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Author’s Note

Imagine waking up to find out that you’ve been changed!

Imagine having to learn how to be a girl! Your life is uprooted! The shame…the embarrassment.

Well, it ain’t that bad. I’ve been a girl a long time now, and I find it’s sort of fun! In fact, tonight at midnight I’m going to rub a lamp and change…THE WHOLE WORLD!

I mean, why not?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


PART ONE

“Hey, babe!” Tom entered the house, put his keys in the bowl, and gave his wife a kiss.

It was a good kiss, a soft splat that created heat and moisture and…and Ann knew Tom had been cheating.

How do women know such things?

Not by the faint whiff of some mysterious perfume. Not by lipstick on the collar or even whether their dick is hard.

Women know when men have been cheating because they have an undeniable and always accurate sixth sense.

“Hey, hon. How was work?” Ann’s heart broke into little pieces, and if she was a lesser person she would have broken into tears and accused Tom and they would have had a donnybrook right then and there.

But she was not a lesser person. She kissed him, held nothing back, and smiled, and scrutinized him minutely for signs of his affair.

He was tidy. His zipper was up. His buttons were in the right holes, his tie was tied…everything was fine.

But she knew.

He didn’t know she knew, of course, for men can be dumb creatures, especially when they are cheating, holding information inside, thinking they are clever, and unaware that their wives have a female intuition which makes all things easy to know.

Ann fixed dinner, they chatted, had a drink, then Ann told him she had to go see Greta, her best friend.

“Poor Greta,” Ann said. “I think she’s having male problems.”

“Male problems? With her looks? Ha!”

Ann kissed him, looked him in the eyes, willed him to come clean with her. Mistakes could happen, she could be forgiving, but Tom just turned away and went about his business.

And Ann went to see her best friend.

“Oh, Greta!” Ann wailed. “He’s cheating on me!”

“How can you be sure?” Greta asked.

“I just know!”

That was enough for Greta. She commiserated, held her friend’s hand, and…plotted.

“We need proof,” Greta mentioned.

“I just want to be done with him.”

“I know, and you will be, but you need proof so you can stay in the house, get alimony, drive his car, and everything else.”

Ann didn’t care too much about those things, but she heeded Greta’s advice. Besides, those who just know things always want to prove the intuition.

The next day Greta followed Tom to work. Tom only knew her in passing, she wore sunglasses and a scarf, so she was pretty sure she could spy on him.

Of course she wasn’t going to spy on him all day. She knew better than to waste her time.

When Tom parked his car and went into the building, Greta pulled up next to his car, got out of hers, and opened his car with a key Ann had given her. She placed her cell phone under the seat, closed the door, locked it, and went to Ann’s house.

At Ann’s house the two women sipped wine spritzers and watched Ann’s phone. They had hooked up the ‘Find My Phone’ feature, and if tom took off during the day they could find him easily.

“Do you think he’s going to cheat today?”

“Maybe. Maybe not,” Greta answered, “But we can do this for a week or two, and if it doesn’t work then he’s cheating in the workplace.”

“But what do we do then?”

“You go in after he’s gone home for the day. You tell anybody who asks that he forgot something, and you plant a camera.”

Ann stared at her friend.

“But I don’t think we’ll have to go that far.”

They didn’t.

That day, at precisely eleven o’clock, Greta’s phone started moving, which meant that Tom’s car was moving, which meant that the cheater was on the move.

“Here he goes,” muttered Greta.

Ann picked up her phone and they headed out the door.

Greta drove, Tom wouldn’t recognize her car, and she followed the app to a restaurant in front of a motel. Ann saw Tom’s car in the parking lot.

Greta parked across the street. She was in her sunglasses and scarf mode, and Ann sank down in the seat and waited.

“I can’t believe it,” Ann was close to sobbing. She was hoping this wasn’t…but it was, for suddenly Greta said. “You can look.”

Ann popped up and looked past her friend.

Tom and a woman were walking across the parking lot. They were next to each other, and talking, and not looking back.

The woman was about five foot six, and she was a looker. From the rear her ass was round, rotund, a bubble of delight. When she turned sideways and touched Tom on the arm Ann could see her large breasts.

Tom seemed to be laughing, and he led the way up stairs. They went to room number seven and Tom opened the door and the woman, showing appreciation, entered the room. Tom glanced around, then entered after her. He closed the door, and that was that.

“Oh, my god! What am I going to do?”

“Well, we’ve got proof.” Greta had been taking pictures with Ann’s phone. “Let me go get my phone.”

A minute later Greta was back, her phone in hand. “Send me the pics. You don’t want them on your phone.”

Ann did, and Greta started up the car. She drove slowly down the street, listened to her friend cry, and she said, “Whatever we do, get your crying out this afternoon. We can’t let Tom know that you know anything, and if he sees you on a crying jag,” she raised her shoulders dismissively.

They drove to a restaurant, Charley Coyote’s, and took a table out on the patio.

Ann had a couple of drinks, drowned her sorrows proper, then Greta ordered lunch.

“We need to fill your belly, make sure you’re sober. And we need to plan.”

Ann nodded, and shifted to plain, old Coke.

“Okay. What do we do,” mused Greta.

“Who is the woman?”

“Doesn’t matter,” answered Greta. “Even if it’s her fault, it’s really Tom’s fault.”

Ann nodded.

“I just wish I could do something to make him know how much he has hurt me.”

“Chopping his dick off?”

Ann gave a rueful laugh.

“No. But if I could just chop it off a little. Make him understand.”

“You know, there might be something…”

“What?”

“But if we do it, we’re going to have to go whole hog. We can’t just half castrate a man.”

“Castration? But I thought…”

“You’re okay. This will just be a severe emasculation. And it will even be fun.”

Ann tilted her head in query.

Greta was grinning now. She took a glug from her wine, then pushed the glass aside. She leaned forward and assumed a conspiratorial attitude.

“Now listen, I know a doctor, and I’ve got a couple of friends, and they might want to have a little fun, especially if there is a lesson in it. Also, it might cost a little, but you’re going to have a hefty divorce settlement, right?”

Ann, for the first time, smiled. “I can take it out of Tom’s account. He’ll get the bill a month later, and by then it will be too late. What do you have in mind?

“Well, first we have to…” and Greta outlined the big plan.

Tom whistled as he walked up the walk. Life was fine. Work was great. Then he stopped whistling and frowned. The only fly in the ointment was Ann. She seemed on edge the last few weeks. He loved his wife, and didn’t want to see her unhappy. If only she would talk to him.

But she was close mouthed and just…unhappy.

He sighed, opened the door and called out, “Honey! I’m home!”

“I’m getting ready,” came the answer.

Getting ready? Tom sauntered back to the bedroom.

Ann was dressed up and sitting at her vanity table.

“Where are you going?”

A pinched look on her face. “We. We’re going to Charley Coyote’s to celebrate Greta’s birthday.”

“Oh, I forgot. Who is Greta?”

“You’ve met her a couple of times.” Ann was a bit silent, almost grumpy. Tom sighed and backed off. It was the weekend, and if he was going to have to do things he better juice up. He entered the kitchen and poured a bourbon and Coke.

“You want a drink?” he yelled.

No answer.

“Damn,” he muttered.

Then Ann entered the kitchen. “You don’t have to go if you don’t want to.”

He smiled. “Damn, lady, you sure look good.” They hadn’t had sex for a couple of weeks and he was hurting. The front of his pants made a little tent.

She smiled, but only to the eyes. “This is going to be more of a girl thing, so why don’t you stay home and watch a game or something.”

“Well, actually, that sounds great. It’s been a long week…”

Yeah. Fucking your little tart at the motel!

“…and I could use a little drink your fill time.”

So it was settled. Tom took his drink into the entertainment room and turned on ESPN. In short order he was gripped by the sight of millionaires floating through the air and busting backboards.

A half hour later Ann entered the room. “I fixed you a drink, honey. Have a good night.”

She placed the drink on the end table, didn’t offer to kiss him, and was out the door.

Tom sighed. What was wrong with that woman?

But, a drink is a drink, so he picked up the fresh bourbon and Coke and drank it.

And ingested all those funky, little white crystals that were called flunitrazepam. Roofies.

A half hour later Tom was out of it. His mind was thinking, but it was like he was a half mile out and just watching those thoughts.

His head lolled on his shoulder and he felt hot.

He stood up, almost fell, and thought about going to bed.

But he didn’t have the strength for that. He sat back down, lowered his head, and listened to the buzz of the eternal TV.

People walking around him. He could see their legs from his downcast peripheral vision.

Girl’s legs. Nice legs. A couple of heels, a few athletic shoes.

“Up we go,” a voice said, and hands inserted under his armpits and lifted him.

He came up easily. While he didn’t have much gumption for self motivation, he seemed to have energy for following orders.

“To the front door, Tom. Let’s go.”

Two women, one on either side of him, supported him and helped him to the front door.

“Over the threshold.”

He lifted his feet and stepped, and tried to see the women who were guiding him.

He had never seen them before. At least, he didn’t think he had. They all wore dark glasses and scarves. They had on lots of make up, which changed the shadows and shapes of their faces.

“Heh. You ninjas.’ His voice felt so awkward, so alone in the night.

Down the walkway they took him, then he was facing a panel van. It was white, and the door was open, and they moved him into the thing.

Once he was in the vehicle the door slid shut and the van backed into the street.

“Where…where…?” Tom muttered into the darkness.

“Shush, Tom. You’ll find out.”

Tom sat, cross legged on the floor, and swayed as the van went around corners. The van wasn’t moving fast, and the two girls on either side of him made sure he didn’t fall over.

They drove for a half hour, and Tom drifted in and out of awareness. He was always awake, but there is a difference between awake and aware.

Finally, they drove down a dark street. The van stopped for a moment, doors opened and closed, and they drove over a potholed yard. Then the van stopped.

“Here we are, Tom. We’re there.”

The door slid open and Tom was helped out. He stood, wavering in the darkness, and realized that he was standing in front of a warehouse.

Not that he cared. He was just way back in his mind watching.

The women walked him into the warehouse and sat him down in a chair.

His body was tired, but he was awake, wondering vaguely what was going on.

“How is he?”

“Give him another pill. He seems a little restless.”

“Take this, Tom.” A hand with long, slender, red tipped fingers pushed a pill into his mouth.

He swallowed without being told. It was all automatic.

“Okay, ladies, are you ready to go to work?”

Small cheers. Tom saw slices of smiles through the heavy make up.               Though Tom had the feeling that he knew some of these women, he couldn’t make connections.

“Okay, Tom. You have to do what we tell you, and we’re telling you you have to have a good time. Do everything we say and you’ll just feel happier and happier. Okay?”

“Happy, okay,” his voice slurred a little bit, but he was happy that he could say what he had said.

“Now, Tom, you’ve had the desire to be a woman for a long time. You contacted us, a very secret organization…” somebody snickered and somebody else shushed, “…to help you make your dream come true. Got that?”

“Unh…”

“Tell me about your secret dream, Tom.”

“I want to be a girl.”

“And who are we?”

“You’re a super shecret organizashun.”

“You don’t even know who we are.”

“No,” he shook his head slowly, sad that he didn’t know any of the people who were standing around him.

“Good, Tom. Take off your clothes.”

Tom stood up and took his shirt off. Red tipped hands took his shirts.

He took off his pants, and had trouble getting them over his shoes.

“Sit down and take off your shoes, Tom.”

Tom sat, removed shoes and socks—it was so much easier that way—then removed his pants.

He stood, naked, and his cock was standing up. Apparently being drugged didn’t depress all body reactions.

“Hey, he’s got a nice one.”

“Too bad he used it on the wrong woman.”

Tom frowned. Something was wrong with that statement, but he sure didn’t know what.

“Hold still, Tom. We’re going to put some Nair on you.”

Tom remained motionless, even when the slimy stuff was wiped over his body. He felt hands in gloves smoothing the goop on him, then smushing it into his groin. Finally, somebody put goggles on his eyes and his hair was covered with Nair.

Minutes passed. Long minutes that passed rather fast. Then hands started washing him off. He stood in the center of the warehouse and wash clothes ran over him. Soap and water, and his limbs were revealed as hairless.

“Over here, Tom. Lay down on this table.”

The table was shiny. It was a doctor’s table. Or a patient’s table,. Or something. The surface was cold, but Tom just lay on it and waited.

Faces above him. A circle of faces, then hands were touching his pectoral muscles.

Tom wasn’t a large man, and the hands pushed his pectorals this way and that, then a needle was inserted, pressure in his chest. Another needle and more pressure. Another needle.

The pricks in his flesh seemed to circle first one pectoral, then the other. Then there were more pricks, and somebody was murmuring something about ‘evening them out.’

Evening what out?

What was going on?

But Tom didn’t have enough awareness to frame his questions.

“Okay, he’s officially stacked now.”

Tom stood up. A circle of a half a dozen women, unrecognizable women, stared at him.

He looked down, he had tits. Breasts. Big uns.

Why? Something bothered him, but it was a little bother and a long way a way.

“Do we have a bra big enough for those?”

“I’ll give him my bra if I have to.”

“Heck, he might even be bigger than you!”

“Well…he’ll have to go shopping.”

Assorted jibes and giggles rose up.

“Come along Tom.”

Tom was led to a vanity table and his shoulders were pushed on. He sat and stared at himself in a mirror. There were circular bulbs around the mirror and his face was brightly illuminated. His face with no head of hair.

“Okay, girls.”

Hands pulled his own hands out to the sides of the vanity table.

Hands pulled his feet out.

Hands trimmed his nails, sanded them, worked the cuticles.

Tom watched himself in the mirror without interest. He knew he should be interested, something was happening, but he just couldn’t summon the interest.

Hands plucked his eyebrows, made pretty, little arches of them.

Sponges scrubbed across his face, and the sponges turned dark.

Primer was applied, and his face turned white.

He glanced down at his fingernails. The women were putting long, fake fingernails on his digits, then painting them a bright red. He started to move one hand, to lift it up and look at it, but one of the women said, “Don’t move your hands, Tom.”

Tom didn’t. But though he was drugged and didn’t care, it seemed like there was a faint shriek happening somewhere behind him, or maybe just in the back of his head.

The mirror was obscured as somebody sat on the vanity table and began coloring his eyes, mascaraing them, outlining them.

Behind him a woman pulled a wig over his head, glued it to his flesh. As the woman working on his eyes shifted around he could see his long, dark locks.

“Put the plumper on his lips first,” someone commented.

A small applicator brushed across his lips, then they began to burn. Not bad, but…burn.

Then his lips were coated with lipstick. Or, he thought he heard someone say ‘lipstain.’ Beause it lasts longer.

Finally, his make up was done, and he didn’t recognize the person in the mirror. Except that he knew it was him. But he was…different.

“He’s still got a hard on.”

“Not for long.”

He was lifted out of the chair and a brassiere was fitted around his chest. Good. The new tits on his chest were sagging a little and causing a little pain.

Panties.

“They don’t fit. Give him the shot now.”

“Okay, stand back.

Tom stood in a silent daze and felt the needle being injected into his groin area.

“How long?”

“Fifteen minutes. Maybe less.”

“It only seemed like a second to Tom, but it was probably a few minutes, and a voice said, “There he goes.”

A face filled Tom’s vision. Unrecognizable face.

“You won’t get erections for a year, Tom. Small price to pay, considering where you’ve been putting that thing.”

Tom wished he knew who had said that to him, but the faces, with all the make up and dark glasses and similar lipstick, were all the same.

“Okay. Let’s see how those panties fit now.”

They fit fine. His penis was now as big as a pinkie, and about as stiff as a drunken worm. The women shoved it into his panties, pulled it down between his legs, and taped it in that position.

Giggles. “He’s not going to have a boner bump now.”

More giggles.

“Okay, Tom, we’re putting nylons on you.”

Several sets of hands rolling the stockings up his legs, then snapped garter straps to them.

“Good thing he’s so slender.”

“Makes his boobs look even bigger.”

As if they aren’t big enough already.”

Somebody pinched his cheek and called him cute.

A dress was put on him. It was pulled up and he was told to wiggle as hands pulled it up over his rump.

“Jeez! Look at him! He’s sexier than I am?”

“And that cleavage. Ooh la la!”

Laughter.

Tom caught a glimpse of himself in the vanity mirror. Yes. He had a female form. Round rump, tight waist, big boobs. Really big boobs.

“Aw, look. He’s starting to cry.”

“Big baby.”

“Dont’ cry, Tom.”

Tom, still under the drug, stopped crying.

“Okay, girls, last thing. Who’s got his heels?”

They held him up and slipped open toes, sling back, patent leather classics onto his feet.

Tom stared down, looked over his boobs, at the shoes.

He felt funny. What was he doing?”

“Let’s take him home.”

Tom was walked out of the warehouse and to the van. The women had to help him, to hold him up, because he couldn’t walk in high heels. Even with commands enforced by drugs, he wobbled and staggered.

“Wow. He really is beautiful.”

“Too bad he’s such a cheater.”

Tom blinked. What? There was something here he should remember. Cheater? But the words faded into the short time scheme of his awareness.

The van drove through town, and this time Tom was allowed a seat. He sat and looked out the window and wondered what was going on. The drugs were starting to wear off, but he was having such a hard time thinking.

The van arrived at his house and Tom was helped out of the van. He stood in the dawn and looked around, and realized that Ann was getting into the van. In fact, she had several suitcases, and the suitcases were being loaded onto the van.

“Where…where?” Tom mumbled.

But everybody ignored him.

He turned and stared at the van. “Why?”

Then Ann came up to him, slapped him in the face, hard, and said, “Remember that, you damned cheater!”

Then she got into the van and the van backed out and zipped down the street.

Tom stumbled down the driveway and looked after it. He was so confused. All those women. Cheater? And Ann…Ann…

He began to shed big tears in the dawn.

The women had timed the drugs well. Within fifteen minutes of coming home Tom was starting to figure things out.

He had been kidnapped and feminized.

But he was Tom, and he was a lawyer, and…Ann had left him.

But he didn’t know why!

He came to himself and found himself staggering around his house.

He was tired. Tired but wired, and he sat in the living room and watched the sun rise.

Orange light lit up his face, and he could see his reflection in the big picture window.

A beautiful woman. Long, dark hair. Perfectly made up face.

And his body was to die for. Svelte but abundant where it counted. Whatever the women did, they were good at it.

Time passed. He got up and went to the bathroom. There was a smell, and he thought it might be the drugs being exuded from his pores.

He took a sponge to parts of his body he could reach, then went to the kitchen.

He needed food.

He drank Coke and fixed a mess of sausages and tater tots. The food settled his stomach, helped him recover more, and he found that he was crying a lot. His make up was running, and he needed help.

But who would help him? He didn’t know any women outside his wife, and her friends were probably in on it, or at least knew what she had had done to him.

Then he had a thought. He picked up the phone.

“Hello?” came a sleepy voice on the other end of the line.

“I’m sorry to call you this early, but…” his voice sounded strange to him.

“Are you all right?”

“No. I’ve had an accident and…I need help.”

“Can you come over or should I come to you?”

“I think you need to come to me…they…they glued the shoes to my feet.”

What a strange remark, and the woman on the other end of the line was puzzled, but she was also efficient. “Just stay where you are, I’ll be over as soon as I can get an Uber.

Tom hung up the phone and went back into the living room. the sun was now much brighter than orange, and he watched it and tried not to cry.

Her name was Shyla Bright, and she hung up, called an Uber, and got dressed. Five minutes later she was sitting in the back of a Prius, being transported to Tom’s house.

Tom sat in the living room, didn’t look around, felt the last effects of the drugs. His mind was working okay now, but his body was sluggish.

“Tom?”

“In here.”

Shyla entered the room and gasped. She was a good looking woman, a beautiful woman, and she stared at the new Tom.

“What…did you…what…”

Tom said, “I think my wife thought I was cheating. She had a bunch of her friends do this to me. I’ve got real tits now, and…I’m supposed to be limp. And…I’ve got tits.

Shyla came in front of him, she reached down and lifted his head.

Tom had big smears of mascara on his cheeks. His eyes were big and wet. A more miserable human being Shyla had never seen. And she had seen a lot of them.

“Oh…my, Lord… come with me.”

The layout of the house was easily diagnosed, and she led him down the hallway towards a back bathroom.

Tom continued rambling. “Of course I don’t know, but somebody said…they called me a cheater, and for this to be done…she had to have known…she left me…I’ve got tits.”

“Okay, Tom. I want you to relax. Take it easy, and I’m going to examine you. That means we’re going to undress you and I’m going to make sure you don’t need a doctor.”

“You don’t have to worry,” he said bitterly. “They gave me a shot, made my dick go down. They said I’ll be limp for a year.”

“Oh, okay. Let me help you with this…”

Moving slowly, Shyla undressed Tom. She examined him all over. He had bruising in circles around his pectorals, and his cock truly was limp—she picked it up and shook it at one point—but other than that he was fine.

“What am I going to do?” he asked.

“Don’t worry. I’ll help you.”

“Help me what?”

Shyla thought fast.

“I’ll help you adjust to this new body of yours. It looks like you’re going to have to learn how to be a woman for a while, and…and I’ll call the marshal’s service.

The marshal’s? He looked up at her, his eyes innocent and hurt at the same time.

A half an hour later two stocky men showed up. They wore blue wind breakers and carried Glocks in their side holsters. Their faces were blunt and it was plain that there wasn’t any nonsense about them.

One of them talked, the other checked the house, and even the immediate neighborhood.

Tom explained what had happened. When he was done the marshal he was talking to shook his head. “This is the weirdest thing I’ve ever seen. And I’ve seen some weird shit.”

“What am I going to do?” asked Tom.

“Well, first off, this should not affect the WitSec. Shyla is still under our department, and we need to finish the proceedings.”

“But…but I’m a woman now!”

The marshal nodded. “Don’t worry. We’ll go have a talk with your boss. Transitioning is not unheard of, and the people in your company will just have to accept the fact that you’ve transitioned.”

“But I didn’t transition?”

“”Okay, but whether you like it or not, you’ve been transitioned, and you’re going to have to get on with your life.”

Tom wasn’t happy, but what could he say? Or do?

The marshal picked up his phone and started making calls.

The other marshal came in and stared at Tom. He shook his head.

“What?” asked Tom.

“At least they made you beautiful.”

Tom snorted. He’d rather be ugly than be a girl, but it didn’t appear that he had that option.

The second marshal quietly observed, “You know, this might be better in the long run.”

“He’s been abused,” stated Shyla. “How’s that better?”

“We can move you into this house. Better security. More comfort. Not just for you, but for us.”

“But what if my husband finds me?”

“We can give you better security in this house than we could in a motel.

Shyla bit her lip, then she turned to Tom. “Come on, honey, let’s go take inventory. We’ll see what your wife left, then we can go shopping for you.”

She held out her hand and Tom reached out and took it.

Warmth in a world gone cold.

He clutched her hand and followed her to his bedroom.


PART TWO

Shyla moved in that very same day. The marshal’s took her back to the motel and gathered up her belongings and returned within two hours.

Tom was alone for that two hours, and it was the bleakest two hours of his life. He sat in the backyard and stared at the foliage and wondered whether he should go shoot himself.

There was no way he could hide what had been done to him. His hair was glued on, his nails were glued on, his make up was permanent. He couldn’t hide his tits, and…his cock was Mr. Limpit. He could feel it, but there was no way it was going to get hard.

For a guy who liked his dick…this was all pretty difficult.

But, two hours later Shyla moved in, as did the two marshals and life resumed. Sort of.

Tom slept in the main bedroom, and he had his own bathroom. He also had the swimming pool outside, but he wasn’t feeling like swimming. He had no idea what to do about his wig, or how to care for it.

Fortunately, Shyla took control.

While the marshals sat around and discussed basketball players and statistics, Shyla explained how to care for a wig, and explained that hair grew fast so just go with it and within a month or two things would be a different.

Then she gave him a lesson on make up, and they discussed clothes.

At first, Tom found it difficult. He had never been interested in such things as fashion and cosmetics, but now that he was under the gun, so to speak, he found that he had to be interested.

“Nylons last longer if you wash them by hand. This is true for all lingerie. just a quick wash, then leave them hanging up.”

Tom nodded and held a nylon. It felt smooth, slick, and he felt his own nylons. “This is so weird.”

“I know. But you’ll get used to it. Now as to whether you should wear panty hose or nylons that have to be held up with garters, the reasoning is that…” she continued, almost like a professor lecturing a student.

After an hour of this Tom blurted, “Why are you doing this?”

She heaved a sighed, which caused her chest to rise and fall admirably, and said, “You’ve been a big help to me. You know what my husband was like. But you’re helping me find a new life. Actually, I’m enjoying this. I’m helping you find a new life, and it’s sort of like having a younger sister.”

Tom snorted.

“Younger sister. Hunh! I’m the man who isn’t. and…” he fixed his eyes on her, “the weirdest thing is that we’re talking about sexy things, and my penis…my penis…”

“But those women told you you would get it back.”

“But…a year?”

“You went all the way to puberty and didn’t care about your dick. What’s a year?”

“A long time.”

She smiled. “Make the most of it. After a year you’ll go back to being the same old boorish male with no consideration for the finer things in life.”

He grunted. He wasn’t convinced.

Her kind words, however, were reassuring in a way.

The next day they went shopping, and this was a terrifying experience.

To the mall, dress shops, lingerie shops, cosmetic shops, jewelry shops.

Shyla ran interference for him, hinted that when he did speak he should speak in a higher voice, and gave him hints about how to walk in high heels.

They accumulated bags, and had to make a trip out to the car and back.

They ate lunch at a corner in the food mall, and Shyla explained about the different things women did when they ate. Taking small bites, not messing up the lipstick, not eating too much.

Then, more shopping.

By the end of the day Tom was exhausted.

The high heels he had been put into had been glued onto his feet. The marshals could get them loose, but it would take a day for them to get the solvent.

So Tom had been forced to walk in high heels, and his calves ached like the devil and his feet felt like somebody had pounded on them with a sledge hammer.

He entered the house, dropped bags, and went into his room and collapsed on the bed.

In a way, he was empty. He had cried, he had obsessed, he had been taken into public and forced to buy feminine clothes and accoutrements, and there was just nothing left in him right then.

Shyla entered the room and sat on the bed. She rubbed his back gently. “I know it’s tough, Tom. But everything gets better. Think about it like this: If you wake up feeling good, the day can only get worse. But if you wake up feeling grumpy, it can only get better.”

Her hands smoothed over his shoulders, brushed his hair and straightened it out.

Tom had thought he was empty, but he wasn’t. He began to cry.

Shyla turned him over and he cried in her arms. He cried and cried and cried. He had lost his wife, and he didn’t really understand why. His life had been totally turned upside down, and he hadn’t done anything to deserve it.

He cried, and she held him, and soothed him, and…he cried himself to sleep.

An hour later he woke up. The room was dark, for it was dusk.

He got up, felt oddly refreshed. Shattered and destroyed, but refreshed.

And he realized that from this point he had nowhere to go but up. Shyla was right. And he better get on with it.

He washed briefly, then walked out of the bedroom.

The marshal’s names were Fred and Donny. They greeted him, and he saw no condemnation in their eyes, or judgement. Nothing but a greeting. And they understood what he was going through. they must have heard him crying, but…could he be blamed.

“You’re just in time for Goop,” said Shyla, giving him a hug.

“What’s Goop?”

“Come on, I’ll show you.”

Goop was a mix of hamburger, Cream of Chicken soup, onions, celery, and a few spices. It was easy to make, served a lot of people, and delicious.

The two marshals and Shyla and Tom sat at the dining table and talked. Well, Shyla and the marshals talked. Tom sat and listened. And thought.

“Who was better, Shaq or The Bird.”

Tom realized he had been brooding when he heard the question, and he blurted, “The Bird.”

He was welcome in the argument, and the men hashed it out vigorously.

Shyla smiled.

The next day Shyla helped him get ready for work. She helped him into lingerie, helped him select a dress, fixed his make up, and even tucked his limp weenie into his panties and taped it in place.

She looked up when she was done and saw the expression on his face. “What?”

“Nothing.”

“No lies between girl friends,” she spoke wryly, making him accept the situation. “Now, what?”

“It’s crude.”

“I’ve just handled your cock. What?”

“Well,” oddly, he wasn’t embarrassed, “I was just thinking that the last time I saw a woman’s head, like I just saw yours, was when she was giving me a blow job.”

Shyla stared at him, and he was afraid she had taken offense, then she grinned. “See? You’re already horny for blow jobs.”

He managed to widen his lips a little. “Isn’t that weird? I’m actually feeling horny.”

“Sex is in the mind, honey. It’s your mind that’s got a hard on.”

He chuckled, finally.

Over the last day the Marshal’s had handled his work.

He walked into the office and people tried not to stare at him. Women glimpsed, their faces froze, and they continued typing. Some of the lawyers at the drinking fountain actually managed to greet him.

He waved a hand, was too scared to talk, and went into his office.

Alan Baxter, the boss, entered his office. “Hey, Tom. I just wanted to tell you that every one understands. Any problems you come straight to me, got it.”

Tom nodded, and managed to haltingly whisper, “Th…thanks.”

“Now, is there any case you’ve got that needs extra attention, or even for you to recuse yourself?”

Tom shook his head.

“What about the Shyla Morgan situation?”

“Not a problem. The marshals actually moved her into my house. Better security.”

Alan nodded. “Unorthodox, but it makes sense. Well, you let me know if there is anything you need.”

“I will.”

That broke the ice for Tom. He had regained his power of speech, a very necessary thing for a lawyer, and he went to work.

All that day he interacted with fellow employees, and it wasn’t difficult. Get past the double takes, the hidden thoughts that weren’t so hidden, and it could have been fun.

During lunch some of the girls came into his office and talked to him. He was somewhat shocked when he was complimented on his looks.

“You’ve got such wonderful skin,” burbled Shelly from Receiving.

“And his hair is going to be perfect when it comes in.”

And the day passed.

Tom was still hurting, but life was taking over. He was starting on the road to recovery.

“How’d it go?” Shyla asked at dinner.

The two marshals looked up from cutting their pork chops.

“I survived.”

“Speak softer, higher tone.”

“I survived.”

One of the marshals, Donny, grinned. “You’re a natural.”

Which embarrassed Tom, but…so what?

“Okay, then, tonight we’re going to have a fashion show.”

“A fashion who?”

“You did well. Good. But you’ve got a lot to learn. Doing well as a man is nowhere near doing well as a woman.”

The two marshals were listening.

“So we’re going to go through all the stuff you bought yesterday, and you’re going to show them to our captive audience.”

The marshals looked at each other and shrugged.

So after dinner Shyla helped Tom change, and he showed outfit after outfit to the two marshals.

They often complimented, but what Shyla said, when they were changing in the bedroom, was fascinating.

“Fred was just talking. He doesn’t like that outfit.”

“He was? He sounded sincere to me.”

“Sounded, but wasn’t. He’s a polite man, but not forthcoming.”

Tom walked another outfit past the two marshals. Fred seemed happier this time, and Donny actually whistled.

Tom was terribly embarrassed. “These are guys whistling at me.”

“These are guys appreciating you as a female. Tell me, would you rather be appreciated for a babe? Or looked down upon as a skank?”

Tom blinked. “That certainly twists my mind.”

“Good. Hopefully it will twist you from being a stodgy, old male into a breath taking female.”

Tom was zipped up and showed off another outfit.

He was just getting ready to step into the front room when…DING DONG!             

He panicked. He was dressed like a woman. He was going to have to answer the door. He was going to be seen by—

Shyla giggled. “Stop worrying. The marshals will get it.”

Donny answered the door and came out of the foyer with a thick letter. He handed it to Tom.

Tom wielded his fingernails and slit the envelope open. He looked at his nails, which had bugged him all day, and said, “There’s a use for these.”

“What’s in the letter?”

Tom read, and his face dropped, dropped, dropped.

Shyla touched his arm. “Bad news?”

“My wife. Ann. She’s suing. She wants the house, the car, alimony.”

Fred muttered, “Women. They’ll take your left nut if they—“ He looked around and realized he was being inappropriate. “Sorry.”

“No prob,” whispered Tom.

“So where does this put you?”

Tom actually smiled. “She screwed up. She walked out, she abandoned me, and I know every judge in the county.”

“So does the marshal’s service,” murmured Fred, probably trying to make up for his earlier remark.

Tom’s smile went away. “Still, I’d rather this whole thing never happened.”

There were nods around.

Time passes. A month passed.

Shyla began sleeping in Tom’s bedroom.

First it happened because they got a little too drunk and just passed out on the bed.

The marshals, professionals that they were, didn’t seem to notice.

Tom woke up, then Shyla woke up, and they had dry mouth and dizzy heads.

Yet, giggling, they made breakfast and kept chuckling whenever they looked at each other.

“Maybe I better sleep with you more often.”

“Maybe you better,” he agreed.

That was on a Saturday morning. That day they went out for shoes, Tom was getting used to high heels and he needed some more and better ones. Afterwards they stopped for a quick lunch.

Two guys came up and tried to pick them up.

“Sorry, guys,” said Shyla, stepping in for a tongue locked Tom, “but we’re lesbians.”

The guys laughed, and one said, “Well, can you make out for us a little?”

Shyla laughed, leaned over to Tom and took his mouth for a ride.

The guys were appreciative and left.

“That’s one of the things I miss most about being married. I miss being able to just make out, to kiss, to…” he trailed off.

“Honey, you can take advantage of my mouth whenever you want to,” Shyla drawled.

That night, after dinner, they were watching a movie. After the movie Tom decided to turn in, and Shyla, ignoring the raised eyebrows of the marshals, held his hand and walked him down the hallway.

Inside his bedroom they kissed. Long and passionate. Their mouths, searching out nooks and crannies, were moist and warm.

Shyla ended up sleeping in Tom’s bed again.

And did so every night after that.

They lay, and cuddled. Were entwined. They felt each others hearts pounding.

Shyla examined his dick minutely. “It’s so soft.”

“It’s like a worm on downers.”

“It’s cute.”

“Will you say that when I get it back?”

“Do you wonder, sometimes, whether it will come back?”

“Every day. It’s a constant fear. Yet, in a way…I sort of like it.”

“You do? Why?”

“Because there’ no sexual pressure. I don’t have to perform. When I sleep with you its better than when I slept with my wife. We’d fuck till dawn, but…it’s better.”

Shyla went up on an elbow. She played with his dick, gave it a little suck, which made him sigh, but that was about all.

He bent to her and began sucking on her breasts. Then he was fingering her, and finally he was down there, eating, slurping, making rude sounds that she loved, and which turned her on.

She began to think about cuming. And she thought about it more and more.

He worked her body, polished it with his hands. He plumbed her plumbing with his tongue. He felt every square inch of her.

The cum got closer, and closer, and she didn’t say anything. She didn’t want to jinx the moment.

It hit, a big, warm wave of oneness with the universe. It went on and on, more than a normal ‘dick inspired’ orgasm.

Finally, she went limp, lay there, staring at the ceiling.

“Oh, my forkin’ Lord.”

“I did all right?”

“Oh, baby. You did.”

They lay there in the silence for long minutes. Then she said, “I can do that to you.”

“What?”

“Make you cum.”

He looked at her. “Not for a year.”

“There’s other ways of making love.”

He said nothing.

“We need to get a strap on, for me, but there’s no reason we can’t use it on you.”

Tom stared at her face.

She kissed him. She said, “Why do you think gays like anal sex?”

“I’ll feel gay.”

“You’ll feel gay if you’re gay. You don’t feel like a gay to me.”

Tom was thoughtful for a long moment, then Shyla said, “I read that anal sex was quite common in Roman times. It was considered okay to be the one doing the fucking, not so honorable for the guy on the bottom. Considering your situation, it doesn’t matter. Are you still horny?”

He nodded.

“Then we should consider this. There’s nothing wrong with getting a little relief, and, judging from history, you’ll probably like it.”

A very long moment after that Tom said, “Okay.”

Shyla kissed him. “I want to do this for you. I’ll see to get the strap on.”

Tom had to go to the courthouse occasionally, and he kept track of the filings, so he knew when Ann got a date for the divorce hearing. Thus far he hadn’t responded. And he didn’t intend to.

He would look at the legal documents he had received, and he had received telephone calls from her lawyer, but he refused to talk, simply said, “See you in court.”

He did, however, set a private investigator on the trail of the women who had transitioned him.

They had thought they were clever, that they could do bad things and stay hidden. They were ill informed and over confident.

Tom found the warehouse, found the landlord of the warehouse, found who the renters were, went through layers of subterfuge, and it was easy.

Tom wound up with a folder with the details of the six women who had kidnapped and feminized him.

He sat through many a night, sucked many a glass of whiskey, and pondered what to do about the women.

He still didn’t know why they had called him a cheater.

Months passed, and legal proceedings take a long time to come to fruition.

Tom kept dropping by the courthouse, and he noticed a man watching him. The man was five foot ten, had narrow features and slicked back hair. He sometimes wore sunglasses, and he frequently read a newspaper, seeming to cover his face with it.

Tom walked out of the courthouse and the man sauntered after him.

Around the block, looking in windows, seeing the reflection of the man trying to be inobvious.

He was definitely following Tom.

Tom went into the courthouse again, acting like he had forgotten something. He went to the cafeteria and sat at a far table.

The man sashayed in, looked around, spotted him, and sat behind a rubber tree at the other end of the room.

Tom dialed a number and waited.

“Donny here.”

“Hey, Donny, this is Tom. Somebody is following me.”

Tom could almost feel the grin coming through the phone lines.

“Describe him.”

“Dark suit, five ten, slender but not skinny. Wide shoulders, mean face.”

Tom went on and on, as a lawyer he was used to detailed descriptions, and he heard the scratchings of a pencil through the phone as Donny made notes.

“Can you stall for an hour? Then come on home?”

“Sure.”

Tom hung up, then began reading a book on his phone.

His shadow, whoever he was, wouldn’t know whether Tom was reading legal briefs or novels, and Tom didn’t care.

An hour later Tom shut his phone, stood up and stretched.

He walked out of the courthouse, and was aware that men were checking him out. Looking at his fanny. His boobs. His made up face.

He kept his smile on the inside. He was used to it now, and he even thought that men were sometimes foolish.

What did the shape of a woman’s ass tell you about her personality?

Nothing. But it told the woman something about the man.

Tom headed for his car and drove home. He made a quick call to make sure they were ready, then turned up his street and into his driveway.

But the man didn’t follow him.

There were four more marshals in the house, and men on phones indicated there were three cars on the streets with more marshals. But the fox had escaped the trap.

Shyla was scared, and Tom took her into the bedroom and they had a long talk.

“You think it was him?”

“Pretty sure, but you have nothing to worry about.”

“You’ve never seen how mean he can be.”

“You’ve got eighteen US marshals and me.” He grinned.

“You!” she chuckled.

“Hey!” he protested humorously, “I’ve still got a little male muscle left.”

She leaned forward and kissed him. “I don’t think I want your male muscle.”

Tom held her, and whispered. “My boobs are getting smaller again. Do you want me to get more shots?”

“How about full on implants?”

Tom nodded. Then, “What about my dick? It’s going to come back one of these days.”

She backed away from him, bit her lip. “We’ll handle that when the time comes.”

“You don’t want me with a dick?”

“I do! But…there’s a part of me that’s scared you’ll turn into a hairy chested child.”

“I would never abuse you.”

She said nothing. But she was worried.

“I’ve learned since Ann dumped me.”

“I don’t think she dumped you because you were a brute.”

“Maybe not. But being a woman…I’m a softer person.”

“Well, you’ll recover your penis, and then we’ll make up our minds.”

Tom nodded, and they kissed again.

Midnight is the quiet time. Midnight is when the day changes. Midnight is when the sneaks come out.

Tom was sleeping, Shyla was sleeping with him. Their limbs were entwined. They breathed each others air.

Fred and Donny were asleep in the spare bedroom. A third agent had been called in, but he was slumbering  in the front room. He wasn’t very good at night watch.

Click.

The garage door opened. A shape slunk through the kitchen.

The man in the front room stirred, but didn’t awake.

The shadow slunk closer, raised a hand, dropped it.

CLUNK!

The night watch man was going to be slumbering for a few extra hours.

In the bedroom Tom awakened. Something in the night. Hairs shivering on the back of his neck. His eyes were wide open and he knew something was wrong.

The shadow man slithered down the hallway, listening at the door behind which the marshals slept.

Tom stood up and walked softly to the door. He listened.

He was unaware that at the exact same moment the shadow was listening on the other side of the door.

Tom turned and opened his mouth. He was going to wake Shyla. The motion of the door opening stopped him.

He turned and the shadow moved into the room. He was holding a knife in his hand.

Tom tackled, wrapped his arms around the shadow. The knife went back and forth. Tom felt a few cuts and he tried desperately to contain the attack.

“TOM!”

The sound of feet in the hallway.

Suddenly the light went on and two US marshals were pointing their guns at the shadow.

“You did good, Tom,” Fred said as the paramedics taped up his arms.”

“I took a couple for the team.”

“Yep. Better you than me,” Donny quipped.

Shyla was sitting next to Tom.

The shadow sat on the floor, his wrists handcuffed behind him. If looks could kill…

Shyla looked at the shadow. “Why didn’t you just go away?”

“You’re mine, you bitch.”

“And if you can’t have her then nobody else can have her. Right?”

The shadow, whose name was Ernie Morgan, glared at the marshal.

Donny smiled, “Well, now you got problems. With the charges testified to by Shyla for your racketeering, and your current little escapade, you should be in jail for a good, long time.”

“Ah…fuck you.”

At that moment more marshals entered the room. They bundled up the gangster and walked him out of the room.

“So that’s it,” said Shyla.

Fred knew what she was referring to. “By tomorrow noon we’ll have new assignments. We’ll be watching over some other witness in the program.”

“I won’t see you again.”

“Don’t say never, but…no.”

“Well, thanks.”

He grinned. “My job, missy.” Then he turned to Tom. “Good luck, man, or ma’am, or whichever you prefer.”

Tom shook hands, was aware of his long nails in the other man’s hand. “Thanks.”

Tom was okay, only a couple of surface slices, but he spent the day ‘recovering.’

Shyla happily helped him.

They talked, they drank, they ate, and the evening came.

“Okay, Tom. Are you ready to fuck?”

“Who’s first?”

“Up to you.”

They were in the bedroom and Tom was holding the strap on. He stood up and put it on.

“Let me use it first, then, if I’m still brave…”

Shyla was in a gown, no lingerie beyond that, and she lay on the bed.

“How does it feel to have a hard on again?” she teased.

“Weird. Good. Weird.”

They laughed, and Tom moved onto the bed and took her in his arms.

Making love with a dildo is far different than with a dick.

A dildo is unforgiving, even the softer latex kind.

Sometimes the sensations are better, sometimes worse. You have to find the tool that suits you.

Shyla knew what she was doing when she picked out a dildo for Tom. It was just hard enough, just flexible enough, and it had little nubs on the shaft.

Tom warmed Shyla up. He kissed her everywhere, fingered her, and she was moist when he finally put the tip to her pussy.

He slid in, and Shyla gasped.

He took his time. He was female gentle, and Shyla quickly relaxed.

“Oh, Tom…” he was balls deep in her, and moving so softly, and she groaned as he made love to her.

For Tom it was otherworldly. He had a dick, but couldn’t feel it. In a way he was scared of wielding it. He wanted to feel, to judge, to adjust his motions to the moment.

She ended up being hungrier than him. She turned him over and rode the dildo. She grasped his boobs and tilted her hips and drove up and down.

And she came. A good, hard, insistent cum that ravaged her body and turned her inside out.

They lay there, him playing with her breasts, and her just recovering.

She looked at him. “Well?”

“A very deep subject.”

She took off the strap on off him and put it around her own waist.

Tom scooted back on the bed.

“Turn over. All fours.” Her voice, though she had just cum, was a sexy growl.

Tom turned on all fours and Shyla rubbed lubricant into him.

Tom sighed. He wasn’t scared so much as nervous.

She rimmed him with lubricant, pushed gobs of the s tuff into him.

“I’m going to be pooping lube tomorrow.”

“Good.”

Then she put the tip of the dildo to his butt. She gently moved forward. “Relax, honey.”

He tried his best, but it took a while. He kept feeling little squirts of sharp pain, and she would caution him to relax, and they kept going and going, and eventually the tip of her cock was in him.

He sighed, and that was the sign. She gently pushed into him.

He felt the nubs on the dildo rubbing against his anal nerves, and it was like somebody had electrified his ass. It felt good. It felt so good it was scary. but in that moment he stopped resisting.

Shyla moved in and out. She reached around and cupped his breasts. He could feel the plastic balls moving up against his own balls.

For long minutes they screwed. At one point he felt like peeing, and the sensation whelmed over him. Then he was done peeing, and he said, “I think I’m done.”

Shyla pulled out of him and noticed the cum under his slack penis.

“You came.”

“I did?”

“All over the place.”

“Wow!”

“You’ve been officially relieved. Of course it will only last a day or two, then you’ll be hornier than ever.”

“Then you’ll have to screw me again.”

“Oh, no. I’m going to make you beg.”

Shyla put a towel over the wet spot and they went to sleep.


EPILOGUE

Ann and Greta stood on one side of the court. Tom and his lawyer and Shyla stood on the other side.

The judge recognized Tom immediately. He didn’t say anything, but he knew Tom.

Ann got up and made her case. She wanted property, cars, alimony, and a slice out of Tom’s ass. For proof she presented pictures of Tom walking Shyla to a motel room door. Number seven.

The judge studied the photos. “Tom?”

Tom and his lawyer stepped up to the bench. “We’d like to request an in chambers conference, your honor.”

The judge frowned, but so ordered. As the lawyers filed into the judge’s chambers Greta could be heard saying, “Where are they going?”

“Okay, gentlemen. Make it good.”

Tom’s lawyer stepped up. His points were clear and succinct.

“Your honor. The woman in that photo is Shyla Morgan, who is present in court today. She is in the witness protection program, and Tom was assisting her in her efforts to enter the community. He was liaising with the US marshals over such things as residence, licenses, work programs, and so on.

“Because she is in the witness protection program we ask the courts understanding in dismissing this case, without the possibility of bringing it up again.

“Tom’s wife jumped to a conclusion, has no real evidence, compromised a federal program, and had her friends kidnap Tom and feminize him. She then abandoned him, and has made no effort at communication this entire time.”

The judge was leaning forward no, and he wasn’t looking too friendly.

There was more, a lot of little bits and pieces. There were affidavits from two US marshal’s who thanked Tom for his help in assisting their client, and then in helping in the arrest of Ernie Morgan, a notorious criminal.

And there were six files describing the maiming of Tom for the purposes of feminization.

Finally, the behind the scenes conference was at an end, and the men, and one woman, marched back into the court room.

The judge sat up straight. “It is the finding of this court that Thomas Bensen is guilty of all charges.”

Ann and Greta sat up straight and grinned.

“It is decided that Ann Bensen will be awarded the sum of $1.”

Ann and Greta’s faces fell…fell…fell.

“Furthermore, bailiff, please take those two women into custody. And we will be issuing warrants for five other women.”

The deputies moved forward and surrounded Ann and Greta.

Ann was stunned, and she was moved along without incident.

Greta, on the other hand, was outraged. “What happened? What is this? What did you do?”

But nobody would tell her.

END
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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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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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