascaded down on him and two women scrubbed him with long handle scrub brushes.

Dirt sluiced off him, pooled on the floor and circled the drain.

He heard women discussing him.

“Right on schedule. We’ve only got two weeks left.”

“Are his breasts coming in?”

“I think so. We’ll know more as his skin tightens up. If not we’ll give him some shots. That will do it.”

“Okay, I’ve got him down for botox to the lips, a bit of liposuction, but I don’t think he’ll need it.”

“No. He’s developing excellent fat around his butt.”

The talk went on and Liam stood dumbly and felt the pleasure of a hot shower and being clean once again.

But he had been broken down. He wasn’t a man anymore. And now he had to be rebuilt into something better.

He was led out of the shower, spritzed with perfume, and taken to a small tack room.

A tall woman smiled at him and undid his chastity tube.

Sproing! His cock shot out. It was bigger than he remembered, but that was probably because he had lost so much weight. That and the fact that it was hungry for sex!

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered. He wanted pussy!

It wasn’t to be, however, at least not in the manner he had supposed.

The Woman had him turn around and bend over and she did something to the ring on his butt plug.

He heard a whistling, and felt air passing out of his rectum. The butt plug shrunk and his mouth open in surprise. He had been walking half bent bent over, every step a rub on his prostate, and suddenly he felt empty.

“Hold still,” commanded the woman, and she checked him with several fingers. She reamed his rectum, pushed her fingers in and out a few times.

“Very good. You’ll be able to take anything a woman wants to put in you.”

He turned around and she said, “Put this on.” She handed him a leather harness that was like a thong. No panels, just the ribs of the thing, and a cock ring, a c-ring, in the front.

He pulled it on.

He was hard, but she just grabbed his penis and pushed, and pulled, and his cock slid through the ring.

He thought: that’s not very tight.

Then she pushed on the sides and he heard a ratcheting sound and the ring closed on his dong.

“Oh, fuck!”

He stared at his dingus. It was bigger, and redder. The blood was trapped inside it.

It was the hard on that wasn’t going to quit. And, he was to find out, it wouldn’t be able to cum. Blood was trapped inside, and cum couldn’t come out.

It stuck out like an obscene appendage, which was exactly what it was.

“Come along,” the woman said, grabbing his dick and pulling him along.

He was taken to a gymnasium.It was a brightly lit place with machines lining the walls, Several women were hard at work there.

They did squats, pull ups, sat in machines, and the went in a circuit around the wall. A few sexy women in black leather watched over the activity.

Liam was taken to a corner. “Sit in this machine and do it. Your reward comes when you reach a corner.”

The machine was designed for squats. Electronics controlled the resistance, so the correct amount of resistance was always supplied.

And, there was a little box with a hole in it between his legs.

He squatted, slipped his dick inside the hole, and received a pleasurable jolt.

“Oh, fuck!” he wheezed.

For a moment he couldn’t move, then he realized that to get another jolt he would have to lift up, then lower, and insert his penis again.

He did. And did. And did.

Finally, the machine froze at the top and wouldn't move.

He figured out he was supposed to move on, so he did.

He straddled a half barrel sort of box. There was a plug on top, and he fit himself over it. He did chest flies, and when he touched the tips of the rigs his arms were in a vibration passed through his anus and he could hardly move.

He held the flies, then the sensation receded and he let the arms go back down, and missed the vibration to his prostate.

So he did it again. And again. Gasping and sweating, and living for a moment in paradise.

He even thought, at certain points, that he was going to cum, but the leather ‘underpants’ with the cock ring stopped him.

The machine finally froze up and he moved to the next machine. Push ups, his dingus inserted into a box and the unbelievable sensation of something soft and furry and slick and hot rubbing up and down his penis.

And another machine, and another…till he reached the corner.

In the corner he lay on a table, put his penis in a hole, and giant rollers pulled gently on his skin, and rollers worked on his cock under the table.

He just lay there, getting a thorough massage, and his flesh was stretched and pummeled, and the skin grew tighter.

He was kept on the edge of cumming, always thinking he could make it, but never quite reaching nirvana.

He did another wall of machines, then lay on another table. This table he lay on his back, a vibrator penetrating his ass, and as the rollers and his skin automatically resisted, and grew tighter, the vibrator moved up and down. Heaven.

He had been at the resort for three weeks now. He had lost weight, was building muscle and getting his skin tightened, and when he was finally looking taut and fine a woman came for him. Took his over anxious cock in one hand, and lead him out of the building, and to another one. This one was right on the other side of the alley on the side of the castle.

He entered a very modern room. At the front of the room was a slightly older lady, but even more beautiful for her age.

Women, if they treat themselves right, usually look better with age. They don’t turn fat and go bald like men.

“Hello, Liam. Welcome to Beauty School.”

“Beauty School?” he asked, looked around, his eyes wide. For weeks he had been in a cage, like a criminal, then he had worked in the fields, like a slave, not he was standing in a room with stations.

He stared at the various stations, and discerned what they were for.

Depilation.

Nails.

Cosmetics.

“What…what…?”

The woman laughed. “My name is Hilda. Come along we’ll get you started.”

She took him into a large closet and gave him high heels and a bra.

His chest was now quite sizable, and the bras were designed to lift up his chest, and to present his nipples.

Then his real education began.

The days became intense, and yet sort of a blur. So many new experiences.

First, depilation. He was trained on how to shave his body parts, how to use Nair, and how to generally care for his skin.

Second, he learned how to take care of his nails. He occasionally practiced yoga poses, and became able to contort himself and so be able to trim his nails. He graduated from this level when he had beautiful toenails, and long, sharp fingernails, all painted a beautiful red.

Third, he learned to paint his face. To apply the various cosmetics, to make a canvas of his face and make of his face a beautiful portrait of beauty.

Of course these activities took place during the morning.

During the afternoon he and his fellow classmates watched videos which taught them further on the subjects in which they were enrolled.

During the evening they danced with each other, so very self conscious of how their dicks collided when they hugged each other and moved across the floor.

At night they spend hours learning how to eat pussy and suck cock. For this they were escorted to an upper room where there were glory holes for cocks, and larger holes where woman lay, their legs spread on one side of the wall, and moaning and groaning on the other side.

The women, they learned were guests at the castle, out for a little relief while their men learned how to be of service.

The men, now compromised by the thought of having sucked cock, were anxious to prove how manly they were. They didn’t think that they might be eating their own wives, they just ate, and enjoyed, and wanted more.

In spite of their feminine faces and lingerie.

They knelt and ate voraciously, occasionally being instructed on the fine points by a group of black clad woman.

“Now use your tongue, honey.”

“Wait for the shiver…now insert!”

“Very good, Make sure you freshen your lipstick afterwards.”

“Swallow! Dammit! What kind of a woman do you want to be?”

Their reward now was the promise of graduation. They were getting their peckers swallowed nightly by multiple women. Choked down by each other.

And yet they never came.

Lord, were they horny.

Each one of the men, in their own right, asked the question: is it possible to be too horny? Is it possible that I might get so horny my dick might explode?

Yet they continued, growing more disciplined, even as they grew more desperate.

And when Liam thought he could take no more, when he thought his poor abused penis was truly going to explode into a red mist…a woman came for him.

Liam entered a room and knelt. He was on a thick bearskin rug placed in center of a slate floor. His knees hurt, but it didn’t matter.

Two women wheeled out a small guillotine. They rolled it up to him, bound his hands behind him, and placed his cock in the device. A sharp blade was raised over his cock, and he blinked and stared at the shiny edge that was right at eye level.

Oddly, he wasn’t alarmed.

He was no longer Liam, he was a servant, built to serve, and he shivered and trembled as he stared at the blade that would come down and sever him.

Denise entered the room and looked down on her husband, and blinked.

There was a castle woman next to her, quite proud of the job they had done on Liam.

Denise was in a peignoir, looking flush with health. For a month she had been waited on by handsome men with big, strong cocks. She had been wined and dined, danced the night away, and had gotten so pampered she rarely even thought of her husband.

She figured he was undergoing the same type of treatment as she.

Now she looked down on him and gasped. She stared at the guillotine and couldn’t figure out what was happening!

On the bearskin rug, his cock due to be amputated, Liam was slender, his body shaped into the most feminine of molds. He had huge tits, and his dick, sticking out over a platform under the very sharp blade, was red and monstrous.

His eyes looked up at her adoringly.

This was not the man who ran her life, this was a man who lived for her approval.

And what were they going to do to his penis? Were they really going to…

Next to her the woman of the castle, a woman named Helga, spoke cheerfully.

“Once castrated he will be attuned to your every need. He will help you with your make up, keep the house clean, and…”

Denise stared, and she thought: Liam is a sissy now! And the guillotine will make him a permanent one!

“…and we’re just waiting for your word. Then we will sever him from all things male and he will be your perfect lover.” Then, a broad smile, she waited for the word from Denise.

“But we were here for weight loss!”

“Of course he had to lose weight, and we used ancient methods, designed to work. then we rebuilt him, and…what’s the matter?”

Denise blurted, “He’s a sissy!”

“Of course he is. That’s what you ordered. That and a ceremony of castration at the end of his stay.

“I didn’t ask for him to be castrated! To be a…a sissy!”

Helga produced a cellphone and spoke rapidly into it. Shortly a very beautiful woman joined them.

“What is the problem?”

“Denise says she only ordered weight loss.”

“I’m sorry, but she ordered the full package.” The woman opened her ipad and scrolled through forms. “See, right here…” She pointed out the form Denise and Liam had signed.

Denise stared at the form, and suddenly blurted, “That’s not our address.”

There followed a half hour of frantic discourse, calls to people in administration, and finally the situation was resolved.

Liam knelt on the rug, his knees pained from the long bout of kneeling. But he was happy to wait for his owner to notice him.

“I am so sorry,” explained Helga. “We have guests with the same names as yours. Here they are, Denise and Liam, and somehow the records got confused.”

“But…what am I to do with Liam?”

Liam looked up at his wife with a hopeful smile, wishing only to please her. The blade was still in position, waiting for the order to come down.

“You have several choices, of course. Option A…You can leave him here and we can make him back into a man. We have a success rate of 23% for that procedure. No guarantees.

“Option B, you can take him home the way he is. Try him out for a few months. I think you’ll find that a sissified man makes a wonderful pet. We can always castrate him later.

“Option C, you can continue with the castration ceremony.”

Denise stared at her husband and considered the options.

He could run his companies as a woman, and it would be fun to make love to a woman…but…should she leave him with a dick, or…

Denise pursed her lips.

She could take him home as he was and explore a new lifestyle. But, should she use his cock, or forget about it?

She imagined Liam in her mind. That big, pulsating penis driving her into pleasure…or a smooth front and his talented tongue moving her to heaven…and then she could have lovers, or…or even just have him wear a dildo.

“Do you have a preference?” asked Helga.

“Yes.” She smiled, and stated her option.

Liam smiled as the blade descended.

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
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