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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

Poor Rod. His hip is broken and he’s in a wheel chair for the summer.

Lucky Sherry, she gets to torment and torture Rod. She handcuffs him to the chair, explores his body, and finally starts to feminize him.

Maybe Rod isn’t so unlucky after all!

This story is a lark in feminization, with a bit of bondage, male milking, and lots of fun!

Enjoy!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I’ll be gone for two months. Can you handle it?”

Sherry smiled at Roderick. “He’s only a boy. I’ve handled a boy or two in my life.

Roderick was fifty, in trim condition, but his hair was starting to turn a steely grey.

“Yes, but he’s an injured boy. And he’s always been a handful anyway.”

Sherry, who was thirty, went to her husband and pressed up against him. Gripped his hands in hers, kissed him gently.

Roderick’s breath caught. Why Sherry had ever married him, a man two decades her senior, he didn’t know. But he did know that when she touched him, especially when she kissed him, or reached right into his pants and felt him, he was a gone goose.

He had no defense against the beautiful woman.

“Oh, Lord,” he wheezed, hugging her.

She chortled. “You’re so easy.” Her large breasts poked him in the chest and her hands slipped behind his belt and dove down.

For a long minute she excited him, then she drew her hands out. “I better not get you too excited. Unless you’re going to sneak into the airplane bathroom and masturbate.”

He snorted.

“Now finish your packing.”

Roderick had his suitcase open on the bed and he put folded shirts into it, ties, slacks, everything he needed for a two month stay, and hopefully not longer, in China.

Sherry sat down on the bed and watched him prepare for his flight. “I know about the accident, but what’s this about him being a handful.”

“Tell you the truth. I don’t know.” He frowned as eh packed socks. “It’s just that when he was a child he was always unhappy. He was sort of mama’s boy, which pleased my wife no end.”

“But not you.”

He grunted. “No. Not really.  At any rate, I knew he was troubled, and he would get in trouble, pick fights, act surly, just be downright rude, but his mother protected him and I could never get to the bottom of it.”

“Maybe I can.”

“Honey, if you could, I would love you forever.”

“You already do.”

“Yeah, but I mean I’d really love you forever.

She laughed.  “Well, I’ll give it a try. I mean, I’m not his mother, but I am a woman.”

“Really?” he queried dryly.

“You hadn’t noticed?” She quipped back just as dryly.

He stopped packing and inspected her. “I knew there was something different about you.”

“Bastard!”

“Bitch!”

And they laughed together.

Then Roderick said: “You know, he might not respond to you. He loved his mommy, and he might not want a substitute.”

He raised an eyebrow at her as he talked.

“If I fail I fail.”

“But, whatever, don’t worry about it. It’s his problem, whatever it is, not yours.”

Roderick went on packing, and a few minutes later he was sitting on his suitcase and snapping the lock closed.

“Better not open that suddenly,” said Sherry, eyeing the bulging case.

“I can see the headlines. Man killed by exploding suitcase.”

“Yikes! It’s not too late to take two!

“Sure it is. You ready to rock and roll?”

“All night long,” she grinned.

He carried the suitcase and she carried his briefcase. Inside the briefcase were the plans for the merger deal he was working out for the Chinese.

“Two months,” she said as they walked towards the curb. “What a vacation.”

“A working vacation.”

“Still, the land of The Great Wall, kung fu monasteries, the Forbidden City. What a blast.”

“I’ll send you pics.”

“You’d better.”

The taxi was waiting and the trunk was up, so he bypassed the waiting driver and tossed his suitcase into the luggage compartment. A second later and he was sitting in the backseat, the window down, and Sherry was kissing him deeply.

Then he was gone. Nothing but a hand waving out a window, then the taxi was around the corner and on the way to the airport.

Sherry sighed and headed back up the walk. Two months. Damn. What the heck was she going to do for kicks?

Roderick was passionate, but not nearly passionate enough for her young blood, and now she didn’t even have him.

She closed the front door, checked all the doors and windows and headed for the bedroom.

She took off her blouse and stared at her body. Her boobs were nicely big. Too big? Nah. A woman can’t have too big boobs.

She took off her shorts and turned sideways. Her ass was still good. No sag, and she could twerk with the best of them.

Then she leaned towards her vanity mirror.

Her face was free of imperfections. She expected crow’s feet to pop up next to her eyes every day, but so far she had managed to dodge that bullet.

And there was no grey in her hair.

She bared her teeth. White, strong, and surrounded by some very sexy lips, if she did say so.

Looking in the mirror she studied how they were shaped in a perfect M.

She smiled, and was fine, then frowned. Damn! She needed more sex. And what little she did get was gone for a couple of months.

Well, poop.

She wiggled out of her panties and bra, knelt and reached into the bottom drawer of the dresser and took out her vibrator.

Ah, yes. A big, industrial model. A cord to the wall; no sissy batteries to run out of juice and leave her high and dry.

She jumped onto the bed, bounced, and spread her legs.

She started with her nipples, running the vibrator around the pink nips, focusing for a moment on the tips.

Oh, fuck! Roderick had fucked her last night, why was she so horny?

Because she always was. As a young girl, as a college student, as a professional, she had always had a high sex drive. Real high.

She had dumped more than a couple of boyfriends just because they couldn’t keep up with her.

Then Roderick came along. Not the highest of sex drive, but he loved her, and…he tried hard. He went along with her kinks, loved to tie her up and spank her, didn’t mind thrusting his fingers into her until she had a couple of juicy orgasms.

He was content to wait, but not to deprive. What a guy.

She lowered the vibrator to her groin. She pressed the tip against the flat flesh right above her clitoris. Her flesh shimmied and the vibrations went down into her sex.

Oh, yeah. Those were subtle vibrations that really got her in the mood. As if she wasn’t already in the mood.

She slid the vibrator to to the clitoris, pressing tip against tip, and her legs gave a sudden kick and shook. Her toes curled, then relaxed.

And down the length of her slit. Pushing aside the labia and taking advantage of her natural moistness.

She was gasping now, and she reached up with her other hand and gripped a nipple.

She gave her nip a twist and the moan erupted from her throat. It was that sublime combination of pain and pleasure.

Oh, she thought. This is going to be a good one!

Then she was holding her mons with one hand, pushed the vibrator between the fingers and right into her cunt.

“Fuck! Fuck!” she whimpered, her eyes were closed and all her attention was on building that big wave deep in her pussy, letting it happen, climbing the mountain and falling off the other—

DING DONG!

Sherry’s eyes flicked open. Oh, fuck! Not now! Not when she was so close!

DING DONG!

One can tell when a horn honk is impatient, just reminding you to wake up, or building in outrage.

Move your ass you stupid fuck!

In the same fashion one can tell whether a doorbell is patient, friendly, full of neighbors with flowers, or angry, irritated, on the edge of rage.

This doorbell was the latter.

The way it was held down, loud, happening again and again.

DING DONG!

Somebody was on her doorstep, and he was one pissed puppy.

For a moment Sherry thought about just ignoring the bell. Just letting whoever it was exhaust themselves and go away.

DING DONG!

But when it kept continuing, and continuing, and continuing, Sherry knew she was going to have to find out who it was. If only to give that person a piece of her mind.

She slid out of bed, shoved the wet vibrator under the pillow, and pulled on her Dragon robe.

DING DONG!

It was silk, sheer, deep red with golden dragons fluttering around. It was a present from Roderick, and  she loved it.

For a second she thought about getting out her old, tatty one. Why show her better side to whoever was ding donging like the world was ending?

She trotted down the hall, holding her robe tightly so it wouldn’t come apart, and unaware that the taut cloth pulled across her breasts were really showing her nipples off.

She saw a shadow through the tall pebble glass window next to the door.

DING DONG!

Son of a…she pulled the door open.

“Where the fuck have you been?” It was Rod. The son. The son who had been in an accident. He was in a wheel chair with a cast high on his leg. He was wearing a tee shirt and a pair of jeans that had been cut to hell for him to wear.

Rod was twenty. Third year of college. And she had never met him.

Oh, she had spoken to him on the phone, and he had sounded a bit surly, but other than that, he was a nobody in her existence.

Oddly, for all his irritating manner, he was a handsome kid. He wore his hair long, he was athletic, when he wasn’t hampered by a broken hip, and  his eyes were soft.

But the softness just covered up the mean streak.

“Rod! How wonderful to see you,” she lied. “I wasn’t expecting you until tomorrow.”

“Obviously,” he sniffed.

He tried to roll his wheel chair over the threshold, but the tires couldn’t quite make the half step up.

“Here, let me help you.”

She squeezed out of the door and got behind him.

“Turn me around,” he snapped unhappily.

She did, and she pulled, with him pushing on the tires, the chair up into the house.

He sighed as he looked around. It was a grumpy sigh.

For a moment Sherry chastised herself. Getting impatient with a boy in a wheel chair. Think how he must feel!

Then she noticed that he was staring at her robe. And smirking. And he had a boner! It was just a bulge in the altered shorts next to his cast, but it was pulsing. That was a boner, all right.

Fuck! She pulled the robe tighter, which didn’t help. It made her nipples stand out like a pencil erasers.

Then, getting flustered, she said, “Your father figured you would rather be in the guest room, right next to the master bedroom.”

“Right next to you.” He was leering at her breasts.

“I’ve got to change,” she stated abruptly.

“Not on my account.”

No, on mine you hopeless shit, she thought.

“I’ll be out in a second to help you get settled.”

She scampered down the hall and into the bedroom. She could feel his eyes on her ass as she went, and they were so intense she thought her buns were going to be scorched.

In the hallway Rod rolled his wheel chair down the hallway after her. He turned into the guest room, but not before he yelled. “My bags are out front.”

Sherry pulled on her panties and arranged her bra. She stepped into her shorts, pulled on a loose sweatshirt—that should hide her nipples—and tie some athletic sneakers on her feet.

A quick hand through her hair, a glance at herself in the mirror, and she was ready. She was determined to be a non-sexual person for this horn dog son of her husband.

“So how was the trip?” she asked cheerfully.

He was sitting in the middle of the guest room, staring at the window. “My bags are outside,” he said.

Son of a bitch! She turned and, without a word, went to the front door, opened it and retrieved his bags.

She brought them back to the guest room and placed them on his bed.

He wheeled his chair around and faced her. The sexual smirk was gone, but there certainly wasn’t any good humor.

“Would you like a sandwich or something? It’s going to be a while before dinner.”

“No.”

Sherry gave up.

“Okay.” Blunt. She turned and left the room.

She went down the hallway towards the kitchen and heard his door close behind her. And lock. Click. And something that sounded like a curse, but she was almost to the kitchen now and couldn’t quite make it out.

In the kitchen she went straight to the liquor cabinet. She brought down a bottle of rum and got out the Coke.

She got ice chips from the refrigerator ice maker, added half Coke and half rum, and took a big glug.

Ah!

That son of a bitch.

Well, Roderick had said he had problems. They hadn’t talked it out, but she had been warned, and she had told him she could handle it.

Well, so much for that. If he didn’t change his spots she was liable to take a club to him.

Another glug.

Then, holding her glass of rum and Coke, she sashayed back to her bedroom. The rum was good stuff and it was biting already.

She closed her door, locked it—click—and took her clothes off.

Just because she had a neighbor didn’t mean she wasn’t going to finish what she started.

A moment later and the vibrator was vibrating, and so was her clitoris. Then she was digging deep and sailing in the clouds.

Oh, fuck! Yes!

She kept trying.

At dinner she asked about his schooling. She asked about his trip home. She asked about the accident.

He returned monosyllabic answers and stared at his plate.

Spaghetti. Everybody likes spaghetti. Juicy strands and chewy meatballs.

Rod didn’t.

At least he only picked at his food, said as little as possible, and excused himself.

Frowning, Sherry did the dishes, threw out good food, delicious food, and tried not to be insulted.

During the evening he stayed in his room. He spent a lot of time on the internet, but he wasn’t a gamer. He was a reader. He just read books on his iPad.

His door was open and she asked if there was anything she could do for him before she went to bed.

“Try not to make so much noise,” he answered dully.

Noise? And it was clear that he was referring to her jilling off that afternoon.

Her mouth tight, her expression carefully controlled, she walked out of the room. Her face was red and she wanted to turn around and go back and scream at him.

Breakfast. The same, sullen attitude. He ate half his bacon and eggs, mumbled something and rolled back to his room.

More reading.

And she detected a body odor. Yuck.

Lunch, he ignored her. Except for side glancing her body, her breasts, and not even trying to hide the leer on his face.

Dinner he attended, and asked for a whiskey.

She gave him one. No appreciation, no mention of thanks. He just gulped it down, ate some meatloaf, and rolled back to his room.

And so it went. Day after day. Him sullen and uncommunicative. Her getting angrier and angrier.

There was no reason for him to be rude.

On the fourth day she broke.

He came for breakfast, nibbled some sausage, and started to roll away.

“Eat more.”

“What?” his face was a snarl.

“Eat more. I don’t like to waste food.”

“I do.”

They glared at each other.

“You stink. Take a bath.”

That shot home. Oh, he still had the mean expression on his. face, but he had blinked.

Sherry was not loathe to push the advantage. “Did you hear me? You stink! And if you don’t wash yourself I’ll shove you in the pool and let you drown.

He blinked a couple of times. He started to turn towards the hallway.

Sherry almost leaped over the table. She grabbed the rear handle of the wheel chair and spun it around so he was facing her.

“What the fuck is it with you? Why are you so rude?”

“Leave me alone.”

“I just want to help and you treat me like shit.”

“I want to go back to my room.” Was that the glint of moisture in the corner of his eyes?

“Not until you agree to take a bath.”

“I can’t.”

Sherry didn’t get it at first. She thought he was just refusing. “Then I’ll push you in the pool and—what?”

His head was down now. Hanging. His hair in his eyes, and she suddenly realized that the hair in his eyes was deliberate. He had moved his head forward to put the hair in his eyes so she wouldn’t see that he was crying.

She brushed his hair back and he tried to flip it forward again. Yes. Tears.

“What?”

“I can’t!” Then he yelled, “I can’t! The fucking cast won’t let me! I stink like this and I hate it and there’s nothing I can do about it! Are you satisfied now, you bitch?”

She backed off, her turn to blink, and he turned his wheel chair and rolled down the hallway.

He couldn’t wash himself because of the cast. He had gotten the cast on a month ago, and that’s probably when he started stinking. Putting up with his own body odor. People staring at him, maybe even saying things. Like she had.

Well, she could fix that.

Sherry went into the kitchen and ran a bucket of sudsy water. Warm. She picked up a couple of wash clothes and got them wet, then headed up the hallway.

The door was open, he was facing the window and reading again. She knocked.

“Go away.”

“Nope.” She spoke quite cheerfully and entered the room with the bucket and the clothes.

“Didn’t you hear me?” He half turned with a quick push on the wheel. He snapped his iPad shut, but not before she saw what he was reading.

Grace Mansfield. Well, that certainly gave a big clue to his personality!

Then he saw the bucket. “What are you doing?”

“Washing your stinky ass.”

“Get out of here!”

“We can do this the easy way or the hard way. The easy way is you let me clean you up. The hard way is I dump this bucket of soapy water on you and let you clean yourself up. Which will it be?”

He tried a ploy guaranteed not to work, “I’ll tell my father.”

Sherry burst into laughter. “Me, too. And when he hears how stinky you let yourself get he’ll thank me.”

“You fucking bitch!”

“Yep.” She placed the bucket of suds next to his wheel chair. “Now, I’m going to take off the filthy shirt you’re wearing. I’ll wash it and get you something else to wear. If you do anything but cooperate…” she smiled evilly in warning.

He was stuck. He believed her. And…he was stinky. He was a little tired of smelling himself.

She leaned over him, her breasts right in his face, and lifted his shirt.

His flesh was good, just dirty. His hair needed a wash. But it was his groin that stunk to high heaven.

Sherry tried to breath through her mouth and began scrubbing him. She worked up and down his arms, then soaped up his pits and scrubbed with the wash clothes.

“Damn,” she said cheerfully. “I need more water. Don’t run away.”

As she left the room with the bucket and clothes she noticed again that he was staring at her breasts.

She smiled as she walked down the hallway. So he was horny. Now that she was getting something done she didn’t care. Heck. Men were always horny, and she enjoyed it.

She came back to the room and considered how to wash his groin.

“We’re going to have to get those pants off you.”

“I don’t want to cut up any more.”

“That’s okay. I can cut them up. But half that evil aroma you’re exuding is from those rotten pants. And I do mean rotten.”

“I don’t have any underwear on.”

“Me neither,” she lied.

His eyes bulged a little and she chuckled. Horny, eh? Well, there’s more than one way to skin a horn dog.

She reached for his pants and he batted her hands away.

“I warned you,” she growled. She was ready to push his chair out to the patio and dump him in the pool, but something stopped her.

There is a time to bully, to use the stick, and there is a time to use the carrot.

Whatever was going on with Rod, he needed the carrot far more than the stick.

For a second she was befuddled. How was she going to do this. Then it burst on her.

“I’ll let you feel my tits.”

His eyes opened up wider than high beams in a coal mine.

She smiled.

“You…but you’re…dad…”

“Your father, if he smelled you now, would be more than happy for me to get groped. And, who knows. I might do a little groping of my own.”

Rod didn’t move,  and she reached down and unbuttoned his shorts. She pulled, asked him to wiggle, and pulled them out from under his ass and the cast.

“Gah!” she blurted, holding the cut offs at arm’s length.

She ran from the room, all the way to the garbage can outside, and deposited the rotten pants.

She came back into his room and wiped her brow. “Whew. That was ripe!”

He sat there, as if paralyzed, with the most incredulous expression on his face.

At first she was puzzled. Why was he looking at her so funny?

She dunked a washcloth into the soap bucket and headed for his groin.

She let the water slosh over him, and she rubbed his lower belly and approached his cock.

She thought his stillness was because he was embarrassed, then it dawned on her. She stopped scrubbing and looked at him. She was literally inches from him, face to face, and she asked, “Well?”

“Well?”

“Do you want to grab my boobs or not?”

“Oh…uh…”

Shy boy. She grabbed his dry hand with her wet one and brought it to her chest. “Cup it. You can play with the nipples, but be gentle. Got it?”

He was in heaven and didn’t believe it. He nodded, and his hand started to move.

She stayed bent over his lap, him feeling her up as she pushed her hand down into the crevices of his groin.

The cast was about two feet long and stretched up to his waist on the outside, but only to his groin on the inside.

She moved her hand down, further, and he gasped.

She had touched his manhood.

She grinned at him. “It’s okay. Just keep feeling my tits.”

Now his hands moved over her mounds almost frantically. He was gulping and gasping, and so busy that she managed to get down and wash his penis and balls.

His penis was already erect, and she moved her hand around his balls, massaged them thoroughly, and stroked the shaft.

He gasped, and she realized he was about to have an ‘accident,’ so she backed off.

He whimpered, and she smiled at him. “Feels good, eh?”

He nodded.

“I don’t want you to be rude to me anymore. Okay?”

“Okay,” and now he was acting a little ashamed.

She kept washing him, taking longer than she needed to, but now that she had him talking that was okay.

Finally, his cock and balls and his asshole, and all the areas around those regions clean, she moved down to his legs.

His hands were actually pleasant on her tits. She was a female horn dog, anyway—a horn bitch—so she loved the feeling of him sliding his hand over her tits, making her nipples stiff.

And her pussy was getting downright wet. Heck, she had splashed some soapy water, gotten it on her groin, and that was probably good. If she hadn’t gotten it wet then her natural wetness would have shown up.

The rest of him was pretty easy, and she soaped and rinsed and was done.

Rod was a changed boy. He had been angry, irritated, rude, downright mean. Now he was confused. He couldn’t keep up the mean emotion, all he could do was want to hold her tits again.

And his cock! Oh, Lord, his cock was plain to see, rock hard, moisture squeaking out of the tip.

“Well. That was fun.”

He looked down at his lap, his face red. “What about…what am I going to wear?”

Sherry chuckled. “Why wear anything? I’ll get you a blanket and you can just wrap it around yourself.

“But…”

“But what? You don’t like being naked in front of me?”

“Well, uh…”

“Look. I’m going to have to wash you again, and I might even feel like just getting a grope or two. When I’m in the mood.” And I’m always in the mood!

Rod mumbled something and nodded.

Sherry went to the hall closet and got him a blanket. She wrapped it around him, and gave his penis a squeeze, then kissed his forehead.

“And if you want to grab me that’s okay. As long as you’re gentle I don’t mind.”

And that was it. The stallion was broken. He was still unhappy, it showed on his face, but he wasn’t taking it out on her.

But she had decided to take it out on him.

An hour later she came into his room. He was sitting as if playing video games, but he was really just sitting there, thinking.

She walked up to him and started pulling the blanket off him.

Reflexively, he held an edge of the blanket, “What are you doing?”

“I have to check something.”

“What?”

“What do you care?” She grinned and pulled her robe aside.

He gulped and ogled her finely shaped breast. “Go on. Feel, and I’ll check you over.”

Timidly, he reached out a hand and felt her tit.

“Oh, fuck,” she whispered. “That feels good.”

She was closer to him now, and she pulled the blanket off enough so she could reach down and feel him.

His shaft was stiff, and as she grabbed it it began to throb.

“What are…you checking?” he managed.

“Just wanted to make sure it was stiff. Would you mind putting your mouth on my nipple and sucking a little?”

“Oh…” his mouth was hot and he sucked gently, pulling on her sensitive part until she thought she was going to swoon. She finally pushed away and staggered back.

“What…what were you checking?”

“I just wanted to make sure you were hard. See you in an hour or two.”

She went into the kitchen and did dishes. She knew boys, and she knew that his penis wasn’t going to go down any time soon. He was going to be dwelling on his pecker for the next hour or two, until she came back and…and she blinked.

Oh, crap!

She darted out of the kitchen and ran down the hallway, her chest juddering and her pussy moist. She was just in time.

“Unh…unh…unh…” The fapping sound.

She charged into the room and slapped his hand away.

She was just in time. His penis was visibly throbbing and a single drop of white had seeped out of the end of his cock.

“Hey!”

“Honey! You can’t masturbate!”

“Why not? I was just going to cum! God! You’ve made me so horny!”

She held his hand. His big cock was standing up in his lap. Yes, he was about as close as he could get to squirting.

“Rod. If you cum you’re soft, and what’s the fun of playing with a soft dick? Any dick I play with has got to be big and hard, or it’s just not worth it.”

“But I can’t stand it! I’ve got to cum!”

“If you cum I don’t play with you. Is that what you want? To sit in your room with your soft penis and think of what could have been?”

“Well, no, but—“

She shushed his mouth by placing her hand over his lips.

“Listen. As long as you stay hard I’ll play with you. The day you can’t get it up it’s over. Now, do you have the self-discipline to keep yourself rock hard for me? Do you?”

“I don’t…” he was almost crying. He was frustrated, and all his anger had been subverted into horniness, and he wanted that horniness.

Horny was better than mean any day.

“Should I get a pair of handcuffs and cuff your hands down? You could still wheel, but you couldn’t touch yourself.

For a moment he blubbered, blathered, made no sense, then, his eyes watering, he nodded.

“Okay. I’ll go get a couple of pairs of handcuffs this afternoon. Can you last that long?”

He nodded, and his head moved up and down jerkily.

She made it easy for him. She reached down into his lap and grabbed his balls.

Not his pecker, because that might make him shoot his load. Just his balls. She rolled them in her hands,

They were inches apart, breathing heavily, her hand sexing him up, and he kissed her.

It was a quick shot. Just a movement forward, which surprised her, but which shouldn’t have. Then she was kissed.

“Oh, my,” she murmured. “You’re not falling in love with me, are you?”

He turned bright red.

She smiled and tousled his hair. “It’s okay, you can, and I’ll love you, but I’m married to your father. Now, control yourself. I’ve got to get dressed and go out.

With that she let go of him.

He gulped.

And she laughed to herself on the way out of his room.

This was going to be fun!


Part Two

She found handcuffs at a tactical store. It supplied officers with uniforms and other gear. At first the grizzly, old fellow didn’t want to sell to her.

“Oh, come on. I can get these over the net and cheaper.”

But it was her smile that convinced him.

A typical man, he was semi-shaved, overweight, and never got any.

If he had a girlfriend she was out of town. Forever. If he had a wife she liked his paycheck, and that was about all.

“Two?” he finally asked, his eyes looking down into his display counter, but really scoping out her breasts in the reflection in the glass top.

“How about four.”

And his horniness got the best of him. “Must be some kind of party.”

God, she was horny. Playing with Rod had really woken up her juices. Add to that the fact that she was feeling kind of perverse, and she decided to make the old man’s day.

“Well, I want to make sure my boy friend is secure while I take his balls in my hands and kiss his cock.” She looked up and spoke with bland innocence. “Tell me. Do men like women to play with the shaft? The balls? Or the tip of the penis.”

The chubby guy swallowed.

“I, uh…I like the tip.”

She placed a hand on his pudgy finger, “But then they come so fast.” She was looking right into his eyes now, and his pants were bulging like there was no tomorrow.

For a long moment he just mumbled somethings, and couldn’t look away from her.

Her eyes. Her breasts. Down to her crotch.

I’m going to have to show my camel toe, she thought with a smile.

“So you would like it if I got down on my knees and took your big, stiff penis into my mouth.” As she spoke she moved her lips obviously. Focusing his attention on her mouth.

DING! The bell over the door rang and Sherry held his hand for a moment, then let go. “I guess you’d better get me those handcuffs.”

Two cops entered the building and walked over to a rack to inspect uniforms.

The old man grabbed four pairs of handcuffs, stuffed them in a sack, and pushed them at her.

He was so excited he was drooling.

“How much?”

“No charge. Just…just come back some time.”

“Oh, I will. Do you have any whips and chains?”

She thought his heart was going to stop, and she smothered a grin all the way out of the store, then, once in her car, she blurted a big, “HA!”

Men.

The funny thing…she had always known that men were this easy, but outside of a few bedroom partners, she had never allowed herself to be so free.

Working over Rod, however, had set something free inside her. She drove home quickly, anxious to deal with the poor boy.

Rod was waiting for her, a stupid grin on his face. His now sappy face.

“I did it. I didn’t touch myself!”

“Oh, honey, that’s wonderful!”

She emptied the bag of handcuffs onto his bed and he stared at the little boxes. “Why so many?”

She opened boxes and checked that she had keys. “You’re not going to be in a cast all summer, and I thought maybe I’ll have to tie your body down, make sure you don’t force yourself on me.”

“I wouldn’t do that!”

What a difference a little slap and tickle makes. He had gone from pissed off to puppy dog anxious, and all in a couple of hours.

She pulled the blanket off him, revealed his body, his cast, and his throbbing penis.

“Honey,” she said as she snapped one cuff over the arm of the wheel chair and to his wrist, “there’s no telling what a horny, sexy man will do once he’s got a boner like yours.”

She attached the other cuff, stood back and smiled.

Rod looked down at his cuffs. He looked up at her, and was uncertain.

He could roll his wheel chair, he had that much leeway with the cuffs, but there was no way he could touch his penis.

“Oh, honey, don’t look so sad!” She knelt in front of him, put her elbows on his knees and smiled up at him.

He had a wonderful view of her breasts.

“I’ll spend a lot of time playing with you. I like playing with you. And I really like playing with your stiff cock.”

He gulped. His pecker stood up, his cuffs rattled briefly, and she shifted her position to give him a better view.

“Can you…can you play with me…now?”

“Of course I can!”

She reached into his lap and began stroking him.

“Oh…” he wheezed, and he closed his eyes.

She moved down and to the side and he looked at her, and realized what she was doing. She was putting her breast right on top of his mitt.

He turned his hand over and squeezed.

“Oh, yes,” she spoke dreamily. “That’s so nice!”

For a long minute he fondled her boob, then she stood up, leaned down and kissed him, and said, “I do have housework to do.”

“Oh, God!”

“But you feel free to play with yourself.”

“But I can’t!” he almost wailed.

“I know! And it’s really turning me on!”

She left him to clean the house.

The good news was that as big as the house was, it wasn’t much to clean. It took Sherry an hour to dust, vacuum, do the dishes, and throw in the laundry.

Done, she headed for the liquor cabinet. Nothing like a pick me up, even if you were already up.

She searched through Roderick’s large collection of spirits and chose Templeton Rye. She had never tried Templeton, but it was supposed to be Al Capone’s drink of choice.

“What are you doing?” Rod wheeled into the kitchen.

Sherry glanced over her shoulder. “Honey, are you stalking me?”

His face turned red, which was an admission of guilt.

She laughed, got down two glasses, and said, “That’s okay. You can stalk me all you want.” She poured straight Rye whiskey into one of the glasses and sipped.

“Gah!” She made a face and offered the glass to Rod. “Tastes like shit. Try it and tell if you agree.”

He took the glass, sniffed, then sipped. “Oh, fuck!” he looked around for a place to spit it out, then just swallowed with a big grimace.

“That’s supposed to be Al Capone’s favorite drink.”

They looked at the bottle with distaste.

“But let me show you some magic.”

She added ice cubes, filled the glass halfway, then filled the remainder with Coke.

“Try it now,” she extended the glass.

He sipped, was prepared to gag, and blinked. “Hey!”

“Not bad, eh? So Coke is good from something else besides cleaning your toilet.”

He handed the drink back to her, but she waved him off. “It’s yours,” and she made another drink.

They drank companionably. Him in his wheel chair, glancing at her bust, and her leaning her butt against the kitchen counter.

“Why does liquor have to taste so good?”

“Well, you could leave out the Coke.”

“Nah,” and they grinned.

And had another drink.

Sherry had a buzz on, and it was warm and golden and all that a buzz should be. And she knew that Rod, not as experienced at drinking as her, would be feeling it.

That was exactly what she wanted.

“So, the third drink in hands, she calmly asked, “So why did you show up with such a piss poor attitude.

He looked down, mumbled, and sipped.

“Nah, none of that.” She knew she was taking a chance, but she figured he was too horny, and now too drunk, to lie.

“I…I’m in a wheel chair.”

“Nope. Your pop told me you always had an attitude.”

He said nothing.

So she pushed him.

“He said he loves you, but you have a bad attitude, especially towards him.” Nothing. “And he said you’re a mama’s boy.”

He looked up in anger, his face red, and she knew she had nailed it. It was the mama’s boy thing.

“So why does being a mama’s boy bother you?” She talked then, just to give him space to breath, to let him come to grips with what was bothering him. Then, “You know there’s two types of boys, and women always choose one or the other.”

Curiosity crossed his face.

“There’s the bad boy. Always in trouble. Swears a lot, maybe even a bit of a bully. Then there’s the soft boy, a bit effeminate. I guess a mama’s boy would fit in that category.”

“I’m not effeminate!”

Bingo. Me thinks thou doth protesteth too much!

“No. But maybe you’d like to be.”

He spun his chair around angrily and she snapped, “Eat my pussy?”

He froze.

He knew exactly what she meant!

“You turn around and fess up and I’ll let you eat my pussy. If you don’t then you’ll stay in handcuffs the rest of the summer, and I won’t let you touch me!”

He was paralyzed, caught between the devil and the deep, blue sea. Or between his shame and his lust. He was frozen with his hands locked to the arms of the wheel chair, his dick in the air under his blanket, and his building desire.

God! He wanted to cum!

She spoke softer. “Heck. I can tell you’re a soft boy. I’m always drawn to those types. I don’t want a bully for a lover. I just love to be a bully. A sex bully. You know what I mean.”

He sat in the chair, half out of the kitchen, and suddenly his shoulder shook.

He pushed the chair a foot, and stopped, his shoulders shaking.

Another foot, and his sobs became audible.

Sherry had broken him. Once again. She knew it.

She strode after him, no hurry, and rounded the wheel chair and squatted in front of him.

His head was down, his hair in front of his face, and tears streamed down his cheeks.

She brushed his hair aside, wiped his tears. “Tell me, honey. It’s okay now. Just get it out.”

Through choking sobs he told her. He told her about his mother always wanting a girl. Dressing him up in private, even putting make up on him. And he was warned never to tell his father, that his father wouldn’t understand and would try to take him away from her.

Sherry listened, and her heart was breaking. To listen to such a sad story, of a young boy being used in such fashion.

When he was finally empty she reached out and lifted his chin and raised his eyes to hers.

“Rod. It’s okay. There’s nothing wrong with you.”

“You don’t understand.”

She was quiet, waiting for the exclamation point.

“I LIKED IT!” And he sobbed piteously from the bottom of his soul.

Sherry didn’t waste time. She didn’t want him to backslide, to get surly again. He had confessed, he was relieved, and she had to make it so he couldn’t get pissy again.

“Come with me.” She turned and walked towards her bedroom.

Rod followed her timidly. He felt good, cleaned out, but he was nervous. What was his confession going to do their relationship?

Sherry went into the bedroom and pulled the chair at her vanity table to the side and motioned him to come to her.

He rolled up to her and stared.

She picked up a tube of lipstick. Lipstick was the most obvious, and the most powerful of weapons in matters like these.

She grabbed his chin with one hand and painted his pout with the other.

Now his eyes took on a glazed look. He was stunned, knocked on the head and wondering what had happened.

She then took a brush and began brushing out his hair, styling it, spritzing it with a bit of hairspray and making it more feminine looking.

“What…what…”

“Honey, what you did isn’t wrong. I’m not going to say your mother was wrong, either. But maybe you should have had more choice. Who you are, what you are, the way people see you…it’s your choice.”

She wasn't going to get into the full face thing, the primer and the foundation and all, and she really didn’t need to. His skin was young and soft, and with just the highlights he would be more than feminine.

He would be gorgeous.

She shadowed his eyes, used eyeliner, and smiled at him.

His face was red, and while his heart felt like it had stopped, his pecker was pounding.

The blanket had come half off him while she worked and she looked down at his tool.

“God, that is gorgeous.”

“You said…you said…”

“I did.” She stood up and moved forward. “You’ll have to lean forward a bit.

He leaned and she lifted her dress. She wasn’t wearing any panties.

It was an awkward angle, but it worked. His hands were trapped on the arms, but she tilted her hips and his mouth fit nicely.

He sighed, and began munching.

“Oh, Lord,” she breathed out.

She loved being eaten, and the fact that she had a literal captive audience was almost more than she could stand. In fact, in less than a minute she jerked and groaned, her hips started twitching and she held onto his head for balance. She came on his mouth, and it was once of the best cums she had ever had.

“Oh…oh…yes…” Then she collapsed forward, still holding onto his head, but her chest leaning onto his face.

Rod was in heaven. He was buried in boob, and a sweet burial it was.

She took to washing Rod daily. She played with his dingus and kissed him, and every once in a while she would let him perform cunnilingus on her.

And she would fellate him, careful not to let him pop his cork.

She took away his blanket and made him wear a negligee. Soft and silky and his penis could be seen through it at all times. Hard and dripping. Ready for the action that would never…quite…climax.

She left his hands cuffed most of the time, and he didn’t mind. He liked being confined, and sometimes she would see him give a half hearted struggle and grin.

Which made her grin.

She had never had herself a personal, sex starved prisoner, and it was more fun than a barrel of monkeys fucking.

And, after two weeks, she asked him, “Do you sleep in your wheel chair?”

He nodded.

“Isn’t it uncomfortable?”

“Yeah, but my bed is a bit narrow, and it’s awkward getting out of the wheel chair, and…he shook his hands and the cuffs rattled.

It was her turn to blush. “I never even thought. What a dope.”

“That’s okay.”

“Well, we’ll take care of that tonight.”

That night she invited him into her room. She put curlers in his hair, covered his face with cream and cleaned him, and uncuffed him.

“What am I supposed to do?”

“Come to bed.”

The grin that broke out on his face was ear to ear.

She helped him out of the chair, supported his unwieldy cast, and helped him onto the big bed.

He lay on his back and sighed. “Oh, my God!” he whispered. “A bed.”

“The small things in life, eh?” she grinned.

She got undressed while he watched. Not that she had much to take off. Unless she had to go out she usually wore simple things. Bra and panties. Nighty, that sort of thing.

She lay down next to him and pressed her boobs against his side.

She played with his nipples, kissed him, then brought her hand down to his groin.

“Oh, God!” He turned to her. “I need to cum.”

And it was true. He had been weeks with her teasing him, and he hadn’t had sex for months before his accident, and…he was primed.

“Too bad,” she teased. Then she put her mouth on his and showed him what a real kiss was.

When she was done he was almost sobbing. His penis was so hard, and—

“I’m married.”

“I know,” his voice broke.

“And I don’t want you jacking off.”

“But…why?” Oh, Lord, the begging in his voice!

“Because men shouldn’t be able to just squirt and go on their merry way.”

“But I need to cum! You know I need to cum!”

“There is another way.”

He looked at her. “There is? What way?”

“You like dressing up. You like being feminized. Would you like to go all the way? To make love like a woman?”

“I don’t know what you mean.”

She explained about prostates and draining, male milking it was called, then put the choice up to him.

“If you want, I can do that to you.”

“I don’t know. That seems…pretty…far gone.”

“Honey, if it didn’t feel good gays wouldn’t do it.”

“But wouldn’t that make me gay?

“Not unless you do it with a man, and that’s your choice. What I’m concerned with is relieving you a bit. And, mind you, it is only a bit. When I’ve milked you you’ll still be horny, but you’ll also be empty, and your system will work to replace what I’ve taken from you.”

Still, he was undecided, so she used the last argument in her arsenal. “Rod, if I drain you you’ll be empty, unable to cum, but your dick will still be stiff. If you can’t cum, then I can let you in me.”

His head snapped to her. “You mean…fuck you?”

She smiled, a bit ruefully. “Since you won’t be able to cum it won’t be an official cum. It’s only sex if you complete the act.”

And he knew what she was doing. She was rationalizing so she could fuck him, and still stay true to his father.

“So, how about it. You want a little relief before those big, old balls of your explode?”

His grin told of his acquiescence. “When?”

“Tomorrow. Tonight I’ll play with you, and tomorrow I need to go to the store and get a few things. So…tomorrow night.”

“Tomorrow night,” he agreed.

And, the agreement made, Sherry went to work on him. She was determined that he be as absolutely as horny as possible. He had to be if he was going to get the most out of male milking.

They woke, and he was stiff with desire. Not just in the dick, but his whole body. She had kept him up for hours, playing with his penis, sucking on his nipples, even putting her fingers into him.

“You’ve got to be okay with this,” she whispered into his ear as she frigged his bottom.

He grunted and groaned, and began to realize that this might not be as painful as he had believed it would be.

She made him wear a bar and a nighty. She cuffed his hands because now she wasn’t sure he would be able to restrain himself. She had really worked him over the night before.

They had breakfast, she did the dishes and played with him, vacuumed and played with him, did the laundry and played with him, and played with him.

Rod was out of his mind with lust. His penis was dripping constantly, and she threatened to make him wear a panty liner.

When he went to play games, when she went to do her shopping, he found that he was having trouble concentrating. He ended up just sitting in his wheel chair and staring down at his dribbling dingus.

Then she came back and played with him.

It was a long day for Rod, but the best one he had ever had in his life.

Then they had a light dinner, and began drinking.

“None of that Templeton shit,” he stated.

“No way,” she agreed. She broke out the ten year old Pappy Van Winkle and they sipped it. Without Coke.

“Gah,” he said.

“You’re no gentleman,” she quipped, and poured in the Coke.

“Ah,” he said.

She sipped her own. “Gah!” And they laughed as she ruined her bourbon.

They drank, and they chatted, and after a couple of drinks they headed for the bedroom.

This time she did the full work up. She cleansed his pores, applied primer, and took her time.

Foundation and blush. Worked on his eyes. She blended light and blue and when she was done his eyes sparkled in their sockets.

Liner and mascara, making his eyelashes long and luxurious.

And lipstick. He felt the waxy substance adhering to his mouth, and he watched in the mirror as she dabbed and made sure everything was in the lines and plump and perfect.

She turned him to her and inspected her work.

He was gorgeous, and she felt her pussy getting more wet than a pussy had a right to be.

Lord, now she was having trouble breathing.

“Okay, honey, up on the bed on all fours.”

It was awkward, and he had to have a couple of pillows to balance out the weight and angles forced by the cast. But when he was finally in position it was perfect.

She had spread a couple of towels on the bed, and he was centered, and now she began to grease him up.

She pushed lube into him, swirled her fingers around, then inserted a prostate massager.

He was properly prepared and it went in with only a slight difficulty. And then it felt so incredibly good he was having trouble thinking about anything other than the pleasure in his heinie.

“Oh, yes,” he murmured.

She began to move the prostate massager around, making sure it was on the prostate, making sure she was getting the best contact.

He lay there, in heaven, and felt the wonderfulness of being filled. And he had been scared. Ha!

For long minutes she worked him, then he felt like peeing. She had told him it would feel like this, and he relaxed. Sperm began to leak out of his penis in a long, shiny string. He didn’t orgasm, but he felt so good. He felt like he had cum, but without the cum.

“Oh, yes. That’s it, honey. Doesn’t it feel good?”

“Yes,” and his voice cracked a little. He had never felt anything like this; it was better than the regular old guy into girl squirt. It truly was heaven on earth.

Then she was done.

She put away the massager, took away a cup filled with jizz, and helped him turn over.

“All right,” she whispered, and she was so terribly excited. She had had nothing but a vibrator all summer long, and she needed something more. A lot more.

She knee walked up his body and looked down at him.

He stared up, still in the throes of lust, still glowing with his being drained.

Then she sank down on him, gasped loudly, and began working.

And poor Rod, he thrust up, tried to screw, but he was not only limited by his cast, but he was empty. Nothing left.

But his penis was bone hard!

She ground upon him for hours, taking her pleasure, and he experienced the sublime pleasure of being used without consideration.

In a way it was like being used like an object.

Except that he loved her.

And the night whiled away.


Epilogue

Rod had just gotten the cast off. He was able to walk on his own!

He didn’t have the handcuffs on anymore, and he was free of the wheel chair, and he even had to use a cane for a while, but…he was free!

The first thing he did was put on nylons.

And walk around the house fully made up, in a dress, and…able to wear high heels!

Though not for long. His hip ached if he did wear them for too long.

“What do you think?” he asked for the umpteenth time.

Sherry laughed and rotated a finger. Turn around.

He turned, and his dress flared, and he felt so wonderful.

She clapped, and the phone rang.

Still smiling, she picked up her cell. “Yes?”

For a moment her face was smiling, then the smile became stiff, forced. Then it started to break apart.

Rod watched, aware that she was getting bad news.

Then she began sobbing. She hung up and put the phone down and covered her face and cried.

“What is it? What happened?”

She looked up at him, her face tormented. “Your father’s plane. It went down in the Pacific. No survivors.”

Rod experienced the same emotions Sherry just had. The somewhat of a smile becoming frozen, the face transforming into tragedy, and the tears.

They held each other and cried.

Finally, Sherry said, “I don’t know what to do. We had a prenup and…I don’t get anything. I don’t know where to go, what to do.”

Rod held her, felt her body so warm against his own.

“That’s simple. You stay here.”

She looked up at him. “Really?”

“Of course. You can stay here the rest of your life.”

With that, through sobs and tears, she managed to hold his face and kiss him.

And Rod held her and was totally happy.

Embracing, she whispered into his neck, into his soft, feminine hair: “You don’t want to cum in me, do you?”

He was silent, but his heart was pounding.

“Because I like it the way we’re doing it. I like it when you don’t cum and I do.”

He said, “That’s exactly the way I want it.”

They kissed again.

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


THE 21 STORY BUNDLES!

[image: ]

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!

GO TO:

21 STORIES!


[image: Group]


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!

GO TO:

The Best of Grace Mansfield


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: sisridebook cov use.jpg]

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.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

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

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

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


Here are the first two chapters from…

[image: ]

Sissy Ride: The Book

PART ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

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

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

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

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

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

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

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

I typed:

Who is this?

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

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

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

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

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

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

I typed:

What do you know about me?

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

DING!

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

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

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

DING!

Watch this!

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

I clicked on the link.

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

Mommy Compilation part four!

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

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

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

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

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

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

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

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

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

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

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

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

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

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

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

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

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

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

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

that is my reward for helping you.

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

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

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

I had never thought about being a woman.

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

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

I typed:

I’ll do it.

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

HURRY!

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

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

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

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

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

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

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

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

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

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

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

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

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

I put them in my bra.

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

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

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

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

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

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

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

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

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

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

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

Then I saw the dress.

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

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

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

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

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

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

Then I realized the solution.

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

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

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

‘My’ dress.

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

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

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

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

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

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

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

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

I had my own set of tits!

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

DING!

Lipstick.

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

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

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

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

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

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

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

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

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

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

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

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

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

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

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

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

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

Still, nothing connected.

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

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck!

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

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

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

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

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

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

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

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

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

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

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

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

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

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

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

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

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

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

Then it was done.

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

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

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

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

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

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

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

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

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

And then, finally, it was over.

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

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

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

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

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

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

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

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

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

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

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

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

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

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

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

What had I done?

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

Three days.

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

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

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

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

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

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

I called Tanya then.

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

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

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

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

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

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

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

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

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

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

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

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

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

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

DING!

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

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

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

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

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

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

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

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

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

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

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

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

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

“Are you all right?”

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

DING!

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

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

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

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

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

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

DING!

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

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

DING! DING! DING!

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

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

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

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

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

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

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!
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Read it on kindle or paperback
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