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PART ONE

She had a million dollars in her safe.

Unfortunately, her safe was in a secure room.

And the secure room was in a burglar proof house.

And the house was a hundred miles out in the country, no neighbors.

Still, a million dollars is a million dollars.

Kyle began planning.

Her name was Elizabeth Addams, most people knew her as Liz. She had made her millions in porn, and now she loved her solitude.

She loved to sit on the porch when the sun came up, to drink her coffee.

And she loved to sit on her porch when the sit went down, to drink her whiskey.

Her voice was low and husky, the whiskey did that.

She was fifty, but looked 30. Clean living did that.

Not that she had always been clean. Back in the day, when she had been acting, she had partied every night, smoked and drank, and fucked anything with pants. And a few with panties.

Then she retired. She wasn’t feeling good, and she was still young, so she retired and devoted herself to clean living. Real food, vitamins, exercise, and she started feeling in the pink again.

Her breasts were once again high and proud. Her legs were beautiful stems that went all the way to the ground. Her waist was thin, her butt was proportionately round, and her face…her face was oval, with no lines, and her blue eyes regained their sparkle.

Her ranch was in the middle of Montana. A hundred miles of forest on all sides. A hundred yards of grass on all sides. A lake right in front of the big, log cabin house.

Once she had sucked and fucked herself to riches.

Now she preferred to swim in the lake, ride her motorcycles, or horses, and think deep thoughts.

Did she miss the high life?

A little.

But she liked being healthy more.

Still, if she could import a couple of studs for a while she would be quite happy.

Until then she had her vibrator, and she could watch porn whenever she wanted to, and life was sweet.

Kyle watched the ranch through his binoculars.

He was camped out on a low mountain top and had un unfettered view of Elizabeth Addams’ property.

He watched her in the morning and evening, sipping something from a cup.

He watched her with night vision binoculars. He knew when she went to sleep, when she got up to pee, and when she woke up.

He knew when she preferred to ride a motorcycle, or a horse, and how long she rode for.

He could see her working on her computer.

Sometimes she was naked, and that was very exciting. Her body was just as sexy, maybe even more so, than when she had been making porn.

He loved to watch her breasts jounce when she went riding on a horse. He loved to see her do morning exercises, yoga, in the nude in her living room.

Most of all, he loved the idea that she had a million dollars in her house.

Elizabeth had no idea she was being stalked. She knew when people drove through the gate twenty miles down the drive; she had a camera down there.

She also had the full range of security devices on her property.. Alarms on doors and windows. Motion detectors. EVVA magnetic triple locks on the doors.

And, if that wasn’t enough, she had dozens of guns in a central room.

if anybody actually tried to break in she simply ran to the central room and planted her palm on the plate to push it open. The plate read her hand and opened easily.

She had rifles with scopes, shot guns, a collection of Glocks, and one big, fucking elephant gun.

That’s what she called it, the big, fucking, elephant gun. The one time she had fired it it had near broken her shoulder. But it was so awesome that she couldn’t part it.

The big, fucking, elephant gun.

She couldn’t wait for a burglar to come calling.

Kyle wrote down his observations. He timed her rides, her drives. He noted when she was doing chores, what chores, and how long they took.

And he studied up on the types of security she had in the house.

He even took note of when deer came to call, or other wild animals.

Oddly, she had no dog. Living alone in the wilderness she should have had half a dozen mean, snarly dogs to protect her.

But she didn’t and that made it all the easier for Kyle.

On a hot summer night he decided to make his move.

He put on black, all black. A black body unitard. Black gloves and black sneakers. He pulled ski mask over his head, slipped his black shoulder sling fanny pack over his shoulder, and set off down the mountain.

In and out, a quick run to where he had stashed his Yamaha dual sport motorcycle, and he would be in the next state before the cops even got a report.

With a million dollars.

He moved slowly, aware of his surroundings, and crept up to the fence that surrounded the big lawn. He knew where Elizabeth would be right then: in her bedroom, asleep for an hour. She slept nude and he smiled as he imagined cuddling up that delicious body.

Then he canceled the thought. This was business, not pleasure, and he couldn’t afford to be distracted.

He waited. He studied the house with his AN/PVS-15 night goggles. The same goggles the military used. He could see everything, bright as day.

He waited. Watched a deer jump the fence and sip from the lake. Then she startled, looked around, and jumped back over the fence.

A bobcat slunk out of the brush, under the fence, and took the deer’s place.

Finally, an hour having passed, Kyle slid under the fence and trotted across the lawn. He moved briskly, but without making a sound.

The house loomed. It was a big patch of black in the lesser black of the night.

But easy for Kyle to see.

He crept up to the porch and checked the windows.

They were armed, but they depended on being opened to set off an alarm.

Kyle reached into his fanny pack and took out a suction cup and a glass cutter.

He cut the edge of the glass quickly, pulled the whole square out with the suction cup, and placed it gently on the porch.

He looked through the window.

Not a sight, not a sound. He lifted a leg and stepped through the window. Then the other foot. He was in.

Liz had a funny feeling. It was her women’s intuition, and it had saved her bacon a few times.

Once she had sensed the rabid fan who had broken into her apartment and was waiting for her. Instead, he got the cops.

Another time she had felt her hair crawling on the back of her neck, and she had turned just in time to catch a big fellow running towards her, his hand reaching out for her purse. She had tripped him, pepper sprayed him, and smiled at him when the police toted him away.

So she had the sixth sense that protected her, and she trusted it. Always.

When she felt that little niggle of nervousness before she went to bed, she made sure all alarms were set. Then she went downstairs and took out the big, fucking, elephant gun.

Why that big rifle she didn’t know, but it was her intuition guiding her.

She brought the gun back upstairs, made sure it was loaded, and set it next to the bed. She even made a couple of practice rolls, reaching for the gun, making sure she could get her finger on the trigger, and the stock up to her shoulder.

She dreaded having to shoot it, but something told her that this was the gun she should have on this nervous night.

Then she washed her face, took off her clothes, and slept nude.

If Kyle hadn’t been walking down the hillside he would have seen the big, fucking elephant gun with his binoculars and called it off, come back on another night.

But, he was walking, and he didn’t see, and had no idea what he was walking into.

Ding.

It was a soft bell, right from her computer, and Liz rolled out of bed, finger on the trigger and stock to the shoulder. A huge bullet was in the firing chamber, and she was ready to pull the hair trigger.

Nothing.

No sound.

Her room was dark.

She reached up to her side table and took down her cell phone.

She could have looked on the computer, but that would have created too much light. The cell phone was automatically set for a dark screen, so there were only a few lines showing on the face.

The line she studied was a straight line heading for her porch. It was created by motion sensors. Then whoever it was was on the porch.

Liz held the phone, the big, fucking elephant gun, and ran out of her room. She padded down the hall and stepped into the closet at the end. It was a deep closet, and she could kick the door open and shoot whoever it was in less than a second.

She switched screens and saw a shadow on the porch. Fucker looked to be wearing all black, so it was hard to see him. She adjusted the light on the cell phone and she could suddenly see him.

All black. A unitard. Black make up on his face. She couldn’t even see the whites of his eyes.

She watched, switched screens as necessary, and followed the figure through the downstairs window.

No alarm, he was soft footed and knew his way around.

He crept up the stairs. No squeaks. Man, he was light-footed.

On the landing right in front of her. He was four feet away, just on the other side of the door.

She could pull the trigger and blast the door and him away. Nothing but red blood cells like dust in the air.

But she waited.

She watched her cell phone and followed him down the hallway.

He was going to her bedroom. For what? Rape? Torture? Sick kinds of fun?

She made up her mind. He had broken in, he had stalked her. He was going to go into her room and…and she kicked the door open and pulled the trigger.

BOOM!

She was slammed back agains the back of the closet. The little room was filled with smoke, she had dropped the gun, her shoulder felt like two kinds of shit, and…down the hallway the figure was on the floor. Not moving.

Kyle crept down the hallway to her room. He wanted to secure her first, then scare her into opening her safe. Then he would tie her up, and call the cops to untie her from the next state over.

Then a big banging made him jump and twist backwards, and that moment of fear was the only thing that saved his life.

The Nitro .577 slug blasted through the air. It missed him, but it hit his night goggles. That was enough. A bullet designed to bring down a 10,000 pound animal went through the night goggles. It twisted the back of the goggles, the part that was against Kyle’s face, and the impact, if not just the sizzle of a mighty slug traveling centimeters past his nose, was enough to knock him out.

Dazed, Liz moved away from the wall. She didn’t try to pick up the rifle. She just massaged her shoulder and walked down the hall.

The burglar was down, and that meant the big, fucking elephant gun had done its job. Even a near miss was enough to mess a guy up.

She stood over the intruder and looked down. She used the flashlight on her cell phone to examine him.

Hunh. She didn’t know him. He was just some idiot who didn’t want to work for his money.

His chest rose and fell. What the hell was she supposed to do with him?

In all her self defense scenarios she had imagined people coming for the body. But this dude was still alive?

She straightened up, frowned, and an idea percolated through her pretty skull.

She ran down the hall and into a room. It was packed with mementos. She opened a drawer and took out the two pairs of handcuffs she had used when she had starred in ‘The Burglar Bites Back.’ In that one she had been the burglar, and she had been trapped by a sick, perverted maniac, handcuffed, and sexually tortured. It was one of her favorite movies, and she had really enjoyed all the things her inventive writers could think of doing to her.

She got wet just remembering.

She headed back down the hallway and secured the burglar’s hands behind him. Then she secured his ankles.

Excellent. What else did she need?

She ran back to the room and found a length of rope. She tied the burglars hand cuffs so that he was bent backward.

This was getting to be fun!

Heck, all those BDSM movies had been a hoot, and she had actually learned things!

She ran back to the room, found a sharp knife, and returned to the burglar.

He still wasn’t stirring. Not that she expected him to. If the bullet had ripped that goggle thing off his face with a tenth of the force that had slammed into her shoulder he would be out for hours.

She removed his shoes and gloves. She pulled the unitard out and used the knife. In a moment he was naked.

Suddenly, she realized she had been working in the dark. She turned on lights and inspected the man.

He was handsome. Not a bad looker. What was he a burglar for?

And his pecker wasn’t too bad. Having starred in hundreds of films and having experienced hundreds of cocks, she knew what a good cock was. And this looked like a good peeny.

The balls were big and squooshy. The penis lay on the floor like a big, old snake. He even had large nipples!

But what was she going to do with him?

The basement. It was modern, it was built of concrete, and it had beams she could screw eyebolts into, or just wrap chains or ropes around.

Liz grabbed the ankle cuffs by the chain and started pulling.

Too awkward.

She looped some rope around the cuff chain and tried that.

Yep. Good. Thank goodness she was working out regularly.

Then she had a thought.

She looped the rope around the newel at the base of the bannister. Ran back to the unconscious man, and pulled.

There it was. A pulley, and she slid the man along the floor like he was greased.

He slid down the hallway to the top of the stairs, and she pushed him over the edge.

She had thought she could control his fall with the pulley rope, but she couldn’t. Too fast, too much weight, and he rolled down the stairs like an avalanche. He hit the floor at the bottom and lay still. Probably knocked unconscious all over again.

Using this method of pulleys and pushing him down stairs, Liz pushed the man into the basement. he was still unconscious. Maybe double unconscious, because she had no idea how much his head had hit the stairs or the floor.

The light was good in the basement, and she went to her tool chest and looked for eyebolts. She had several, and they were big.

She had to drill them into the cement, which took a couple of hours, but when she was done he was chained, hand and foot, to both sides of the basement. He could stand up, or sit down, but he couldn't go any place.

Now tired, yawning, Liz walked up the steps. Before she got to her room, however, she realized he might get hungry. And he would yell. She didn’t want that, so she got a couple of plastic tubs and put some lunch meat in them. Then, she didn’t have any water bottles, she picked up a can of Coke.

Smiling, thinking about how she was such a nice person, she walked the stuff down to where the man lay on the ground. She placed everything in front of him, and this time, done for good, she headed up stairs. A minute later she was snoring and quite happy.

Not bad for a night’s work.

Kyle came to with the dawn. He grunted and jerked, still semi-conscious, then opened his eyes and wondered what the fuck was going on.

He was laying on a basement floor. On his back. Staring up at wooden beams. And he was naked. Completely. WTF?

He felt weight on his hands when he tried to move, and he aimed his eyes at his hands.

He was shackled. And his ankles were shackled. And the chains led to the sides.

He made a groaning sound and looked to where the chains were fastened to the walls. Eyebolts. Big ones screwed deeply into the woods. The chains kept him from reaching them, and there was no way he could loosen the eyebolts even if he could.

He looked in front of him.

Food. Including a can of Coke.

For the moment he wasn’t hungry, but he couldn’t reach the food, anyway. The chains kept him an inch away from the food.

Hunh,” he sighed, and squinted.

His head hurt. He felt his face with one hand and felt blood. It was dried on his face, around his nose, but…he knew it was blood.

He was suffering from a concussion. He didn’t know who had hit him, or how, but the pain in his skull, the disoriented feeling, a wave of nausea…his head was concussed.

He didn’t try to pull on the chains. He didn’t try to do anything, for any motion made his head throb.

He just lay on the cold cement and lamented the fact that somebody had caught him. Really caught him.

He slept, and awoke.

His head felt better. He wanted to eat. He was truly and totally fucked.

He managed to move. He sat, and looked around.

Yep. A basement. There was a workbench off to one side with some tools hung on the pegboard behind it.

Not much else.

He gave a yell, “Hey!” Then groaned. That made his head hurt.

So he sat and waited. And thought about how his attempt at burglary had gone so dreadfully wrong.

Liz woke up at noon. She stretched, remembered the night’s activities, and smiled.

Then she sat upright. She had a prisoner in the basement!

Giggling, she slipped out of bed. She didn’t bother getting dressed. Her boobs, enhanced, would never sag. They were hooked right to her ribs. That one feature alone, monster implants, had assured her success, and many millions of dollars, in the porn business.

And she had grown to love them.

Many women didn’t like big artificial boobs. When their careers were over they had the big sacs removed.

Liz didn’t. She enjoyed the big bounce and jounce of her love pillows.

She slipped on a pair of tennis shoes, that was all, and ran excitedly for the basement.

My God! she thought. I actually caught somebody!

Not that she intended to. She had intended to blow his head off. She had seen so many perverts, been stalked so often, that she was okay with ridding the world of a pervert.

She descended the basement, her boobs really bouncing as she trod the steps, and stared at Kyle.

Kyle stared at her, and in his eyes was fright.

And lust.

What a weird combination, she thought. Lust and fright. He’s horny for me, like a good, little pervert, yet he’s terrified that I’m going to finish the job, chop him into little pieces and put him down the garbage disposal.

She walked towards him, inspected his body, which now that she wasn’t tired, looked pretty good. A little slender, but that was okay. With all the exercise she did, heck, maybe she could even beat him in a fight.

She noted the food on the floor. “Not hungry?” she asked.

He lifted his arms and reached for the food, and couldn’t stretch his arms far enough.

She giggled. “Oh, my gosh. I’m sorry.”

She knelt and started to push the plastic tub towards him, and stopped.

Kyle stared at her. His stomach was growling. Up close she was beautiful. Heck, through binoculars she was beautiful, but now, up close, close enough to see her pores, she was stunning. He had never seen such a beautiful woman in the world.

“You realize,” she said, “if you grab me and try to make me let you go, that you’ll have to let me go so I can let you go, and then I won’t, and I won’t even give you food, or let you go pee pee.”

Her words were delivered softly, but there was a determination behind them, and though her sentences were awkward, he knew exactly what she meant.

“Okay.” His voice was a little hoarse. He cleared his throat and tried again. “Okay.”

She pushed the tub and the Coke to him. She was close enough that he could have grabbed her, but…he couldn’t risk it.

Besides, he was so close to her he could feel the delicate heat from her body. Her breasts were so large. He was fascinated by this woman. To watch her with the binoculars for so long, and now to be this close.

He ate.

She watched him.

“So what did you plan to do? Rape me? Hurt me? Do really terrible things to me? Force me to be your sex slave?”

He blinked. He had had no such thoughts, and said so. “I know that you have money. I want…wanted…your money.

That made her blink.

“You didn’t want to fuck me?”

“No. Well, if I’d thought about it, and if I was that kind of guy…maybe then. But, no. I’m in it for the money.”

She giggled.

“Honey, I hate to tell you this, but all my money is in the bank. I’ve got stocks and bonds and things, Jewelry, cash, everything, but it’s all in a box at the bank.”

“I don’t believe you.”

“Why would I lie?”

“So I won’t…so nobody will try to steal from you again.”

“Again?” she frowned. “Is there somebody else? Are you part of a gang that steals money and then sticks around to molest their victims? To feel their titties and put their dicks in their pussies?

He was truly confused now. She was obsessing on being raped or something.

“Lady—“

“Call me Liz.”

“Liz, I’m a burglar. I’ve done time for burglary. You can find my record on line. I’ve never been arrested for, and don’t have any interest in, sex.”

That was a lie, of course. He had a great interest in sex, just not when he was working.

And he had a super interest since he was literally a foot away from this amazingly gorgeous creature.

She frowned. She had worked in the porn industry for years. She knew how men could be. She knew about perversions and fetishes, and how horny men could be.

She looked down at his groin.

His cock was hard, thrusting straight out. It was pointing at her.

She giggled. She pointed at his dick. “Liar.”

He stared down. He knew he had a boner. Heck, he was undressed and in the presence of beauty. He said as much. And finished with, “Wouldn’t you get a boner if you were next to the most beautiful girl in the world?”

She smiled. “Aw, that’s sweet. Do you really think I’m beautiful?”

He gulped, this thing was off the rails, but, what could he do? He told the truth. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Call me Liz.” She stood up.

He looked up at her, she was an Amazon, standing over him, her large breasts pointed at his eyes.

“When are the cops going to get here?”

She soughed. “Cops?”

“Yeah. When are the police going to get here and…and take me away?”

She squatted again, and tilted her head slightly as she looked at him. “Honey—“

“Call me Kyle,” he gave her a bit of her own medicine. It didn’t bother her, however.

“Kyle, what a nice name. Well, Kyle, why would I call the cops?”

“To have me taken away? To have me put in jail?”

“Why would I do that?” she seemed honestly confused by his statements.

“Because I’m a burglar, and you caught me, and that’s what happens to burglars.

She smiled and shook her head slowly. “Oh, Kyle, you’re in Montana now. And we handle criminals in our own way.”

“What? What are you planning…what are you going to do to me?”

“I don’t know. Not yet. But I’m going to go check on you and see if you really are a burglar and not a pervert.”

“Then what? If you let me go I’m going to be gone so far away you won’t even remember me.”

She frowned, “Where’s the fun in that?” Then she brightened up. If you’re a pervert I’ll treat you like a pervert. You don’t really need your weenie, after all. But if you’re a burglar, that’s a whole new thing. Then I can punish you like a real criminal. We can have so much fun!”

Now Kyle was feeling a bit of fear. This woman wasn’t totally put together. The things that she was saying. Now he really wanted the police to come and take him away.

She stood up and walked away.

In spite of his situation, and the fact that was saying bizarre things like she would cut off his weenie, he couldn’t take his eyes off her ass. It was so perfect, and round, and it moved like a symphony of waves in the ocean.

His cock throbbed harder.

And he had the spare thought, out of the blue, that: was it her talk of doing things to him that excited him?

She walked up the stairs, him staring at her breasts now that she was sideways to him. They were incredible. He knew they were fake, but that was fine with him.

She turned her face to him right before she reached the top and went out of sight, and smiled at him.

Kyle sat. He popped the Coke and drank it slowly.

Fuck, who would ever think that lunch meat and a Coke could be so satisfying?

He put the empty can in the tub, then the top back on the plastic tub, and pushed it aside.

The door to the upstairs opened again, and Liz came down the stairs.

Kyle stepped back, pulled the chains tight.

She was carrying the biggest gun he had ever seen.

She crossed the floor to him, and the gun was so heavy she had to hold it with both hands.

“I just thought you’d like to see what I shot you with.”

“You shot me?” His voice sounded a little strangled.

“Well, I actually shot those goggle things you were wearing.”

“Is that an elephant gun?”

“It is! Isn’t it beautiful? And it’s a miracle that all I hit was your goggles. I mean, I was aiming for you.”

Kyle had images of his body being literally blown apart. “Oh, jeez,” he whispered.

She had a bullet in one hand and she held it up. It was a giant of a thing, and Kyle stared in horror.

A bullet like that had passed right in front of his nose, slammed the night vision goggles into his face, and…it was no wonder that he had a concussion.

“Anyway, I just thought,” and she turned and walked away.

Now Kyle was torn between staring at her body with lust, or at the gun with horror.

If that thing could take down an elephant, what had it almost done to him?

Then Liz was gone.


PART TWO

“You’re really a criminal.”

“I told you.”

He was sitting in a chair and eating spaghetti out of a plastic tub. He was still naked and she watched him with eyes that didn’t seem to blink.

“That’s good.”

“It is?”

“It means I won’t chop your weenie off.”

He couldn’t help the sigh of relief.

She giggled. “I might, however, do bad things to you.”

“How bad?”

“Oh, I don’t know. I haven’t given it much thought. But I do know we’re going to have a lot of fun.”

“But if you keep me prisoner, then that’s a crime.”

Her eyebrows dipped in thought. “My gosh, that’s right, isn’t it?”

“Best thing would be to call the cops. Don’t be a criminal yourself. Don’t be like me.”

She tittered. A strange kind of laugh that made Kyle think of cuckoo birds.

“But I’ve been a porn star, and that was sort of perverted. I mean I took cock in every orifice. I took drugs. I made a living from doing all that. So why can’t I be a little criminal?”

“Uh,” he was having a hard time keeping with her logic.

“The first thing we have to do is figure out what to do with your penis.”

“It’s fine, thank you.” He didn’t want her talking about slicing it off again.

“Oh, it is. And I have a real hunger for nice penises. I’d like to fuck you, if you weren’t such a bad person.”

“I’m not so bad,” he tried.

She started to wind up again. “But you broke in and you wanted to steal everything and you would have taken advantage of me and stuck your bad penis into my vagina.”

He blinked. She went back and forth like pendulum.

Then she changed course again.

“Of course if I fucked you then I would be a pervert again…”

“Sex isn’t perverted. Only perverted sex is perverted.”

She blinked at that, tilted her head, and said, “Oh, my gosh. You’re so smart. You want to get dressed?

“Uh…yeah.”

“Oh, goody. You can be my little dress up doll. Do you want to be a boy or a girl?”

“I’m a boy,” he stated.

“Aw, where’s the fun in that?”

He had no answer. All he really knew was that he wasn’t in Kansas any longer.

“Okay. I’ll get you some clothes, and then I have to do some work.”

She left, and was back in a few minutes. She was carrying a squaw outfit. Low cut, high hemmed, built for a porn star with boobs.

“I wore this for ‘Chief of the Squaw Suckers.’ It was a big hit.”

“Don’t you have jeans and a shirt? Or something?”

She giggled. “Aw, where’s the fun in that? Now put on your costume. I’m going to town and I’ll be back in a few hours.”

“Wait—“

But she ran up the stairs, and a minute later he heard the roar of her big truck.

Kyle looked at the squaw outfit. He didn’t want to put it on. But it wasn’t warm in the basement. In fact, it was a bit brisk.

Sighing, he pulled the outfit on. He had no boobs, and the cut of the cloth on his chest was saggy. He was the same height as Liz, so the dress reached his thighs. Barely. He sat down on the chair and cuddled up. He was cold, but not so cold now, and he was wearing a dress.

Talk about perverts!

The trip to town, being a hundred miles, took a couple of hours. Then it took two hours for Liz to get what she needed. Then another two hours back.

Kyle was standing up now, stretching as best he could, confined as he was. His dick had finally gone down, and of that he was glad. He didn’t like being priapic. The odd thing was that he sort of liked wearing the dress. It was goofy, a squaw look, but when he brushed his hair out a bit he could imagine himself as a squaw.

But he tried not to as that made his dick hard.

Then he heard the sound of the truck in the yard. It was a big 350 diesel, and it had a roar to it. It moved around, then backed up to the side of the house.

Kyle waited, listened to the slam of the door, the opening of the door into the house, the tap of heels across the floor, then Liz came down the steps in the basement.

“Hi!” she spoke cheerfully. “Wait until you see what I got!”

She walked past him, ducked through the chains securing him, and went to a big storm door at the far end of the basement.

The truck was backed up tot he door, and she started unloading lumber and metal fixtures and chains.

Kyle was amazed at how strong she was. She toted the wood beams like a lumberjack, just tossing things over her shoulder and trotting down the ramp into the basement.

A half hour later the truck was unloaded, and she closed the door and drove the truck to the garage, then she was back in the basement.

“Are you hungry, Kyle? And how do you like the squaw dress?”

“Yeah. And, it’s okay.”

“Just okay? You should see how cute you look in it.”

“Cute isn’t what a man likes to think of himself as.”

She giggled. “But you’re not a man anymore. You’re my dress up doll. Let me go get you some food, and another outfit. I really like seeing you all dressed up.

She went upstairs and returned five minutes later. She was holding a Nazi outfit.

“I wore this for ‘The Sex Kommandos: Nuts for Nazi Nuts.’”

Amazingly, Kyle had seen that one. He hadn’t known who was the bitch kommander of the sex camp, but he remembered coming out of the movie with a hand full of goo.

“That was you in that movie?”

“What? you didn’t recognize me?” She seemed a bit miffed.

“Hell, lady, Liz, I was so busy beating my meat I wouldn’t have recognized King Kong!”

That made Liz smile, and she handed Kyle the sex Kommando outfit. Their fingers brushed, and Kyle felt a little charge of electricity run through his fingers. Damn, this woman was sexy!

“I’m going to get to work. Go ahead and put this on.”

Kyle felt a bit weird. He had put the squaw outfit on because he was cold. It was now late in the afternoon and he wasn’t cold.

Still, clothes were clothes.

He took off the squaw outfit, smelled the sweet smell of Liz’s sweat as he pulled the dress over his head. He pulled up the Nazi Sex Kommandos skirt. It was black, tight, and it made his rear end pooch out a bit. He put on the blouse, left it unbuttoned at the top, as he remembered Liz doing in the movie, then pulled on the short, black jacket with all the war ribbons and Iron Cross and things on it.

“I need a mirror,” he mumbled.

Liz was sawing some wood, and she looked up. “What was that?”

“Oh, nothing.”

“Yes, it was. What’d you say?”

“I said I needed a mirror.”

“Oh,my gosh! You do! And we need some heels for you, and maybe a bit of make up.”

“What? No! I don’t need all that stuff!”

“You do if you’re going to star in my movie.”

“What movie?”

“What do you think we’re doing here? Now, wait. Let me go get some stuff.”

She ran up the stairs, leaving him speechless. She was back a couple of minutes later. She handed him some high heels. “These should fit you. They were over-sized for me, but…try them on.”

Kyle didn’t want to…and he wanted to.

He hadn’t worn high heels since he was a horny teen exploring his mother’s closet.

And he was wearing a sexy nazi outfit, and…he sat down in the chair and slipped his feet into the high heels.

He stood up, and his calves were bunched and he had to push his hips forward.

Which gave him a big boner bump.

“Oh, this is wonderful. But…your dick is showing.”

“Can’t help it.”

“Does putting on women’s clothes excite you that much?”

“Uh, no.”

“Liar.” She was grinning. Then she frowned. You need boobs. And your hair needs to be brushed. And…let me do this make up.”

“No!”

“What do you mean, ‘no’”

“I mean I don’t want to be a girl!”

“Honey, you’re not just a girl, you’re me! At my prime! Men waiting outside the stage doors for an autograph, their dicks big, wanting a fuck but…how does a schmuck approach a Goddess? That’s what I was, you know. I was a sex Goddess, worshiped by anyone with a cock.”

“Well, that may be, but I’m a guy!”

“No…no. I don’t see you as a guy.” She was now walking around him, framing him with her hands like she was looking through a camera.

“Well, I don’t want to.”

She stepped up to him. She was close, she wasn't afraid. If he bonked her one that wouldn’t get him out of the chains, and he could well die while she huffed off in a tiff.

“Now you listen here. You’re an actor. You do what the director says.”

“And what if I won’t?”

“Then I will fire you, and you won’t get anything to eat.”

There it was. The ultimate blackmail, sitting on the edge of his mind. He was dependent on her for food, for warmth, for water, for…to be able to pee!

“So knock off this nonsense and behave yourself.”

He was silent. Caught. Nothing he could do.

She put make up on him. As an actress she understood make up, and she had his face feminized within a few minutes. His eyes were colorful, his mascara emphasized his eyes. His lips were bright red.

He had wanted the cops to come and take him away. But he sure didn’t now. If he got thrown into jail like this he would end up being the bitch pulling the train.

“There you go,” Liz said, patting his cheek. “You are quite beautiful, dear. You’ll really make your mark in this town.”

He felt like crying, but he didn’t let himself.

“Now, we have to do something about your flat chest, boobs sell in Hollywood, and you need some nice lingerie. I think I’m going to have to go to town again.”

But right then she needed to go to work.

She brought down outfit after outfit, and while he wore the different outfits she worked on the set. She was good with a hammer and saw, and she built walls and set the doors. She painted, and she screwed hardware into the cement floors.

Fortunately for her, she was building a dungeon, and much of the basement could be used. The cement walls could be painted black, the shiny screws and eyebolts and chains and such looked perfect against the black.

She brought Kyle a cowgirl gunfighter outfit from ‘The Girl with the Big Gun.’ And a gorilla outfit from ‘Tarzan’s Long Vine.’ And a sailor outfit from ‘Liz does the Navy.’

And a dozen other outfits from a dozen other movies.

Kyle tried them all on, and he was aware that Liz was not entirely happy.

She loved the outfits on him, but she kept saying he needed boobs.

And she urged him to learn more about make up so he could do his own.

Still, the set was almost complete, when she said she had to go to town again.

She made sure his potty bucket—a five gallon pail with a kitchen bag in it—was clean. She brought him a cooler with Cokes and sandwiches in it. Then she went to town.

Kyle found the time lonely. He was used to her buzzing around the basement, chatting with him, talking about the outfits she had him wear, the movies she had been in, even the big cocks she had had to suck and fuck.

Of her role in ‘Slave Mistress,’ where she had to beat a slave, and then he beat her, and then she sucked his cock, and then he fucked her, she said, “That bastard tried to be gentle, but when he was done I was bowlegged for two weeks. God, was that fun!”

Now he sat in the chair, wearing a Shirley Temple outfit, his face made up, and waited.

The time passed slowly, but it passed.

The things was…he missed her.

She was goofy, but she was bright and chipper. In spite of the fact that he was her prisoner, she made him laugh.

Even the nuttier things she said and did…that was okay.

He wondered if he was suffering from the Stockholm Syndrome, falling in love with his captor.

Nah.

But…

She didn’t return until late that night, and when she did return she had somebody with her.

Kyle heard her coming through the house, talking with another woman.

The two women descended the stairs and faced Kyle.

“So this is him.”

“Yup. What do you think?”

“I think he’s perfect.”

Kyle said nothing. He was hoping Liz wold leave him and the strange woman alone so he could beg to be let loose, or even for the cops to be called.

His dreams were answered when Liz headed for the stairs and called back, “I’ll get us some drinks.”

“Lady, you got to help me.”

The lady moved closer to him, she wasn’t scared of him, but she was careful. She looked at his chest, eyed his penis, and nodded. Then: “Help you what?” she asked.

“Help me get out of here. I’m being held prisoner.”

“I know.”

“You…you know?”

“Of course. Now close your mouth and let me think. There’s a bit of work to be done.”

“Work?”

But the woman said nothing more, just kept eyeing him like a slab of meat.

Liz returned with three glasses. She handed one to the other woman, and one to Kyle. “Well, here’s how,” chirped Liz.

The two women drank, and after a moment, so did Kyle. He hadn’t tasted alcohol for days, maybe weeks. He wasn’t sure how much time had passed.

It was delicious. Slight after taste, but…good.

Then the two girls discussed Kyle.

“How big do you want me to make them?”

“As big as you can.”

“What are you talking about?” asked Kyle.

“I’ve always wanted to put a pair of Chyna 2000s on a man. This is going to be good.”

“What?” Kyle felt a little dizzy. It had been so long since he had drunk anything that the liquor had hit him quickly.

“Of course the liposuction will be more difficult. Boobs you just insert and hang. Liposuction is an art. You have to be careful you don’t suck out his pancreas or something.”

The girls giggled.

Kyle was having trouble thinking, but he figured out what was going on. They were planning on changing his body. “You can’t…do…do…this.”

What about his lips? Can you make them bigger?”

“Not a problem. When I get done his cheekbones will be higher, his butt will be bigger, he’ll be perfect!”

“What are you girls doing? You can’t…you…”

The last thing Kyle remembered was the girls giggling.

Where do people go when they sleep? This is an interesting question that has intrigued mankind for ages.

Are you unconscious? Are you dream walking? Something else?

All Kyle knew, upon awaking, was that something was different.

In fact, everything was different. His whole body was different.

It was dark, night time, and he couldn’t see a thing. He could feel…sensations. Lumps where there weren’t supposed to be lumps, bruises, and he realized that they must have dragged him upstairs, then back down.

But what had they wanted him upstairs for?”

Then he sat up in the chair and figured it out.

He had tits.

Big tits.

Chyna 2000s, if he remembered what the other woman had said.

And…the other woman…she must have been a doctor! She had implanted him, and his ass was swollen, was different to sit on, and…what the fuck had Liz done to him?

Then he noticed his groin. His dick was pulled back between his legs. He reached down and felt threads in the skin. They had…what had they…he felt all around and knew: they had sewn the head of his cock to his perineum. Just a little slit in the underside, a little slit over the perineum, and…his cock was disappeared. The head actually poked between his ass right below his anus.

He would have to sit to pee.

He would have to be careful when wiping.

“Hey!” he yelled. But his throat hurt and his voice was soft and higher pitched.

“Hey!” But he knew he wouldn’t be heard.

He sat in the chair and waited for morning.

Liz skipped down the stairs like a little school girl. She was humming and happy and she came right to Kyle and asked, “How do you feel?”

The lights were on now, and there was a mirror up against the wall. He looked at the mirror, for the umpteenth time. “What did you do to me?”

“Oh! Your voice! That’s perfect!”

“What did you do to it?”

“Well, you met my friend, the doctor. I paid her a ton of money, and she doesn’t know where we are, I blindfolded her when I brought her out, and when I took her back, but…” Liz blathered on, happy as a clam on a sedative, and Kyle’s mouth opened in stunned shock.

He had boobs. He had fat taken from his belly and put into his ass. His face had been lipo-sculptured. He had been…feminized!

And looking in the mirror, in the light of day, he could see it.

“Now you can try on some costumes!” Liz crowed. “And we bought you lingerie! And…oh, yeah, you have to wear a bra, especially now. We don’t want you to get stretch marks from saggy boobs.

She handed him a bra.

Kyle ran the bra around his waist. He fastened it, flipped it up and caught his boobs.

It was a big bra, FF cups, and it fit him perfectly.

“What about my cock?”

“Oh, don’t worry about that. We did a little surgery, and she gave you a shot, you won’t be getting a boner for a month, by then everything will be nice and strong and you won’t rip anything loose. Don’t you just love it?”

“But I’m a guy!” he cried. “How can you do this to me?”

“Honey, I’m doing this for you. You’re going to be a star!”

“I don’t want to be a star! I want to…I want to…I want to go home!”

“Nonsense,” she dried his tears. “Now then. The set is finished, we have to start rehearsing.”

“But…”

“Shush now. I’ll go get you your outfit, and we need to fix your make up, and…we’ve got so much to do.”

His outfit was a bikini. A small bikini. More like two band aids and a cork bikini.

She watched as he put it on.

It covered his nipples, but just barely.

His groin looked like a female groin.

“Oh, this is wonderful. We’ll fuck you, and then you can turn and your dick will pop out, and—“

“My dick isn’t going to be popping anywhere. You gave me something to make it limp, remember?”

“That’s not a problem. We’’ll give you a prosthetic. A fake dick, it will look just like your real dick, but it will be bigger.”

“You mean I’ll be fucking somebody, but…but…”

“But not with your dick,” she stood back and smiled proudly.

“But what about my dick?”

“Oh, you’ll eventually get to use it, but not for a while. And even then…we’ll probably do things to drain you, milk you, that sort of thing.”

“But…this is wrong!”

“Honey, this is right. When I left the business I could see the future. I saw trans women coming in. I saw LGTBQ people taking over. I made my money, but it was time to get out. Time to make room for the next wave, so to speak.”

“So you’re going to shoot me in a porn film, but it’s porn about…about…”

She smiled.

“About trans people? I’m going to be a trans porn star?”

“Isn’t it wonderful?”

Kyle fainted.

People began arriving a few days later. Porn stars. Camera men, make up and costumes and lighting and sound and…and they toured the basement.

“Wow! What a place? This is state of the art!”

Kyle begged the people coming. “Release me! I’m being held captive!”

Everybody grinned.

“What?”

A tall actor, with a quite sizable peeny, said, “Liz told us you were a method actor, that you’re trying to throw yourself into the part. Man, she was right. I almost believed you.”

“What? No! You’ve got to believe me! I’m being held prisoner against my will! Save me!”

“Wow! You’re incredible. It’s going to be an honor to work with you, ma’am.”

“I’m not a woman!”

“That’s okay. You’ll fool everybody until they see the goods.”

The people came, they went. They ate dinner upstairs. They drank and partied raucously.

Kyle’s voice was healing nicely. It was still soft and high, but he cold yelled and even scream a bit.

But the people upstairs would hear him, pause for a second in admiration, then continue with their partying.

Liz came down, gave him a half pint of bourbon and a six pack. “No reason you shouldn’t party, too. Right?”

He quickly drank the bourbon, straight, then sipped on a Coke.

He was desperate. He had to escape!

But there seemed to be no way.

“Action!” Liz called out.

Kyle was tied to a bench, belly down, ass in the air. His cock wasn’t visible, but his asshole sure was. His boobs hung over the sides of the bench and his face, fully made up, was quite visible.

There were a crowd of people in the basement, but they were out of sight of the camera, behind a false wall, holding sound booms and controlling the lighting and working the cameras.

A sexy actress entered through a false door. She stopped. She faced Kyle. “Who are you?”

Kyle knew it was being filmed, and he knew his lines, but he tried to tell the truth.

“My name is Kyle! I tried to burglarize this house, but got caught. You’ve got to release me! I’m being held against my will!”

“Oh, honey, are you sure?”

“Of course I’m sure!”

“Oh, honey,” The girl pulled up a chair and sat in it. She reached down and cupped his breasts. “It really looks like you’re having fun.”

“No! Please! Release me!”

The woman reached her hand back and felt his round rump. “God, you’re so sexy,” she said. She leaned forward, his face was turned towards her, and she kissed him.

Kyle tried to speak, but his sounds were garbled by her mouth, and it sounded more like he was grunting in enjoyment.

Then she placed a finger in his crack. She began rimming him, spreading out a big glob of lube that had been placed there before the scene.

“Oh, honey, you feel wet!”

“Oh, God!” Kyle cried.

The woman stood up took down her pants, and a big dildo sprang up.

“Fortunately, I have the cure for wet pussies.”

“No! I’m a prisoner! I’m being held against my—ACK!”

The women pushed her strap on peeny into him.

Kyle wanted to cry out, but now he was breathless, unable to suck in more air.

“I knew it. You really want it!”

“No!” Kyle yelped. “Nu—ACK!”

Then: “Ah…ah…ah…!”

The woman fed her cock in, pulled it back, pushed it in.

Kyle’s eyes were bugging. He started moaning.

And the cameras rolled.

Several hours later, after several takes, the scene was over.

Kyle lay on the bench, his boobs hanging, his head hanging, his mind trying to figure things out.

All afternoon they had screwed him. Women, men, scene after scene.

And, by the end of the day he had realized that Liz had tricked him.

This wasn’t a movie about a man who escapes BDSM and lives happily ever after.

This was a movie about a man who tried to burglarize a house, was caught, and turned into a woman.

In trying to mess up the thing, in protesting and claiming his innocence, he had played right into Liz’s hands.

He had delivered impromptu lines ten times better than any actor could ever deliver scripted lines.

Upstairs, he could hear the party going.

People shouting toasts. Proclamations of never ending love. Laughter.

The door to the kitchen opened and Liz came down the stairs.

Kyle didn’t even look at her. His ass felt…bigger. Semen was dripping out of him. And…he was a prisoner in a sex scene.

Liz sat down in a chair next to him. “How you doing, Kyle?”

“Terrible.”

“Is it really that terrible?”

Kyle was silent.

“I was watching the last few scenes, and you seemed to really get into it. You enjoyed it.”

“I didn’t.”

“Would you like me to free you now?”

“Yes.”

“Okay.” She stood up, took a key out of a pocket, and unlocked the cuffs.

Kyle stood up, rubbed his wrists, and stared at Liz. “Is this some kind of joke?”

“Nope. You’re free to go.” She sat in the chair and watched him.

“Just like that?”

“Just like that.”

Kyle started to move past her.

“But…”

Kyle stopped. He was breathing hard. The steps were right ahead of him. All he had to do was walk up them.

“If you want to hang around for the night I’ll pay you tomorrow.”

“Pay me?”

“One scene, which we will, with a little work, make into a movie. Ten thousand for the scene. If you choose to stay and help us with a few other scenes, none of which have sex in them, you will get one hundred thousand dollars.”

Kyle didn’t know how, but he was suddenly sitting in the chair he had been sitting in for the last few weeks. He was staring at Liz. “What?”

“That’s how you make money in the movie industry. Want to make a second movie? There will be some sort of scale based on how well the first movie does, but I think I can guarantee you at least two hundred thousand, and if you prove popular, which I believe you will, then within a year you’ll be pulling in a mill a movie. That doesn’t include personal appearances, promotions, endorsements, and so on. None of which you have to do, but all can be pretty lucrative. Especially for a fellow who’s dick is sewn to his body, has big boobs, and doesn’t mind taking it up the ass.”

Kyle was silent, absorbing, trying to understand.

“It was difficult the first time I took it up the heinie. And it must be more difficult for guys. But when you figure in the money, this day of torment just netted you ten K, with millions to come. And, admit it, be honest with me, it wasn’t that bad.”

He said nothing.

“Was it?” she insisted.

He shook his head.

She smiled. “Well, nobody’s leaving for the next couple of days, got a lot of work to do, and it’s a long walk to town, so come upstairs and join the party. Have a drink, get to know some of the people who have taken advantage of your rather fine ass.”

He nodded again.

“And, by the way, there’s a lot of people here, and all the bedrooms are filled. Would you mind sleeping with me?”

He stared, his heart suddenly bursting.

“Of course you won’t be able to cum, but maybe you could make me cum. Would you like that?”

Kyle’s mouth opened and closed, and he started to cry.

Liz held him then. She hugged him, and she whispered into his ear. “It’s okay, honey. Some day you’ll get your cock back, and then you’ll be able to fuck me. But, for right now…”

He nodded.

She took his hand and led him towards the stairs.

As they mounted the stairs his smile slowly began to creep out.

END


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked this little tale.
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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!
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each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

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

I was Feminized and Dominated!


Here are the first two chapters from…

Sissy Ride: The Book

PART ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

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

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

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

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

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

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

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

I typed:

Who is this?

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

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

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

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

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

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

I typed:

What do you know about me?

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

DING!

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

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

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

DING!

Watch this!

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

I clicked on the link.

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

Mommy Compilation part four!

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

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

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

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

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

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

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

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

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

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

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

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

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

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

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

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

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

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

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

that is my reward for helping you.

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

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

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

I had never thought about being a woman.

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

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

I typed:

I’ll do it.

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

HURRY!

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

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

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

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

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

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

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

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

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

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

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

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

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

I put them in my bra.

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

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

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

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

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

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

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

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

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

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

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

Then I saw the dress.

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

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

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

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

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

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

Then I realized the solution.

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

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

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

‘My’ dress.

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

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

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

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

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

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

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

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

I had my own set of tits!

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

DING!

Lipstick.

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

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

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

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

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

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

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

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

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

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

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

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

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

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

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

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

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

Still, nothing connected.

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

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck!

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

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

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

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

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

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

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

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

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

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

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

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

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

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

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

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

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

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

Then it was done.

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

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

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

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

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

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

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

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

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

And then, finally, it was over.

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

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

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

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

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

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

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

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

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

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

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

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

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

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

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

What had I done?

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

Three days.

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

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

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

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

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

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

I called Tanya then.

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

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

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

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

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

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

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

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

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

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

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

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

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

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

DING!

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

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

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

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

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

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

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

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

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

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

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

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

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

“Are you all right?”

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

DING!

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

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

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

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

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

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

DING!

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

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

DING! DING! DING!

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

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

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

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

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

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

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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