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Author’s Note

This is the second part of a series.

In the first part Jon is caught crossdressing by his step-mother, Ann. She had a brother who almost killed himself because he wanted to transition but didn’t know how.

Ann took her brother in hand and helped him, and now she’s going to take Jon in hand. There are troubles on the horizon, however, for Jonb’s father is due home, and what is he going to think when he finds out his son wants to be a girl?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Okay, sunshine. Time to get up!” Ann pushed Jon out of the bed.

Jon came to awareness as he fell past the edge of the mattress. He tried to orient himself, even to catch himself, but he landed on his butt and cried out.

Ann leaned to look over the edge of the bed and chuckled at him.

She was naked, her large breasts hanging over the side of the bed. To Jon, lying on his backside, they looked humungous.

He was naked except for the chastity tube she made him wear. His dingus, which was pretty good size, was cut down a bit by the contraption.

“Why’d you do that?” He groaned. He turned slightly and rubbed his butt, then reached up and grabbed her hair.

“Oh! No!”

He didn’t pull hard, he didn't want to cause pain, and she was just off balance enough, mostly from her good-sized udders, to fall on him.

He held her and tickled her, and she laughed and laughed, until she managed to get her hands on his cage.

“Stop!” she laughed, and she twisted so that he had to.

Now she had control, and she twisted around and sat on him, holding him tightly.

“You bad,” she said, and she kissed him.

After a long, passionate smack she rolled off him and they lay next to each other on the floor.

She turned, went up on an elbow and inspected him.

They had spent the night making love. Her getting off, and him getting hornier and hornier. He had lips and fingers, but his dick was caged. It had been an interesting night.

She had made him use his hands and his mouth which, in spite of his protests, he didn’t mind.

“We need to fix you up. We should have taken off your make up before sleep. You’re all cakey and blurry.”

Cakey and blurry,” he muttered. He reached over and cupped her mons and she groaned. “Please. I’m done for now. How many times did you do me last night.”

“Who knows,” he muttered, and he mouthed her nipples, went down on her, and finally she pushed him away.

They got up off the floor, were still enamored by one another.

Kissing, fondling, rubbing their flesh together, they somehow managed to make it into the bathroom where they showered. She helped clean him up, then they stepped out and dried each others bodies.

“Your father is coming in tomorrow night.”

He sighed. “These past few days. Wow.”

“Double wow,” she said. “I’ve never had so much fun. And I love it how you’re so horny.”

“It does feel good,” he agreed, a bit sad at the notion that it was coming to an end.

His father would only be home for a couple of days, but Jon had a taste for Ann now, and those couple of days would be pure torture.

Seeing her but not touching her. Meeting her eyes and not blushing at her thoughts.

But, she was his father’s wife, and she was just playing with Jon.

And teaching him about being a woman.

“But when your father is home there will be no sad looks, no revealing glances, not even a hint of emotion. I haven’t cheated on him, and I’m not going to feel like I have.

“I understand. And I agree. Not a problem.”

That statement made, that agreement reached, they went back to laughing and giggling and having the best time of their lives.

Ann brought out more panties and bras, put him in a tummy shaper and nylons, and finally a culotte and a sweatshirt.

His sweat shirt was cut off at the bottom to show his belly, and his falsies pushed the material far out. They looked exactly like real boobs.

The sweat shirt itself was pink with a heart on it, the heart pierced by an arrow and dropping red, blood drops in the shape of hearts.

She demanded that he walk around the house in high heels and get used to them.

Then she made him up. She gave him false eyelashes, red lips, and a bit of blush.

“I look like a tart,” he complained, without really complaining.

“Only a little. But that’s the way you’re supposed to look when…” she paused until he looked away from the mirror at her, then broke into a chorus of,

But girls, they wanna have fun

Oh girls just wanna have

Jon joined in when she pinched his butt and they danced through the house.

She was wearing a pair of shorts and a tight sweater with a vee. The vee wasn’t that deep, but her mountains were so big the cleavage looked…big.

And, of course, high heeled sandals.

She took him out to the car and tried to get him in it, but now he was scared. “I don’t want to go out.”

“Why? You look like a girl.”

“That’s it!”

“But you like looking like a girl!”

“Only here, in my house.”

“Well, tough. If you don’t get in the car I’ll stop playing with you.”

“Your football, eh?” he sounded a bit bitter.

“My rules! Do I need to get you drunk to do this?”

“No.”

But she did. She went into the kitchen, made him drink two drinks, then dragged him out to the car.

He still complained, he still said he didn’t want to do this, but he sat in the passenger seat while he complained.

She drove and he hunkered down, actually scrunched into the corner of the seat and didn’t see where they were going.

Then she stopped.

He popped his head up and looked around.

They were at a gold course.

A small nine hole just across the Golden State Freeway at Los Feliz.

“What are we doing here?”

“We’re going to eat, and we’re going to play golf.”

“No!”

She handed him a pint of Jack Daniels she had brought from the house.

He tilted the bottle and drank a quarter of it. He gasped, and he choked, and he slid out of the car.

He was a little woozy and Ann took his arm and walked him into the little restaurant.

Now he was scared, but drunk, and he just sat in a chair at a corner table and…was scared.

“I don’t want to do this…” he whimpered.

She ordered bacon and eggs for both of them, with a side of pancakes and lots of syrup. Then she sat down next to him and talked to him.

There were only a few customers, and most of them were busy eating, or reading a newspaper.

“Now, Jon. I want you to look at that fellow in the far corner. What do you think he’s reading?”

“The obituaries,” Jon was almost sobbing.

She poured a little more Jack in his water glass and told him to drink.

Then she said, “How many eggs do you think the cook cooks a day?”

Jack looked over at the man behind the grill.

“I don’t know.”

“Count the people in here, multiply that by ten hours.”

Jack had trouble with the math, he was so worried, but she talked him through it, and slowly, slowly, he began to relax.

“Not only will they never see you again, but you won’t see them again.”

“Unless I go golfing,” he said sourly.

“Of course we can go golfing tomorrow. And the next day, and…” she laughed at the expression on Jack’s face.

“What are we really doing here?”

“We’re going to play golf. Just us two girls. I know you’ve got athletic shoes in the trunk, we can rent a couple of clubs, and you’ll get used to being outside as a real girl.”

“But what if somebody figures out that I’m a guy?”

“What if they do? Are they come over and give you a ticket for wearing make up? Are they going to call the cops? Are they going to tear your panties off and scream and yell and make you put on pants?”

Jon was now not sure whether to laugh or cry, but her ludicrous speech was breaking him down.

After all, what would someone do if they knew he was a guy?

And, like she said, he wouldn’t ever see them again.

Their food came and they ate.

“Try not to mess up your lipstick, Jon. Take small bites. And don’t worry. I’ll fix you up if you’re messy.”

Then, his shaking and shivering reduced by their half hour in the cafe, they went out to the car.

“Careful when you put your shoes on, Jon. Don’t show your panties.”

He stood behind the car, looked around carefully, then managed to change his shoes.

Ann watched him, a smile on her face. he was so innocent.

Then they went to the little shack and rented a couple of clubs and balls and headed out for the tee.

It was a slow day, and there was a couple before them, an older man teaching his wife, and a couple of studs behind them.

They sat and waited, and when the couple was down at the far end of the fairway Ann teed off.

She hit a curve that rolled to the side of the green. It wasn’t a bad shot.

Then Jon put his ball on the tee.

Jon played golf regularly, and he wasn’t wearing high heels now, and the culottes gave him a certain freedom of motion.

He pulled back, arced through, and the club gave a healthy smack to the ball.

The ball went up in a nice slant, peaked, and hit the edge of the green and rolled to the back.

Ann smiled. “You didn’t tell me you were a pro.”

Jon smiled, be it shyly.

Two two studs spoke behind them in low voices, but not low enough that they weren’t heard.

“Good form.”

“Great form. I wouldn’t mind taking her to bed.”

Jon’s face turned a bright red. He was torn between turning around and yelling at the guy, and running full speed down the fair way to get away.

Fortunately, Ann linked her arm through his and walked him down the fairway.

“Jon has some admirers,’ she teased.

“Don’t say that,” he begged.

“Bet they want to lift up your skirt and pull down your panties.”

“Ann!” His voice cracked with humiliation.

“I see Paris, I see France. I see Jonny in his panty pants.”

He stiffened up, but the stiffer he got, the more she laughed, and, finally, it was too much. He had to snicker. “Stop it,” he said, but this time he was smiling.

And that was the way the game went. She teased him, she poked fun at him, and he, somehow free in his mind, hit the ball better than he ever had.

He even almost got a hole in one on the fourth green.

At the end of the course they turned in their clubs and headed for the car. They were just driving out when the two studs, finished with their game, walked up next to the car.

“Hey, ladies. How about getting together?”

It was innocent, but it was also…immature.

Two lads who wanted to get into two panties, and not having the couths to pull it off.

“Uh…” Jon squeaked from the passenger seat. his face was turning red once again.

Ann put her hand on Jon’s forearm to quiet him, and she turned to the big kid standing next to the car.

“Well,” she said, “I’d like to, but we have a date with a guy with a really big dick.”

The two lunks blinked.

“See ya,” and she pressed on the pedal. The last thing they heard was one of the boys saying, “I’ve got a big dick.”

For a moment Jon was stunned, then he started to laugh.

Ann grinned, and headed up Los Feliz.

They spent the day together. Hugging and kissing, went for a swim in the pool, and hugging and kissing.

At one point Jon asked her, “What is the best pick up line?” He was thinking of the two guys at the golf course.

“It’s not the line, it’s the confidence behind it. The line can be the worst line in the history of the world, but if the guy is transparent, isn’t acting like a dick dragging horn dog, then it’s worth find out about.

“But how do you know if he is worth it?”

“If he can take rejection easily. Laugh it off. Look, no woman wants a guy who gets his feelings hurt, or his panties in a bunch. Well, I shouldn’t say ‘no woman,’ ‘cause there are a few who pick up boys just to hurt them. But, generally speaking, that’s the key.”

Jon thought about that as the evening started. He began to evaluate himself as regards meeting women. He was honest enough to find himself lacking, and brave enough to not let it get to him.

After all, he was with a beautiful woman right now, wasn’t he?

That said something about his personality and character. Didn’t it?

Finally, after the day and night of play, it was time to go to bed.

Ann showed Jon how to use cream. She brushed out his hair and gave him a negligee. It was pale green and made of see through material that excited his skin.

Then they climbed into bed.

“I was pretty surprised at how well you played gold today,” she said. “Was it difficult with your chastity cage tied back?”

“Actually, it was easier. There was nothing between my legs and I was able to swing the club easier.”

She was holding his cage as she spoke. She loved the feeling of his dingus struggling and trying to escape the cage.

“So wearing a cage is good for you.”

“Wow. What a question.”

“It’s an honest question.”

“Honest if you’re trying to trap me into saying something.”

She laughed, pulled him over on her and told him to get busy.

“Eat me,” she whispered into his ear. “Show me that your fat lips are good for something other than showing off lipstick.”

He did, and shortly she was writhing and twisting and moaning.

Again and again and…again.

They slept soundly. Their limbs entangled in the sheets and around each other. The night was quiet, not a sound in the house.

Their flesh was hot against each other.

His peeny wiggled in his sleep, wanting to get loose and have its way even now.

Her arm was around him, pulling his head to her side, inches away from her blushing breasts, her pulsating nipples.

With such heavy sexual intimacy one would expect them to wake up, but they had spent hours with him pleasing her, and her teasing him, and they were finally done.

Exhausted.

Drained.

Ready for sleep.

Click. The sound of a lock unbolting.

Sh…sh…sh…the sound of good shoes walking through the foyer and into the right wing.

No sound as the feet traipsed on the thick rug.

Then a murmur. Soft, so as not to wake anybody. “Man, I’m tired.”

Miles pushed his suitcase to the side and undressed quietly. He removed his shoes and socks, dropped his slacks and underpants. He took off his jacket and his shirts. He pushed his hair back, he tended to wear it a little long, not as long as his son’s, but long, and pulled the covers up a little and slid into—

“EEEEE!”

Jon was sleeping on the other side and he leaped up, was twisted and tripped by the sheets, and fell against the wall. He was caught between the mattress and the wall.

“EEEEEE!” Ann shrieked, was twisted and turned by the pull of covers.

Miles fell on the floor, much the same as Jon had earlier that day.

“EEEEE!” Ann screamed.

Miles scrambled to the doorway and found the light switch.

“It’s okay, Ann! It’s me! It’s Miles!”

Click.

Light flooded the room.

There are moments that live in the generational memory. Pearl Harbor was one such moment for the generation that live in the forties. The Kennedy assassination in the sixties. The Twin Towers in 2000s.

Moments that are so imprinted on the people that it cannot be forgotten. Such an impact that forever that person will remember, in startling detail, the exact events of such a day.

And that was such a night for Miles and Jon and Ann.

Miles, naked, stared at his wife, who was also naked, her eyes wide open as she screamed, and realized she had no reason to scream, and stopped creaming. He turned his gaze to Jon, also naked, except he had this weird penis looking thing on his penis, and his balls looked so big and round and shiny and…

Jon, tangled up in sheets and trying to come up for air. His father staring at him with big, round eyes. Catching him in bed with his wife, Ann. Ann, who’s mouth had gone from screaming to a dull, shocked O. Her eyes looking like jello in the sockets.

Ann, sheets pulled off her in every direction, her breasts out in the open for all to see, except there was nobody there but her, and Jon, and…and Miles.

That timeless moment probably didn’t last long, but it seemed like forever, and it would be in their memories forever.

And they all began to babble.

The babble lasted all of thirty seconds, then Miles simply raised his hand and stopped talking. Jon and Ann slowly stopped, and Miles said, “Jon, if you could go to your room. I’ll talk to you later.”

Jon, feeling just a wee bit self conscious to having been caught naked in bed with his step mother, wearing a chastity tube, walked out fo the room.

As he walked down the hallway he was totally messed up. His head was spinning, tears were coming down his cheeks, he was shaking, and he was sure his life was over.

He was sure his father wold disown him. In fact, by the time he reached his room he was thinking of where he might go, what he could do, when he left the house.

He sat down on his bed for a minute, then fell sideways and buried his face in his pillow.

Oh, God! What had he done!

“Miles, please, you’ve got to understan—“

Miles sighed. He suddenly looked very tired. His face was drawn and sallow. Even his hair looked tired.

“So, for me to understand, I need data.”

Ann stood and he sat on the edge of the bed. He was sagging in body and soul, and she was sure it was her fault. To betray her husband like that. Yes, she was a Hollywood personality, Hollyweird, but…

“Come, dear, it’s not the end of the world. It’s just an episode that needs to be sorted out.”

The lawyer in him was rising to the occasion. He actually gave a wan smile.

“Could you hand me my robe?”

It was hanging on the back of the bathroom door, and Ann retrieved it and handed it to him. Her hand was trembling.

“Would you like to put a robe on yourself?” His voice was surprisingly wry.

She put on a robe. A sexy one, as that was all she had. She had just worn it for Jon.

“Okay. Sit next to me and apprise me of the facts.”

He moved towards the head of the bed, pulled his feet up and sat cross legged. His cock was on full display.

Sadly, she noted that it wasn’t hard. It was always hard, but now…after being betrayed…that almost made her cry in itself.

She climbed onto the bed and faced him.

He sighed. “Come on. Rip the bandage off.”

Ann bit her lip, was very self conscious, and began.

“You remember that I have a brother.”

“Billy,” he said.

“Billy,” she confirmed. “When Billy was growing up he had desires. He wanted to wear women’s clothes. I found out, and I used to make fun of him. I ridiculed him, laughed at him, and one day I walked in and found him with a pistol in his hand.”

“The one you keep in your side table.”

She nodded.

“That was the day I changed. From that day forward I helped Billy. If he wanted to transition, to become someone else, then I, who had driven him to the brink of suicide, had to help him. I had to, do you understand?”

Tears streamed from her eyes and she leaned forward and begged.

Once again Miles sighed. He looked so very, very tired. “Go on.”

“So I was sleeping late the other day, and when I came out to the kitchen I found Jon. He was dressed up like a woman.”

Then she broke down. “I had to help him! I had to! I couldn’t do what I did to Billy! So I dressed him up and we played around but—I swear to you—we never had sex! We slept together, and I teased him because…you know how I like teasing…”

“I do,” he nodded. Again, a wan smile. He leaned back against the head board and heaved another sigh.

“I swear Miles! We never did anything! I know you must be disappointed, but we never—“

He raised his hand. His presence was enough to silence her.

“I believe you.”

He sat silently for long minutes, contemplating her.

“What are you going to do?”

He tilted his head and gazed at here.

“If you want me to leave I will, but you can’t blame Jon. You can’t! I’m the older! I should have been more responsible. You can’t…”

He raised his hand and she waited.

He turned his hand over and motioned to her, just a crook of the finger, come to me.

Somewhat timidly she crawled up the length of the bed. He moved his arms and indicated his desire, and she was crying and…he wanted her to lean against him. To…to cuddle against him.

She moved into the crook of his arm. She felt his hot flesh. It seemed very hot. She felt his heart thudding slowly.

His grey hair was bristly on his chest, his nipples were erect. She cried against his chest.

“It’s okay. Shh,” he calmed her. “Everything is going to be all right.”

Finally, she just lay there, listening to his heart, her mind a weird sort of blank. She felt like she was leaning over the edge of a precipice, falling, but her feet still touching the edge of the cliff.

“Thank you for telling me about your brother,” he said. “Now I understand about the gun. And about other things. Is the gun registered?”

“I don’t know.”

“Okay. I’ll get one of the partners on it. You should keep that gun. It’s a reminder of terrible times, and a caution to always improve.”

She nodded, her hair rubbing his his chest, getting caught in his wiry bristles.

“Is Jon serious?”

“I don’t know. I know this is what he likes. I don’t think it’s…it’s a phase or something.

“Okay, then we must find out. We shouldn’t let him live in a state of confusion.”

She rose up and looked at him. “You’re…you’re not mad?”

“At somebody for trying to find out who they are?” He laughed. “Maybe if he was confused about being a bank robber or something. But figuring out what his dick is for? That’s something that concerns every man.”

She fell against him, sobbed more, clutched him. “Thank you. Thank you.”

“Which leaves us with the conundrum of you.”

She froze. She whispered, her heart breaking, “Do you want me to leave?”

“Oh, Lord, no.”

He kissed her forehead.

“What for? Trying to help my son? Of course, the methods you employed…somewhat unorthodox.”

“Then…”

“One thing I have never told you is that I went through a time of confusion. Oh, I never went as far as Jon, but I sometimes wonder if I made a mistake.”

“You?” She was apart from him again, sitting up and looking at his face.

“Me,” that wan, tired smile.

“Now, I know about you. You’re a kissy bitch. You love to kiss people, and I have even seen you turn and…accidentally on purpose…touch a man with the back of your hand. In the crotch. You giggle and excuse yourself, but it is obvious what you are doing. Teasing. Checking a man out. Having fun.”

“Then you’re not…mad?”

“Oh, I don’t know. I suppose some part of me is a little angry, but…I’ve got more important things to do than to be angry at the most beautiful woman in the world who happens to be the love of my life.”

She kissed him then. Tears sliding down her cheeks, her lips pressed against his.

“That does leave us with a quandary, however.”

“Jon.”

“Precisely.”

“So what are you going to do?”

“Before I tell you that, it’s time we had a talk.”

She waited, her heart pounding, still frightened, and within a couple of minutes she was sobbing uncontrollably, and holding on to him with all her might.

The door to Jon’s bedroom opened and Ann stuck her head in.

Jon was stunned by the look in her eyes.

It was one thing to hear about the ‘thousand yard stare,’ but that was for soldiers, not for beautiful women.

“Jon. Your father would like to see you.”

Jon had put on clothes. He was sitting at his desk, the desk he had done homework on while growing up. The view from there was wonderful.

Now he stood up. “Is he…”

She shook her head. “Best not to talk. Your father will explain everything.”

Jon walked towards the door like a dead man walking. “Explain what?”

She didn’t answer, just took his hand and led him down the hallway.

He was slightly behind her, and he could see her breasts jiggle under the thin robe. Why was she still wearing that?

She glanced back at him, and their tortured eyes met.

“It’s okay,” she whispered.

They passed through the foyer and down the wing towards the master bedroom.

“What is going to happen to you?”

“It’s okay. Come.”

She led him into the bedroom.

His father was laying on the bed, a robe on, and he looked so very, very tired.

Oh, God, what had he done to him? His father must hate him!

Miles had a briefcase open and he closed it and looked up at Jon. He smiled.

Smiled?

“So Ann tells me you have a slight sexual confusion in your life. How long have you been dressing up?”

Jon stammered, but his father had a steely gaze and an imposing presence, and he steered him towards full confession.

Since I was eleven. I don’t know why, but I found some underwear and—“

“Where did you find the underwear?”

“What…I don’t…why?”

“Just tell me everything.”

If Miles had been mean and vindictive Jon wouldn’t have said a word. He was kindly, though. He was like a Santa Claus asking a child what he wanted for Christmas, and Jon came out with more and more facts.

Finally, he was done. He was exhausted. He just wanted to shrivel into a little ball and roll away.

Miles nodded. “Well, Jon, do you like living here?”

“Yes, sir.” Oh, God! He was going to kick him out!

“And do you like having an all expenses paid education?”

“Yes, sir.”

Miles watched Jon closely. His son was good stuff. And it really didn’t matter what his sexual preferences were. What mattered was that he was a good human being, and that he make good decisions regarding…himself.

“Jon, I’m going to China early. I’ll be gone for three months. During that time Ann will be in complete charge. She will administer ‘punishment,’ if you want to call it that. You are to do whatever she says, no matter how…bizarre it might seem. Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir, but what about…what…”

Tears began to come up.

“Jon. It’s all right. Ann knows everything, I know everything, and when I come back we can sit down and have a long talk. Or not. Depending on what you want to do.”

“But…but…” Jon wanted to confess more, though there really wasn’t much more to confess. He wanted to plead for himself, for Ann, for what they had done.

“I said it’s okay.” Miles’ voice was firm, but also understanding. “Now, I need to get some sleep. I’m leaving tomorrow, and I need my rest.”

“Jon stood there.”

“Well?” He actually smiled that thin smile, then waved his hand, fingers down, a scooting motion.

Crying, Jon left the room.

Miles and Ann were silent for a moment, until he was down the hall and out of sight.

Miles: “I would actually enjoy that, if I wasn’t feeling so punk.”

Ann came to him, lay down next to him, shoved his briefcase away and just held on to him.

“You are the most wonderful man I know.”

“I know,” he said.


Part Two

Miles left the next day about noon. He was wearing casual, not his normal lawyer’s suit. He came into Jon’s room, smiled, shook his hand, hugged him, and left.

Jon’s heart was breaking. He didn’t understand. Not at all.

When was the other shoe going to drop?

What was really going to happen.

He listened to the sound of Ann’s car leaving. She was driving him to the airport.

Jon was heartsick.

He looked down at his lap.

For some reason he was still wearing the chastity tube. His dick didn’t feel like wiggling much, however.

Well, it did after a while, but sitting there in the empty house…it didn’t.

He stood up and pulled his pants down and stared at the device.

Well, so much for that. When Ann got back she’d undoubtedly let him out.

Free again.

but, oddly, he didn’t really want to be.

He loved the excitement.

And the way she got him even more and more excited.

But…those days were done.

For the next hour he just walked around. He read a book, without seeing any of the print. He turned on the TV and had no idea what he was watching.

He walked out to the pool and thought about swimming, but…it just didn’t seem worth it.

Finally, he just lay on his bed, his arms folded behind his head, and thought.

And he thought about his father’s command.

Do what Ann told him to do. She was in charge of his punishment.

How was she going to punish him?

What was she going to do?

Take away the chastity? Yes.

Make him do all the landscaping?

Heck, she’d probably fire the gardener first thing, then make him work his finger to the bone for the three months until his father returned.

Which was okay. He deserved a lot more than that.

Then he thought about his crossdressing. His transvestitism. He would have to give that up. God, he didn’t want to (and now his weenie started to stir). But, whatever Ann said, that was what he would have to do.”

He heard her car coming up the driveway.

He sighed.

Beautiful Ann, who had given him so much, taught him so much, and…now?

He heard the car door slam.

He thought about getting up, but didn’t have the strength.

The door closing. Her heels tapping in the foyer. Up the short flight of stairs. Then the rug hid the sound of her heels, but she was coming towards him.

He sat up.

“Hello, Jon.”

Jon put his head into his hands, then looked up at her.

God, she was beautiful.

“Why are you wearing those clothes?”

He blinked.

“Take them off.”

Her face was sad, but there was also a light in her eyes.

“But…what do you…”

“Do I have to administer a spanking? Didn’t you hear your father? I’m in charge!”

Lord, talk about an indomitable force.

“Now take off your clothes!

John stood up, and found that he was trembling.

He stripped off his pants and shirt. He pulled off his underwear and his cage hung down. His balls, thick with seed, hung down behind the cage.

She inspected him, and she had the most mysterious smile on her face.

“I want you to take those clothes down and put them in one of the big packing boxes. Then I want you to empty your drawers. Everything. Shoes, socks, baseball caps…everything goes into the packing box.”

“But…what are you…what is…”

“Is this the way you obey your father? Now do it, or I will take a belt to your hide. In fact…” she stepped over to the bed and pulled his belt out of the loops on his discarded pants. “Lay down!” She pushed him onto the bed.

“But, I don’t under—“

“Turn over!” She pushed him and he went onto his belly. The cage was pressing against his flesh so he had to adjust it, then…

WISSS…SMACK!

“Ow!”

Jon could take a lot more than that. But the shock of it totally discombobulated him.

WISSS…SMACK!

“Hey!”

WISSS…SMACK!

And she kept smacking him, and when he tried to get up she pushed down on him.

“It’s okay, Jon. Just take it,” she said at one point.

His fanny turned a bright red, and she finally stopped.

“Sit up.”

He did so, rubbing his butt.

“Now, are you going to do everything I say?”

“Is this what my father…my father…”

“Your father knows exactly what I’m doing. And, yes, I am following his orders to the letter. Now, are you going to throw out your clothes? Or am I going to have to continue with your spanking?”

“Okay! I’ll do it.”

She watched for a moment, her hands folded under her breasts, the belt hanging from one hand.             

Jon gathered up an armful of clothes. He walked past her, down the hall to the garage.

In the garage he opened a packing box, taped the bottom, then folded and put his clothes carefully into the box.

He returned to his room for another load, and Ann wasn’t there. Just a note on his pillow. When you are done packing your clothes come see me.

Huh.

He spent an hour, collected all of his clothes, and put them in the packing box. Then the folded the top closed and pushed the box into a corner of the garage.

Now he had nothing to wear. Except his chastity tube, of course. So, naked, he walked down the corridor to his step-mother’s room.

She was reclining on the bed, wearing a negligee and reading a fashion magazine. She looked up when he entered and smiled.

“How’s your bottom.”

“Hurts,” he admitted, and he rubbed it gently.

“Good. We’ll make it hurt again, but right now we have to discuss your future.”

Jon waited, totally unsure of what was happening.

“Come sit on the end of the bed.”

Nervously, he did. This was not the kind woman who had nurtured him, this was a power crazed vixen.

Sort of.

Actually, he wasn’t sure what she was.

“Okay, Jon, it’s time we discussed your future. As you know, your father left me in charge. Whatever we did before, it is subordinate to what we do now, what your father wished for me to do.”

“Okay,” he drew the word out. what the hell was going on?

“This summer you will learn what it is to be a woman. Not just the fun and games, which will continue to some extent, but the other side. Being bullied by authority figures. Being used for sexual pleasure. Having to follow directions or get a spanking.”

“But women don’t get spankings if they don’t follow directions!” he blurted.

“You will,” she smiled. “You’ll take it and like it, because it’s not just about you getting kinky, it’s about you understanding what you’re getting into.”

He frowned, but that was all. He was a quick learner, and a spanking was a quick teacher.

“Now then. I’m going to teach you everything about being a woman. In three months you will be able to take care of yourself as a woman. Furthermore, you will be getting breast implants, and probably within a couple of days. Your father knows a lot of people, and doctors willing to do such an operation are in his phone book.”

She knew that would stun him, and it did. Jon’s mouth opened. He stared at her, and kept blinking uncontrollably.

“This is what my father wanted?”

“Yep.”

“Get breast implants?”

She nodded.

“But what if I don’t want to do it?”

“Then you’ll disappoint your father. I suppose you could just leave, wander the streets, a sometimes transvestite without much fashion sense. But the alternative, becoming a beautiful woman with a lot of personal power…that would be better. The choice, however, is up to you.”

John stood and stared.

“Well? Any other questions?”

“And the chastity tube? You’re going to take that off?”

“Oh, heavens no.”

He stared at her bleakly.

“You’ll find that chastity gives me a lot of power over you. A month from now you won’t care about pleasing your father so much as pleasing me. I will become your world. I will be the one who affords you sexual relief…”

“You’re going to fuck me?”

“With you wearing a tube? I think not.” She found the idea amusing. “No, I have other ways of relieving your youthful…’energies.’ You will find them quite pleasing, and you will even want them more than I am willing to administer them. At any rate, here starts your new life. What happens after three months will be up to your father and you. It is up to me to prepare you for that time. Understand?”

“Uh…” he was gobsmacked. He still hadn’t closed his mouth, and every word he uttered was a study in stutter.

“Good. Now, get on your hands and knees and face away from me.”

He had no choice. He felt like property as he followed directions. He was on hands and knees, his butt pointed towards her, and she reached under her pillow and brought out something.

“What’s that?” he asked.

“Your new lover,” she answered, dripping some lube on the plug and smoothing it around. “She will always be in you, and you will learn a new way of walking. It will hurt a little bit at first, and we will have to massage your rectum and make sure you don’t get over used, but…” She put one hand on his right cheek and pulled it to the side. Gently, she touched the thing to his brown button.

“Oh, fuck!” he wheezed. If he had thought he was gobsmacked before, it was nothing compared to now. He almost never touched his back door. Just to wipe, and he was circumspect in that!

She pushed the thing into him.

He felt pain, then a sensation of fullness.

“Okay, honey. Come here.”

Moving gingerly, he turned and faced Ann.

Ann was laughing. “Oh, the look on your face.”

“It feels like I’m shitting.”

“Nah. That’s your imagination. You’re feeling something similar, but quite different. This is not about going out, it’s about going in.”

He shivered, which waggled his butt, and made her laugh harder.

“You look like a dog shaking off water.”

“It hurts!” he whined. “Take it out!”

For answer she reached forward and grabbed his hair. She pulled gently and brought him to her, made him lie down next to her, and then he found himself being cuddled, and snuggling into her grip.

He moved gingerly, afraid to move because of what was inside him.

She held him tight. Pressed his face against the side of her mammoth glands.

“Suck them, honey. Make me feel good.”

He needed no invitation. No matter how distracted he was, he wanted to experience her breasts.

He put a hand up and squeezed and fondled, and with his mouth he sucked hard on her nipple.

“Oh, yes,” she moaned.

Then it felt like things were back to normal. Perverse being normal in Jon’s mind.

He was in her arms, loving her. His weenie was making all sorts of motions inside his cage, and he couldn’t think of anything else.

“Down, boy,” she murmured into his ear.

But not down like back off, more like slide down to the juncture of the legs.

He moved down, their flesh sliding together like electrical slip and slides. He gave up her nipple and found himself mouthing her snatch.

She slid down a bit off her pillow. She spread her legs and held his head and writhed. “Oh, yes! Do it!”

In heaven, Jon felt the electricity coursing through him. He pleased, and could never attain that ultimate pleasure himself.

Yet, it built and built. The more he moved his mouth, the more he licked that wonderful, satiny, moist flesh, the more pleasure he felt, and he realized that basic truth of all truths. It’s not the explosion at the end, it’s climbing the hill to get there. And the longer he was in chastity, the longer he was kept servicing her sexually, the hornier he got, and the more pleasure he felt.

When Ann finally exploded, gushed and groaned and tried to close her legs from the intense sensations washing through her, Jon was at a peak of desire. He wanted her with a desire he had never experienced.

And the dull realization pounded through him: She’s going to do this to me for three months?

He didn’t think he was going to make it.

The next few days were amazing. And they were wonderful. And they were terrible.

First, right after he got her off that first day, when he wanted to lay back and just sleep, he was that tired, she pushed him off the bed and told him to do the laundry.

“What?” he squeaked.

“Women have to do the laundry. You’ll have to learn how to wash your father’s clothes, and you’ll have to hand wash our underthings.

“No,” he whispered.

She smiled. “Or, I could giving you another spanking. That was really quite fun, you know.”

“No. I’ll do the laundry.”

“I know you will. Gather the clothes on the floor, put them in the hamper and take the hamper out to the garage.

He picked up dainty underthings and put them in the hamper. the hamper was heavy, and he carried it out to the garage. Ann followed him.

In the garage she helped him separate the clothes. Some of them he put in the washing machine, others he had to wash by hand.

“You can do it in the sink there, but use good soap, wash, rinse, and repeat.”

While the washing machine chugged away he worked on the lingerie. He added Dawn to the sink and began washing and rinsing panties, bras, and whatever else.

After a while Ann went into the kitchen.

Jon worked, doing the boring labor, and wondered at his situation. His father had told Ann what to do, but…why? Even though Ann had told him that it was to acquaint him with the life of a woman, he didn’t get it.

The door to the kitchen opened and Ann came out with a couple of drinks. She handed one to him and said, “A bonus for doing me so well.”

He took the drink and sipped it.

He put it down on the sink and leaned over to pick up more clothes.

His butt plug worked around in there and he stopped moving and just laid there, hands on the edge of the sink.

“Oh, God,” he whimpered.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?”

It did. What was worse was that the incredibly sensation in his butt was making his cock try to rise, so he was getting it from both ends.

“Come on, Jon, move it.” She slapped his butt, part to wake him up, part to shock him into action. That made the butt plug jar inside him and he grunted with the sudden explosion of pleasure.

He continued washing the stuff, his hands sliding over the material, feeling the places her pussy touched, her nipples touch, that breathed in her flesh.

When he was done, the underwear hanging on a short line, she said, “Okay, you shouldn’t have any laundry to be done, except…did you empty your hamper?”

Jon’s mouth opened as he realized he hadn’t. He had just emptied his drawers and closet, and hadn’t given a thought to his dirty clothes.

“Aha!” Put your hands on the sink and bend over.

He did so, slowly, and asked, “Can I take the plug out before you—OW!”

She used her bare hand, and now he was caught between the pain and the pleasure. The pain of getting a spanking, and the pleasure as his plug shifted around inside him under the impact.

Two more smacks, then she backed off.

Simple reason, it hurt her hand.

“Now go get your dirty laundry. You’ll wash it, then put it in the box. And I want you to use duc tape to seal that box good. Got it?”

Sniffling, rubbing his butt, he nodded, then trotted off to get his laundry.

He worked all morning.  By the time lunch came around he was ready for a break.

“Lunchtime, honey. Come inside.”

He entered the kitchen and sat down opposite Ann at the kitchen table.

“Why are you sitting down?”

He looked at her blankly.

“You said it was lunchtime?”

“It is. So where’s lunch?”

“It’s…but…you always fix lunch.”

“But now you’re a woman. You work all day, you fix meals, then you get sexually satisfied at night.”

He couldn’t stop blinking.

“Now then. You’re lucky, I’m not particularly hungry, so make some cheese and bologna sandwiches. And make them the way I do for you.”

Sighing, but afraid of getting another spanking, Jon fixed two sandwiches. He sliced them crossways, put them on plates. He then got out a couple of glasses and put ice in them. She usually just served Coke, but now she said, “A bit of bourbon, if you don’t mind.”

“For me, too?”

“Of course, dear.”

She was smiling broadly when he served her.

She sipped, chewed, and asked, “So how’s life as a woman?”

“Not what I thought it would be.” He took a big gulp of the bourbon and Coke.

“I imagine. You thought it was run around all pretty all the time and be sexually excited.”

“I guess.”

“Well, don’t worry. This is just a quick boot camp. We’re going to start educating you tomorrow. And you will. be getting sexual satisfaction, so…” she shrugged happily.

“So you’re going to stop spanking me?”

“Actually, I sort of enjoy that. I never thought I was that kind of person, but…I am. But, again, don’t worry. There’s lots of other things we have to look into.”

“Lots of other things,” he parroted, sounding a little grim.

“Now eat up, I do want to play dress up this afternoon, and I’m feeling a little hot in the box. You can do something about that.”

After lunch he did the dishes, then reported to the master bedroom where Ann was waiting.

Ann had some lingerie on the bed, and some cosmetics on her vanity table.

“Let’s get you dressed first. How’s your weenie doing?”

“It’s wiggling.”

“Never stops, does it?”

He shook his head, and she laughed at the look on his face.

“That’s what my brother said. He said that even when he was sexually satisfied the worm kept trying to get out. It would start up, then relax, and then start up again. All day long, even during the night. Sometimes he would be so horny he would wake up out of a sound sleep and just feel his dingus singing.”

“Dingus singing,” Jon snorted.

“I know. Describes it though. Now have a seat and let’s go over the make up procedure.”

So he sat, and she cleansed his face, brushed it, creamed it, powdered it, and all the while his dingus sang. It wormed, it squirmed, but it could never get fully big. Sometimes it filled the tube completely, then it would shrink a bit, then wiggle, then fill. It was an endless cycle that put all his attention on his sex.

Sometimes Ann would notice, and she would laugh and pat him on the tube, or even fondle his testicles a little.

All the while she kept doing things, explaining what the various potions and colors were, what they were for, how they were applied.

Which kept his thing a hoppin’.

Finally, his face was done. She stood back and said, “You don’t always have to do everything, there are shortcuts you can take, but you’ll figure those out in time.”

He looked at himself in the mirror and was thrilled. Excitement lanced through his chest, and like he had the day before, he felt so…so complete.

Ann could see it, the happiness glowing from within. Miles was so smart. She could see that this had to be done if Jon was going to be able to understand his choices.

“Okay, lingerie time. You want the pink or the blue. Oops, no blue. Here’s the pink.”

He saw the humor, but wasn’t quite ready to laugh. Glumly, but excited, he pulled the panties up. then he put on the matching bra and slipped in his breast forms.

“Oh, you are so cute. Here, nylons.”

He rolled on the nylons and fastened them to a garter belt.

He looked in the mirror and was surprised. He had always worn a corset or a tummy shaper before. Now it was just him, and he was surprised at how feminine his body looked.

Yes, the make up helped, but he was naturally slender, not much in the way of excess chub, and the way his breasts went out made his waist look thin, and his legs were so sleek and shiny…

Ann stood next to him. put her arm around him, and he felt her breasts press against him.

“Nice, eh?”

He gulped as he nodded.

“Okay, the good news, you get implants tomorrow.”

He stared at her in the mirror. She was really going through with this. He was really going to have boobs put inside his chest.

“The bad news, no sexual satisfaction until you get some real titties.”

Oh, God, he wanted sexual satisfaction. He wanted this thing off his weenie, and he wanted to stroke himself to a squirt, and it didn’t matter to him that it wold likely be right in front of her.

But, it was what it was, and she was the boss.

“And the good news, this is all making me so-o-o horny…I need to get off. And guess who’s going to help me?”

Me? he mouthed into the mirror.

“Yep. Little, old you. Tonight you are going to take me to the moon. It might be a little frustrating for you, but…oh, well. I’m sure you can handle it. Now, let’s put some clothes on you. Then you can vacuum the rug, clean the bathrooms, and…” she went on and on, listing items to be done, and sounding like they were all sexual in nature.

But, as the afternoon would prove, doing housework was not sexual.

The following morning, ten o’clock, Ann took Jon to the doctor’s.

He was dressed nicely, wearing a pale blue sweat that showed his boobs, a pair of shorts, and lots of make up.

He was embarrassed, but as the trip to the golf course had proved, he was unmistakable as a woman. Nobody in the waiting room blinked, and a couple of older men eyed him surreptitiously.

“Jon? Ann?” They were called by a nurse, and as they walked across the room, Ann clicking on her heels and urging him to do the same, men stared at their saucy butts.

Down a corridor and into a small exam room with a big table.

Well, it was normal sized, but to Jon, about to get up on it and receive a larger chest, it was big.

Doctor Jane Jessup entered the room, shook their hands, then examined Jon. She gave him a full work up, even examining the chastity tube.

The nurse stood back and watched.

She smiled as she handled it. “No pain? No rashes or anything?”

“No, ma’am.” he gulped. His face was redder than a beaten beet.

“Excellent. Make sure you keep it dry. I’d hate to have to cut it off.” She chuckled. Her idea of a joke.

“Okay, hop up on the table and let’s give you some female parts.”

He laid on his back, his sweater and bra and falsies on a nearby chair.

“This is pretty straightforward,” Doctor Jane said. “We used to demand that the procedure be done in a hospital, but it is so commonplace these days, and so few problems, that a clinic like this can do it. Would you like to be awake during the procedure?”

“He would,” answered Ann.

The doctor didn’t mind that Ann was doing the talking. “Very well. Let’s give you some general anesthesia, and get started.”

Jon lay on his back and she delivered a dose of numbness to his chest, both sides around the pectoral muscles.

“All right,” said the doctor, picking up a scalpel. She made a slight incision in the crease under the pectoral muscle.

Jon only felt a little pressure.

“We’re separating tissue here,” she said as she worked the surgical tool back and forth. “Making a pocket. You’ll have to wear a bra for a few weeks. But…there we go.”

She put the knife aside, and the nurse handed her a large, plastic sack. Very carefully, Jane inched the sack through the incision. Jon watched, talk about shock and awe, as his chest suddenly grew a boob. And it was a big one!

“How big is that?”

“Your father was specific,” answered the doctor as she centered the bag of silicone under his nipple. “These are called Chyna 2000s. They were made popular by Chyna, who was a—“

“Wrestler,” Jon blurted. “Joanie Laurer.”

“Been doing your homework,” smiled the doctor. She was shifting the bag inside his body, and suddenly his nipple popped up.

“I love these new implants,” commented the doctor. They have a shape that promotes the nipple.

Jon stared at his suddenly stiff and enlarged nipple.

His penis wiggled in the cage.

The nurse nudged the doctor, who looked at his tube and grinned. “It is exciting, isn’t it?”

Then she did the other boob, and just like that Jon had tits.

Tits with larger nipples that stood right out.

“Okay. The nurse will go over your post operation instructions. Pleasure meeting you, Jon. Enjoy your new breasts.”

With that the doctor left the room.

“Oh, my God,” whispered Jon, looking down at his tits. “Why are they so big?”

“Because you have a male chest. It’s wider. Regular implants would look a little silly on you.”

She was driving the car, driving all around, the top was down and the air was whipping her hair.

“So how do you like then, Jon?”

He was silent, then finally blurted, “Scary.”

Then he noticed they were driving aimlessly.

“Where are we going?”

“I need to get some stuff. Would you like to come in? Or did you want to stay in the car?”

“I’ll stay in the car.”

“Very well,” and she pulled into a parking lot. At the other end was a garish building that advertised, ‘SEX TOYS!’

She parked, got out, and started to walk in.

Suddenly she heard Jon rushing up behind her.

She turned, and almost giggled at the way he was holding his hands under his tits.

“I didn’t know they’d bounce so much!”

“Walk a little slower. What’s wrong, anyway? I thought you were going to stay in the car?”

“There’s a couple of men that looked like they were going to come talk to me.”

Ann just laughed. “That happens. Well, come on. You might just as well see what sex is all about.”

“I know what sex is all about, I’ve been with a girl.”

“More likely your hand,” Ann quipped.

Then they stepped inside the store and Jon’s eyes grew big.

Dildos.

Harnesses. Lubricant.

Sexy panties. Butt plugs. videos.

Everything and anything that was connected with sex.

Ann kept him walking, and they circled through the racks and displays.

She went to a section labeled ‘prostate massagers, handled a few, then selected a large one. It had two bulbs on it, one on the shaft and the end was bulbous, and a ring.

She paid for it, and a large bottle of lube, and some rubbers, and they left the store.

“What is that for?” John had never seen a prostate massager before. “Is that a dildo or a butt plug?”

“Yes,” answered Ann with a chuckle.

There was no sign of the men when they got back to the car.

Jon didn’t feel like doing much that day, and Ann let him relax.

He watched TV, tried to stay comfortable, and kept touching his tits.

He had full sensation, and his nipples seemed even more sensitive.

They had dinner, and she made him wash the dishes. That was an adventure because he suddenly had to worry about his breasts getting splashed by the dish water.

Then he was done for the day.

And he was tired. Having an operation, getting used to the large weights on his chest, he was ready for bed.

Ann, however, had different ideas.

“Come on,” she said, summoning him from the couch where he was watching TV.

He stood up, felt his balance shift a bit as he got used to being ‘over balanced,’ and followed her.

“What are we doing?” he asked.

“Sexual satisfaction.”

He frowned. He didn’t feel like sex.

Of course, his cock did.

She helped him undress, and took a moment to just hold his massive mammaries.

“Wow,” she said. “You’re one lucky girl.”

“I’m tired.”

“You won’t be in a minute, and then you will be.”

“What does that mean?”

She helped him out of his lingerie, all except the bra.

“Up on the bed on all fours.”

Yawning, he climbed up and knelt on all fours.

She gently extracted his butt plug, and he sighed with relief, and yet, somehow, missed it. It was like there was a space inside him that wanted to be filled.

“Okay, John. I need you to stay still.” She unrolled a condom over the tube.

“What’s that for?”

“We don’t want a mess.”

He was totally puzzled. No mess? What did she think he was going to do? He couldn’t cum with the tube on.

Ann turned on some soft music and dimmed the lights. She got up on the bed behind him and started swirling her finger around his rectum.

Lube. Lots of it.

“You probably don’t need this much, but…better safe than sorry.”

“Safe? Safe from…OOOH!”

She slipped the prostate massager into him.

Jon started quivering right away. It was like there was an electric shock causing his muscles to twitch. His cock, of course, went stark, raving wild!

He groaned as the sensations washed over him. His penis banging away inside the cage. He could hardly breath it felt so good.

“This touches your prostate, Jon, and it will clean you out. It will drain you.”

She began moving the tool. She circled it slowly, pressed it down, rubbed it back and forth a little inside him, then she seemed to find what she was looking for. He felt her pressing, slowly, rhythmically, and a warm, wonderful feeling came out of him.

And it felt like he was pissing.

“Oh, wow,” he sighed.

His weenie was twitching, and he felt like he was pissing, and…and there seemed to be nothing better in the world.

“How you doing, Jon?”

“That feels good,” he soughed.

“And it only gets better. This is sort of like a female orgasm. Not a big bang, unfortunately, but that good feeling lasts and lasts. When you’re done, when you’re drained, you’re going to be twice as horny. Your body is getting drained, but your mind…it still thinks it needs to squirt.”

“Drain?” He felt almost goony. Like he was drunk, but without all the liquor.

“Drained. Your penis is leaking right now.”

“It is?”

He looked between his legs and, sure enough, the rubber on his cage was filling up. It bulged with white fluid.

“Oh, my gosh! It is!”

A minute later and they were done.

Jon collapsed on the bed, just laid there like an exhausted seal. Breathing. Wondering how life could be so good. He actually felt like he had just been born, that he had come alive and discovered that earth could be paradise.

Ann wiped his butt, cleaned the massager, then came to bed.

She snuggled, and he snuggled, and they were about as happy as they could be.

“I have to tell you, Jon, I won’t be doing that all the time, but I sure like doing it.”

“And I like having you do it. It’s better than an orgasm.”

She smiled, kissed him soundly and profoundly.

And they went to sleep.


Epilogue

For two months Ann and Jon played.

He learned how to be a woman. How to dress and do make up, how to act, how to walk. He learned all the fine, little things that makes a sexy creature out of female.

Two months of paradise.

Her getting off every night, even buying a strap on so she could experience him fucking her…without him really fucking her.

But one night, while they slept…

Tootle toot toot!

Jon and Ann both opened their eyes.

It was dark, the house was silent, except for the ringing of her cell.

“What?” asked Jon blearily.

Ann leaned over quickly and grabbed her cell.

“It’s your father,” she blurted as she glanced at the phone. “It’s a text.”

She opened the cell and read the text.

Coming home tomorrow night.

Pick up at eight.

Thx

Miles

Jon came awake. His father, coming home, and all that that meant.

He would have to stop sleeping with Ann.

She would stop massaging his prostate.

And he would have to figure out what to do about being a woman.

Then he saw that Ann was crying.

“Ann? What is it?”

“I…I…your father. He’s coming home early.”

“Well…isn’t that good?”

Jon had mixed feelings about that, but he loved his father.

“No. No. It’s all wrong.”

“Ann? What do you mean?”

“He didn’t stay the whole three months!”

“What’s wrong with that?”

But Ann just sobbed and couldn’t seem to stop.

END
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


Here are the first two chapters from…
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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 request for money. The internet always wants your money.

I typed:

What do you know about me?

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

DING!

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

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

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

DING!

Watch this!

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

I clicked on the link.

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

Mommy Compilation part four!

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

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

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

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

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

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

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

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

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

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

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

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

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

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

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

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

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

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

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

that is my reward for helping you.

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

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

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

I had never thought about being a woman.

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

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

I typed:

I’ll do it.

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

HURRY!

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

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

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

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

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

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

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

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

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

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

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

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

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

I put them in my bra.

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

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

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

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

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

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

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

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

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

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

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

Then I saw the dress.

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

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

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

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

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

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

Then I realized the solution.

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

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

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

‘My’ dress.

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

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

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

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

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

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

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

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

I had my own set of tits!

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

DING!

Lipstick.

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

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

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

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

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

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

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

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

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

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

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

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

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

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

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

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

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

Still, nothing connected.

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

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck!

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

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

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

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

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

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

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

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

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

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

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

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

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

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

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

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

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

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

Then it was done.

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

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

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

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

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

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

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

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

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

And then, finally, it was over.

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

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

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

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

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

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

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

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

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

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

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

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

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

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

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

What had I done?

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

Three days.

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

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

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

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

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

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

I called Tanya then.

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

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

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

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

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

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

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

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

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

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

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

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

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

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

DING!

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

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

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

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

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

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

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

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

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

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

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

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

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

“Are you all right?”

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

DING!

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

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

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

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

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

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

DING!

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

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

DING! DING! DING!

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

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

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

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

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

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

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!
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Read it on kindle or paperback
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A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD
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Go to Amazon:
The Castration
Chronicles!






