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PART ONE

“You cheated on me.”

Tandy stood five foot six and had better curves than a race track. Her breasts were large and high, her ass was round and firm, and her face should have been in a Hollywood movie. Right then, however, her beauty was obscured by her anger. Her green eyes were flashing and her red mouth was tight.

“Baby, no! What are you talking about?”

Roger was five foot seven, slender, and slick. His face was unlined with a soft chin. His eyes were always mocking.

Except for now. Now he was turning on the charm, trying to talk his way out of his wife’s anger.

Tandy threw a large envelope on the coffee table.

Roger’s thin fingers opened the envelope and a dozen pictures slid out on the glass.

Roger and a brunette, immersed in each other, naked, her thrusting her hips up and him digging his dick down.

Roger and a blonde, his mouth leeching onto her breasts and he tilted his hips and dove into her pussy.

Roger and a redhead, her legs folded around his back, him shoving her against a wall, his naked buns thrusting his cock up.

Roger and…and on and on.

Six pictures. Six different women.

This wasn’t a one time dalliance, this was a way of life.

“Baby, these girls didn’t mean anything.”

“They mean something to me.”

“Sure. Another notch on your dick.”

“Aw, don’t be that way. We can work this out.”

Roger begged and wheedled and whined, but Tandy had made up her mind. Roger was going to change or else. All she had to do was apply enough pressure that he would want to change.

“I want a divorce.”

“No way that’s going to happen,” he stated.

“Because you don’t want to give up my money?”

“Honey…”

“Don’t bother Roger. I know you for what you are now. You’re one of these assholes who finds a purse and digs in. You’re going to want me to pay the alimony. You’re going to want half of all my property.”

“You’ve got me all wrong.”

“Have I?”

“Those girls didn’t mean anything. It’s you I’ve always loved.”

“Prove it.”

“Of course I will,” he blurted.

“Go to Cheater’s anonymous.”

Roger blinked. “Cheater’s anonymous? What the hell is that?”

“Like Alcoholics Anonymous, or Gambler’s Anonymous…they help people with problems overcome those problems.”

“But I don’t have any problems!”

“Prove it. Go through the Cheater’s Anonymous course. When you’ve done that then I’ll know you really love me, that you want to give up all those sluts and really make our marriage work. If not…I’m going to a judge and have our marriage annulled. Not divorced, but annulled, and with annulment there’s no chance you could get alimony out of me.”

“Wait a minute…” there was a hint of panic back in his eyes.

“”Not one minute. Tomorrow I’m going to take you to Cheater’s Anonymous…or to an annulment. Your choice.”

With that Tandy spun on her high heels and stomped out of the room.

Roger sat on the couch for a long minute. He stared at the pictures, but didn’t really see them. His mind was too busy to study his pornographic efforts.

He didn’t want a divorce. Tandy had money and he liked living high on the hog. And this annulment business, that sounded bad.

He stood up, mixed himself a drink in the kitchen, then headed for the computer room.

In the computer room he looked up annulment, and what he saw shook him.

If Tandy got an annulment it would be a declaration that the marriage never happened. No splitting of properties. No alimony. Just him out on his ear.

He googled Cheaters Anonymous on the net and was directed to a group on Reddit. The group couldn’t seem to make up its mind if it were against cheating, or just a place where cheaters congregated to engage in further affairs.

He googled again, and finally found the official business called ‘Cheaters Anonymous.’

He perused the website, and the headline read:

Cheater’s Anonymous

Better Living through Behavior Modification

Following were a long list of testimonials. People saying they were so much happier now that they had been fixed.

‘I love and worship my wife now. Thanks, CA, you’ve brought new order to my life.’ ~ Charles J.

‘Thank God I came to CA. My whole life has been resurrected, and now I can treat my wife the way she should be treated.’ ~ Bob F.

‘I was a schmuck, cheating on my wife. Now I am on the straight and narrow and love my wife.’ ~ Ben Hawthorne.

The testimonials went on and on, pages of them.

Then Roger read a write up on the Cheater’s Anonymous methodology.

‘Cheater’s Anon uses the latest, cutting edge technology to enable men to see their faults and correct them. We are dedicated to bringing all men to the truth of themselves, and enabling them to understand how the other half lives.

And there was more. A lot more.

CA had been advertised on media.

CA was endorsed by a list of politicians and celebrities.

CA was backed up by police organizations, fireman unions, teacher’s unions, and so on.

Finally Roger leaned back in the swivel and contemplated.

Some sort of stupid ‘aversion therapy,’ or some such, no doubt.

A bunch of weak willed idiots that fell for the latest ‘psycho scam.’

Heck, he could breeze through that in a jiffy, and go back to being himself.

He snorted. This was what Tandy wanted him to do?

Chuckling, he closed the computer, and got up. This was going to be easy.

He headed for the bedroom, was momentarily pissed when he found it locked, then went into the guest room.

He undressed and climbed into bed. He lay on his back, looked at the ceiling, and thought, I’ll do this easy. Cheater’s fucking Anonymous, eh? I’ll show them!

Tandy rose early in the morning. She got dressed, made herself up, then went down the hall and tapped on Roger’s door.

“Eh? What?”

“Time, Roger,” she said to the door. “Get up or get out.”

Roger climbed out of bed. He yawned. He put his clothes on and headed for the kitchen.

Tandy was making toast and she shoved one piece at him. He forced himself to eat it.

“I’m telling you now, Roger, you’d better do well on this program.”

“Oh, I will,” he assured her.

“Because if you aren’t then this is the end of the road for us.”

“Don’t worry, honey. I’ve seen the error of my ways. I’ll do this program and you’ll see a new man.”

She controlled a snort. He was obviously lying through his teeth.

Still, she had to give him a chance.

“Okay, let’s go,” she said. She dumped her coffee cup into the sink and headed for the garage.

Roger followed along.

In the garage Tandy headed for the driver’s seat of their Maserati.

“Hey, I want to drive.”

“I’m dropping you off.”

He frowned, then got in the passenger side.

The trip to the Cheater’ Anonymous building was cold. Tandy didn’t want to talk, and Roger gave up before a couple of blocks had passed.

They pulled up in front of the building. It was a solid block with no windows, made of cement. It looked more like a prison.

Roger looked up at the sign over the front door. Cheater’s Anonymous. Okay. Then he focused on the ‘Behavior Modification’ part of their logo.

Well, they’d find out the hard way. Roger wasn’t about to have his behavior modified. Not by no one, nowhere, nohow.

Tandy parked in front of the building, got out, and strode up to the front entrance. She led Roger to the front counter and talked to the receptionist. In a jiffy Roger was sitting down on a green, faux leather chair with fake wood arms. He filled out a bunch of forms while the receptionist ignored him. Tandy sat next to him. Like the receptionist, she ignored him, but he knew she was sneaking glances at the form on the clipboard the receptionist had given him.

Roger hated filling out forms, so he skimmed over all the legalese and just scribbled his signature. Best to just get this stupid stuff done.

When he was done Tandy took the forms to the receptionist, then came back. She faced him.

“Well, Roger. I hope you learn from this. You really have hurt me.”

“I’m sorry, honey,” for a brief moment there was sincerity in his voice. Then he looked up and saw two nurses coming out of the door next to the reception area.

And, man, were they nurses! They were both stacked, perfect make up, and they were smiling happy grins at him.

Tandy observed Roger’s eyes light up. It pissed her off that he could be so blatant. “Okay, Roger.” she said, standing up. “I’ll pick you up when they call me. Hurry. Don’t make me take a lover.”

“What?” he  hadn’t been listening, but when she said that he was startled. “What lover?”

“It’s in the forms, dear. The ones you just signed. You pledged that you understood that I had needs, and that you wouldn’t be upset if I had them taken care of while you underwent your retraining.”

“I didn’t sign anything like that!”

The two beautiful nurses were next to him now. Their nameplates said ‘Roxy,’ and ‘Liz.’ They smiled down at him. “Are you ready, Roger?”

“Yes. You did,” remarked Tandy.

Roger’s head was going back and forth between the two nurses and his wife. He managed to blurt.

“Give me those forms back! I need to see them!”

“Sorry, Roger.” Tandy turned and walked off.

Roger leaped to his feet, but before he could follow Tandy the two nurses had each grabbed an arm.

“Hey! Wait!”

Tandy kept walking. The nurses turned him towards the door they had come out of. Roger struggled a little, but when he felt them get closer, push him with their bodies, which involved them hugging his arms and him feeling their big breasts he relaxed and let himself be turned. After all, he could handle this stuff with his wife later.

“I’m Roxy, Roger.”

“And I’m Liz. We’re so happy to meet you.”

“Uh…hi.”

Roger glanced over his shoulder. Tandy opened the front door, and the last Roger saw of her her silky legs were striding, her buttocks was swaying, and her long hair was waving in a light breeze.

Then he was moving through the door into the back area of the building.

They were in a long hallway to the left. The hallway was institution green at the beginning, but it morphed into a light pink by the time they reached the door at the end.

The door opened automatically and the women escorted Roger into a small room. There was a chair that looked like a dentist’s chair in the center of the room. No. A doctor’s chair, with legs that could be opened.

Along the walls was a desk and two metal shelves. There was a metal door at the other side of the room. In one corner was a large sink.

Roger looked back and forth between the two women. He couldn’t figure out which one was the more beautiful. He sat in the chair and grinned.

“Now, Roger, we’re going to take your vitals.” Liz wrapped a sphygmomanometer around his arm and pressed a button. The armband started filling with air.

Roxie put a thermometer under his tongue. She smiled at him and actually pinched his cheek. “You’re so handsome.”

Roger would have grinned, except the thermometer would have fallen out of his mouth. The blood pressure band was squeezing his biceps.

Liz pulled a strap out of the arm rest of the chair and wrapped it around his forearm. Roxie did a strap on his other arm.

Roger wanted to ask what the straps were for, but that damned thermometer in his mouth stopped him from talking.

Liz checked his blood pressure. “Excellent,” she murmured.

While his attention was on her Roxie pulled a strap out of the foot rest and wrapped it around his leg.

“Ummm?” Roxie stood up and took the thermometer out of his mouth, and while she looked at it Liz took advantage of his distraction to wrap a band around his other leg.

“Wonderful. Not only handsome, but healthy.” She smiled at Roger. “You’ll do well here, Roger.”

“What’s with these bands on my arms and legs? It’s hard to move!”

“Oh, those,” the nurses pulled straps around his belly and snapped them together like a car seat belt. “Those are so you don’t move while we operate.”

“Operate?” Roger’s voice rose up. “What do you mean operate?”

Liz moved to a shelf and took down a couple of pairs of scissors. They were large and looked sharp.

“All applicants for Cheater’s Anonymous go through body modification. It’s part of our program.” Liz smiled at him, then both women bent and started snipping at his clothes.

“Hey! Wait!”

The ladies didn’t wait. They snipped up the side of his pant legs and he felt cool air touch his skin. It made his hair stand on end, and he began to struggle.

“You’re ruining my clothes!” he yelled.

“Calm down, Roger. We don’t want to have to gag you.”

“Yes. You’ve been so pleasant…don’t ruin it.”

The girls snipped up to his waist.

Roger tried to pull free, to fight, but the straps were tight and held him relatively motionless.

The girls separated his pants at the waist, then Liz started working on the inside of his legs. Roxie worked on his waist band.

“I’m going to sue somebody over this!”

Liz was snipping close to his crotch now, and she smiled at him. “Don’t move, Roger, I’d hate to take off more than your pants.”

After a few more cuts the girls began pulling pieces of his pants off him and out from under him.

“Lift your buttocks, dear,” Roxie asked.

Roger didn’t.

Liz stuck a pin under his fanny and Roger bucked up. “Ow!”

Roxie pulled parts of his pants out.

“There’s the easy way or the hard way,” cooed Liz, then she kissed his cheek.

They cut off his shirt, and he didn’t object. A shirt wasn’t that big a deal.

Then he was down to his underpants.

And his boner.

“My, this has really gotten you excited,” Liz said, she grabbed his prick through his underwear.

Roger about strangled, he was so shocked. Yet, on retrospect, he should have expected such an action.

Roxie cut his underwear off and Roger realized what they were doing. They were making sure his penis poked his underwear out, stretched the material and made it easier for cutting.

Pieces of underwear were pulled off him, then Liz said, “Lift your buttocks.”

Roger complied.

“Isn’t it cute how they learn so fast?” remarked Roxie.

Liz made the oblique statement, “They learn a lot faster when they aren’t allowed to be men.

Roger was naked. The pieces of his clothes were pushed into a pile with a broom, then put into a large, black plastic bag. They threw his shoes and socks in after the clothes.

“Well,” said Roxie. “Now comes the hard part.”

“Did you want to masturbate him first?”

“Nah. He’ll be more amenable if he’s hard.”

“What are you going to do?”

“We’re going to clean your body. All of it.”

Roxie took a bottle off the shelf and began pouring a gel like substance up and down his legs, his arms, over his torso. Liz snapped on a pair of medical gloves and began smearing the stuff onto him.

It wasn’t exactly cold, but it wasn’t warm, either. Roger gave a shiver, but it might have been because of his panic.

They smeared the stuff all over him, reached their hands behind his back, scooted their hands under his buns, spent a long time applying the goop to his groin area.

Liz’s hands in particular were obsessed with his balls and cock. She stroked him until he was on the edge, then she giggled and backed off. “Not yet, honey,” she whispered.

Roxie chuckled.

Then they took a break. They leaned against a desk, talked about the best way to fix spaghetti sauce from the ground up.

“Hey!” Roger objected. “This stuff is starting to burn.”

The girls pulled a hose from the sink and sprayed him off.

“Hey! That’s cold!”

“Too hot…too cold. Poor boy can’t make up his mind. Squirt some soap there.”

Liz squirted soap from a bottle and Roxie walked around Roger and squirted him ruthlessly.

Then Roger noticed something. His hair was coming off! He was losing all his body hair, and then he turned his eyes upward.

His scalp hair was coming out! He was going to be bald!

“Oh, my God!” he moaned. “What did you do?”

“Roger,” said Roxie as she put the hose back. “You simply can’t have all that ugly hair. How will you ever become beautiful?”

“I don’t want to be beautiful.”

Liz grunted, “Damn! That’s five dollars I owe you.”

Roxie chortled. “They always say that. It’s a sure bet.”

“Why?” Roger demanded. “Why are you doing this?”

“Because we can?”

“Because we want to.”

The girls high fived, then Roxie said, “Because you signed up for this program.”

“My wife signed me up!” protested Roger. “I didn’t sign up!”

“You signed the forms. Didn’t you read them?”

Roger’s silence signified that he hadn’t.

“Well, you should have. You wouldn’t be complaining so much then.”

Liz: “So who did you cheat with, Roger?”

“Was it one woman? Or several.”

Roger clamped his mouth shut. He was done here. But when he got a hold of a lawyer…oh, boy!”

“Well, let’s call the doc.”

“Let me get ahead on squeegeeing the floor first.

“Of course. Silly me. I’ll wipe him down.”

Roxie pushed the water on the floor towards a large floor drain.

Liz wiped and blotted water off Roger and the chair. She had him lift his buttocks,and this time he complied quickly.”

Roger wasn’t shivering anymore. At least not from the cold.

“Okay. Call the doctor?”

“You got it.” Roxie picked up her cell phone from the desk and tapped a number. “Roger’s ready, ma’am. Yes, ma’am.”

Roxie turned to Liz. “She wants you to assist. I’ll go get started on the paperwork.”

“You got it.”

Roxie left the room.

Roger asked in a low tone. “How much can I pay you to get me out of here?”

“Ha,” Liz smiled. “I would get caught and fired. And…I love what I do. I love fixing cheater’s. I love seeing them get what they deserve. It’s fun. If I were you I’d stop thinking about getting away and start thinking about how to get with the program.”

“What program? Getting shaved and washed? Having my clothes cut off me? Losing all my hair? What kind of a program is that?”

“Oh, this is just the start. You’re about to have a grand and glorious adventure. In fact—“

At that moment the door opened and a woman walked in. But not just any woman.

“Good morning, Ma’am.”

“Hello, Liz. Hello Mr. Sanders.”

She was wearing a pencil skirt that showed her buttocks off. Her boobs were world class mounds of fun. Her face was the stuff of dreams. She was holding her hands up, they were encased in surgical gloves and Liz held an operating coat up for her to slip her arms into.

Liz tied a couple of ties. Then: “I’ll gown up, ma’am.”

The doctor gave her a smile, then turned to Roger. “How are you doing, Roger?”

Roger’s eyes were wide. Unfortunately for him, his cock was standing straight up. He said nothing.

She smiled. “It looks like you’re doing well.” She tapped his cock and it quivered. “Nice. I guess they haven’t jacked you off yet. Well, we can do that.”

She grabbed his penis and began stroking it.

Roger made an ‘urk’ sound in his throat, then gulped.

“You might as well enjoy it,” the doctor said. “It will be your last one for a while.”

Roger tried to talk, tried to resist. He didn’t want to be beaten off like a hunk of meat. “Last one?”

“Yes.” She beat him with one hand and fondled his balls with the other. “Why…why?”

“Part of the program, Roger.”

“Who are you?”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t introduce myself. My name is Claire Windsor. You may call me Ma’am. If you don’t call me Ma’am then you will suffer such as this. She slapped his balls. Hard.

“OW!”

Yet the slap brought him closer to cumming. He was having a hard time suppressing the urge within.

Liz came back into the room. She was wearing a gown and gloves and a face mask.

“Oh, I’m sorry. We should have masturbated him before we called you.”

“Not to worry, dear. You know how I love giving men their last cum.”

“Yes, Ma’am. Would you like me to slap his balls a bit?”

“Please do. Roger is resisting.”

Liz slapped his balls a couple of times, and that did it. Suddenly the semen boiled over, shot up the shaft, squirted into the air.

Dr. Windsor bent his penis and aimed his cock at the floor. Long squirts of white jetted onto the tiles.

Roger groaned as the pleasure overcame him.

“My, he has a lot, doesn’t he,” Liz observed.

“He cheated with several women, so he must be quite virile.”

Liz giggled. Don’t you mean was virile?”

Dr. Windsor laughed, took a clothe and wiped Roger’s penis off. “You’re right. Please adjust the table.”

Table? Roger looked around. There was no table in the room.

Liz went to the wall and grabbed a remote control device that was hanging by a cord. She pressed a button.

Roger started as the chair moved. The legs of the table came up. They stayed together. The back of the chair went back to the horizontal. The arms spread out to the sides.

Dr. Windsor stood back and watched.

The chair was now totally horizontal, and Dr. Windsor wheeled a tray of surgical instruments next to Roger. She picked up a grease pencil and hovered over Roger.

Roger stared up at the doctor. She was uncomfortably close to him. She began making marks on his chest around his pectorals.

“What are you doing?” he asked, his voice quavering.

“Slap his balls, please.” The doctor moved back a foot.

Liz gave him a good slap on the balls. “Hold still, Roger.”

But Roger couldn’t hold still. He kept wiggling.

“Better hit him harder.”

Liz made a fist and punched his testicles harder.

Roger jerked up, once, turned white, and lay still.

“Oh, fuck!” he said.

Doctor Windsor was working on his chest again, making little marks in circles around his nipples.and she murmured, “I’ll only tell you this once, Roger. You will not curse again. Cursing brings an automatic punishment, and the punishments can become quite extreme.”

Roger was gasping a little bit, but he managed, “Why can’t I swear?”

“It’s not ladylike.”

Roger blinked. “But I’m a man.”

Dr. Windsor paused, regarded him closely. “Roger, we’re going to convert you.”

“Convert?”

“Yes. Convert. Some people call it transitioning, but our methods are a bit more concise, and the length of time of the conversion varies.”

“What do you mean? Length of time?”

The good doctor sighed. “How long you will be kept female. Some people only need a few months of conversion. Then they understand things about women they didn’t before, and when they are returned to male, they are properly appreciative and behave themselves. Once you’ve been a woman you understand why you shouldn’t cheat on a woman. Mind you, it’s okay for women to cheat on men, but not men on women.”

“But I don’t want to be a woman!”

“Then you shouldn’t have signed the forms. Or even entered our establishment. But once in, we will deal with you expeditiously.”

“How…how long would I…”

“How long will you be female? Every case is different, and it’s up to you. If you learn your lessons and behave yourself, three to six months. But if you don’t behave yourself it could be years. Maybe even the rest of your life.”

Roger gulped.

“I don’t…I don’t…”

“I understand. But you have cheated, and now you must learn. Do you want to start working on his nails, Liz? It’ll be a while before I’m ready to operate.”

“You’re going to….what are you…”

“Shush for a while, Roger. I have other appointments and you’re starting to slow me down. You really should have known this before you arrived.”

“My wife didn’t tell me.”

“And you didn’t tell her you were cheating, so hold still.”

Roger lay on his back, staring at the ceiling. He was shivering, Then he felt Liz doing something to his feet.

“What…what are you doing?” His voice cracked. He was rapidly losing his nerve.

“Painting your tootsies, dear.” She lifted up a small bottle. It was bright red, very shiny. “Do you like the color?”

“Nu…nu…no!”

“I could paint them pink? Pink is very popular these days.”

“Nu…nu…no!” He was protesting getting his nails painted at all, but she took him to mean he just didn’t want pink nails.

“Okay.” She continued painting them red.

Dr. Windsor was measuring his flesh around his nipples. She gathered skin in between her fingers every once in a while. “You’ve got lovely skin, Roger. Very stretchable. I’ll be able to put in our largest implants.”

“Implants? Did you say implants?”

“Of course. What kind of a woman would you be without a nice set of ta tas.” The doctor didn’t quite snicker, but it was close.

“Please,” Roger begged. “Please,” he was close to tears. “Don’t do this to me!”

“You did it to yourself, Roger. Being so disrespectful to your wife. Don’t you remember your marriage vows?”

“But…”

“I’m going to need to do some serious liposuction,” muttered the doctor.

“Why don’t you remove one of his ribs?” asked Liz.

“You know…that is an excellent suggestion. I’m going to have to do another set of measurements, but I think he’s a perfect candidate for rib resection.”

“Wait! No! You can’t!”

“Shush, Roger. Lower your voice or we’ll spank you.”

“Are you going to put him in chastity?”

“I don’t know. I think sewing his penis up would work nicely.”

“Inverted the shaft and staple it?”

“No. I think sewing it to the perineum would work wonders. You know how the ladies complain that they get too excited.”

Roger was moaning lightly now, shaking his head, trying to think.

“Easy, now, Roger,” said Liz. She flicked his balls with a finger. Roger jerked, but kept moaning.

“I’m about ready now. Would you like to finish his hands after surgery?”

“Of course. Let me just finish the enamel.”

The doctor stood back and began examining the tools on the tray. “I think we’re going to need some more solution.”

“I’ll get it as soon as I[‘m done here.”

The doctor leaned over Roger and smiled. “You’re a lucky man, Roger. Fine skin, good bone structure. Your transition will be perfect. Nobody will be able to see that you were once a man.

Tears were seeping out of his eyes now. “You’re going to take a rib?”

“Two actually. One on each side. You’ll have the thinnest waist. Of course you’ll probably want to wear corsets from here on out, but that’s a small price to pay for a perfect body.

The tears were coming harder now, but he wasn’t making audible crying sounds. He tried another argument.

“You’re experimenting on me! Like Nazis! How can you do that?”

“You know, Roger, if I had a nickel for every time I’ve been called a Nazi, or the Angel of Death, or some other such thing…” she chuckled.

“You’d be rich ten times over,” agreed Liz, standing back from Roger’s feet. “I’ll go get the boob juice.”

“Boob juice?”

“That’s what we call it,” Dr. Windsor said. “Really, it’s a solution that we inject into your chest. Originally the stuff was used to make what we call ‘vacation boobs.’ We inject and the woman, or man, has a chance to see themselves as a woman for a while. Big chest, you know. Of course the early stuff only lasted a month. What we will give you will last six months. And even then we might need to inject a solvent to help break it down.”

“But…”

“You’re about to have a world class set of breasts, Roger.”

“But…”

“Thin waist, big boobs, a bit of liposuction, you’ll be wonderful. In fact, we’ll take some of the fat out of your body and put it in your butt. You’ll have quite the booty. Isn’t that wonderful?”

Roger began to wail. To cry. To sob uncontrollably.”

“Oh, dear,” said the doctor. “He was doing so well, too.”

Liz came back into the room with a couple of gallon jugs.

“Want me to put him under?”

“No bother, dear. I’ll do it. Just see to the solution.”

Dr. Windsor pulled a face cup down from the ceiling and placed it over Roger’s face.

He thrashed, as well as he could under the restraints, but Dr. Windsor pushed the face cup down on his face and kept him head still.

Roger gasped…then tried to hold his breath.

“You can count backwards from a hundred if you wish?” Dr. Windsor advised.

But Roger was wide-eyed and desperate, and he breathed, and the world faded.

After a minute the doctor let the cup reel back towards the ceiling. She picked up a scalpel and began cutting. “Get the saw ready, dear. I’m taking the ribs out first, then we’ll do the lipo, then we’ll put his breasts in.”

“Yes, ma’am.”


PART TWO

“Unh,” Roger heard himself groan. Then he realized he was groaning. He felt sick to his stomach, but otherwise…sort of loosy goosy.

He turned in bed, and realized he wasn’t in bed. Not his own, comfortable, king size bed. And his wife…where was Tandy?

Then it came flooding in on him. The show down with Tandy, going to the Cheater’s Anonymous building.

And the nurses and the doctor.

He opened his eyes, and reality came crashing in on him.

His eyes had long lashes fluttering over his eyes. His hand was in front of his face, and it was tipped with long, red fake nails.

He moved, and felt the big pillows on his chest. They were huge! They shifted and he was unbalanced.

“What?” He sat up.

He was in a sort of a dormitory, but it was a sissy sort of dorm.

There were ten beds, a dresser between each bed, high heels lined up under the beds. In each bed was a slumbering form.

At the end of the dorm was a nurse sitting at a desk. She was reading a book, it looked like one of those trashy Alyce Thorndyke novels. ‘The Broken Man,’ or something. She turned the pages idly. Her bright desk lamp was the only light in the dorm, except for a dull night light in a wall socket at the other end.

Roger pushed back his covers and stood up. He wavered, unbalanced by the big monsters on his chest. The weight of them hurt, and he folded his arms under his boobs to help support them. He stepped out into the center of the dorm and walked down the aisle towards the nurse at the desk. As he walked he became aware that his groin was different. He dick didn’t swing. He still had it, but.something was wrong. And his nuts…where were they?

Oh, crap! More memories came into his mind. All the things Doctor Windsor had said….

The nurse saw him stumbling down the aisle and raised her eyes, then she closed the book and put it aside.

“What…what…” Roger bumbled, totally confused.

“Sit here, Regina.” The nurse indicated a chair next to the desk.

Roger sat. “Regina?”

“That is your name now that you have been feminized. Pretty, isn’t it?”

“What am I doing here?”

“You’re being converted. You’re supposed to be sleeping, but I know how antsy you girls get when you first arrive.”

Roger held up his hands. He was so confused. “What are these.”

“Those are your pretty fingernails. You’re going to have to learn an entirely new way to use your hands. Doing dishes, doing laundry, using knives and forks…everything will be new. My name is Samantha. You may call me Miss Samantha, or just Ma’am. I know everything is confusing these first few days, so feel free to come see me any time you want. Just make sure you address me, or any of the nurses, properly.”

“What happens if I don’t?”

Nurse Samantha reached for what looked like a pendant hanging between her large breasts. “This will remind you. Would you like to see how it works?”

“What does it do?”

“I’m going to touch it very gently. Don’t be alarmed.” Samantha pressed the little button in the center of the disk and Roger felt his groin suddenly go BZZZZ!

He jumped and grabbed his groin, and his dick was there, but it was hanging down and stuck against his body. His boobs, now not supported, fell down his chest.

“Oh, shit!” he muttered, and put one arm back under his boobs to support them. He was feeling for his balls and realized they ween’t there, either.

“Please, no swearing,” Samantha smiled. “You only get this one warning, then that vibration you feel down under will become painful.”

“Oh…what happened to my nuts?”

“Your penis has been pulled down between your legs and sutured to your body. Your balls have been put up in your pubic area from whence they dropped.”

Roger’s mind didn’t seem to be working on all cylinders, and he mumbled, and felt himself. The nurse was right. His dick was in the down position, but pressed against his body. He cold feel the little threads, and above his peeny his ball sacs were empty. They just hung there, and as he continued exploring this are he realized that his testicles had been forced up into the cavities in his pubic area. There was a ring around the base of his cock. It had been sewn on, so it looked like a piercing. His dick went between his legs and the head came out just below the crack of his buns.

“Why…why have you done this?”

“Girls don’t have balls. For that matter, they don’t have peenies. Of course the clitoris is sort of like a cock head, but…you understand?”

“I under…no. I don’t!”

“Easy, Regina. Keep your voice low. Girls are sleeping.

But Roger was having trouble. His face was different, and coming out from under the anesthetic he realized that his waist was thin, and he was sitting on more fat than his ass had!

He stood up, looked at his body. He felt his midsection and realized one of his ribs was missing! He was skinny in the waist, and his chest was so…so…big!

“Change me back, he whispered hoarsely.

“Roger. I want you to calm down. I can put you to sleep with this little device. I can give pleasure so sweet you’ll cum. Or I can knock you out. That will hurt.”

“But I don’t want this!” His voice was rising.

“Roger,” Samantha warned.

But Roger was winding up. He opened his mouth and Samantha hit the button. Hard.

Pain shot through Roger’s groin. It was like being kicked in the balls by a horse. A big horse with sharp shoes. He just doubled over and passed out.

Roger jerked awake. He was back in the pink bed again, but this time he wasn’t hazy. The anesthetic had worn off and he was aware of everything.

He felt his chest. Yep. Big watermelons.

He felt his groin, and felt the downward curve of his penis and the absence of his nuts.

He felt his body, became aware of his narrow waist, his fat ass, and the fact that he was sore. Very sore.

Well, try having a rib cut out of your body and see how it affects you.

And now there weren’t any drugs to stop the pain.

“You better get up and get ready,” a voice whispered to him.

Roger opened his eyes and looked out from under the blanket he was wrapped in.

A girl was making up the bed to the side of him. She was dressed in a pink pinafore with a high hem and a white blouse. Her boobs were almost as large as Rogers.

Roger looked to the other side and saw another girl making up the bed on that side of him.

He turned back to the first girl, “Were you—“ he stopped talking and his eyes widened. His voice was very high. He tried again, keeping his voice lower. “Were you talking to me?” His voice was a little lower, but not by much.

“You better get up and get dressed. We need to be ready for inspection.”

Roger stared at the girl. She had long lashes, and he had long lashes. And she had plump, red lips. He felt his own mouth. He couldn’t see it, but it felt like his lips were bigger. What had they done to him?

When the girl cleared her throat Roger sat up, kept the blanket around him to hide his nakedness, and his boobs and newly re-shaped body. He felt his head and realized he was wearing some kind of a wig. He had been wearing it earlier, when he had first woken up, but he had been so out of it he hadn’t taken note of it. Now he did, and the hair of his wig was down his back, curled over his shoulders.

“Your pinafore is in the middle drawer. Your underwear is in the top drawer.”

“I’m not wearing that shit!”

“They’ll make you. And you shouldn’t swear.”

Roger snorted. He wasn’t going to dress up all girly.

The girl next to his bed finished making her bed, folding her clothes in the dresser drawers. She put on her high heels just in time. A whistle blew and all the girls in the dormitory stood at the foot of their beds.

Roger stood up, held the blanket tightly around him, and moved up to a yellow line that ran the length of the dorm, and upon which the foot of the beds were aligned.

Three women entered the dormitory. One was Liz, the other two Roger hadn’t seen before. They wore navy blue pencil skirts, blouses, and navy blue short jackets. They were all stacked, made up, and had no expression on their faces.

One woman stood in the center of the aisle. Behind her the night nurse stood behind her desk.

The other two women walked from bed to bed. They checked the fall of the spreads on the beds, made sure they were all precisely 10 inches. They opened drawers, and if everything wasn’t perfectly neat they emptied the drawers on the floor. They inspected the girls, making sure their uniforms were worn to an exact specification.

If the girls passed inspection the woman doing the inspecting said, “Pass,” and pressed the button on the pendant hanging between their breasts. The girl who had passed suddenly had weak knees, and even had to grab the side of the bed so as not to fall.

If the woman said “Fail,” and pressed the pendant the girl who had failed collapsed on the ground. They held their groins and cried.

It was a classic ‘carrot and stick’ discipline, and it worked, as most of the girls passed.

The woman who was inspecting Roger’s side of the dormitory ignored him and continued down the line.

Roger was in the middle of his row of beds, and the women standing in the center of the aisle spoke loudly, but politely. “The lady in bed three is Regina. Please feel free to help her adapt. If she doesn’t adapt you will all pay the price.” She fingered her pendant, but didn’t press it.

“Regina. If you will come see me.”

Roger looked around. He knew he was ‘Regina,’ but he didn’t want to admit to it so easily. He moved slowly into the aisle and approached the woman.

“Regina. The girls will teach you about proper uniforms and deportment. You will be dressed on time tomorrow. Today you will not be allowed into breakfast until you are properly attired. Remember. You are part of a sisterhood now. Behave, support the sisterhood, and you will thrive. Be a bitch and you will be punished. Return to your bed now.”

Roger was deflated. He had planned to give the woman a piece of his mind, but she had jumped on him without giving him an opening. He turned and returned to his bed. His frown grew, and the girl at bed four groaned.

“Did you say something, Nancy?”

“No, Ma’am!” the girl at bed four replied, and she gave a deep curtsy.

Roger was disgusted. If this girl at bed four wasn’t a girl, if she was a man, then she was a weak willed sissy.

The inspection ended and a whistle blew. The girls, except for beds four, five and six, filed out of the room. The three woman watched them walk and offered advice in no nonsense voices.

“Place your feet in line. Make your ass sway!”

“Back straight! Have you no pride?”

“Let me hear those heels click!”

On each side of Roger’s bed the girls turned to him. “I’m Nancy. She’s Brenda. Brenda, if you get the bed I’ll help her get dressed.”

“Him. I’m a him.”

“Not now, sister.” Nancy stated as she opened up his dresser drawer. She tossed panties and a bra at Roger. “Put those on. Quick.”

Roger moved slowly, and Nancy grew impatient.

“You have to move fast. If you don’t move fast enough we all get punished.”

That didn’t impress Roger, but he did move an iota faster.

“Here, let me fasten your bra. You’ll have to do it yourself, but the first few times are tricky.”

Nancy put the bra around him, filled the cups with his ample boobs, and put her arms around him, and fastened the back.

Roger froze. He was being hugged, after a fashion, and Nancy’s boobs pressed against him. He felt his dick trying to get hard and going nowhere.

“Have you peed yet?”

“Uh…”

“It’s a simple question. Have you peed?”

“No.”

“Okay. Put this on,” she handed him a pinafore. “The bathroom is on the way. The pink door with the naked girl body on it.”

“Is there a blue door with a male body on it?”

“No. And don’t be so smart. Is his bed finished, Brenda?”

“Just now. Is he ready?”

“Shoes.”

Both girls were wearing high heels, and they seemed agile in them. But they handed him a pair of short, white socks with fringes on the top, and a pair of Mary Janes.

He sat on his bed, which caused a sigh from Brenda, and pulled on the socks, then the shoes.

Roger felt funny. He hadn’t intended to wear this stuff, but it looked like he had no choice. He was going to have to wear something, and this was what everybody else was wearing, so…

“Okay, Regina, let’s go.”

Roger stood up and followed Nancy and Brenda. They walked with tapping heels, straight backs and their boobs thrust out proudly. He walked like a schlumpf. His shoulders were bowed, he clumped like a clodhopper, and he was more than irritated.

As soon as he turned into the hallway his balls were shocked. BZZZZZ!

“What the fuck!” he grabbed his groin, was unable to feel his burning balls, and glared at Liz.

Liz held her pendant and was concealing a smirk. “Walk correctly. And this is for swearing.”

BZZZZZ!

Roger’s knees hit the floor and he bent over. Suddenly he felt sick to his stomach, which was what being shocked in this manner resulted in.

“Come on, Regina, up on your feet. You’ll miss breakfast.”

Roger staggered forward, Liz lifting his arm a little to help him. She whispered, “You’ve simply got to control your potty mouth.”

“Bathroom,” he muttered back.

Liz showed him to the pink door with the outline of a lady leaning against a wall on it. Roger entered, and found no urinals. He blurted, “Where do I pee?”

Liz knew what he was referring to. “You can’t stand up to pee.”

Grumbling, Roger pulled up his dress, pulled down his panties, and sat in a stall. He listened to his pee tinkling in the basin, and he looked at his dress. His boobs. He felt so stupid. The weird thing was that his sewed up cock kept trying to rise up.

“Hurry, Regina. Don’t forget to blot.”

Disgusted, Roger reached behind himself and blotted his cock head. It was so odd, sticking out behind, under his crack. He was going to have to be careful when he dumped.

He pulled up his panties and dropped his dress and exited the stall. And saw himself in the mirror. He stopped, was frozen, then stepped to the big mirror on the wall opposite the stalls.

He had long eyelashes. They had done that to him, how can you miss long shutters over your eyes?

What he wasn’t prepared for was the plumpness of his lips and the red color.

“What…what…”

Liz was waiting at the door. “We inked your lips in. Your eyelashes are permanent glue. You’ll learn how to replace them every week. Right now we need to get to the dining hall.”

Roger stepped back in shock, and saw his body fully. His waist was thin, maybe 24 inches. He felt his midsection and could feel the missing rib. And his love handles, they were gone! And he realized they were in his butt! Even his face had been changed!

“Come on, Regina. I don’t want you starving on your first day.

Roger stumbled out of the bathroom and followed Liz out of the bathroom.

Breakfast was not breakfast. It wasn’t sit down and eat something your wife cooked. It was cook it yourself, then sit down. Then clean the dishes. They didn’t have big counters, but small sinks, and everywhere he turned there were woman dressed in pencil skirts and jackets offered corrections.

One or two of the women so corrected received “Fail!” and shocks. Most of the girls received praise, and their legs quivered as they were brought to the edge of an orgasm.

As Roger went through the procedure, and received praise, he realized a nasty truth. The buzz happened in his groin, but he didn’t orgasm. The ladies in charge rarely gave out full orgasms. They preferred to ‘edge’ the inmates. To bring them pleasure again and again, but to withhold that final treat.

When he received his ‘treat’ Liz whispered, “You really need to try harder. But I know you need a little sweetness, or you won’t be able to make the journey to womanhood.”

Roger thought about this as he ate his mush. As a newby he was only allowed mush. He would be allowed things like bacon and eggs, or French toast, when he a) proved competence at preparing and cleaning up after oatmeal, and b) when his class marks were of a certain level.

From breakfast Roger was ordered to a classroom. All the girls were ordered to a classrooms, but he was alone, walking down a hall, following a red line on the floor.

In this lonely moment of just walking Roger looked for windows, or even skylights. None.

Fire exits. Nope.

Doors that were unlocked. None.

He arrived at a door and tried the knob. Locked. Frustrated, upset, he knocked on the door.

After three seconds, the amount of time it took a person to cross the small room, the door swung back.

The room was only ten by ten, if that, and there was a vanity table against one wall.

“Hello, Regina. I’m Sandy. I’ll be assisting you with make up. Have a seat,” she indicated the chair in front of the vanity table.

Roger slowly sat and stared at himself in the mirror. With the bright globes surrounding the mirror he could see his face very clearly. He studied his pores, the permanent eyeliner inked in, the way his hair…his hair?

OMG! he thought. They gave me a wig!

He touched his hair.

Sandy pulled up a chair and sat next to him, facing him. She handed him a small sponge. “First we need to cleanse your face. Watch how I do it to the right side of your face, and you do it to the left side of your face.

She was close to him, her breasts brushing his arm, her breath on his face. He watched in the mirror and tried to follow her actions.

She circled, stroked, got all the corners of his face, and spoke gently to him.

“You may wonder why you need to put on make up after you’ve received permanent make up. The fact is that ink can fade, or perhaps you wish to cover it up for a look.”

Roger stared at her in the mirror, tried to focus, but his whole person was feeling the revolt within. This was wrong. He was a man!

“As you proceed through the training you will learn lots of things that will help you be a better woman. Some may not seem so obvious in the beginning.”

Roger started crying. He didn’t want to do this.

“There, there,” Sandy patted his shoulder. Then she reached for her pendant. She pressed it lightly and Roger felt the buzz tremble through him. It was very light, just a promise, but it took his mind off his problems. His dick struggled against its sutures, his face, so different and…and…pretty. His wife putting him in this hellhole. He could see that they would work on him, chip away at him, and they would change him. He could see himself as a sissy, prancing away, limp wristed and…and sexually malfunctioned.

Sandy watched his face transform, saw the anger rising up. She frowned and pressed the pedant harder.

BZZZZZ!

But Roger was going over the top, and Sandy hadn’t changed the pendant setting for punishment. She was giving pleasure, and Roger was going over the top.

He thought about what they would have him do. He had read stories by Grace Mansfield, and he knew he would be reduced to a simpering cock sucker.

His face was actually transforming, rage showing. He saw the rage in him in the mirror, and he liked it. He was fighting back, resisting.

Sandy pressed harder, and his penis erupted. A violent orgasm. Semen spewing out from his cock head and pooling on the seat.

He stood up and turned towards Sandy.

“Roger!” She tried to back up, but Roger grabbed her hand and pried the pendant out of it.

“Ow!” she cried. He might have a feminine body, but he still had masculine muscles.

He threw it on the floor, stepped on it. He felt the start of a pain buzz, then the thing shorted out.

“Roger!” Sandy stood up, but Roger had had enough. This place wasn’t for him. He punched Sandy in the face.

Sandy went down on the floor and held her face and cried.

“How do you like it, bitch!” he snarled.

For the moment he felt like himself. Cock of the walk, friend of the working girl, ready to rock and roll, a swinging dick if ever there was one.

He opened the door and stepped into the hallway. He began running.

The inside of the building was a maze of classrooms, dorm rooms, bathrooms, the dining hall. Shortly Roger was confused. He didn’t know where he was going. He saw no stairs and doors to the outside world. He ran and he ran, and the anger began to leech out of him. He was running for his life, a fearful thing, and it was hard to maintain his anger.

Finally, he found a staircase and ran down it. He stepped out of a door and found himself in…a mall?

No! It was a mock up of a mall, where women learned to shop, to chat, to have their ears pierced.

And everywhere there were women! Women like him! Pink pinafores, high heels, made up to the nines.

And ladies in pencil skirts and jackets. The official uniform for the people who ran Cheater’s Anonymous.

He started running, now scared, he had to get out…he had to…BZZZZZ!

He lay down on the floor, fetal fashion, holding his burning groin. “Oh, God!” he cried out. But God, that day, was female.

Roger opened his eyes. He was back in the little room he had first been in. He was strapped to the chair, and Liz and Dr. Windsor were chatting at the door.

“What?” Roger asked blearily. He hadn’t been drugged, but the shock to his balls had rendered him a bit goofy.

“Here he is. Good morning, Regina.”

Roger remembered everything. He mumbled, “Not Regina.”

“You’ve been a bad girl, Regina, and we’re going to have to do something about that.”

“Lemme go.” Tears dropped from his eyes.

Liz blotted his eyes gently and soothed him. “There, there, Regina. We’ll make it all better.”

“I wanna go home,” he sniffed.

Dr. Windsor moved a rolling tray over to him. She picked up a syringe while Liz patted his biceps with alcohol.

“It would be very dangerous for us to let you go in your fragile state. You are mid conversion, you wouldn’t know if you were male or female. That could lead to calamitous events, including a complete mental breakdown.”

“Lemme go!” Roger begged.

Dr. Windsor pushed the needle into his arm, pressed the plunger.

“What’s that?” Roger looked down to his biceps as Dr. Windsor pulled the needle out.

Dr. Windsor put the hypodermic on the rolling table and Liz pushed the table away.

Dr. Windsor pulled up a chair and faced Roger. She smiled wanly and began speaking.

“You have that thing called ‘toxic masculinity.’ You treat women like they are objects, or worse. The cure, of course, is to have you walk a mile in a woman’s shoes.”

She sighed, considered her next words, then said, “Unfortunately, you had a very bad reaction. Normal for somebody like you, protesting against your inner femininity, but we had to give you a chance. Everything would have been so simple if you just accepted the training.”

“But I’m not a…a…female!”

“But you could be.  Instead, you decided to hit Sandy, you destroyed a remote, you ran amuck through the halls, and frightened all the ladies in our mock up mall.”

“I just want to go home!”

“There is a drug called rohypnol.  The date rape drug. Of course it is very loose, sort of a shotgun drug. But we have developed it further. You won’t go unconscious, but you will become amenable to our suggestions. More important, our suggestions will stay with you forever. What we teach you from this point on…it will last.”

“What are you saying?”

“You will attain an amenable frame of mind. You will follow instructions, and you will complete the course. Faster than you normally would.”

“You’re giving me a drug?”

That he would be surprised was ridiculous. They had given him drugs, done surgery on him, shocked him…that they would now forgo the use of chemicals was actually a silly idea.

“There are unfortunate side effects to our new and improved rohypnol. For instance, you will lack greatly when it comes to being able to make decisions. If you do the dishes, when you are done you might just stand at the sink and look down. You’ll have difficulty driving a car. That requires intelligent thought.”

“You can’t do this to me!”

“In fact, you will require supervision. On the other hand, you will always be happy. We will tell you to be happy, and you will be.”

“But…it’s reversible! I’ll be able to come back from this…this rohypnol stuff, right?

Dr. Windsor shook her head. “Sorry, Regina. It’s a one way trip. But don’t worry. We’ve explained all this to your wife, she’s still willing to take care of you. You’ll be quite happy.”

Roger felt a haze seeping over his mind. His upset was slowly waning.

“Now, one thing we have to do is combine the rohypnol with sex.”

“Sex?” he said, wonderingly.

“Liz? Bring him along?”

The chair had wheels on it, and Liz pushed the thing through the door and into the long hall.

“You can’t do this to me,” said Roger. But he wasn’t intense, or even protesting. He was just talking.

Through the big building they went, finally getting onto an elevator. It was more of a freight elevator, and doors came down and up. The elevator descended.

They stepped out into a basement. It was old, a little rank, and the lighting was dim.

Roger’s head was lolling back and forth on the chair.

“Horizontal, please?”

Liz pressed a button on the back of the chair and the legs came up, the back went down, and he was suddenly flat on his back, staring up at the ceiling.

“What are you doing?”

“Helping you adjust to womanhood.”

Roger had the feeling he should be wanting to cry, but he was feeling pretty happy now.

“That rohypnol stuff is pretty good,” he remarked.

Liz and Dr. Windsor chuckled.

They slid the table up to a machine. A long rod came out of the machine and a dildo was on the end of the rod.

Dr. Windsor positioned the Rod between Roger’s legs, and Liz began smearing lubricant on his hole.

“Ooh, that feels so-o-o good!” Roger exclaimed.

Liz smiled. “And just think. You’ll get to do this every day.”

“I will?”

Dr. Windsor said, “Now, Regina, this will rub against your cock head, and it will penetrate you. You get the best of both worlds. Of course you might find it a little much in the beginning, but you’re going to learn to love it. Okay?”

“I’m going to love this.”

“That’s right. And you love being a girl.”

“I love being a girl.”

“And you love doing the dishes and cleaning the house.”

“I do! I do!” Roger was getting excited, and Liz and Dr. Windsor nodded to each other.

“Here we go, Roger, welcome to your new life.”

Liz flicked a switch and the machine between Roger’s legs came to life. The rod began going back and forth, and Roger felt something enter him, take his breath away, and then retreat.

And again.

And again.

“Okay, Regina. I’m going to leave now, but I’ll be back, and Liz will be right here. You can always talk to her.”

Roger nodded. Right at the moment he couldn’t speak at all. His asshole was feeling so good he couldn’t even think about formulating speech. All he could do was feel good and be happy.

Dr. Windsor left, and Liz hovered over Roger. “Would you like to watch a little TV?”

Roger couldn’t answer. The head of his cock was being rubbed, and he couldn’t get a full boner, and he was trying to bend a little, to pooch out his butt, but the straps on the table stopped him.

Liz stepped back and clicked a remote.

Roger stared up at a TV mounted in the ceiling. He watched a pretty woman talking to a man. they looked like they were in love.

“This is Sleepless in Seattle,’ Regina. You’re going to love this movie and want to watch it over and over. We’ve also got other movies, like ‘When Harry Met Sally,’ and ‘Pretty Woman,’ and…and we’ve got all the seasons of …’Sex and the City! This just thrills you!”

Roger was thrilled, and he would have clapped his hands together in glee, if they weren’t strapped down.

The machine pumping between his legs, the movies playing on the ceiling, the drugs flowing through his system, Roger finally put aside his male toxicity and began to enjoy life.


EPILOGUE

“Welcome home, Roger.” Tandy smiled wanly.

“Hi,” said Roger. He stood at the front door, having just been delivered by the ladies of Cheater’s Anonymous.

“Well, come in and tell me about your experiences.”

She was a little worried. Roger had been the most toxic man she had ever met. She had had him investigated and it turned out that he had cheated on her more than just the paltry half dozen women she had known about. He had cheated anywhere and everywhere with anything and everything.

So even though she knew all about the program, and had had updates on how Roger was faring, she was cautious.

Could Roger really turn over a new leaf?

Roger entered the apartment, mincing on his high heels. His face was perfectly made up, and Tandy caught her breath.

Oh, my God! she thought. This is my husband?

Roger was wearing a pencil skirt, dark green, and a faux leather jacket. His hair was long and luscious. His lips looked so red and…and kissable!

She tried to breath. He had left a bully man, and returned a beautiful woman. Was this what she wanted?

Roger stood in front of her for a second, then he knelt on one knee and put his forehead against the back of her hand. “I’m sorry, honey. I’m so sorry.”

Tandy blinked. She helped him to his feet. “Well, perhaps we should have a snack on the patio and you can—“

“Would you like tea? Pepsi? Something stronger?”

Tandy swooned at his attention. My God!

“A wine cooler,” she mumbled.

Five minutes later she was laying on the lounge chair outside. She sipped a wine cooler, perfectly blended, and Roger was rubbing her feet.

“If it’s okay, could we get me a new wardrobe?”

“Would you like to get?”

“I’m sorry, but I need all sorts of things.” His voice was higher pitched and his lips were so fascinating. They were almost mesmerizing as they moved. It was like every word was a kiss.

“I need underwear and dresses and…I’m so sorry to be such a bother.”

Tandy was getting wet. The way he was simpering and begging, it was unbelievable, and…hot.

“And, I’ve realized that I need to do more around the house.”

“What?” Tandy was shocked.

“I can do the laundry and dinner. I can vacuum and polish and…and I’ll make sure I keep the hedges trimmed and the lawn and…”

As Roger bubbled on Tandy fell more and more in love. This was the man she had dreamed of. This was a man who cared about her!

As he ran through his litany of tasks, and then slowed down, waiting for approval, Tandy took his face in her hands and kissed his beautiful, red lips.

Roger responded wonderfully. He kissed her tenderly. When she was properly warmed up he felt her breasts, helped her out of her blouse and bra, and attended to her nipples so thoroughly she was almost a puddle.

Then Roger pulled her dress up and her panties down and put his red lips to work down there.

Tandy held his head and orgasms rushed through her. It was incredible! She couldn’t believe it. Where had this man learned how to make love?

When she was done, brought to that perfect place where she neither needed nor wanted more, Roger slid down and hugged her body.

She brushed his hair and asked,  “Roger? Would you like to cum?”

Roger looked up at her, “Only if you want me to.”

Tandy sat up, helped Roger to his feet, and lifted his dress. She pulled down his panties…and stopped.

“Roger? Where’s your dick?”

“They put it between my legs. It’s still there. It’s sutured in place. That way I don’t have a bulge in any of my dresses.”

Tandy stared at the slope of flesh that went back between his legs. She felt it, then she reached around and felt his erect, dripping cock head.

“Oh, my,” she said.

“I…uh, I don’t make love that way anymore. I mean, I can have my penis released, but I like it when the woman uses a dildo, or a strap on. Of course it rubs against the head of my peeny, and sometimes I have little accidents, but…”

He rambled on and Tandy sat back in amazement. He was perfect. He was the perfect husband.

Roger, realizing she was thinking, was silent, waiting until it was appropriate that he speak.

Tandy looked up at him. He was so beautiful.

“There’s only one thing,” Roger said in a soft voice.

“What’s that?” Tandy expected him to say something, do something, that would break this wonderful spell she was under.

But he only said, “Can you call me Regina?”

END


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked this little tale.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

HAVE A HORNY DAY!

Grace
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A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!
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21 STORIES!


Do you have all the bundles of

THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD?

[image: ]

each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.
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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.
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


Here are the first two chapters from…

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!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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