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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

I love my Step-Mommy.

Unfortunately, I don’t have one.

But if I did…

This is the third of three stories.

The thirst one was ‘The Feminizing Step-Mother!

The second one was ‘My Sep-Mommy Feminized Me!

And now we have this one.

Zowie!

Shiela has opened a dungeon in suburbia, and, man, the clients are flocking.

But also flocking are the police. Durn police. All they do is go around looking for trouble!

Well, they’ll find it if they mess with our favorite dominatrix, or her sidekick, who is the world’s first and only ‘Transinatrix.’

Hey! I made that word up! Pretty clever, eh?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“How are we going to do this?” asked Lucas.

Lucas was wearing his favorite, red dress. It didn’t quite fit his big bosom, but that’s the way he liked it. He wanted his breasts to flow over the low hem. He wanted his boobs to look like the Grand Canyon. He wanted his hard nipples to push at the material, to create little bumps, little shadows that drew the attention of lookie loos.

“Come in here and I’ll show you,” said Shiela. She was wearing a peignoir, pale, see through, and held out like a tent by her mammoth mammaries.

Lucas walked into the living room. He glanced at himself in the big mirror in the foyer and smiled. He was getting good at shadowing his eyes, and his lips had responded wonderfully to botox treatments. Add to that the fact that the hormones were really kicking in, and his body was scrump diddly umptious. A round ass, a tight waist, and his face had been feminized.

“Come on, you narcissistic pig,” laughed Shiela.

She sat down at the table and powered up the computer.

The living room had been set up for a meet and greet and take the customer’s money.

People would enter through the front door and be greeted by Shiela or Lucas. Unable to take their eyes off their hostesses bodies and boobs and butts and immaculately made up faces, they would be guided into the living room.

How are you, how did you hear of us, you can pay cash at the table with the computer on it.

Then, when enough people were sitting in the living room and chatted up, the front door would be closed, the security precautions would kick in, and business would start.

Lucas knew all this. He was just curious about the book keeping. If he was going to be taking money he wanted to know how to handle it, what records to make, and so on.

He sat down next to Shiela and Shiela opened up the computer file used for book keeping.

She explained how to make an entry, how the book keeper program would make a copy and send it to a server off site.

“Why off site?” he asked.

Shiela sat back and pursed her lips. “Well, we know the police will eventually pay attention to us.”

“But I thought we were off grid, so to speak, in an unincorporated part of the county?”

She looked at him wryly. “Do you seriously think that a little thing like breaking the law will stop the police?”

“Oh.”

Shiela continued. “And behind the police are the politicians, and we have to have all sorts of safeguards in place.”

“Okay.”

She finished explaining the book keeping, then they went through the kitchen and into the garage.

The door to the basement was in the corner of the garage, and they had set up several security features.

First, there was a little maze of doors leading to the door to the basement.

Second, the door to the basement was now looking like a wall, made of brick, and it was kept in place at all times…until they needed to access the basement.

Third, they had managed to get a clerk in the hall of records to replace the original blueprints for the house with their own ‘doctored’ blueprints.

Between these things, and a lot of other little things, they were pretty secure in their business.

They walked down into the basement and inspected the furniture.

Chains on the walls. Chastity tubes. St Andrew’s Crosses, a rack, and all manner of other little ‘toys.’

“Okay,” said Lucas. “I guess we’re ready for business.”

Shiela stood next to him, her hand cupping and rubbing his butt cheek. “Are you going to the doctor tomorrow?”

He nodded.

“Okay. That’s the last thing. I’ll start putting out advertisements. We should have our first customers tomorrow evening.”

“So soon?”

“Absolutely. Don’t underestimate John Q. Public’s need for sexual discipline.”

She chuckled, kissed him soundly, which excited his libido, but didn’t make his cock stand up.

Lucas’s stand up days were over. He was on testosterone blockers, and his cock had shrunken to a mere couple of inches. Add to that that he was on Depo Provera, a birth control medicine that took the lead out of the pencil, and he was not only small but limp.

But, oh, so horny!

They left the dungeon and set the security features in motion.

Walls in the garage shifted. The brick wall slid down over the door to the basement. The computer sent its final message of the day to the remote server, and they walked up stairs arms around each others waists.

They entered the bedroom and Lucas got undressed. Shiela just stripped her peignoir off and, balled it up, and tossed it onto a chair.

Lucas took off his dress and his bra. His breasts were truly enormous, and Shiela was almost jealous looking at him. He had grown so much in the last few weeks.

He smiled at her and lowered his sissy panties.

Sissy panties had a little stretchy pouch in the front for sissies to place their little packages. The pouch kept them nice and tight and restrained.

Of course come the the morrow Lucas wasn’t going to need the sissy panties.

But now, taking the panties down his legs, his little penis flopped out.

“Come here, honey,” cooed Shiela.

He walked to her, strutting proudly, but the pride was for his chest, not his groin.

He crawled up and straddled Shiela, his little penis hanging almost between her breasts.

She took it on hand, and his little marbles in the other. She leaned forward and took his peeny in her mouth. It was an automatic deep throat now.

She gobbled him, watched his eyes as he enjoyed the pleasure, then she spat him out and laughed. “You don’t even miss your big honker, do you?”

“Not even,” he agreed, moving over and to the side of her.

They kissed then. Softly, gently, nibbling away at each others mouths as they fondled each others breasts.

Shiela was wet. Having him so petite and cute down there made her about as horny as a body could get. She was so wet that she sometimes wore a panty liner to absorb her juices.

Lucas, in spite of the fact that he couldn’t get hard, and that he was so small, was also super horny. He could only cum when she drained him, and she was sparse with that favor.

She pushed him back and took in air. “Wow.” Then, “Are you ready?”

“Are you going to drain me?”

“Oh, don’t ask. Not only do I not know, I don’t care.”

He felt a thrill as she spoke so inconsequentially of his sexual pleasure.

“Just get a couple of strap ons out and let’s see.

Two strap ons. She would screw him, but she was in the mood to be screwed herself.

He grinned. He had no desire to screw her, but he absolutely loved it when he brought her to an orgasm.

He jumped off the bed and opened the lower drawer on her side table. He dug around through all the toys and brought out two harnesses.

He slipped one on and fastened it, and Shiela slid off the bed and put one on.

“Which dildos?” she asked slyly.

This was almost a test. She wanted to see what size and length, what shape and texture, he wanted.

Sometimes she would give him what he wanted, but sometimes she would do the opposite.

He chose a big black one with a rubbery texture. It would need lots of lube, but the bulbous shape on the end would tickle his prostate and release his semen. He handed it to her and she merely raised eyebrows lasciviously and snapped it onto the harness.

He took out a big, stiff, glass one for him to use on her.

He knew she loved the way glass felt inside her pussy. He would only put a little lube on it, and it would pull almost painfully on her inner walls, then her own juices would flow, if they weren’t already, and it was slip and slide time.

“I think I need to get a bigger one for you,” she said as he hopped up on the bed.

“Promises, promises,” he chided, and he went onto all fours and awaited her pleasure.

She wasn’t about to give him pleasure, at least not so easily.

“Haven’t you ever heard of foreplay?” She slapped his ass hard and made him turn around and face her.

She fucked his mouth then, sliding the big dildo in and out. She was teaching him how to deep throat, and he took almost half of the giant intruder into his mouth.

“Good,” she said, and she turned him onto his back.

He looked up at her, upside down, and she began to crawl over him.

The glass dildo dragged through his hair, then he was looking up at her piercings.

She had four big, thick rings on each labium, and he pulled her labs apart and began exercising his tongue.

She moaned and went down on his black, misshapen dong.

They couldn’t feel their cocks, but it was the idea that excited them. These things strapped around their waists were about to be plummeted home.

While they munched on each other Shiela began playing with his little balls. These were going to be gone, too, on the morrow, and she wanted to enjoy them one last time.

She took them in her mouth and rolled them around. Then she had everything in her mouth, and she could hardly move for the way he was pulling her pussy apart and sliding his tongue around.

“Fuck me,” she growled, having had enough.

He wasn’t strong anymore. His male muscles were a poor memory, and he hadn’t had much muscle to begin with. So she moved with him, helped him manipulate her, and that gave her a thrill.

She liked being stronger than a man.

She turned him around then buried her shaft in him. They were face to face, her holding his legs up in a V, and she watched his face twist with sex happiness.

She lowered her head, pushed his legs back and allowed herself more entry, then she began licking his large, plump lips.

Bent over, he was having trouble breathing. But, actually, she was taking his breath away.

For long minutes and she watched his face grit and grimace and grin. Then she suddenly pulled out, slapped his legs down, and jumped upwards on his body. She settled down on the glass pecker and felt the glass tug at her soft tissues. In a way, it was like her pink insides were bing pulled, ripped, but that was an illusion. They were just clinging, too unfamiliar surfaces, until her pussy generated enough juice to make everything slippery.

Now slippery, she began to shimmy on the tool, gasping, and rocking back and forth.

Lucas reached up and twisted her nipples to the edge of pain, and when she snarled at him he gave an extra twist.

She slapped him, and for an instant he thought he was going to cum.

But, no. That wasn’t enough. So he did it again, and again, until Shiela was happy and sexed up and irritated and going out of her mind.

That was when the sex started to get out of control…in the best possible way.

The next morning Lucas awoke early. He put on a teddy and headed for the kitchen. He liked to fix Shiela breakfast.

She didn’t demand it, she just hinted, and Lucas, being a true sub, was happy to oblige.

It gave him great purpose to serve her.

He fixed Eggs Benedict, a favorite of Shiela’s, and French toast. Adding a glass of apple juice, he trotted up the steps in his high heels and pranced down the hall.

He was becoming quite accomplished in walking in heels. He had sure had a rough time of it at first, but now walking was easy peasy.

“Oh, honey, thank you,” Shiela murmured, sitting up so he could place the tray over her thighs.

She ate and he watched her. He loved to watch her. He loved to watch her so much that she had had to tell him to cool it.

After all, in the bathroom?

“Are you getting ready for the doctor?”

“I am.”

“Excellent. Tell her you decided to take the testosterone blockers and the depo provera.”

“I will.”

After washing the dishes, while Shiela was working on the computer on an ad campaign for their new business, Lucas went upstairs and got dressed.

He slipped into a bra, knew he was going to have to go up a cup size, and panties. He wore a simple summer dress. A print pattern with birds on blue, and made his face up.

Shiela had asked him if he wanted permanent make up, but he didn’t think so.

Women get permanent make up so they won’t have to put it on every day. But he liked putting it on!

He loved to powder his face, to brush his eyelids, and especially to paint his lips.

This day, however, he went light on the make up, then took his time and brushed his hair.

He had had his nails done just a couple of days before, so he was good to go.

He kissed Shiela on the way out and headed for the medical clinic.

Shiela was totally focused on her advertising campaign. The main thing was going to be a series of advertisements, not couched as advertisements, on Facebutt.

She didn’t want to take out advertisements because a) they would cost, and b) Facebutt would then have control over them. The trick was to make an ad that didn’t look like an ad, get people to visit a website, and avoid all entanglements with tech companies and all their rules and regulations.

She had had the website in place for a few weeks, and it was strictly dark web kind of stuff. It was hard to trace, and she had several safeguards in place. If anybody tried to hack it would reset and ban the hacker.

And she had multiple other gimmicks in place to protect not just the website, but hers and Lucas’s identities.

Heck, they weren’t doing anything illegal, they were just looking for consenting adults.

But she knew that once they started making money the police would come calling. And behind the police were the crooked politicians.

So she buried herself in algorithms and safety precautions and the morning slowly passed.

Lucas was shown to the exam room by a nurse. She was pretty, but not nearly as pretty as him, and he could detect her jealousy.

He sat down and waited, and the doctor shortly appeared.

The Doc was a good looking woman, slightly thick, but a really nice face and a large set of fun pillows.

“How are you?” the Doc shook hands.

Lucas chatted with her, gave her Shiela’s messages, and then they got down to business.

“Disrobe and hop up on the table,” said the Doc.

Lucas pulled his panties off and sat on the table.

“Lie back.”

Lucas did, and the doctor’s narrow fingers gently handled his manhood.

“Wonderful,” the doctor commented at one point. She pulled his penis out to three inches, rolled his little testicles, and nodded happily.

“Better living through chemistry, eh?”

Lucas agreed, and the doctor wheeled a tray to the table. She coated his package with disinfectant and rubbed it in thoroughly.

“I’m so glad you decided on this,” said the doctor. “Penises can be fun, but in the hands of the wrong man,” she suppressed a shiver.

There were small straps on the side of the table and the doctor wrapped them around Lucas’s ankles to keep his legs apart.

She made a small incision on his perineum, that spot between the balls and the asshole. She made a small incision on his penis right below the head, then placed the two incisions against each other and began stitching them together.

“I did this for a well endowed man once, and his penis was so long it stuck out behind him. He got very excited just by the act of sitting down.”

“What happened to him?”

He did’t wipe properly, got material all over his glans. His penis got infected and we eventually had to cut it off.”

“You castrated him?”

The doctor didn’t even look up. “That’s the word for it.”

Then, halfway done, the doctor pushed Lucas’s balls up into his pubic area, straight up into the little pocket from whence they had originally dropped. Then she pulled his penis tight and completed the stitching.

She had worked fast and efficient, and there was no blood.

“There we go,” the doctor smiled and looked up. “Make sure you tell your family and friends if they need anything like this.”

Lucas grinned and said he would, then he got dressed and left.

Lucas arrived home just as Shiela finished her first batch of advertising.

“Look at this!” Shiela called to him.

Lucas stepped out of the foyer, faced her and lifted his dress, and called back, “Look at this!”

Shiela stared, and a slow grin spread across her face. “Oh, My, God!”

Shiela came around the table and reached down for Lucas’s dick. Except he didn’t have a dick anymore. His front was flat, the balls up and the penis stretched back to keep them up and in place.

“God, it’s like a pussy with out the slit!”

“And it feels good!” blurted Lucas, taking Shiela’s hand and pressing it against his new mons.

“It feels like a pussy, just, you know…no slit.”

“We could paint one on?”

“Now there’s an idea. Now, I hate to stop admiring you, but come see the advertisement.”

Lucas followed her around the table and sat down in front of the computer.

Come tour my dungeon!

Pictures of them, their faces blotted out.

DungeonsRus(dot)com

That was the first ad. There were others. Ads with whips and chains, beautiful women, hints and teasing language.

“These will go out on Facebutt in random order, utilizing different accounts.”

“Then they go to the website.”

“That’s our first layer of security. We get a bit information, we check to see if they are real people, or the police or whoever. They, in turn, get the sales spiel. They learn what we do, what our prices are, and they learn that to get in on the game they are going to have to pass our inspection.”

“Won’t we lose people?”

“Sure, but there are always more people. Sex never gets old.”

Lucas perused the website. He saw pictures of the dungeon. He saw descriptions of the furniture and how they worked. They had price lists by the hour and by the toy.

There were some very intricate descriptions of what was going to be done and how much it would cost.

“Wow. We’re expensive!”

“And we’re worth it.”

“You don’t think the prices will drive people away?”

“Nah. Rich people don’t mind paying for what they want.”

Lucas took a page out of Shiela’s book. “And sex is what they want.”

“Absolutely.”

“And what do we do when they ask to come see our dungeon?”

“We check them out. We use those People Finder websites and see if they are who they really say they are.”

“Then what?”

“Then we arrange a time, gather everybody together and bring them here, and…part-ay!”

“Isn’t that going to be a lot of work?”

“Nah. The computer checks them out. We’ll eventually hire somebody to drive a van. We’ll put electronic counter surveillance measures on the van…it’s going to be as smooth as silk.”

“You’ve convinced me. So ads are out now?”

“Yep. Just before you came home. As soon as I get some responses I’ll check them out. I hope that by tonight we’ll have our first customers.”

By that time it was time for lunch, and the two girls walked into the kitchen. They chatted about prices and ways to insure customers were real and not cops.

And they talked about Lucas’s new ‘pussy.’

“I swear. That is exactly like a mons. It is perfect!

“I love the way it feels. I feel more confidence just walking.”

“What’s it like walking?”

“Oh, Lord, that’s the interesting part. I didn’t expect this when I researched it, but the head of my peeny is between my thighs, and when I walk my thighs brush against my head. Just walking makes me hornier and hornier. It feels like I could just walk for a while and cum.”

They were eating tuna sandwiches and drinking Negronis. Negronis weren’t tasty, but they were simple, and they were unique. The recipe was:

1 oz gin

1 oz Campari

1 oz sweet vermouth

Orange peel garnish

Neither girl was a fan of gin, a working mans drink from England’s industrial revolution which tasted like motor oil and flat soda water.

But by experimenting with the ingredients and portions one could come up with a variety of different but very potent drinks.

For an hour after eating the tuna fish they played with different drinks, and in the end they agreed they still didn’t like gin, but they liked the drink. Weird.

Then the computer chimed.

DING!

The girls looked at each other, then jumped up and ran into the living room.

Hi, My name is Tim. My wife (Marsha) and I are intrigued by your dungeon and would consider a tour. What do we have to do to make this work?

Shiela sat down and typed:

Hi, Tim. It is wonderful to meet you. My name is Shiela, and I will be your contact. We need to know your place of business. With that information we will do a very discreet background check. Be assured, nobody will even know we are looking at you.

After we have your place of business give us a half hour and we will let you know the next step in this procedure. In the meantime, do you have any experience with dungeons? Dominatrices, or such things?

Shiela sent the message. Then went into the kitchen to make another drink. Before she was back Tim had responded with his full name and place of business.

Shiela, Tim here, and I appreciate your discretion. Our full names are Timothy and Marsha Van Deering. I am co-owner of Latex Products Inc.

He had included a telephone number and the address of himself and his company. He had also included a list of a half a dozen experiences, which experiences were with high class and even notorious BDSM concerns.

He had listed a couple of ranches, a couple of dominatrices, and OWK.

“Holy zowbadeechy!” exclaimed Shiela.

“What’s a zowbadeechy?”

Shiela didn’t bother explaining, probably couldn’t, but said, “OWK, Other World Kingdom. That’s overseas and big. It’s a whole country of BDSM.”

“A whole country?”

“It’s not big, but it has its own currency, flag, laws, everything. This guy has been places and seen things. We’d better be real professional with him.”

With that Shiela acknowledged Tim, then fed his name, and Marsha’s name, into a People Finder. Within minutes the computer had given them everything they needed, including criminal records, photos, and past addresses, phone numbers…everything.

The girls high fived, then Shiela set about making inquiries.

She called the company Tim worked for and found out he had started the company seven years earlier and was the co-president.

She checked with his high school, then his college.

From there she got other hints, and within 15 minutes she had a complete dossier on Tim and Marsha.

Satisfied that he was legit, she sent him a message.

Tim! We have very carefully checked to make sure you are who you say you are, and that you are not connected with the police or any other party pooper agency. This is for our common protection. Nobody likes a party pooper.

We would like to invite you to experience our dungeon.

We will send a limousine to pick you and your wife up at seven o’clock tonight. We will return you home at approximately twelve. Please don’t eat a heavy meal before you come, and we will have liquid refreshments for you when you arrive. Wear clothes that you don’t mind losing.

Looking forward to meeting you in the flesh. ;o)

Shiela.

At seven o’clock Lucas drove the rented limousine to the home address of Tim and Marsha Watson.

Their home was in the hills, at the top of a long, circular drive that had a steep drop off on one side, and a beautifully overgrown woods on the other side.

The house came into view. It was modern, but done in the old Hollywood style, Mediterranean, with lots of bushes in the front. He could see part of a large swimming pool and a raised garden in the back.

He drove to the front of the house and Tim and Marsha popped out the front door and descended a series of shallow steps.

Lucas stepped out of the limo and greeted them and held the door open for them. He was wearing a skin tight, black, latex dress. It was so tight his nipples could be seen through the material, and the Watson inspected his form happily.

“Very nice,” said Tim. “Are you Shiela.

Lucas, nervous as hell, kept himself under control. “I’m Lucas.”

Marsha glanced at her husband and they exchanged a look. It wasn’t good or bad, just significant.

The Watsons were beautiful people. They were in Cross Fit condition and in their late forties. Tim’s hair was prematurely grey, but arranged in a stylish fifty’s manner. Marsha’s hair was in the French fashion, piled and golden and very sexy.

Lucas couldn’t wait to see what she would look like when that hair came down.

Lucas started the trip down the drive and Tim asked, “Your name. Are you trans? Or…?”

“Trans,” replied Lucas. “Freshly made.” He wanted to ask if that was a problem, but Shiela had said to keep his mouth shut and let people develop their own thoughts and attitudes.

“Wonderful,” murmured Marsha with a wide smile.

“How interesting. We’ve been to a few soirees, but I don’t believe we’ve ever, uh, had doings with a trans person. Are you involved or just driving?”

“Oh, I’m involved.” He smiled into the rear view mirror.

“And may we be inquisitive as to your, uh…trans-ity?”

“Of course,” Lucas was almost shaking, He was actually scared. He had never thought he would react that way, but…there it was.

Still, the Watsons were very pleasant and personable.

“Normally we wouldn’t be so nosy, but your condition, and our inexperience, inspires our curiosity.

Inexperience, hunh! This couple obviously had tons of experience. They were just nice people about it all.

“So do you still have your original equipment?”

“I do, but it’s not obvious.”

“How so?”

Lucas explained how his penis was shrunken and limp and tucked back between his legs by surgery.

“Oh, Lord,” whispered Marsha. She made a squirming motion and Lucas realized that she had lifted her dress and started playing with herself.

Tim chuckled. “You have properly excited my wife. She often prefers women, and to have a man that is a women, if you will forgive my clumsy labeling, it is quite stimulating to her. Correct, my dear.”

“Absolutely.”

Marsha was staring at the back of Lucas’s head.

“And, if I may ask, tell me to to shut up if I cross any boundaries, how do you pee?”

“Sitting down.”

“And did you ever wear a chastity tube prior to your current situation?”

“I did, but I much prefer the current arrangement. It provides sexual stimulation without the uncomfortableness.”

“And how do you like sex?” blurted Marsha.

“Quite well,” quipped Lucas, and they all laughed. Then Lucas said, “I prefer anal. I much prefer it.”

“And would you be averse to my pleasuring you?”

Shiela had told Lucas this would happen. And it would happen soon.

“In all honesty?” Lucas raised his eyes to Tim in the mirror.

“Of course.”

“I am a virgin in that respect.”

Tim caught his breath.

“My partner, Shiela, has made it clear to me that that is not going to be an option. But, I have to tell you, she is planning a lottery, a very expensive lottery, as to who shall deflower me.”

“Oh, Lord,” and Tim sat back. It was obvious he had a hand in his crotch.

“And, please…don’t cum. Either of you. We have a full night of fun and games and would prefer that you are at a peak.”

“Of course not!” Marsha almost sounded offended.

They drove through town, it was an hour long trip, and they chatted happily.  By the time Lucas arrived at his house they were as old friends, and Lucas had learned a lot.

Tim’s company was quite prosperous, and he and Marsha were quite adventurous. They were also a bit disappointed in their experiences.

“Do you remember that bald transvestite?” commented Marsha cheerfully, but displaying a sort of disparagement.

“The one who thought being bald would turn you on? Oh, that was funny.” Tim spoke to Lucas. “I wouldn’t even call him a transvestite, he was a wanna be drag queen, quite ludicrous, and he actually started shaving his hair off while we…”

They were all laughing as Lucas pulled up to the house.

Lucas opened the back door and the Watsons stepped out and looked around.

“Nice,” murmured Tim.

“Sedate,” breathed Marsha, glancing at the sparsity of houses, the good landscaping of the neighborhood.

Then they walked up the walk, climbed a few steps, crossed the porch, and entered the house.


Part Two

Shiela greeted the effusively, but with professional restraint. She showed them into the living room, took their outer apparel and seated them.

“Just a few minutes of paperwork and we’ll be ready to start.”

Payment was taken care of expeditiously and Lucas served them their drinks of choice. Aunt Roberta.

Lucas had been learning about the more exotic drinks, and he had looked up the Aunt Roberta, as it was supposed to be the strongest drink in the world.

It had supposedly been invented by the daughter of a slaveowner 150 years before. Roberta apparently ran away from her abusive parents, turned to prostitution, then making moonshine.

The drink consisted of gin, vodka, brandy, blackberry liqueur and absinthe.

Lucas made the drinks quickly and professionally and Tim watched carefully. He was satisfied with Lucas’s work as a bartender for he smiled and lifted the glass to him when he was served.

Then, it was time to work.

Shiela clicked the buttons on the keyboard which changed the house from a house into a place of play.

Bolts shot in the doors so no one could get in. The windows were already bolted.

The brick wall in the garage rose up to reveal a solid metal door with imposing rivets on it.

The lights dimmed and Shiela led Tim by the hand through the kitchen into the garage. Marsha followed, her arm around Lucas’s waist.

Lucas could tell that the older woman really wanted him.

They entered the garage and turned to the right. They went through a regular door and stepped into a small six by six room, and the floor started rotating. It move slowly, there was light music, a bit of Pink Floyd, then the door stopped.

Tim and Marsha had no idea in which direction they were facing now.

Shiela pressed a remote and one wall slid upwards to reveal the iron dungeon door.

Tim was impressed by the security features. “Wonderful,” he stated under his breath.

They all walked down the steps into the dungeon.

Lucas had been working on the ambience. The walls looked aged, the ceiling fixtures hung by a single line and the glow of the bulbs was properly spooky.

It was simple stuff, but it didn’t look cheesy, instead gave a real feel of menace.

One expected Torquemada to jump out and say ‘boo!’

Shiela suddenly turned to Tim and pressed her body up against his. She was in black leather, mesh stockings, and her boobs looked positively enormous.

Tim kissed back, and grunted when she grabbed his jewels.

“So you like it rough, eh?” She lifted and a crazed look came into Tim’s eyes. Then she began to undress him. She ripped buttons, pinched his nipples, and kept laughing and kissing and laughing and…Tim had an unusually large member, and it filled her hand nicely.

Meanwhile, Lucas let Marsha watch the activities for a moment, felt her getting hot as her husband was manhandled and sexed up. Then he gently touched her hand, moved it to his breast.

Marsha’s eyes glinted, she turned to him, pulled his breast out of the dress and began to suck it.

Then she kissed Lucas, and it was obvious that she was very hungry. Lucas was a man, who was a girl, and she liked girls, and…

“That’s enough,” whispered Shiela, pushing Tim away. “Come with me.”

Mid kiss, their faces twisted, keeping their lips locked, Lucas and Marsha watched as Shiela led Tim to the rack.

Marsha broke the kiss, turned and watched, and Lucas moved behind her, held her, massaged her breasts, and they watched.

For Lucas the spanking and the hot paste was old stuff, though still exciting.

For Marsha, it was something more. Her breath caught, and Lucas just knew she was thinking about doing some of this at home. He whispered the recipe of the paste to her, and told her she had to make his spanking peak, then it would be most effective.

Watching her husband cry out, writhe in sexual pain, and lurch about was downright therapeutic for Marsha.

Lucas asked, “Is he always on top?”

She nodded.

“But you’d like to try it.”

She nodded again. She was licking her lips and her hand went down to her groin and started rubbing.

“Come on, let’s put you on a machine.”

But it wasn’t a machine so much as a fuck pole. Lucas moved a plate with a pole standing up on it. On top of the pole was a nice sized dildo.

Lucas helped Marsha out of her clothes, then placed her on the plate and moved the dildo up into her, then locked it in place.

Marsha’s eyes went wide. This wasn’t a serious toy, but it was serious enough for her. She couldn’t take a step in any direction. She was dick locked.

But Lucas wasn’t done.

He put clothes pins on her nipples, then stood beside her and massaged her anus with his fingers. All the time he nibbled on her ears, kissed her neck, whispered dirty things to her.

She loved it. She was forced to watch her husband cry out as the heat built on his ass, her pussy was stretched and her asshole stimulated, and then there was the loving touches of Lucas.

Shiela had taken Tim about as far as he could go. He was sobbing, and she unbuckled him and moved him to a bench.

Lucas had been on this bench a few times, and he knew what Tim was going through.

Tim’s forearms and lower legs were restrained, his face was on a little platform so he could only look forward. Shiela moved a machine behind him and centered it on his ass. She turned the machine on and a big dildo plunged in and out, in and out.

Now all of this was good, but normally it wouldn’t have been enough. The burning ass, the heinie fucker, the way Tim was imprisoned, it could be handled by a man with will and discipline, and Tim had that will and discipline.

But what Tim couldn’t handle was the fact that Shiela cared.

He wasn’t left to ponder, he wasn’t distracted by whips. He was kissed.

Shiela simply sat in front of him and kissed him, and spoke to him in a sweet, loving tone. She talked about men and their needs, and how selfish they could be. She talked about how he had misjudged and mistreated his wife.

Tim began to sob. This wasn’t just rock ‘em sock ‘em BDSM, it was up close and personal, down into the home of the soul.

Standing with her pussy trapped by a penis, Marsha could hear every word spoken. She listened as Shiela excoriated him with kisses, reached into his very soul and twisted the truth into him like a knife.

And she began to cry.

It was true.

Shiela had analyzed this couple perfectly.

Then Shiela turned to Lucas. “Put a dildo on her.”

Tim looked around wildly, his face trying to get free of the little platform it was on. He suddenly knew what was about to happen.

Yet Shiela turned back to him, whispered, kissed, and slowly convinced him that this was right, that he had to do this, that he owed it to Marsha.

Lucas lowered the penis pole and helped Marsha walk over to a cabinet. He took out a strap on and buckled it on her waist, then he asked, “Pick a dildo. Pick out one you think he’ll like.

Marsha didn’t have to ask who ‘he’ was. She picked out a rather large one with a string of bulbs up the shaft.

Lucas snapped the dildo into the harness, then led Marsha to a spot behind Tim and waited.

Shiela nodded, and Lucas greased the dildo, then he had Marsha grease Tim.

“Lots of lube,” he murmured softly. “You don’t want him to feel the pain, you want him to feel the love. You want him to beg for this later on. Got it?”

Marsha did. A firm light in her eyes, she gently reamed Tim out.

Tim knew what was going to happen. He had been screwed in the butt before, but not by his wife.

If his wife screwed him he knew he would lose a certain amount of stature in her eyes. He would lose a bit of the power he held over her.

It scared him.

But Shiela had prepared him well.

Shiela looked over Tim to Lucas and gave a nod.

Lucas moved Marsha forward. He placed the tip of her penis in the right place, then he placed a hand on her buns and pushed.

Tim arched, and cried out, and knew that his life would never be the same.

But within a few moments he realized that that was all right. He was married, and Marsha did have certain rights, after all.

Lucas gave the Watsons a ride home. They sat quietly in the back seat, arms around each other, and pondered what had happened.

He was experienced, and now so was she.

He was broken in, and she had ridden her first rodeo, and she liked it.

Lucas pulled up in front of their house and opened the door for them.

They were weak. They had gone places they didn’t expect, and they were never going to be the same.

Lucas helped them as they mounted the steps and entered the house.

They didn’t say anything as he helped them up the stairs to their bedroom.

They were mute, but grateful—Lucas could tell that from the gratitude shining from their eyes—when he helped them get undressed and into bed.

Then Lucas turned off the lights and showed himself out.

He was nervous, but not for the same reasons he had been nervous earlier.

Shiela had taken the couple further than Lucas had thought possible, and he had learned a lot of things, but he was asking himself the question: how far is too far?

He felt they had gone far beyond too far, yet…he thought everything was okay.

The next day Shiela and Lucas slept in, and when they came downstairs they found several messages waiting for them.

Two were from the website, newbies.

One was from Tim.

Two others were from people they had never heard of, but not through the website.

Shiela opened Tim’s first.

Dearest Shiela and lovely Lucas. I…we…have never had such an in depth experience in our lives. You have truly changed our lives.

I have advised two of our friends of your amazing services, and they should be contacting you shortly. I vouch for them personally, they have been friends for years, and they share common interests with myself and my wife.

I will leave a commendation on your website, and please contact me if there is anything I can do for you.

Again, thank you.

Tim Watson

Two names were appended.

Shiela and Lucas turned to each other with big grins. They high fived, then Shiela turned back to the messages.

She opened two messages from the people who Tim had recommended. They asked for a tour and gave their names, addresses, and even a list of some of the dominatrixes and BDSM ranches they had been to.

Shiela started the People Finder process, then opened the other two messages.

One was a serious inquiry, and she answered and gave the conditions necessary.

The other message simply said, You will burn in hell!

Lucas stared, and was bothered.

Shiela just grunted and quipped, “I hope old scratch has some good ass paste.”

Then Lucas snickered. He knew that Shiela was right, and she had warned him such things would happen.

Some people don’t like sex. Some people don’t like other people to have sex. Some people would have to be ignored.

They put that email address on the blocked list. He wouldn't even be able to access their website. Assuming it was a he. It might be a she.

When the procedures had started, Shiela sat back and clasped her hands behind her head. “Well, it looks like we have a business.”

Lucas nodded, then asked, “Does doing this…did that scene last night…”

“Yes?”

“Did it turn you on?”

For answer Shiela grabbed Lucas’s hand and dragged him upstairs.

The business was started, and when the people who Tim had recommended came for their tour Shiela and Lucas found out something very interesting.

Tim’s company, LTI, or Latex Products Incorporated, specialized in sex toys!

That’s right! Tim made dildos and vibrators and portable pussies for men and sex dolls and whips and…and everything. He had even started looking into making furniture.

After the two friends he had recommended to Shiela and Lucas reported back with glowing reviews he emailed Shiela.

Dear Shiela, my ass still glows with love for you.

My friends were most enthusiastic over your services. I sent them to you to be sure, even though I was sure, if that makes sense.

I would like to put a link to your website on my website.

Also, as we develop latex products, I would like to enlist you as a product tester and reviewer.

Again, thank you, and Marsha sends her love to dear Lucas.

BTW, when is the lottery going to take place?

Yours forever

Tim

Shiela was excited by the proposed possibilities here. By being on the Latex Products website they wouldn’t have to advertise much, if at all, and they would still have a steady source of customers. And the idea of being a product tester for the latest cutting edge sex toys, now that was a dream job come true.

She was confused, however, by the reference to a ‘lottery.’

“Lucas? Do you know anything about a lottery?”

Lucas’s face turned a little red. “Well, I made it up. I admitted to them, on the drive over here, that I was a virgin. Tim showed interest and I was a little scared, so I made up something about a lottery for my virginity to distract him.”

“Heck, that didn’t distract him, it focused him. You realize you’re going to have to put out now, don’t you?”

“You mean do it with a man?”

Shiela lifted an eyebrow.

“But I don’t like men! I don’t even want to kiss them!”

“We can get around the kissing. We can put you on a bench with a ball gag, or better, a penis gag. But you’ll have to take a real penis.”

Lucas looked very worried now.

“Hey, it’s not much different than a plastic pecker. Just softer and warmer, and it spits.”

“But…a man?”

“Hey, you’re the one who thought this lottery thing up. Besides, it’s a great marketing device! What man wouldn’t want to deflower a virgin?”

“But I’m a guy…I mean, underneath it all!”

“That’s even better, to deflower a trans, that’s every man’s real dream.”

“I thought men wanted to deflower female type virgins!”

“They only think they do. Let me tell you a nasty, little secret.”

“What?”

“Women like women, and men like men. Underneath it all.”

“But—“

Shiela held up a hand to forestall complaint. “I know, and man on woman will never die. It is crucial to replenishing the human race. But we’ve reached a point where the man/woman dynamic isn’t so important. Now it’s okay to let your true feelings, your real desires, to flourish. Do you know how many men are turning homo? How many women are lesbian? Heck, you’re living proof of the sexual truth and times we are traveling through.”

Lucas was silent after that. It was a lot to think about.

And he had to think about his ass, too. He loved it when Shiela had deflowered him with her fake penis, and he lived to be drained by her. But to be turned out, to be made available to men.  Even without the kissing stuff…ech!

A week passed. There were only a couple of weeks until Grant, Lucas’s father, was due home.

But business was booming.

“What are we going to do when my father comes home?” Lucas asked at one point.

“I don’t know. You know, at first I just wanted to strike out, to abuse him, but now I’m making money, my own money, and I have different feelings.

“I’m no longer pissed off at him, or men in general. Heck, I’m doing what they wanted to do to me, and have done to me, for my whole life.

“So, I don’t know. Maybe we’ll move. Pick up our torture toys and start a ranch out in the country or something. Or maybe an accommodation can be worked out. He is a lawyer, after all, and he didn't get rich by being unworkable.”

Lucas grunted. “He once told me that the only difference between a lawyer and a crook is one of perspective.”

“Well, he’s certainly not dumb, is he.”

So a week had passed, and they were working hard, when the doorbell rang.

DING DONG!

Shiela pulled up the security cam and saw two cops standing on the front porch.

Shiela didn’t hesitate. She pressed a key on the computer and bolts shot in doors, the brick wall came down in the garage, and all information was sent to a remote server.

On the porch the cops heard the sound of the bolts snicking and they looked at each other. Then one pounded on the door.

Shiela, fortunately was dressed, as was Lucas. They walked to the front door, drew the bolts, and opened it a crack. “Yes?”

“Police, ma’am. May we come in?”

Shiela pondered briefly. Technically, she was supposed to demand a warrant. But to make a demand was to invite suspicion. Besides, she knew everything was locked down, and all the police would find would be her drawer of toys next to the bed.

“Just a moment.” She closed the door and fiddled with the chain. As she made the rattling noise she said to Lucas. “Act stupid. Don’t worry.”

She undid the chain and opened the door and stood back.

It was male cop and female cop. The male cop was tall and built, the female cop was chunky, but built. They both looked like they worked weights. They were both very spiffy in their cleaned and pressed uniforms.

“What’s this all about, officers? Come on in and have a seat.”

She led them into the living room and indicated a couch.

The officers sat down, and their eyes were all over the place. Trying to be  subtle, but about as subtle as a tank in a rose garden.

“We, uh…had some complaints. Something about noise, and…do you run a business here?”

“Not really. Not unless you count Ebay.” Shiela waved at the computer on the dining room table, which was open to Ebay. “I’m trying to figure out how to make money and this computer stuff is really difficult.

It wasn’t, but it established Shiela as somewhat of an airhead.

“Would you guys like a drink?” Lucas tried to sound dumb, and he did pretty well. “We have whiskey and vodka and—“

“We’re on duty, ma’am,” the male officer spoke, but his eyes went up and down and totally scoped out Lucas.

The female officer took over. “That’s funny, we had complaints, but…do you mind if I use your bathroom?”

“Of course. Lucy, do you mind pointing Officer,” squint at nameplate, “Roderiguiz to the upstairs?”

Lucas, now Lucy, was puzzled, why not the downstairs bathroom? But he stood up and took Lucy to the stairs and pointed her upward. “End of the corridor turn left through the bedroom. you’ll find it there.”

“Thank you,” the officer said gratefully, and she started climbing the stairs.

Lucy waited a moment, then turned around. The male officer was in the kitchen with Shiela, and it sounded like he was flirting with her.

Weird.

Lucas sat down at the dining room table and wondered why he was supposed to ‘point’ the officer upstairs? Why not go to the downstairs? What was going on in Shiela’s devious mind?

Then Shiela and the officer came back, and Shiela was walking closely to him, brushing his thigh with hers, and he was red-faced, but smiling.

Flirting, indeed. Who was flirting who?”

A few minutes later Officer Roderiguez descended the stairs, and a few minutes later the two cops were out the front door and walking down the walk towards their cruiser.

Shiela waited a moment, peeked out the front window, and sighed. She plopped down on the couch and stated, “Now we know.”

“Now we know what? And why did you let that cop to go upstairs?”

“Well,” she suddenly jumped up. “Bourbon and Coke. Let’s talk in the other room.”

They went into the kitchen and Shiela mixed a couple of plain, old bourbon and Cokes. They settled down at the kitchen table.

“First, did you notice that it took a long time for Officer Roderiguez to shake a bush?”

“I guess it did take her a while.”

“She wasn’t peeing, she was looking around.”

“Then why did you send her up there?”

“Because I wanted her to look around. We’ve got nothing up there but a drawer of sex toys. Besides, what if she did find something? Anything they found without a search warrant is not admissible. Also, they weren’t even in their jurisdiction. If they found anything they would have been in trouble.But they weren’t going to find anything.”

“But why were they here, anyway?”

“Not why, but who? Who sent them in our direction. Was it just a simple look because they saw an ad? Or did one of our customers betray us?”

Lucas was silent at that, and he took a big slug of bourbon.

Cops or not, business was business. For another week Shiela and Lucas picked up people, transported them to the house, took care of paperwork, then went down to the basement.

It was a lot of paperwork and busy work, but it was necessary.

On the good side, their coffers were swelling.

And, Shiela had come up with a lottery for Lucas’s butt.

She put out some subtle advertising, and the response was through the roof. Tickets were ten thousand dollars, and people were buying dozens of the tickets in blocks.

Shortly they had over a hundred thousand dollars, and more was coming in.

“Lady,” said Shiela, “Your ass is worth real money.”

And I use it for shitting,” quipped Lucas.

Shiela laughed. “Okay, this Saturday night. Big party. No dungeon, just an upstairs party. We’ll have a drawing, and your ass is on the line.”

Now Lucas’s face looked sober.

Saturday night arrived, along with nearly a hundred people.

Shiela and Lucas knew most of them, and some of the people they didn’t know had been invited by friends.

That was okay.

Still, Shiela didn’t like not knowing who everybody was.

But, nothing to do about it, they partied. Everybody was in sexy dress, there was lots of fucking in the closets, and even a small orgy in the upstairs bedroom.

Clothes tended to get lost, everybody was drunk, and the drawing was held.

Shiela pulled Lucas to the front of the room and they stood on a couple of chairs. they were both drunk and laughing and Shiela yelled out, “What am I bid for this gorgeous piece of ass?”

People yelled out numbers and ribald comments.

“Never been sullied. A pure vestal virgin if ever there was one!”

Lots of laughter at that, but Lucas was actually feeling a bit embarrassed. But that was okay. It was all for a good cause, his and Shiela’s pocket book.

Tim brought over the bowl with the ticket stubs in it. He mixed the stubs up while Shiela blindfolded Lucas.

Lucas placed his hand in the bowl and swirled it around. He selected a stub and lifted it out of the bowl, then handed it to Shiela. The blindfold was taken off and Shiela yelled out, “Johnathon Quisling! Johnny! come up and take your fair maid’s hand!”

Johnathon was a big, bulky man with a salesman’s grin. He shook a fist in the air and exulted, and Lucas stared up at him and was a little scared.

“Okay. Tomorrow night Johnathon will collect his prize. We will make a recording and it will be on sale on the website. Now, LET’S PARTY!”

And that was the moment the police broke in.

A large crashing sound and the front door flew inward. People screaming as SWAT cops charged in, pushing people, waving their guns, and yelling their cop commands.

“Get down! On the floor!” And so on.

It was a sullen bunch that was sitting on the floor of the living room, the dining room, and even on the steps.

And sullen was going to translate into anger very quickly.

Shiela was identified and pulled to her feet. It was Officer Bascomb and Officer Roderiguez, and now they had a search warrant.

Shiela took the warrant and said, “I don’t believe we’re in the city limits.”

Officer Bascomb didn’t care.

“Furthermore, I would like to know what you’re looking for?”

“It’s on the warrant.”

But the warrant was peculiarly vacant on that score.

“You realize that you are violating my civil rights and that I will bring a lawsuit against the department, and against you, Officer Bascomb, and you, Officer Roderiguez, and against the city.”

“You can…HEY! Put that cell phone away!”

One of the guests, Johnathon Quisling, was half standing, had his cell phone directed at them.

In his other hand he had his business card.

“Nice try, Officer. This is private property, and we have committed no crime, unless you’re really the fun police.”

“I said,” Bascomb advanced on the Quisling, “Put that…” then he had the business card in front of his eyes.

Johnathon Quisling

Attorney at Law

A sound like ‘Urk,’ came out of Bascomb’s throat. He held the card and he backed up. Quisling was just starting, however.

“I represent these ladies. Let me see that warrant.”

Shiela handed him the warrant. She was shocked by everything, holding on, and couldn’t believe that she hadn’t known Quisling was a lawyer. Of course somebody else had brought him, but, still…

“Officer, this warrant belongs in a shit house. The purpose is vacuous, the items to be searched for are too general, and…who is this Judge Thompkins?”

“Sir, Judge Thompkins is in charge arbitrations in the night court.”

“Night court? Arbitrator? He’s not even a judge! He’s an appointed lawyer for a brief reason. Now collect your soldiers and clear this house. I will be filing injunctions and asking for your arrest for this travesty.”

By now the other cops had all stopped their activities. They were shuffling their feet and wondering what to do.

What they did was shuffle on out of there, with Bascomb’s tail between his legs.

The cops gone, the party didn’t feel like continuing. People slowly gathered their clothes, thanked Shiela and Lucas, and headed out.

Quisling passed his card to Shiela and they stood and chatted for a moment.

“I can’t thank you enough. What do I owe you?”

“A good time at your next party.”

“Really? I mean, yes, of course, but—“

“Look, I don’t mind cops when they stick to their jobs, but you know what all this means, don’t you?”

Shiela nodded. “I’m afraid I do.”

“Good. So give me a call if you need anything, and you probably will. Tomorrow I’ll go raise a ruckus, but I’d prefer to let everything settle down, keep it all for later, if we need it. Okay?”

“Sounds wonderful.”

After Johnathon left, and everybody was gone, Lucas asked, “What did he mean, ‘do you know what all this means?’”

They sat down and looked at the mess that the party had left. They were sharing a Coke, and Shiela said, “Do you remember that I told you the police would eventually show up?”

“Yes.”

“And who’s behind the police?”

“I don’t know. City Hall? Politicians?”

“Bingo.” Shiela pushed a strand of loose hair back over her ear. “Now politicians are notorious cowards. They don’t dare do anything because somebody, somewhere, won’t like it.”

“So what does that mean?”

“What’s behind politicians?”

Lucas was blank.

“The people behind the politicians are the ones who own them.”

The word sort of squeaked out of Lucas’s mouth. “Criminals?”

“I hate to repeat myself, but…Bingo.”


Epilogue

The following night Lucas was on the bench. His forearms were in the leather cuffs on front platforms. His ankles were on the back platforms in similar cuffs.

He was naked, but fully make up.

His large breasts hung down and his face was on the front platform, his long hair hanging down the sides of his head.

His buttocks was slightly raised and presented his anus perfectly.

Behind him Shiela was lubing his rectum thoroughly. She spoke to Johnathon, who was lubing up his cock.

“Now, remember, Johnathon. Take your time. If you cum within five minutes we’ll let you rest and have another shot. But if you get too rough then everything is off. I don’t want you to break Lucas. This is his first time, and…be very, very gentle.”

Johnathon nodded. “I will. I’ll be so gentle she doesn’t even feel me enter her.”

Him, her, it was all the same to Lucas. His heart was pounding, he was a couple of drinks to the wind, and his rectum was actually giving little twitches and shivers.

“Okay, are you ready?”

Johnathon nodded.

“Then please step forward and take your prize.”

Johnathon held his big, thick cock in one hand and stepped up to Lucas’s ass. He touched the tip of his penis to Lucas’s brown star, and he began to move forward.

He held his breath, and sunk deeper, and the only sound was Lucas’s gentle squeal of delight.

END
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PART ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

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

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

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

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

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

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

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

I typed:

Who is this?

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

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

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

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

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

No. There had been 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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