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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 just came across the AI silliness. Apparently you can have an AI, Artificial Intelligence, write an erotic story.

I don’t see it.

Can you imagine being turned by a robot?

There’s no way a robot can replace my perky boobs, double crossing pussy, my smiling ways!

BUT…that opens the door to controlling men through AI. Just tell your AI not to let your man cum.

Oh, the tears, as a man argues with a machine!

And, you know, there are already chastity tubes controlled by computers, so we’re not too far away from this potential.

Anyway, that’s what this story is about, so enjoy, and…             

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“What do you mean, I have to wear one of those things?” Marty was disgusted, but tried not to show it. After all, he really, really, really needed a job.

Marty was a handsome fellow. He wore his hair long, and he didn’t have much muscles, but he was smart enough to get a job The House of Chimera.

The House of Chimera was a cosmetics company, and currently he was facing the head of HR, Pam Steward, and the chastity tube lay on the table between them.

“It’s simple,” she said in a soothing voice. “We seem to have problems with the men we hire. We’re a mostly woman company, you know, and the men think they can turn it into their private hunting preserve. To defeat that mindset we have begun requiring all men to wear protection.”

“Protection for who?”

“For whom. And it’s for the women.”

Pam was a good looking woman. Hefty breasts, blonde hair in a Hamill cut, and a pleasant face.

Marty stared at her. He wanted to object, to say ‘hell no!’ but he hadn’t had a job for a while, his wife was getting tired of supporting them, and…he had to have a job.

“How long do I have to wear it?”

“As long as you’re in Stepforth Valley. The guards at the gate have a key for when you go on vacation. I have a key, and…that’s it.”

“But, I’m married!”

“And your wife will understand.”

“Understand when we can’t, uh…have sex?”

“Absolutely. There are features in this chastity tube that will…let’s just say that she’ll be happy.”

“Happy with no sex? You don’t know my wife!”

“No. But I know women. Believe me, Marty, you’re not the first to be required to wear a chastity tube. There are others, and they are all having no trouble, after a little adjustment period, of course.”

“Of course,” he muttered, trying not to sound bitter.

“Now, once you have agreed to our conditions, you will find that the pay and the benefits far outweigh any temporary inconveniences. For instance, your pay will be…”

She talked blithely on, and his mind was spinning.

Put on a chastity tube? Damn! But not only did he need the job, but the job paid so well…and he decided, right then, that he would stick it out for a while, keep sending his resumes out, and score another job pretty darn quick.

Lock up his weenie. Huh! Who the hell did these women think they were?

Unfortunately, during his short trip through the building to HR he had seen a few of the women. They were good looking, with a capital go-o-od!

“So what do you say, Marty? Are you willing to go to work for us?”

Marty nodded. “I would like to talk it over with my wife first. Can you give me a day?”

“Of course we can! In fact, I’m glad you care enough to talk it over with your wife. Jennie is her name?”

“Jennie. Yes. Jen for short.”

“Please, head for home, take a copy of our contract to show her, and let’s meet tomorrow…ten o’clock sound okay?”

He gave a nod of his head. “Sounds fine.”

“Very good. I’ll walk you out.”

Marty held the thick copy of the contract in his hand as he crossed the parking lot. He reached his car and turned and looked back at the buildings that were the corporate headquarters of the House of Chimera.

There were four buildings, tall and mirror covered. Behind them, and surrounding the valley, was a thick forest.

He looked out over the valley. Probably a thousand people worked here, and there was a small village for them to do their shopping.

And most of them women. And not just women, but drop dead gorgeous women.

Just walking through the buildings he had seen dozens of women with tight waists, round butts, and large breasts.

And all of them were made up immaculately with the House of Chimera cosmetic products.

Oddly, there were even a number of really tall women, and they were the most gorgeous of all.

Sighing, he got into his car and rolled out of the parking area.

He glanced at the contract on the seat next to him. He grunted in disgust. He had asked for a chance to confer with Jen, but he already knew that he wasn’t going to take the job.

Oh, Jen would be excited, but when she found out that he would be locked up, that would queer the deal.

She’d probably laugh and tear up the contract, and they could leave this place on the morrow.

As if she would do without sex! Hah!

He arrived at the hotel they were staying at, courtesy of the House of Chimera, during his interview process. He parked the car and trotted up the steps. Third floor, end of the hall.

He passed his key card over the lock and it turned green and he entered.

“Honey?”

“In here,” she called out.

A half smile on his face, carefully designed to disarm her and prepare her for the ludicrous terms of his contract, and hurry her along to leaving this place, he walked out to the balcony.

“Hey, babe,” he called, then he realized there was someone out on the balcony with her.

“Hi, Marty. This is Shiela Wasson. She’s the welcoming committee, she’s come to welcome us to the valley and see what she can do to make our stay easier.”

“Hi, Marty. I just talked to Pam on the phone, and she said you are a perfect fit for our team.”

Shiela Wasson was a knock out. Just like every other woman in this valley.

Auburn, stacked, a smile under her penetrating blue eyes, and…she was tall. One of the taller ones.

“Glad to meet you, Shiela.”

A handshake, and then Shiela said, “Well, I guess I better head out. You’ve got my number, and anything you need at all, just call. That goes for you, too, Marty. Well, a pleasure.”

Shiela gave Jen a hug, shook hands with Marty, and headed out.

And Marty was worried. Jen looked pretty happy.

“So how’d your interview go?”

“Pretty good, but there’s a couple of things we should discuss.”

“Oh, okay, have a seat.”

“Let me get some alcohol in me. Would you like a drink?”

“I think I would,” she smiled. “And Shiela brought us a Welcome Basket. I believe there was a bottle of good scotch in it.

Marty perked up. Good scotch? Oh, yeah.

He went into the kitchen and found the scotch easy enough. Johnny Walker Blue Label. Eighty bucks a pop!

Zowie! Pretty good present for a guy who was looking forward to seeing this valley in his rear view mirror.

He put ice in glasses and mixed a bit of ginger ale into the drink, then brought both bubbling glasses out to the patio.

They sat on the patio and stared over the countryside. It was beautiful. Too bad about that. He would have liked to do a little hiking and biking in these environs.

But, time to lay out the bad news and start packing.

He placed the contract on the table and sipped his drink while Jen read the fine print.

She frowned, started to speak a couple of times, but held herself back.

Finally, she finished, and she sat back and drank her own drink and looked out at the far forest.

“Well, that is one interesting piece of work.”

“Yeah. That’s what I thought. If they think—“

“Of course, having you in chastity for a while would be a disappointment for me, but…I think I can handle it.”

Marty blinked. “What?”

She appeared not to notice the sudden strain in his voice. “I mean, if Shiela is any kind of example of the women in this valley, then I should probably be grateful that they would remove temptation, so to speak.”

Marty started to sweat. She didn’t mind his cock being locked up? WTF?

“Did you read the find print about requesting permission for temporary release?”

He hadn’t, but he was too weirded out by this whole thing. “Sure. But do you mean you would really want me to be locked up?”

“Want? I don’t think so, but, let’s face it, honey, you haven’t worked for a while. The longer you go without work the harder it will be for you to find a job.”

She was accepting this too easily, and Marty started to feel a bit desperate. “Honey, I don’t…I don’t think I should take the job.”

She stared at him, and suddenly it felt a little cooler on the patio. but the temperature hadn’t gone done. Only Jen’s inner cool had dropped.

“Marty. Let’s look at this logically. You haven’t worked for almost a year. You’re well qualified for this job, over qualified, according to Shiela, and you need to get back on the horse.”

“But…no sex?”

“Well, we can do it either of two ways. Either you get yourself locked up and go to work and get no sex, or you sleep on the couch and get no sex. Which method of no sex do you prefer?”

“But, honey! There’s other jobs!”

“Not with this pay, and not for a person who’s been out of work for as long as you have.”

“But…honey!”

An hour later Marty was finally ready to admit defeat. Jen had held her ground, and it was either take the job, or look for a new wife.

Damn! Why did she have to be so good looking? If Jen had been a skag he could have just left her. But she wasn’t a skag, and he really did love her.

Well, the good news was that as soon as he gave in her attitude changed. She went from being a cold bitch to being a warm honey baby. She pulled him into the apartment and rewarded him with her lips.

Then, his penis stiff and his mind whirling with sexual thoughts, she laughed. “Wouldn’t it be funny if I refused you tonight? You would have to go to work and get locked up without any relief before hand.”

“That’s not funny!” His voice cracked with desperation.

“Of course it is,” and she couldn’t stop laughing.

The next day, ten o’clock, Marty was escorted back to HR.

“Good morning, Marty! Are you ready for the great adventure?”

“Sure,” he faked enthusiasm. He couldn’t believe that he was going to do this.

“And you’ve read the contract completely? All the fine print and devilish details?” She was smiling, and he thought she was being a little too cheerful.

Well, that was probably her being satirical.

“Absolutely.”

He had glanced at the first couple of pages, then tossed it aside. He was being hired to do a job, he’d do it, don’t drown him in details before he even got there.

“Okay, then let’s see to your medical and fitting.”

Pam spoke into her phone, “Hello, Marsha. I’ve got Marty Felson here. Are you ready for him? Okay. We’ll be right there.”

Marty followed her downstairs to a medical suite. Pam left him with a very good looking woman. This one was really tall, towered over him, and she had the usual set of amazing physical characteristics. She also had a wide smile and it seemed as if she was looking right through him.

“Hello, Marty. I’m Marsha. Are you ready for your chastity fitting?”

“Sure.” Put on a happy face.

Her face turned a little wry, “And you’ve read the contract completely?”

Lord, what was it with these women and contracts? he thought. “Yep.”

“Excellent. Then let’s get started. “If you could disrobe completely.”

Marty took off his shoes and pants and shirt. He was still in underpants and socks.

“Everything,” one eye brow lifted in amusement.

Sighing, he shucked socks and underwear and stood as God had made him.

“Hmm. You’re nicely endowed. Fortunately, I have one that will fit you.”

She grabbed his penis and started jacking him.

His eyes went wide.

“Just stay with me, Marty,” Marsha murmured. “We need you at max expansion for the best fit. “

“Maximum expansion? But you’re going to be putting me in a small place. This isn’t logical!”

“I know. It flies in the face, doesn’t it? But we designed our own chastity tubes and they work quite a bit differently than anything you may have encountered.”

Why is she still smiling This isn’t funny?

It only took a handful of seconds, then he was stiff. And he was horny. Being handled by a beautiful woman was making his heart pound, and her breasts were so big, and he could really see himself kissing those magnificent lips.

“Yes, you are big. But here we go…”

Marsha went to a shelf and took down a box. She opened the box and took out a clear tube. It was large, and Marty wondered why he wouldn't just fall out of something so large.

She knelt in front of him and he looked down on her head. Damn, she was that close to giving him a blow job. If he just thrust his hips forward a little…

He coughed and his hips bucked a little, just an inch.

But she had a firm grip on him and her lips remained apart from his anxious cock.

She had opened up the tube—it was the weirdest chastity tube he had ever seen, not that he had seen many, or even any—and laid his cock in it, then she simply closed it. There was a ring behind his balls, and it felt weird, kind of stretchy.

Hunh! If it was stretchy he could just pull it apart and slip out long enough to…

She palpated his balls.

“UNH!”

“Sorry, just fitting everything in place. Almost done.”

She reached over to a machine and touched a lead to the tube. The machine made a beep, then she stood up and smiled. “All done. You’re good to go.”

Marty looked down and examined his new prison.

He could see his penis. It was still hard and the tube was big and contained him easily. Because of the tube it looked like his dick had grown an inch.

“This is the weirdest thing,” he mumbled.

“As I said, we manufacture these ourselves. The plastic will shrink as you do, but with a ten per cent expansion limit.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means you’ll get small, but…let me explain it with numbers. If you were ten inches long, and could get bigger, you would only get 10% bigger. You could grow one inch, and that would be all.”

“That’s not so bad,” grinned Marty.

But she grinned back at him. “But when you shrink to 5 inches the tube will only expand .5 inches, or a half inch.”

“Oh.” Then he got it.

“So if I shrink to three inches…”

“Normal for a male of your approximation.”

“Then it won’t…I’ll only…”

“That’s right.”

Oh, fuck! he whimpered in his mind.

“Well, it’s been a pleasure. You can get dressed and report to Marsha.”

Sadly, realizing that this big boner she had created with his peeny was the last boner he would have for a while, he tried to think dirty thoughts.

But how long can a man hold a dirty thought? Even surrounded by large women with amazing breasts who looked better than Marilyn Monroe?

He left the medical office feeling like a whipped dog, and suddenly his cock yanked to the right.

He stopped, but he could still feel his cock pulling to the right.

What the fuck?

He looked to the left. He had wanted to get a drink from the drinking fountain just five yards down the hall.

His penis was tugged to the right. And it felt like he was getting tugged harder. The pressure of the pull was increasing!

He tried to turn to the left, and suddenly his dick hurt.

“Ow!”

Two really good looking woman were passing him in the hall, and they giggled as they passed him.

So he walked to the right, and the pull went away. What the fuck?

Down the hall, and saw another drinking fountain past the steps leading to the second floor.

He passed the stairs and…groaned. The tube was pulling him back towards the stairs.

He tried to keep going, but the tube wouldn’t let him. It pulled so hard he thought his dick was going to be pulled off.

He quickly turned and headed up the stairs, and his dick stopped hurting.

But it was definitely no longer hard. It had shrunk, and the penis cage had shrunk with it. He now felt about three inches long, and a sexual longing rose up in him.

You can’t just do this to a man! he thought.

But it had been done.

Upstairs and down that hall to HR. He walked in and Marsha was waiting for him.

“Hello, Marty. Are you ready to meet your section boss?”

“Uh, yeah, but…” he paused, then blurted, “How does this thing work?”

“Your tube? It’s in section fourteen of the contract. A complete explanation.”

“Yeah, but…I didn’t understand all the technical stuff. Could you give me the layman’s explanation?”

Marsha pursed her lips, and she got that same wry expression on her face that the doc had had.

“Nerve induction. When it feels like you’re being pulled there are electronic pulses that make it feel like you are being pulled in one direction or another.”

“But I’m not actually being pulled?”

“Oh, Lord, no. But if you wander into an area that you are not allowed in it may feel like you are being pulled.”

“But I just wanted a drink of water, and it felt like it was going to be pulled right off me!”

“Oh, just tap it twice. It will give you a certain amount of leeway, but only a certain amount. Are you sure you read the contract completely?”

“Oh, yeah,” he lied.

“Well, good. I’d hate for you to have an inadvertent accident of some kind. These tubes can be quite adamant in their modes. Are you ready to meet your section chief?”

They went downstairs, into the basement, into a big laundry room, and Marty was introduced to a man named Oscar.

Oscar wasn’t cheerful, he wasn’t dour, he just was. “Hi, Marty. I’ve got you at station six. Come on, I’ll get you started.”

Marsha bid him good bye, and Marty followed Oscar to station six.

It was a small room, about twelve by twelve. There was a big pipe coming out of the ceiling on the left. There were six washing machines against the wall. there was another big pipe coming out of the ceiling on the left.

There were two boxes of soap pods. A shiny sink and a couple of rolling carts,

Marsha had left, and now Marty was instructed by Oscar. “Dirty clothes come down the pipe. Separate whites from colors. Bleach pods there, color pods there. Any underwear you got to do by hand in the sink over there. Hang them on that rail and a blow dryer will dry ‘em out in a few minutes. Fold and put on the carts. Shove the carts into the hall and somebody will roll ‘em away from there.

“What?”

Oscar repeated the instructions verbatim.

“Wait. I get that. But I thought I was hired to be a chemist, to help develop cosmetics.”

“Me, too. But read the fine print.”

“Well, I’m not doing this.”

“Okay,” and Oscar turned and left the room.

Marty stood there for a long minute. What the fuck was this? He was supposed to do laundry? That wasn’t what his contract read!

Of course, he hadn’t really read it, but…no way he was going to do this.

He walked to the door, but as he passed through it he received a severe jolt to the cock.

“Fuck!” and he instinctively jumped back through the door, and the shock went away.

His mouth open, his brain stunned, he edged forward and started to go through the door…”OW!”

He stood, trapped in the little laundry room, and stared at the corridor.

The corridor led to the stairs, the stairs led to an exit, and…he couldn’t go through the door.

Bink! Bink! Bink! His chastity tube made the sound and looked down.

Then: “Ow! Ow! Ow!”

Shocks went through his package. He jumped up and down. He ran around the room, and finally he stopped at the big pipe. He was holding himself up with one hand on the edge of the pipe. The shocks to his groin stopped.

SHWOOOMP!

Clothes came spurting out of the tube.

He jumped back and stared at the clothes.

Bink! Bink! Bink!

He looked at his dick, all imprisoned and struggling and turned on.

He looked at the clothes, and he got it.

Still, he waited for the first shock.

“OW!”

Then he jumped for the pipe and began taking the dirty clothes out and putting them on top of one of the washing machines.

The shocks stopped.

Moses fucked a duck!

He remembered enough about his instructions that he separated the colors and whites and put them into separate machines.

He put bleach pods in the whites, soap pods in the colored, and started the machines.

SHWOOOMP!

WTF?

Bink!

He started separating…

The morning went slowly. He had no way of fighting this insidious torture. He put clothes in the washing machines, took them out and put them in dryers.

SHWOOOMP!

He washed bras and panties by hand and hung them where a dryer blew on them.

It was hot, and he was sweating profusely.

And his dick kept trying to get hard.

And couldn’t.

And it was driving him nuts!

God! He just wanted to rip that tube off and rub out a squirt!

He had had sex the night before, Jen had given him a great fuck, but now that he was trapped, he wanted it again.

Being denied increased desire. You want what you can’t have.

He picked up the clothes and put them in the washers. He put the washed clothes into the driers. He washed dainty underthings by hand and hung them to dry.

He put everything on carts and rolled the carts into the corridor. The carts disappeared and he once saw man pushing the cart down the corridor.

He picked up the clothes and put them in the washers. He put the washed clothes into…on and on.

It was physically taxing work. Sure, he did biking and hiking, but that didn’t prepare him for the bending over, picking up, stretching to hang up, and so on.

Then, after two hours, he felt a warm buzz down there.

He stepped away from the pipe and wondered what new torture he was going to be suffering.

No torture.

Oscar suddenly walked in. “Break time. How you doing? Hmm. Looks good. Three more periods to go till quitting. Any questions?”

He was already heading for the door when Marty managed to blurt, “Yes!”

He turned around and waited.

“How can I see HR! I want to quit?”

“Didn’t read the contract, eh? Well, neither did I. But you can head up on your lunch hour, or after hours, or before hours. Whatever suits you.”

Marty had a sinking feeling. “How long have you been here?”

“Couple of years. I don’t know. You lose track of time.”

“And you’re…in a chastity tube?”

For answer Oscar rapped on his groin. Tunk. Tunk.

“But…”

“Listen, when you go home tonight read the contract. Then, if you still have questions, see me on break or lunch. Don’t bother me before or after hours. I got a life.”

Oscar left.

Marty shook his head. Oscar had a life? What kind of life? What kind of a life was this…this…slavery!

Still, the warm hum was continuing in his chastity tube. He sat down on top of a washing machine and started examining it.

It was made of plastic, but it wasn’t like any kind of plastic he had ever seen.

He could bend it a little, probably ten per cent, but that was all.

He tried to pull the ring open, and it stretched…about ten per cent.

He tried to pull on the flesh of his cock and back it out of the tube, but it was like he was gripped by the tube, like it was almost part of him.

“Fuck,” he whimpered.

He couldn’t take it off, couldn’t pull out, couldn’t manipulate it so he could cum and get smaller and then somehow get it off.

But it got smaller than he would only have…10% expansion.

Damn! He was going to have to think sexy thoughts and try to keep his dick big.

But it already looked pretty small in the tube.

Bink! Bink! Bink!

“Oh, shit!” He jumped over to the pipe and began working.

It was a long day. He worked and was physically tired. His mind, however, kept going crazy, trying to think his way out of the mess he was in.

Lunch, and his dick led him out of the room, down the corridor, and into a lunch room.

He found a sack with his name on it and opened it.

Two sandwiches. Peanut butter in one and tuna in the other. A carton of milk.

“Fuck!” he whimpered for the umpteenth time that day.

Oscar happened to be next to him and he said, “You’re lucky. I was overweight when I came, I only got one sandwich for the first six months.”

“But a guy can’t live on this!”

“AI formulates the diets based upon your nutritional needs.”

His shoulders slumping, Marty sat down at a table with six other men. He ate slowly, dispiritedly, and listened to the conversation, of which there was little.

Most of it had to do with the weekly baseball game, and what ever happened to Jimbo.

Marty gathered that Jimbo was a previous worker, and that he had disappeared.

Well, he envied Jimbo, whoever he was, and he wanted to disappear.

After 45 minutes: Bink! Bink! Bink!

He got up, tossed his wrappers in the can by the doorway, and headed back to his room.

“They’ve got me working in a laundry!” he complained to Jen.

Jen listened with an impassive face.

“All I do is wash clothes all day long, and, get this…I have to wash bras and panties by hand! Damn it! If I had any starch I’d starch their fucking bras!”

“Now, honey, it isn’t that bad.”

“Yeah? You try doing laundry all day!”

“I’ve done my share of laundry. By the way, I joined the Women’s Circle.”

“What the fuck is the Women’s Circle?”

Wives of the male workers. Sort of a support group.”

“Like you sit around and go knitting and stuff?”

“No. More like yoga classes, dance instruction, college courses if we want to join the House of Chimera, that sort of thing. In fact, I’ve got a date to see a basketball game next Thursday.”

Marty blinked. A date? But, no. Not that kind of date. Just a day, not a guy.

“Well, good.”

“Do you want to go?”

“Are you kidding? After a day of folding laundry? No fucking way! Besides, I’ve got to see HR.” And he was thinking: I fucking quit!

“Well, I’m sorry things aren’t exactly as you like. Would you like a little rub a dub?”

He smiled. ‘rub a dub’ was their code for a little sex. “Best offer I’ve had all day, but…oh, shit!”

He looked down at his tube.

“Oh, don’t worry about that. The girls of the Women’s Circle told me how we handle that.”

They were sitting on the couch and she suddenly turned and leaned over to him.

She kissed him, and he almost sobbed for the relief he felt. After a day of being bullied and led around by his dick, he needed a little loving.

She reached down into his groin and started rubbing his chastity tube, and the damndest thing happened!

The tube began to grow.

He broke apart and stared at his dick. The tube was growing on the outside, but the inside was still small! He couldn’t get big, but it felt like he was getting bigger.

Nerve induction! he realized. That stupid nerve induction was good for something after all!

Jen kept rubbing, and kissing him.

“Take off your clothes, bitch,” she whispered in his ear.

He grinned. Call him a bitch, would she? Well, now that he had his dick back—he assumed the nerve induction would give him the sensation of a orgasm—he would show her who the bitch was!

He lost his clothes, quickly, and sat next to her, kissing, sucking on her breasts, and feeling her hand slide back and forth on his big tube, little weenie, with amazing sensations.

“Fuck!” he whispered. “I’m going to cum!”

“Not before me,” Jen said, and she suddenly jumped onto his lap. He was sitting, she was facing him, and the big, stiff chastity tube slid into her.

“Wha!” his eyes bulged.

“Fuck!” she whimpered happily. “This is bigger than you. Move, bitch!”

Now he was stuck. He was hot and horny, and she was riding him, but the sensations imparted by her jacking hand was no more!

Being inside her with the tube gave him no sensations. No nerve induction. Nothing!

But she was getting everything…and then some!

She groaned and she tilted her hips and he had never seen her so wild! She humped and she pumped. She jammed onto him and pinched his nipples. “Fuck me, you bitch!”

So he fucked. Bewildered, his cock small, but stuck in the up position of the chastity tube.

“Oh, yes! Yes…yes…..YE-E-E-ES!”


Part Two

Marty was hollow-eyed the next morning.

Jen had kept him up all night, fucking his sensationless dick, he was physically sore from all the work the day before, and…he hadn’t read the contract.

Still, as he bleached whites and washed colors, hung bras and folded dried clothes, he knew where he was going at lunch.

Pam Steward. Head of HR. And he was going to quit.

First break, and he was double exhausted.

Then lunchtime, and though he felt like hamburger that had been chewed up and spit out, or just crapped out, he headed up to HR.

He knocked on the door and barged in.

Pam was sitting at her desk, chatting on the phone. She seemed quite happy.

Marty waited, and when it looked like she was going to ignore him, he reached over and put his finger on the phone. Click. She was hung up.

She swiveled towards him. Stared at him.

“I quit.”

She opened her desk drawer and took out a little fob. She aimed it at him and pressed on a red button.

ZZZZZZZZ!”

“OW! OH, FUCK! OW!”

He was rolling on the floor, holding his groin, when she finally lifted her finger off the red button.

She waited a minute, then said, “Get up or I’ll do it again.”

Quickly, Marty struggled up to his feet, then sank back into the chair that was facing her desk.

“I didn’t say you could sit.” she was speaking calmly.

He opened his mouth to speak, but she aimed the fob.

He sprang to his feet. He was holding his poor groin. “I quit!” he gasped, not sounding so determined any more.

“First, you do not come into my office and hang up my phone. That is a punishable offense.

“Second, you have obviously not read the contract, in spite of being told to, and then you have lied about it. That constitutes a punishable offense. I’m giving you fair warning because you’re new.

“Third, go read the contract. If you still wish to speak to me then please return to this office. I will talk to you when I feel like it. Now get out of here.”

Marty’s mouth was opening and closing like a big mouthed fish.

she raised the fob.

He raised his body and headed for the door. Quickly.

He walked slowly back to the lunch room. Got his sack, and started eating. Tuna fish sandwich. Peanut butter and jelly. Mmm. Milk.

God, how he wanted a burger and a beer and some greasy fuckin’ French fries!

“You went upstairs,” commented Oscar.

Marty nodded. He was close to crying.

“I can guess how that went.”

Marty squeezed his eyes shut.

“Come talk to me first, if you want. I might be able to save you some pain.”

“I will.”

That night Marty walked into the apartment and got out the contract.

Jen watched him. She was sitting on the couch, watching the Kardashians and eating chocolates. She straightened up and just watched.

Marty went through the contract, and he saw how thoroughly he had been fucked.

To sum up 20 pages of fine print, he was contracted for 10 years. He was subject to punishments handed out by HR, or other administrative agents. He would receive guidance—that was what they called it—by the AI, which worked through the chastity tube.

So he could be shocked by the AI, or any woman of position, and that was the way of it.

Suddenly he felt a warm buzz in his groin.

He jerked and looked down. WTF? His tube was growing, without letting his sausage grow, and…and it felt like he was being jerked to a cum!

“Do you like it?”

He turned to Jen and gasped.

She was holding a fob!

“I got my fob today. In fact, I had a training session on how to use it. Did you know that I can cause you great pleasure?”

That was obvious.

He reached down and held his growing tube, with the small weenie inside. It felt like he was going to cum.

“Or I can go the other way.”

“Then you joined the…Chimera?”

“Oh, no. But every woman in this valley is deemed to be superior to men.”

He was sitting back in the chair now, gasping, feeling himself right at the edge, ready to go over. And he wanted to go over. He needed to go over!

“Please,” he said. “Get me off.”

“Oh, honey! I’m sorry! I thought you understood.”

“Understood what?”

“I can give you pleasure, but I can’t get you off. Only the AI can get you off…when it feels you deserve it.”

“No!” he gritted his teeth and humped, but he suddenly realized, as the AI backed off with the nerve induction sensations, that the closer he got the more the machine would back off.

He wasn’t going to be allowed to squirt!

And he hadn’t been allowed to squirt the night before!

And he had never wanted to squirt so badly in his life!

“But you can help me out?”

“What?”

“That training session, we actually used the fobs to make men do things. That much power, it made me so horny, and you’ve got that big thing between your legs.”

“But it’s not a real dick! It’s a chastity tube! The more I fuck you with it the hornier I get!

“But, honey, I need it! Surely you can suffer for me a little, can’t you?”

He didn’t want to, but there is one thing a. man can’t do, and that is to shut down his sexual drives.

Men are driven by their penises. They have to do what their penises say. there is no way around it.

“Now come over here and lay down. I really liked riding you the other night, and I think w’ell make that our favorite position. Me on top, you on the bottom. It just feels so much better that way.”

Giving a sob, now afraid of his wife and her fob, Marty stood up and came to the couch.

She grabbed him and threw him down and climbed on top of him.

Suck my titties, bitch!” she yelled, and she began to rock back and forth.

Marty was stuck. Really and truly and royally stuck.

He worked all day, then he went home and Jen wanted to make love.

Apparently she liked his chastity dildo better than his real dick.

She didn’t say so, but the frequency of her desire was telling.

And the days passed.

On Sunday he was given a day of rest. Which consisted of an AI ordered baseball game. He was surprised when his cock started pulling him across town and he ended up at a baseball field with all the other guys.

So he played baseball.

Then, he was AI commanded to take his wife to a fancy dinner. It didn’t help that she insisted that he be well dressed, and that she demanded that he open the door for he, hold her chair for her, and all the other silly customs that have arisen over the centuries.

And it certainly didn’t help when Marty looked around and saw other women, dressed to the nines, with their men sitting so quietly across form them, saying ‘yes, dear,’ and ‘no, dear,’ and acting thoroughly whipped.

And he noticed other things.

Some men stood silently behind their women, waiting to serve them.

And, worst of all, there were some older women being accompanied by younger men.

“Do you see that?” muttered Marty. “It looks like they hired escorts.”

“They are escorts.”

“What?” he stared at his wife.

“The women’s husbands were found lacking, so they leave them home to clean up and they order escorts for dinner.”

Marty looked around in astonishment.

Jen continued, “I was offered an escort. With a real penis, not a caged one.” She was staring at him with a fixed glitter in her eyes.

“But you wouldn’t…”

“Never say never, Marty.”

Marty was a very cowed man when they returned from dinner. So cowed that he didn’t please her with his AI chastity dick.

“Damn, it Marty. Get into it! I don’t want to have to order an escort!”

Marty tried, but he was a shattered man.

Work continued. Days of the big pipe pooping out dirty clothes, stained underwear, and having to wash, fold, hang to dry.

Nights of servicing Jen, trying his best to act enthusiastic, even though he didn’t feel very enthusiastic.

The same old, same old.

Ordered by Binks through his chastity tube.

Punished by the fob when he transgressed.

Guided by the pleasure of the AI controlled tubes.

And his spirits sank lower and lower.

So low that he knew he was going to have to do something.

And the day Jen left him home and went out with an escort was the breaking point. When she came back, filled with semen, and demanded that he lick her clean, he knew he had had enough.

Marty knocked on the door, waited briefly, then opened the door to HR.

“Come in, Marty!” Pan greeted him cheerfully. “How’s it going?”

Marty sat and considered the woman.

She wasn’t emotional about it all. Instructions were instructions, orders were orders, punishments were punishments.

“What do I have to do to get a promotion?” Which, of course, translated as, how the fuck do I get out of the laundry section!?

Pam sat back and pursed her lips and contemplated him.

“Marty, it’s obvious that you’re not happy.”

He said nothing. She was reading him rightly.

“Unhappiness causes ones work to suffer, and your work has suffered.”

“I…” he stopped controlled himself so it wouldn’t appear as an angry outburst. “I try, but I was educated to be a chemist, and I am having a very difficult time adapting.”

She smiled and nodded. “I like a man who is honest, and who controls himself. As it happens, I do have one position that you would be qualified for.”

“I’ll take it.”

“Before you even know what it is?” Yet she wasn’t upset with him. In fact, she seemed a bit pleased. “You must really be ready for a change.”

“I am.”

“Okay. Report to me at nine o’clock in the morning. Tomorrow.”

He grinned. “Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me yet.” She was smiling broadly.

His brows lowered slightly. “So, what is it?”

“Tomorrow,” she said. “But don’t worry. It won’t be as strenuous as laundry, and I think, upon observing the kind of person you are, that you might even like it.”

“Oh, okay.”

He left, and wondered all the way back to the laundry: what kind of person I am? And what is that?

Then the crush of keeping up with the pipe that pooped out clothes drove the thoughts from his mind.

He was happy that night, and he tried his best to please Jen. He worked extra hard. He tried to make the best of the warm buzzing in his groin, and he tried not to let the frustration bother him when he was teased and edged to the point of no return, but not allowed to go over it.

He tried to go to sleep, in spite of the gnawing in his groin, because he wanted to be fresh and rested for work.

His tube Binked at eight to wake him up, and he jumped out of bed and proceeded to get dressed.

He had been told to dress casual, so he put on shorts and a tee shirt.

“Where are you going?”

“I’m getting promoted,” he smiled.

Actually, he forced himself to smile. He was upset on a very basic level about her using escorts.

“Promoted, eh?” she smiled, and for the first time he noticed that her smile was a bit smirky.

Well, that was okay. He was out of the laundry, and he was a new man.

At the proper time his tube went Bink! and he headed for work.

He was close enough to walk, and he liked the walk. Fifteen minutes later he was standing at the door to Pam’s office. He tapped, and didn’t enter, for she came out.

“Ready for work,” she chirped. Most excellent.”

Marty fell in step with her, unlike some women she didn’t demand that men walk three steps behind her, and asked, “Did you know I was here?”

“I know where you are all the time.”

“You do?”

“Of course I do. The AI keeps track of your whereabouts, even your emotions. In fact, that’s why I considered you for this job. I know you haven’t been happy, but you’ve controlled your emotions very well. Almost as well as a woman.”

That made him blink. He always thought of women as emotional creatures. And they…they weren’t? How weird.

Down the corridor, down the stairs, and out of the building.

“We’re in one of the other buildings?”

“Yep. Administration. The basement. The type of work they do there is very hush hush. Consider yourself honored to be allowed.”

She walked him through the front door of the back building, flashed her card through the reader, stopped at the security station to get him a card, then headed for the basement.

This was a better basement than the laundry section. The walls didn’t look rough painted, there were potted plants, and the bathrooms turned out to be ten steps above the urinals and thrones of the laundry section.

They reached an area where the walls were made of glass, and he could see four different rooms.

In three of the rooms women were sitting in chairs, like in a beauty salon, and beautiful women worked over them. Applying make up, washing and styling hair, painting fingernails.

The place smelled of a beauty salon, too.

Pam walked him into a large, glassed room. There were three women sitting in chairs and chatting. And, like in every other place in Stepforth Valley, they were top heavy, stunningly beautiful, and smiling.

“So! Is this our new victim?” asked one of the women.

“This is Marty. Marty, this is Joan, Betty and Trisha.”

Marty matched names with appearances. Joan was like Joan Jet. Black hair and a sultry smile that laughed at you. Betty was like Betty Boob. Short, curly hair and red lips that looked like they wanted to kiss you, while they laughed at you. Trisha was like…unique. Auburn hair and level eyes that took you apart, before they laughed at you.

“Let me know if Marty doesn’t work out, I’ll take him back to the laundry.”

At that statement Marty decided he would be the bestest boy in the world for these sexy women.

Pam left, and Marty faced the terrible trio.

“Hey, Marty, sit in the chair over there and I’ll explain what we do here. You won’t mind if we do it while I’m talking, will you?”

She guided him to the salon chair and sat him down. There were wheels on the chair and she pushed the chair back against a sink. She tilted it back and the other two girls started washing his hair.

“Don’t ever cut your hair, Marty,  or should I call you Martha?”

“Martha”? he asked, as the sensual feeling of slender fingers running through his locks seduced him.

“Your long hair is probably the real reason Pam sent you to us. Men with short hair just don’t care about their appearance.”

“Oh.”

“You see, what we do here is make cosmetics for men.”

Marty was blinking now, and trying to catch up. Cosmetics for men?

“There is a very small market for male cosmetics. Mostly young men into the unisex thing, but that is changing. Men are learning that women are more beautiful, and they like that beauty, and things are changing. Last year the cosmetics industry, women only, made $532 billion. The male cosmetic industry only made about $50 billion. But the statistics are changing, the male industry is estimated to grow by over 400% in just a couple of years, and we’re going to be the cutting edge of that growth. think about it. Men with perfume, lipstick, hair products. Soon you won’t be the lone male with long hair, you’ll merely be part of a growing crowd that is desperate for top of the line cosmetics. Cosmetics designed for men, for their skin, for their lips and their color and…there is no end.”

“Oh!” He was stunned.

Marty’s hair was dried and styled into a gorgeous fall of waves and curls.

He didn’t know it because they didn’t bother with mirrors there. Heck, whatever they did was designed by the best minds in the company, and Marty would wear whatever they deemed appropriate for him. Or the AI would bink him. Or, worse, he would be sent back to the laundry.

And it wasn’t bad. He didn’t have to work until he was sweaty and stinky. His muscles weren’t sore. He just sat in the chair, leaned back, and the women did things to him.

Talk about being pampered!

The morning passed, and at first break the women pulled up chairs and discussed him.

“His skin needs a little work.”

“It’s all that sweating in the laundry.”

“Let’s clean all his pores and try a particulate anti-aging cream.”

“I agree. We have to do his nails before lunch.”

“Joan, why don’t you do that. Long and not too pointy. We don’t want him scratching his butt and cutting himself.”

They all laughed.

“Okay, before we color his lips I want them plumped.”

“How about his nipples?” and they all laughed again.

And his dick was feeling good down there.

To have women working over him, caring about him, discussing him…it was sexy, and his penis was trying to get bigger in the worst way. Which led to an interesting question.

“Marty? Would you like me to give you something for your cock?”

“What? Like what?” He was quite puzzled.

“I can give you a pill that will make you limp for a day. It’ll ease up that cramped feeling down in your tube.”

“Well, uh…I’m already a little worried that it will shrink, or something. Being in the tube for so long.”

“Oh, don’t worry about that. We can make it big, we can make it small…”

The other girls burst into the line from ‘White Rabbit,’ the old Jefferson Airplane song.

The ones that mother gives you, don’t do anything at all!

They all laughed, and break was over.

But Marty, laying in the salon chair, the girls working over him, couldn’t stop thinking.

A pill to stop his attempted growth? That would feel pretty good.

The afternoon break, and Marty asked Joan, “What about this pill that makes me soft? Are you sure it’s safe?”

“Absolutely. I take it and I haven’t had a boner in years.”

Which caused the other girls to hoot merrily.

“Here, try it. It’ll wear off this time tomorrow, and if you don’t like it, then you don’t take any more. If you do like it…” she shrugged.

Marty took the pill. Swallowed it dry, and wondered what it was going to do to him.

He was afraid his dick would just fall off. After all, a man lives by his dick, and to not have a boner is like not being a man at all.

Not that he was that much man now, with his penis trapped in the chastity tube.

Fifteen minutes later he was soft. And it felt good.

He was still horny, just gently horny, not raging horny, and it felt so comfortable, like he could actually think for a change.

And he had the sudden realization that what women had said for years was true. Men do think through their smaller head.

The afternoon went on, and now Marty felt a curious sense of freedom, as if detaching him from his boner had unleashed him from his cares and worries.

He joked with the girls as they gave him long fingernails. He told them to make sure they used enough botox on his nipples. He even teased them about their boyfriends, which drew a group frown.

“What? Did I say the wrong thing?”

“There’s not enough men in the valley,” answered Trisha.

“So what do you do?”

“We stand in line for escorts, and, well…” they all looked guilty.

“What?”

“We make love to each other.”

Marty did a slow blink.

“You’ve got me locked up, and now limp, and you’re turning lesbian? Wouldn't it be easier to just screw me?”

Unbelievably, he wasn’t hitting on anybody. He was just amazed and blurting out what he was thinking.

“Well, we could screw you,” murmured Betty.

“I wasn’t hitting on you, I just…” he suddenly wasn’t sure what his place was in the hierarchy here. After all, they were treating him nicely, almost like one of them, and he didn’t want to step on any toes.

“No, no. It’s just that there are rules, so to speak, about who you screw in the valley.”

“What rules?”

“It’s frowned upon to fuck somebody’s husband without their permission.”

“Without their…” his head started to whirl. Permission?

“And then there’s you.”

“What about you?”

“When you were assigned to this section you were bumped up, and you’re sort of in a no man’s land.”

“Or no woman’s land,” quipped Joan wryly.

“I don’t understand.”

“Okay. We’re making you into a woman, in one sense. A woman has more rights. Do you have more rights?”

Marty suddenly felt ten times lighter.

“I mean, you are a man, but when you leave here today you will look like a woman. You’re not trans, but you are. You aren’t man nor woman, and yet you’re both. So how do the rules apply to you?”

“How do they?”

“That’s it. We don’t know. So we play it safe. We treat you like one of us. And we really have no idea of whether it would be okay for us to fuck you.”

“And believe me,” said Trisha, “we want to. God, to have our own personal penis bearer, what a dream!”

“But you can’t unless I get my wife’s permission.”

They stood mute, shrugging and looking helpless.

At five o’clock Marty walked out of the Male Cosmetic section.

He was wearing a short, red dress which showed of his freshly Naired legs.

Under the dress he wore a tummy shaper, which helped hide his chastity tube even more.

He had something called vacation boobs. Breasts by injection. They would last a couple of months, and the girls could change their size and shape at will. His dress and bra allowed for a bit of cleavage to show.

His hair was long and silky and it curled around his shoulders.

His face was perfectly made up, with his eyes looking scintillating, and his lips as red as cherries, and botox plump.

But they hadn’t used botox on his nipples. They had used something called a hyaluronic. His nipples were larger, and they were standing up quite nicely.

They did let him wear his own shoes on the walk home, but he had to put on high heels once at home so he could get used to them.

And he felt sexy.

He arrived at the ground floor of his apartment and changed his shoes. He practiced walking back and forth in the corridors, keeping his feet in a line, heel and toe, trying for that sexy and powerful ‘click, click’ sound.

Finally, he walked up to his apartment and entered.

“Honey, I’m home,” he tried, but his voice was a bit faint. He was humiliated, shamed, mortified…and felt great!

Of course maybe it was the fact that his dick was’t hard.

“Marty? Is that…is that…” Jen sat on the couch and stared, trying to speak, but eventually giving up.

“I’ve been assigned to a new section,” he explained to his flabbergasted wife.

“You’ve…you’ve…”

“I’m in the male cosmetics section. They’re working on adapting female cosmetics to male cosmetics. Today I’m a woman. I don’t know what I’ll be tomorrow.”

Slowly, Jen stood up. She was open eyed, dropped mouth, staring. “But, you…you…”

Then she did the weirdest thing. She picked up the fob, which was on the side table, and aimed it at him.

“Hey!” he cried out.

She pressed the red button.

Nothing happened.

“I don’t like you like this!”

She pressed the button again and again.

Nothing.

“I can’t make love to you like this! Change back!”

That was the moment that Marty realized he didn’t want to change back.

To go back to being a man? Wearing rough clothes? Making stupid jokes? Thinking with his second head?

No thanks.

Jen just stood and cried and kept pressing the fob.

Finally, Marty stepped forward and took the fob out of her hand. He put it on the side table.

“Sit down, Jen. It’s time we had a talk.”

Jen sat, and was gently sobbing, afraid to even look at him.

Marty went into the kitchen and poured a couple of drinks. He brought them back and offered one to Jen. She took it and guzzled it down.

He sat down across from her and waited until she could look at him.

“Honey,” he said, “You’ve been mean to me.”

“I…I haven’t!”

“Yes. You have. I didn’t understand the contract, but you did. You had a meeting with the Women’s Circle, but you didn’t tell me about all sorts of things. Like the fob. You used the fob on me, with no thought as to my pleasure. You just used it for your pleasure, and you enjoyed my pain. You haven't asked me what is going on with me, you just started going out with escorts.”

With so much evidence forthcoming, Jen could only sit and shake with tears.

“So we’ve come to a point. You can have a divorce, but—“

“Why didn’t the fob work on you?”

He sighed. She was showing what her real concerns were, and that was revealing that she was still mean.

“The fob didn’t work on me because I’m in the Male Cosmetics section. I am in a grey area, not man or woman, and the fob, the AI respects that.”

“But…I want to use the fob!”

“Yes. I’ll bet you do. But there’s the problem. There’s nothing wrong with controlling somebody, but it’s a two way street. You’ve got to give as well as get, and you haven’t been giving me anything. You’ve just been taking. Now, I either want a divorce, or permission to fuck other women.”

“I’ll never do that! I’ll hold on to you! You’re going to be my slave!”

“No, honey. I don’t think so. I’ve been talking to women, the women in my section. They say that while slavery can exist, it isn’t looked upon with any favor in the valley, by the House of Chimera. there are rules and regulations, and a hierarchy, but…no slaves. There is always choice, but you have tried to take all my choice away, so I want either a divorce, or, if you wish to hold on to this marriage and make it work, then I want permission to fuck other women. Fuck them the same way you fuck your escorts.”

“But I only get an escort once a week! If that! And if I get a divorce I might not get them at all!”

“Then give me permission, and hope that you can learn to love me as a woman. Maybe then I’ll feel like fucking you again.”

Jen had slowed down her crying, but now it picked up again, and she put her face in her hands and lowered her head.


Epilogue

“I get him today! It’s my turn!”

“You had him on Saturday!”

“You can’t skip my turn because it fell on a Sunday!”

Marty sat back in the salon chair, his arms crossed behind his head.

They had redone his nails and permed his hair. His boobs were bigger, and he was naked. Though his dick was limp the chastity tube had grown a big cock.

It was five o’clock, time to go home for everybody…except one lucky girl.

They argued for awhile, then turned to Marty.

“Marty? Honey? Could we ask a favor of you?”

“Sure?” he said magnanimously.

“Well, you heard us, and we can’t figure out who gets you this afternoon. So…could we…do you think it’s possible…”

“Can you fuck twice this afternoon?” blurted Joan. “That would solve everything!”

“Well, I suppose I could, except…” he grinned as he forestalled their celebration, “how many cums do I get?”

“But, Marty…”

“Marty, the AI says…”

The argument rose and fell, but Marty held his ground.

“Two fucks equals two cums. Or none at all!”

“Marty!” Their voices rose as one.

But Marty just stretched out and let them see his penis.

Limp inside, but big outside. But no matter how many pills he took, for no squirts or multiple squirts, for limp or not limp, the fact was that the AI, if properly overridden, could give him as many squirts as he wanted.

He sure did like that nerve induction stuff!

END
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PART ONE

My name is Alex Trenton, and I didn’t mean for it to happen. In fact, even though I took the first step, I am not responsible. I am the victim here.

I was sitting at my computer, it was a Tuesday night. I had a bourbon and Coke I was sipping, and enjoying very greatly, and I was surfing porn.

I know, me bad, but Tanya, my wife, was at a convention for the week. I was all alone, and…and I was sitting there in my bathrobe, stroking my hog, getting all excited over the babes I was looking at.

Big breasts heaving, while some big-dicked stud plowed them.

Some cock tunneling between big breasts and shooting cream all over the delightful flesh.

Or, my favorite, big breasted woman on all fours, jerking back and forth, facing the camera so I could see those enormous hooters and those red, red lips.

Money shot after money shot, squirting over buttocks, boobs, gorgeous faces, and I was ready to shoot my own load.

DING! The box flashed up on my screen. I had a message.

I started to delete it and stopped. It was from…Mistress Mandy?

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

I didn’t recognize the name, but there was this little round picture of, get this, red lips, on the message.

I love red lips. And I know I shouldn’t have done it, you’re not supposed to open anything you don’t know on the web, I opened it.

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

I went over all the women I had met over the past few weeks.

There were women at work. There were women on the street and in stores. But who, what woman, would pick a guy out at random and stalk him?

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

But it was powerful, made me notice, made me not delete and block.

I typed:

Who is this?

I sat back, sipped a bit of bourbon, and wondered.

Was it Marsha? That secretary at the office? I had flirted with her, but she knew I was married.

Or maybe some clerk at the grocery store. Maybe some young thing bagged for me, and now wanted to…’bag’ me.

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

She knew my tastes? Maybe it was just a random porn advertisement, searching for a sucker.

No. There had been no request for money. The internet always wants your money.

I typed:

What do you know about me?

I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’

DING!

I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style.

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf.

DING!

Watch this!

A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt.

I clicked on the link.

A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor.

Mommy Compilation part four!

Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known?

And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history.

And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source.

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do.

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away.

I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world.

I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up.

And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages.

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird.

But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock.

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high.

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

When I know that you are wearing that bra I will jill off.

that is my reward for helping you.

It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull.

I had never thought about being a woman.

But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it?

Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know?

I typed:

I’ll do it.

Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged:

HURRY!

Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship.

But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny.

I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it.

I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it.

I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat.

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched.

I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily.

Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something.

Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra.

It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight.

And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs.

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings?

I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor.

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger.

How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing?

I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off.

I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size.

I put them in my bra.

‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie.

I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling.

God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now.

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight.

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

Now I realized that I was into the game. Heysoos! What was happening to me? But I was too horny to stop.

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I got up and went back to the bedroom. I went through my wife’s closet. Blouses were so thin my bra would be too visible, the fakery would be too easily seen.

Sweaters were too tight. I was afraid I would stretch them out.

A jacket? I had visions of myself, stacked, showing cleavage through the open front. But, no.

Then I saw the dress.

Fuck! A dress? The Mystery Messenger had said a shirt, but I didn’t think she would complain if I put on a dress.

It was purple. Just a little loose at the neck. Stretchy. It wouldn’t get all pulled out of shape.

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

Oh, God! I thought I was going to cum right there! Then I realized something. I was dripping so much I was going to leave stains.

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

Damn! What would a woman do it she had a cock that was dripping…then I laughed. A hard bark. I was imagining really strange things.

Then I realized the solution.

Still holding my dress up I went to the hamper and pulled out undies. Panties. A match for the bra I had on.

I put the panties on, then opened a drawer under the sink and pulled out a Kotex.

I put it in the panties where my dick would drip, and pulled the panties up. I let my dress down.

‘My’ dress.

And realized I had gone too far. The Mystery Messenger, Mistress Mandy, ‘MM’ I would think of her from here on out, had only said a shirt. But now I had on a dress and panties. And…a Kotex.

Which thought made my dick surge so hard I was afraid I was going to cum in my panties.

Could the panty liner catch a load of sperm? I didn’t think so.

I quickly fumbled up the dress, reached into my panties and squeezed my cock. Hard. I waited, and slowly the urge to squirt faded.

Sighing, I went to the kitchen, poured another drink, then went back to the computer.

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

Nothing for a while. I started the Mommy Compilation video over again.

I watched those big breasts bounce and sway as men ground into women, and I felt…proud? Happy?

I had my own set of tits!

Whoever this MM was…she had called me rightly. There was something so horny and intoxicating about wearing woman’s clothes.

DING!

Lipstick.

My mind just sort of popped. The only thing that kept me from passing out was the fact that I was sedated by whiskey.

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

I didn’t sip now, I gulped. I needed the liquid courage.

Putting on lipstick? That would be like the final line to cross!

That was so far out there I didn’t think I could do it!

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

I could. Oh, my God, I could. I could see my lips, round and red and waiting to be kissed.

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I ran, actually ran, to the bedroom, to the back bathroom. I opened the medicine cabinet. Nothing there.

Then I realized I was drunk and not thinking. My wife wouldn’t leave her lipstick in the medicine cabinet, especially when she had a make up table.

I went to her table, and there, sitting to the side, all by itself, almost like it wanted to be noticed, was a thin, gold tube.

I sat down and opened the tube. It wasn’t the roll on stuff, but a little applicator.

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

One coat made them red. Two coats filled in the cracks. Three coats. I wanted this to be perfect.

They were. Beautiful, luscious red. A light metallic sheen to them. And they looked plumper. I looked at the tube.

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

Lip stain? A dull thought shot through me. What was the difference between lip stain and lipstick?

Still, nothing connected.

I stared in the mirror for a long time. My lips were larger, so that was what the plumper was. And I was so-o-o sexy.

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

I wasn’t big boned, but I could use a corset or something. Still, though I was a bit angular, I was so fucking turned on I couldn’t believe it.

I picked up my glass and took a sip. There was only the lightest trace of lipstick on the glass. It must have dried fast.

I went back to the computer room. I sashayed through the house. I sauntered through the rooms.

My chest swayed, and I tried to put some sway into my ass. And I got an idea. Heels.

I had often admired how my wife’s ass swayed when she wore heels.

I returned to the bedroom and searched my wife’s closet.

In the back, a pair of three inch stiletto heels. She never wore them anymore. They had open toes and a sling on the heel.

I put them on, and barely fit. My toes stretched the front strap, and the heel strap, but I managed to stand in them.

I was shaky, had to work to keep my balance, especially with all the liquor I had been drinking.

I stood for a long moment, just practicing standing, and I saw it. On the top shelf, in the back of the closet, was a box. My wife’s wig. She hadn’t worn it for ages. Had only bought it for one occasion, a bad hair cut.

I took the box down and opened it. A blonde wig. Long and curly.

I tried to remember how she had put it on, and fitted it to my head. It took a while, but I managed.

I walked out of the closet. Red lips, big tits, long hair, and my ass swaying like it was a hammock.

Fuck!

And my dick was pushing my panties out and spoiling the look of the dress.

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

I put on the lipstick, then I put on high heels.

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

I thought about this. In my addled state I wondered. Is jacking off at the same time cheating? Did I dare?

Of course I dare. I was drunk and horny and I needed to squirt in the worst possible way.

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

The idea of cuming together, separately, was erotic, and I lifted my dress out of the way and grabbed my cock.

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

I took a quick sip, prepared my message, and watched the digital clock on my computer.

The numbers changed. I sent the message, and began stroking.

Oh, God! It felt good, within ten seconds I was holding myself back.

I could imagine her, whoever she was, diddling her pussy. Maybe using a dildo, definitely a vibrator.

She would be playing with her tits, maybe even sucking a nipple.

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

Time passed, I was on the edge…on the edge…

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

Semen spurted across the room. A long rope of sticky, white fluid. My hips locked up and I couldn’t move, white heat filled my mind and everything got dim. I had never experienced such an explosive cum in my life!

Then it was done.

I sat for a minute, drained and not wanting to move, but I had to send a message.

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

I blinked It was like a lifeline had been cut. My whole world had been invested in that messaging. And now it was…over?

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

No response, and the message window disappeared. She had officially cut the line.

Stunned, satisfied, mystified, I knew I had to take pictures.

I reached into a drawer and took out my good camera. No stupid cell phone for this babe.

I put it on a tripod and set it up in the living room. I used the timer and took a series of pictures. I posed. I kissed at the lens. I flaunted my tits. I never felt so sexy.

And the nice thing, my bump was gone. My boner down, the dress was smooth and not showing any hint of my package.

And then, finally, it was over.

It was time to get undressed and be a man again.

Truth, after I had cum I was ready to change back. I guess that was a good thing. It meant that I just wanted the sex, I didn’t want to remain a woman. which shows how people can delude themselves.

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

I uploaded the pictures to my computer and put them in a file, and I hid the file.

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

Then I washed my glass out, odd, the lipstick stain, as light as it was, was very stubborn. Didn’t want to come off.

Then I washed a bunch of glasses. They were just sort of dusty, and I imagined myself a woman, just sitting around and doing housework.

Then I washed the cupboards off, cleaned a few more things, and realized the time.

It was two in the morning! And I had been prancing around like a woman for hours! Hunh! Maybe there was a part of me that did want to be a woman.

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

I went to the bedroom, thought about sleeping as a woman, then decided against it. I wasn’t that horny anymore, though I did have an inner buzz of excitement running through me.

I took off the wig and put it away. I took off the dress and hung it up. I took the water condoms out of the bra and put them in the sink. I didn’t pop them, I wanted to wear them again. I probably wouldn’t, but…I just left them in the sink.

I took off my panties, and the liner was soaked from the pre cum I had emitted earlier. I smiled at the thought of how much juice I had shot. God, what a night!

Finally, I looked in the mirror at my lipstick. Lip stain. My lips were still plump. This stuff really worked.

I decided to just hop into the shower and wash the stuff off.

I turned the water on hot, hopped in and soaped up.

I rubbed my lips, soaped them good, rubbed them some more, and grinned. I would be clean now.

I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and looked in the mirror.

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

I grabbed a washcloth and soaped it up and scrubbed my lips some more.

They stayed red. In fact, because of all the rubbing they were a little redder.

A little worried, I went back to the computer and powered up. I researched lip stain.

Long lasting than lipstick. It doesn’t just apply a color over the lips, it stains the skin.

My jaw dropped and I stared at the screen. The site I was on had dozens of red lips on it. Lips on women. Red lips where they should be. Not on a man.

What had I done?

I researched some more. Most stains came off within a day. I looked up the particular brand I had used. Three days. One day to lose most of the color, but three days to lose all the color.

Three days.

It was Wednesday night. That meant Thursday, Friday, and Tanya was due home on Saturday. Saturday afternoon.

Yes. It would work, though there might be a little redness left. but i could talk fast and cross my fingers…it was workable.

But, first, I was going to have to call in sick. I couldn’t be seen at work with lips like these.

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

I was dressing up in your clothes, my love. Why do you ask? I giggled.

I called up work and put on my best fake cough. It was pretty easy, and they bought it. Heck, in this day of COVID the slightest wheeze was an excuse to lock down and quarantine.

I called Tanya then.

“Hey, babe! How you doing?” she greeted me.

“I’m good, but I miss you!” At least I missed you until last night, and then I was a bad boy.

“Oh, I miss you, too. I can’t wait to feel your big dick in me.”

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

“I couldn’t help myself,” she giggled. I masturbated last night.”

What!? She never did such things. She was the original Miss Goody Two Shoes.

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

This talk was turning me on. And I was already turned on by having dressed up the night before, and by looking at my red, red lips this morning.

“Oh, I had a big bang. The kind that just sort of take your breath away and leave you dazed and confused.”

“Geez, hearing you talk like that has given me a boner. I’m going to have to jack off.”

“Don’t you dare! You save it for me! When I get home I’m going to jump your bone seven ways from go.”

“Oh, so you can beat off, but I can’t?”

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

“You’ve had your needs filled too often, and you’re going to get your needs really filled when I get home. So no jacking off!”

DING!

I stared at the computer screen. MM had sent me a message? Right while I was talking to my wife!

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

“Uh, yeah!” My mind was caught between two conversations, I was fumbling the ball.

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

“Yeah I can’t wait to fuck you,” I said.

“You sound kind of funny. Is everything all right?”

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

I said: “I’m just looking forward to making love to you.”

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

“You just said you were looking forward to making love, and then you asked ‘what.’ What’s going on?”

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

I tried to separate the conversations in my head. I pushed the MM aside in my mind, turned my swivel away from the screen, and said.

“Sorry honey, I just cut my finger. Paper cut.”

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah. No big deal. And I can’t wait to see you.”

DING!

I ignored the bell. “I’m going to go crazy on you.”

She giggled. “That sounds like fun. But can you handle a real woman?”

As opposed to a computer message woman? “Oh, yeah. I feel like real woman right now.” I blinked. Was there something revealing about what I had said?

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

I searched my mind. I didn’t want to read messages. Oh, yeah. I remembered the song. I hummed a bit of it.

Tanya sang: “Man, I feel like a woman.”

DING!

But now I was successfully in the groove. I put aside the thoughts of the constant messages and focused on my wife.

For a long minute we talked, and even talked dirty, to each other. then it was time to hang up.

DING! DING! DING!

Her last words were, “Well, take care of yourself. You do sound a little strange.”

“I’m fine. And I look forward to this weekend so much.”

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

I hung up, and I was aware that MM had opened up by calling me ‘lover,’ and that my wife had hung up calling me ‘lover.’

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

I’m playing with my pussy, it’s hot and wet for you.

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!
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