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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 opened 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. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    My name is Alex Trenton. 
 
    In part one I told you how it started. How the ‘Mystery Messenger,’ or ‘Mistress Mandy,’ or just simply ‘MM,’ sent me messages on my computer. 
 
    I didn’t know who she was, I don’t know why picked on me. But she convinced me to crossdress. 
 
    I was drunk, I didn’t know what I was doing. And it got worse, on the night, the very next night… 
 
      
 
    I had some Kentucky Fried Chicken. Finger lickin’ good, until licking your fingers became ‘against the COVID laws.’ 
 
    Mmm. I like grease, and the chicken I ate could have been used to lubricate a car. 
 
    I sat around and watched TV. 
 
    I could see my lips in the reflection from the picture window, and I could tell that my lips were still very red. Kissy red. Mmm. Turned me on. 
 
    I had used lip stain instead of lipstick, but that was okay. It would wear off before my wife got home. 
 
    But I was determined not to go near my computer. 
 
    I mean, I was stuck with these ruby red lips for three days, and I could only pray that my wife didn’t notice, that the color had faded enough, when she got back from her trip. 
 
    So I watched TV. And I fidgeted. I was restless, so I got up and made myself a drink. Bourbon and Coke. Mmmm. My favorite. I especially like Wild Turkey. Not the 101, but the 86. I wasn’t interested in getting smashed and out of control, I just wanted a buzz. Heck, if I drank too much I knew what was going to happen: I would go check my computer, MM would send me a message, and there I went. Who knows what she might get me to do if I got too drunk. 
 
    So I made my drink, sat down on the couch and tuned in the news. 
 
    Trump bashing. He’d been out of office for a while now, and they never got tired of bashing him. I was a little tired of it. 
 
    I clicked to Me TV. Oldies but goodies. But Gilligan’s island was on. Ginger might be 90 years old now, or even dead, but those old images of her just turned me on. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    I clicked through the channels. 
 
    Angelina Jolie. Man, those lips. A guy could lose himself in those lips. Girl must use a case of lipstick at a time. 
 
    I was getting hard. I had just masturbated the night before, but that whole scene, it was making me horny, and everything on TV was making me horny. Nothing but girls with lips and boobs and asses and everything. 
 
    And I realized, it could even be Oprah and I would be rock hard. Last night was just too much. 
 
    I turned the TV off. 
 
    I wandered through the house. 
 
    I poured another drink. 
 
    In pouring I spilled a little on my pants, so I went to change them. And only got half way. 
 
    I got the taking them off part right, but then all I could do was stare at my cock and stroke. I looked at the closet. The dress I wore last night was there. Hanging up and empty, waiting to be filled. By my body. 
 
    I looked in the bathroom sink. Two water filled condoms, my breasts, were still there. I had worked around them, brushed my teeth without popping them or just throwing them into the street to watch them splat. 
 
    NO! I wasn’t going to. 
 
    I went back to the kitchen, boner bobbing, and poured myself another drink. I realized I was drinking fast now. I better slow down. 
 
    My dick was touching the counter, the cold contact sent a shiver through me. 
 
    I knew I shouldn’t be on the computer, but I did have to check my email. 
 
    Just my email. Nothing more. A quick look, and I’d shut the computer down. Heck, I might have something from Tanya. I had to see if my wife had sent me something, right? 
 
    I walked into the computer room and powered up the infernal machine. I was determined to be careful. No messaging.  
 
    I mean, I didn’t think getting dressed up like a girl was cheating, but jacking off at the same time as my Mystery Messenger? That might be crossing a line. 
 
    But, God, it had felt so good! 
 
    The screen opened up. I clicked on the browser. I called up email. I glanced. 
 
    A message from my mother. I had to answer that. 
 
    I read and wrote and sent. 
 
    Surveys and spam, offers and scams. 
 
    I went through the list and deleted most without opening. 
 
    A couple of friends sent emails. I wonder what they would think if they could see me now, bright red lips. 
 
    I looked at the screen, They weren’t quite so bright. They had started to fade a little. More like dull red, and I was disappointed.  
 
    I looked at the clock. It was only seven o’clock. I had hours to go before bed.  
 
    I realized I had not received any messages from MM. A part of me was relieved, a part of me was disappointed. I wanted a message. I was afraid of a message. 
 
    Still, there was nothing here, and I had been on the computer for a half hour. Just a little porn wouldn’t hurt. Heck, MM probably didn’t even get on the computer till 9 o’clock, when the pervs came out. 
 
    I giggled. Out of nowhere. 
 
    I pulled up some of my favorite porn. 
 
    I like red lips (like mine), so I pulled up Alana Anderson. Seven years lactating. I watched, my boner getting quite sizable, as she dripped pure, white milk onto a black cloth. My God! How much milk can fit in those beautiful mammaries? 
 
    I surfed a little. Ryan Richelle. She was a buxom babe with the reddest, hottest lips. 
 
    Like mine? But mine were getting a little dull. I needed to freshen them up. But not with lip stain. Regular lip stick. 
 
    I could just go do a little touch up and— 
 
    NO! 
 
    I walked away from the computer. 
 
    I was not going to do this. 
 
    Another drink. Frustrated, my penis pointing the way, I mixed a light drink. I was drunk, and I knew enough to just stay high, let it all play out for hours, instead of getting sloppy, pukey and throwing up. 
 
    I took the drink back to the living room. Maybe I should try watching a little more TV and— 
 
    DING! 
 
    Oh, fuck! I had left the computer on. I heard that little message ding like it was the gong of doom, reverberating through the house and singling the end of days. 
 
    For a long moment I didn’t do anything. 
 
    I had to go turn the computer off. 
 
    I had to shut it down. 
 
    I walked back to the doorway to the computer room and stared. 
 
    It sat there, a screen on a desk. A big screen. So I could see tits in  their full, magnificent size. 
 
    So I could see butts a’bouncin’, and cocks a fuckin’. 
 
    I thought of last night, of seeing Casca on all fours, moaning and groaning with the feel of a big dick stuck up her pussy. 
 
    I went to the computer. 
 
    In the center of the screen was the message box. 
 
    I should close it, close the computer. Go run around the block or something. 
 
    I leaned forward and put the cursor on the box. I clicked. 
 
      
 
    Hi, Lover. 
 
      
 
    Oh, God! 
 
    I sat down. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Hi. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Where you been? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Watching TV. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Did you miss me? 
 
      
 
    I just sat there. I did, but how much truth can you give a total stranger? Even if you have jacked off with them? 
 
    DING! 
 
    Did you miss me? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Did you miss me? 
 
      
 
      
 
    I had a vision of the computer dinging away for hours, a million ‘Did you miss me’s’ on the screen, scrolling endlessly into infinity. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Yes. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Good. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Do you want to play? 
 
      
 
    I typed, trying to be honest but lying: 
 
    No. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Why not? 
 
    I’m so horny. 
 
    I want you to do things 
 
    and make me hornier. 
 
    I want to cum with you again. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    No. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Why not? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Why not? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Why not? 
 
      
 
    I knew she was going to send that message until I responded. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    I don’t want to cheat on my wife. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    A little talk isn’t cheating. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Yeah, but jacking off is. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Spoilsport. 
 
      
 
    A moment passed, and I could swear, wherever she was, I could hear her thinking. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Do you care if I Jill off? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    No. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Excellent. 
 
    Let’s get started. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t say anything. I was trying to figure things out, but I was too mixed up. I was high, and befuddled, and feeling the glorious glow of sexuality…and I was struggling with the cold, hard logic of pixels in print. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    And remember, 
 
    I cum, 
 
    but you don’t. 
 
      
 
    Being told not to cum was worse than playing with myself. I mean, I was horny, but being denied, they call it ‘tease and denial,’ just made me super horny. My cock lurched, all hard and nothing to put it in. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    No. 
 
      
 
    She ignored me. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Are you wearing your clothes? 
 
      
 
    My clothes. I knew which clothes she was referring to. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    No. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Go get them on. 
 
    And put on lots of red lipstick. 
 
    I want to imagine your lips 
 
    slithering over mine, 
 
    your mouth breathing into mine, 
 
    our tongues dancing the dance. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I don’t think I should. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Why not? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    It’s weird. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Sex is weird? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Wearing woman’s clothes is. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Does it make your dick hard? 
 
      
 
    I paused for a moment, decided on honesty, and typed: 
 
    Yes. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Then it’s not bad. 
 
    Now go get dressed. 
 
      
 
    We talked for a few more minutes, back and forth. Me saying no. Her chipping away at my logic and my determination to not fall into this game. Finally… 
 
    DING! 
 
    I need you to be dressed up so I can see you in my mind. 
 
    I need to know you’re all dressed up and gorgeous. 
 
    If you do this…I won’t let you cum. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Stop saying that. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    What? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    That you won’t let me cum. 
 
      
 
    I shouldn’t have said that, but I was drunk. I had revealed a weakness. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Why? 
 
      
 
    Shit. In for a penny…I typed: 
 
    It makes me too horny. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Get dressed up and I’ll never let you cum. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Paint your lips red and you’ll never squirt. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    It’s making me so horny to know 
 
    that you will never squirt. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    You’re married, 
 
    but you’ll be my little panty slave, 
 
    never shooting your sperm. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Never cuming. 
 
    Your balls big and blue. 
 
    Your dick… 
 
      
 
    She went on and on, Teasing me, turning the screw, and my mind reading, and ratcheting up, and…and…I broke. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Give me a few minutes. 
 
      
 
    I ran into the bedroom. Now that I had crumbled I was almost frantic to get dressed. 
 
    I pulled on panties and a bra. I put the water condoms in them. I had such a beautiful jiggle and bounce. 
 
    I put on the dress. 
 
    I got the wig down and attached it to my head. 
 
    And, of course, the glorious high heels, pushing my butt up and making my calves look so good. 
 
    I looked in the mirror. 
 
    Oh, God…my dress was tented, my dick pounding and throbbing. 
 
    I ran into the bathroom and found a Kotex liner. No drippings were going to ruin this beautiful dress. I put it into my panties. 
 
    Which made my cock even harder. 
 
    I looked at the lip stain on the make up table. Damn! I wanted to paint my lips in the worst possible way. But I couldn’t. I couldn’t make them so red the color wouldn’t wear off before Tanya got home. 
 
    I went through the house, walking sexy, placing one heel in front of the other so my ass would sway suggestively. 
 
    I stopped in the kitchen, watched my reflection in the mirror. I was a man, but I had potential. With a little imagination…a little make up, something to squeeze my waist and accentuate my hips and…and I could pull it off. 
 
    I could imagine myself opening at a club, Alex Trenton, female impersonator. Oh, God! My legs shuddered and my knees almost buckled. 
 
    I had actually had…it felt like…could men have mini orgasms? 
 
    I looked at my panties, inside at the liner. My best friend jutted out, and there was no cum. Just a lot of dripping. 
 
    But I had cum last night, so there wouldn’t be any. Would there? 
 
    I mean, can a man cum so fast after cuming? I had never tried it, I didn’t think so, but the feelings…I felt like I could cum again. Right now. 
 
    So had I actually had a cumless sort of ‘mini-orgasm?’ 
 
    I think I had. I had the momentary feeling of golden haze, and it was so strong I almost lost control of my body. 
 
    Oh, my God! 
 
    DING! 
 
    Oh, my gosh. I had been so lost in the moment I had actually forgotten about MM. I ran, as well as I could in high heels, back to the computer room. I sat down, feeling the sexiness of the dress. There were several messages waiting for me. 
 
      
 
    Where are you? 
 
      
 
    What’s taking so long? 
 
      
 
    I’m so horny? 
 
    Where are you? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Sorry. 
 
    It took a while. 
 
    I had to get everything right. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    What do you look like? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I’m wearing a purple dress. 
 
    Very sexy. 
 
    A little sheen of metal in it. 
 
    My tits are big. 
 
    They feel so real and they look so-o-o good. 
 
    I’m wearing a bra and panties. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Are you hard? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I can’t believe how hard I am. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Don’t you wish you could slide 
 
    that big hog between your red lips? 
 
      
 
    I was drunk, bleary, but this was a bit much. But I didn’t object, I just typed: 
 
    I didn’t put on lipstick. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    What? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I didn’t want to. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Why not? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I put on lip stain last night by mistake. 
 
    I need to let the color wear off. 
 
    My wife would kill me. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    First off, 
 
    I doubt if your wife would kill you. 
 
    She’d probably find you sexy, 
 
    now go put on some red lipstick. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Really? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Really. 
 
    You’ve destroyed my vision of you. 
 
    You have to rebuild it. 
 
    I am so horny, 
 
    and it is your duty to make my hornier. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Give me a minute. 
 
      
 
    I ran through the house. I was giggling and happy. I entered the bedroom and examined my wife’s make up table.  
 
    Potions and lotions, creams and powders, there was so much stuff. I found a tube of lipstick. I turned the base and made sure that real lipstick popped up. 
 
    I ran back into the computer room and opened another window. I typed in ‘Velvet Ribbon and Lisa Eldridge.’ I checked to make sure it wasn’t long lasting. 
 
    The, still nervous, I typed into the message box: 
 
    Lisa Eldridge 
 
    Velvet Ribbon 
 
    That’s not going to last too long,  
 
    is it? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Oh, God! 
 
    No. 
 
    And that’s my favorite. 
 
    Quick, 
 
    put it on. 
 
      
 
    Using the reflection of the computer screen I applied the lipstick, and my lips became vibrant and electrifying. 
 
    My dick surged even harder and I had to reach into my panties and grab it and squeeze. I was actually going to cum! 
 
    After a minute the throbbing went down, and I took my hand away. 
 
    On the screen MM had sent a message, but I had been so intent on not cuming that I hadn’t heard the ‘ding.’ 
 
    What do you look like? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I almost came! 
 
    I didn’t, 
 
    but it was close. 
 
    My lips are redder than last night. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    How do you feel? 
 
      
 
    Wow! How did I feel? I typed: 
 
    Weird, 
 
    but in a way, 
 
    I feel powerful. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Like nothing could stop you? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    That’s it exactly. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Sex is power, baby. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Are you ready to go further? 
 
    Are you ready to feel the power? 
 
      
 
    I giggled. It seemed I was giggling more and more. I typed: 
 
    Yes. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    You need to put on a corset, or a tummy shaper. 
 
      
 
    I hesitated. My mind was sort of blown. But I had typed ‘yes’ to going further. I typed: 
 
    Wait a minute. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t run this time, I was enjoying the sensations of being a woman too much to waste them by running. I sauntered, ass swaying, breasts jiggling, back to the bedroom. 
 
    I opened a dresser drawer. I knew Tanya kept her shapers and things in there. Trying not to make a mess, I sifted through the items. 
 
    Long underwear that was tight in the belly, that must be a tummy shaper. 
 
    I took off my panties, I didn’t know if I was supposed to wear body panties and shaper, but I wanted to eliminate as many layers of clothing as possible. I pulled the shaper up, and it was really rough reinstalling the panty liner in place, but I did it. 
 
    Then I saw the nylons. I knew where this was going. MM was going to have me put on nylons next, so why not just do it. I’d surprise her. 
 
    I unrolled the nylons up my legs. God, it felt good. My legs lightly squeezed. And it seemed there was top level of horniness here. Everything just kept getting better and better. 
 
    I sashayed back to the computer room. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    I’ve got a tummy shaper on. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    How does it look? 
 
      
 
    Oh, my gosh! I had been so intent on putting everything right I hadn’t even looked at myself. I got up and moved the swivel chair out of the way. I stared at my reflection on the screen, then I quickly sat down and typed: 
 
    My waist is thinner. 
 
    It makes my hips rounder and more feminine. 
 
    It makes my boobs look bigger. 
 
    I even put on nylons. 
 
    My legs feel like sheathed electricity. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I can see you in my mind! 
 
    You are so sexy, 
 
    and it is making me so hot! 
 
    I need to cum bad! 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    So do I 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Don’t you dare! 
 
    Those are the rules now! 
 
    You can get as horny as you want, 
 
    but don’t you dare be untrue to your wife! 
 
      
 
    I was humbled by that message. I felt like she actually cared, that she was being considerate of my situation. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I want you do do something. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    What? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I’m afraid you’ll say no. 
 
      
 
    Huh! she thought I’d say no? After going this far? What the heck did she have in mind? I typed: 
 
      
 
    You have but to ask. 
 
      
 
    Good. A hint that I would comply, but not a promise. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Will you do it? 
 
    No matter what it is? 
 
      
 
    Uh oh. She wasn’t interested in half way commitments. I typed: 
 
    You have to tell me what it is, first. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    No. 
 
    I want you to promise me you’ll do it first. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I can’t. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    If you do this for me I won’t let you cum. 
 
      
 
    Fuck! 
 
    DING! 
 
    Are you drinking? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Yes. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Do you need to drink more? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    No. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    But you still won’t do what I say. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Not without knowing what it is first. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Is there no adventure in you? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Nope. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I promise it won’t hurt, 
 
    and it will feel better than anything in your life. 
 
      
 
    I laughed at that. That was a pretty big boast. I typed: 
 
    Better than sex? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Oh, yes. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Better than cuming at the same time? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    That’s something you’ll never do again. 
 
    (Fuck!) 
 
    But…yes. 
 
    Better than any sex you’ve ever had. 
 
      
 
    Now I was curious. I think I knew that I was going to be giving in. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Still there? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Yes. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Do you want to experience something 
 
    that will be better than sex? 
 
    That will blow your mind 
 
    totally and completely all apart? 
 
      
 
    Man, that was intriguing, and the mystery of it all began to impact on me. I typed: 
 
    And you say it’s not going to hurt? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    It’s gong to feel so good. 
 
    It’s going to expand your mind. 
 
    It’s going to change you  
 
    into a sexual creature. 
 
    You won’t be able to think about anything else but this, 
 
    once you have done it. 
 
      
 
    Man! What was she promising? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Please? 
 
      
 
    Was this for real? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    For me? 
 
      
 
    Better than sex? Would change me forever? 
 
    DING! 
 
    I’ll never ask you to do anything else. 
 
      
 
    I laughed aloud. Yeah. Right. Everything in this game was one step led to the next. Where the hell was this taking me? I typed: 
 
    Okay. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Hallelujah! 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    So what is it? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Do you have a butt plug? 
 
      
 
    My mind stopped for a minute. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Hello? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Yes. 
 
      
 
    Somebody had given me one at work. A gag gift. Tanya and I had laughed and tossed it in a drawer. And now I wondered why we hadn’t just thrown it out. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Go get it. 
 
      
 
    I stood up, a little dazed. I went to the bedroom. In the side table, next to my side, was a bottom drawer. I opened it and took out the butt plug. 
 
    It wasn’t a big thing. Maybe three inches long and an inch in diameter. Flared, I guess so it wouldn’t fall out. Pink, made out of some rubbery material. 
 
    Heysoos. I was supposed to put that up my ass? 
 
    I took it back to the computer room. I typed. 
 
    I have it. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Good.  
 
    Do you have lots of lube? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Wait a minute. 
 
      
 
    I went to the bathroom. I brought back a bottle of lube. I sat down and stared at the screen. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Are you there? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Got it. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Put the plug in your mouth. 
 
    Suck it. 
 
    Feel the moistness. 
 
    Feel the softness. 
 
    Imagine putting it in. 
 
      
 
    I lifted the thing to my mouth, I hesitated. I studied it. 
 
    It was harmless looking. They must sell millions of these things every year. That’s a lot of butts being plugged up. 
 
    It wouldn’t hurt me. 
 
    Would it feel better than sex? 
 
    In a way it was sex. It was sex with the added sensations of the rectum. Actually, thinking about it that way, it should feel better than sex. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Okay. 
 
    I’m sucking. 
 
      
 
    A minute passed. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Put the plug down and lubricate your ass. 
 
    Use a lot of lube. 
 
    Make sure you push it in. 
 
      
 
    I stood up and lifted my dress. I pulled down my tummy shaper. It was awkward, that tight thing around my knees, but I was able to stand and bend over slightly. I couldn’t spread my legs far enough, though, so I kicked the tummy shaper off and spread my legs. I slathered lube all over my rectum. I pushed lube into my hole. 
 
    Thank God I was drunk. This was the weirdest thing I had ever done. 
 
    I grabbed a tee shirt lying on a nearby chair and wiped my hands clean. I typed: 
 
    Okay. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Lubricate the butt plug. 
 
      
 
    Gulping, finding myself holding my breath, I lubed up the plug. 
 
    I wiped my hands and typed: 
 
    Okay. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Put it in. 
 
      
 
    I bent over, spread my legs, and reached behind me. I pulled one ass cheek to the side and placed the plug at my rectum. I felt it fit precisely, the small, rounded end exactly in the pucker. 
 
    Slowly, I pushed. 
 
    Oh, God! 
 
    It went in easily. It surprised me. But I was so lubed, and it was perfectly sized, and I was suddenly stuffed. 
 
    I gasped, couldn’t breath. I just stood there, my legs trembling. 
 
    I reached for my drink and took a gulp. Bent over like I was the alcohol seemed to take its time going down, and the whole time I felt my asshole, happy, pleasured, and I knew the truth: it could be better than sex. 
 
    Heck, I was stuffed like a woman. 
 
    My ass was a pussy! 
 
    Man, did it feel good. 
 
    DING! 
 
    How’s it going? 
 
      
 
    I typed, hardly able to focus, so intense were the pleasurable feelings overwhelming me. 
 
    OHMYGOD! 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    LOL 
 
    Told you so. 
 
    Are you ready for the rest of it? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    The rest of what? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    The rest of this little game. 
 
    Are you ready? 
 
      
 
    Gulping, gasping, my mind a whirlwind of excitement, I typed: 
 
    Yes. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Here’s what I want you to do: 
 
    Have a big, stiff drink. 
 
    Then take a walk. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    A walk? What? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    It’s late. And it must be dark. 
 
    Is there a moon out tonight? 
 
      
 
    I glanced out the window. No moon. Pitch dark. I could do this. I typed: 
 
    No moon. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Good. 
 
    Have your drink, 
 
    get your courage up. 
 
    Then I want you to take your walk. 
 
    Take a long one. 
 
    No one can see you, 
 
    you can be yourself, 
 
    nobody will know that you 
 
    have a butt plug fucking you. 
 
    Listen to the electric click of your heels, 
 
    enjoy the feeling of power 
 
    coming from your pussy 
 
    You are woman… 
 
    now roar! 
 
    I will message you tomorrow night. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Okay. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Good night, lover. 
 
    And remember. 
 
    No jacking off! 
 
      
 
    She was gone then. No more dings, and I closed the message window. And I thought: she had said, ‘the feeling of power coming from your pussy.’ O, my God! I felt like I was on the verge of another mini-orgasm. I felt the power she was speaking of. I felt so sexy and unstoppable. 
 
    I wanted to stroke my cock until I came, but it was tucked away under the tummy shaper. Besides, she had said no jacking off. 
 
    I finally stood up and went out of the room. 
 
    My ass swayed and little shivers swarmed through my body. The plug was making me aware and sexy like I couldn’t believe. 
 
    I stared at myself. My shape, my red lips, in the hallway mirror. I watched myself walk, and it felt like…my balls felt so tight…I thought I was going to explode with pussy power! 
 
    I entered the kitchen and reached for the bourbon. I poured a stiff drink. Mostly bourbon with just a splash of Coke. I took a drink, and coughed. I wasn’t used to the strong stuff. I usually mixed my drinks so I tasted more sweetness than alcohol. 
 
    I shrugged it off and returned to the computer room. 
 
    I needed to take my time if I was going to get through this drink. 
 
    I put a towel down and lifted my skirt and sat down at the computer. I felt the plug pushing further into me, expanding me, fucking me.  
 
    I pulled up Nudevista and did a search for red lips. Images of women giving blow jobs, their lips painted so red I thought I would faint. 
 
    I thought about my own lips. So red. But I didn’t want to give a blow job. I wanted to get one. I was a manly man, after all. 
 
    I giggled. 
 
    A manly man in a dress. 
 
    With a butt plug up his ass. 
 
    And it felt so-O-o-O good! 
 
    A half hour later, bolstered by videos of Ava Adams and Julia Ann and Brandi Love and a score of other bountiful babes, I was ready. 
 
    I stood up, and was dizzy. So much alcohol. but I was unstoppable. 
 
    I walked through the house. I boldly opened the front door and stepped out. 
 
    My house was at the end of the street. On one side was an empty lot, then a neighbor, Sandy, who was Tanya’s besty. 
 
    On the other side was an old couple. Went to bed early. 
 
    All the other houses were dark. 
 
    I walked down the front walk and turned left. I swayed, and my heels were sharp in the night. Click. Click. Click. I felt my tits jiggling so sexy. 
 
    I could feel the cool night air on my legs, coming up under the dress and giving further sensation to my rectum. 
 
    I was sexy, unbelievably sexy. My hair brushed over my shoulders. My lips were so red. 
 
    I walked past the vacant lot.  
 
    I smiled at it.  
 
    I walked past Sandy’s house. I grinned. If Sandy ever thought I was a prude…watch me now! 
 
    I continued up the block. I have never felt so proud and powerful. 
 
    I reached the end of the street, stood for a moment, hands on hips in sexy pose, and watched the world. 
 
    I turned around and went back towards my house. 
 
    I sauntered, I sashayed, I swayed.  
 
    FLASH! 
 
    A bright light lit me up. 
 
    Shocked, too shocked to move, I froze. 
 
    FLASH! FLASH! FLASH! 
 
    Finally, I started to move. I tried to run, but my dress was tight and my heels were tall. I just took little mincing steps, almost falling down. Having to do more than just slowly walk I was clumsy. 
 
    FLASH! FLASH! FLASH! 
 
    I passed Sandy’s house, and the flashes stopped. 
 
    What the hell was happening? Who was taking pictures. 
 
    “Hello, Alex.” 
 
    I turned. No more flashes. Sandy stood, barely visible in the light. She was grinning, and working her camera. 
 
    I stepped towards her, but she stepped back. “Not yet…not yet…there! It’s all in the cloud now.” 
 
    She moved back towards me. “When I saw you walking so sexy down the street I knew it was time for a few memories. And, Alex, I never knew you were that kind of guy.” 
 
    My voice cracking and shaky, I begged, “Please! Please! give me the pictures!” 
 
    She just laughed and said, “Baby, now that I know your secret, we’re going to have fun.” 
 
    “What? No!This is all…it’s…” 
 
    “It’s early for Halloween. And I’ll bet Tanya doesn’t know a thing about this. She’s away and the mice will play.” 
 
    “Oh, my God,” I mumbled, my shoulders slumping. From feeling like the most powerful Goddess in the universe to this, a cringing, helpless worm. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART THREE 
 
      
 
    My name is Alex Trenton. I’m a nice guy, and I don’t understand what’s happening to me. I mean, I took the first step, A ‘Mystery Mistress,’ who I call MM, contacted me on the computer and she convinced me to dress like a woman. But since then everything has gone down hill. For instance, on the second night, after talking to the Mystery Mistress again, and getting all dressed up, I was convinced to take a walk down the street, and… 
 
      
 
    I stood in the middle of the street. My dress was tight and my fake boobs were prominent and looked so real. My wig was full and flowing. My lips were red…as red as my face. 
 
    “We are going to have so much fun,” said Sandy. 
 
    Sandy lived on the left of us, in the house next to the empty lot. She is my wife’s best friend. 
 
    “Please,” I begged. “You have to give me the pictures!” 
 
    “Not a chance. They are on the cloud, ready for…” she snickered, “distribution.” 
 
    “What, but…you can’t do this! We’re neighbors! My wife is your best friend!” 
 
    “And she’s the first one I’ll send the pictures to. I’m sure she’d love to see her hubbie all sissified and feminized. 
 
    My heart was officially in my shoes now, and my mind was spinning into shards. There had to be some way out of this mess. 
 
    “Now, come along, Alexandria. Follow me.” 
 
    She turned on her heels and walked up the walk to her house. 
 
    I was still frozen when she reached the house. She turned and whistled, like she was whistling for a puppy to come to her. “Come on, boy, or should I say ‘girl?’” She laughed merrily and entered the house. The door was left open for me, and there was nothing else to do but follow her. 
 
    That was the longest walk in the world. There was no more click to my heels, just a shuffle drag sort of  sound. I felt like 100 pound weights were attached to each ankle. 
 
    I walked through her front door and into the front room. 
 
    Sandy walked past me, from the cross hallway to the kitchen. She was wearing a robe, and it looked like some lingerie underneath. She had put on fresh lipstick, and I have to tell you, she was a mighty good looking woman. She was five foot six, which with her high heels, would have made her taller than me, except that I was wearing heels. But her heels were taller, and had a platform, so we were about the same height. 
 
    Her body was as good as my wife’s, slender in the waist, almost wasp slender, and flaring hips, and large breasts. She really pushed the robe out, and I could see her nipples pressing through the material. 
 
    She patted my cheek as she passed me. “Have a seat in the living room, little girl. Would you like a drink?” 
 
    I gulped, but couldn’t speak, she glanced back at me and laughed. “Of course you want a drink. Right about now you’re desperate for a drink. Am I right? Don’t answer. Just go sit on the sofa.” 
 
    She held glasses to the front of the refrigerator and I heard the sound of ice cubes clattering. 
 
    I moved into the living room. There was a sofa, big screen TV, a Queen Ann sort of chair. I sat on the sofa. Shock was waning, and I began to realize the seriousness of my situation. Moisture filled my eyes and began trickling down my cheeks. By the time Sandy entered the living room I was sobbing, my shoulders shaking, my chest heaving, my tits jiggling with each sob. 
 
    The weirdest thing, however, and I didn’t understand this, was that I had a monster erection. 
 
    Sandy entered the room, a glass in each hand. She stopped when she saw me crying. “Aw, come on, baby. It’s not so bad.” 
 
    She placed the glasses on an end table and sat down next to me. She put an arm around me and hugged me to her. I couldn’t help it, I just kept crying, big, gulping sobs, getting tears all over her shoulder. 
 
    She patted me on the back, rubbed my back. “There, there. It’s okay.” 
 
    Slowly, very slowly, the tears dried up. I sniffled and wiped my face. 
 
    She let me go and sat back. She was smiling, patient and kind, and she handed me my glass. “I remembered you liked bourbon and Coke.” 
 
    I took the drink and quaffed the thing in an instant. 
 
    “Wow. I guess that should help. I’ll fix you another one in a minute.” 
 
    I nodded, misery incarnate. 
 
    “Now then. Let’s talk.” 
 
    I managed to mumble, “Okay.” What choice did I have? 
 
    “Does Tanya suspect?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “Speak out loud.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “And how long have you been a cross dresser?” 
 
    “I’m not a crossdresser!” I protested. 
 
    She arched an eye and spoke wryly. “Could have fooled me.” 
 
    Nothing I could say to that. 
 
    “So how long have you been putting on women’s clothes?” 
 
    “I…I put them on last night.” 
 
    “So you’ve had this demon inside you for your whole life, but you just gave in to the urgings last night.” 
 
    I looked at her reproachfully. She just laughed and asked, “Why?” 
 
    “I…I…” But words failed me. My mind was so conflicted I was having so much trouble. 
 
    She sighed and stood up. I could really see her breasts. The robe was red with little dragons all over it. The material was thin and her nipples were really popping. Was this exciting her? Was my misery making her…horny? 
 
    “Pull the Queen Ann over in front of the couch. Sit there. I’m going to make you another drink. It looks like the first one hasn’t effected you.” 
 
    No kidding. I was in too much shock to get drunk. 
 
    I moved the chair, swung it around so that it faced the sofa and sat in it. 
 
    Sandy came back in with another drink. She handed it to me and said, “Try to drink it slow. I know this is all strange for you, but relaxing will help. Do you understand?” 
 
    I nodded. I sipped. I wanted to drink it in a gulp. I wanted to be unconscious. I reined myself in. 
 
    She sat on the sofa, but she didn’t just sit. She reclined on the end, her long legs folded under her, leaning slightly against the arm. Her robe fell partially open and her massive breasts were exposed. 
 
    Oh, my God! They were big. They were in a shelf bra. I actually caught a glimpse of her areola. It was pink, and the nipple pushed the material boldly. 
 
    She saw where I was looking and laughed, but she didn’t pull her robe closed or move to conceal herself. 
 
    Of course. What danger was I to her? She had the goods on me. 
 
    “So why did you start dressing up?” 
 
    “I…I got a message. On my computer. She wouldn’t tell me who she was, but she kept telling me things, and she…she finally got me to do this.” I indicated my body, the dress. I was aware of my own fake tits now. Acutely aware. 
 
    And I was aware that my hard on was surging, out of control. 
 
    Sandy pursed her lips and considered me. 
 
    “So who sent you this message?” 
 
    I told her about it just appearing out of the blue. I told her there wasn’t any request for money, just a conversation that led me down the path. I relayed parts of the messaging as I remembered them.” 
 
    “Do you have a copy of the messages?” 
 
    “No,” I shook my head. “I didn’t think about it.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “I was just too…too horny to think.” 
 
    “So you let your dick do the thinking, and you could be making this so called ‘Mystery Messenger up.” 
 
    “I’m not! Why would I make it up?” 
 
    “Hmm.” 
 
    I sat there and stared at her. 
 
    She stared at me, and then she said, “Well, slave boy. I think you’re calm enough to do some work. Go make us some drinks. I’m drinking wine, and you know what you’re drinking.” 
 
    “But I’ve got to go home?” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because…because…” I blathered. 
 
    “Sweetie, you’re all dressed up with nowhere to go. So here you’ll stay, and we’re going to lay out a program for you. Now, go get the drinks.” 
 
    Stunned, I stood up, and nearly fell. The liquor was getting to me. 
 
    “Better make yours light.” 
 
    I entered the kitchen, my breasts swaying. 
 
    She called to me, “And stop shuffling. I want to hear those heels click!” 
 
    So I lifted my feet, though I didn’t feel like it, and clicked on the tiles and hardwood of her house. Barely aware of what I was doing I made two drinks and returned to the living room. 
 
    She had reclined even more, and her robe, I think she had opened it deliberately, showed her whole breast. It was big, and the shelf bra pointed it at me. The nipple was so hard it could have poked my eye out. 
 
    I stopped and stared. 
 
    Sandy grinned. She held out a hand and I put her wine glass in it. she sipped, and I stood there like a dumb ox. 
 
    “Do you like my tits?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Does that mean no?” She was shaking with mirth. 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “Then do you like my boobs?” 
 
    I blurted, “I love my wife!” 
 
    “Of course you do. But we are talking about my big, round mammaries. Do you like them?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Speak up.” 
 
    “Yes,” my voice was so low it could hardly be heard. 
 
    “Did you know I play with them every day? I pull the nipples when I masturbate. I even have little suction cups to make them bigger. I have even used the suction cups on my clitoris. Would you like to see my clitoris?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “Aw,” she mocked up looking disappointed. “Well, sit down, and let’s talk about you.” 
 
    Dully, but with a big boner pushing my dress out, I sat down. 
 
    “Say,” she giggled, “Is that a gun in your pocket, or are you glad to see me?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Well, is it me that’s got you all hot and hard? Or is it wearing woman’s clothes?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    She was shaking with laughter.  
 
    “Okay, you’re fun, but let’s lay down the rules.” 
 
    “Rules?” 
 
    “Yes. Rules.” 
 
    She sat up, which covered her breast, but she put her feet on the floor and spread her legs. I had a complete, and I mean COMPLETE, view of her pussy. 
 
    She shaved. It was pink. Her labia parted and I could see the moistness. Her clitoris was large, and I knew she was telling the truth about using a suction cup on it. 
 
    “Up here, girl.” 
 
    I raised my eyes. My hard on was throbbing and I knew I was leaking in the panty liner inside my tummy shaper. 
 
    “Now, I need a maid, and I need sexual release. You, on the other hand, need to be a maid, and you will give me sexual release.” 
 
    “What? No! My wife!” 
 
    I didn’t say you could have sexual release. I quite like your Mystery Mistress’s idea about you not cuming. I have always liked men that were so horny they doted on your every whim. In fact, I have long entertained the idea of keeping a man for just that purpose. A slave, maybe living in my basement, cleaning my house and licking my tush.” 
 
    “Licking you…what? I’m not doing that!” 
 
    “Oh, yes. You are. Or Tanya is going to get an email that…no. I’ll just post them on Facebutt. Let the world see you as you really are. Wouldn’t you like the world to see you as a woman? Wouldn’t you like the people at your work calling you ‘Miss?’ And it would be ‘Miss,’ because I don’t know if Tanya is going to want to stay married to a sissy.” 
 
    Now I was truly desperate. I loved my wife. I didn’t want to ever lose her. 
 
    “So you will be my maid, or slave, whichever you prefer, and you will eat me to a frothy cum. And if you do that, then maybe I won’t reveal your dirty, little secret to your wife. 
 
    “Oh, God!” I held my face in my hands. My heart felt like a kettlebell, dropped so hard it was embedded in the ground. 
 
    “Now then, first things first, let’s fix you up and get going.” 
 
    “Fix me up?” 
 
    “Of course. You’re dressed up for a night on the town. You need to change into your work clothes.” 
 
    “Work clothes?” 
 
    “Is that an echo? Of course, work clothes. And that means you have to get out of that dress. Now run along home and return in five minutes. I want you totally naked, and take a shower. You’ve been sweating with fright and, I hate to say this, but you’ve got a bit of body odor.” She pinched her nose and said, “Pew!” 
 
    I sat there. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    I sat there, stunned, not knowing what to do. 
 
    “Nine minutes, and then the message goes to your wife.” 
 
    Oh, fuck! 
 
    I got to my feet and headed for the door. 
 
    “And walk correctly. You may return with your heels on, but nothing else.” 
 
    I started to move. 
 
    `”Wait.” 
 
    I stopped and turned to her. 
 
    She contemplated my chest. 
 
    “What are you using for tits?” 
 
    “Condoms filled with water.” 
 
    “Good. Bring those back, too. I guess you’ll have to wear that bra. Now, go.” 
 
    I went out the front door. 
 
    Same cool night. Same dark houses. Same my house. But I was different. I was shattered. I could barely think. 
 
    I ran, as best I could in a dress and heels, and entered my house. 
 
    Same old house. Same rooms, same furniture. Different me. 
 
    Different me but with the same boner. 
 
    I slipped out of the dress, struggled out of the tummy shaper and other items, and hopped into the shower. 
 
    I’m the kind of a guy that likes to sing in the shower. Loud and lusty songs. I sure didn’t feel like singing now. 
 
    I dried off, put my bra and tits back on, and my heels, and ran back to Sandy’s house. 
 
    She was actually pressing buttons on her cell phone, and I was terrified that I might be late, that she had sent the photos to Tanya. “No! No! Don’t send them!” I begged. I stood in front of her, my fake chest heaving for the running I had done. 
 
    She closed her phone and smiled. “Just in time.” 
 
    She held out her hand to be helped off the couch and I took it and lifted. 
 
    She rose, and grabbed my cock. 
 
    “Hey!” I tried to bat her hands away, but she had me firmly. 
 
    “Don’t struggle.” 
 
    “Let me go,” I whispered weakly. 
 
    “Why would I do that?” 
 
    And she stroked me. 
 
    “I don’t want to cum.” 
 
    “I don’t want you to, either. But I want you hard and dripping.” 
 
    I stood, slumped, and her delicate hand stroked my shaft. 
 
    She watched me closely. I could feel myself start to surge, I was close to cuming, I opened my mouth, and she let go. 
 
    Oh, God! My knees shivered. 
 
    She laughed. 
 
    “Come along, Alexandria.” 
 
    She walked down the hallway, her heels clicking. I made sure my heels were clicking as I followed her. 
 
    I knew her bedroom was the last one on the left. She turned to the right halfway down the hall. 
 
    “This is your room.” 
 
    “My room?” 
 
    “Yes. We’ll keep your things in here. All your delicate fabrics and flimsy nighties and such. When Tanya goes out of town you will spend your nights here. When you are not working. 
 
    I studied the room. It was small, with a narrow bed. The nightstand was white and the shade on the lamp was pink. I realized it was a girl’s room. 
 
    “It’s like a girl’s room.” 
 
    “It is a girl’s room. I had it decorated like this for when my niece visited. Do you like it? Alexandria?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    She turned to me and grabbed my balls. Her small hand squeezed, gently, but with a promise of hard. “Tell me you like your new room, Alexandria.” 
 
    “I…I like it.” 
 
    “Tell me you like the pink frills.” 
 
    “I do. I do.”  
 
    She was squeezing harder and harder and I felt like my testicles were going to pop in her hands. 
 
    “Excellent.” She let go. “Girls love pink, and I’m glad to hear that you are such a girly girl.” 
 
    She walked to the bed and indicated clothes that were laid out. “Let’s put these on you.” 
 
    I stared at the ensemble. Panties. A big puffy thing that looked like a skirt. A tight bodice, and a blouse. And…a corset? WTF 
 
    “What…what is that?” 
 
    “Best to just get dressed and see for yourself.” She handed me the panties. 
 
    I stepped out of my heels and into the panties. I pulled them up my legs. Fuck! They were crotchless and my dick stood out, made even bigger looking for being emphasized by the underwear. 
 
    “Oh, you shave your legs. How girly. Funny I never noticed.” 
 
    I had been red and embarrassed this whole time, but it was starting to go away. Her words turned me red all over again. 
 
    “Oh, how cute. She blushes.” She handed me the corset. 
 
    She watched as I struggled to pull it up, the humor showing on her face. It was like a big joke to her. The end of my life and she thought it was funny. 
 
    “Let me help you,” she finally said. She loosened drawstrings up the back of the thing and helped me pull it up. 
 
    “My, you’re a fat, little girl. We’re going to have to feed you salads and yogurt.” 
 
    I was about to object, but she pulled the drawstrings and I gasped. 
 
    “Don’t!” 
 
    She put her knee in the middle of my back and pulled again. I felt like my belly had been condensed and all my organs shoved up into my chest. 
 
    “I…can’t…breath!” 
 
    “Take shallow breaths. You’ll get used to it.” 
 
    Like fuck I would! 
 
    “Now, this is called a tulle petticoat.” 
 
    I stepped into the poofy skirt. It spread out and my dick was hidden in the folds of the thing. 
 
    And, God, it felt good. All that material just rubbing away at my penis. I wasn’t going to go soft while wearing this thing! 
 
    She handed me the blouse. I pulled it on and buttoned it, and it took me a second to figure out that the buttons and holes were reversed from a man’s shirt. It fit, and the sleeves were puffy. 
 
    “Now this,” she gave me the bodice and helped me tie it in place. I felt like a sausage stuffed into a skin. I wasn’t going to be able to bend over very well. 
 
    “Excellent,” she stood back and inspected me. “We can’t even see your dick, but it must be feeling pretty good.” She stepped forward and fumbled under my dress. She found my dick and I groaned and my knees buckled. 
 
    “Uh oh. Remember, no cumming. If you get close then just stop and lift your dress. You can squeeze your penis hard if you need to.” 
 
    Great. I thought miserably. 
 
    She studied the expression on my face, saw I was going to cum, and gripped hard. Real hard. 
 
    “OW! 
 
    She laughed. “Big crybaby. Now, come on. Let’s do something about your hands.” 
 
    She pulled me along, keeping a tight grip, and led me to her bedroom. 
 
    I stared at the big, bed. It was so much bigger and comfier looking than my little bed. 
 
    She sat me down at the make up table and pulled up a chair next to me. 
 
    “Okay, girlfriend. Spread your hands out.” 
 
    I did so, and she began filing and sanding them. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Giving you some killer nails.” 
 
    I tried to pull my hand back, but she wouldn’t let me. 
 
    “None of that. Take it like a girl!” 
 
    “But my wife! I can’t have long fingernails!” I wailed. 
 
    “Then you’d better be the most excellent maid I have ever had. If you do a good job I’ll take your nails off before she gets home. If you don’t…” she shrugged. 
 
    She had some pre-painted nails, I thought they were sort of tacky, but she pressed them to my nails. My fingers were suddenly a quarter inch longer, made my hands look slender and, dare I say it?…sexy. 
 
    She finished both hands. 
 
    “Next time your wife leaves we’ll do your toes. You’ll love that.” 
 
    “I really can’t do this. You have to…” 
 
    “Shhh. Hold still. I don’t want to mess your make up.” 
 
    “Make up?” 
 
    “Every maid has to be immaculately made up. You want to make a good impression on visitors, don’t you?” 
 
    “Visitors?” My voice squeaked. 
 
    She giggled. “Just kidding.” Then she looked at me seriously, but with a curled lip, “I think.” 
 
    She cleaned my face and moisturized it. She applied creams and powders, she spent a long time putting eye shadow on me. I watched in the mirror and was astounded by how my face was changing. I had looked like a man with a dress before, but I was definitely looking more feminine. 
 
    “All right. You make a beautiful woman, Alexandria.” Her face was focused as she put lipstick on me. “I’d love to use stain, or tint, even, but…” she shrugged. “Now, stand up.” 
 
    I did. and I was astounded. In place of the clunky man was a halfway good looking girl. 
 
    Oh, yeah, I still had certain cheek angles that were masculine, and my eyebrows needed to be plucked, but…but I was passable. I could probably even go into a store and pass for a woman. A manly woman. But that was something I didn’t want to even think about. 
 
    “Oh, yes, one more thing.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She took out a pair of nylons and grinned. 
 
    I sat on the bed and she rolled them up my legs, and I have never felt anything so cool in my life. I suddenly understood why women liked to wear them, and I felt sorry for all the men in the world. 
 
    She attached them to the straps hanging from the corset, and there I stood. 
 
    Legs and tits. A bit of flesh showing under the puffy dress and my nylons. My tits looking positively enormous over the corset. 
 
    “Come along,” and she grabbed my cock and led me back through the house. We entered the kitchen, our heels clicking loudly. 
 
    “This is the cleaning closet. There is a list of things to be done. It is usually for a week, but I want you to do items one through eight tonight, and I want you to cut my lawn. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Lawn? You don’t know what a lawn is?” 
 
    “I know, but it’s the middle of the night.” 
 
    “But it’ll almost be light by the time you finish your duties, and you’ll have just enough time to mow the lawn before the glorious sunlight reveals your inner self.” 
 
    She was laughing. 
 
    “And one, last thing?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “First, get that grumpy look off your face. Second, when you are finished with the lawn I want you to crawl under my sheets, from the bottom of the bed. You will wake me up by licking my pussy until I cum. 
 
    “What? No! I can’t do that!” 
 
    “Why not?” She was amused. 
 
    “I’m married! I can’t have sex with another woman!” 
 
    “Oh, Alexandria, you sweet thing. How nice of you to stay true to your vows. But, listen, eating me out is not you having sex. I’m having sex. You’re just performing your maid duties.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Was jacking off at the same time as your Mystery Mistress having sex?” 
 
    “Well, no…” I was trapped by my own arguments. 
 
    “Then eating me to a frothy squirt is not having sex. You just have to make sure you don’t cum. Right?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    She reached under my poofy skirt and grabbed my balls, she squeezed hard and gritted her teeth and growled, “Right?” 
 
    “Yes! Yes!” I gasped. “Please…let go!” 
 
    She gave a final squeeze, smiled, then let go. “Now, you’d better get crackin’, dawn’s a’comin’. 
 
    I looked at the list. Vacuum. Okay. I got out the Hoover and started sucking her rugs. Fortunately, the house was mostly hardwood floors, just a few area rugs. I finished in five minutes. 
 
    “Alexandria?” 
 
    I looked down the hallway. She was standing in the doorway of her room, toothbrush in one hand. No clothes on. Her beautiful breasts were breath taking. A natural wonder. I gulped loudly. 
 
    “Do your work quietly now. I’m going to sleep.” 
 
    I nodded and she moved back into her bedroom. A couple of minutes later the light was out. Ten minutes later I could hear soft snores. 
 
    Second item on the list. Wash windows inside. 
 
    I grabbed windex and paper towels and went to work. 
 
    Item after item. Polish woodwork. Dust. Mop kitchen floor. 
 
    Some of the items took a minute, some of them took a half hour, but I hurried. I could already see a false dawn in the sky. 
 
    Finally I finished the last item, and I headed for the garage. 
 
    Sandy used a push mower, which was good. I didn’t want to start up a power mower and draw people out. 
 
    I began running, as fast as I could, it was getting light out. Any minute somebody was going to get up, look out the kitchen window, see me. 
 
    Huh, They might not recognize me. But then again, they might. 
 
    I finished the lawn, put the mower away, and walked back into the house, and the thing that had been on my mind the whole morning, ever since I started doing chores, was staring me in the face. 
 
    I had to eat her pussy. 
 
    A vagina other than my wife’s. 
 
    On one hand, it was kinky, and my dick was pulsing and dripping at the thought. 
 
    But, was it being untrue? 
 
    Not if I divorced my mind from the action. 
 
    With that in mind I started down the hallway. And stopped. 
 
    I stunk. I had grass clippings all over my legs. I did not think Sandy was going to appreciate that. 
 
    I pondered briefly, then went into my room. 
 
    My room. A little girl’s room. Fuck. 
 
    I stripped everything off and went into the tiny bathroom. I showered quickly, soaped, rinsed, and suddenly realized that she had perfumed soap. 
 
    I smelled…girly! 
 
    Well, no help for it, I dried off and padded down the hallway to her room. 
 
    Soft light came through the thin shades. She was absolutely stunning. Her hair was spread out, her face was peaceful…totally gorgeous. 
 
    My heart actually pounded a little more. 
 
    My hard on, of course, pounded a lot more. 
 
    Sighing, I lifted the sheet at the bottom of the bed and slithered under. I crawled under the smooth fabric, my dick hard and uncomfortable. 
 
    I felt her legs, and I felt her pleased gasp as she awoke. She sighed, and I reached her vagina. 
 
    Oh. My. God. 
 
    I had only fucked my wife for years. I hadn’t had strange pussy since college, and college kids are dull and unobserving. They don’t appreciate the finer things in life. They take pussy for granted, and don’t realize how precious it is. 
 
    This was a precious pussy. A marvelous slit. A glorious vagina. It was woman’s sacred cave, and there was nothing I wanted more than to crawl all the way up and slide my cock into it. 
 
    So much for divorcing my mind from the action. 
 
    I licked and lapped, my head bent back uncomfortably. I could hear her moan, and she tilted her hips up so I could pleasure her more easily. 
 
    I used my tongue, feeling the slick moistness. I placed my lips around her clitoris. 
 
    For long minutes I sucked and slurped, and I lost all track of time. This was heaven. 
 
    I heard her voice through the covers. “Use your fingers.” 
 
    I fingerbanged her, inserting first my index finger, then my index and middle fingers. 
 
    She groaned loudly now, and arched her back. 
 
    “Push them in hard. Be rough.” 
 
    Your wish is my command, baby. I got up on my knees for a better position and more leverage, and I began fucking her with three fingers. I drove my fingers in, hard, felt my knuckles hitting the rim of her hole. I pulled them out. I pushed them in and held them in. I crooked them, rubbing the inside of her pussy. 
 
    “Oh…Oh…yes…” 
 
    She was close to orgasm. I redoubled my efforts. My arm became sore, the muscles threatening to lock up, and suddenly she howled. 
 
    “OHHHHHH!” 
 
    Her hips jerked and spasmed. It was like a series of hard bumps in the road, her body twitching, and twitching, and twitching. Then it was over. 
 
    She relaxed, and I crawled backwards and got out of the bed. I turned and headed for the door. 
 
    “Wait.” 
 
    I stopped. I turned. My prick was like a pole, red and dripping. It throbbed, bouncing with every pulse of blood through it. 
 
    “Where do you think you’re going?” 
 
    “I need to go home. I need to get some sleep.” 
 
    “Ha,” she laughed. She threw back the covers. “I like to cuddle after a cum. Now get in here.” 
 
    “No…but…I…” 
 
    “Now!” 
 
    Defeated, I went back to the bed and slipped under the covers. 
 
    She held me then, her big breasts pressed against me, one hand around my penis, ready to squeeze if I got too excited. 
 
    She kissed me gently on the forehead. She wrapped her body around me, and my dick has never felt so…hungry, in my life. My heart was pounding, I was beyond excited. 
 
    In that moment, if she had asked, I would have put it in her. I would have betrayed my wife. 
 
    But she didn’t ask, she just lay there, happy and satisfied, and pleased with what she was doing to me. 
 
    “When can I go home?” I whispered. 
 
    Her eyes were closed. She sighed, “Tomorrow. In time for your wife. If you please me” 
 
    “But I need to…I need to do things and—“ 
 
    “Hush,” she said softly. Let me rest for a bit, and then you can get up and get breakfast. 
 
    I lay there, almost sobbing for horniness, and realized: this woman wasn’t going to ease up. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART FOUR 
 
      
 
    My name is Alex Trenton. I have have been trapped. First by a Mystery Messenger on the net, now by my kinky neighbor. She is making me dress like a maid, clean her house, and clean her…pussy. But I’m not allowed to cum, and my wife is coming home tomorrow! I don’t know what I’m going to do! 
 
      
 
    Sandy sat at the kitchen table. 
 
    She had given me a new bra and my water filled condom ‘balloons’ pushed the top of my robe out. I wasn’t wearing anything else, but my nails were polished and gleaming, and giving me lots of problems as I fixed her breakfast. I mean, it’s hard to even crack an egg with those long nails poking out the ends of your fingers! 
 
    She had made my face up again. It was softer and more feminine looking, and my lips were so bright red. The only thing redder was probably my whole face. I have never been so humiliated in my life. 
 
    She had given me the robe she had worn last night. It was satiny red with little dragons crawling all over the thing. 
 
    My dick sprouted through the front. 
 
    “You really do know how to please a woman, you know that? Don’t you? Alexandria?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” She had told me to address her as Ma’am or Miss Rickson. 
 
    She was sitting in another robe. A flimsy one I could see right through. I was so damn horny I couldn’t keep my eyes from staring at her breasts. 
 
    She giggled as I almost dropped the eggs off the side of her plate. 
 
    “Now kneel. You may watch me eat.” 
 
    I got to my knees, and it was painful kneeling on the tile floor. I watched her, but not eat. My eyes were focused on her tits. And her full, red lips when she put her fork to her mouth. Back to her tits. A glance at her pussy. 
 
    “Now then,” she mused. “What shall we do this fine day?” 
 
    My knees were hurting and I fidgeted, trying to relieve the pain. 
 
    My penis was issuing a long string of gruel to the floor. 
 
    “Stand up.” 
 
    I did so. 
 
    “Come here and put your penis on the table.” 
 
    Oh, fuck. I stood at the side of the table. I was tall enough so that my dick sprouted out a couple of inches over the table. 
 
    “I said ‘on the table.’ 
 
    I bent my knees. The glass was cool and made my dick jerk. 
 
    She laughed and placed a hand on my dick. 
 
    “Now, what shall we do?” 
 
    “Please, ma’am, I need to sleep. I’ve been awake all night, working, and I’m tired.” 
 
    “Oh, no you’re not. Look at Mr. Happy.” 
 
    My dick was pulsing under her fingers. 
 
    “If he’s not tired then you certainly aren’t.” 
 
    I sighed. 
 
    She picked up the syrup and poured it over my dick. She grabbed my balls and pulled me around the table. She began to lick the syrup off my dick. 
 
    “Mmm. You’re sweet.” 
 
    I groaned, and she took my dick in her mouth. She sucked and sucked, squeezed my balls rhythmically. My knees suddenly buckled and she pushed me away. “Don’t you dare cum. You have to stay true to your wife.” 
 
    I made a sound of frustration deep in my throat. 
 
    “A man should never cum except as your wife dictates. I firmly believe that. Do you think I’m right?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” I didn’t, but I knew when to lie. 
 
    “Good.” She poured a big glob of syrup on the floor. I watched with open mouth, trying to figure out what she was doing. “I hope you did a good job cleaning my house, because this floor is your plate. Now eat your breakfast.” 
 
    Stunned, I stared at her. 
 
    “Or you could just go get my cellphone. I need to send a text. Maybe to your wife. With a few pictures attached. 
 
    “No! No!” I yelped, getting down on my hands and knees. I licked the floor at her feet. 
 
    “Now then,” she mused, ruffling my hair as if I was a dog, “What shall we do today.” 
 
      
 
    A short while later she linked her arm in mine. I could feel her boobs pressing against my arm, so warm and full. “Let’s go to your house.” 
 
    “What…wait!” 
 
    She was walking me toward the front door. 
 
    “Why?” she opened the front door. 
 
    I balked. “It’s daylight! Somebody will see me?” 
 
    “And you don’t want to be seen? But you’re so beautiful! The whole world should see your beauty. 
 
    Yet I was frozen in place and she couldn’t budge me. 
 
    She sighed and turned to me. “Listen, Alexandria, walk like you’re my wife and we’ve just had coffee. Tanya and I go back and forth frequently. 
 
    I knew that was true. But her robe was so thin. And…and… 
 
    “Or I can just go get my cell.” 
 
    “Why do I have to? Why can’t we stay here?” 
 
    “Because you’ve already cleaned my house, and Tanya deserves to come home to a clean house. Right?” 
 
    I nodded. The door was open and I could see out. The neighbors across the street, his car as gone, and I never saw her before 11. Maybe…maybe… 
 
    “Can’t I put on some clothes?” 
 
    “Now where’s the fun in that? Besides, you’ve got such a wonderful set of ta tas,” and she flicked her finger against my fake boobs. 
 
    I felt a shiver of water with my nipple and gave a shiver. 
 
    “Oh…you felt that?” 
 
    She flicked again. Harder. And laughed at the expression on my face. 
 
    “Now, let’s go.” 
 
    She pulled me out of the house and walked me across the front walk to the driveway, and down the driveway to the sidewalk. 
 
    I was wearing heels, and I tried to minimize the sound. I turned my head tot he side, but tried to look through the fall of hair. 
 
    Nobody on the street. 
 
    But I was in the open! completely revealed. 
 
    “Oh, you silly. Let me hear those heels.” 
 
    I didn’t. I kept slushing my walk. 
 
    “Or I’ll make you walk up to the cross street.” 
 
    I almost sobbed, and began walking so my heels would click loudly. 
 
    “Hmmm. You’ve got your robe pulled tightly. Don’t you want to let the world see Mr. Happy?” 
 
    “Please, please,” I croaked. 
 
    She chuckled. 
 
    We passed the empty lot and reached my house. We walked up to my front door, opened it, and entered. 
 
    I almost fell to the floor with relief. She let go of my arm and said. “Okay, sweet cheeks. Grab a broom and a mop. I want every floor cleaned, every surface dusted and polished and then we’ll see what’s left.” 
 
    “Please…do I have to?” 
 
    She just laughed, “I want this house cleaner that a virgin’s pussy. She turned around and walked down the hall. Click. Click. Click. 
 
    “Wait…where are you going?” 
 
    “I want to see this conversation with this so called Mystery Mistress.” 
 
    She disappeared into the computer room and I just stood there for a long moment, my shoulders slumped and my mindtrying to figure out what had happened. Yesterday I had been a porn surfer with a good job. Today I was a full blown pervert who cleaned houses for free. 
 
    Finally, I turned and went to the cleaning closet. 
 
    For an hour I vacuumed, swept floors and mopped them, and began dusting. 
 
    “Alexandria!” 
 
    I put my duster down, and walked towards the computer room. I let my heels click loudly. 
 
    “I was able to pull up the messages…” how the hell had she done that? I hadn’t been able to! “…and what is this butt plug thing?” 
 
    “What?” I turned red all over. I began actually trembling. 
 
    “But plug. Don’t make me spell it. Your Mystery Mistress told you to put in a butt plug, and you, kinky, little devil, did so. Now where is it?” 
 
    I stood and wished I could hide away forever. I mumbled. “When I went into your house last night, I stopped for a second and pulled it out.” 
 
    “Obviously you don’t have it in yo. Whee is it?” 
 
    “I threw it into the empty lot.” 
 
    She stared a me and frowned. “So a woman gave you an order and you deliberately disobeyed it.” 
 
    “But…I couldn’t let you…I didn’t want…I—“ 
 
    “Shut.” She held up a finger and I closed my mouth. 
 
    “Go get that plug. Right now. I want it cleaned and placed in my hand with two minutes. Or else!”  
 
    “Please. Not when it’s light—“ 
 
    “If you don’t get that plug right now I will have to use something else. I will use a Coke bottle. And I will make you stand on your head and gargle with your asshole. Now…MOVE!” 
 
    The tone of her voice, the level look in her eyes warned me that she wasn’t fooling. There was no chuckle in her voice at all. 
 
    I ran to the front door, pulling my robe in front of me. bent a little and tried to conceal my cock. I went out the front door and turned to the left. 
 
    There was nobody on the street and I quickly walked to the empty lot. 
 
    I tried to figure out the direction I had thrown it, and how hard I had thrown it. It being pink and bright against the dirt, I had no trouble finding it. I ran to it, picked it up, and scurried back across the lot. 
 
    I cut to the corner of my property, rounded the hedges and froze. 
 
    Mrs. Jansen was coming up the sidewalk. She was walking her little white poodle. Precious. The dog’s name, that is. It was Precious. 
 
    We were only forty feet apart.  
 
    I couldn’t go back. There was nowhere to hide on the empty lot. All I could do was go forward, and hope she was too near sighted to recognize me. The front door was only twenty feet away. 
 
    I moved forward just as she looked at me. 
 
    “Hello Tanya.” 
 
    I leaned my head forward and tried to hide my face in my hair. 
 
    “Wait a—is that you Alex?” 
 
    I waved a hand and grabbed the door knob. It didn’t turn. 
 
    Oh my fucking God! Sandy had locked it. 
 
    I heard the sound of Mrs. Jansen’s slippers slushing up the walk. 
 
    “Alex?” 
 
    I stood, huddled in on myself. Terrified. No where to go. No way out of this mess. 
 
    She touched my arm and I turned. 
 
    She stood, a small lady with an open mouth and big eyes. 
 
    “Hi, Mrs. Jansen. I’m going to a costume party. I’m…I’m trying on a costume. 
 
    She looked at my fingernails. She looked directly at my big tits. She reached a hand forward as if to touch my face and studied the make up job. Then she saw what was in my hand. 
 
    I looked down at the pink plug. I wrapped it tighter in my hand, tried to enclose it from her view. Then she smiled. Wide. 
 
    And I started worrying about my dick! I twas throbbing so hard I was afraid it was going to pop out of my robe and start spurting. Spurting all over her! 
 
    “Sure you are.” 
 
    Click! The door latch behind me. 
 
    I turned, and would have darted into the house, except Sandy blocked the door. 
 
    “Hi, Mrs. Jansen. How are you today?” 
 
    Mrs. Jansen stopped smiling and her face turned shrewish. “So that’s how it is.” 
 
    “Please, please,” I begged. “Don’t tell my wife.” 
 
    She studied me, her eyes now full of scorn. “I don’t interfere with my neighbor’s lives. But I suggest you turn to the Lord Jesus and pray for your salvation. I certainly will pray for you. 
 
    She turned and pulled Precious away. If the leash had been a choke chain her little doggies head would have come full off. 
 
    Sandy opened the door and let me in. 
 
    “She saw me,” I gasped. I was having trouble breathing. 
 
    “She won’t say a word.” 
 
    “But she saw me!” 
 
    “But she won’t tell your wife, so your dirty, little secret is still safe. Now give me that plug.” 
 
    I handed it to her. 
 
    There were just a few specks of dirt on it, and she walked into the kitchen and ran hot water over it, then she soaped it up, rinsed, and repeated. 
 
    I sat down at the kitchen table, put my head in my hands. “What will I do…oh, my God…what will I do.” 
 
    “You’ll come with me, is what you’ll do.” 
 
    She strode past me. Miserably, I followed her. She turned into the computer room. 
 
    “I wondered what this lube was doing out here,” she picked up the lube, put down the butt plug and turned to me. “Bend over.” 
 
    “No…I can’t!” 
 
    “Bend the fuck over or I will kick your ass and then send your wife all the pictures, and more…” she indicated the computer screen. Unbeknownst to me, she had been taking more pictures. She had a few pictures of me cleaning her house, but she had a LOT of pictures of me cleaning my house. They were spread out across the computer screen. 
 
    Me with tits. Me with make up. Me with red lips. Me brushing my long wig hair out of my eyes. Me adjusting my boobs in my bra. Me in a long dragon robe. Me in a posture which opened the front of my robe and let my dick pop out. 
 
    Me, me, me. 
 
    I stared. 
 
    “These pictures are all in the cloud now. And I have hidden a file in your computer so you can look at them yourself, maybe stroke yourself off when you enjoy your memories. But I haven’t sent them to Tanya…yet. Now…” she growled, “bend over. 
 
    I bent over and put my hands on my desk. Large tears splattered on the floor. 
 
    She used two fingers to slather lube onto me, then she rimmed out my asshole, taking her time, putting lots and lots of lube in me. 
 
    She took her fingers out of my asshole and lubed up the butt plug. 
 
    She placed one hand on my back and put the plug to my rectum. 
 
    She was gentle, but I still jerked when I felt the tip touch my asshole. Then, smoothly, slickly, she inserted the thing. 
 
    Once again I forgot to breath. Once again my eyes opened. Once again pleasure exploded rom my asshole. My legs grew weak and began to shake. My penis actually spurted a large glob of pre-cum. 
 
    “There. Stand up and turn around.” 
 
    Slow, I did so. 
 
    She looked at me. She studied my face, and then she began to smile. “God, it really turns you on, doesn’t it?” 
 
    I…I…” I stuttered. 
 
    She laughed. “Dressed like a woman, and now you have your little pussy stuffed. Look at how your penis is dripping.” 
 
    “At that I shook and my eyes started to roll back. My pelvis began to twitch and jerk. My penis bobbed ferociously and I felt the first pulses start up. 
 
    “I’m going to c—“ 
 
    “No, you’re not.” 
 
    She grabbed my penis and squeezed it, hard. 
 
    I tried to push her hands away, but she had a death grip on me. My hips jerked back and forth, out of control. My whole body spasmed and spasmed, but the semen couldn’t get out, and I couldn’t have orgasm. 
 
    She slapped my face. “Don’t you dare!” 
 
    She slapped me again, and again. 
 
    I tried to move, but the spasms had me. 
 
    “Don’t you even think of cheating on your wife!” 
 
    Slap, slap. 
 
    And then it was over. I couldn’t cum. I collapsed and would have fallen, except that Sandy held me up by the prick. 
 
    I was crying, big tears falling all over her hand. I stared downwards. Only a lone drop of cum had seeped out. It was on her fist. 
 
    She looked down to where I was looking, saw the drop, and let go of my hand. She lifted her hand then, and I think she was going to lick it off her hand, then she stopped. 
 
    She looked at me. 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    She held her fist out to me. “Clean it.” 
 
    My mouth was opening and closing frantically. I tried to look away, but couldn’t. 
 
    Her fist was right in front of my mouth. Close. Closer. 
 
    I stared at her. Her eyes were no nonsense. She meant this. 
 
    Then I licked the drop off her hand. It was salty, bland in a way. I felt my dick throbbing and throbbing. I tried to will it to go down, I knew it had to be bruised from being grabbed so hard. 
 
    “Come on, you can do better than that. Give my hand a good cleaning.” 
 
    I sucked the spot where the drop of cum was. I licked it, and traces of my lipstick appeared on her flesh. 
 
    She lowered her hand. “Come with me.” 
 
    She walked back into the kitchen. She turned a chair out and sat in it. “Lay down across my lap.” 
 
    “Wait…I—“ 
 
    She grabbed my dick and pulled it. She pulled me over her lap, then trapped my penis between her thighs. 
 
    “Wait…what—“ 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    OW! 
 
    Her flat hand hit my cheek and…it hurt! And the butt plug jiggled inside me…and that…FELT GOOD! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    OW! 
 
    I tried to put my hands up to protect myself, but she pushed my hands aside and spanked me again. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    OW! 
 
    “This is for lying to me.”  
 
    SMACK! The pain assaulted me. 
 
    OW! And turned to pleasure around the butt plug. 
 
    “This for making a mess on my hand! 
 
    SMACK! Pain. 
 
    OW! Pleasure. 
 
    “This is because you tried to cheat on your wife! 
 
    SMACK! Pain. 
 
    OW! Pleasure. 
 
    SMACK! Pain. 
 
    OW! Pleasure. 
 
    SMACK! Pain. 
 
    OW! Pleasure. 
 
    Finally, she let me up. 
 
    My cock was harder than ever. It was bright red, and it was spewing pre-cum. It was almost like cuming, but no pleasure, just a mess. And I knew I was going to end up licking my own floor again. 
 
    She glared at me. “Stop crying. You’re messing up your make up.” 
 
    I glanced at my reflection in the kitchen window. Sure enough, I had black streaks down my cheeks. 
 
    I sniffled and looked back to Sandy. 
 
    She was now smiling. Wicked bitch! Laughing and making fun of me, then spanking my ass, now smiling again. 
 
    “You may continue cleaning the house. And lick this floor clean first.” 
 
    She stood up and walked away, towards the computer room. I stared at her ass. Even after she had spanked me, I found her ass one of the sexiest I had ever seen. 
 
    I sighed, and looked down at the floor. 
 
    My tears and pre-cum were all over it. Slowly, I got down and started licking. 
 
      
 
    An hour later, I was washing windows, inside only, thank God, and she called me. “Lunchtime!” 
 
    I walked into the kitchen. My heels clicking, but not with much enthusiasm. I had just pulled an all nighter, I was exhausted, I was tired. 
 
    She sat at the kitchen table. 
 
    “I feel like a BLT. Lots of bacon and mayo.” 
 
    Wearily, I went to the frig and got out the makings. I took out four slices of bread and— 
 
    “What do you think you’re doing?” 
 
    I was confused. “Making a couple of sandwiches.” 
 
    “I only want one.” 
 
    I started to object, to say that one was for me, but I got it. I hadn’t had breakfast, unless you count licking maple syrup off the floor breakfast, and now I wasn’t going to get lunch. 
 
    I turned back to the counter and put two slices of bread away. 
 
    I toasted bread, cooked bacon, sliced tomatoes and lettuce, and placed the sandwich in front of her. 
 
    “A glass of wine wold be nice,” she commented. 
 
    Quickly, I poured a glass and placed it in front of her. 
 
    She turned her chair outwards. 
 
    “Now then, there is only one other thing I can think of that would make this the most perfect lunch.” 
 
    She spread her legs. 
 
    I stared at her hole. Pink, moist, open and ready. 
 
    Almost sobbing, I went to my knees. I put my head between her legs and began eating. 
 
    “Oh…yeah,” she groaned. I could feel crumbs falling on my back. 
 
    “You know,” she said breathily, “I always wondered what it would be like to make love to a woman. Now I sort of know. It’s glorious. Knowing that your fully made up face, with that glorious, red lipstick is doing this to me…giving me so much pleasure…” She moaned and spread her legs wider. 
 
    “Use your fingers. Like you did this morning.” 
 
    Dutifully, I placed two finger in her cunt and began moving them in and out. 
 
    “Oh, God!” She was done with her sandwich, and probably her wine. Her hips were bucking in the chair. I cold feel her tits pressed against my back. 
 
    I thrust my fingers harder, knowing she licked it hard. Her juices were flowing, my face was a mess. She was close, close, and then she began to spasm. I felt her cunt first, the closing and opening of muscles rapidly. Her breath stopped and I could feel her back arching. She pressed her pussy into my face and pushed my face down. 
 
    “AHHHH!” she almost screamed. Then the series of aftershocks. “UH…UH…UH! 
 
    And, finally, she stopped. 
 
    She just stayed there, bent over, her tits on my back, for a long moment. She recovered her breath, then she laughed, and pushed me away. 
 
    I was exhausted, and I fell all the way over on my ass, and jerked hard as the but plug was jammed harder into me. 
 
    “Heysoos Xristo! I have never cum so hard in my life!” 
 
    I sat on the floor, gingerly, trying not to put weight on the plug in my ass. 
 
    She said, “Get me some syrup. You deserve a reward.” 
 
    I found the syrup and handed it to her. She opened it and, with a sly grin, began pouring it directly onto her pussy. 
 
    “Lunch time, lover.” 
 
    I got on all fours. Slowly, I was so tired I could hardly move, and began to lick. And lick and lick. It was sweet. And it was pure sugar, so I felt a modicum of energy come back into me. 
 
    She stopped pouring, let me finish cleaning her, then pushed me back. 
 
    I didn’t fall this time, but squatted. She started laughing. 
 
    “Oh, you are a mess! Go look in a mirror!” 
 
    I stood up and walked, and had enough energy to make my heels click. I looked in the hall mirror. 
 
    My mascara was all over my cheeks. My lipstick was all over my lips and chin. And there was the smell and glisten of pussy juice over my whole face. 
 
    Yes, I was a mess, and my cock surged once again. 
 
    God! How long could I sustain this hard on? 
 
    Sandy sauntered up behind me. She hugged me from the rear. I could feel her big breasts pressing on me. I could feel her hair on me as she looked over my shoulder. Her hand reached around and gripped my cock and stroked it ever so slightly. 
 
    “How you doing?” 
 
    “I’m…I’m okay.” 
 
    “You don’t look okay. You look like shit.” 
 
    “I’m tired.” 
 
    “Ha! We got another night to go. By tomorrow you[‘ll know what tired is.” 
 
    “Oh…” I couldn’t think of anything else to say. The truth was I was moving slower and slower. The truth was, I was worried about collapsing. All nighter, no food to speak of, working constantly. The emotions I was going through. Would I even be alive when my wife got home? 
 
    “Well, come along,” she pulled me by the dick and walked me down the hall. “I’m sure Tanya won’t mind if we use some of her make up to repair your face.” 
 
    I sat in the chair in front of the table. My eyes were bloodshot, saggy, and I watched as she cold creamed me, cleaned all the goop off my face. Then, my mind going slower and slower, she made me up again. Foundation, blush, eye shadow, lipstick. She brushed the hair of my wig out a little. She had me stand up and she straightened my robe. My cock stuck out. It was still hard, but I could the end coming. Pretty soon I wouldn’t be able to have a hard on. I was tired! 
 
    “Okay, let’s finish off the house. 
 
    She stayed with me, watching me, and she was amused.  
 
    “Missed a spot.” She pointed at a table where I had, sure enough, missed a spot. 
 
    Wearily, I sprayed the Lemon Pledge and wiped. 
 
    “”Don’t stop.” 
 
    I was raking in the back yard, and found myself half asleep, leaning on my rake. 
 
    I jerked into motion. I made a pile, picked it up, and took the leaves to the side of the house. I was moving like a zombie now. A slow zombie,  from the ‘Night of the Living Dead,’ not a fast zombie, like ‘World War Z.’ 
 
    “I’m a zombie,” I muttered. 
 
    “They’re coming to get you, Barbara,” Sandy laughed, drawing the ‘Barbara out like in the movie.’ 
 
    “The cabinets aren’t clean enough. Do them again.” 
 
    I washed the kitchen cabinets again. Moving slower and slower. My dick actually drooping a little. 
 
    All the while Sandy kept moving me, laughing at my slow speed, making fun of me. 
 
    Finally, it was dinner time. I hadn’t had anything to eat since some greasy chicken the day before. I was starving, but too tired to feel it. 
 
    “Okay, you want to get out of fixing dinner?” 
 
    “Uh…why? Oh…yeah.” Even my voice was slow. 
 
    “Then pour us a couple of drinks. Make yours strong. Wine for me.” 
 
    She cooked up a steak then. The aroma filled the kitchen and I was drooling, literally drooling. 
 
    “Drink. finish that drink quickly.” 
 
    I didn’t want to drink. I wanted to eat. To sleep. But I drank. 
 
    And got really drunk really fast. 
 
    She placed the steak in front of me, cut off a little piece for herself, and sat next to me. 
 
    I was reeling in my chair. 
 
    She steadied me and helped me cut a little piece of steak off. She lifted my hand, which was shaking uncontrollably, to my mouth. 
 
    I chewed, and it was good, but I was drunk, and tired, and the deliciosity was wasted on me. 
 
    Another bite. Another. 
 
    Another drink. She fixed it, and it was really strong. 
 
    Another bite, and I wondered, way back in the backyard of my mind: what torture is this? 
 
    I was halfway done with the steak, had quaffed two large bourbons, and I finally collapsed. 
 
    I felt myself reeling, and then falling, and the floor slowly came up at me. Oh, she’s holding me up, letting me down gently. how nice. 
 
    Snore. 
 
      
 
    I awoke with a jerk. I was no longer tired. I looked at the clock. 
 
    Twelve o’clock! I had slept from dinner the previous night…12 hours, plus 7, to…19 hours! 
 
    Holy mother of Heysoos fetching water from a dry well! 
 
    I leaped out of bed, and staggered. I had slept so long that I had slept the liquor right out of me. But I had slept so long I had trouble controlling my body. 
 
    Bang! Clatter. Oh, no! Tanya! She was home! HEr closing the front door must have woken me up! 
 
    I jumped out of bed, totally panicked.
“Honey! I’m home!” 
 
    I could hear her heels click, click, clicking down the hallway. 
 
    I tried to run to the bathroom, I had to get the make up off my face, i had to—I tripped and fell, right on my face, and Tanya walked into the room. 
 
    “Hi, honey,” her feet were right in front of my face. I looked up slowly. Terrified. She was going to see all my make up and— 
 
    “What are you doing down there?” 
 
    But she looked right at me, and didn’t freak. She…what? 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “Oh, I was going to exercise, but tripped.” 
 
    “You’re exercising naked now?” 
 
    I looked down at my body Yup. I was naked. My dick, refreshed by 19 hours of sleep, started to remember that it was horny. It started to rise. 
 
    “Uh, well…” 
 
    She patted my cheek. Kissed me on the lips. “Let me unpack. Okay?” 
 
    I stood up as she put her suitcase on the bed and opened it. I went into the bathroom. My face was clean. No trace of make up. I looked at my hands. No nails.I was a man again! 
 
    “So how’d it go while I was away? Anything interesting happen? 
 
    “Oh, no,” I managed to say. “Same old same old. 
 
    She turned around and looked down. “Well, some things haven’t changed. I guess you really are glad to see me.” 
 
    She stepped forward, grabbed my throbbing cock with one hand. She kissed me, a real kiss. One of those soul searchers that just exploded the mouth in pure pleasure. 
 
    She stepped back and smiled, then frowned. “Unfortunately, I’ve got some bad news.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’ve got a yeast infection. No sex for a while.” 
 
    My heart dropped, and my cock throbbed even harder. Being denied was making me hornier and hornier. I couldn’t deny that. 
 
    “Well, uh…couldn’t we give me a blow job or something?” 
 
    “Honey!” She laughed. You cuming without me? Next thing I know you’ll be jacking off, like a dirty, little boy. 
 
    “But, it’s been so long, we didn’t do it before you left, and it’s been a week, and…” 
 
    She closed my mouth with another kiss, a bigger one, and my dick pulsed even harder. 
 
    She said, “You’ll just have to wait, lover. Besides, masturbating is like cheating. There’s only one place I want your sperm to end up, and I think you know what I mean.” 
 
    “Oh,” and in my mind: Oh God! No! I need it! I need it! 
 
    Then she looked thoughtful. “I sure wish you could eat me out, though.” Then she looked at me, all bright and cheerful, “Wouldn’t you like to eat me out? Suck my pussy?” 
 
    “Honey,”  I begged. “If we can’t do it…please don’t tease me.” 
 
    Again, she kissed me. A hot and horny kiss, and she stroked my cock. 
 
    Then: “No, I think I will. Teasing is fun. And I think you’d enjoy a little teasing. 
 
    And she kissed me again. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART FIVE 
 
      
 
    My name is Alex Trenton. I didn’t want any of this to happen! First a ‘Mystery Messenger’ appeared on my computer. Somehow she made me put on my wife’s clothes. Then I was caught by my neighbor. Now my wife is home, and I’m so afraid she’s going to find out. I love my wife! I don’t want any more feminization! But I can’t stop it! My wife just arrived home, and I’m so afraid I’ll be found out! 
 
      
 
    “Work was fun, but the travel is a little boring. Sitting in airports.” Tanya, my wife, was sitting on the patio, a wine spritzer in one hand, her long legs looking so sexy, her chest big and delicious. 
 
    “Long as the money is good,” Sandy commiserated. She was my neighbor, and she was sitting on the lounger next to Sandy. Her breasts were even bigger than my wife’s and her body was killer. But she had a mean streak, as I had found out. She was drinking her own wine spritzer. 
 
    I was sitting in the third lounger. I was holding a glass of bourbon and Coke and listening hard and praying to every God that ever ruled a universe that I wouldn’t be found out. 
 
    “The money is good,” my wife agreed, “but what really makes it worth it is that Alex cleaned the whole house while I was gone. I can’t tell you how good it felt to come home to a clean house. 
 
    “Alex! You dog!” Sandy remarked cheerfully. “If I had known you cleaned houses…you can clean mine any time.” 
 
    I smiled, but groaned on the inside. She had just made me dress like a woman and clean her whole house the day before, just before Tanya got home. 
 
    “Sorry, girlfriend. He’s mine. You’re going to have to find your own ultimate lover.” 
 
    “Ha. Fat chance. The last guy I went out with…he wanted me to dress him in a maid outfit and spank him and make him clean my house.” 
 
    “Wow. What a weirdo,” my wife said. “Thank God Alex isn’t that weird.” 
 
    “No kidding. Could you imagine him in a dress?” 
 
    They both laughed then, and so did I. But my laugh was fake and my face was red and I wanted to drop dead right into a hole in the ground and be covered up. 
 
    “So when’s your next trip?” 
 
    “Next week. I leave for ten days.” 
 
    “Ten days? Wow. They are really working you. You’d better take advantage of poor Alex now.” 
 
    “Well, I would…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Please,”I muttered. 
 
    “Oh, it’s okay, Alex. Sandy is besty.” She turned to Sandy. “I’ve got a yeast infection.” 
 
    “Oh, no!” Sandy leaned forward and looked at me. Concern was on her face, but it was all fake. She was enjoying my misery. “Poor Alex!” 
 
    “Oh, Alex is a good man. He’ll get through a little dry spell.” 
 
    “Well, I hope he’s not like most men, head for the bathroom and…” she made a stroking motion with one hand and bulged one cheek out with her tongue. 
 
    Tanya laughed. “Alex isn’t like that!” 
 
    “I don’t know. Men…Alex? Are you like that?” 
 
    Dutifully, yet hating myself, I evaded, “Marriage vows are important to me.” 
 
    “That’s right. Masturbation is like cheating. Alex would never do that, right Alex?” Tanya looked at me lovingly. 
 
    “No, ma’am.” 
 
    The ‘ma’am’ slipped out and Sandy started choking. 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    “Just sipped down the wrong throat,” Sandy quipped, recovering. she said, “Well, I’ll keep an eye on Alex, anyway. Clean houses and marriage vows,” she lifted her glass and toasted. Tanya and I lifted our own glasses. Tanya happily, me feeling like the Grim Reaper had just told me to ‘drink up.’ 
 
      
 
    Of the Mystery Mistress there was no sign that week. No messages popping up. I figured she must be a weekend mistress, maybe even had a real job. I wondered if I could do something to block her. But I’m not real computer savvy, so I would just have to learn to ignore the messages. 
 
    And I had to learn to ignore my dripping cock. And that was a tough thing to do. It was hard and dripping all week long, and Tanya seemed to delight in my horny state. She groped me whenever she had a moment, sucked on me till I was purple in the face, and laughed and chuckled and grinned whenever she looked at me. 
 
    I had decided to jack off. 
 
    As soon as Tanya took off on Saturday morning I was going to treat myself to a grand and glorious orgasm. Maybe I’d even try it with the butt plug. 
 
    But that was Saturday morning. Until then all I could do was wait. Heck, if I jacked off in the shower or something I wouldn’t be so peppy in the prick, and Tanya would definitely noticed if I suddenly went droopy. 
 
    Anyway, the week was peaceful. I didn’t see Sandy much, but when I did she winked and made quips and subtle references to my little crossdressing adventures. 
 
    On Wednesday, however, I got a phone call. 
 
    “Alex! Buddy!” 
 
    “Hi, John. What’s the haps? Work burn down yet?” 
 
    We chuckled. He was my boss, and a better boss one never had. He believed that having fun was the best way to make work into…’not work.’ 
 
    “No, but we have a big change coming.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    Upper management has decided, because of the COVID BS, that we should all work at home. 
 
    “At home? Are you kidding me?” 
 
    “No unless you’re a female billy goat.” 
 
    We continued talking, discussing logistics and schedules, and then it was a done deal. I had been officially notified. Starting the very next week I would be doing all my work from home. From my computer. Zowie! 
 
    Tanya was delighted, and Friday night she held a small party. Sandy and a few friends, and we discussed the pros and cons of working at home. 
 
    “For me it’s all pros,” I said. Travel time and lunches are gone, and, I have to tell you, I can do my job in a couple of hours if I want to, and still collect my eight hour salary.” 
 
    Cheers, congrats, and we all laughed and joked and drank the night away. 
 
    And I was so happy, except that I caught Sandy looking at me a couple of times, and the expression on her face showed that she was doing some mighty heavy thinking. I didn’t like that.  
 
      
 
    Saturday morning, and Tanya and I spent a couple of hours just laying in bed. 
 
    Horny as I was, I couldn’t help playing with her breasts. I lay on my side and suckled one and groped the other. She truly had my most favorite breasts in the whole world, and I loved the times when I just loved them. 
 
    “Babe?” 
 
    I looked up at her, but kept nibbling on her tips. 
 
    “You’ve got me too horny.” 
 
    So, you guessed it, and because if one person does it to another it’s not masturbating, I began to tickle her. I flicked her clit, pinched it, made her squeal, then got down to business. I couldn’t eat her or fuck her, that damned yeast infection, but I could diddle her stupid. So I gently inserted a finger and searched for her g-spot. 
 
    Tanya wasn’t like Sandy, she didn’t like rough sex. She liked it long and slow and smooth. So in spite of the fact that it was driving me crazy, I forced myself to go slow, to take my time and excite her through her nipples, and I eventually used two fingers and began worming her hole mercilessly. 
 
    “Oh…yeah,” she murmured, her eyes closed, lost in the pleasure. “You really know how to do me,” and she came. A sudden burst of heat in her groin, her back arched off the bed, and her pussy began giving sudden shakes like she was being electrocuted. 
 
    I squeezed her tit extra hard with one hand, and sucked the nipple until I was afraid it might be painful, and she just groaned and groaned. 
 
    Finally, her body went limp. I gently took my fingers out of her, kissed her nips, and laid back. My dick was like a tall redwood tree made out of iron. It throbbed and pounded and pre-cum was seeping out of it. 
 
    She giggled. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She turned on her side, on an elbow, and grabbed my cock. 
 
    “Ohhh,” I groaned. I had had that one jack off session with the Mystery Mistress, and other than that it had been a couple of weeks, and then that whole cross dressing scene, I hate to admit it, had made me hornier than the devil in a houseful of nuns, and Sandy had worked me to a frothy pitch. It was pretty damned unbearable, and I can’t tell you how much I wanted to squirt my juices. 
 
    “I love doing this.” 
 
    “Oh, well, uh…” 
 
    “I know. It’s torture for you, but isn’t it sweet torture? Don’t you feel sort of alive? Don’t you love the way you feel right now?” 
 
    “I’d love getting off more.” 
 
    “And I want to talk to you about that.” 
 
    She was stroking my cock slightly. She’d do a couple of feathery strokes, make me feel like I was close, then wait a few seconds, stroke again, and she just kept it up. The torment was excruciating, and I have never felt more like throwing a woman on her back and just plunging myself into her. 
 
    But Tanya liked gentle, and I loved my wife, and she had that stupid yeast thing going on. 
 
    “What?” I managed to ask through her ministrations, sweat actually bursting out of my pores. 
 
    She giggled again, then grew serious. 
 
    “Alex, we have never really discussed it much, but we have never really been much into masturbation. I hardly ever do it, and then I feel a little guilty, like I have deprived you of something.” 
 
    “No, babe, you haven’t deprived me! I want you to pleasure yourself if the need gets great.” 
 
    She placed a finger over my lips, “Thank you. I appreciate that, but I know that you are different, and I know that you have, on occasion jacked off.” 
 
    I tried to say something but she kept her finger on my lips, “It’s okay. I understand.  Men are different, but I want to ask you not to masturbate anymore.” 
 
    “Not to…but…” 
 
    “It’s like cheating on me. I mean, I forgive you, and even in the future, if you accidentally have an accident. But I want you to try your best, from here on out, to not have any accidents. I want you to give up satisfying yourself without me around.” 
 
    “Well, I…I’m not sure what to say.” 
 
    It was a big thing for her to ask. Jacking off is more crucial to a man. We need it, and, with this last weekend I really needed. 
 
    “Say you’ll try. That’s all I ask. I mean, I’ll understand if you get drunk and have an accident…” she had a thought, I could see her eyes light up. “I could block porn on your computer.” 
 
    “Hey, I—“ 
 
    But now she was excited. She bounced to a kneeling position and looked down on me. “I could block all porn, and that would help. Oh, I know you don’t spend a lot of time with that stuff, but if you had no temptations?” 
 
    I sat up. The last thing in the world that I wanted was her messing around with my computer. She was a geek, and she might find that folder with the messages from the Mystery Messenger that Sandy had put on it. 
 
    “Honey,” and I actually managed to make my voice a little firm. “I don’t want you to do that.” 
 
    She frowned, her lips twisted in disappointment, and she sighed. “Okay. It was just a thought. But I’ll tell you what…if you jack off I will block your computer.” 
 
    Inside I sighed in relief, and yet, I knew I was going to have to hold my juices in. Well, maybe when she left, maybe then. I would have ten days to recover. Yeah. I could do that. 
 
    She gave my dick a final suck, slapped my balls lightly, giggled, and slid off the bed. “I have to get ready. 
 
    Tanya took a shower, and when she came out, drying herself off, I sat down on a chair in the corner of the room and watched her. I was naked, and my cock was really jerking up and down. 
 
    Her body was one of the most perfect bodies I had ever seen. 
 
    Her waist was thin, her hips were round, but not too big. And her breasts, OMG! 
 
    And I loved watching her make her face up. I literally memorized her pores, the way she brushed on powder, the delicate way she mascaraed her eyes. 
 
    “You’re such a horn dog,” she quipped, enjoying my attentions. 
 
    Then she put on…lip stain. 
 
    Thank God mine had worn off, but watching her wield the applicator reminded me of the panic I had experienced when I had discovered stain is longer lasting than lipstick. Thank God it had worn off before she had come home. I wasn’t going to make that mistake again. 
 
    Then I realized what I had thought, as if there would be another time when I got dressed up as a woman. No thanks. I wouldn’t do that at all. 
 
    She stood up, a gorgeous woman, stunning, and I felt my heart pound. My dick, of course, was out of control.  
 
    She reached down and stroked me. She moved closer, as if she was going to kiss me. Those lips came closer and closer, and just when we were about to touch she pushed me away and laughed. 
 
    “La, la, lover. You’ve got to wait ten whole days. And, remember, no jacking off!” 
 
    She walked out of the room. 
 
    Quickly, I got dressed. I was just in time to lug her bag out to the car. 
 
    We stood by the car, arms around each other. She touched my lips ever so lightly with hers, careful not to mess her make up, then she let go, climbed in the car, and beckoned me closer. I leaned to the window and she whispered. “If you don’t jack off then I will let you fuck me.” 
 
    BOING! 
 
    As if it wasn’t already boinging. 
 
    Then she said the clincher. “In any orifice.” 
 
    My eyes widened. I had been trying to get her to do anal for literally years. And she had just opened the door. 
 
    “You mean…” 
 
    But she backed up, laughing gaily. 
 
    I watched her drive down the street and turn onto the next one. God I loved her. 
 
    Smiling, I turned around and went back into the house. 
 
    Saturday. 
 
    And I was so damned horny I thought I’d pop. 
 
    I turned on the TV and tuned in a college bowl. I loved watching those raw players. Who was going to be great and who was going to disappear after college? 
 
    I watched for a while, then remembered, I needed to check my email. 
 
    And I instantly got nervous. I didn’t want to get a message from the Mystery Mistress. 
 
    But I had to check my email.  
 
    I went into the computer room and powered up. I figured I could check my mail quick, then turn the damned thing off. If I was quick I would be fine. 
 
    I sat down and opened a window and clicked on my mail. 
 
    A lot of spam, took two seconds to pop it in the trash. 
 
    A few things I enjoyed, newsletters, blogs, that sort of thing, but nothing naughty, which actually made me sigh in relief. I took a few minutes and scanned over the material, then moved on to my personal stuff. 
 
    An email form my mom. I typed a short letter to her and sent it. I moved the cursor up to the delete button and… 
 
    DING! 
 
    I stared in horror, and with a big boner.  
 
    I had only been on the computer less than five minutes. Another two seconds and I would have been safe! 
 
    But the Mystery Mistress, MM, would know that I had received the message. And even if I signed off, I would eventually have to see the message and…a feeling of dread in my heart, I clicked on the message. 
 
      
 
    Hi, Lover. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t move. I just stared at the screen. The only thing that moved in the room, unfortunately, was my dick. It kept bouncing in my pants. I could feel heat rushing through my body. I didn’t want to talk to the Mystery Mistress, but there was a part of me that did, that was horny, and wanted it, craved it. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Speak up, big boy. 
 
    I know you’re there. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t move. I wished her to go away. 
 
    DING! 
 
    I think I’ll send a copy 
 
    of our messages to your wife. 
 
    Do you think she’d like to 
 
    read about us? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    What do you want? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I want to play. 
 
    And so do you. 
 
    I know you do. 
 
     
 
    My mind was starting to move now. I wasn’t drunk, I was only scared, but I could think. 
 
    Tanya had just left for the airport. She was probably sitting in the terminal right now. So who would know that she had gone? 
 
    Sandy. 
 
    DING! 
 
    I want you to do something for me. 
 
      
 
    I leaped to my feet. I knocked over my swivel I was moving so fast. I ran through the house and out the front door. I sprinted as fast as I could. I ran to her front door, pushed it open and ran through her house. I turned into her computer room. She wasn’t there. 
 
    “What the fuck are you doing?” 
 
    I turned around. Sandy had been in the kitchen. If I had looked to the right when I entered her house I would have seen her. Washing dishes. She still had a towel in her hand. 
 
    “You…but…I thought…” 
 
    She came towards me, wiping her hands, a look of surprise on her face. 
 
    “What did you think?” 
 
    “You…the Mystery Mistress…I thought…” 
 
    Her eyes widened. “You got another message. 
 
    I nodded. I was gasping for breath, I had run so hard. 
 
    “And you thought I might be sending you the…” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Is she still on your computer?” 
 
    I nodded one last time. 
 
    She tossed the wet towel, just pushed it through the air at me. I pulled if off my face, and she was gone. I knew she was going for my house. 
 
    I ran after her. 
 
    She was almost to my house when I came out of hers. I sprinted, and arrived at the door to my computer room just in time to hear… 
 
    DING! 
 
    I came up behind Sandy and read the messages. 
 
    MM had said: 
 
    I want you to get out that butt plug. 
 
      
 
    Then Sandy had typed: 
 
    My name is Sandy, 
 
    who is this? 
 
      
 
    MM had typed: 
 
    Who is Sandy? 
 
    Where is Alex? 
 
      
 
    Sandy typed in: 
 
    I’m Alex’s neighbor. 
 
    Who are you? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I am the Mystery Mistress. 
 
      
 
    Then there was a pause where Sandy didn’t type, and there were no more messages from the Mystery Messenger. 
 
    I looked at Sandy and she looked at me. 
 
    She typed: 
 
    What do you want Alex to do? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I want him to put in a butt plug. 
 
     
 
    Sandy turned to me, and there was such a look on her face. There was laughter and conniving. “Go get your butt plug.” 
 
    “But I…you’re not going to make me do that!” 
 
    She said, “Look. She’s going to ruin your life if you don’t. She’s got copies of these messages, and I don’t doubt that she’s going to send them. Besides, I would have made you put in the butt plug, anyway. Might just as well get the show on the road.” 
 
    Glumly, I walked out of the computer room. I went to the garage and pulled out my stash of clothes and toys. I took out the butt plug and some lube. I dejectedly went back into the house. 
 
    And my dick, in spite of my gloomy frame of mind, was rock hard and dripping in my pants. 
 
    I passed the computer room, where Sandy was typing up a storm. 
 
    In the bathroom I took down my pants, lubed up, and bent over. Again, when I put the thing in I gasped, and pleasure swarmed through me. My dick throbbed so hard it was actually flicking bits of pre-cum. 
 
    I straightened up and pulled my pants up. I returned to the computer room. Every step I could feel the thing shift inside me, and it was driving me crazy and horny at the same time. 
 
    All I caught on the screen was: 
 
    Talk to you later. 
 
      
 
    Sandy closed the window and turned to me. She had a big smile on her face. 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “Lover boy? You’re about to get ten days of unbelievable bliss.” 
 
    “What? No! That was just last weekend. You can’t keep doing this to me.” 
 
    “I can and will. Now, head on over to my house. We’re going to marvelize you.” 
 
    “Marvelize? Is that a word?” 
 
    “It is now.” 
 
    She stood up and pushed me out of the computer room.  
 
      
 
    “First, take your clothes off, then get some drinks, the usual, and I’m going to get some stuff out.” 
 
    I took my clothes off. My dick was straight out and, yep, it was dripping like a faucet. I went into the kitchen, very aware of my bobbing, dripping cock. “What kind of stuff?” I mixed my drink and poured wine for her. 
 
    “I went shopping this week. You need real clothes, and those water balloon titties just aren’t cutting it. 
 
    I took the drinks out to the living room. There was make up on the dining table, bags on the sofa, and Sandy sitting with no clothes on. 
 
    Man, she was delicious looking, and it hurt. I wasn’t about to cheat on my wife. I didn’t want to have to eat Sandy out. Having to eat her out, plus not getting any relief for at least ten days, unless I managed to sneak a jack off in, which I didn’t think she was going to let me do, was going to be total torture. 
 
    “Okay, lover. Start on the right. First bag.” 
 
    I opened the first bag. Underwear and a box of panty liners. My size. Thin and sexy. I put on the panties and a liner, then  started to put on the bra. 
 
    “Hold it.” 
 
    I looked at her. 
 
    “Look in the second bag. 
 
    I looked in the top and my eyes opened wide. I lifted out a pair of breast forms. Big ones. 
 
    Sandy giggled and stood up. She grabbed a bottle from the table and came to me. She slathered glue on my chest, then she coated the backs of the boobs. She pressed them onto me. She held them, her face was close to mine. I looked into her beautiful eyes, noted that her lips were red, that I could feel her breath. Her chest was rising and falling slowly. This was exciting her. She moved closer and her body touched my dick. I tried to back away but she shook her head. “No. Just stand there and take it like a man.” 
 
    I stood there, my dick bobbing against her flesh, and I knew I was close to cumming. 
 
    “This is long lasting glue. I hope we can get it off after ten days.” 
 
    “Oh, no!” I groaned. 
 
    After five minutes they were solid, and they jiggled just from me breathing. I hate to admit it, but this was exciting me. I started to shiver, and she saw it and grabbed my cock, hard. 
 
    “Nope. Don’t even think about it.” 
 
    She held me while I bucked and tried to squirt. I realized that, if I was true to form from last weekend, that after my attempt to orgasm was quelled I would be extra horny, but the ability to orgasm would recede a bit.  
 
    She let go of my poor prick and helped me put on the bra. 
 
    It actually felt good. 
 
    The clothes I had bought were ill fitting, but these clothes were sized for me. I felt myself so hard and horny and I realized I had ridiculous bulge in my panties. 
 
    “We’ll handle that in the next few days. But right now…third bag.” 
 
    I reached into the third bag and pulled out garters and nylons. New ones. In my size. 
 
    Looking at her, I put on the garter belt. Then I sat down and rolled the nylons on. 
 
    They felt ten times better than the ones I had had on the week previous. My legs felt electric. Smooth. Like they were dicks being stroked. 
 
    “Pretty nice, eh?” 
 
    I nodded, and gulped, but didn’t say anything. 
 
    I went to the fourth bag. A red dress. A beautiful red dress. It shimmered in the light. I slipped it on. 
 
    “No need for a corset, she explained. “But that doesn’t mean we won’t play with one later on. Right now I just want you to feel like a woman. A real woman.” 
 
    Fifth bag, a pair of high heels. In my size. Black, cut outs for the toes, straps that went up the ankles. 
 
    I put them on and stood up. 
 
    “Sixth bag.” 
 
    I pulled out a wig. A long, full one, matched to my hair color. 
 
    “Don’t put it on, yet.” she said. She stood up and led me over to the dining table. She sat me down and began with my hands, putting long nails on me. With long lasting glue. 
 
    And somewhere in there I stopped dreading everything. I was so horny, and I was starting to look so real, and…and I liked it. I liked the feeling of the clothes rubbing on me. I was aware of my hard dick pushing out, and I was embarrassed, and wanted it handled. A good jack off would have done wonders, but I knew she wasn’t going to let me. 
 
    Tanya, the Mystery Mistress and Sandy, none of them wanted me to cum. How could all these women think so much alike? 
 
    After my hands she worked on my face. Made my skin colors blend so well it was hard to tell that I had make up on. Then the eyes, shadowy, mysterious. And, finally, lip…stain. 
 
    “I don’t…that’s too permanent.” 
 
    She just chuckled. “Nah. It’s just long lasting. But would you like permanent? Would you like me to arrange to have your make up tattooed on?” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    She laughed and began putting on my wig. “Maybe some day?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    She was done. She stood up, took my hand, and led me to the hall mirror. 
 
    I couldn’t believe the difference. The clunkiness of last weekend was gone. Now I was color coordinated, the make up was designed for my natural colors, and the hair looked like my real hair. 
 
    And my boobs were even larger. They really stuck out there. 
 
    Sandy stood next to me, her arm linked with mine. We were the same size, and almost looked like sisters. 
 
    “All right,” she said. “Now, come pleasure me.” 
 
    She led me down the hallway to her bedroom. She was still naked, and she laid back on the bed. “Okay, my little, Lesbian lover, I want you to take me to paradise.” She spread her legs. 
 
    I was buzzing. There was a happiness in the pit of my stomach that spreading out through my body. 
 
    “And start with these.” She reached over to her side table and picked up a pair of squeeze bottles with a suction cups on them. 
 
    My mouth opened.  
 
    She put the cups to her nipples and began squeezing the handles. 
 
    I watched in awe as her nipples were sucked deeper into the cups. She squeezed for a long moment, then stopped. Her nipples were big and extended. She worked a catch on one bottle and detached it from the cup. Then the other bottle. 
 
    She was breathing hard and her face was red. “God, this makes me so damned horny. Lick me good, then finger fuck me. 
 
    I got on the bed between her legs. She was moving the cups gently, pulling on her nipples. 
 
    I placed my mouth over her snatch and began licking. I ran my tongue up her slit, slapped the clit with my tongue, which made her moan, and then licked down. Big, long strokes. Shortly she was moaning. 
 
    “Finger me now. All three fingers.” 
 
    I moved to the side of her, her face was flushed and her eyes were focused but glassy. I placed my fingers at her portal and moved them in. 
 
    She was moist, she accepted my fingers without complaint, and began to buck against them immediately. 
 
    I drove them in, swirled them around, opened them a bit and closed them, then pulled them out. 
 
    “Oh, yeah! Do me! Do me good!” 
 
    Unlike Tanya she liked it rough, and shortly I was pushing my hand back and forth, filling her with fingers then pulling them back. Again and again and again. Faster and faster, rougher and rougher. 
 
    “She grabbed my wrist and humped my hand. She was slightly bent and her tits bounced all over the place. 
 
    Now my wrist was sore, my whole arm was sore, but she took over. She fucked herself with my hand, and I watched in awe as she got closer and closer, then her hips started to buck. 
 
    “GAHHHH!” 
 
    It was like she was having an epileptic fit. 
 
    “GAAA!” 
 
    “GAAA!” 
 
    “Yes…yes…oh…yeah. The spasms slowed down. Then her hips bucked a few times, and she relaxed. “Oh, yeah. That was fucking good.” 
 
    I stood there, actually tired from my exertions, my arm muscles aching. 
 
    She smiled and opened her eyes. “We’re going to have to fix your make up.” 
 
    “Can’t I take this stuff off and go home?” Yet, there was a part of me that didn’t want to. A big part. And it felt like it was getting bigger and bigger all the time. 
 
    “Oh, no.” She struggled to a sitting position and patted my cheek. “This is going to be your life for the next ten days. You are going to experience everything that a woman experiences, and more.” 
 
    I stared at her. “But I’m a man.” 
 
    “Man, shman,” she retorted. “Men are vastly over rated. When I’m done with you,” and then she must have thought of the Mystery Messenger, “when we’re done with you, you’re going to want to be a woman forever. Full time. Hormones and periods and everything. Now come along. I want to fix your face.” 
 
    She took my hand and led me from the bedroom. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART Six 
 
      
 
    My name is Alex Trenton, and I am in terrible straits. A mystery Mistress on the internet persuaded me to dress up like a woman. Then my neighbor caught me. Now I’m caught between a rock and hard place, which is the Mystery Mistress and my neighbor. They are trying to see who can feminize me the most, and I don’t know how to escape this terrible situation. The night after my wife left on a business trip, for instance… 
 
      
 
    I had given Sandy a terrific hand job at about noon, and then she dismissed me. 
 
    “Go on home. I’m done with you,” she laughed and waved her hand as if saying  ‘shoo.’ 
 
    “But it’s light outside! Somebody will see me!” 
 
    I wore a red dress. My make up was complete. My breasts were big and my lips were red. I certainly didn’t want to be seen sashaying down the block looking like this. 
 
    “So what?” she mocked me. “People will appreciate how beautiful you are. 
 
    “I…I…can’t I just hang here for a while? I’ll watch football, with the sound down. You won’t hear a peep out of me. 
 
    Sandy grinned. “You want to hang out?” She shook her head sadly. “If you stay here you have to do chores.” 
 
    “What? What kind of chores?” 
 
    “Well, for starters, I need my lawn raked. There was a bad wind last night. And I need my silverware polished. And…” she continued with a list of things to do. She finished with, “Or, you can go home and watch your stupid football.” 
 
    I stood in her foyer, my shoulders slumped. “Okay.” 
 
    “Okay what?” 
 
    “I’ll do your stupid chores.” Anything to stay out of the sunlight and the view of nosy neighbors. 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’re not going to do any work for me with that attitude.” 
 
    I groaned, then put on a happy face. “Please, ma’am. Please let me have some fun by raking your leaves and everything?” 
 
    She giggled. “Perfect. You know where the rake is. And if I catch you loafing I’ll kick your shapely butt out the front door. 
 
    I walked through the house.  
 
    “Let me hear those heels!” 
 
    Quickly, I started clicking on the kitchen tiles.  
 
    I entered the garage and found the rake at the far side. I went out the side door and walked over the paving stones. I made sure my heels clicked on each stone. Now that she reminded me I was glad. I loved the sense of power that listening to heels tapping gives. 
 
    I raked the yard slowly, I wasn’t in any hurry, but I didn’t loaf. In 15 minutes the leaves were up and I re-entered the house. I found the silverware and the polish and began that task, and it was so weird, doing things with long, red fingernails. I polished and polished, and was fascinated by how I had to change the way I gripped things. 
 
    And so the afternoon went. I vacuumed, and swept, and scrubbed, and mopped. I cleaned the bathrooms and did the laundry, and I almost went out of my mind when I got to handle her dainty underthings. 
 
    Sandy, in the meanwhile, went about her business. Worked on the computer, read a fashion magazine, watched Sex and the City on TV, and so on. About four o’clock I noticed that she was starting to move with purpose. She brought a dress out of her closet, selected sexy lingerie, and did her own nails. 
 
    “Are you going out?” 
 
    She nodded as she patted powder on her face. “Got a hot date.” She looked at me and arched her eyes, “You didn’t think I was going to spend all night playing with you?” 
 
    “No, no. I was just curious.” 
 
    She turned around and studied me. Her lips were pursed in amusement. “You’ll have a whole night to play with yourself. Have a lot of orgasms and…oh, I forgot. You’re not allowed to masturbate.” 
 
    I frowned. “I wasn’t going to.” 
 
    “So…what? Going to watch football?” 
 
    “Probably.” And get drunk. Good and drunk. 
 
    “Or maybe the Mystery Mistress will send you a message.” 
 
    “I’m not going to go on the computer.” 
 
    She paused, and her eyes lit up. “You’re going to sign on when you get home, and you will listen for the ding. I don’t care what dumb football game is going up, if you hear that ‘ding’ you’re going to answer it. You got that?” 
 
    “Hey! I don’t want to! I’m married!” 
 
    She giggled. “That didn’t stop you last weekend, or with me…today.” 
 
    “With you I have to.” 
 
    She just smiled a Cheshire grin. “And with the Mystery Messenger you have to. I’ll check your computer when I get home. If you haven’t logged on, or if I find any unanswered messages, I will spank your ass. And I will spank so hard that you’ll realize that last week’s spanking was a treat. In fact, come with me.” 
 
    She stood up and walked out to the garage. I followed along. Our heels sounded quite sexy as we walked. 
 
    She went to a shelf and pulled out a box. From the box she extracted a ping pong paddle. But it wasn’t just any paddle. It had holes drilled in it. She turned to me with a gleam in her eye. 
 
    “I’m going to give you three strokes right now. Just so you’ll know that this paddle is to be feared. Bend over.” 
 
    “Hey…please…don’t…” I begged. I could already feel the moisture rising in my eyes. 
 
    She grabbed a small towel off a shelf and tossed it to me. Keep your eyes blotted, you big baby. I don’t want to have to fix your mascara. Now, bend over.” 
 
    Putting the rag to my eyes, and just in time, I bent over. 
 
    She lifted my dress and told me to hold it up. I did so. 
 
    I will never forget the sound of that first strike. The holes whistled, and I knew the paddle was moving faster with less air resistance. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Oh, God! I leaped up and grabbed my ass. It was ten times worse than the spanking I had received the week before. 
 
    “AHHH!” 
 
    I turned to her, and she just grinned. 
 
    “One. Bend over.” 
 
    Helpless, I turned and bent, and…WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    “AHHH!” But I didn’t yell as loud. It hurt as much, but my screaming wasn’t going to help it. Best to just get through it. 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    “AHHH!” 
 
    And it was done. She put the paddle back. 
 
    I blotted my eyes furiously, and the tears slowed and stopped. I took the rag away and she inspected my eyes. She nodded in approval. 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    Then she stepped up to me. She reached around and placed her hand on my ass. I shivered, but it didn’t hurt. Her hand was soft, and it actually felt sort of good. 
 
    We stood there for a long moment, and she pressed her body against mine, grabbed both cheeks and held me against her. 
 
    I couldn’t feel her tits through my own fakes tits, but I knew she was pressing them against me. Her hands rubbed my ass slowly, lovingly. She said, in a throaty whisper, “I do so love to spank a big, bad man. It makes me feel bigger, and badder, and…I just love it.” 
 
    She kissed me then. Just a light touch, a press of hers on mine, but she held it. Her eyes were open, and so were mine, and we stared at each other over the kiss. 
 
    I was frightened. I didn’t want to kiss her, but I didn’t want another spanking. It was a moment unique, in that I suddenly realized that I was afraid of a woman. I could pick her up and throw her across the room, but I was terrified of her. My heart was pounding. 
 
    She backed off and smiled. She reached for the bulge in my dress and pressed it. “God, wouldn’t I like a big dick right now. You wouldn’t know anybody who would like to fuck the living shit out of me, would you?” 
 
    I shook my head, mute. 
 
    She sighed. Well, maybe tonight. Maybe I can get my date to put his penis up my velvet pussy. He could move it in and out, suck on my breasts, and he could squirt. Would you like to squirt? If I get fucked I’m going to make sure my man gets to squirt. All that white sperm splattering inside of me, oozing down the canal, making me feel all warm and loosey goosey. 
 
    I listened, was totally captivated by her words. She was talking dirty to me in the worst, or best, depending on your viewpoint, way. 
 
    “I’ll shiver and I’ll shake, and I’ll have my own cum. And when I’m done, you know what I’ll do?” 
 
    I shook my head. My voice cracked when I asked, “What?” 
 
    “I’ll bring it home, for you to lick out of my pussy.” 
 
    My mouth dropped. Never in my life had I contemplated licking some guy’s semen out of a girl’s vagina. 
 
    She laughed and stepped back from me. “Oh, the look on your face.” She grew serious. “Maybe I should. Would you like that?” 
 
    “No.” My voice sounded hoarse and desperate. 
 
    She patted my cheek, “We’ll see. We’ll see.” Then she walked past me, back into the house. I followed her, sweating, pale, wondering what the hell I was going to do. 
 
      
 
    An hour later she fixed dinner, enough for one. Which was fine with me. Last week she had poured syrup over her pussy for my dinner, and I didn’t feel like another dinner like that. 
 
    “Would you like some dinner?” 
 
    “No, thank you.” 
 
    She shrugged, finished eating and left me to clean up. 
 
    At six o’clock she was out the door. She waved to me cheerfully, “Tell me you hope I get my pussy filled tonight.” 
 
    Ugh. What a thought. “I hope you get your pussy filled tonight.” 
 
    She laughed, “You don’t sound like you mean it.” Then she closed the door. 
 
    With her gone I watched TV for a while, and when it was dark I left the house and went home. 
 
     
 
    I poured myself a bourbon and Coke. I actually went easy on the bourbon because I intended to drink all night. Drink myself into a stupor, somehow forget this hellish mess I was in. 
 
    I didn’t take my dress off because Sandy had warned me that she was going to check on me later, when she got home. So I wandered around the house, thinking dour thoughts, and feeling sexy, and sipping. 
 
    Then I remembered: I had to turn the computer on. 
 
    No messages popped up, thank God. I answered my email, then went to make another drink, then turned the TV on and tuned in a football game. 
 
    I sat on the couch, and it felt sexy, and I knew my clothes were getting to me. As a quarterback threw an interception I folded my legs sideways under me, like I had seen my wife and Sandy do. 
 
    I was sitting like a woman. I looked like a woman. I looked at my reflection in the sliding glass. If anybody saw me they would think I was a woman. 
 
    So I sat there, and I felt my breasts. They felt like a woman’s. They were firm, but soft. I could feel the nipples on the breast forms, and I actually shivered at the idea that I had real tits, and real nipples. Big nipples, like Sandy’s. 
 
    A long pass on the TV. Batted down. A cluster of bodies and yellow flags flew through the air. Penalty. But I didn’t really understand what had happened. My mind was on my tits. 
 
    I put a hand up to my face, red nails against my pale skin. My eyes fluttering next to them. Heysoos, did every woman feel like this? So sexy? So hot? How could a woman not jump into bed every chance she got, feeling like this? 
 
    I got up and went back to the kitchen. Another drink. I had left very small lip print on the glass. Lip stain didn’t leave those sexy marks as much as lipstick did. 
 
    Weirdly, I wished they did. I wanted to drink and leave a lush set of lips on the rim of my glass. 
 
    I wanted— 
 
    DING! 
 
    Without thinking, I walked back to the computer room. My heels click, clicked on the floor. Just walking I felt powerful and sexy. I became aware that I wasn’t dreading the ‘ding,’ that I had been wanting it, waiting for it. 
 
    I sat down in front of the computer and clicked on the message box. 
 
      
 
    Hi, lover. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Hi. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Just ‘hi?’  
 
    Is that all I get? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    What do you want? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    How about something like 
 
    ‘I am so glad you messaged me, 
 
    I’ve been waiting all day for your message.’ 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I love my wife. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Good. 
 
    But you can play with me. 
 
    Tell me you love me. 
 
      
 
    I paused. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Tell me. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I won’t. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    How would you like me to send your wife these? 
 
      
 
    There was an attachment and I opened it. 
 
    Pictures. Me. In a dress, my face made up, posing. All the pictures of me cleaning the house last week. OMG! 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    How did you get those? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I love your neighbor. 
 
    She is such a nice person. 
 
    Don’t you just love Sandy? 
 
    Tell me you love Sandy. 
 
      
 
    I sat for the longest time. My mind was blasted. I finally typed: 
 
    I love Sandy. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Tell me you love me. 
 
      
 
    Totally crushed, I typed: 
 
    I love you. 
 
      
 
    I had no illusions about what I had done. A little editing and it would look like I had generated these exclamations of love without prompting. 
 
    But what could I do?  I was trapped! I had to say what I had said! 
 
    DING! 
 
    That wasn’t so hard, was it? 
 
      
 
    I lied and typed: 
 
    No. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Now type it like you mean it. 
 
      
 
    I stared at the message with dropping jaw. Type it like I mean it? How did somebody type it like they meant it? This made no— 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Gotcha. 
 
      
 
    I picked up my drink and drank it, the whole thing, right then. If I was going to get mind fucked I might as well be drunk enough to enjoy it. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Are you wearing your butt plug? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    No. 
 
      
 
    And I knew what was coming. Go get it, lube up, stick it up your ass. I was due for a surprise, however. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Excellent. 
 
      
 
    I blinked. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Amazon is going to deliver soon. 
 
    Don’t open. 
 
    Just come back to the computer. 
 
    I will talk you through it. 
 
      
 
    Talk me through it? Talk me through what? 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Talk me through what? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Never mind. You’ll find out. 
 
    Talk to you later. 
 
      
 
    Then she was gone. I stared at the screen. then I stood up and went to the kitchen. Time for another drink. 
 
    For the next hour I watched the football game without seeing it. Men in tights scored. Blood was spilt. Crowds cheered. And all I could think about was…’I’ll find out?’ 
 
    KNOCK KNOCK! 
 
    “Amazon! Got something for you to sign!” 
 
    I panicked. I looked at myself. I was totally en femme. 
 
    KNOCK KNOCK! 
 
    “I can’t leave it unless you sign for it.” 
 
    The lights were on, the delivery man knew I was here. And if I didn’t sign for whatever it was I was afraid what might happen. 
 
    The pictures sent to my wife? 
 
    The dialogue of messages? 
 
    Oh, my God! 
 
    And then I realized. I looked enough like a woman to pass. 
 
    I forced myself to stand up. I walked towards the door. 
 
    KNOCK KNOCK! 
 
    I turned off the foyer light and the outside light and opened the door a crack. 
 
    A big delivery man stood there. One of those big, chubby guys with a beard. He was holding two little boxes. Big enough to hold coffee cups. But I knew they wouldn’t be coffee cups. 
 
    “Got to sign here, ma’am.” 
 
    He looked up at the light, maybe he wondered why I had turned them off, but he didn’t seem to care. He just held the clipboard and a pen. 
 
    I opened the door further. He could see me completely now, but it was dark. Maybe he wouldn’t be able to see that my face was nine shades of red. Or maybe he would. Heck, I was so red I was probably glowing in the dark. 
 
    I reached out, saw my red tipped fingers take the pen. He held the clipboard. I had to move forward. I had never tried writing with fingernails on, and it was a struggle just to figure out how to hold the pen. 
 
    My hand shook, and I realized that he was checking me out. 
 
    I gave him back the pen, and our skin brushed. Nine more shades of embarrassment. 
 
    I took the boxes and closed the door. I heaved a sigh of relief and leaned against the wall. 
 
    I listened for the sound of the delivery van leaving, but I didn’t hear it. 
 
    I ran into the kitchen and peeked through the curtains. 
 
    He was returning from Sandy’s house. She must have had a delivery, too. He got into his truck and left. 
 
    I looked at the boxes. Small. Squarish. Plain, old brown. What the hell was in them? 
 
    I walked back into the computer room and put them on my desk. I went back to the kitchen and refilled my drink. 
 
    I returned to the computer room and sat down and stared at the boxes. 
 
    I wanted to rip them open. Or throw them away. Or jump and down and squash them. Except I couldn’t do that in high heels. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Did the delivery man think you were cute? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Not funny. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Well, lover,  
 
    you’re going to have to realize 
 
    what a sexy woman you are. 
 
    I look at these pictures of you 
 
    and stroke myself. 
 
    I’m pretty close to cumming. 
 
    Would you like to cum? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I’m not allowed. 
 
    What’s in the boxes? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    You’re not allowed? 
 
    Then you’re really going to love these gifts. 
 
    LOL 
 
    LOL 
 
    LOL 
 
    LOL 
 
    LOL 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    What’s so funny? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    You’ll find out. 
 
    Open the box with this tracking number on it. 
 
    384h663gy9987 
 
      
 
    I matched the tracking number to a box and opened it. Inside the box was another butt plug. It was slightly bigger than the one I had. It was black, and bigger, and slightly curve. It was going to be harder to get in. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Do you like it? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Please don’t make me do this. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Tell me how much you love 
 
    your new butt plug. 
 
      
 
    Defeated, I typed: 
 
    I love my new butt plug. 
 
      
 
    And, I admit it, I was interested. It wasn’t that much bigger. The curve and the size would feel different. What would it feel like? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Excellent. 
 
    Now go lube it up and insert. 
 
    I’ll be waiting. 
 
      
 
    The lube was still on my desk, so I stood up, lifted my dress and dropped my panties. 
 
    I lubed myself thoroughly. Lots of lube. I lubed the plug to excess. 
 
    I bent over and pushed the thing into my hole. 
 
    Ah, god, it was bigger. Not a lot, but when you’re talking about an asshole a little can be enormous. 
 
    And it wouldn’t go, and wouldn’t, and, finally, out of frustration, I simply sat on it. 
 
    Phump! Went my mind. 
 
    Pop went the sensations. 
 
    My eyes opened wide. 
 
    God, I was full. And it felt so good! I have never felt such pleasure, and it exploded through me. I suddenly felt a loosey goosey feeling spread out through me. It wasn’t like the white, hot heat of cumming, but it was a full, satisfying warmth that just suffused my body. 
 
    I sat there for a long minute, just feeling the feeling. Enjoying the pleasure, giddy with heat and delight. 
 
    DING! 
 
    How are you doing? 
 
      
 
    I typed, and I was too mind blasted to lie: 
 
    OMG! 
 
    I can’t believe how good it feels! 
 
    I feel like my asshole is cumming! 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Excellent. 
 
    Is your dick leaking? 
 
      
 
    Is my dick leaking? Well, of course. It was always dripping, and I looked down, and was shocked. 
 
    My dick was hard as a rock, and there was a light pulse, not enough for a manly squirt, but semen was coming out. Long drools and dribbles. Actual chunks of semen. What the fuck? 
 
    I typed: 
 
    What is happening? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    That isn’t a butt plug. 
 
    It’s a prostate massager. 
 
    A very special one, 
 
    brand new on the market. 
 
    It is massaging your prostate, 
 
    which forces the cum up your shaft 
 
    and you see what you see. 
 
    What do you see? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Semen is oozing out. 
 
    Lots of semen. 
 
    It’s slowed down now, 
 
    but it is twice as much as I usually squirt. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    It really empties you out. 
 
    Gets every last bit of cum. 
 
    You can take it out 
 
    when you stop cumming. 
 
    Or you can leave it in. 
 
    Your choice. 
 
      
 
    I stared as the last few dribbles of baby batter seeped out. I could take it out. But it felt so good. I actually wanted to leave it in. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    I’ll leave it in for now. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Ha! 
 
    I knew it! 
 
    My little sissy boy 
 
    likes it up the butt! 
 
      
 
    I turned bright red. I typed: 
 
    I do not! 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Could have fooled me. 
 
    Open the other box. 
 
      
 
    I opened the other box. Inside was a black sack of velvet material I undid the drawstring and opened the bag. Inside was a curious arrangement of…a tube…some rings…some other stuff, and a padlock. WTF? 
 
    I typed: 
 
    What is this? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    It’s a chastity tube. 
 
    You’re going to put it on. 
 
      
 
    Then it hit me. The tube, the rings…I had seen these before. I had seen them on the net. Net advertisements touted them as the next biggest thing, that they would save marriages and make men more obedient. 
 
    But I didn’t want to be obedient! 
 
    And my marriage didn’t need saving! 
 
    I typed: 
 
    No. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Yes. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Not a chance! 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t going to lock up my junk for anybody! 
 
    DING! 
 
    I have just loaded all those 
 
    pictures of you into a file. 
 
    I have attached the file to an email 
 
    addressed to your wife. 
 
    You have 15 minutes to get soft 
 
    and to get that chastity device on. 
 
    Look at your computer clock. 
 
    time starts now… 
 
      
 
    I typed madly: 
 
    No! Wait! 
 
      
 
    No answer. 
 
    I stared at the silvery thing on the desk. I glanced at the directions. It was easy to figure out how it worked. The rings go around the balls and dick, the tube would over my dick. They fit together, and the padlock secured the whole thing. 
 
    Oh, my God! 
 
    I looked at my dick. 
 
    It was actually soft, only a bit of gruel, in a short string, from the end. 
 
    I could do it. I could get my cock into the thing. But I had to do it fast. There was no telling when my cock would get hard again. 
 
    I picked up the thing and stood up. The prostate massager pushed against my insides, and, God, it felt good. 
 
    I put a ring on. Too small. Next size larger. Too small. 
 
    Next size. It fit. 
 
    I pulled the tube over the shaft and fit the thing together. I put the padlock through a little hole and pushed it shut. 
 
    Click. 
 
    And it sounded like: 
 
      
 
    CLICK! 
 
     
 
    I looked at my package. 
 
    What was that thing Sandy had said to me once? All dressed up and nowhere to go? 
 
    Well, here I was again. Except it was my dick was all dressed up and unable to go. 
 
    Interestingly, my dick didn’t get hard right away. It just limped along inside the tube, and I thought: this isn’t so bad. It’s heavy, but not that heavy. I can handle this. 
 
    I went back to the computer and typed: 
 
    It’s on. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Excellent. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    How do I get it off?  
 
    Where’s the key to the padlock? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    You’ll find out! 
 
    Bye. 
 
      
 
    She was gone. 
 
    I sighed, turned off the computer, and went and made myself another drink. 
 
    I was getting a little loopy now. Time was progressing, it was dark out, the football game was over. 
 
    I sighed and wandered around the house, trying to get used to the feeling of the thing hanging on my dick. 
 
    Not too bad. 
 
    It just sits there. 
 
    Doesn’t do anything. 
 
    I sat down in front of the TV, but nothing was on. Reruns of reruns. boring. 
 
    I went to the computer and pulled up some porn. 
 
    At last, enough of Sandy and the stupid Mystery Messenger. I could just kick back and enjoy a little bouncing flesh and in and out. 
 
    I pulled up Mr. Stiff and went looking for the latest and the greatest. 
 
    I found a delightful babe, Elizabeth Brittany. She liked being big, especially in the tits, and she had the greatest face. I could see I was going to get a lot of stroke hours out of her. But…sigh, not right now. 
 
    I did a Google for Chastity devices, and found a wealth of information. None of it good. 
 
    Chastity was excellent for reducing the most manly man to a cringing maid. There were whole instruction manuals dedicated to making Female Led Relationships, to changing man into a servant. Making him…eat his own cum!? 
 
    Holy fuck! I read avidly, but with dread. Sandy had just joked about me eating another man’s cum out of her pussy, but she had looked a little pissy about it, like she intended to make me really do that! And here men were being cuckolded and forced to eat their wife’s pussy, after big, black men had cum in them! 
 
    WTF! 
 
    And what the hell was I going to do? 
 
    I looked down at the device between my legs. 
 
    My cock just laid inside it. Limp. Thank God. 
 
    And the night passed. 
 
     
 
    At midnight I decided to go to sleep. I took out the prostate massager, cleaned it off, and put it on the table next to the sofa. I went into my room and took my female wear off and put on a nighty, Sandy’s orders, and went to bed. I was bleary with drink, horny and excited, but my dick was still sleeping. 
 
    I had a rough time figuring out how to lie on the bed, that stupid thing on my cock, but finally figured it out. I was sound asleep, dreaming of whatever horny men who are not allowed to cum dream of, when I felt an earthquake. 
 
    “Wha…wha…” 
 
    I tried to sit up, but I couldn’t figure out which way was up. 
 
    “Wake up! Wake up!” 
 
    I opened my eyes. Sandy was shaking me. 
 
    “Wake up! Get up!” 
 
    “Sandy…what the hell…what time…” 
 
    She pushed me off the bed. 
 
    I fell on the floor, and that woke me up. 
 
    I got up, staggering for the alcohol still in my system, dazed but functioning. “What the hell is going on?” 
 
    “Show me!” 
 
    “Show you what?” 
 
    “Your chastity tube!” 
 
    I blinked, and more awareness seeped into me. I had been super butt plugged, and drained, and then had put on a chastity tube. A tube which I had not the lock to. 
 
    I looked down at my body. 
 
    I was wearing a night gown. Sandy had told me to wear one when I slept, and I was afraid of being caught without it. and now it was obvious that I was right o be afraid. 
 
    I lifted the nightgown and there it was. Hanging off me. My little dick, forced to be little, though I had not experienced any real discomfort, inside the thing. 
 
    “Oh. My. God!” 
 
    I looked at her. “What are you doing here? What time is it?” And, belatedly, “How did you know about this?” 
 
    “Come out in the living room. Into the light. I want to see this. 
 
    She came around the bed and grabbed my package. She pulled, and I staggered after her. 
 
    She had turned the lights in the living room on and she sat down and pulled me in front of her. 
 
    “Oh, my. this is beautiful.” 
 
    She turned it this way and that, looked under it, felt it with her fingers. Then she felt my balls. Big and round. They had been emptied, but they almost felt full again. 
 
    “Does it hurt?” 
 
    “No. How did you know I had it on?” 
 
    “Your Mystery Messenger. She sent me a message. She told me about this, and she told me about…” she turned to the side table and picked up my new butt massager, or whatever it was. She held it up in her hand. 
 
    “How did it feel?” 
 
    “Big.” 
 
    “And you came?” 
 
    “No. I just…it…everything sort of drooled out. I don’t know what happened.” 
 
    She was grinning. Big time. “You’ll find out.” 
 
    Great, one more of those stupid riddles. I’ll find out. 
 
    “How are you going to get it off?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. “There was a lock, but no key.” I shrugged. I could feel worry way back inside me, but that worry hadn’t had time to gestate and make itself known. 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I know how you’re going to get that thing off.” 
 
    “What? How?” 
 
    She stood up. A beautiful woman with wicked eyes. She said, “I was told to take this with me,” she held the prostate massager. “I can use it when I think you need it. And she sent me this. Special delivery with Amazon. 
 
    She reached for her neck and pulled on a thin, gold chain. The bottom of the loop of chain came out from her dress and I stared at it, trying to figure out what it was. Then I got it. My eyes grew big, my jaw dropped, my whole body felt like it had been slammed by a monster sledge hammer. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    She held up the key and waggled it at me. 
 
    Oh, no. The Mystery Messenger had just delivered me into the hands of my worst enemy. 
 
    But the weird thing, the terrible thing, was that I felt a surge of something inside. Sexual electricity. Excitement. horniness. And my cock started to stir. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART Seven 
 
      
 
    My name is Alex Trenton, and I don’t know what to do! My Mystery Mistress and my neighbor have ganged up on me! I’m being forced to dress like a woman, and now they have found an infernal device that is going to ruin my life! I just want this whole thing to go away! I just want my wife! I love my wife! I don’t know what to do! 
 
      
 
    I woke up at six in the morning, and the pain was excruciating! I ripped the covers off and looked at my crotch, and couldn’t see it! Damn! The nightgown I had to wear stopped me. I pulled up the night gown and stared…inside the chastity belt my penis was trying to get big! Real big! It was turning all sorts of red and bulging and couldn’t go anywhere, and it hurt! 
 
    Last night, when I put it on, I had thought nothing of it. I had been drained. I was limp. But now it was recovered, and it wanted to get hard! 
 
    I got out of bed, gingerly, afraid I was going to hurt myself. I ran into the bathroom, all crouched over, trying to take pressure off my poor prick. 
 
    I was so bent over I couldn’t stand and pee, but I knew that peeing might take the pressure off. So I sat down, still a bit bent, and peed. 
 
    At first it was hard, then pee trickled out. Trickled. Son of a bitch! I was used to swaggering in, whipping it out, and issuing a stream so thick that women would scream and faint! 
 
    Now I was trickling. Lord, I felt like half a man! 
 
    After a couple of minutes, the pressure was gone, and I was able to straighten up, but it still hurt. Heysoos, was my dick trying to get hard! It was like a fat woman trying to put on a corset. It was like a size 10 foot stuck in a size 8 shoe. It was like…painful! 
 
    I hobbled back into the bedroom. I started to pull on a pair of pants, and stopped. Damn! If I showed up in at Sandy’s house in man clothes she would scorch me, there was no telling what my punishment would be. And I certainly didn’t want to risk a spanking. My ass was still red, and it hurt to sit, from yesterday’s ‘sample.’ 
 
    I looked out the window. It was dark. 
 
    I found one of my wife’s robes and pulled it on. It was pink with white doves on it I often chided my wife for it, saying it wasn’t really appealing. Which meant  it was as ugly as the south end of a north bound cow. But I was hurting and I needed to get some relief. 
 
    I put on slippers. Then I took them off, cursing, and put on my heels. 
 
    I looked in the mirror. I was an ugly woman. No make up, mussed up, bleary eyed. But at least I was a woman, and, I hate to admit it, a little spark of pride went through me. And I wanted the full make up and to be rested and my eyes clean and clear. 
 
    Well, no matter what I wanted, I needed to get this damn tube off my cock. 
 
    I went out the front door. The air was brisk, and it was still dark, but I was only going a hundred feet, past the empty lot and to my neighbor’s house. 
 
    I knocked on her front door. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    I looked around. There were some lights on down the street, but no lights in nearby houses. I knocked louder. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    Oh, crap. 
 
    KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK! I pounded on the door. 
 
    I knew she had to have heard that, and, sure enough, 20 seconds later I could see a shadow behind the frosted glass. 
 
    She peered out the side window. She was tousled, mussed, but she was incredibly beautiful. 
 
    Puzzled, blinking herself awake, she opened the door. 
 
    I rushed in and she said, “What the fuck! Do you know what time it is?” 
 
    “This thing is killing me,” I opened my robe and showed her my penis trying to swell and not making it. You have to take it off. 
 
    She took my hand and pulled me into the front room and turned off the light. She crouched down and examined my encased cock. 
 
    I gasped, her hands felt so good. And I cringed. It was painful, but, I realized, not as painful as it had been when I woke up. 
 
    She turned it over, felt my balls, all of which made it start hurting more. 
 
    She said, “Look fine to me.” 
 
    “What? No! It hurts! It’s trying to get larger.” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s what dicks do,” she spoke wryly. She was still looking at it, marveling at how red it was. “And that’s what cock cages do. They stop it from getting hard.” 
 
    “But I need it off!” 
 
    She looked up at me, then she smiled, and she moved her head forward, pulled my dick out, and gave my tube a blow job! 
 
    Oh…fuck! I could feel the warmth and moistness of her full lips through little gaps in the thing, but just barely. But the idea of getting a blow job and not really feeling it…it tried to get even harder. 
 
    And hurt even more. 
 
    “Ow! Let go!” 
 
    She let my dick drop, it sagged suddenly, and was a blurt of pain as it stopped dropping. She stood up and patted my cheek. “Lover boy, this is what it means to be chaste. So stop your complaining, go home and try not to think of sex.” She laughed at the idea of not thinking of sex while being forced to think of my dick. Oh, the wicked web. 
 
    “Now, I’m going back to sleep.” She frowned and turned my face one way, then the other. “Come back at nine, I’ll give you lessons on how to do your make up.” She grinned. “You don’t want to be an ugly girl all your life, do you?” 
 
    Then, laughing, she turned off the light and went back up the hallway. The last thing she said, throwing it over her shoulder, was: “Nice robe. Looks like a dog barfed it up.” 
 
    Then I heard bed springs. 
 
    I stood in her living room. My penis hurt. Yet, what was I supposed to do? 
 
    Not think about it. That’s like asking somebody to not ask about the nail in the center of their forehead. Except the nail was in the center of my groin. 
 
    I trudged to the front door and opened it. 
 
    It was starting to get light out. 
 
    Across the street I could see Mrs. Jansen in her kitchen. Old biddy. Double crap. I walked out, shut the door gently, and hurried home. I was sure Mrs. Jansen would be staring at me. She knew my wife was on a business trip, and she knew I dressed up in Tanya’s absence, so she would be frowning at me, thinking bible verses over me, no doubt. 
 
    I entered the house and leaned against a wall. I considered my situation. My dick had actually stopped hurting, and was merely struggling and it was like a hand was squeezing it too hard, but not hard enough to bend me over. 
 
    So she was right. I had walked back in misery, not thinking of my dick, but thinking of the old crone next door, and that had taken my mind off sex. 
 
    And, thinking of that, becoming aware of my dick again, it began to try to grow again, and the pain returned. 
 
    But not super pain. The super pain was the morning woodie. Now it was bearable, but…how was I going to ignore that all day? 
 
    I went to bed and tried to think of baseball. And football. Of every damn sport there was. My dick wasn’t interested in sports, however, and I tossed and turned for only a short while before I sat up and realized I wasn’t going to be able to sleep. 
 
    I got up. I went to the computer room. I started to turn on the computer, then stopped. What was I going to do? Surf a little porn? In my condition? That would probably cause my dick to explode! Or, worse, what if the Mystery Messenger started sending me messages? It was sex talk with a stranger, and it was pretty obvious that that turned me on. 
 
    I went out back. I wasn’t wearing the robe now, and I stood there, naked except for my bra and big tits, and the chastity tube. The morning air was still brisk. I had to put on some clothes. Yeah. clothes. Getting dressed wasn’t sexual.  
 
    I went back into the house and picked up the red dress Sandy had bought me. I slipped it on, and, damn it, it felt sexy. I started to get harder again. 
 
    Still, I had to wear something, and I was forbidden to wear man clothes. 
 
    I went out to the backyard and grabbed the rake. I started scratching at the ground and, at last, felt my dick start to droop a bit. Raking leaves was definitely not sexy. Happy at the relief, I raked and raked, and shortly the lawn was spic and span. Done, I put the rake back and…oh no! My dick was starting up again! 
 
    I grabbed the long snips and went after the bushes. The sun was up, and I snipped little branches and trimmed the bushes within an inch of their lives. 
 
    Finally, done, I put the snips back and…oh, no! 
 
    I grabbed the blower…no. Too loud. As was the power mower. 
 
    I almost ran into the house and looked around. 
 
    My dishes from last night! I began scrubbing them. And my pecker relaxed. Then I noticed how sexy my long nails looked as I did the dishes, turning this way and that, and…on no! 
 
    I quickly finished the dishes and ran for the vacuum. I began sucking all the dirt out of the house. I sucked and sucked, working hard, trying to stay totally focused. And when I was done I was surprised to hear the phone chiming. 
 
    I picked up my cell and looked at it. Sandy! I looked at a clock. 9:23! And I was supposed to be there at nine! Oh, no! 
 
    I answered with a rush of words. “I’m sorry! I was working to take my mind off my…my problem and I was vacuuming and I didn’t hear the phone and I totally lost track of the time.” 
 
    Startled silence, then…she started giggling. “Oh, Alexandria, you are a wonder. Well, take a quick shower. I’m sure you’re a dirty, little piggy after working, then get your ugly face over here. We need to make you kissy beautiful.” Click. 
 
    I put the phone down. I looked at my dick once again. Poor guy was still struggling.  
 
    I took my shower, the breast forms stayed stuck to me nicely, and then put the red dress back on, and this time I put on the garters and nylons. 
 
    Oh, damn! Putting on nylons was an instant dick blower upper! But there was nothing I could do about it. I slipped into my heels, took a brush to my hair, gently, I didn’t want to pull the wig off my head, then headed out the door. 
 
    I walked fast, clicking my heels, which caused me to try and get hard all over again. I was so intent on getting to where I was going I didn’t notice Mrs. Jansen in her front yard. She was just starting her morning doggy walk, and she stared at me. 
 
    I found myself giving a little wave. 
 
    She just stared at me. 
 
    I entered Sandy’s house.  
 
    “Over here,” she called from the dining table. My make up was still on the table. 
 
    I went and sat down. 
 
    She was beautiful. She had made herself up, and her face was exquisite. She was really a pro at this make up thing. Her eye shadow was delicate, understated in a way that emphasized the sparkle in her eyes. And her lips…I have such a thing for red lips. 
 
    And it didn’t help that she was naked, with those amazing mammaries, those long legs. And I was so close to her. 
 
    My dick started hurting all over again. 
 
    I groaned and bent a little and grabbed my cage. 
 
    She laughed. “I guess that means you like what you see.” 
 
    I managed to straighten up. 
 
    “Go on. Tell me that you love me.” 
 
    “I love my wife.” 
 
    “Of course you do. Now tell me.” 
 
    Gritting my teeth, trying to sound sincere, I whispered, “I love you.” 
 
    She giggled. “A few more times and maybe you’ll mean it. Now, put these in your eyes.” She held out some visine. “Your eyes look like shit. I don’t even want to try to fix those bags under your eyes until we’ve done something about the roadmaps in your eyes. 
 
    I tilted my head back and did a few drops. It worked, and I felt relief. I had been so intent on my dick that I hadn’t even noticed how irritated my eyes were. 
 
    “Okay, let’s talk make up.” 
 
    “Can’t you let me out? Just for a while?” 
 
    “Ask again and I’ll find out an answer to that age old question.” 
 
    “What question?” 
 
    “How high a man jumps when a woman kicks him in the balls.” 
 
    The look on my face must have been something, because she suddenly laughed, then patted my cheek. “I wouldn’t kick you in the balls.” She sat back. “Of course, a spanking, that’s not out of the question.” 
 
    She chuckled for a long minute, then realized something. “Oh, first, we have to do something! Come on!” She took my hand and dragged me out of the living room and towards her bedroom. 
 
    “Oh, no!” I groaned. 
 
    “Oh, yes.” And she suddenly stopped, right in the middle of the hallway, and face me. She still held my cock, and she gave it a little twist. I went up on my toes, and then she relaxed her grip a little. Her face was inches from mine, kissable close, and she said, “I let you sleep at your house last night. But the rest of this week, until your wife gets home, I want you sleeping here. In the room I set aside for you. And I want to be woken up every day by you crawling up under the covers, you know what I mean?” 
 
    I gulped. My face was red. She twisted my cage a little more. “Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes! Yes!” My head bobbed up and down desperately. 
 
    “Then you will fix breakfast, start cleaning my house.” 
 
    “But what about my house? I need to…to…” I stopped talking, but she was ahead of me. 
 
    “After dinner you can go home and check your mail. The Mystery Messenger said she’ll talk to you at seven every night. She’ll want a complete recounting of your day, and she’s in contact with me now, so you better be truthful and accurate. You got that?” 
 
    “Yes.” I could hardly breath now. My penis felt like it was being twisted off, and, what’s worse, it was trying to get hard for it! 
 
    “Good. Now come on.” 
 
    She led me into the bedroom, let go of me and threw herself on the bed and spread her legs. 
 
    “Get going, lover. And make it snappy.” 
 
    I crawled between her legs and started licking her. She moaned and grabbed my hair, and I was glad it was a wig. 
 
    “Oh, yeah! fuck me1 Fuck me!” 
 
    I lapped at her pussy, shoved my face into her slit, used my tongue, and suddenly she pushed me away. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s no good. Sometimes a good licking is all a girl needs, but you’re making me so horny I need more. Go to the bottom drawer,” she pointed at her dresser. I went to the drawer and opened it. 
 
    A tangle of straps, a dildo, and, I blinked. It was a strap on. 
 
    “Put it on. And hurry!” 
 
    I stepped into the harness, figured out how to tighten the straps, and stood with a dick sprouting out from me. A big dick. 
 
    Sandy licked her lips and stared at my groin. “Heysoos! Your cage is right below your big, super cock. That is so-o-o sexy. Get your ass over here and make love to me. 
 
    I got onto the bed and she grabbed me. She actually flipped me over, strong girl, and climbed on top. She fit her pussy to pole, took a deep breath, then slid down and impaled herself. 
 
    I stared. She groaned and pulled on her tits. then she opened her eyes and looked at me. Her eyes were brimming with lust. “Use me, bitch. Grab me. Fuck me stupid!” 
 
    I grabbed her tits. They were so big they wouldn’t fit in my hands, and I mauled them. She liked it rough, and I pulled on her nips and she groaned and arched her back. 
 
    “Heysoos, that is really firing up the old vagina!” 
 
    Then she bent down to me, supported herself on her arms, and her lips were two inches from mine. 
 
    She lowered herself, slowly, watching me. She was going to kiss me! A real kiss! I had never kissed another woman since I got married. I didn’t want to kiss her, yet feeling the heat, being that close, unable to escape, I lifted my head. 
 
    Our lips touched, and then she was kissing my mouth, grinding on it the way she ground her hips down on my cock. 
 
    God, it was sweet, and I felt so guilty, but I couldn’t stop. Her lips were so soft, then she darted her tongue into my mouth. It was hard to breath, I managed to push her up slightly. 
 
    She stared down at me, and I know there was fear in my eyes. But she didn’t kiss me again. 
 
    She said, “Tell me you love me,” I could feel her breath sweeping over my face, being breathed in by me. 
 
    I was so horny, I couldn’t think of anything except the fact that I was deeply inside this woman…and yet not inside her. It was the most erotic thing I had ever experienced in my life. 
 
    She ground upon me, twisted her hips. 
 
    I said, feeling a scream of protest in my mind, “I love you.” 
 
    “Do you love me a lot?” 
 
    “Oh, God! I thrust my belly up, the dick being located above my cage I used a combination of belly and hips, and the big penis swirled inside her. Her eyes went big, and I said, “I really fucking love you.” 
 
    “Prove it, bitch!” 
 
    I flipped her over and began driving my fake cock into her. 
 
    She held on, and I finally felt like a man. Using my weight and my superior muscles. I fucked that woman so hard I was afraid she would split in half. 
 
    “GAH…AH…AH…AH…” She burst out, her hips pushing back up against me so hard my weight was as nothing. Her eyes were rolled back in her sockets so I could only see white. Her mouth was open. She gripped me so hard I was shocked her nails didn’t break right off. 
 
    Then she slumped. 
 
    “Oh, Heysoos Xristo on a plane with no wings. That was the best fuck I have ever had. Get off me.” 
 
    She pushed me back and I drew the big cock out of her, which caused her to gasp again. 
 
    I stood next to the bed. 
 
    She lay there and just…laid there. Totally satisfied. “Go shower. I’ll be up in a minute.” 
 
    I showered, dried off, put my clothes back on, then went back to her bedroom. She was sleeping. Out like a light. 
 
    I smiled wanly. I guess there’s something to be said for big dildos. 
 
    I went to the living room, then stopped. My dress felt grungy. I had been wearing it 24 hours straight. I took it off, and read the directions, then put it in the wash. I watched the washing machine shake for a minute, then went back into the living room to wait. 
 
    I was sitting at the dining table. I looked out the window for a while. It was a beautiful day. 
 
    Interesting, fucking Sandy with the strap on had actually given me a moment of relief. 
 
    While I had been fucking her my dick had raged, but I had been so intent on raping her I had ignored the pain in my groin. 
 
    Raping her. A despicable act, but that’s what it was. She liked it rough, and I had liked giving it to her rough. In a way, I had wanted to hurt her, but not hurt her. I know that sounds weird, but there was a part of me that wanted to be on top, be the man, even though I was in a dress. So I had rammed and jammed, and felt all manly, and…I wasn’t usually like that. But I wanted to…get back at her? 
 
    But get back at her for what? 
 
    I had started this thing. I had answered the Mystery Messenger…so who could I blame? 
 
    Yet, I could take out my frustrations on this beautiful woman who wanted it in a way that would sate my frustrations. 
 
    Anyway, self psychoanalyzing aside, I was now limp in my cage. The outpouring of my frustration had given me respite. 
 
    I heard a far away ding, for a second I panicked, then I realized it wasn’t the computer, it was only the washing machine. I got up and went to the garage. I put the dress in the drier and started it up. When I returned to the dining room table Sandy was waiting for me. 
 
    She looked happy and satisfied. “How you doing, baby?” 
 
    “Fine,” and then I felt my dick start to try and get hard. “I don’t mean this the way it sounds…but, until you came in.” 
 
    She tilted her head in puzzlement. 
 
    I looked down at my cock. It was red and strangling in its captivity. 
 
    Sandy laughed. “I think I understand.” 
 
    I sat down.  
 
    She leaned toward me and her whole attitude got serious. “Do you love me? I mean, really?” 
 
    “I…I love my wife.” 
 
    “But do you love me.” 
 
    I gulped. This was dangerous ground. “I feel…I feel love for you, but…” 
 
    “But?” she prompted. 
 
    “There’s a piece of me that hates you.” 
 
    She blinked. “Wow.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. You can spank me now. I don’t care.” 
 
    She reached out and touched my cheek. “No, no. What you said, it hurts, but it doesn’t hurt.” 
 
    My turn to look curious. 
 
    “Somebody once told me that you have to love somebody before you hate them.” 
 
    “Huh. that sort of makes sense, but I’m going to have to think about it.” 
 
    “But are you having a good time?” 
 
    Now I really was puzzled. 
 
    “A good time?” 
 
    “Are you enjoying this? Do you like being a woman?” 
 
    I was silent for a long time. Then: “It’s like…there’s a part of me that is enthralled, excited. But then there’s a part of me…” 
 
    “That hates it.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    She nodded. “Then it’s plain what we have to do.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Get you through the hate part.” 
 
    I stared at her. 
 
    “We need you to be all love, not half and half. Half and half is conflicted, and it can be fun to go through such things, it’s probably a good indicator of your healthy mind that you are going through such things, that you understand yourself well enough to feel the pain, but we need to push you harder.” 
 
    There’s a harder?” I was incredulous, and she laughed. 
 
    “Oh, there’ always harder. Just look at your dick if you doubt me.” 
 
    I looked down. I had been intent on speaking my mind and had not noticed that my dick was actually drooling. Pre-cum was spilling from my poor dick. A lot of it. 
 
    “Oh, man.” I groaned. 
 
    She laughed, yet again, and said, “There’s something you should understand about the cock cage and the prostate massager.” 
 
    I looked at her. 
 
    When you get your prostate attended to and lose your cum you don’t actually cum. So your body thinks it has cum, but your mind…your mind thinks it hasn’t. That’s why you’re so horny. And it will get worse. 
 
    I turned that over with things I had read on the net the night before. “So I get, I think ‘milked’ is the term, and it just makes me hornier.” 
 
    “Exactly,” she nodded. 
 
    “This is a real cruel Catch 22.” 
 
    “Until you embrace it.” 
 
    I sat for a long time pondering that, and finally, “What are you doing to me?” 
 
    She grinned, “Having fun. Making you have fun. Wasn’t it boring before you started doing all this?” 
 
    “Boring isn’t bad,” I muttered. 
 
    “Of course it is. Now, go get your dress and let’s see to your face.” 
 
      
 
    Make up that day was a lesson. Sandy told me that I had to learn this stuff so I could do it myself. So I paid attention, tried to figure it out, and even did a couple of things. What I did had to be repaired by Sandy, but I was learning. I could see my mistakes, and understand what I was supposed to do. But it was complex. And it made me think in colors and shades and complexities that I had never considered. 
 
    It made me appreciate what woman go through just to look beautiful for a man. 
 
    Finally, she was done. 
 
    We had been sitting at the dining table all morning, I was actually a little sore from sitting. And, my dick, of course, was sore and dripping. And I was so horny I couldn’t believe it. Letting a woman touch me intimately, all over my face, it was sexy. 
 
    And she was right. Drained, I was hornier. 
 
    She took my hand and led me into the foyer. We faced the big mirror. 
 
    Again, I was transformed. Femme complete. In the light of the morning she had shown me how to shadow my face in certain ways so that the male angulation of the cheek bones and such were softer, rounder. 
 
    And there was no bulge in my dress. The chastity device had totally handled that! Without that bulge I was ten times more feminine. 
 
    “Not bad. Feel like a little lunch?” 
 
    I did. I hadn’t eaten all morning. I turned towards the kitchen. Sandy grabbed my arm. I turned back to her and she shook her head slowly. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “There’s a purse, one of my old ones, on your bed. I put some things you’ll need in it.” 
 
    “Purse? I don’t understa—“ I got it. “Oh, no.” 
 
    “Oh, yes. “It’s time to go get a little lunch, run some errands, and feel the wind in your hair. 
 
    “No, no, no, no…” 
 
    She sighed, “And just when you were doing so well.” 
 
    “I can’t go out in public!” 
 
    “Why not? Look at yourself.” 
 
    She turned me back to the mirror. 
 
    I had long hair, soft features. I’m not a tall fellow, and I had large breasts. Sexy breasts. 
 
    “But somebody will recognize me.” 
 
    “No, they won’t. Put these on.” She picked up a pair of sunglasses from the long table in the foyer and handed them to me. 
 
    I looked at them. Very stylish lenses. Dark. 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    I put them on. 
 
    “Now look in the mirror.” 
 
    I looked, and was astounded. My eyes covered, my red lips, my big tits, I wasn’t a man. And, even if I was, nobody would see Alex. They would only see…Alexandria. 
 
    “I can’t,” I whispered. But my voice was soft, and had lost determination. 
 
    “Oh, yes. You can. Now go get your purse.” 
 
    She pushed me, guided me, and I was stumbling down the hallway. 
 
    “Make your heels sing!” 
 
    I straightened up and my heels clicked on the wood, and I realized something: Good posture results in talking heels. And good posture made my chest stand out. And good posture made me sexy. 
 
    I turned into my bedroom and picked up the purse. It was small, it would hang from my shoulder easily. 
 
    I looked inside. A compact. A lipstick. A…Tampon? 
 
    I came back down the hallway. “What is this?” 
 
    Sandy chortled. “Who knows, it might be your time of month.” 
 
    “I’m not taking this.” 
 
    She sighed and took it from me. Our fingernails looked like they were stabbing at each other. She reached for my purse and dropped it in. 
 
    “How will anyone even know the Tampon is there? Have you ever heard a woman turn to another and say, “Please dear, could you spare a Tampon?” 
 
    She laughed, and she was so infectious I actually chuckled. Then I sobered. “I don’t want to do this.” 
 
    “Of course you do, and you have to.” 
 
    “What if I refuse?” 
 
    She got a sad look on her face. “Then I would send all those juicy pictures to your wife. Don’t think I won’t. Just because we’re getting along like sisters, and just because you said you love me, doesn’t mean I won’t do what I have to do.” 
 
    With that she linked her arm in mine and opened the front door. She walked me out to the driveway’ 
 
    Across the street Mrs Jansen was watering her lawn. Sandy waved to her. “Hi, Mrs. Jansen!” 
 
    I couldn’t resist, I had to see what the old biddy’s reaction would be. I turned, and she could see me plainly. 
 
    She humphed loud enough to be heard across the street, screwed the water off on her hose, and turned and stomped back into her house. 
 
    Sandy giggled and we reached her car. She made a show of opening the door for me, like a man would for a woman, and I got in, and almost hurt myself. 
 
    Sandy laughed. “Number one, it’s hard to pivot on heels, so you need to turn away and sit down, then pivot in the seat. 
 
    “Number two, you need to keep your knees together. You don’t want male passersby to get all hot and horny when you flash your underwear at them, right?” 
 
    “Oh,” I was abashed. 
 
    She rounded the car and got in. She pressed the ignition, then put the top down. She backed out of the driveway. 
 
    As we started down the street Sandy lectured me. “You’re going out in public for the first time. You’re going to have to watch me, do what I do, and learn to act like a woman acts. You’re going to have to think of all the times you have watched women, and how they have acted. You do that and you’ll survive. 
 
    Then we were on a main street and she picked up speed. I could feel the wind pick up my hair, blowing it back. A flutter of wind seeped up under my dress, and the coolness excited me. I pressed my dress down. 
 
    We passed houses, cars, and people turned and looked at us. Stared at me. And I realized: I was the new girl in town. The mystery girl that nobody knew. Oh, my God! 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART EIGHT 
 
      
 
    My name is Alex Trenton, and things are getting worse and worse. My Mystery Messenger sent me a present that has unhinged my life. Now I’m horny all the time, and I can’t get any relief. Add to that my neighbor, Sandy, has gone into cahoots with the Mystery Messenger, and she is making sure I live the day through as a woman. And now (choke) she’s actually taking me shopping! 
 
      
 
    I sat in the car, and I was a strange mix of excitement and dread. 
 
    On one hand, I was a woman in all appearances. Sandy had bought me the right clothes, and lingerie, and even breast forms. I was shaped like a woman, all male angles hidden. Even my bulge was gone, thanks to the severe chastity tube I was wearing. I wore a long wig, and my face was perfectly made up.  
 
    On the other hand, I was shivering inside, electrified. I was a man! I shouldn’t be wearing these sexy nylons and clicking along in high heels. I shouldn’t have a chest that drew the look and lust and outright drools of men! 
 
    So I sat in the passenger seat and loved the feeling of freedom as the wind blew my hair back, and yet my core was a mass of electrical wires, snapping about, filling me with dreadful exultation. 
 
    Sandy pulled the car up to…a Home Depot? WTF? 
 
    “Come on, girlfriend. I need your expertise on this.” She got out of the car. 
 
    I sat for a long moment. She was starting to walk away, then realized I wasn’t with her. She turned and stared, one hand on her hip, an amused expression on her face. 
 
    I was frozen. I was going to go into a place where people might know me. I might see a neighbor, or a business coworker. 
 
    Suddenly Sandy reached into her purse and pulled out her cell phone. She tapped it a couple of times with her long nails, then held it up for me to see. 
 
    Even from my seat in the car I could see it was an email app. And I knew it was sent to send. And I knew what it would send. Pictures of me to my wife. Pictures of me dressed like a woman, cleaning house, posturing. 
 
    I opened the door and got out. She smiled and put her cell away. 
 
    Feeling like I was sauntering up to a guillotine, I walked with Sandy into Home Depot. 
 
    It was busy, and people turned their heads and stared at us. 
 
    Sandy was at ease, happy, enjoying the appreciation. She clicked her heels loudly and strutted like a babe. Which she was. 
 
    I dragged along, held prisoner by her arm linked in mine. 
 
    I made sure my sunglasses were tight. 
 
    She said, “Nobody will get past the mystery of not seeing your eyes. Your red lips will distract them. Start enjoying yourself.” 
 
    “I’m trying,” but my words were like the final gasp of a man expiring. 
 
    “Not hard enough. If you don’t try harder than when we get home I am going to spank your ass so hard!” 
 
    I smiled brightly then. I really didn’t want her to spank me. I had experienced her paddle, and the paddle had won. 
 
    “That’s it, let your heels click. Enjoy yourself.” 
 
    And, by the time 50 feet had passed, I was suddenly, unbelievably, enjoying myself. 
 
    Wax enthusiastic and you will be enthusiastic. 
 
    Nobody knows you, I kept repeating to myself. And I suddenly and truly appreciated my sunglasses. I glanced at myself in a small mirror on a display and saw that I didn’t look like myself. And I remembered how I had used sunglasses to check out babes without being obvious. Now I was on the other end, I was watching people check me out, trying to be subtle, and yet so damned obvious it was laughable. 
 
    “Is every man that obvious?” 
 
    “Yes,” Sandy giggled. 
 
    She led me to the lumber section and handed a man a list. “Can you deliver this by this afternoon?” 
 
    The guy was older, a little grey, had a mustache, and he tried to puff out his chest a little. He looked at the list. He frowned. “Well, I don’t think so. Tomorrow morning the earliest. We have a lot of deliveries today and…” 
 
    “Oh, please.” Sandy turned on the charm. She leaned towards him and placed her hand on his forearm. He glanced down at those long, red nails, and he looked up at her. And he was a changed man,. 
 
    “Well, I suppose we could. If I just changed a little order in the deliveries.” 
 
    “Oh, that would be so nice.” Then she chatted him up for a few minutes. She made him smile self consciously, and she played him like a concert pianist plays a piano. When we left he was smiling broadly, happy and studly, and she not only had the delivery scheduled for four that afternoon, but he had given her a 10% discount on the lumber. 
 
    “Did you really do that?” I asked. 
 
    “Oh, he was easy,” she laughed. 
 
    “Aren’t all men?” 
 
    “Well, yes. I guess they are.” 
 
    “I mean, he was eating out of your hand!” 
 
    “Careful,” she admonished me. “Even when you play them, you have to be sincere. If you breed disrespect in your mind it will come out when you don’t want it to.” 
 
    I took her words to heart, but they were alien to me. There was no way I could play a man like that, even looking like a babe. 
 
    “What are you going to make?” 
 
    “You’ll find out.” 
 
    I groaned. “Can’t you just tell me?” 
 
    “Nope. But I can tell you this, you’re going to do the building. You ready for lunch?” 
 
    I was. It was past noon, I hadn’t had breakfast. My belly felt like it was imploding. 
 
    We paid, and I was aware of how the check out girl checked us out. And I realized she was actually jealous. We looked like models, yet she  was dowdy, a lumber worker. No wonder she was jealous. 
 
    Still, I watched how Sandy handled her, and realized that she even respected members of her own sex. Then I realized something else, something that was sort of profound. 
 
    She had been manipulating me, and yet I felt…respected. She had bullied me into wearing female clothes and going out in public. She had threatened me with exposure. She had even spanked me. Yet I didn’t feel the worse for it.  
 
    I told her this. 
 
    We were walking across the parking lot and she stopped. We stood face to face and she said, “If you don’t love life, life won’t love you.” 
 
    I nodded, then she said something that surprised me, but shouldn’t have. 
 
    “Tanya is better at this than I am. That’s why we’re such great friends. And it’s not a matter of outdoing each other, it’s a matter of knowing how far we can go, and, if we go too far, of being able to forgive. Truly forgive.” 
 
    I stood, and I felt a sort of grunt way down in the depths of my mind. I felt like Buddha had just dropped a piece of enlightenment into my soul. 
 
    Then she took my arm and turned me towards the car. “Let’s go, my gabby, little bitch. I want to spoil my figure and eat chocolate sundaes.” 
 
    I laughed. An actual genuine laugh. I think it was the first actual laugh I had had since this weekend started. 
 
      
 
    She drove across town to a little place that had the best burgers and the coldest chocolate milkshakes in town. Again, I enjoyed the way my hair whipped in the wind and flew behind me. I felt so free and easy. 
 
    “How’s Mr. Happy,” she asked, at one point, glancing at my crotch. 
 
    Amazed, I blurted, “I don’t feel him!” 
 
    “Got distracted by all that female business, eh?” 
 
    “I guess so,” but suddenly I frowned. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Talking about it just made it start up.” My dick grew in the cage. Shortly I felt the stabbing agony of a dick too big for its britches, literally. 
 
    Sandy laughed, and we pulled into the gravel parking lot of the burger stand. 
 
    “I’m going to teach you something,” Sandy said, as she got out of the car. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’ll find out.” 
 
    She ordered chicken nuggets with two kinds of sauce, and a small sundae. 
 
    “Chicken? At a burger joint?” I whispered at her. She just smiled. 
 
    I ordered a big, old bacon burger, extra pickles, onion rings and a milk shake. 
 
    We sat at an outside table, one in a corner, and dug in. 
 
    Well, I dug in. Sandy merely took one nugget, dipped it, and ate it neatly. Pop. Right into her red painted mouth. 
 
    I took a big bit of my hamburger, and…suddenly realized. Juice was dripping down my chin, and my lipstick was all over the bun. “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    Sandy laughed. “There’s your lesson. Believe me, sometimes I’d like to eat like a man, just slam that burger down the maw and chew and gulp. But make up makes you eat like a lady, and if you don’t you end up looking like you.” 
 
    The expression in my eyes made her laugh even more. She popped another nugget into her mouth, smiled, and leaned forward. She dabbed a napkin into a glass of water. I had wondered why she had ordered a glass of water, and now I knew. She wiped my lipstick clean. I felt like a little boy being cleaned by his mother. And, interestingly, because I was a woman, and woman did things like this, I fought the feelings of embarrassment…and won! 
 
    In fact, it was even sexy. 
 
    “Easy, tiger,” she whispered, “Your horn is showing.” 
 
    “Sorry.” But I wasn’t. 
 
    She nodded at my purse. “Good thing you brought along a little repair shop.” 
 
    I reached into my purse and pulled out my lipstick. I opened the compact, and just like I had seen women do a thousand times, I painted my lips. 
 
    “The stain helps,” I said and smacked my lips. “Makes it easy to see the lines, and I probably could have even eaten without the lipstick. My lips are still red.” 
 
    “But where’s the fun in that? And where’s the lesson?” 
 
    “I guess you’re right.” 
 
    Done with repairs, I put my lipstick and compact away, and then realized another problem. I looked at my hamburger. 
 
    “How am I going to eat?” 
 
    “Go up and ask for a knife and fork, silly.” 
 
    I shook my head. “So much to learn.” 
 
    “You’re getting there. And you’re enjoying it.” 
 
    That startled me. And she was right. And I even enjoyed the way my dick kept trying to overfill the chastity tube. 
 
    Surprise filled my eyes and she laughed yet again. “Go get your cutlery.” 
 
    “Cutlery,” I mumbled as I stood up. Just walking to the order window was an adventure. I could feel people staring at my chest. And then my ass. Yet I didn’t fight it now. I asked for a knife and fork, sashayed back across the eating area, and finally got to eat. 
 
    Little slices with the fork, little bites. “Oh, God. This is good.” I began slicing the onion rings into bite-sized pieces. 
 
    Sandy sighed. “This is the hard part for me. If I ate like that I’d blow up and pop like a balloon.” 
 
    I smiled, for once I had the upper hand. “Poor baby.” 
 
    She swatted my arm, “You bitch.” 
 
    I winked at her, then realized she couldn’t see my eyes behind my sunglasses. 
 
    Suddenly I stopped. I just froze. My mind had gone someplace deep. 
 
    “What? What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    “Bullshat. You tell me right now.” 
 
    I put my hands down beside my plate. I sighed. “I’m happy.” 
 
    “That’s bad?” 
 
    “I’m married, and I have a terrible secret. How do I tell my wife I get off on women’s clothes.” 
 
    For a long time Sandy just looked at me. There was no expression on her face, and suddenly I felt like crying. 
 
    “Don’t,” she said, and it was enough to bring me to my senses. She placed her red tipped fingers on my forearm and leaned towards me. “Don’t worry…don’t even think about it. Everything will work out.” 
 
    “Easy for you to say.” 
 
    She frowned, and then changed tacks on me. “You can get a divorce and marry old Mrs. Jansen. Her husband will certainly be willing to step aside for a perverted cross dresser. I can see you now, walking her dog early in the morning. Her on your arm, asking if you want a blow job.” 
 
    My jaw had dropped at her first sentence. It was so silly, so ludicrous, yet it was just what the doctor ordered. I started laughing. And not a polite titter. A male-sized belly laugh. A gut buster. 
 
    “Shhh!” whispered Sandy, and she managed to cut me off before I could alarm the whole place. I near choked, but I suppressed the laugh. 
 
    The rest of our lunch I kept breaking out in laughter. Me and Mrs. Jansen. Oh, my God! 
 
      
 
    We stopped at a few more places, Sandy bought me a floppy sun hat, which I wore right then and there, and some short shorts and a boy beater tee shirt. Not the normally sexy fair, but that’s okay.  
 
    We returned to the house at two o’clock. 
 
    I carried the bags in, I was still man enough to do that. I put them down and heard Sandy call me. “Back here!” 
 
    I clicked my sexy heels down the hallway, turned into her room and stopped. 
 
    She was laying down, legs spread, a big grin on her face. 
 
    I didn’t hesitate, and here is where it gets interesting. I was getting to know her. I was getting comfortable with her. In spite of the occasional spanking, or maybe because. 
 
    I was married, I loved my wife, I didn’t want a girl friend or mistress or anybody else. Yet, I was growing to love her cunt. I hadn’t even been in it, except for the dildo, but I loved it. 
 
    I crawled onto the bed, I placed my hands on her thighs and pushed her legs further apart. I looked at her. “So much for this face.” She laughed, and then I dove in. 
 
    I chewed her cunt like it was bubblegum. I lapped at her clit. I used my fingers. I was rough, though not as rough as this morning. That demon seemed to have been bred out of me. 
 
    She moaned, and she groaned, and then, without being asked, I got off her, went to the drawer and pulled out the dildo. 
 
    We watched each other with hungry eyes as I adjusted it. Then I crawled back over her, between her legs. I knelt in front of her and placed the tip of the penis into her snatch. I pushed, a quick jerk, and she twitched and groaned. I used my hand and swirled it into her pussy. And, then, finally, I plunged. All my weight. The shaft slid into her and her eyes bulged. She wrapped her arms around me and we were off to the races. I rammed it, and pulled it, rammed it, and pulled it, and we kissed. Our mouths were inseparable. Our tongues did battle like the armies of old.  
 
    We fucked. 
 
    Not made love, though love was there. 
 
    I loved my wife, but I loved fucking, too. 
 
    So I loved fucking her. 
 
    “Tell me you love me,” she groaned at one point. 
 
    “God, do I love you,” and I was sincere, and she believed me. And it made it all the better for her. 
 
    I eased up on her pussy and began squeezing her breasts, one, then the other, then licking them, one, then the other. 
 
    She arched her back and held my head. I could feel her pussy igniting. I could feel that ocean of lust gripping her, pulling her down, drowning her in…orgasm. 
 
    “AHHHHHH!” Then a series of spasmodic jerks, her hips tilting and pulling on my fake cock. 
 
    Then we were done. 
 
    I pulled out of her. 
 
    She lay there, in a stupor. I had actually fucked her stupid. 
 
    I lifted one of her arms. It was limp, and her eyes were dazed. 
 
    I covered her up and left. 
 
      
 
    I went home for a short while. Walking down the street like a brazen slut, not caring if Mrs. Jansen could see me. I walked into my house and checked my email. Nothing of interest, which meant no Mystery Mistress. And since she hadn’t send me a message, so I guess she just wasn’t around. Probably had some other sucker dressing up and prancing down the street. 
 
    Oh, I wasn’t bitter, or even disrespectful. I was…okay. I wasn’t afraid of her. What Sandy had done to me today…I was changed, accepting. I didn’t know where I was going, but I was on my way, and I was…okay. 
 
    My dick was okay, too. When I had been fucking Sandy it had been hard, making me moan and groan as if I was actually fucking. But now, Sandy fucked to a fare thee well, it had gone down a little. It was still uncomfortable, but in a sexy kind of way. 
 
    I poured myself a glass of wine. 
 
    Me. Wine. I hated the stuff. But women liked it, and there was a piece of woman in me that wanted to experience it. 
 
    I went into the living room and sat on the sofa, my legs curled up beneath me. I sipped the wine, and knew that though I would never willingly drink it again, whiskey is my drink, it was curiously sexual to sit and sip, to swirl the contents of the wine glass, to examine the color and smell the aroma. 
 
    I sat there for a long time. Sipping very slowly. Looking at the traces of lip print on the glass, thinking about my situation, feeling my own fake tits and just…wondering. 
 
    It was a curiously alive time. Nothing was happening, but…I was happening. Deep things were stirring in me. 
 
    Then I heard a rumble. 
 
    I went to the kitchen window and looked out. The delivery truck from Home Depot. 
 
    I put down the wine, checked my make up, touched up my lipstick, and strutted out of the house. 
 
    The delivery men were at the door when I arrived. Sandy wasn’t there, so I guess she was still sleeping, probably stirring and throwing on clothes. 
 
    “Hi, guys,” I tried to speak softly, in a slightly higher pitch. 
 
    They turned, and their eyes opened.  
 
    I passed them, aware of their eyes on my breasts, and opened the front door. I turned to them. “I’ll let you know where to put everything in just a moment, okay?” 
 
    One of the men, a young one, actually gulped. 
 
    I walked down the hall, clickety click. 
 
    Sandy came out of the bedroom looking a mess. 
 
    I grinned. “Where you want it, lady?” I spoke in a gruff voice, mocking somebody asking where she wanted them to put their dick. 
 
    She laughed. She kissed me, placed a hand on my cheek. “Heysoos, thank you. Have them put it in the backyard next to the basement entrance.” 
 
    I went back and told the delivery guys. 
 
    “Well, uh, we’re supposed to just put things in the driveway.” 
 
    And, I couldn’t believe it, I placed my red tipped fingers on his forearm, the older one, and said in the sweetest voice, “Oh, please. I can’t move this stuff myself, and it’s only a little bit.” 
 
    He swelled up like a peacock. “Well, I guess we could. Come on, Charlie.” 
 
    I had done it, and I respected them, and they took everything off the truck and stacked it nice and neat right next to the basement door. 
 
    When they were done I chatted them up, just like Sandy had shown me. I complimented them and admired them, and, you know, that was payment enough for them. 
 
    Respect. 
 
    And I know some women who don’t respect, and they treat people, especially men, like dogs, and then they wonder why they aren’t happy. 
 
    Silly girls. 
 
    Sandy came out, and the guy’s eyes bulged a bit more. Double payment. Then we walked them out to the front door. Man, they were so happy. They were like puppies with new chew toys. 
 
    And Sandy actually kissed the old guy on the cheek and thanked him. 
 
    So, I couldn’t believe it, I kissed the younger guy on the cheek, left a big red smudge on the side of his face. 
 
    We stood there and watched them drive off, big grins on their faces, waving to us. 
 
    We went back into the house and Sandy grabbed my arm and whirled me around. She had a big smile on her face as she said, “You big slut.” 
 
    I mock hung my head. “Guilty.” Then I looked up, “So what’s with all the wood and stuff?” 
 
    She linked arms with me and walked me through the house, outside, and unlocked the basement. We descended into the gloom, and she turned on a light. 
 
    It was your basic basement, filled with junk, old TVs, book shelves, boxes of whatever. 
 
    She led me to the side, to a door, and we entered a completely clean room. 
 
    The walls had been fresh painted, one wall had a bunch of hooks on it, and on the hooks were…sex toys. 
 
    My eyes bulged, and she giggled. 
 
    “My little toy box.” 
 
    We walked over to the wall and I examined the toys. 
 
    Dildos. Butt plugs. Whips. Feathers and leather.  
 
    “I’m just starting, and I need a piece of furniture. You’re going to build it.” 
 
    “I am? I mean…yeah. I am.” 
 
    She led me to a side bench. A blueprint was on it. Next to the blueprint was a list of materials. It was the list she had handed to the Home Depot clerk. 
 
    “I bought all that material for this…I guess you’d call it a table. I got it off the net, it’s pretty complex, but…can you build it?” 
 
    Of course I could. I had worked as a carpenter during college. I told her that. 
 
    “Oh, good.” 
 
    “And what is this table used for?” 
 
    She gave her trademark grin. “I should probably say, ‘you’ll find out,’ but I guess I have to tell you if you’re going to build it. It’s a tilting, rotating table. It can be moved to the vertical, and the legs will come apart like a St. Andrews Cross. Or it can be horizontal and used for…all sorts of things. And what sort of things you’ll have to find out.” 
 
    A line appeared on my forehead. “Does Tanya know about this room? This table thing?” I had already figured out the various uses she had in mind. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Simple. Direct. No. 
 
    I turned to her. “Listen. This is all fun and games, and I’ve found that…I do sort of love you. But I’m married. This all has to come to an end.” 
 
    She said, “That has earned you a spanking.” 
 
    I stared at her. She ran ice or fire. And all the warmth of the afternoon, of the grand and glorious fuck I had given her…it was forgotten. 
 
    “Seriously.” 
 
    She turned walked away, back straight, proud and imperious. “Come along. I think five strokes will suffice for your impertinence.” 
 
    In a way, I was crushed. I was being used, and I was being respected, but…but what had I done? I had simply pointed out the obvious, asked for emancipation. But she acted like I had just killed the warden and tried to escape jail. 
 
    I followed her upstairs, my mind back to being blasted. I didn’t want a spanking. I hadn’t done anything. But there was nothing to say or do about it. 
 
    She picked up the paddle and turned to me. Her eyes were bland, no nonsense and noncommittal. She motioned with her look towards a kitchen chair. 
 
    “Lean over the back and place your hands on the seat.” 
 
    I moved the chair to the center of the room, unconsciously giving her more room to swing. Maybe subconsciously, I don’t know. 
 
    I leaned over the back and placed my hands on the seat. My ass was presented to her. 
 
    “Pull up your dress and pull down your panties.” 
 
    I realized then that, in a way, I was broken in. I was docile, compliant. 
 
    And I realized something else. This was the way I wanted women to be, expected them to be. 
 
    No. I didn’t spank them, but this was the way men often treated their women. And in a way, in my head, this was the crime I had committed. 
 
    So why shouldn’t women want men to be like this? Right? Then I had no more time to think think because… 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    I bit my lip. Tears immediately started to well. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Tears flowed down my cheeks. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    I didn’t yell or cry out. I just took it. Docile, like I wanted a woman to be. And, since I was part woman now, more woman than man, in my mind, I just held my silence. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    One more. Tears were splattering on the kitchen floor. I was sobbing now, my chest heaving. My ass felt like it was broken. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Done. 
 
    I stayed there for a long minute. 
 
    Then I straightened up, pulled up my panties, and flinched when that soft material covered my bright, red ass, and let my dress drop. 
 
    I turned to face her. 
 
    She watched me, no expression, her arms folded. The paddle still in one hand. 
 
    “I…I’m sorry.” I said. I don’t know why I said that, but it seemed right. I didn’t know what my crime was, but I really was sorry. 
 
    Sorry for disappointing her? Sorry for being stupid? 
 
    I didn’t know. I just knew that the tears were pouring down my face and I wanted her to like me again. 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    She said, “It’s a hard lesson, but one you have to learn. Don’t you ever bring the subject up again. You’re married, and you’ll stay married, but when I have the chance I will use you. Like I’m doing. And it’s your duty to be grateful. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Now then. I’m done with you for the day, and you can clean up this mess with your tongue.” She indicated the floor. “Then you can go home, eat if you wish, and wait for the Mystery Messenger to contact you. Is that understood? 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “And when you’re done you will come home and go to sleep in your room. Here.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    She spun on her heel and walked away, down the hall to her bedroom. I watched that sexy ass sway, and even though she had just wailed on my ass, my dick grew harder. Surged against the cock cage. I groaned and bent a little bit to relieve the pressure. 
 
    After a moment, nothing else to do, I got down on my hands and knees and licked the floor clean of my tears, and, surprisingly, or maybe not so surprisingly, splatters of pre-cum.  
 
    I stood up and lifted my dress and looked at my panties. They were soaked through with pre-cum. 
 
    Heysoos, I had been a horny boy all afternoon. Horny girl. I need to run home and change my panties. So I did. 
 
      
 
    I fixed dinner and ate it. Standing up. Oh, maybe I could have sat down, I probably could, but I wanted to give my ass a chance to breath. I had taken off the dress and my garters and nylons, and was wearing just panties and bra. My make up was a mess from all the crying I’d done, so I just took it off. 
 
    When I was done I did the dishes, and marveled that I was already learning how to survive with red claws. 
 
    Finally, at last, I poured myself a drink. A stiff one. 
 
    Then I went into the computer room, sat down very gently, and turned it on. 
 
    DING! Almost immediately. As if she was waiting for me. 
 
    Hi, Lover. 
 
      
 
    I had learned, and I typed: 
 
    I’ve been counting the seconds until I could talk to you. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Pour it on, sister. 
 
    I love it. 
 
    Do you have your butt plug in? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    No. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Hurry up. 
 
      
 
    I picked up the butt plug, lubed it, and inserted. 
 
    Again, the feeling of being full. The pleasure. It offset the pain, or was maybe, in an odd way, made greater by contrast with the pain. 
 
    I sat down, pushing it deeper inside. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    It’s in. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    So how’s it going? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Pretty good. 
 
    I’m horny and dripping, 
 
    but that’s to be expected. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I just spoke with Sandy. 
 
      
 
    My heart sank. I typed: 
 
    I offended her. 
 
    I’m sorry. 
 
      
 
    There was a slight pause, then… 
 
    DING! 
 
    What did you do? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I told her I loved my wife, 
 
    and that I wanted these games to end. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Would you like to tell me that? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    No. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Good boy. 
 
    Why did you say that to her? 
 
    Didn’t you know you would offend her? 
 
      
 
    I squirmed on my butt plug and thought about what to say. The plug was feeling better and better, and the pain of the spanking was less and less. I typed: 
 
    I’m sorry, but I do love my wife. 
 
    I know I started all this. 
 
    I know I made a mistake, 
 
    but… 
 
      
 
    I just stopped typing and sent it. 
 
    DING! 
 
    But what? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    My wife will never understand. 
 
    I know I’m not having sex, 
 
    not by certain definitions, 
 
    but I am so afraid my wife will be hurt. 
 
    I don’t want to lose her. 
 
    She’s the best thing that ever happened to me. 
 
      
 
    A long pause. I thought maybe she had gone off line. I sipped some whiskey. Burped. I was starting to cry. Not big sobbing, just a trickle that wouldn’t stop. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Alexandria, 
 
    I am going to tell you something, 
 
    and I want you to pay attention. 
 
    I want you to have hope. 
 
    Women have an infinite capacity. 
 
    They forgive. 
 
    And I just know that if you behave yourself, 
 
    if you are truly contrite, 
 
    and really learn your lesson, 
 
    then things will turn out all right. 
 
      
 
    I stared at the message for a long time. I wanted to print it out and put it somewhere to remind me, to give me hope. 
 
    The Mystery Messenger was content to let me ponder. 
 
    Finally, I typed: 
 
    Thank you. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    You’re welcome. 
 
    Now tell me, 
 
    how hard does that butt plug make you? 
 
      
 
    A small laugh blurted out of me. Such a change of subject. I dried my tears, snuffled a bit, and began typing. 
 
    We typed back and forth for a long time that night, and I poured my heart out, got good and almost hard, until it hurt, and, finally, about midnight, she let me go. 
 
    What a strange day. 
 
    I had broken through in so many ways, and yet…I was in Problem City. With only the hope that women have an infinite capacity for forgiveness. 
 
    And my ass still hurt. 
 
    I got up from the swivel, cleaned my glass in the kitchen—it seemed that having to clean everything as a woman was making me into some sort of a clean freak—took out my butt plug and went home. To my other home. My little, pink room.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART NINE 
 
      
 
    My name is Alex Trenton. Yesterday I was a woman, and yesterday I was spanked. And this morning, when I woke up, I knew it was worth it. To be a woman, to be spanked, I will endure, I will live through this terrible time, for I know that a woman has an infinite capacity for forgiveness. 
 
      
 
    I awoke at six. I know it was six because my cell phone told me so. 
 
    Interestingly, I was awake, like electric awake. My whole body was buzzing with energy. This was one of the bonuses of being chaste, of not being allowed to cum. Energy skyrockets and you feel so alive. 
 
    Of course, your peeny is always trying to get hard, and failing, and even causing pain. But, I was even starting to enjoy the ‘pain’ of priapism. 
 
    I got up and ran to the bathroom. I didn’t want to suffer a morning woodie, then I thought about it: I hadn’t been woken up by morning wood. Why not? And I realized that I had had one drink last night. Alcohol dries you out. So one drink might be enough to save me from the excruciating pain of uncontrolled bonerism.               
 
    After a dribble of piss I walked down the hall to Sandy’s room. My fake tits were jiggling in my bra. My dick was pressing deliciously against my cage. 
 
    I entered the room, took a moment to just stare at Sandy. She was so beautiful. I didn’t love her, at least not like my wife, but that didn’t mean I was immune to her perfect face and her wonderful body. 
 
    Sighing, I lifted the sheets at the bottom of the bed and crawled under. 
 
    She awoke, stretched, sighed, and rolled onto her back and spread her legs. 
 
    I didn’t say a word, merely pushed my face between her legs and, in the darkness of under the covers, began to lunch. 
 
    Mmm. She was good. Moist and tender and soft and just the right amount of feminine odor. 
 
    There are some people that don’t like a ripe pussy. I love one. Not dirty, just…ready to be cleaned. 
 
    I sucked on her clit, slapped it with my tongue, and she moaned and raised her hips. I was able to slide my hands under her round buns and lift her, the better to angle her slit for my enjoyment. 
 
    “No dildo today, just use your fingers.” 
 
    I said nothing, merely sucked harder for a few seconds, then brought one hand out from under her and tickled her pussy. I slid it along her slit, gently, teasing her. 
 
    “Oh, you bitch!” she groaned, twisting her hips and trying to get more fingers. 
 
    Not wanting to be a bitch (much), I slid three fingers into her and she gasped. I spread my fingers inside her and turned my hand clockwise, counter clockwise, clockwise, and so on. 
 
    I felt her fists hit the mattress next to her as she started to let loose. I did her hard then, pushing three fingers in hard, bending them as I entered and letting the knuckles bruise the rim of her pussy. 
 
    “Ahhh!” she let go. It wasn’t a big one, but it was one of those good ones that seem to last and last. She turned her hips, tried to milk more out of my hand, then she had a series of almost slow motion spasms, drawn out muscles locking with a twitch at the end. She did that for almost thirty seconds, then broke, and the sensations left her. 
 
    “Whoa,” she wheezed. “That was interesting. But I may need a big one later. Come here.” 
 
    I crawled under the sheets and my head popped up next to her. She took me in her arms then and we cuddled. 
 
    My cock, of course, was raging. It always rages during a frenzied sex act, but then it usually goes down for a while. But with her cuddling, feeling her large breasts, having her breath on my face, it didn’t go away.  
 
    I moaned lightly, and reached down to adjust my cage. 
 
    She giggled. “Poor boy.” She kissed me then. A deep, kiss, thirsty for more sex…but not yet. That cum had just warmed her up. 
 
    “How’s your ass?” she asked happily. 
 
    “”It’s going to be sore for a couple of days, but I can sit on it, if I’m careful.” 
 
    She laughed. “You may have noticed that I like sex rough, and I tend to abuse my men. Maybe that’s why I’m single. No man seems able to handle my appetite.” 
 
    She crawled on top of me then, spread her legs over me and ground her pussy against my cage. She lowered her chest so her tits hung over my face. I knew what I was supposed to do and took one of her nipples in my mouth. I tweaked the other one with a hand. 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    Then she crawled up further, sat right on my face. Knees to the sides of my head, she lowered her pussy onto my face and fucked me. I mean really fucked me. Not waiting for my mouth to do its job, she began jerking her hips, slapping my face with her pussy as if it was a dick and she wanted it hard. 
 
    Suddenly, she moaned and groaned and arched her back, and stayed with her pussy pressed onto me. A long moment, and I knew she was cumming, Not just an aftershock from her first one, but a righteous orgasm off a face fuck. 
 
    I could hardly breath, I was trying to breath, and she started laughing and rose up. I drew in air hungrily. 
 
    “You’re good,” she said, hopping off me. She pulled on a robe and said, “Go wash up, wear the short shorts and the boy beater. You’re going to be earning your keep today.” 
 
    I struggled out of bed, untwining myself from the sheets and stared at her. She was rosy with glow, and I realized: she’s feeding off my sex energy. Like a damn succubus! 
 
    Well, that was okay with me. I left her putting on her make up, and went to my room. I hopped into the shower and cleaned off, then dried myself. Finally, I put on new underwear. 
 
    I trotted back to her room. “Pardon me, but…nylons? High heels?” 
 
    She looked at me, aghast. “If you have to ask you might not really be a woman.” 
 
    I returned to my room and put on garter and nylons, then pulled on the short shorts. They were tight, as they were meant to be, and it felt weird to have flesh showing right from the crease between leg and crotch.  
 
    Then the boy beater, and that was really weird. I had never worn anything so skimpy and revealing. Yet there was enough material to hide the mesh of breast form with flesh, so I didn’t lose anything. In fact, my boobs looked gigantic! I stared at them in the bathroom mirror and was astounded. And I realized that I needed a corset. I wasn’t fat, but I was male thick, and I needed a smaller waist. 
 
    Finally, I slipped into my heels and sauntered down the hall. Click, click, click. 
 
    I entered the kitchen. Sandy was at the table reading a magazine. She looked up at me and grinned. “My, aren’t we feeling sexy.” 
 
    “What would you like for breakfast, ma’am.” 
 
    “Waffles. And one scrambled egg. You’re going to be working today, so you may have a waffle and an egg.” 
 
    I set to work, finding frozen waffles in the frig, and I whipped up a couple of eggs quickly. Within five minutes I was placing a plate with a waffle and an egg on it in front of her. 
 
    “May I sit at the table, ma’am?” 
 
    “No,” she didn’t even look at me, just drowned her waffle, and the egg, with syrup. She didn’t bother with butter. She didn’t give me any further instruction, so I sat down on the floor and held my plate in my lap. 
 
    We ate, companionably, then I did the dishes. Done I turned to her. 
 
    She didn’t look up from her magazine, she just turned her chair sideways and spread her legs. 
 
    Quickly, I went down on her. Interesting, this wasn’t about sex, this was about training me. She had already had two orgasms, and was just interested in me servicing her pussy. 
 
    So I didn’t go rock and roll on her, I just gave her a thorough licking, chewed on her clit for a while, but didn’t try to finger bang her. 
 
    After a minute she pushed me back and stood up. She smiled down on me. “Let’s get you made up, then we can go talk to some lumber about a saw.” 
 
    I wiped my face on a towel and followed her into the dining room, where my make up lessons continued. 
 
    Again, she talked, repeating much of the same things from the day before, and she did some, and I did some. And I actually got a pass on blush, which she said was one of the harder items to master. My eye shadow, however, got her laughing, really laughing. 
 
    Finally, my face fresh and round and soft and kissable, we went outside and down to the basement. I noticed that we had only taken an hour to get there. I sighed. Sandy was able to do hers in five minutes. I needed to figure this stuff out. 
 
    We walked down the stairs and I asked, “Why didn’t they make an entrance from the house?” 
 
    “I think they weren’t thinking.” 
 
    “I could run a door, right from the back of the closet in the foyer. It would have cost, for materials, I think the labor would be free, if you want.” 
 
    “Excellent. You can do that after we make our furniture.” 
 
    I continued, “If you want, we could make it a hidden door, the one in the closet, then cover up the side entrance. Nobody would even know you had a dungeon, even if they looked. 
 
    She turned to me and smiled. “Oooh, you are devious. I like that.” she patted my cheek. 
 
    “Of course there won’t be any way to hide the bodies. Hard to dig a grave in cement.” 
 
    “We can use the second room for a trophy room. Dry them out and display them. Like a bat cave for perverts.” 
 
    I laughed. “If you don’t mind me saying, ma’am, you’re a mighty sick fuck.” 
 
    “Compliments so early in the morning. I like that.” 
 
    We entered the toy room and she turned on the lights. I walked around the room and considered it. I looked at the wiring, and even the plumbing. She went to the side table and looked at the blueprints. She turned and started to say something, then stopped. I had a look on my face. I turned to her. 
 
    “Okay. You hired me for my expertise, and I am a good craftsman, so let me tell you what I think.” 
 
    She arched an eye in question and leaned against the table. 
 
    “First, we run some electricity in here. Track lighting. You can focus it section it, do whatever. Then I can put a wet bar over in that corner. It’s across the room, I know, but running pipes to another corner would be silly, Then I can put softer walls up. Cement is nice, but wouldn’t you like to put up wallpaper with bricks, like a real dungeon, or maybe soft teddy bears floating in the clouds?” 
 
    She tilted her head, twisted her lips, and considered my words. 
 
    I continued, “We can build a real Cabinet of Caligari, good exotic wood, if you want and have the money. The table should go there, and be bolted down. I can run electricity along that seam in the floor, make it not obvious. That will leave plenty of room for other furniture. I assume you’re going to to want more furniture?” 
 
    “I hadn’t thought about it, but…I like it. How long will it take to do everything.” 
 
    “Well, there’s the problem. I can give you estimates for the various things, and some will have to be done in a certain order, but we’re talking a couple of months. And that’s if I had full work days.” 
 
    She walked around the toy room, observing the rafters above, noting where the sole light socket was. “I like it. You can work on it whenever Tanya goes off on business, maybe six months to a year.” 
 
    Tanya. I wish she hadn’t mentioned her. Still, it was what it was. I said, “Of course there’s the price…” 
 
    She faced me, a slanted grin on her face. “Price? You’re not going to work for free?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. I’ll be free. You’ll make sure of that. But I want something else.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I took a deep breath. I didn’t want to risk another spanking, but I needed to say what was on my mind. I tried to phrase everything politely. 
 
    “I need some more clothes, and lingeries. I need a corset right now, one that fits.” 
 
    She blinked. 
 
    “And, please, I’m not trying to offend or get on your bad side, but I have to say this, it really bothers me…I want you to stop threatening me with sending photos to my wife.” 
 
    Her eyes narrowed slightly, but I could see the curiosity in her expression. 
 
    “I know you’ve got the pictures, I know you can send them, but I’m not fighting you. I’ll do what you say. But when you threaten me with sending them it really bothers me. I love my wife. I’ve got to keep this secret. I don’t mind being your play toy, but the threat of my wife finding out, that just messes with my mind too much. I can’t handle it. 
 
    She cross the room to me. She had a thoughtful expression on her face. She took my cock cage in one hand and began to turn it and twist it, not hard, but enough so I could really feel my helplessness. We were just inches apart, our tits pressing against each other. 
 
    She whispered, “I won’t tell your wife, I won’t mention her except as is appropriate. But I will spank your ass. And a lot. And hard. I’m tempted to right now, you saucy boy.” 
 
    I gulped.  
 
    She lifted one hand, it was wet with pre-cum. She grinned and licked it, then said, ‘Ew.’” 
 
    I croaked, “I can handle that.” 
 
    “Do you think you can be good enough that I don’t ever have to spank you?” 
 
    “I can try.” 
 
    “But you do realize that I have a streak of mean in me? That I love to spank bad boys? That I want them to be bad boys? That sometimes I’ll punish you not because you’re bad, but because I need to be bad? Can you handle that?” 
 
    My voice was soft, yet there was a harshness in it so that I almost didn’t recognize it. “I’ll have to. 
 
    She stood there, enjoying my torment, my pleasure and my frustration. Then she said, “You enjoy this, don’t you.” 
 
    I gulped again. We were digging deep here, and I was afraid, but I knew I had to tell the truth. 
 
    “I like it.” 
 
    She kissed me then, just leaned forward, her face occupied my whole world, and she pressed her lips to mine. It was a long kiss, a gentle kiss, no tongue or grinding, but very intense and passionate. Our eyes were closed and I gave myself up to the feeling of my cock trying to explode. My heart was pounding, and then she moved her face back. She whispered, “We have sealed the deal. Now get to work, slave boy.” 
 
    She let go of me and stepped back. There was a flush, as of victory, on her face.  
 
    I stood for a moment, sort of paralyzed, then I nodded. 
 
    I started work. 
 
    It wasn’t hard work, but it was delicate work. Most carpentry is. Most people see some guy pounding nails into a roof and think that carpentry is just pounding nails into walls.  
 
    Nay. 
 
    Carpentry is more about measuring and finishing. Yes, most anybody can learn to put up two by fours and pound some plywood over them. And that does take some talent. But to measure accurately, so that wood fits together without a seam, that is real talent. And to select the right wood, and finish it so it is so smooth and deep in texture and color that it looks like a work of art, that is the true art. And I knew this was that kind of job. 
 
    Sure, I could throw together a saw horse and call it a bench, but that would be a crime. 
 
    I selected the wood that was usable, then told Sandy we would have to get better wood. 
 
    I began measuring, making notes, and did what I could. Then we went to the lumber yard, not Home Depot, but a real lumber yard, and we ordered what I needed. 
 
    And, I have to tell you, I don’t think I have ever been turned on as much by walking around with my legs showing and my tits pointing, as I was that morning. I knew everybody was staring at me, but they respected that tool belt hanging on my sexy waist. It was obvious that I knew what I was doing. Sexy and knowing what I was doing. How delicious. 
 
    We bought different hardware, laid everything out on the floor. I hadn’t lifted a hammer, but me being confident Sandy was impressed. 
 
    “Too bad make up isn’t as easy as carpentry, eh?” she mused, at one point. 
 
    That afternoon, we would have to wait until the morrow for the new wood to come in, and we might even have to reject that wood, I measured walls, made plans for electricity and plumbing, and even crawled up under the house and inspected the proposed stairway to the closet. 
 
    And, my make up wore off. Simply, I was sweating, and I would inadvertently wipe my forearm across my face, and by dinner I was a mess.  
 
    Sandy sat me down at the dining table and helped me fix myself. She said, “Are you sure you don’t want to tattoo your make up on?” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    She sighed. “It would make matters so much easier.” 
 
    “Except there are times when I need to be a man.” 
 
    “Hunh,” she grunted, then told me to stop blinking, she was going to do my eyes. 
 
    Afterwards, all fixed up and looking perky, she asked me if I wanted dinner. I said ‘no,’ and she was happy with that, and I walked home. It was dusk, and I felt tired and happy. I had managed to avoid a spanking, and I felt that buzz of electric energy inside me.  
 
    Truth, that buzz had been with me all day long. Sometimes in the background, sometimes coming out to whelm me, but always there. 
 
    And my penis was feeling like a giant flower blossoming. Struggling always, yet happy for that struggle. 
 
    God, was I horny. I had been drained and wasn’t really recovered from that, I was eating Sandy to a cum a couple of times a day, or fucking her with that big dildo of hers, and let me tell you that was a special kind of torture, and I was horny. 
 
    Being in a cage, my dick was struggling to get out constantly, and that heightened everything. 
 
    I entered my house and headed straight for the liquor cabinet. 
 
    Oh, I wasn’t going to get sloshy. I just wanted a sip to tide me over till bedtime, then I would have a stiff one. 
 
    And here is something interesting: when this had all started I had been conflicted, caught, slammed between opposing forces, and I had needed to get drunk, but now I didn’t. Now the Mystery Messenger had become a voice to talk  to at night. And Sandy had become…a friend. And more than a friend, but less than a true love.              I thought that if I fucked her, with my own dick, that maybe I would have fallen in love with her. 
 
    But I hadn’t fucked her, and I was glad, because, as I have pointed out many times, I loved my wife. 
 
    So the situation with Sandy had sort of resolved. 
 
    Oh, I still had problems. I wasn’t fond of secrets being kept from my wife, but my arrangement with Sandy seemed to be the only thing I could do. 
 
    I made dinner. A TV dinner, chicken and some cardboard vegetables. But I didn’t want anything else. That energy in me took away my desire for food. 
 
    Then I poured one more drink and went into the computer room. 
 
    It was a little early, and I surfed through some porn. The porn excited me, and hurt me, confined in the dick as I was, but it felt good, too. 
 
    From suffering and whining about my poor locked cock, I had grown, in the space of a day, to enjoy the feeling. It was like a hand was always gripping me, always exciting me. 
 
    I went to Wifey’s World, always a joy, and lusted after her big boobs and her face. She has the most wonderful face, and when she puts it together with red lipstick, you know how I am about that, my cock pressed so hard against the cage that I couldn’t stop myself from groaning out loud. 
 
    Suddenly, I realized something. Butt plug. I wanted to feel it. I quickly lubed up and inserted. God, it felt so good, sitting down and feeling it worming inside me. I knew I should look into vibrating plugs. 
 
    Then, my body energized, my asshole singing happily, I did some searches on the computer. I looked for Cherie Deville on Kink, searched for ‘Red Lips’ on xvideo, and just whiled away the time. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Hi, Lover. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I missed you so much. 
 
     
 
    DING! 
 
    How are you doing? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I am so horny.  
 
    I have never wanted to cum 
 
    so badly in my life. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Are you dripping? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Like a faucet. 
 
    It got so bad today, 
 
    I went through three panty liners. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    LOL 
 
    And what have you been doing 
 
    that is making you so horny? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Well,  
 
    the cage makes me horny. 
 
    And then I have to eat Sandy, 
 
    and fuck her with a dildo, 
 
    and that makes me horny, 
 
    and I’m wearing sexy clothes that excite me, 
 
    and…I’ve got the butt plug in. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    You do! 
 
    OMG! 
 
    That is so sexy! 
 
      
 
    She teased me for a while then, which felt awfully good, and then she asked: 
 
    What have you been doing otherwise? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Sandy wants me to build a dungeon. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    A real live dungeon? 
 
    Like with chains and  whips and things? 
 
      
 
    I described the proposed table, and the alterations that I was going to have to do to her basement. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Wow! 
 
    You’ve really got your work cut out for you. 
 
    I’ll bet you wish your wife didn’t come home. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Please don’t say that. 
 
    It hurts. 
 
    I love my wife. 
 
    I would give up all this kink 
 
    if I could just have her home. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    But now you’ve got a secret. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I do,  
 
    and it’s killing me. 
 
    And I don’t know what to do. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Well, 
 
    remember what I said. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    A woman has an infinite capacity for forgiveness. 
 
    I want to believe that, 
 
    but you know my secret. 
 
    I don’t know how she could ever forgive me. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    So you’re willing to live with your deep, dark secret. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I have to. 
 
    There’s nothing else I can do. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Maybe you should just tell her. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I can’t. 
 
    I simply can’t. 
 
    At least now, 
 
    with the secret, 
 
    I have her. 
 
    If I told her… 
 
    I might not have her. 
 
    I probably wouldn’t have her. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    A woman has what? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    An infinite capacity for forgiveness. 
 
    But I can’t risk my life on a hope. 
 
    I can’t risk losing her. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Poor boy. 
 
      
 
    Yet, in an odd way, it sounded like she was laughing. And why shouldn’t she? She had started this game, and I had gone along with it, and wasn’t this what she wanted? 
 
    And I wondered about this Mystery Messenger. What was she really like? Mean and conniving? Taking joy in other’s misery? 
 
    And once again I had a flash of a vision: a Russian pig, swilling vodka in Siberia, taking me to the cleaners. 
 
    Yet she had asked for no money. And I felt sure she had to be a woman. 
 
    Well, no way I was going to find out. 
 
    We talked for a while after that. She got sexy with me, had me totally aroused. By the time I turned off the internet I was feeling the pain in my crotch. I had to pee, and my cock was bulging in my cage. 
 
    I poured a drink, a stiff one, and drank it quick. It hit me almost before I could get the butt plug out. Then, feeling slightly dizzy, and yet consumed by that nervous energy buzzing in me, I walked back to my pink room. 
 
      
 
    The week, now that I was working, went fast. New wood came in, deliveries were made, and by Thursday I had the table done. I had even started framing the walls and laying out a cabinet to hold all the toys. 
 
    Each day was an adventure. I would wake up in my little, pink bed, go to Sandy’s room and crawl up and service her. I would fix breakfast, and I was getting better at making myself up. Then I would disappear into the basement until lunch. Measuring and sanding and fitting and staining and…and everything. 
 
    At lunch I would come up, and she usually had a sandwich for me. And the sandwich was usually something I would never eat. BLT. Club. And one day she had tuna and (choke) avocado.  
 
    Avocado, yuck. I have always thought that avocados were a totally disgusting fruit, or vegetable, or whatever they are. Once I looked up the word avocado, and discovered that it meant testicle. It hangs just like a testicle from a tree, looks like a testicle. Disgusting fruit. Or whatever it is. 
 
    Finally, night came. Often as not Sandy would have me give her a good fucking with the dildo, then she would send me home. Tired and horny and ready to clean house. I mean, the energy in me seemed to be growing. It was as if the hornier I got, the more my energy built up, and I didn’t know what to do with it. 
 
    At home I would make dinner, sometimes a steak and potato, sometimes a bowl of mush, sometimes whatever. 
 
    Then I would sip a drink and talk to the Mystery Messenger. 
 
    And, always, my cock would be hard as a rock…at least as hard as it could get inside its prison. 
 
    Then I would have a stiff drink, pray that I didn’t get woken up by a stiffie, and go back to my little, pink room. 
 
    And the next day would be the same. 
 
    And the next day the same. 
 
    But, as I said, on Thursday, I finished the table. I called Sandy down to inspect it. 
 
    It was a work of art. The wood was satiny, and the joints were seamless. You couldn’t even tell where one wood stopped and the next started. 
 
    It was a cross, a St. Andrews’ Cross, with movable limbs, and the limbs had very efficient straps on them. The wood was carved so that the curvature appeared sexy, but were very functional. For instance, when the legs came together there was a hole formed so the dick wouldn’t be crushed. 
 
    Sandy walked around it and marveled. She placed her hands on it and felt the wood. “Oh, this is smooth.” 
 
    “I inset the cushions slightly. Comfort, but without the edges.” 
 
    “Oh, my god. This truly is a work of art.” 
 
    Then she said what I had been waiting for. She turned to me and, with a gleam in her eye, said, “Take off your clothes.” 
 
    I took off my short shorts and boy beater. Then I took off my nylons and garter belt. And panties. I left my bra on. The breast forms were loose and would need some more glue. 
 
    I stepped up to the cross and placed my feet under the lower limbs, and my hands against the upper limbs. 
 
    Sandy quickly wrapped the straps around my wrists and ankles. Then she picked up the remote control. She pressed a button and the table tilted until I was horizontal. My dick, cage and all, hung below the table. 
 
    “There’s a boom box on the side table. 
 
    She went to it and turned it on and up. Pink Floyd, one of my favorites. I just hoped ‘Careful with that Ax, Eugene’ wasn’t coming up. 
 
    Sandy reached under the table and played with my cage. I dripped, a lot, and she laughed. 
 
    Then she tilted me up and came around to the front. 
 
    “This is beautiful, Alexandria. Thank you.” She kissed me, a long, passionate kiss. I could feel my heart throbbing. Blood was rushing to my cock, but to no avail. 
 
    She stepped back and said, “But you know what I’m going to have to do.” 
 
    And I did. And I knew she had been waiting for this. I had been so good all week, and had escaped getting spanked, but, like she said, she was a mean woman. 
 
    She walked to the side table and opened a drawer. She took out…’the paddle.’ 
 
    “Oh, God,” I mumbled, seeing her out of the corner of my eye. All the memories of my last adventure with the paddle blasted into my mind, and I was suddenly afraid. 
 
    “Don’t bruise me too badly. Tanya is coming home in a couple of days.” 
 
    “Don’t tell me what to do,” her voice was harsh and grating. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    I cried out. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Tears in my eyes. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    The tears overflowed and poured down my cheeks. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    She stopped then, came to the front, and kissed me softly, tenderly. “This makes me so horny. Is there something wrong with me?” 
 
    “No,” I sobbed. 
 
    She stepped behind me. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    And, suddenly I was groaning. I hate to say it, but I liked the pain. It was mixing with my inner energy, that buzzing horniness, and my dick was surging in the cage. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Ahh!” 
 
    She stopped and came to the front again. She played with my nipples. She spoke into my face. “You love it, don’t you.” 
 
    “No!” I cried. 
 
    “I’m going to give you three more, and if you don’t admit that you love it, I’m going to give you ten more.” 
 
    “No! No!” I sobbed. 
 
    Yet my dick was throbbing, and I was actually grinding my hips into the table. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “GAHHH!” I twisted on the cross. 
 
    She stopped, curious at the new tone in my voice, she came around and looked at me. “What?” 
 
    “My dick! It hurt!” 
 
    She bent down, looked at it, and rose up. She was grinning. “You saved yourself one stroke.” 
 
    “I did?” Was that disappointment in me? 
 
    “You came.” 
 
    “I…what?” My mind was blasted. 
 
    “You actually came. A whole bunch of semen. You’re a sticky mess down there.” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    She released me then. I kept leaning against the cross. She helped me step back. My legs were shaking and she actually had to support me. 
 
    She took me upstairs. I couldn’t sit down, so I stood while she took the key off her neck and took off my cock cage. 
 
    My cock hung, finally out of prison. 
 
    She put her face to me, took my cock in her mouth and sucked it. She cleaned all the semen off. She squeezed my balls. 
 
    Slowly, my tears lessened. 
 
    She stood up, a bit of semen still on her lips. She kissed me, gently, and held up the cage. “I’ll put this in the washer. Go lay on your bed. I’ll come in in a minute.” 
 
    I heard her in kitchen as I staggered back to my room. I lay down on my bed and started crying again. 
 
    Sandy came in in a minute She sat next to me and rubbed some lotion in her hands. Then she began massaging, very gently, my ass. She rubbed the cool lotion into my pores, and the burning started to go down. Still, I couldn’t stop crying. 
 
    “Hush, now, baby. You did good.” 
 
    “I…I did?” 
 
    “You did. You know, sometimes I wished you did love me as much as you love your wife. Then I’m glad you don’t. If you did I would keep you in my dungeon all the time, and your ass would be black and blue and bleeding.” 
 
    I sniffled. Then: “That would be fun.” 
 
    She laughed. “Maybe you’re as bad as me.” 
 
    Then I started to sob harder. 
 
    “Hey! Enough! It’s time to stop crying.” 
 
    I managed to sit up, my ass on fire, but I sat on it anyway. “I can’t.” I looked her in the eye. 
 
    She hugged me then. I felt her tits press against me. She was so soft, and I was breathing through her hair. “Why not?” 
 
    “My wife…my wife. I’m changed now. I love this. And my wife…she’ll never understand.” 
 
    I could feel her smile against my shoulder. “Don’t you worry. Like I said…this is our secret. She never needs to know, and I can do this to you for the rest of your life. 
 
    I cried harder.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TEN 
 
      
 
    My name is Alex Trenton, and I’ve got a secret. A Mystery Mistress and my neighbor, Sandy, have changed me into a crossdresser. Now I live to be a woman, to feel a woman’s clothes, to experience the things a woman experiences. The only problem is my wife. I don’t know how to tell her: I am so afraid of losing my wife. 
 
      
 
    “OOOOH! YES! YES!” Sandy moaned and groaned. I was under the covers, my face was buried in her pussy and my tongue was working overtime to bring her to orgasm. 
 
    “Quick, get the dildo!” 
 
    I slithered backwards, out from under the covers, and went to her dresser. I opened the bottom drawer and pulled out her strap on. Quickly, I put it on. I stood there, my own cock in a cage, a big, plastic dick sprouting from just above the chastity device. 
 
    My balls ached, my dick throbbed, but couldn’t get larger. 
 
    Sandy stared at me, a beautiful woman with large mammaries, her eyes glazed with lust. She had blackmailed me, and there was nothing I could do. “Come on, do me!” She growled. 
 
    I crawled under the sheets, kissed her pussy on the way through, then was poised above her, the big dildo aimed into her pussy, splitting the labia, ready…set…she looked at me and arched her back and clawed at my arms…GO! 
 
    I shoved that dildo to the hilt. Sandy liked it rough, and she made a keening sound as she hugged my body desperately. 
 
    I used my weight to keep her pinned, she hugged and couldn’t breath, and I did the deed. I rammed and jammed, and she gasped with every penetration. I pulled and she drooled, her eyes dazed, her heart pounding, her hips tilting and trying to swallow me whole. 
 
    For a long minute we battled, our hips slamming, my fake dick opening her up, our faces lost in lust. 
 
    I couldn’t cum, but I was so horny, and my dick was so tight inside the cock cage that I moaned and groaned as if I was actually doing a real fuck. 
 
    Then, after another minute, she broke.  
 
    “GAHHH! FUCK! FUCK!” 
 
    Her voice was so loud I thought maybe the neighbors would hear. 
 
    Her back arched so hard I wondered if her spine would snap. 
 
    Her hips grabbed me, and I knew her pussy was gripping my fake cock in a death grip. 
 
    Then she came down. Just dropped back and panted. Once again I had done a superlative job of fucking her stupid. 
 
    Except, she wasn’t totally stupid. 
 
    I drew back, slid out of her, and my fake peter, still hard, banged against her inner thigh. I backed off the bed and looked down at her. 
 
    “Oh, God,” she moaned. “That was good.” Then, surprisingly, she put her hand out. “Help me up.” 
 
    I helped her stand. She was weak kneed and staggered for a moment.  
 
    “Don’t you want me to fix breakfast?” 
 
    That was our usual routine. I ate her, or fucked her, then I made breakfast for her, then I ate her again, really just cleaned her pussy with my tongue, then I would clean my face, put on make up and. the outfit for the day, and go to work, or out on the town, or whatever. So why was she deviating? 
 
    “Not today, lover boy. Today I have a special treat for you.” 
 
    She didn’t get dressed, just walked naked out to the living room. “Put your face on,” she pointed at the dining room table. 
 
    I sat down and began putting on make up. I was getting pretty good at it. I was nowhere as fast as her, but I could apply everything within 15 minutes, including eye shadow. Eye shadow sometimes gave me trouble, but today it didn’t. Fourteen minutes later I was ready to go. 
 
    Meanwhile, Sandy had brought out some new underwear, and it was good looking stuff. Flimsy, but covering my breast forms well.  
 
    Then new panties. Nice, tight ones that pushed my cock cage back between my legs and took away my bulge. 
 
    A corset, mmm. I loved the way they tightened up my waist and made me look downright waspish, emphasizing my hips and tits. 
 
    New nylons, which made my legs look sleek and sexy. 
 
    Then the dress. A tight tubular thing with a window to show my boobs. 
 
    “Whoa! My cleavage will show my tits are fake!” 
 
    “Hush, now, sissy boy. Leave it all to mama.” She helped me pull the dress down and I was really looking good. 
 
    Then she brought out jewelry. One of her expensive diamond necklaces, and matching ear rings. She clipped the ear rings on, then disappeared for a moment. She came back with a new wig. Long, blonde tresses, shimmery and golden when the light hit it. 
 
    “My gosh, what’s the occasion?” 
 
    “You’ll find out,” and she actually gave a sort of a half snicker, which caused me a tinge of worry. 
 
    Still, it’s hard to worry when your energy is buzzing, your cock, though trapped, is humming, and you are starting to look beautiful. 
 
    She placed the wig on me, adjusted it, and smiled. 
 
    “Okay, let’s handle your cleavage.” 
 
    First she used a touch of glue to get the edges of the forms as tight as possible, then she did her make up magic. She colored my flesh and used some weird goo, then more make up, and when she was done you couldn’t see the ‘seam’ where flesh met fake boob. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” I murmured, when she stood next to me in front of the foyer mirror. 
 
    I was a curvy babe with mystery eyes and long hair. My cleavage looked totally real. My legs were slick and shiny, and my calf muscles were highlighted courtesy of my black high heels. At the tip of my toes my nails were bright red, as were my fingers. 
 
    I put my hand to my throat, and the red tips, so sharp and long, were set off by the sparkle of diamond. 
 
    “Thank you,” I said, and my eyes filled with moisture. 
 
    “Knock it off, sister. You start crying and I’ll make you sorry.” 
 
    “Okay, okay,” I blinked and was careful not to let the tears spill. 
 
    “Now, come on. We’ve just started. 
 
    She turned and opened the closet door. The closet was a functioning closet, with a couple of jackets hanging on the pole. She pushed the jackets aside, pressed a hidden switch, and a door opened in the back of the closet. A flight of stairs was revealed, an automatic light went on, and we ducked under the pole and descended to the basement. 
 
    It had taken me a couple of months to build this thing, and there were still finishing touches I needed to do, but now we didn’t have to go outside and through the outside entrance. We could just saunter down the stairs, and, voila, instant dungeon. 
 
    We stepped into the dungeon and the lights went on automatically. They could be dimmed or made bright with a simple turn of the knob. 
 
    “Get on the cross,” Sandy said. 
 
    I went to the center of the room where a big St. Andrew’s Cross was standing. I put my feet under the bottom limbs and raised my arms so my finger tips were over the lip of the top limbs. 
 
    Behind me Sandy turned on some music, Loreena McKinnett. Beautiful Irish music filled the room, and I thought about the past few months. 
 
    I had been talked into putting on woman’s garb by a Mystery Messenger on the internet. Then Sandy had caught me, and taken me down the path of depravity and fun. 
 
    Now, whenever my wife left town on business, which was a lot, I virtually lived at Sandy’s house. 
 
    I had my own pink bedroom, my own clothes and make up, and for a week or ten days at a time I would live en femme. And love it. 
 
    At first I had hated it, and I had hated the chastity tube I had to wear when my wife was away. 
 
    But I had grown to love it. To love the feeling of being a woman. To wonder at myself in the mirror, to strut my stuff, just like a real woman, when Sandy took me out. 
 
    The only fly in the ointment, and it was as big as a B-52 Bomber, was that I had to hide it from my wife. 
 
    And, a smaller fly, when my wife was home we could never have sex. She had a lingering yeast infection that simply wouldn’t go away. 
 
    “What?” asked Sandy, tightening the straps around my ankles, securing my feet to the cross. 
 
    “I was just thinking about my wife.” 
 
    “Oh, you silly,” she smiled, fastening my wrists. “Forget what you can’t have, and concentrate on the ‘now.’ 
 
    Loreena McKinnett sang sweetly, the acoustics in the dungeon were perfect for her voice and it was like listening to her in a great hall. 
 
    Sandy picked up the remote and tilted me half way. I stuck at a 45 degree angle. 
 
    “What’s happening?” I asked her. 
 
    “Oh, nothing.” 
 
    She went to the ‘Cabinet of Caligari’ I had made her and took out a video camera. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “What? You don’t want to audition?” She grinned as she set up the tripod in front of me and placed the camera on it. 
 
    “But you’ve got lots of pictures!” And it was true. Sandy periodically took pictures of me. She had even gotten me to pose, like a model, for some of them. 
 
    “But no moving pictures. And if a picture is worth a thousand words, then a video is worth a million.” 
 
    “But…” But there really was nothing I could say. She rarely threatened me with exposure, but we both knew. And, we both knew I liked what was happening to me, so…grin and bear it. 
 
    She moved the tripod a bit, focused the camera, then turned it on. 
 
    She was holding the remote as she came around and stood next to me. She clicked the remote and the limbs of the cross opened up. I knew the camera would pick up my face, and my beautiful cleavage, perfectly. My hair hung a bit in front of my face. Sandy brushed the hair back and said, “Smile for the camera, Alexandria.” 
 
    I tried to smile, but it was weak. I was bothered by this scene. 
 
    “Oh, that’s not a bright smile!” She turned to the camera, and said, “Alexandria is worried that his wife might find out about his little crossdressing escapades. Aren’t you Alexandria?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Speak up.” 
 
    “Yes,” my voice sounded alien to me. My heart was pounding. 
 
    “You see, Alexandria has been keeping secrets from his wife. He loves to cross dress, and to live like a woman, but he is so afraid that she won’t love him. So he keeps it all a secret. Don’t you?” 
 
    I nodded. Then: “Yes.” 
 
    “Hmmm.” Sandy pondered, then she walked to the camera and turned the fold out screen so that I could see it. 
 
    The camera caught me perfectly. My face was front and center, my tits looked really enormous. 
 
    Sandy came back to my side. “So we are going to make this film and keep it, and hope that some day Tanya, that’s his wife, will see it and understand.” She turned to me. “Are you ready? Alexandria?” 
 
    I nodded, gulped, and, nothing else to do, I had to play along and hope my wife NEVER saw this video, I whispered. “Yes.” 
 
    “Louder.” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Excellent. Now say hello to Tanya.” 
 
    Tears filled my eyes, “Hello, Tanya.” 
 
    “Now talk to her.” 
 
    Little tears trickled out of my eyes. Sandy had used smudge proof mascara, however, so I didn’t streak.   
 
    “Tanya, I love you more than life itself. I’m sorry I’m such a pervert, and I hope you’ll listen when we finally talk to each other and I can explain about all this. Please, honey. I love you.” 
 
    “Excellent.” She looked at the camera and said, “And I can tell you, Tanya, that he doesn’t fuck me. And, in fact, I punish him regularly. Would you like to see? Good.” 
 
    Sandy walked to the camera and took it off the tripod. She slowly walked around the cross, showing how I was strapped in. She bent down and did a close up on my chastity tube. All the while she kept up a commentary.  
 
    “You can see how how arms and legs are fastened to the cross. The chastity tube goes on when you leave on your business trips, and it doesn’t come off until just before you are home. I do beat him, usually with a big ping pong paddle with holes in it…oh, I should just show you.” 
 
    She focused the camera on my face. “Alexandria? Would you like to be punished for being such a wicked girl?” 
 
    I nodded. Heck, what else could I do? She was going to paddle me anyway. 
 
    “Speak up.” 
 
    “Yes,” my voice was a whisper, but I knew the camera would pick it up. 
 
    Sandy put the camera back on the tripod. She moved the tripod to show both my face and my side. She then went to the Cabinet and took out her paddle, her favorite instrument of torment. 
 
    She came back to the cross and stood so the camera could see her. 
 
    “Tanya, this is for you.” 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    I jerked, pushed my hips forward, but there was no where to go. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    I felt the big tears coming. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    The big tears let loose, streaming down my face. I had a feeling the camera would pick up that detail. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    I started making sounds. Sobbing sounds and yelps of pain. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Sandy stopped and picked up the camera, tripod and all, and moved it towards my face. “See how the big baby cries?” Then she moved it back and continued with the paddling. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Then Sandy stopped for a moment. She grinned at the camera, took off the key to my chastity tube and unlocked it. My dick instantly grew big. I mean it was like it literally exploded into hardness. 
 
    “See?” said Tanya. “He likes it. She returned to the side of the cross and gave me a mighty wallop. My cock was straight out, throbbing, looking red and dripping big white drops of pre-cum. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    She stopped again. “One more stroke.” He’ll be able to sit, but it will hurt. It will remind him of what a bad boy he is. Or, maybe I should say, what a bad girl. 
 
    She stood back and, with both hands gripping the paddle, smacked me harder than I had ever been spanked in my life. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OW!” I howled. 
 
    I thought it was all over. I hung on the cross and sobbed. She walked around me with the camera, showed my tears, my hard cock, and the bright redness of my ass. But she wasn’t done. 
 
    She set the camera up behind me, then I felt her hands massaging lotion onto my ass. It felt good, I jerked from the pain, but then relaxed as the coolness robbed the pain of its power. I sighed, loud enough that the camera picked it up. 
 
    “Alexandria has grown to love her little spankings, but there is something else she loves, too.” 
 
    What? 
 
    Then I felt it, she began slathering lubricant all over my ass. 
 
    “Hey!” I protested weakly, but Sandy ignored me.  
 
    She rimmed my asshole and spoke to the camera. “Alexandria would love to get fucked up the ass, just like a real woman. She wants to feel the delicious sensation of a penis fucking her, making her rectum into a pussy. Unfortunately, and we have talked and talked around this, Alexandria doesn’t want me to fuck her.” 
 
    She pushed a big glob of lube up my ass and swirled her fingers inside. I groaned loudly as the pleasure exploded in my asshole. 
 
    “Alexandria has a weird idea, you see. She thinks that sex, penetrative sex with a cock, should be between man and wife. So she doesn’t want me to put on a strap on and take her virginity.  
 
    “She does, however, like a good butt plugging. She has grown quite accomplished at taking it up the butt.” 
 
    She held up the prostate massager. I wanted to object, say that wasn’t a butt plug, but then she was pushing it into my hole. 
 
    “Ahhh, God!” I groaned and couldn’t help it, I twitched my hips and pushed back. 
 
    “Gee, Mikey, I think he likes it!” Sandy giggled. 
 
    She walked around me and set the camera back on the tripod. She returned to my backside. 
 
    “Sometimes he likes a good spanking when the plug is in. Sometimes he just likes me to jerk it a bit, to fuck him with it. But it’s not a dildo, so technically he is still a virgin. 
 
    She grabbed the end of the prostate massager and started moving it, lifting it, pushing it, corkscrewing it. 
 
    I lost control of my face, I went into the sub-land where there is nothing but pleasure and gratitude, my face twisted in pleasure and I moaned helplessly. I began to feel loosey goosey, all warm and cuddly, and then it hit me…that infernal bitch! She was draining me! And Tanya was due home this afternoon! Tanya had spoken to me just last night and told me that the yeast infection was finally gone! 
 
    But there was nothing I could do, I felt so warm and loose, and my dick was already leaking. It felt like I was pissing, but I knew a long stream of cum was coming out. 
 
    For a long minute I groaned, then Sandy let go of me, came back to the front. She focused the camera on my prick, and then on the floor. She showed a long thin rope of gruel from the end of my dick to the floor, and then focused on the puddle of squirtem I had released. 
 
    “Oops, Alexandria made a mess,” then she giggled. “I’m sorry, Alexandria, but it looks like you won’t be fucking Tanya this afternoon. Poor boy. Girl. Maybe some other time.” 
 
    Then she grew serious and focused the camera on my face. “But that’s okay, because Alexandria doesn’t really want to cum.” 
 
    But I did, but…I realized I didn’t want to give up the horniness, the buzzing of energy that resulted from denial. I was caught. I did and I didn’t. 
 
    “Isn’t that right, Alexandria. You don’t really want to cum, do you? You just want to keep all that nasty cum in you, and be milked every once in a while, and just be horny and lovey dovey with your wife all the time. Don’t you?” 
 
    God help me, I nodded. 
 
    “Speak up.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Yes what?” 
 
    I whispered, but I know the camera caught it, “I want to be drained, to never feel my cock in your pussy. To just live horny, for you. I want to just love you. I love you.” 
 
    Sandy backed away. Closed the camera. “Stay here, lover, I need to upload this.” 
 
    I lay, secured and unable to move. It felt good to have my cock hanging loose. But I felt like I had lost something with my semen. That buzz from being chaste had diminished, I could hardly feel it. In fact, I felt like going to sleep. I had wasted myself. 
 
    A few minutes later Sandy returned. She let me loose, kissed me thoroughly, played with my dick, and was almost giddy when it wouldn’t get hard. 
 
    “Oh, lover. Tanya is going to be so disappointed.” 
 
    “You’re a mean bitch, you know.” 
 
    She just laughed. “Aw, Is Mr. Limpit all maddy mad?” 
 
    I just shook my head. 
 
    We went upstairs then, and she returned me to normal. She soaked my nails and took them off. She wiped my face clean of make up, and she sprayed glue solvent under the edges of my boobs until they came off. 
 
    “Well, babe,” she said, when I was free of goop and dressed all manly. “It’s been fun. Can’t wait to do it again. Hope you enjoy fucking your poor wife.” 
 
    I had a very unhappy face as I walked out her door, and her laughter didn’t help. 
 
    I had a couple of hours before Tanya was due home, and I spent them checking the house. Dressed en femme, and chastized, the only way I had of relieving the pressure was to keep my mind off it. I did this by cleaning the house. So the old homestead was spic and span. 
 
    I checked my mail. Nothing of interest, and the Mystery Messenger didn’t ‘ding’ me. 
 
    I wandered back into the living room, turned on some football, and was totally and completely bored. A few months ago I lived for football. I yelled for a touchdown, cursed a fumble, and swilled beer like a pig. 
 
    Now I found no excitement in the game. A bunch of spoiled millionaires running across a cow pasture, followed by a bunch of convicts blowing whistles. Stupid. 
 
    Finally, I heard Tanya’s car pull into the driveway. I literally ran for the front door. I couldn’t wait to see her. Yes, I had been drained, but my mind didn’t know it, and I was horny. My dick wouldn’t get hard, but I lusted after her. 
 
    “Hey, baby!” I picked her up in a hungry hug. She squealed, and we kissed, a good long one, and I felt that deep happiness whelm up to the surface. I loved her. 
 
    We walked back into the house, me pulling her suitcase, and the first thing she said was, “Guess what?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “No more yeast infection.” 
 
    “Yippee!” I yelled, and there was a sinking sensation in the pit of my stomach. I could fuck her…if my dick would get hard. 
 
    She grabbed my arm and pulled me into the bedroom. We got undressed, and the look in her eyes was so hungry I would be afraid if I was a pork chop. 
 
    When I was naked she launched herself into my arms. We chewed sloppily on each other’s mouths. Our tongues did battle royal, and I threw her on the bed. 
 
    My dick was limp. 
 
    I kissed her breasts, fingered her, kissed her, and tried in vain to get my dick hard. 
 
    She was wild. She held my head to her breasts and moaned. “Oh, baby, it’s been months now. I am so glad…I need you so bad!” 
 
    “Yeah,” I mumbled over a mouthful of tit. 
 
    But, after a few minutes of foreplay, and no attempt to put it in, she pushed me back, a concerned look on her face. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    My face revealed my worry. “I can’t get hard.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah?” She went down on me. She sucked my limp dick into her mouth. She deep throated me, usually difficult, but not hard when a guy is limp. 
 
    After a minute she looked up. Her face was miserable. “Is it me?” 
 
    “No! No! It’s just a guy thing. It happens.” 
 
    “Really? You didn’t…jack off or anything? Did you?” 
 
    “Right before you got home? I should hope not!” 
 
    “So why…” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Are you worried about something? Is there something bothering you?” 
 
    “No. No. I just…it happens.” 
 
    “But it’s never happened to you.” 
 
    “First time for everything.” 
 
    “And you’re sure it’s not me?” 
 
    “Of course not. I love you. It’s just…” I shrugged. 
 
    “‘Cause I know I haven’t been a very good wife these past few months. Getting that yeast infection and all.” 
 
    I was kneeling over her, my limp dick hanging down and touching her belly. She was so damned beautiful, and I couldn’t do anything. “Honey. I guarantee, promise, pledge, cross my heart and hope to croak, it’s not you.” 
 
    “But, I think…” 
 
    I interrupted her by diving down between her legs. Maybe I couldn’t fuck her, maybe my dick wasn’t hard, but I knew how to make love to a woman when my dick wasn’t able. I had spent a couple of months learning that. 
 
    “Oh!” she moaned, as I placed my mouth over her pussy and sucked. 
 
    “But…wait…” 
 
    But I wouldn’t wait. I was horny, and I needed to do my duty somehow, even if I was limp. I tongued her labia, drawing it up the slit, nibbling on the edges. 
 
    “I don’t…” 
 
    She wasn’t a big believer in oral sex. Oh, maybe sometime, but that had been my fault I spent more time fucking and less time eating, and now I had to reverse that trend. I had to spend more time eating and less time fucking. 
 
    I found her clitoris and began sucking on it. I ground my face into her, and, suddenly I realized I was face fucking her roughly. Like I did Sandy. 
 
    I thought about slowing down, but couldn’t. She was responding. She, who had always been so gentle, was twisting her hips and smushing her cunt into my face. 
 
    I licked and sucked harder. Then I pushed a finger into her. 
 
    “Oh!” she yelped. 
 
    I stopped, was worried that I had hurt her. 
 
    “Don’t stop,” she cried, hugging my head. 
 
    So I drove two fingers into her. She bucked and groaned, and then, probably because she was starved for sex, she began to climb the mountain. 
 
    I went to three fingers, drove them into her mercilessly. 
 
    “GAHHH!” She pulled my head and I was suddenly caught in her pussy, my face trapping my fingers in her. 
 
    She kept pulling on the back of my head, which forced my fingers into her, into her, into her. 
 
    For a long moment she crested, spasmed, and cried out. Then she stopped and was motionless. 
 
    I gently untangled myself. Pulled back from her pussy. 
 
    “Oh, sweet heysoos,” she said, looking at me with heavy lidded eyes. “Where the fuck did you learn to do that?” 
 
    “Do what?” I realized that I had gone too far. I had shone her some of what I had learned from Sandy. 
 
    “Fuck like that. You’ve fingered me off before, but never like that!” 
 
    “I just got carried away,” I mumbled. 
 
    “Well, whatever, you better do that again. It’s pretty obvious we’ve been fucking all wrong.” 
 
    I helped her up, then we took a shower. Now that she was sexually relieved she was all giggly. She soaped my limp dick and even laughed at it and made fun of it. 
 
    “Oh, poor, little guy. Wants to fuck but just can’t get going.” 
 
    I laughed, too, but I wasn’t laughing that hard. I had gotten her off, but I still felt a sense of failure. I had failed to satisfy her with my dick. 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry, honey,” she said, noticing my glumness. “Tomorrow is another day.” 
 
    And it was. So I smiled and cheered up. 
 
    We sat around that day, chatted and joked, and I felt so good seeing my wife all happy. The past few months, with that stupid yeast infection, and me keeping secrets, had been sort of rough. 
 
    But now, at least we had handled the yeast infection. And I knew, from past experience, that I would be able to get hard by tomorrow. Heck, maybe even by tonight. 
 
    That night Tanya invited Sandy over. We had a little barbecue, and it threatened to turn awkward. 
 
    I was cooking the meat, Tanya was in the kitchen tossing a salad, and Sandy came over and stood next to me. 
 
    “Did you fuck her? Limpy?” 
 
    I looked at her. This was something new. We had our big secret, but we never talked about it when Tanya was home. 
 
    “We shouldn’t talk about this.” 
 
    She smiled. “I shouldn’t tell her how you like to dress like a sissy and take it up the butt?” 
 
    My jaw dropped. “Hey!” 
 
    She just laughed. “Maybe next time I’ll leave the chastity tube on you. Let you explain that to her.” 
 
    “Sandy, what is…” 
 
    Tanya came out with the salad. Tanya grabbed a couple of bowls out of her hands to help her. She smiled at me, all innocent. 
 
    What the hell had happened? Sure, she had a streak of mean, but she had never— 
 
    “You all right, honey?” asked Tanya, putting the salad down on the table. “You look a million miles away.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” I snapped back into present time. “I was just thinking about work.” 
 
    “How is it working at home?” asked Sandy, all smiles. 
 
    “Oh, great. I produce more and work less. The company loves it.” 
 
    Tanya touched my arm, hugged me, then went back into the kitchen. 
 
    “I wonder what the company would think if they could see you all dolled up,” mused Sandy. 
 
    “What’s going on? Why are you acting like this?” 
 
    “I just think maybe you should come clean, stop living a double life.” Yet, she obviously didn’t. The expression on her face, her laughter, she was just mocking me. Cruelly. 
 
    “Here go, honey,” Tanya came out and handed me a drink. 
 
    Good. I needed one. 
 
    So we ate, and chatted, and, thank God, Sandy backed off. There were still innuendos that only I would get, but it wasn’t delivered meanly. 
 
    Finally, I said, “I have to check my email. You ladies excuse me?” 
 
    I was excused, and I went into the computer room. I powered up the computer, checked my mail, and was about to log off when… 
 
    DING! 
 
    Hi, lover. 
 
      
 
    Oh, my God! The mystery Messenger didn’t usually send me anything when Tanya was home! 
 
    I typed: 
 
    I can’t talk. 
 
    My wife is home. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    You better talk. 
 
    Or else. 
 
      
 
    Oh, God! I was stuck now! I turned my chair and listened for the sound of approaching footsteps. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    What do you want?” 
 
    DING! 
 
    I want you to say you love me. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I love you. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    That was so hurried. 
 
    It didn’t feel like you meant it. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I meant it. 
 
    I love you more than life itself. 
 
    I wish we could be together. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly, I heard footsteps. “Honey?” Tanya was coming to the computer room! 
 
    I pulled the browser window so only a piece of it showed, the larger portion was hidden off screen.  
 
    “In here,” I called, and she rounded the corner into the room. 
 
    “Are you going to be a while?” 
 
    “It looks like. Sorry.” 
 
    “That’s okay. I’m going to walk over to Sandy’s. 
 
    DING! 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “What was that?” 
 
    “Oh, some program.” 
 
    “Sounded like a message.” 
 
    “Probably. I’ve got a couple of conversations going on.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” 
 
    DING! 
 
    “Better get to them, then.” She kissed me quick. 
 
    DING! 
 
     “They sound anxious.” 
 
    “They always do. See you later.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She left, and I heaved a sigh of relief. I waited a minute, then pulled the window back onto the computer. 
 
      
 
    I’d love to be together. 
 
      
 
    You know what I’d like more? 
 
      
 
    I’d like you to put your butt plug in. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I can’t right now. 
 
    My wife is home. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Put it in now. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I can’t! 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Then take a picture of it. 
 
      
 
    Oh, my God! My mind felt like a wrapping paper the day after Xmas.  
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Or else! 
 
      
 
    Oh, Heysoos Xristo! I looked around. The plug was in the garage, in the box on the shelf. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Wait. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe this was happening. The Mystery Messenger had never done something like this before. She had messaged me while Tanya was home, but this…this butt plug thing… 
 
    I ran through the house, into the garage, got the box down and found the plug and some lubricant. I glanced out the window and saw Sandy’s house. I could see the girl’s shadows on the drapes in one of the back rooms. I realized it was my room! Fuck! 
 
    Then I calmed down. So what if it was a girl’s room. Sandy would never tell her what was happening. 
 
    I ran back to the computer room. I dropped my drawers, lubed quick, then bent over, stuck the plug in, and took a picture. I loaded it to my computer, attached it, and sent it. 
 
    A couple of seconds later: 
 
    Nice! 
 
    Now put on your lingerie. 
 
    Picture. 
 
      
 
    Oh, My. Fucking. God! 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Wait. 
 
      
 
    I ran back out to the garage. I ripped some panties and a bra out of the box. Through the window I could see the lights on in Sandy’s room. Good, they were in a hen chat. Let them talk for hours. 
 
    I ran back, stripped my clothes off, pulled on the panties and put the bra on. A picture. An upload. A send. Fuck! 
 
    DING! 
 
    Put on a dress. 
 
      
 
    No! No! 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Wait! 
 
      
 
    Back to the garage. Across the empty lot I could see the lights in Sandy’s house. They were still talking. 
 
    I grabbed my old dress and ran back. I pulled the dress on. By standing on my tip toes I could see Sandy’s house. Nothing was stirring. 
 
    I clicked a pic, uploaded and attached it. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Lipstick. 
 
      
 
    NO! NO! My mind felt like it was shattering in slow motion. I was trying to figure out how fast I could get out of this stuff if Tanya and Sandy came back. 
 
      
 
    I ran into  my room, grabbed a tube of lipstick and rolled it over my lips. Shades of Alexandria. What the hell was going on with the Mystery Messenger? She had never done anything like this before! 
 
    I took a picture as I ran back into my computer room, uploaded and sent. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Beautiful. 
 
    High heels. 
 
      
 
    I ran back to the garage. I took out my old high heels. The lights were still on at Sandy’s. I put the heels on and ran back through the house. I took a picture and sent it. 
 
    I was now gasping, out of breath, and ready to collapse. And I heard…VOICES! 
 
    OHMYGOD! Sandy andTanya were coming up the walk! 
 
    I looked frantically around. There was no time for me to take anything off. I looked at the computer, all the messages. I reached over and pulled the plug. The machine died a quick death. 
 
    I ran for the door, my heels were trying to click, but I bent my knees forward and tried to keep the heels up. I partially succeeded, but I could still hear the occasional skittering of heel as I ran. I made it to the foyer, and froze. 
 
    “I really enjoyed myself…” 
 
    “Traveling is fun, but…” 
 
    They were on the doorstep, talking, and I heard the latch click. 
 
    But I couldn’t go for the garage. They would see me through the kitchen window. And I couldn’t…where could I…I…I ran for the back sliding window. 
 
    The door opened. 
 
    “HEY! Stop!” 
 
    I wasn’t going to stop. I ran out the door and turned into the darkness.  
 
    “It’s an intruder!” 
 
    “Where’s Alex?” 
 
    I ran across the back lawn, and the butt plug made me uncoordinated. I stumbled and almost fell. I reached the fence bordering the empty lot as Sandy and Tanya reached the window. 
 
    “There she is!” 
 
    I climbed over the fence, nearly falling. My dress split a little bit as my legs opened up. I ran. Behind me I heard them yelling. 
 
    “I’ll get Alex’s gun!” 
 
    “Call the police!” 
 
    I ran across the empty lot in high heels. I didn’t have time to take them off and carry them. So I ran, my ankles nearly twisting several times. In addition, the butt plug was feeling awfully big. I peered back at my house. The front door opened. 
 
    “There she goes!” 
 
    I jumped the fence into Sandy’s back yard, when I landed the butt plug jarred in my asshole. I groaned. I heard sounds of pursuit. 
 
    I ran to Sandy’s patio door and, thank God, it was unlocked. 
 
    I ran through the house to the foyer closet. I heard voices, and knew the girls were pursuing me. I opened the door, shut it quickly, then opened the secret door. I ran down the stairs, the butt plug rubbing around inside me, turning me on even as I ran for my life. I reached the dungeon and stood next to the St. Andrew’s Cross. I was shaking with fright. 
 
    I heard the front door open. Voices talking fast. Oh, crap! 
 
    But they didn’t come down the stairs. Still, I ran into the next room and hid. 
 
    Nothing happened. I waited. Voices faded. 
 
    Finally, I heard the sound of feet descending the hidden stairs to the dungeon. 
 
    At the same time I heard the outside doors to the basement being opened. 
 
    I ran back into the dungeon, and Sandy stared at me. 
 
    “What the fuck are you doing?” she hissed. 
 
    “I didn’t know where to go!” 
 
    We heard Tanya coming down the stairs from the back entrance. “Sandy? There’s a light on down here!” 
 
    I looked around desperately. 
 
    “Quick, get on the cross! I’ll cover your face!” 
 
    There was no time to make it to the stairs, so I stepped onto the cross. Quickly, Sandy strapped my wrists and ankles down, then she grabbed a paper sack and put it over my head. Just in time. 
 
    “Sandy? What…oh my gosh…what is this?” 
 
    I listened from under the paper bag. My heart was pounding. 
 
    Sandy said, “I guess you never knew about my hobby. 
 
    “Who’s that?” 
 
    Oh, heysoos! Oh, God! I was faint with fright. 
 
    “It’s my latest boy toy.” 
 
    “But it’s a girl!” 
 
    “No, it’s not. Got a dick and everything.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    I heard Tanya’s voice come closer. 
 
    “Really. Want to see.” 
 
    Tanya giggled. “Sure.” 
 
    I felt Sandy lift my dress and then she pulled down my panties. My dick stuck out. Just the shaft, the balls were caught on the lip of the undies. And that was good. If Tanya saw my whole package she might recognize me. 
 
    “Oh, my gosh! Look at it! Can I touch it?” 
 
    “Charley doesn’t mind. Do you, Charley?” 
 
    “Unh unh.” I tried to make my voice lower, and the bag helped muffle it. 
 
    I felt Tanya’s hands grip me. Shake me. She laughed, “It’s just like Alex’s.” 
 
    “Hey, you see one dick you’ve seen them all.” 
 
    “So what do you do with these guys?” 
 
    “Oh, I put them in chastity, and I spank them. Sometimes I butt fuck them.” 
 
    “Really?” There was awe in Tanya’s voice. 
 
    “Really.” 
 
    “Let me see! I mean, is it okay with…with Charley?” 
 
    “Oh, everything’s fine with Charley. You can do anything to him.” 
 
    “Anything?” 
 
    “Sure. You want to spank him? Here’s a paddle.” 
 
    A moment, then I felt a tentative spank. Not a WISSS SMACK, but a swish splat. 
 
    The butt plug jiggled inside me. It hurt, but in a pleasant way. I groaned. 
 
    “Not like that. You have to really give it to him, or he won’t be happy. Here.” Sandy took the paddle. The wind up, the pitch. 
 
    WISSS 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OW!” I yelled. I didn’t disguise my voice, but Tanya had never heard me yell like that, so I was safe. 
 
    “Wow! Here, gimme.” 
 
    A moment later… 
 
    WISSS 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OW!” I started crying under the sack. The butt plug was enhancing the sensations. 
 
    “Try a few more.” 
 
    WISSS 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    WISSS 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    WISSS 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Oh, man, this is fun!” 
 
    “It’s a great stress reliever. You should try it with Alex.” 
 
    “Alex? Mr. Stick in the Mud Bore Me to Tears Alex?” 
 
    What? 
 
    “He’d freak if I ever did this to him.” 
 
    “Well, then you’d better get your jollies right here and now, before you have to go back to Alex.” 
 
    “Say, what do you think happened to Alex?” 
 
    “Probably walked to the store. Went to get a candy bar.” 
 
    “Well, I wish we had caught that intruder. I still think I should call the police.” 
 
    “Nah. Whoever it was is gone.” 
 
    “Okay. Can I spank him, or her, some more?” 
 
    “Knock yourself out.” 
 
    WISSS 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    WISSS 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    WISSS 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    I was sobbing now. 
 
    “He’s crying.” 
 
    “Isn’t that cute?” 
 
    “Well, yeah, in a way. But…” 
 
    “Look, girlfriend. Men are dogs, and they need to be beaten or they forget their place. You really should think about doing this with Alex.” 
 
    Tanya laughed. “What else does Charley do?” 
 
    “Well, we could lock him up. Put a chastity tube on him.” 
 
    “He looks pretty big for that.” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” 
 
    Hands grabbed my cock then. I snuffled back my tears and felt cool hands slither up and down my cock. 
 
    “Boy, he sure is hard. And he’s bigger than Alex. Can I make him cum?” 
 
    “Probably not. I just drained him this morning. He’s empty.” 
 
    “Drained?” 
 
    “I put a special prostate massager up his butt sand make him squirt out all his semen. He doesn’t get to cum, but he’s empty, unable to get hard.” 
 
    “Gosh, when I did it with Alex this afternoon he wasn’t able to get hard.” 
 
    “Well, that can happen, maybe somebody drained him.” 
 
    Sandy giggled. “Drained Alex? Put a thing up his ass and make him cum? Not a chance. Alex is the original tight ass. He won’t let anybody touch him down there.” 
 
    Sandy chuckled. “Some men are like that. Uptight pricks is what I call them.” 
 
    “Could we put something up Charley’s ass?” 
 
    “Sure. You’d like that, right Charley?” 
 
    “Mmmph!” I acknowledged. But I already had a plug up my butt. 
 
    Sandy pulled down my panties and stopped. “Oops. Charley showed up already stoppered. Charley! You bad boy!” 
 
    She swatted me, and my knees buckled, but the cross held me up. 
 
    “Really? Let me see!” 
 
    Tanya spread my cheeks and stared at the butt plug. “Oh, my gosh. Look at that!” 
 
    “Go on, wiggle it. See what he does.” 
 
    Tanya grabbed the end of the butt plug and lifted it a little. 
 
    “Not like that. Like this.” 
 
    The girls changed hands and Sandy gave a mighty lift. 
 
    “AHHH!” I tried to crawl up the cross, my butt tilted. And yet…there was pleasure in that hurt. 
 
    Then she corkscrewed it a bit, winding it around and around, like she was winding a wind up toy. 
 
    Tanya giggled. “Let me try.” 
 
    She grabbed the plug and began jerking it. Little motions that made me twitch and jerk. Then she pushed it one way, then the other. I tried to roll my ass from side to side. 
 
    Look how hard his dick is getting. 
 
    The girls stood on each side of me. Tanya working the butt plug, and I drooled pre-cum all over the floor. They laughed and stroked my dick, and I got closer and closer, but I was still empty. I could get hard, but not cum. 
 
    “Say, would you like to fuck him?” 
 
    “Fuck him? But I don’t have a dick!” 
 
    “I do. I have a strap on, a big one. You could fuck the shit out of Charley and he would do nothing but love you for it.” 
 
    “Well, I guess…okay.” 
 
    “Here, put this on.” 
 
    I heard the sound of clothes slithering, then it sounded like the harness was being buckled. 
 
    Tanya pulled the plug out of me. 
 
    “Oh!” I groaned, suddenly feeling empty. 
 
    “You sure he won’t mind this?” 
 
    “Oh, no. Charley loves to take it up the butt, don’t you, Charley?” 
 
    “Uh huh,” I tried to make my voice not like my own. 
 
    “Well, okay, how do I do this.” 
 
    “Well, let’s lube him up some more. He’s big enough, Charley has a huge asshole, you could drive a truck up there. But it still takes a little lube. 
 
    They put lube on me, all four hands, and they worked lube into my hole. 
 
    I felt Tanya move forward and then I felt the tip of Tanya’s big, fake dick touching my brown star. 
 
    I groaned, more in fright than anticipation, and tried to scoot my butt forward. There was nowhere to go, however. 
 
    “Here you go, Charley.” Tanya began to move forward. I felt the dick, bigger than a butt plug, and no flare, slip inside me. 
 
    It took my breath away. It rubbed every nerve in my asshole and I immediately felt warmth wash over me. 
 
    “Oh, God!” I mumbled, forgetting to make my voice sound like something else. 
 
    Then Tanya was all the way into me. 
 
    She pulled back, and I felt the nerves being excited. 
 
    My dick felt like an iron rod, and she pushed in again. 
 
    “NNNN!” 
 
    “GAHHH!” 
 
    “OHHHH!” 
 
    “He really does like it, doesn’t he?” 
 
    “It’s what he’s always wanted.” 
 
    For the next few minutes Tanya sawed in and out. Sandy came around to the front and handled my balls, then sucked my cock. 
 
    “OHHHH!” I kept moaning and moaning. I was out of my mind with the sheer sensation of pleasure. 
 
    For a long minute Tanya fucked me, then she slowly pulled out. “That is hot. I need to do this more.” 
 
    “I told you, do Alex. He’ll like it, and you’d be doing him a favor.” 
 
    Tanya laughed. “Alex? He’s too manly for this.” 
 
    “But you told me he couldn’t get it up. That’s a sure sign that he’s a sissy.” 
 
    “Alex, a sissy? I wish.” 
 
    “Hey, hold out hope, girlfriend, there’s always hope. You want to see some home movies?” 
 
    “Of this kind of stuff? Sure!” 
 
    Movies, and my heart suddenly dropped. Sandy wasn’t going to…she wouldn’t show my movie! Would she? 
 
    I heard the sounds of two folding chairs being opened. Then the sound of a clicker…the clicker for the big screen TV I had installed for Sandy. 
 
    “Here we go,” said Sandy.  
 
    I heard a movie start up, and I quickly realized it was…my movie. Sandy was showing Tanya the movie we had made! 
 
    ‘… say hello to Tanya.’ 
 
     ‘Hello, Tanya.’ 
 
    ‘Now talk to her.’ 
 
    “Oh, my God! That’s…that’s…is that…?” 
 
    She recognized me, and little tears trickled out of my eyes.  
 
    “Quiet, watch…” 
 
    Then there was silence, except for occasional exclamations of surprise as I was abused. 
 
    I couldn’t believe it. And I listened as: 
 
    ‘Tanya, I love you more than life itself. I’m sorry I’m such a pervert, and I hope you’ll listen when we finally talk to each other and I can explain about all this. Please, honey. I love you.’ 
 
    Tears crawled out of my eyes, slid down my cheeks, and made the bottom of the bag soggy. 
 
    The movie droned on and on, and I heard it, and was totally and utterly devastated.              Finally, the end, where I asked to never be allowed to cum again. 
 
    Then it was over. I hung on the cross, devastated. Destroyed. 
 
    Silence. 
 
    Then Sandy asked Tanya: “What do you think?” 
 
    “I wish he was right here. Standing in front of me.” 
 
    “You get your wish, girlfriend.” Sandy pulled the bag off my face. I blinked in the bright light, my heart near popped from panic, and the two girls, Tanya and Sandy, were right in front of me. They both yelled together: “SURPRISE!” 
 
    Dully, I wondered why they both were grinning. Then I fainted. 
 
      
 
    An hour later I was sitting at the dining room table. Sandy was working on my face. I was already in dress and nylons, and my tits were glued on hard. And they were so big. 
 
    “So you knew the whole time.” 
 
    “Right from the start, lover.” Tanya was working on my nails. “Sandy and I thought it all up all by ourselves.” 
 
    “But…where did you get the idea?” 
 
    “Well, do you remember a time, several months ago, when I asked you if it was fun staying home alone while I went traveling?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And you said it was boring? That you missed me? That you wished for a little excitement?” 
 
    I grunted. “A little excitement.” 
 
    They both laughed. 
 
    “So I was talking to Sandy about it, and ideas just started to roll around, and she said she wanted a dungeon, and I told her you could build one, and she said she could make sure you weren’t bored.” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” I whispered. 
 
    “Hold still,” admonished Sandy, working on my eye shadow. 
 
    “Well, before we knew it, the whole thing just sort of spiraled out of control. Sandy didn’t know where to stop, and you were easy, and I thought it was hilarious.” 
 
    “And you were the Mystery Messenger. Sitting back and spinning your evil web.” 
 
    “Guilty. But, you have to admit, it didn’t take much spinning.” 
 
    “No, it didn’t,” I said, abashed. Then: “But you talked to me, as the Mystery Messenger, when you were home!” 
 
    “I thought that was funny,” chimed in Sandy. “She was on her ipad, and you were right in the next room.” 
 
    “And we really set you up tonight. I was on the ipad, and you had to get dressed…” 
 
    “And then you showed up. God, was I scared.” 
 
    “But not bored.” 
 
    “No. Not bored. Never again. But…did you really have a yeast infection?” 
 
    “The first week. but those things don’t last long.” 
 
    “So for the last few months you could have…” 
 
    “I learned to get myself off. Sandy gave me a dildo and told me to have fun.” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” I was stunned at how they had put it over on me. It was the biggest ‘gotcha’ I had ever experienced, even heard of. 
 
    They finished working on me. Tanya put my wig on my head and we walked into the foyer and looked at the mirror. 
 
    Three woman, large breasts. Made up and ready to go out on the town. Except we weren’t going out. 
 
    “There you go, girlfriend,” said Sandy, and there was a bit of enviousness in her voice. “Take him home and find out what it’s like to fuck a woman. Heck, he might even be able to squirt.” 
 
    “I hope so.” Tanya linked her arm in mine and Sandy opened the front door. 
 
    “And don’t forget, my dungeon is your dungeon…” 
 
    “As long as I share my slave boy.” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    We walked out the door, and Sandy closed it behind us. As we walked home Tanya hugged my arm and said, “Two bitches, twice the teasing. How’s that chastity tube feel?” 
 
    “Getting tighter all the time.” The electric buzz of energy was starting up in me. 
 
    “You realize that we’re not going to let you cum, probably not for a long time.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t have it any other way.” 
 
    “Good. Are you looking forward to cleaning our houses? Waiting on us hand and foot?” 
 
    I said the only thing I could say, “Yes.” 
 
    My secret had finally been revealed. 
 
      
 
    END 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    I hope you liked this little story of 
 
    Alex, Tanya, Sandy and the Mystery Messenger! 
 
    Please take a moment to rate me five stars. 
 
    That helps support my writing, 
 
    and lets me know which direction I should take 
 
    for future books. 
 
      
 
    Thank you 
 
      
 
    Grace 
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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. 
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    Here are the first two chapters from… 
 
      
 
    The Feminization Games 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
    It started with a simple game. Baseball. Rockwell City Park. Boys against girls. A break from our normal mixed league games. 
 
    The guys were terrific. They slow pitched, gave us extra strikes, and even gave us pointers on how to play baseball. And we liked how they looked in their jerseys. 
 
    And we girls were appreciative. We know the guys are stronger, they play a lot of sports, do weight lifting and like to wrestle around. We didn’t expect to win the game. 
 
    But there we were, score tied at 12 each, and the guys had just struck out. 
 
    Oh, we laughed and giggled, and teased them, but gently. They had put aside their usual drive for us wives, and everybody was drinking beer, and a couple of couples were in the dug out making out. 
 
    Bottom, of the 9th. Georgina was up, a tall red head who needed to choke up on the bat. 
 
    Swing and a miss.  
 
    Swing and a miss. 
 
    Swing and…CRACK! She hit a good one. Her first hit of the game, and she took off like a rabbit. Good at first. 
 
    The guys tossed the ball around, made teasing remarks, but were kind. 
 
    To tell the truth, we all knew each other, and the guys didn’t care about competing, they were quite happy to go along and get along. There was no point in ramping up their testosterone and squashing us. 
 
    Leslie was up. 
 
    Swing and…CRACK! 
 
    Foul ball. But she was a good athlete, her hubby was pitching and he gave her a good next pitch and…CRACK! The ball sailed into right field. 
 
    Georgina made it to third, and Leslie was perched on first, a big grin on her sexy face. 
 
    And little old I strode out to the plate. 
 
    Oh, the guys gave me catcalls, and I blew them kisses and told them I was going to hit it out of the park. We all laughed, and I tapped the far side of the plate with the end of my bat and got ready. 
 
    I watched the first pitch sail over the plate. I thought it was high, but they called a strike, so I got ready again and… 
 
    “Lois can’t hit anything!” 
 
    Strike. 
 
    I stepped out of the batter’s box and stared at my husband. 
 
    Jim is a nice guy, I love him, but the tone of his voice was not right. 
 
    Even the other guys on his team looked at him. Bob, over on first base, lightly yelled, “Easy, Jim. It’s just a game.” 
 
    Wrong thing to say to Jim. To him everything is do or die. He did sports in school, almost went pro, played on the company team, and his testosteroney drive pushed him to be vice president of his company. 
 
    “Ah, fuck you guys,” he said in disgust. 
 
    I realized then that Jim had had a few too many beers. He was not normally like this. He just had too much to drink. 
 
    A couple of the guys looked down, a little embarrassed by his words. 
 
    “Come on,” he yelled. “Strike her out. Next pitch.” 
 
    Now, I’m a pretty good player, but Jim had me rattled. He’s my husband. He’s supposed to have my back. He’s not supposed to insult me in a mean fashion…and I don’t care how much he’s had to drink. 
 
    That said, I struck out. My bat whistled, I turned half around, and I was out. 
 
    But the game was basically over. 
 
    “Let’s call it a tie,” Bob called out as he walked in. “I’ve got to get to work early tomorrow.” 
 
    Jim didn’t like that, nor that a few of the guys agreed with Bob. “Come on. We’ve got this game in the bag.” 
 
    But everybody gathered up their stuff, chatted a bit, and started drifting out to the cars. 
 
    “Damn,” muttered Jim, and then he did the unthinkable. “You caused this.” 
 
    I stared at him, about to start talking the talk, but Bob stepped in. “Come on, Jim. Take it easy.” 
 
    “Easy for you to say.” 
 
    “The girls did good, we did bad, time to let it go.” 
 
    Well, Jim grumbled, turned around to pick up a spare ball, and I blurted: “You’re a bush leaguer.” 
 
    I meant his temper, but it came out wrong, and he felt personally challenged. 
 
    A couple of the girls came up and tried to calm me down, but I had had it. Jim’s a great guy, but he had gotten my goat, and my goat was feeling a bit peevish. 
 
    He straightened up and stared at me. “What?” 
 
    A rude ‘what?’ An insolent ‘what?’ 
 
    I said, “Let’s have a real contest.” 
 
    Suddenly I had everybody’s interest. Hey, the guys like to compete. And the girls were naturally curious…so what did I have in mind?” 
 
    “What kind of a contest,” he asked suspiciously. 
 
    “Three games. You choose one, we choose one, and we coin toss for the third one. Chooser chooses the rules.” 
 
    The guys looked at each other, and I could hear their testosterone click to the ‘on’ position. There is nothing a guy likes better than a real game. And I was giving them a serious challenge. 
 
    “So if we choose wrestling, you’ll wrestle us.” 
 
    “Yep. We choose our girl and you choose your guy. And If I say you have to play baseball in high heels, then that’s what you have to do.” 
 
    The guys started mealy mouthing at that. They didn’t want to play in girly clothes. 
 
    But the girls liked the idea. And I knew they would. I had already given us one big advantage, and the guys didn’t know what it was. Here was another one, and it was bigger than the guys thought. 
 
    So after a few minutes of them protesting about having to wear heels, I made it happen. 
 
    “You guys are embarrassed, but I can fix that.” 
 
    “You can make it so we won’t be embarrassed by wearing girl shoes?” That was Bob. Even sweet tempered Bob was feeling the heat. 
 
    “You bet. “Charlene will put an ad in the paper. Guys against girls, all in heels, gate proceeds to charity. We can even play winner’s choice of charity.” 
 
    Now the guys looked thoughtful. They rubbed their chins, they scratched their balls. 
 
    Only Jim was suspicious. My guy knew me a little too well, and he knew I had an ace up my sleeve. But he was the only one. 
 
    Bob: “Hey guys, that’s not bad. Everybody laughs, we can sell a little beer at the game, maybe even drink a little, and…and yeah. I’m in.” 
 
    Tom said, “So are you choosing baseball, in heels?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “And are you really willing to go with wrestling?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said. 
 
    The other gals on my team, all except Janice, who had a quirky smile on her face, all chorused “No!” 
 
    I quickly called a huddle. I whispered a couple of sentences, saw some grins, and then they all began looking at Janice, and then nodding their heads. 
 
    We stood up and faced the men. 
 
    “Yes,” I said confidently. 
 
    Hubby, dear Jim, couldn’t believe it. He must have thought we had lost our senses, for he stood there and shook his grinning head. 
 
    Bob: “So we’re going to do baseball and wrestling. You sure you girls don’t want to pick a girl’s sport? Ballet or something?” 
 
    We girls were smiling, and I asked. “Are you giving us the third choice?” 
 
    The guys looked at one another. Jim, bless him, helped my case. “Hell, give it to them. We’ve got them beat ten ways from go already.” 
 
    So the guys shrugged it off, and kissed their chances of winning away. 
 
    “So what is your choice for the third competition?” 
 
    Now, truth, I hadn’t thought that far ahead. I didn’t show the guys that, though, I simply turned to the girls and called for a huddle. 
 
    We went and sat in one of the dug outs and started throwing ideas around. I knew we were going to win the wrestling, and I knew we had a better than even chance with the baseball game. My skulduggery was paying off, but I wanted a third win. I didn’t want to take any chances. 
 
    Ping pong was offered, basketball in heels, and finally, we agreed on a simple foot race. At first we were going to insist on heels, but having heels twice seemed a little unfair. Then Georgina had a good idea: “Make ‘em wear pencil skirts.” 
 
    We all giggled, and our choice was decided. 
 
    I was afraid the guys wouldn’t go for pencil skirts, but when we presented the idea to them they just shrugged. I guess now that they had accepted baseball in heels, a simply foot race in skirts wasn’t much. Of course, they didn’t really know what pencil skirts were. 
 
    Then Bob, his turn to be blessed, asked, “So what are we really playing for? I mean besides charity?” 
 
    I spoke up quickly. “If you guys win, two out of three, then we gals will buy you beer, cook your ribs, and wait on you hand and foot for five football games.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” Their eyes lit up, and a couple of them even patted Jim on the back. 
 
    “But… if we girls win…you guys have to take us to five girly movies. Five chick flicks, complete with nice dinners and wine.” 
 
    They raised their eyebrows, it seemed too reasonable, and they were about to say yes when I added, “And I get Jim for a week.” 
 
    Everybody looked a bit curious then. 
 
    I said, “For one week I am going to dress him up, make him into a woman, and even have my way with him.” 
 
    “Whoo!” 
 
    “Wow!” 
 
    Catcalls and quick quips. 
 
    Then the guys went after Jim. 
 
    “Come on, Jim. You started this.” 
 
    “Hey, we aren’t going to lose, what are you worried about.” 
 
    And when Jim still hemmed and hawed, one lone voice said the magic word. “Chicken.” 
 
    Man, Jim turned red, his fists got tight. He looked around and couldn’t help himself. 
 
    “Okay!” The cheers started up, and that helped him relax, but I tell ya, my hubby was one pissed puppy for a second. Deep down, he knew I was a conniver. He knew I had something planned. He didn’t know what, and maybe if he did he wouldn’t have allowed himself to respond so easily. But he didn’t, and I did, and zingo bingo, there went my good old hubby’s manly life. Heh heh.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWO 
 
      
 
    “Lois, I can’t believe you did that!” 
 
    “What?” I asked sweetly. 
 
    “Embarrassed me like that.” 
 
    We were at home, getting ready for bed, and I had decided to be nice and pleasant, but he was pushing my buttons. “You started it with that ‘she can’t hit,’ crack!” 
 
    “Yeah, but that’s just baseball. That’s the kind of thing we say in baseball.” 
 
    “Yeah, but you said it meanly.” 
 
    He grumped at that, but he didn’t complain too hard. He’s a hard charger, but when the truth hits him in the face he usually goes with it. 
 
    So we calmed down, he popped into bed and laid back, folded his arms behind his bed and thought. 
 
    I was plucking my eyebrows and getting ready to take off my make up. 
 
    “You really think you can beat us?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t have made the bet if I didn’t.” 
 
    He smiled. “You don’t stand a chance.” 
 
    “Okay,” I acknowledged. 
 
    He frowned. He didn’t like the way he won that little mini-argument. “You’re going to outwrestle me?” 
 
    “We’ll find somebody on our team. You find somebody on yours.” 
 
    “Heck, Bob was a wrestler in high school.” 
 
    “High school is long ago.” 
 
    He smiled. “Okay.” Turned my own strategy back on me. 
 
    Then: “And you think you can beat us at baseball? We’ve all played our whole lives. You gals are a recent addition, you just started playing a year ago, when the mixed league started up. 
 
    “Well,” I said, figuring out how much to give him. “I guess you do have an advantage. But it’s for charity, and we’ll do our best.” 
 
    There. That did it. He was happy now. And, suddenly, I had a thought. That thought was mean and devious, and so filled with love it was impossible for the average male to comprehend. 
 
    Guys, let’s face it, think with their lower heads, they aren’t good at sneaky, conniving strategies. 
 
    So I suddenly stopped taking my make up off. I scrubbed my face, then put a little make up back on. I hadn’t done my eyes yet, so I added fresh lipstick, pinched my cheeks for blush, then stood up, stripped off my night gown and turned around. 
 
    “You make me so fucking hot.” 
 
    He blinked and stared at me. 
 
    I grabbed my breasts, a handful, I am well endowed, and squeezed them in his direction. “I need a real man. Are you …’up’… for the task?” 
 
    Oh, men are easy. 
 
    The bed spread at his groin began to lump. He began to breath harder and became flushed. 
 
    “Well, are you going to ravage me? Take me like I need to be taken? I’m so damned wet I really need it.” 
 
    “Well, uh…yeah. I think I can, uh, help you out.” 
 
    So I advanced on him, and he threw the covers back. 
 
    “Whoa! Big guy! I don’t know if I can handle that monster!” 
 
    Jim always was a horny bastard, and he grinned as I grabbed his meat and started rubbing. 
 
    “Baby,” he said lustfully. 
 
    I gobbled his knob. I swallowed his shaft. I played with his balls. 
 
    “Oh…fuck!” he grunted. “You better hurry up if you want any.” 
 
    But I had better ideas than temporarily sating my carnal hungers. “MmmmMMMmmm,” I moaned, working him harder. 
 
    He realized then that I was giving him the works. I wasn’t worried about my own satisfaction. He laid back and thrust his hips up a little. 
 
    Up and down his shaft I worked my lips. I slobbered on him as I deep throated him. And I started giving his red balls little slaps. Slap, slap, and he jerked upward, and that caused him to get even hornier. 
 
    “Baby…I’m…gonna…AHHH!” 
 
    White semen spurted up, like a little volcano. I swallowed, and let some of the sperm seep out of my red mouth. It dripped all over his cock and I kept pumping and sucking. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” he groaned. “You’re so fucking good!” 
 
    I stopped, licked up the overflow, then smiled up at him. “You’re right. I shouldn’t have gotten so upset. So I’ll make it up to you. I’ll do this to you every night until game day.” 
 
    “Wow!” 
 
    “But remember our second bet. Beyond the charity stuff.” 
 
    He grinned, a satisfied, happy camper. “Not to worry, my word is my bond.” 
 
    But I knew what he was thinking. ‘No way those bitches are going to outdo us guys!’ 
 
    I kept my grin on the inside, and went back to removing my make up. 
 
    Boy, was I going to get my revenge. 
 
      
 
    The next day I met with some of the girls and we discussed our plans. We were in, of all places, a high school malt shop. We were ruining our figures with milkshakes and loving it. 
 
    “Can we do it in one week?” I asked, sipping some of my strawberry shake. 
 
    “Why so soon?” asked Georgina. 
 
    “I don’t want the guys to have a chance to practice in high heels.” 
 
    Leslie snickered. “Tim laughed when I asked him to try on heels. He really thinks there’s nothing to it, that he can put on a pair of spikes and run a race.” 
 
    We all smiled cheerfully. 
 
    “What about Janice? Can she really beat…who’s she gonna wrestle?” 
 
    Jim said Bob used to wrestle in high school, so probably Bob, unless they have a sleeper.” 
 
    “Like us,” chortled Georgina. Then she grew serious, “And you’re sure Janice can do the job?” 
 
    “Nobody knows this, she’s been away for a while, and she doesn’t usually like to talk about it, especially to guys, but she trained for MMA. Even had a couple of bouts. She used to—get this—train with guys all the time. And she won as much as she lost, and this is against professionally trained MMA fighters. 
 
    There were grins when I finished. Nothing like a little confidence to help us along. 
 
    “What about the foot race?” 
 
    “Who are our fastest runners?” 
 
    So we went over our roster. Georgina got the nod, and then Leslie, she was always a quick, little thing, and then we threw around ideas for the third girl. They ended up choosing me. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I objected. “Jim might get pissy, and if his blood gets up, and this goes for most of the guys, they try harder. 
 
    “Well, then we just have to keep them calm, cool and collected until race day,” suggested Leslie, and that fit perfectly into what I was about to say. 
 
    “Did you know that boxers are not allowed to have sex for a week before a match?” 
 
    The girls looked at me blankly. 
 
    “It saps their energy. It’s like after sex, they just roll over and feel lazy. Could you imagine what a week of hot, wild, energy sapping sex would do to our guys?” 
 
    Man, the grins hit me then. 
 
    “Well, then,” crowed Leslie, “I started sapping Tin last night.” 
 
    We all giggled. 
 
    “This is going to fun,” interjected Georgina, “and you know what?” 
 
    We all looked at her. 
 
    “We might even win.” 
 
    We all traded looks of delight. Yes, we had a chance. 
 
    “Girl power!” I said, putting my hand in the center of us. Quickly, the others stacked their hands on mine and chirped, “Girl power!” 
 
    Then, plans all made, we all giggled and finished our shakes. 
 
      
 
    That night Jim wanted to put on some high heels. So I got out a two inch heel, a real comfy one, and let him slide his foot in it. 
 
    He grinned. “This ain’t nothing.” 
 
    And, here’s the odd thing, even though it was only a two inch heel, it was girly, and it made me horny. 
 
    Sure, I hadn’t cum the night before, but…there was something about seeing my guy in a low heel that turned me on. And thinking about a real high heel, I started to get real turned on. 
 
    “So when are we going to get me some heels so I can practice running?” 
 
    Oh, Lordy, did I hold the mirth in. He thought he was going to hop into a pair of heels and start running. He didn’t understand that there is a curve, a big curve, to wearing a real pair of spikes. That’s something that women know, but men have no clue about. 
 
    “Oh, we can pick something up this week end,” I returned nonchalantly. 
 
    Then I told him how big he was, and how I needed a little loving, was he up for the task? 
 
    He had just cum the night before, and he was usually a three times a week man, which meant a day of rest, but I wasn't going to give him any rest. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know,” he said, “After all, we just did it last night.” 
 
    “Yeah, but it was you that did it. I didn’t even get my feet wet.” 
 
    “Yeah, but—“ 
 
    We were in the kitchen, me standing at the sink finishing a dish, he was next to me, leaning his butt against the counter. I reached over and grabbed his cock. 
 
    “Uh!” he grunted.
I gripped that puppy right through his shorts, then I knelt down and reached up one of the legs. I snagged his pole and began to work it. 
 
    “Hey…uh…” 
 
    I undid his zipper, and pulled his cock out. He stopped protesting and started sighing. 
 
    I munched on that ding dong like it was a ding dong, with a white, creamy filling. 
 
    In truth, I thought I was going to have to lay back and spread, which I wouldn’t have minded, but I wanted to get him off with my hands and mouth, save my pussy for the heavy lifting later in the week. 
 
    As I bobbed on his dick I felt his legs give a quiver, always a good sign. I held his balls and gave them little squeezes. I reached up, snuck my hand under his tee, and played with his nipples. 
 
    Jim always like having his nipples played with. But, as I said, he’s always been a horny bastard, and he liked anything I could have done. Heck, I could have told him a toe was an erogenous zone and he would have started getting horny in his toes. 
 
    So I played, and sucked, and gobbled, and squeezed his balls rhythmically. He grabbed my head and fucked my face, which I usually didn’t like, but I was fine with it now that I was enacting my plan. 
 
    And he started to lurch a bit, to buck his hips. 
 
    I pulled back. He was in the mood now, so I pulled back and let his desire build. 
 
    I kept working him as I chewed on his lips. 
 
    He was moaning now, and I knew he was close. The heck with this day of rest thing. 
 
    “Can you cum right now? Big guy?” 
 
    He thrust his hips, drove his man meat into the circle of my fingers. 
 
    “Uh…uh….maybe…maybe…” 
 
    I redoubled my efforts. I dropped to my knees again and mouthed him. I pulled up his shaft with my lips. I even reached around and rimmed his asshole with my finger. And that was what did it. 
 
    Sometimes I wonder if Jim wants a little anal. Wants to feel like a woman, take it like a woman, because when I touch his asshole he shoots like a rocket, which he did right then and there. 
 
    “AH…AHHHH…AH!” 
 
    Rope after rope shot down my throat, and I happily guzzled it. I don’t always like swallowing, but these were special times. 
 
    My special times would come when he lost the games and I had him for a week. 
 
      
 
    Tuesday, and Charlene managed to get our game announcement into the local paper. 
 
      
 
    WAR OF THE SEXES 
 
    The guys and gals of the town’s mixed baseball league have finally tossed down the gauntlet. Playing as equals was apparently not good enough for our knuckleballers and bat swingers. On Saturday, 10:00 in the AM, the guys  will take on the girls, but there is a catch. 
 
    To offset any physical advantage our glorious guys have grudgingly agreed to play the game in…get this…HIGH HEELS! 
 
    In addition, there will be a special pencil skirt foot race, and a wrestling match. 
 
    That’s right, sports fans, one girl will take on one guy in a special grudge wrestling match, and the girls are appearing pretty darned confident. 
 
    So, will the guys dominate? Or will the gals pull the ultimate upset? Get your tickets now…proceeds will go to the Wounded Warrior Project. 
 
      
 
    I read the press release with satisfaction, and the phone rang. It was Charlene. 
 
    “Lois, guess what?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The papers only been out for two hours, and the phones are off the hook with ticket orders.” 
 
    “Oh my gosh!” I blurted, and that’s when it hit me…this was going to be big. 
 
    It wasn’t going to be a 20 or 30 fans sitting in the stands and ignoring us while they drank beer…it was going to be a sold out, whomper stomper of a sports event. 
 
    Sure, it was just a couple of hours, and a few phone calls, but…I knew it! Bobby Riggs and Billie Jean…people are hungry for this sort of thing. There has always been a little bit of competition between the races. 
 
    On the surface it was just a friendly give and take between the loving two sides of the species. 
 
    Under the surface, and this was some place people don’t usually go, it was do or die, get tough and grit the teeth, give no quarter, our side can beat your side you dirty…mofos! 
 
    Probably best that this depth was usually not reached. After all, we are the same race, be it with dicks or tits, but somehow this game, and I felt it when Charlene called me and told me of the ticket sales, had reached the depths. 
 
    After we finished talking I sat at my desk, I work for a small finance company downtown, and thought about it. 
 
    Oddly, my first thoughts were about how maybe I had started something I shouldn’t have. 
 
    Then Georgina called, all excited because Charlene had called her. 
 
    Then Leslie called, and I got it. 
 
    It was game on. 
 
    It was root hog or die. 
 
    And it was going to be fun. 
 
    Heck, if enough people showed up we were going to buy a house for a Wounded Warrior. And I knew it was going to fill up. 
 
    Then my boss walked in. Annette is a grey haired matron with a great body and smiling lips. And the meanest, wickedest sense of humor I have ever seen. 
 
    “What’s the grin for, Lois?” 
 
    So I told her about game and the ticket sales, and she said, “You know, I bet I could get a couple of corporate sponsors. 
 
    My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”  
 
    “Good cause. Let me make a few phone calls, but…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Do you mind if I put a couple of signs on the field? A little advertising for us?” 
 
    “No problemo, Santa!” 
 
    She laughed, then she grew serious, “But there’s more to this than a simple game, isn’t there.” 
 
    We talked for a while then, about the differences between men and women, and how sometimes those differences are glorious, and sometimes they are a pain in the ass, and, I swear, I didn’t say anything…but she guessed it. 
 
    “You’ve got a side bet with your husband, don’t you?” 
 
    My stone face told her she was right and her face lit up. 
 
    “Come on, girl friend, tell me the good news.” 
 
    “Okay,” I begrudged, actually a little happy to tell the tale. “If the gals win I get to dress Jim for a week.” 
 
    “Oh, Lordy,” she breathed, her eyes getting all excited. “And he works for a realty, doesn’t he?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Okay, here’s how it’s going to go down…” and she sat down and helped me flesh out plans for Jim’s comeuppance, and a nefarious sub plot that rocked my mind. 
 
    When we were done, all happy and giggly, she said, “Now it’s just up to you to win.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Then, girlfriend, you’d better win.” 
 
    And she was serious. And I felt a deep degree of seriosity come over me. And I knew she was right. And my competitive nature, in that moment, really rose up. 
 
      
 
      
 
    This has been the first two chapters from 
 
      
 
    The Feminization Games 
 
      
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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