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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

Some call it a conspiracy, the government is putting ‘endocrine disruptors,’ perhaps through a chemical called Atrazine, into the water. This makes boys more feminine and girls more masculine.

Some call it the end of times, the end of the male regime and all the destruction in the world.

Some call it Karma, just rewards for all the murders and rapes that men had committed.

Endocrine disruptors? Hmm. Maybe. I wouldn’t put it past our government.

End of times? Sure. Why not?

Karma? No. Why would a man who has raped and killed be rewarded by making him into a superior species?

Well, whatever it is, it’s here, and if you can’t fight ‘em, join ‘em!’

Welcome to five men who stopped fighting and started living!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Feminized for a Fashion Show!

Make a man into a woman?

Make him beautiful? Nonsense!

Grace Mansfield


A Note from the Author!

Have you ever seen an androgynous male? A man who wears female clothing in fashion shows? Let me tell you, they are gorgeous! And that’s dangerous. After all, we women are what beauty is about! How dare a man take over for us!

Well, it’s probably not that big a deal. After all, there aren’t that many androgynous males in the fashion world, let alone the real world.

Of course, there could be more…dangerous or not, beautiful men are sort of cool.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Do you believe this shit?” Martha Sayers glared at the newspaper as if her will would change the type.

“What shit, dear?” Terence Sayers Goldman didn’t look up from his half of the morning newspaper. He was looking through the fashion section, hoping to find inspiration.

Martha was a slender woman with a robust chest. Her face was a little strict looking, though she had full lips and expressive, blue eyes. But the strictness was mostly from her attitude. Cancel the attitude and she was a striking beauty.

Terence was also slender, but without the boobs. His face was not strict, but rather pleasant, almost feminine. He flipped the fashion section pages with long, delicate fingers.

“They claim our gowns are too avant garde. They make our models look lifeless. They say we should go back to design school.”

Terence lowered the newspaper and raised his face. “Is it that cow Miss Scofeld?”

“It is.”

“Well, there you go.” He raised the newspaper and kept reading.

But Martha wasn’t satisfied. She folded the newspaper and threw it on the floor. Poopsie, their little miniature poodle scurried away.

“I’ve got half a mind to call that bitch and give her a piece of my mind.”

“Give her a half for me, too,” Terence murmured. He had found a reprint of a far side cartoon and was chuckling inside.

The cartoon had Tarzan standing on the front doorstep of his tree hut. He had scratches all over his back. Facing him is Jane. She says, ‘So…you’ve been to see the Leopard Woman again.’

Terence raised a hand to his mouth and covered it.

“What are you laughing at?”

“Nothing, dear.”

Nothing, indeed. Terence loved to visit women who clawed him. Nothing was better than coming home with scratch marks on his back. Of course, he had to hide those marks from Martha, but…they were worth it.

“Yes, I should call that idiot and tell her what is what.”

“Very good, dear.” Thinking of scratches on his back. He loved a good slap in the face, a knee in the nuts, and just thinking of such things was giving him a king-sized boner.

“In fact, I will!”

Terence looked at his wife. Usually she just grouched when one of their shows got a bad review, but now it seemed like she had a real head of steam up.

“Maybe you should sleep on it. One doesn’t want to be too hasty, you know.”

“Hasty, shmasty,” snapped Martha. “I slept last night. I’m all slept out. And if that bitch thinks she can…” Her speech dwindled and she picked up her cellphone.

Terence sat up. His wife was bossy, which he dearly loved. Too bad she wasn’t physically bossy. But to attack a member of the press? That was bad news. The press always got the last word in, and courtesy of their circulation, the biggest word.

“Dear. I really think you should relax and think about this.”

“Shut up!”

Wow. She really was wound up. Terence folded the newspaper and listened.

“Daily Caller? I want to speak with Jennifer Scofeld…that’s right, the fashion editor.”

A few seconds passed, then Terence heard Miss Scofeld speak to his wife. He couldn’t make out everything from the ensuing conversation, but he heard enough that he knew it wasn’t going well.

“Miss Scofeld,” Martha drawled with tones that had been dipped in liquid nitrogen. “This is Martha Sayers…yes, House of Sayers. And I take umbrage at your review of our show last night.”

A chattering of voice, tinny over the phone and across to Terence’s ear.

Martha’s response: Your attitude is certainly not professional. I’ve been designing clothes for a decade and…”

Terence made out the sentence, You should start over…

“What! How dare you say that to me!”

More chatter, back and forth, like small arms fire between opposing squads on a battlefield. Then Martha said something that made Terence blink.

“I accept your challenge, and I look forward to reading your retraction and apology in your rag of a newspaper.”

Chatter.

Then, a simple hang up.

No last word. A battle concluded, but a war begun.

Terence stared at his wife. “What did she say?”

Martha’s face was a study in consternation and irritation and downright disapproval.

“You won’t believe what that bitch had the gall to do.”

“I won’t unless you tell me.”

Martha looked at her husband, and suddenly her face wasn’t so cocksure. Suddenly there was a teensy weensy iota of doubt in her fetching blue eyeballs.

“I am to make a man attractive.”

Terence blinked. “Make a man attractive? What is so difficult? We’ve got top notch lines of high end male clothing. We simply—“

“No. Not that.”

“Then what? For God’s sake!”

Poopsie crawled out form under the couch and licked Martha’s ankle.

Martha reached down and picked up her precious Poopsie. She kissed the manicured mutt on the top of her curly headed head. “Oh, Poopsie.”

“Martha?” In spite of her being a bully, Terence was speaking up. He had a bad feeling. “What did you do?”

“Nothing. I’ll take care of it.”

“Not until you have explained to me exactly what you have done.”

“Nothing. I accepted her challenge of making a man pretty.”

“And what is the problem with that.”

Martha coughed and tried to hide her sentence. “As…” cough, “…man…ahem.”

“Enunciate, my dear.”

Martha sighed, then blurted it out. “Make a man pretty as a woman.”

Terence sat up, folded his paper and swatted his hand with it.

In Martha’s hands Poopsie cowered. Terence, usually quite submissive, had actually shown anger.

“What?”

“I told her I could make anybody beautiful, even a man. She said I couldn’t, and, well, I accepted the challenge.”

“And how is this challenge going to work?”

“We will agree on a model. I will have a month to transform the man into a beautiful model.”

“Beautiful with women’s clothes.”

“Of course.” But now she had a sickly cast to her face. She was starting to realize the trap she had fallen into.

“We can’t  use one of our own models.”

“Uh…ahem…no.”

“Well that cuts it!” Terence slapped his newspaper down on the floor, just about giving Poopsie the shit fits, and stood up. “We work our fingers to the bone, and you make a silly deal with a fashion critic. Don’t you realize that’s why they are called critics? Because they are critical! And now we are caught in…” words failed Terence, and he began walking back and forth, terribly upset.

“Terence. It’s not that bad.” She tried to put a little steel in her words, but Terence wasn’t buying it.

“We’ve discussed a trans line.It’s time to market to the third sex.”

“Yes, like Bud Light.”

“They weren’t wrong, they just alienated their first audience. If they had handled it differently.”

“And Target is losing billions of dollars because of pride colors on their merchandise. Just colors, for God’s sake. And you want to risk that?”

“Terence. I understand you’re upset, but this is an entirely different situation. We’re a designer. If anybody is going to take advantage of this new market…it’s us.”

“Balderdash!” he blurted. He didn’t know what a balderdash was, but he had heard the word in an old movie and liked it.

Martha was finally starting to get her back up. After all, she was the dominant one in this relationship, and Terence was the submissive.

“Not balderdash!” she snapped. “One per cent of the United States identifies as trans. That’s 3.3 million people. I would say that 3.3 million people is a sizable market, and well worth considering.

“If you get a good review,” he countered rather snidely.

“We will!”

But in spite of her brave words Martha was worried. She was to meet with Jennifer Scofeld on the next day and discuss a suitable model.

Thus, while Terence grumbled and went back to his newspaper, she headed for the bathroom. There she gulped a half a bottle of Pepto Bismol. And a couple of Vicodin for good measure.

She looked down at Poopsie, who looked like she wanted a bottle of ex-lax. “What Have I done, Poopsie.”

Make a man into a woman. What had she done?

And she just knew that Jennifer Scofeld would foist some ugly, old drunk on her.

Oh, Lord! And she drank some more Pepto Bismol.

The following day Martha and Terence were sitting in their spacious office atop their ten story headquarters. Terence was previewing photos selected to be included in their monthly magazine. Martha was making her long, red fingernails into short, red fingernails with her capped teeth.

Poopsie lay in her little bed and watched her mistress closely.

At exactly ten o’clock the phone rang. It was the front desk in the lobby. “Ma’am. Jennifer Scofeld to see you.”

“Send her right up,” gushed Martha. She was already assuming a more friendly attitude. She was hoping the Scofeld girl would consider this whole thing a lark, a joke

It was not, however, to be.

A minute later and the elevator opened and Jennifer Scofeld stepped out. She was an attractive woman, rare for a reporter, and she looked around the fashion headquarters with a critical eye.

She wore a spring dress with a Sayers leather jacket over it. The dress had a straight cut across the bosom, and her cleavage showed over the line and between the lapels of the jacket.

She had brunette hair cut in a shaggy sort of long bob, and while she didn’t display much make up, she did opt for very red lips.

Martha smiled and waved from the glass enclosure of her office.

Jennifer smiled and made her way through the desks. She had seen fashion designers at work before, but the House of Sayers was a cut above. In spite of her poor review, she was a fan of the company.

She entered the glass office and Terence raised his eyes, gave a wave of his fingers, and returned to his work.

Let his wife figure her way out of this mess.

“Jennifer, how nice to meet you. We’ve spoken before, but—“

Martha had planned to charm the reporter, then make a funny remark about the whole thing being a joke. Jennifer, however, sabotaged that plan right from the start.

“Mrs. Sayers, my editor is positively entranced by the idea of what you propose. If you can make a man beautiful, perhaps as beautiful, or more so, than a woman, then I am sure he is going to want to do a full page on it.”

Terence looked up and at his wife. In his eyes was the message. Full page?

“Well, yes.” She was going to try and get out of it. “But when I first spoke of that idea—“

“She thought it was wonderful,” butted in Terence. “Did you know there are over 3 million trans people in the United States? It is a pure shame that they would be marginalized. My wife is very interested in seeing to the empowerment of so many people.”

“Mr. Sayers. How wonderful…my editor is of a like mind. I’m sure…” she went blathering on, and Martha stifled a groan.

In her little bed even Poopsie covered her face with her paws.

After a minute of schmoozing, Jennifer opened the deal. “So how are we going to choose a model for this project?”

How will ‘we.’ Not how will ‘you.’

So Martha couldn’t just choose anybody.

Jennifer did offer a carrot, however, with her next words.

“I’m sure you would like to choose somebody who is…let’s be plain… model material.”

Not ugly, thought Terence.

They discussed choosing from a pool of models, then disaster struck.

Jennifer pursed her pretty lips and put a finger to her cheek. “You know, we used to play a game when I was a child. Do you remember spinning a globe and sticking it with a finger and saying, ‘I was born in the city of…’?”

“Well, uh…” Martha didn’t know where this was going.

“We could do the same thing. For instance, when I was a child we used to play a game. We’d be driving down the street and somebody would say something like, ‘the tenth person on the right is going to be the person you will marry!’”

“Well, yes, but a child’s game…”

Terence, however, was enthused by the idea. “I like it. So the tenth person who gets off the elevator will be our new model.”

“The tenth man,” amended Jennifer.

“Of course.”

Martha shrunk inside. She was a bossy, controlling woman, and she didn’t want to risk the fate of her company on the whims of a child’s game.

However, at that moment the elevator door opened. Three women and a man got off. The man was one of their big models, Lance Harding. He was studly and handsome and even looked good.

Why couldn’t he be number ten? Martha wondered ferociously.

“One,” said Jennifer and Terence simultaneously. They both laughed at their harmony.

Martha wondered if she could go catch Lance and tell him to go back and be the tenth man to come out of the elevator.

Ding. The elevator door shut and it descended.

The next twenty minutes were totally nerve wracking for Martha.

Every two minutes, on the average, the elevator doors opened and disgorged people.

Several of them were models, or model quality, mixed among many more women.

Then there were the less than desirables. There was a software programmer from the third floor. A security guard with a very fat belly, and a young Italian man with a bristly mustache, a nose bigger than John Holmes’ dick, and glinting, mean eyes.

Martha shivered, was glad that they had managed to dodge that bullet.

There had been nine men. The last one had been a model applying for work. He had a portfolio and he would have been perfect. Except he was number eight.

Now every opening of the elevator doors was nerve wracking.

They opened and two women got off. They looked around, the giggled and backed into the elevator. Wrong floor.

Two minutes passed, then three.

Ding! The elevator arrived. The doors opened. There were two people on it.

One was Jerry Carson, the top model in the nation. The other was a scrawny geek, the mail boy.

Jerry started out and Martha’s heart leaped. Everything was goin to be all right.

But he stopped, turned back to the mail boy.

The mail boy was only five feet two and a hundred pounds. He had scraggly hair, long and ugly. He was wearing thick glasses and a hoody.

He handed Jerry an envelope.

Oh, fuck, thought Martha. The mail boy had just handed Jerry his paycheck, which was probably the reason for Jerry coming up to the tenth floor in the first place.

Jerry thanked the mail boy, and the mail boy started to push his cart out of the elevator.

Jerry said something and the boy stopped and turned back.

Please…please…” Martha prayed.

Next to her Jennifer was watching the drama and holding her breath.

On the other side of Jennifer Terence was standing with pursed lips, equally entranced by the play in the elevator.

Jerry started to walk past the boy…

YES…YES…Martha shrieked inside her head.

Then Jerry bent, his shoelace, and the boy pushed his cart out and stepped onto the floor.

“There you go,” smiled Jennifer. “We have a winner. And it looks like he already works for you.”

Martha smiled, tamped the sick feeling down in her belly. “Oh, uh…yes.”

She heard a snicker and turned and gave Terence a nasty look.

He just raised his hands, palm out, and turned to Jennifer. “So what do we have? A month?”

“Fine with me…but it looks like you may have your work cut out for you.”

All three stared as the geeky, young man pushed his cart down an aisle and handed out envelopes and packages.

In the glass office Poopsie didn’t just cover his little eyes with his paws. He stood up and turned around and faced the wall and lay down.

He knew a disaster when he saw one.

Chris Harrison was, as has been observed, a geek. He was a nerd. He was a shy boy of 19 who had somehow managed to snag a summer job so he could afford to go to his second year of college.

He was five foot three, skinny, long, lank hair, dark, brown eyes, and a oval face with a bit of taper at the bottom.

Surprisingly, for a diet of Coke and chips, his skin was good.

He liked to wear cargo shorts in the summer and cargo pants in the winter, and a tee shirt in the summer and hoodie in the winter.

All of his clothes were black.

He wasn’t particularly social, had a few friends, who he never saw, and had never been out with a girl.

He had thought about girls often enough.

And, the shocker to all this, for a short, skinny kid, he was endowed. His penis was 8 inches long, he measured it often enough, and six inches in diameter, or thereabouts. He couldn’t get one hand all the way around it comfortably.

On this Monday morning he was shoving his cart around and passing out envelopes, bundles of envelopes, packages, and whatever else the mailroom had to offer.

Mostly, it was letters and envelopes with packets of pics in them.

He actually liked his job. Sure, it was a no brainer, but he liked walking through the whole place, being greeted, sometimes by name, and thanked for a particular envelope, usually a pay envelope, such as Jerry Carson thanked him for in the elevator that day.

The best part of his job, however, was when he got to deliver mail to the 8th floor. This was the floor where the women prepared for their shoots. He got to walk through a heaven of flesh.

The women were dressed to show off, and show off they did. It seemed like these models were always ‘on.’ They made a show of accepting envelopes, they patted his cheek in passing, and every once in a while one would goose him.

Lord, did that create a boner!

In fact, Chris had taken to wearing a jockstrap under his BVDs to contain his excitement. It worked a little bit, but mostly he stayed behind the cart to hide the bulge in his pants.

Chris pushed the empty cart into the mail room. It was time for a break and he popped over to the vending machines and bought a Cherry Coke and a bag of Cheetos. Crunchy Cheetos. The ones that left orange stain on your fingers and your teeth.

He plopped himself down in a chair in a corner of the mailroom and began sipping and crunching. He was deep in thought over what classes he was going to take at the end of summer. He liked computers, but should he take more math classes first? He had talked to a counselor, but—

“Hey, Chris?”

Chris looked up at his boss. Bill Thomas was leaning through the door and had a slightly puzzled expression on his face.

“Yes?”

“Were you just up on the tenth floor?”

“Yes, sir.” Chris was a little cowed by authority and tended to say ‘sir’ and ma’am’ whenever addressed by somebody of importance.

“Well, you must’ve fucked up. They want to see you.”

“What?” Chris was truly mystified. How could he mess up putting envelopes on desks? Had he given the wrong envelope to somebody? Oh, gosh, I hope they don’t fire me!

Chris put his can of Coke, with the orange taint from the Cheetos around the ‘suck hole,’ as he called it, into the little fridge the mail boys kept in a corner of the room. He folded the Cheetos and put them in his cubby, and slapped his hands together. And wiped his mouth.. And headed up to the tenth floor.

Chris rode in the regular elevator, not the freight elevator, like he did when he was delivering the mail. The regular elevator was quick and fast, and—oh, Lord. Please don’t fire me! I’ve got to pay for school!

If he hadn’t been so worried about his employment he might have noticed the orange crumbs decorating his mouth and fingers.

He stepped off the elevator and looked around.

“Chris?” One of the best looking secretaries in the world was waiting for him.

Waiting for him?

“Yes, ma’am?”

“Come with me, please.”

She set off briskly, and headed around a desk and straight back towards the glass office where he never went.

He knew the Sayers were in that office. He had seen them through the glass walls, but…the Sayers?

He was feeling faint. Why would the Sayers want to see him?

The secretary reached the door to the office, tapped, was motioned by Mr. Sayers to enter, and opened the door.

As Chris passed the woman, almost brushing against her breasts, she whispered, “Your mouth.”

He was puzzled for a split second, then got it.

Oh, my God! The Cheetos!

He quickly wiped his mouth with his hand, and neglected to notice that his fingers were orange. Now not only was his mouth painted orange, but he had little marks around his mouth where his fingers had touched.

He stood in the center of the room and was confused, and self conscious, and worried, and really wanted to be somewhere else.

There were two desks, one on each side of the room. They were made of Tigerwood and quite exotic looking. Apple computers adorned the sides of the desks, high end models.

There was a room wide book case against the glass wall that faced the big room, and it was filled with everything from catalogues to designer textbooks. It was a very messy bookcase.

There was a big table to one side of the room, and it was piled high with fabrics and freshly created garments.

In between the desks, like a meeting of the minds, was a round table. It was good quality, but it had the ring marks of a thousand cups and glasses. It was like the ‘no man’s land’ between the two immaculate desks.

At that round table sat Mr. Sayers on the right, and Mrs Sayers on the left.

Mr. Sayers was slender, grey haired, seemed amused.

Mrs Sayers, she of the large bosom, sat on the left. She didn’t look amused.

“Good morning, Chris.” Mr. Sayers smiled wanly. Then he looked at his wife expectantly.

“You’re Chris Sayers? The mail boy?”

She half sneered the question, even though she knew he was. And she made ‘mail boy’ sound like something she had scraped off her high heels.

Mr. Sayers chuckled. “Well, Chris, tell us about yourself.”

Mrs. Sayers glared at her husband, but he seemed unfazed.

“Uh, I go to the college.”

“Which one?” Mrs. Sayers brightened up.

“City college.”

“Oh.” She unbrightened.

“What are you studying, Chris?”

He turned to Mr. Sayers. “Computer technology.”

That didn’t impress Mrs. Sayers, but Mr. Sayers smiled and said, “That’s an egghead field. Are you an egghead? Do you play games?”

“I don’t know about egghead, maybe, probably, but, yes. I do play games.”

“I don’t know much about games, do you like shooter games? Or some other type?

“I like all kinds, but…”

Chris explained about the differences of video games and Mr. Sayers was pleased.

Mrs. Sayers was getting grumpier and grumpier.

Finally, Mr. Sayers swiveled his head towards his wife. “Well, dear?”

“Doesn’t appear we have much choice,” she muttered unhappily.

“No. Afraid not.”

He turned back to Chris, was about to speak when Mrs. Sayers blurted, “What is that orange lipstick he is wearing?”

Chris turned a bright shade of red. Oh, God! The Cheetos!

“Sorry, ma’am.” he muttered and wiped his face frantically. “It’s Cheetos. I was on break, and…”

Mr. Sayers lowered his head and was stifling laughter. Then he looked up. “Chris, how would you like to be a model.”

“I…what?” Talk about a mind fuck.

“A model. It will pay considerably more than a mail boy, and we will train you, prepare you, teach you, and…you only have to be in one show in about a month.”

“I…a…I don’t think…I’m not…”

Mrs. Sayers groaned and put a hand to her forehead. Hard. Like a slap.

“Not model material? You should leave that decision up to us. We’ve seen you around the office, and you have a certain look that we would like to develop.”

“I do?”

“Oh, yes.”

“Well, uh…”

“I think you will find the work challenging, intriguing, but easier than figuring out algorithms, or what it is computer experts do.”

Chris, at that moment, took stock of himself.

On one hand he was a geek. No girlfriends. Only a few friends to talk to. Had never been pursued by a girl.

On the other hand, the most famous celebrities in the whole modeling field were…pursuing him.

And…money. He didn’t know what models made, but it had to be more than mail boys.

It wasn’t hard to make up his mind. “I guess I could, if you really think…”

“Oh, I do.”

Mrs. Sayers spoke dryly. “Tell him the rest.”

Mr. Sayers looked at her, a very bland expression, then turned to Chris and started talking.

Those outside the office suddenly felt it. They looked through the glass, saw the open faced expression of shock on the mail boy’s face.

Then they looked down. Poor kid was probably getting fired. Though why the Sayers would take it upon themselves to fire some lowly kid from a lowly position they couldn’t imagine. Heck, send him down to HR, let them do the dirty work.

Inside the office Chris’s mouth opened. His eyes widened. His whole demeanor was one of disbelief.

“You want me to be a girl?”

Mr. Sayers was smooth. “There are men who model ladies’ clothes. Andreja Pejic, Casey Legler, Eve Salvail, to name just a few of the top ones. There is also a huge market for clothes that can be worn by either sex. Male models who look like females are most excellent in this field. They have an ambience which can, if the model catches on, sell clothes like they are on fire.”

“Clothes on fire?” Chris was dazed, confused, didn’t know what to think.

“That’s a joke, a play on…never mind. The point is, it would take a lot of work, you may have to overcome certain attitudes, but the rewards are enumerable. A higher salary, free clothes on occasion, and you will be working with some of the sexiest women in the world.

Mr. Sayers saved the ‘sexiest women’ perk for the last. He was reading Chris, and he doubted if the boy even had a girlfriend. And that was the moment he noticed what would eventually become a big problem.

Because it was big.

And Chris really must not have had a girlfriend, because he suddenly displayed a bulge in his pants. A big bulge.

Lord, he hoped his wife didn’t notice that bulge. That was one of her pet beefs. She absolutely hated it when a model showed an unsightly bulge in the clean lines of her designs.

And for a female appearing man in a dress, he knew it would be the end of the world for her.

He stood up quickly and stepped in between his wife and Chris. “Come, Chris, let me give you a tour, show you how this place works.”

Mrs. Sayers turned away in disgust.

For an hour Mr. Sayers walked with Chris through the big building. They visited photography, and when Chris’s boner was down he took the boy through the eighth floor.

SPROING!

Yep. The kid had never had a girlfriend.

So he took Chris through other departments, showed him how they sewed, how they changed patterns, how they designed things on the computer.

Chris found the computer work fascinating, and he quickly lost his boner.

But the purpose of the tour was successful. Chris relaxed, and had time to come to grips with the idea of himself as a woman.

Mr. Sayers was friendly, treated him almost like a son, and even made jokes. By the time he was done Chris was convinced.

“Well, if you really think I can do it.”

“I think you can. If course, you would have to be more circumspect about eating your Cheetos.

Chris was able to laugh at this.

Then Chris was sent home with orders to report to a Miss Varner on the following morning.

Upstairs, in the Sayer’s office…

“I don’t like it.”

“You made the agreement with dear Jennifer.”

“Yes, but I didn’t know he would show up with…with…what was it called? Cheetos? On his whole face!

“Now dear. He was on break and was so anxious to meet you he simply didn’t notice.”

“Well, he should have,” she sniffed. then she glared a thim, “The boy can’t even control his cock!”

“That’s common among men, my dear,” he answered ruefully.

And so the conversation went. Mrs. Sayers finding every reason not to, and Mr. Sayers enjoying his wife’s confoundment. She was a very powerful person, sometimes very pushy, and he loved the way she was finding things wrong, but simply couldn’t get out of her obligation.

In one month time Chris Harrison would be on the catwalk.

It probably wouldn’t be a disaster, the Sayers probably wouldn’t be laughed out of town, but, then again…they might.


Part Two

Chris lived in a bedroom in a small apartment. Just the bedroom. Oh, he could visit the kitchen, and the bathroom, but that was about it. And he was expected to not tarry in either of those two places.

The rest of the house was occupied by a mother, a good looking but pissy daughter, a year younger than Chris, and a dog that would sneak into Chris’s room during the day and sleep on his bed.

No matter that Chris locked the door, when he arrived home the big shepherd would look up at him, make a huffing noise, then lay back down.

“Please don’t unlock my door,” he would ask Mrs. Johnson, and she would agree. But the next day the dog would be making himself at home on his bed.

He suspected Patty, the daughter, but she claimed innocence.

Finally, Chris took to laying a thick blanket over the bed so he could sleep without the doggy odor and hairs.

Still, it was irksome.

That Monday evening he arrived home and headed straight for his room.

Rex was asleep, but he perked up at the smell of Chinese food. His drool was obnoxious and Chris pushed him out of the room. As the dog left, the daughter, Patty glared at him.

“Don’t mistreat my puppy!”

“I won’t,” he reassured her.

But she just glared as he closed the door.

He sat at the small desk with his computer on it and munched on sweet and sour chicken and Beijing beef.

Dress up like a girl. Could anything be weirder? Yet the amount of money he would be making would pay for his tuition easily. He could even think about upgrading his computer. He needed a bit more RAM, a bit more memory. Gaming sucked when your machine was slower than everybody else’s on line.

Finished with his meal he took the empty container to the kitchen and put it in the garbage. Then he took a Coke out of the fridge and popped the top.

He sucked the bubbly sugar water and sighed.

Rex came up and sniffed him.

In spite of the sleeping arrangements, Chris liked the dog. He scratched Rex’s ears. “Hey, buddy. Caught any cats lately?”

Rex stuck his nose into Chris’s crotch and pushed.

“Hey!” He gently moved the dog away.

“I told you,” snapped Patty from the door of the kitchen.

Chris looked her right in the eye. He was feeling a bit bold from being hired as a model, and he said. “If we both called him he’d come to me.”

“You’re full of shit.”

“Potty mouth.”

Patty stomped past him, opened the fridge and took out a Coke. One of his. She dared him with a look and opened it.

Chris sighed. Then: “Can I ask you a question?”

“You…ask…” then she frowned.

Truth was, her jibes weren’t having much effect on Chris. And, also true, he was a year older and acted mature.

Sure, he was a geek, and not particularly attractive, and he dressed stupid, but…she detected a note of seriosity in his mood.

“What question?” Her eyes were lidded and she expected a high school trick. Something to embarrass her. She was fresh out of high school, after all, and every one knows what kind of snake pits those places are.

Chris framed the question in his mind, then put it out. “What’s it like being a girl?”

“What are you, some kind of pervert?”

“No. I just encountered a situation at work and…I need to know what it’s like to be a girl. How do they think. Why do they think differently from guys. I mean, some stuff is obvious, but some stuff is a mystery, and I mean like big.”

Now Patty was stuck. She had been acting high school, and it looked like the dweeb was totally serious.

Still, she tried to be irritating. “We wear dresses.”

“No,” he refused to fall for her gambit. He was out of high school and he wasn’t ever going back. He’d had enough of the teasing and bullying. “I mean, I know about. different clothes, dresses vs…wait a minute. I don’t know.”

She cocked her head in puzzlement.

“I wear pants but would never wear a dress. You wear a dress, but you wear pants, too.”

Patty blinked. “Because I can?” she finally answered.

He accepted that answer without a blink, just took it and filed it for future thought.

“What about work? Girls become secretaries. They can work in male fields, too, but guys don’t usually become secretaries.”

“That’s a dumb question.”

“I know, but I really don’t get it. I mean, I never thought about it before, but there is not just a double standard, there are two separate species here.”

Patty was leaning against the sink. Drinking Coke. Thinking. Actually thinking. She was going to be going to college at the end of the summer, and suddenly she realized that Chris might actually be able to help her. After all, he seemed to be smart, she heard him talking on the phone once and he was complaining because he got one B…they all should have been As.

She was all Bs, and lucky to get an A.

He interrupted her thinking. “When did you first become interested in make up?”

“I don’t know. I’ve always been. Mom gave me a make up kit in grade school for my birthday. Then in Jr. high, we all experimented with stuff. By high school we were all knowledgable.”

“Is it weird to put on make up?”

“What? Are you going gay?”

He snorted. That was funny, especially the way his dick spoke up. “No. I just ran into this job situation and I’m going to be working with a lot of women. I need to know how they think.”

He wasn’t about to admit he had been hired as a female model, so that was close enough.

“We don’t think different. You act like we’re aliens or something. But we have feelings, emotions, we can do math just like the boys, and sometimes better.”

“So what is the difference?”

“We feel things more deeply. Our feelings are more easily hurt. We don’t understand when guys tend to be logical and don’t understand feelings.”

And so the first chip in the iceberg was made. They talked for a long time that night, and Chris had to end it because he had to be fresh at work on the morrow.

And Patty, laying in bed that night, was very thoughtful. The dweeb had turned out to be a human being. Talk about weird.

Then she jilled off and went to sleep.

Chris walked into the building the next day, but not to the mailroom. Instead he reported to the eighth floor and looked for a Mrs. Varner.

She was waiting for him in her office and he was shown to it.

“Hi, Chris. Isn’t this a weird situation?”

That put Chris at ease because, yes, it was really weird.

“Okay, I’ve got a month to show you the ropes, acclimate you to the environment, protect you from the ladies—they can be quite vicious—and make you into a first class lady. Are you ready?”

“I guess.”

“Okay. Ground up, take your clothes off.”

Chris blinked. “Mrs. Varner, is it—“

She interrupted his timid voice with a chuckle. “Call me Gloria. And, yes, put all embarrassment aside, this is work. I have to see what I have to work with. We’re going to have to take all your hair off, style your locks, I need to examine your skin for the best make up…off with the duds.”

Chris began to undress. He pulled off his tee shirt, looked around, and folded it and put it on a chair.

Outside the room the ladies for the day’s photo shoots and videos had been there for hours. They chattered and giggled and could look right in the open door.

He toed his sneakers off and slid them under the chair. He took off his socks and stuffed them into his shoes, then took off his pants.

He stood, shivering, but not from the cold, in his BVDs.

Gloria had a slightly opened mouth, and she licked her lips, then quickly took control of herself and closed her mouth.

She saw the bulge in his pants. She could tell it wasn’t totally hard, yet, but…it was big.

“Underpants, too.”

Sighing, turning redder than a stoplight, Chris hooked his waist band and pulled his underpants down.

His dick wasn’t all the way hard, only 80 or 90 per cent. But it was hard enough.

Gloria, once over her surprise, realized that this might be a real problem. “Can you, uh, tone that down a bit?”

“I don’t think so,” he muttered.

“Hmm. Yes. Well, that might be a problem. Let me think about it, and, in the meantime, let’s put this Nair on you.

Mrs. Varner helped. She sprayed the gel over his frame, his limbs, and then into his crotch.

“Oh!” Chris’s body shook.

“Okay?”

“It’s just…I’m not used to it.”

Gloria was unable to help herself. She had to make sure he had no hair in the groin region, so she filled her hand with Nair and began rubbing his groin. Smushing the gel, which was becoming foam like, into his crotch. She rubbed between his legs, did his balls and shaft, and made sure everything was properly Naired.

Chris kept shivering. His penis was now 100% and it was throbbing, bouncing, and even giving off the occasional drop of pre cum.

“You shouldn’t be embarrassed,” said Gloria, a little breathlessly.

“Sorry,” he whispered, his eyes closed in a combination of unbelievable sexual sensations and humiliation.

And he squirted. Right there. In her hand.

“Oh, God,” he grunted, his voice half moan and half shrill with mortification.

“Don’t worry about it,” said Gloria as her hand filled up.

Lord, the lad had an unbelievable amount of cum!

And, the good news, when Gloria wiped the Nair off him, and all his ugly hairs, his cock had gone down.

“Okay. Come with me.”

She walked out into the big room and a hundred women, beautiful women, turned to him. They stared at the naked young man in their midst. One of them whispered just loud enough for Chris to hear: “Heysoos Xristo! If that thing was any bigger I’d call it a cock!.”

Looking only forward, his skin the color of a sunburned tomato, Chris followed Gloria. They entered a narrow room that was nothing but a vanity table against one wall, and a mix of salon chairs and folding chairs.

The room was half filled and Gloria walked the length of it. Women stared at Chris in the big mirror that ran the length of the room. The women were in various stages of dress, or undress. Some wore full costumes, other were naked, their little boobs hanging out. They all paused their brushing and creaming to watch Chris pass.

They were used to men coming through the eighth floor. Sometimes they had to borrow make up, or they wanted to discuss a scene with a co-star, and…it was no big deal.

But Chris was different. He wasn’t a model. He was just…a kid. A young man.

“It’s the mail boy,” one woman whispered to another.

“What’s he doing here?”

“Have a seat, Chris. Let’s get to work.”

Chris sat in a large, cushioned chair, the kind of chair women sat in at salons, and looked at himself in the mirror.

He was pink. Bright pink. He had that ‘hairs standing up’ feeling on his whole body, in spite of the fact that his body no longer had any hairs.

“Okay. Panties first. I’ve chosen some stretch panties, so they should fit you.

They fit, but thank goodness they were stretch. His penis jutted out, awakened by the attempted imprisonment.

“Excellent,” Gloria lied, worrying about that damned penis sticking out. He had just cum, and he was already hard again.

She put a bra on him, frowned, and went through several bras before she found one that was a perfect fit.

“Is finding my sizes going to be a problem?” asked Chris.

“Nope. Just this first day. By tonight I’ll have the girls sewing garments expressly for you.”

“Oh.”

She put him in a dress. It was slightly small, but stretchy, and she got a good look at how clothes fit him.

Mr. Sayer came down to see how things were going. He didn’t seem surprised at all to see a man in a dress. “He’s got some angles.”

“I can use make up for the face, and I’ll advise him as to what foods he should be eating. I think I can have him sufficiently round in a month.”

“Let’s think about pills”

“What about his penis?”

Terence chuckled. “That’s a problem I wish I had.” then he sobered, and considered, and finally pronounced, “Let’s try chastity.”

“You don’t want stronger medicine?”

There was something funny about the way they talked about pills and medicine, but Chris ignored it. He was trying to think of baseball. Baseball was supposed to be good for getting a penis soft.

“No. We could make him totally female, and we might, but I really like his look.”

Gloria nodded. “He might just have that special something.”

“He might,” Mr. Sayer agreed. then he patted Gloria on the ass and sauntered away.

He was accoutered in nylons, garters, a tummy shaper, bra, panties, and a slinky, black dress…and it was time for make up.

Chris closed his eyes and tried to still his thoughts.

And to stifle his dick. it was getting rather obnoxious again.

Chris came home late, and he was tired. And he had to get up early the next day. He was supposed to report for make up, ward robe, and practice walking.

Walking! What the heck was so difficult about walking?

He found Rex on his bed, snoring the day, and the night, away. He sat down next to the dog, too tired to shoo him away, and Patty walked in.

Just walked in. Of course his door was open, but…

“Hi. Can I have a French fry?”

He offered her the little tub and she took a half a dozen and sat down on the end of the bed and watched him.

“What?” he asked as he worked on his burger.

“I don’t know. I just saw you and wondered if you…you’re wearing make up?”

Oh, no! He thought he had gotten all that stuff off!

She reached a hand out and he flinched, then relaxed. She rubbed, and, sure enough, the pad of her finger was slightly discolored with make up.

“I knew it. You’re a freak.”

He was too tired to even be embarrassed. Besides, a long day of being around women in various stages of undress had firmed him up.

“You can’t tell anybody.”

“I never say a word.”

“Pinkie swear.”

She hesitated at that, then agreed and they hooked pinkies.

“Okay. So give. Why are you wearing make up?”

“The company I work for, they want a guy for…uh…well…they said it’s called androgynous.”

“I know what that is. What kind of company is this?”

“Sayer.”

Patty blinked. “You work for the House of Sayer?”

“Hey, it’s not…I mean…I was a mail room boy yesterday.”

“Crap. I’ve got a celebrity in my house.”

“You do?” he was blank.

“Don’t you know what the House of Sayer is?”

“Sure. It’s a modeling company.”

“It’s not just a modeling company. It’s ‘the’ modeling company.”

“Oh. Well, good.”

But the damage was done. He had gone from being the dweeb in the spare bedroom to the rockstar blessing Patty’s home.

By the time he shooed her out of his room and got to sleep it was later than he wanted, and he had been warned that he shouldn’t show up with big circles under his eyes.

“No! You must walk in line. Heel, toe…heel, toe.”

Chris tried it again, and, in his mind, he was failing miserably. What he didn’t know was how hard core the modeling business could be. ‘Just walking’ was turning out to be an exercise in utter futility.

He had to place his feet just so. He had to sway his hips just so. He had to lift his head so he couldn’t see where he was walking. He had to move his arms just so.

And everything changed if he changed his clothes.

It turned out that every article of clothing demanded different body motion to best show it off.

“But what if I want to wear the skirt with a flared arm blouse?”

“Then you walk like this!” Gloria exaggerated her motions and sashayed down the runway, which, in this case was just a path made of cardboard.”

And, to make it all the more difficult, the heels were killing him.

He was told he would get used to them, but in the present they made his feet want to just die!

“How’s it going, Chris?” Terence Sayer stepped into the room.

“I’m terrible,” Chris muttered.

“He’s wonderful,” countered Gloria, which made Chris look up in surprise.

“Show me.”

Chris got up on the cardboard and strode imperiously down the runway. Imperious felt ridiculous in his mind, but this was the way Gloria had told him to walk.

“Hmm.”

“I told you.” Gloria grinned.

Terence nodded. “Very good. But what about that little problem we talked about.”

Gloria was silent.

Terence turned to Chris. “Why don’t you masturbate before you come to work.”

Oh, God! They were talking about his penis! With the soft, silky material rubbing all over his body he was always excited. And with the beautiful women he worked around…double whammy.

“I, uh…I do.”

Terence frowned. “Well, we have to do something about that. Martha will have a cow if she sees his dingus floating in the breeze.”

“Chastity?”

He nodded. “Get him one. And I’ll order some medicine in the event that that doesn’t do it. Let’s have a show on Friday and we’ll take a look at him.”

There was that medicine thing again. What were they talking about?

“Okay, Chris. Keep up the good work. You’re looking good. You might just pull this off.”

The next day was Wednesday, and Gloria took Chris into her room and placed a little box on her desk.

“This is a large size, let’s hope it fits.”

She took out a chastity tube. For a large it looked pretty darned small.

Chris held it in his hand and couldn’t stop blinking. He was supposed to put this on?

“I…uh…”

But Gloria knew what the problem was. Just the idea of putting his cock in the tube had caused his cock to swell. It stuck out rudely, and Gloria frowned.

“Come here.”

Chris stepped in front of her and she grabbed his cock and started stroking.

He was stunned! She had him in her hand! Her hands! And this wasn’t the application of Nair! This was deliberate masturbation!

But she took it in stride. She was a professional, after all, and she stroked him, slapped his balls around, and finally nibbled on the tip.

And he spewed.

His knees quaked and it felt like a white hot poker was inside his groin, and he filled her hand with goo.

“Excellent,” she muttered, and she simply stuffed his now limp cock into the chastity tube and locked it.

He looked down at himself in wonder.

It felt…cool. It was…neat.

He liked it.

“All right, Chris, go get dressed and we’ll get to work.”

Chris walked out into the big room, stunned, in shock, and was put in further shock when everybody ignored him.

A few of the girls smiled at him, one of the ones he come to know looked down and grinned. “Got you going now, eh?”

“Uh, yeah.”

And he went back to wardrobe.

That night he went to sleep early. He was tired, and excited, but tomorrow was coming and he had to be rested.

His door opened. “Chris?”

“I’m sleeping.”

“Me, too. Isn’t it neat? We’re having the same dream!”

Normally, it would have been neat, being visited in his room by Patty. He was starting to look differently at her these days. He would compare her to the girls at the House of Sayer and realize that if the models took off their make up and stopped strutting around they might look as good as Patty.

She sat on the edge of the bed.

“What do you want.”

“Nothing.” She lay down next to him. Cuddled with him.

Chris was suddenly totally awake. He could smell her, he could feel her. She was wearing a nighty, and it was pretty sheer.

“Mmm. I love what they’ve done with your hair. It’s so silky, shiny.”

“Uh…”

Then she reached down and…sat up! “What is that!”

“They…my penis is too big. It shows, so they put it in something called a chastity tube.”

Patty felt the plastic tube with both hands. “Good Lord!” She had an evil grin in the gloom. “So you can’t get out?”

“No,” he said miserably.

“You can’t get a…a hard on?”

He shook his head.

“And you can’t put it in me.”

Chris’s eyes went super wide.

“But…I wouldn’t…”

“Heck, you couldn’t. This is going to be fun.” And she kissed him.

Chris had been kissed before. By his mother on the forehead when she tucked him in when he was five years old.

This was not one of those kisses. This was hot and clean and exciting.

Inside his chastity tube his penis began to party. Let me out! Let me out!

Freedom, however, was not on the list of things his penis could do.

On Friday Chris showed up with circles under his eyes.

“Oh, damn!” muttered Gloria, and she took him down to make up and worked on the circles. Eventually the circles were invisible, but he still felt dog tired.

“Have you been partying? I don’t smell any booze on you.”

For a moment Chris was stymied, then he blurted. “The girl I live with.”

“I thought you were single.”

He explained about the living situation, and Gloria grinned. “You can stay at my place if you want, until the end of the month. Then you can move back in to your place.”

“I might do that. Let me try logic, and if that fails.”

She laughed. “Women and logic. I wonder how that will fly.”

That afternoon, late, Chris stood at the beginning of the runway. He received word, and started down the long walk. It was hot, and he couldn’t see much more than in front of him, but he put on his best face.

He looked about with a scowl, he flaunted, he stomped, he acted like he was being forced to walk among the peasants.

He reached the end of the runway and pirouetted. His clothes flared out, his limbs were visible through the flutter of material. His hair swung about, and he looked into the dark as if it was disgusting.

A single, solitary clapping, then a second pair of hands.

“Lights, please.”

the lights went on and Chris looked out at his audience. Mr. and Mrs. Sayer and Gloria.Terence and Gloria were clapping. Martha looked like the brick she had just shat had nails sticking out of it.

“Wonderful, Chris. Come on down and let’s chat.”

Chris managed to get off the runway in his heels and he stood in front of the trio.

“What do you think, my dear. Has young Chris slain the dragon?”

Martha gave a sniff of disgust. “Passable.”

Gloria said nothing. Terence chuckled. “Me thinks thou has sour grapes. Admit. He has mastered the basic moves. Give him two more weeks and he will be slick as buttered silk.”

Martha grunted, then stated her real objections. “His walk is a mess, and you know why. He’s wearing one of those damned chastity things. It effects his whole walk. If it wasn’t for that…he might be worth something.

This remark, rude and bold, shut both Terence and Gloria up. Martha stood up and walked out of the room.

Chris was nervous now. He wasn’t sure what had happened, but he knew it wasn’t good.

“I’m sorry,” he started, but Terence waved a hand.

“Not you.” He turned to Gloria. “She’s right.”

“I know.”

“You know what that means?”

“I do.”

“Do you want to broach the subject? Or shall I?”

“Go right ahead.”

Terence turned his attention back to Chris. He presented his friendliest smile. “Chris. The chastity tube isn’t working. Your cock is simply too big. But there is a solution.”

“There is?”

“It involves a shot, and I would suggest some pills to aid in the process. In two weeks you will be different, but…it will require sacrifice on your part.”

“What kind of sacrifice?”

And Terence told him.

It was Friday night. No work tomorrow, and Chris could stay awake all he wanted.

And he wanted.

He invited Rex into his room and gave the dog little bites of his pizza.

“I don’t think you should be feeding him pizza.”

“Sorry.” Chris looked at Patty in the doorway.

She had fixed herself up. She was wearing light make up, was wearing shorts and a cut off sweat shirt. Her hair was brushed out and shiny. Her lipstick was fresh and glossed, and it looked like she had used plumper.

“Would you like some pizza?”

“Sure.” But she didn’t really want pizza.

She moved her dog off his bed and launched herself at him. She kissed him, moved her hands over him, and when she reached his groin she sat up.

Chris couldn’t help it. He grinned. “What?”

“You’re not wearing that…that thing.”

“Oh, yeah.”

“But…you’re not hard!” Consternation was in her eyes. She had come with the idea of teasing in mind, and now she wasn’t sure.

“The chastity tube was messing up my walk, so they took it off.”

“Why aren’t you having an erection?”

“They gave me a shot.”

“A shot?”

“One month. And they’re going to give me vacation boobs on Monday.”

“Vacation boobs?”

Chris explained about the temporary injections that would give him small tits. “They don’t want me to have big ones, like yours…” he eyed Patty’s breasts hungrily. He placed a hand on her breast and she groaned.

“So…what? You don’t get horny any more?”

“Patty. I’m hornier than I have ever been. You ever hear that thing about you want what you can’t have? Well, it’s like that. I can’t have sex, and I want it so badly. My whole body feels like it’s on fire for you. But…” he shrugged.

She took a moment to absorb that, then she smiled. “You know…I know a way you can cum.”

“You do?” He sat up straighter.

“Sure. Hold on for a minute.”

She rushed out of the room, ran to her mother’s room, and came back a minute later. She was holding what looked like butt plug, but it wasn’t.

“It’s a prostate massager. I used to listen to my mother use it on my father, before he left.”

“Heysoos! Are you going to put that in me?”

“For answer she made him turn over. His limp dick flopped a bit, but then his butt was in the air, and she was in his butt.

“Oh, fuck!” he whined.

“What? It hurts?”

“Are you kidding?” He ground his hips back at her and she laughed, then she began to corkscrew it in him, searching for the right spot.

It wasn’t long until he drizzled out his semen. Drizzled, not spurted, and the orgasm was more like a feeling, not a blow out.

But he was drained, and he felt so good.

The only problem was it made him hornier. Not a half hour passed and he was craving sex with wild eyes.

Which made Patty laugh. “Moo hah hah!” she snickered. Now you do me. Use your fingers, and your mouth. Get me off.

So he did, and that made him even hornier!

The night of the runway!

Chris was wearing a glamorous gown of silk. The pills were making his body change. He had rounder hips, softer features, and he had actually grown little bumps on his chest, and…he was off.

“Chris. You lack the vim and the vigor. Have you slept enough.”

“Yes.”

But he felt lame. Drained. Empty. All week he had been getting fucked at night, and becoming enervated during the day.

It was only an hour before the show. The critic, Jennifer Scofelt was due to show up, the champagne had been poured, people were standing about and discussing things fashion.

And Chris was lifeless. Listless. Feeling like stepped on shit.

Gloria grabbed his hand and pulled him apart from the other ladies in the show. She grabbed his face with one hand, fingers squeezing his cheeks, and she snarled, “I’ve worked my ass off for this. Hell, you’ve worked your ass off, and now something is wrong! You better level with me. Right now. Or else.”

Chris looked down. He was caught. He began to mumble. “It’s my…my girlfriend…” and mumbled through an explanation about how he was getting off.

Gloria didn’t know Chris had progressed that far with that girl, whoever she was, but…she knew what to do. “Give me her phone number.”

Chris did.

“Now go sit down and try to rest. I’ll fix this.

Chris sat and listened as the clapping rose up. The show was about to start. Then he saw the lights creeping under curtains.

Fuck. What had he done? And how could he have known?”

Time passed. It was almost time for him to take his walk. He stood up and shuffled towards his place in the queue. Suddenly an arm grabbed him.

Gloria spun him around and his eyes opened. Patty was right behind her, and her eyes were big and bright. Here she was at the show of shows.

“Okay, sweet cheeks, prepare yourself.”

She turned him, lifted his dress and pushed him over.

The prostate massager slid in easily and he gasped, and she was right. Suddenly his energy shot out the roof!

Even the women around him, who had been grinning as they watched the play, stepped back.

Chris was now officially ‘on.’


Epilogue

Chris strode down the runway and sneered with the best of them. In fact, he was better than the best of them.

The crowd cheered, picking up on Chris’s wild, masculine energy, all encased in the most beautiful gown the House of Sayer had ever created.

Gloria and Patty stood backstage, watching, holding hands and mentally cheering his every move.

He struck a pose, looked haughtily down on Mrs. Sayer, who finally smiled, then spun off in a flare of silks.

The next day Jennifer Scofeld, who was sitting next to Mrs. Sayer during the show, gushed praise for the show, and especially for the new androgynous model who represented the House of Sayer.

His grace and beauty overwhelms as he gazes down upon us mere mortals. This is the future of fashion, and his name is…Christophe.

Unfortunately for Christophe, it would be three months before he could make love to Patty. She, of course, insisted that he dress like a woman when they made love. Then he had to take the shot again.

END
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Sissy Ride: The Book!

A giant saga of feminization!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Can You Make Me a Girl?

Kidnapped and feminized and…Hey! Not bad!

Grace Mansfield


A Note from the Author!

The truth is that once a man is feminized he loves it.

Oh, they’re scared, and they want to run away, but somehow they don’t, and the next thing you know they’ve got the most massive hard on, and…they’re loving it!

Try it. Do something as simple as making him wear a pair of panties. SPROING! Little Dick is now Bi-i-ig Dick!

Then a bra. Ooh, that tweaks his libido. Suddenly he wants to fuck, except…could you finish him first?

Just a little lipstick at first, then the full face. A dress.

And, if you rally want to be naughty, put him in chastity.

I tell ya, girlfriend, you now have yourself a totally rabid sex fiend…who is under your control!

It’s fun!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Jim learned of the plot only the day, or night, before it happened.

He was working as a server at a resort at the Catskills. The resort was fancy, the tips were good, and the women were boner gorgeous.

And, on occasion, they were hungry.

Of course, sometimes they were ugly hungry, so he avoided those.

But sometimes they were so amazing beautiful that he could hardly control himself. Sometimes they had the high cheekbones, the thrusting implants, the monkey knuckle pants, and they just wanted to steal him away and absorb his essence until here was nothing left.

Those were the ones he didn’t avoid.

Nothing was quite so good as plowing a fantastic looking MILF all night long, then having her tip you extra good.

One good summer would pay for a year of college. Zowie!

How he found out wasn’t while he was serving. Women were circumspect when male ears were around, and while he had considered putting a listening device under the table, he had not. After all, what could be so interesting about hearing women talk?

At best they would be talking high finance, because a lot of the women at the resort worked in finance, were in charge of big companies, or even chains of companies.

At worst they would be discussing things like lipstick and eye shadow.

Of course, he was always curious as to whether they discussed.

That server there…great cock and knows how to use it!

Or, uh oh, that server there, under endowed and doesn’t know which hole to put it in.

So he was a little bit leery, even though he might learn something about finances, or even pick up a stock tip, about listening in.

Well, maybe right after he graduated. He could work the summer, gete some stock tips, and make some serious money.

Yes. That was the trick.

And, so thinking, he waited on tables, took orders, filled drinks, and met Marg Stokes.

Marg Stokes sauntered into the restaurant of the resort one afternoon, and  she was drop dead fucking incredible gorgeous. Her expensive sweater highlighted melons that were totally all natural. Her skirt hugged her pumpkin hips, giving a roundness breath taking, and there were no panty lines.

In this case that meant no panties.

So her pussy was freely accessible under that tight skirt, and that meant she intended to get it filled.

Luck of the draw, she chose a table in Jim’s section.

He smiled and greeted her and was prepared to take her order.

Well, he did take her order, BLT on rye, heavy on the mayo, can I get some cucks on the side.

That’s the way she said it, cucks, sounds like ‘kooks.’ Not cucumbers, but ‘cucks.’

Jim’s dirty mind immediately slid over into cuckold. Was she there to cheat on her husband?

But there was nothing there, she just made small talk, and they chuckled about a congressmen who was caught soliciting a cop in a men’s room.

Nothing unduly sexual there, while being totally sexual.

Yet she didn’t pat his hand, or rub his arm, or smile coquettishly and ask him if he would like to fuck her this afternoon.

So, the opportunities seemed to pass, and Jim served her, the crusts removed and the sandwich politely sliced corner to corner, and it was a good sandwich.

He kept her supplied with Coke. Not that Coke, the Coca Cola coke. And the moments passed.

Jim sighed, but kept it on the inside. His best bet was just to be professional, and shine the teeth on her.

And make mild jokes and get her to laugh.

And she laughed.

And then, as she popped a $40 tip on him she asked him, “When do you get off?”

“Seven o’clock, ma’am.” He smiled gently and was super attentive.

But then she just said, “Okay.” Patted his cheek like he was a good boy, and sauntered out of the restaurant.

Jim took a big breath and let it out as he watched her rotund cheeks sway across the room. She had such perfect lips, and he had watched her dab on the lipstick before she left. It was a mouth made for kissing and blowjobs. Not necessarily in that order.

Well, that was okay. She hadn’t shown much interest, though she was a good tipper, but…oh well.

Jim worked through the afternoon. It was a slow afternoon and he flirted with Janet, the other server, and sipped Coke from the fountain. He talked with Jimmy, the cook, and they discussed how people named Jim had bigger cocks than most.

Then the dinner hour, and it was a rush. It made up for the slow afternoon. Individuals, couples, families, they flooded into the restaurant and they had mixed up orders and the businessmen all wanted to get drunk, and that made the evening pass like a rocket.

At seven o’clock it was still busy, and Lonnie, the concierge approached Jim. “Want a couple extra hours?”

Jim was tired. Not tired tired, but tired of working. He needed some time for himself. But…money. He needed the money.

He opened his mouth to accept, and Marge Stokes walked into the room.

She was not wearing skirt and sweater now. She was wearing a gown that was worth a thou. It was a slightly modified cheongsam, a dress worn by Chinese women. It had a port hole on each side of the waist, low enough so you could see she still wasn’t wearing panties. High enough that you could see the taut waist, corset thin but not needing a corset. Not ever.

But the real show was the port hole under the collar. Lord, she had boobs bigger than Sandra Otterson, and they were just as high and tight, maybe more high and tight, than Sandra’s.

Needless to say, the restaurant went silent. Business men hung their tongues out longer than their loosened ties.

Wives slapped husbands on the back of the head, nearly making them chomp down ont heir poor tongues.

Even little kids, feeling the sensation walking amongst them, turned to stare.

Click, click, click. Her heels became the only sound in the restaurant.

Click, click, click, her boobs juddering in the porthole.

Her hair was done up in the French style, her lips were a perfect M. Painted a sexy blow job red.

And her eyes were focused on…Jim.

Jim stopped breathing.

Lonnie stopped breathing, and stepped in front of Jim.

Marg arrived, a slight smile on her face as she swept Lonnie aside with a motion of her red tipped fingers.

“Jim. I’m having a thing tonight, and I need a server. Would you be interested.”

She finished her request and her lips were pursed, like a small kiss.

Jim may have been stunned and struck stupid by her beauty, but he didn’t hesitate. “Of course. When would you like me to report?”

Lonnie stared back and forth, knew that he wasn’t in the tunnel that now existed between them. Lord, he was jealous. And his stiffie was really jealous.

“It starts right now, is that okay?”

Was it okay? Fuck, of course!

Jim smiled and turned to Lonnie. “Sorry Lon, but it’s end of shift for me.”

Lonnie, to his credit, smiled and bid Jim good night.

She walked out of the restaurant, her heels clicking, her back straight and her chest thrust forward. Again, everybody stared. And only a few noticed Jim trailing behind her.

Outside the restaurant she took his hand and headed for the elevators.

She glanced at him once, but other than that just walked him to the elevator.

The night was cool, the sky was clear, but there were reports of a storm coming in.

Low on the horizon the moon was red. Red sky at night sailor’s delight. But there was something warning about that red moon.

The elevator arrived and they stepped into the box.

It was a typical elevator, steel walls that gave reflections, a carpet that had been cleaned too many times, and one wall was glass and opened up on the moon.

She pulled him to the back of the elevator, turned him and pressed him agains the wall, then proceeded to fuck his mouth with hers.

She had plump, sensitive lips and he nibbled mercilessly.

He had a good tongue and she sucked on it…mercilessly.

She placed one of his hands on one of her breasts and ground her hips into his. And discovered his hard on, of course.

The elevator was slow. Hey, a lot of old folks at the resort, they didn’t want an old fossil falling and breaking a hip just because the elevator lurched a little too hard.

But that slowness worked in Jim’s favor. It gave him time to explore her mouth, to feel her breast, and her a chance to reach a hand down into his trousers and gage his delight.

Then, just before the elevator stopped she turned her head into his shoulder and just laid against him. Her heart was pounding. His heart was exploding. And over her shoulder he could see the red moon, seeming to rise as the elevator went higher than the treetops.

Yes, definitely a bit…ominous.

But it wasn’t halloween for Jim, it was Christmas, and he was about to open his presents. Her presents.

She again held his hand as they walked…into the penthouse.

Luxury. Zowie. Two inch thick carpets, couches deeper than swimming pools, a wall sized TV, a full kitchen to the side. With booze. Lots and lots of booze. Bourbon, gin, tequila, rum, vodka…every type and tons of brands.

She kicked her shoes off and was suddenly shorter than him. She pulled his head down and they kissed and sort of stumbled across the big living room.

Then she pushed him back and a smile creased her face. She jabbed a thumb towards the kitchen, “Tequila. A quarter of seltzer water. One for yourself. And take your clothes off.”

To her enjoyment he kicked off his shoes with the first step towards the kitchen, had his pants down to his ankles by the third step, by the fifth step he was shucking his shirt.

Behind him, she was unbuttoning her cheongsam.

The kitchen was arranged so he could look over the bar at her while she undressed. He selected a tequila and eyed her as he poured the drink.

Tequila Lamborghini, $300 a bottle, and a sampling of soda water.

Damn, this was the good stuff. Much too expensive for him. With his budget he sipped cheap, brown liquor.

She was now naked, and he observed her natural beauty as it was meant to be observed, without clothes.

He brought her her drink and she took it, and looked up into his eyes. She was amused.

“You dare to serve me tequila in your socks?”

Fuck! But Jim managed to wiggle out. “Haven’t you heard, ma’am,” he emphasized the ma’am, and therefore her importance, “socks are the new black.”

She laughed, showing even teeth and letting her blue eyes sparkle.

She pulled him to her as she fell back on the couch. They managed to fall, laughing, without spilling any of the precious liquid.

She pushed and pulled and arranged him, then sat on him. No foreplay for this girl.

Or maybe all life was foreplay.

She sank down on him and he gasped. But she didn’t move.

“Do you have good self-control?”

“I think so.”

“Then don’t cum. You may push me off if it gets too close. If you want me to spank your weenie, and maybe punch your balls to stop you, I’m willing.”

“Ouch.” but he was grinning. He had caught a wild one.

They fucked then. Slow, easy, smiling, drinking, and when their drinks were done she stood up. Her breasts pointed at him, full and flushed pink. Her nipples were hot points. Her pussy glistened with juices. “Let me serve you this time.”

He sat on the couch, his boner pointing towards the ceiling, and watched as she sashayed into the kitchen. Her breasts hovered over the counter, jiggling as she poured and added a tad of ice chips

Then she came back to him, handed him his drink, and stood before him.

“Are you brave, Jim?”

She stood, one hand across her body and holding her elbow, which was vertical and holding her glass. Interesting, she had the same size glass, but had selected a larger glass. And it tasted like she had put all the liquor in his glass, and only soda water in hers. Was she trying to get him drunk?

“As the next guy, I suppose.” A curious question.

“Do you like to play games?”

“Sure.” He was thinking of video games.

But she didn’t say anything more, just settled down on him, and they continued their slow, wonderful fuck.

But she was careful. She watched him closely, and when he was close she got up, usually refreshened his drink, encouraged him to drink more, and waited for his penis to become ridable again.

Jim knew something was off, but he was also helpless.

It is said, in the orient, that a man drinks the first drink, the first drink drinks the second drink, and the third drink drinks the man.

This was the case now.

He had drunk the first drink quickly, encouraged by, and in harmony with Marg.

But the second, and third and forth drink and so on just went down, and now the third drink was drinking the man.

Jim’s good sense left for North Korea. He laughed and giggled, and sometimes tried to get Marg to stay on him longer, to complete the act.

He was getting awfully horny.

But she just laughed, got him more to drink, played with him, kissed him like lips were going out of style, and…waited.

He didn’t know exactly when he passed out…but he did. Without cumming.

But he didn’t pass out all the way. He just sort of half assed passed out. Lay like a stump and his eyes and ears recorded things.

Recorded the fact that he was lying on the couch, looking at the spinning ceiling. He knew, in that far off observer role, that if he spun much more, or too long, he would upchuck.

That would sure impress the gorgeous Marg.

So he gulped and tried to relax and not let the moving ceiling upset his stomach.

And succeeded.

But why was the room dark? He knew he should get up and turn on the lights. What time was it? Man, he had drunk way too much.

Sounds somewhere. Laughter. No, giggles. Getting louder, but…coming…coming…

The front door opened and three women entered.

Marg. Marg, but dressed in a skirt and low buttoned blouse, and Jim dreamed of her pussy, so moist and svelte, so gripping and slithery, slippery awesome.

Fully made up again, the ruin committed by Jim in their tryst—was it considered a tryst if he didn’t cum?—repaired.

Her hair down though. She had let it down while they were drinking, and hadn’t put it up. Probably was difficult to arrange her hair so beautifully.

Two other women. Beautiful women. One of them looked to have work done, possibly so she could look as good as the other two, which she was. The other one was natural, maybe a few years older, but so incredibly delicious that Jim’s boner would have bobbed…except that it was already bobbing.

The older woman laughed. “Look at his cock.”

“I picked a good one,” nodded Marg. “It’s big, and he really knows how to use it.”

“But it’s moving back and forth! He’s drunk, passed out, and he still thinks he’s fucking you.”

Marg laughed. “He’ll remember me for years.”

“But you didn’t let him cum?” asked the other woman, the one who had had work done.

“Lord, no. I know better than that.”

“Okay, so how are we going to do this?”

“Let’s get him into the bedroom.”

The three woman managed to get Jim to his feet and they walked him awkwardly into the bedroom.

“He’s not totally out,” murmured one.

“No biggie,” said the other. “I’ll give him a sedative.”

Marg asked, “Isn’t there a danger of sedatives and alcohol?”

“I’m going to use a Rohypnol variant. Won’t interact with the booze, and he’ll be quite compliant.”

Jim lay on the large bed and stared at the ceiling. Another ceiling, still spinning, though.

Marg moved to the side and leaned over him. “I know you can hear me, Jim, so let me tell you what is going to happen. She leaned down, her large breasts touching his chest. “You’re going to be rich. Very rich. But you have to play our game for a while. A couple of days. Don’t worry about your job, we’ll take care of that. Now, are you ready?”

Jim managed to gulp, and that was all, but maybe his head gave a nod when he gulped. Marg smiled. “Excellent, lover. See you on the other side.” then she moved back.

The three women undressed Jim. They took their time, and tossed his clothes in a bag, which they would throw in the dumpster.

A body at rest is actually fairly awkward to work with, but they just went slow and sprayed a Nair gel on his body. All of it. Then they smushed it into his flesh, spending a lot of time on his penis and balls. They delighted in playing with his dick, which, even though he was nearly unconscious, was still erect. The gel turned into a foam and they kept a close watch on the time.

After fifteen minutes they began to wipe him clean. They were very thorough, not just cleansing the chemical off him, but washing him, and even rubbing him with a body cream that had a very sexy aroma.

He lay, naked, looking up, feeling everything, his penis rising as if to the stars.

“Okay, time for the operation.”

Way in the back of his mind Jim wondered, Operation?

The older woman, whose name was Jane, bent down out of his sight. She was opening a small satchel, a doctor’s bag, and she straightened up and held a syringe.

She leaned over Jim, opened his eyelids with a finger, and smiled at him. “You’re going to be soft for a couple of weeks, Jim, but not being able to cum, all that horniness is still going to be in you. You just won’t be able to use your dick and give a spurt.

Jim felt like he was out of his body, just watching, and she moved down, out of his sight, and plunged the syringe into his pubic area.

Then Jane put that syringe away, got out a gallon jug, and another set of syringes. She began shooting shots into his pectoral area, making a circle around his nipple.

“Can you make his nipples bigger and harder?” asked Marg.

“Absolutely. Let me just get the base started. Then I insert a needle behind his nipples. It should make his nipples swell up, and they will definitely stay rigid.”

Around and around she went, squirting something into his flesh, and the skin around his pectorals got tighter and tighter.

“Here we go,” Jane muttered, and she pushed the needle behind first one nipple, then the other.

Jim felt the pressure, and a burning sensation in his nipples, then all he could feel was his nipples.

“Pretty good, eh, baby?” whispered the third woman, who had had work done. Her name was Samantha. “I’ve had this done to me, bigger boobs, botox for the lips…better living through chemistry.”

Meanwhile, Jane was adding more to Jim breasts. And they were breasts. Now they were getting larger, building off the base she had lain, big cones on his flat chest.

“His waist is perfect,” murmured Samantha.

“As soon as I saw him in his servers outfit I knew he was perfect. He won’t even need a corset.”

“The girls will buy him.”

Jane was almost finished with his breasts, and suddenly Marg picked up his weenie. “Too bad.”

It lay over her palm, a limp snake, a boner with no bone it in.

“Don’t worry, Jim, honey,” she whispered in his ear. “When it comes back I’ll make it worthwhile. All of us will. But you just have to do this for us.”

Jim couldn’t speak, but he sure could wonder.

“There! What do you think?”

The three women stood back and admired his large breasts.

“You’re a class act, doc,” said Marg to Jane.

So Jane was a doctor.

“Best plastic surgeon on the east coast.”

“What about his dingle?”

The three women stared down at his limp cock.

Amazingly, Jim could still feel the horniness, the excitement of a full cock, even though his cock was definitely not full.

His penis was totally limp now. It was like a deflated worm. Not even a sign that it had once been large.

“What are you going to do with it?”

Horny as he was, through the haze Jim felt Jane lift his slack member and hold it up, then she pushed his balls down and pulled his penis down between his legs.

“I think this will be best. Somebody’s going to feel him up, and this way all they’ll feel is a bulge of mons.”

“We can give him underwear that will give him a camel toe.”

“I wouldn't advise that. Somebody’s going to realize his pussy is just latex.”

The ladies nodded. Samantha pushed his balls back into his groin and lifted them. “Are you going to push these puppies up out of sight?”

“I think that would be best.”

“Okay, shall we get started?”

Jane nodded, placed her satchel on the bed, laid a sterile sheet down, and took out a few surgical instruments. She placed them in a nice, neat row right next to his waist.

Moving slowly but surely, she opened his legs and pulled his penis down, then she sewed his penis right over his perineum. When she was done his dick was pulled tight, his balls were pushed up into the canal they had originally dropped from, and it looked like he had a pussy. His mons bulged, but it was just a pulled down, flattened out penis. The tip of his cock stuck out between his legs just below his asshole.

“Wow,” muttered Jane. “You know…that makes me horny.”

“I’ll say,” agreed Samantha. “Tits and a pussy. I never thought of myself as a lesbian, but this…how he looks.”

“That’s not it,” stated Jane, putting her tools away.”

“How can you say that?” I already see the woman in him!”

“Because it’s the fact that he’s a man underneath it all.”

Samantha and Marg looked at the older woman.

“I’ve seen it before. I’ve experienced it first hand. If you put a woman in his place, copied his posture, even made her look like him, you probably wouldn't be affected. I mean, maybe you would, but you would be predisposed to women before this. You would have had lesbian feelings and tendencies before this. It’s the fact that you have a man in your power, and you have even given him the appearance of something frail and delicate.”

“You’re saying women are frail and delicate?”

“No. I’m saying that that is many people’s perceptions of them. What you’re in love with, right now, is the fact that you have reduced him to a perception of frailty, and you are in charge, you are the power.”

Jane closed her doctor’s bag and put it aside. “Let’s have a drink, then finish him up.”

The girls agreed and went into the main room.

Jim lay on the bed. He was drugged and drunk, and…it was okay. The Rohypnol was making him compliant. It was making everything easy peasy, and he watched the room go around.

It was moving slower now, like the merry go round was losing its juice. He tried to move his head and it moved an inch. He was looking to the side. He moved it back to center, then the other way.

He twitched his fingers. He wiggled his toes.

And these things on his chest. These weights…these pillows…these…tits.

His nipples were burning. And his cock. He was so horny, but something was wrong down there. He couldn’t get erect. He couldn’t feel that old surge of power when his peeny went for a ride.

What had they done for him?

“When are the others going to arrive?” asked Jane, sipping her rum and Coke.

“Friday night. I figure we can keep him hidden if any show up before then.”

“Okay. Let’s move him to my suite. The girls are going to come up here.”

“Fine. But you aren’t just trying to get him to yourself, are you?”

Jane laughed. “Well, maybe a little. But does it matter? After all, in between feeling his new titties and stroking his non-existent pussy I can tutor him in what it takes to act like a woman.”

“Doesn’t it just make you want to castrate him, construct him a pussy?”

Jane gave her a wry look. “You’ve really got it bad for him, don’t you?”

“Well, I did fuck him half to death before you got here.”

Samantha asked, “Do you think we’re going to get away with it?”

Both Jane and Marg nodded.

“When we’re done grooming him he’ll be a perfect doll.”

“He better. We’re all betting a lot on it.”

Jane drained the last of her bourbon and Coke and said, “It’s not the money, it’s the satisfaction.”

“How mad do you think Jim will be?”

“If we play it right, if we catch him coming down and indoctrinate him thoroughly, if we convince him while he’s still half drugged, I think he’ll be fine with it.”

“No, I won’t…” Jim said from the doorway.


Part Two

Jim moved his head to the right, to the left. Back and forth. Gaining more and more awareness.

But it was a weird awareness. It was him looking at the world through a stained glass.

He felt like Alice after she took the pills. Big and tall, little and small. No penis. but he moved his hands and felt the giant tits on his chest.

He wasn’t recovered enough to feel his groin, but it was coming.

He raised a leg an inch, then the other leg, back and forth, getting higher and higher.

He rolled on the bed and felt his chest slid over, droop sideways on him.

He felt his tits with his hands. Touching his nipples caused a surge of excitement to run through him.

He cupped his flesh, then reached down and cupped his groin.

His penis was there, but it was gone.

Confusion assailed him.

How could that be? He felt his dick, but it felt small, stretched, skinny, inadequate.

He was still horny, he was so fucking horny he groaned. then he clamped his mouth shut, feeling his lips in a whole new way.

The woman, Jane, had given him shots around the mouth. Botox, and his lips were plump and shaped in a perfect M.

He felt his mouth. It was numb, but coming back.

He sat up, and felt the tip of his penis underneath him. It felt—he hated to think this, even though there was the thrill of a sexy thought to it—like a clitoris pointing down.

A clitoris? His mind grappled with the woman making his dick into a clitoris. He realized it wasn’t so, but he couldn’t quite figure it out. He had a dick! Maybe he couldn’t feel it too well, but it was there!

Even though he felt a soft, smooth area where his dick was supposed to be.

He stood up, wavered, stumble to the door. his tits were heavy on his chest.

Tits? How did he have…but he remembered the girl named Jane doing something to his chest.

The drugs and drink had ransacked his memories, but some things were still there.

He almost fell, but managed to catch himself. The light were off, but the light from the living room illuminated his journey. He staggered to the door and placed his hand next to it, and he listened.

And when he had heard enough to confuse him more, he stepped into the doorway and said, “No, I won’t.”

The girls turned to him in surprise.

He moved into the room. “What’d you do to me? I’m fucked up. And my body…what’s wrong with my body?

He almost fell again, but Jane managed to get an arm around his body and lift.

He remained standing and the other girls surrounded him, held him, and guided him to the couch.

“What’d you do…” he mumbled. “What’s happening to me?”

“Hush, Jim. Be quiet. Sit down.”

He sat with his head bent down, looking at the floor, mumbling, wondering, not sure.

“What’ll we do?” asked Samantha.

“This could ruin everything! I thought he was going to be under!”

“He is under,” explained Jane. “This is just surface talk. Watch. Jim, raise your right hand.”

Jim raised his right hand. He looked at it. how did that happen? He hadn’t intended to raise his hand.

“Jim. Stop wondering. You’re fine. You must need some make up.”

Jim felt his puffed up lips. They were a little swollen, but they would shrink a little bit, and be perfectly female with an hour or two.

Jane and Samantha stared in wonder.

“Jim, get up and do an Irish jig.”

Jim stood up, a little bit unsteady, but then he began to move his legs and do an Irish jig. It was very Irish, and very good, and Jim normally had two left feet.

“Jim, where’s your bra?”

Jim looked around in confusion.

“It’s in the bedroom. There’s a suitcase under the bed and it’s got all your clothes in it. Go get dressed.”

Jim walked slowly into the bedroom. the girls followed him.

He got down on his knees, his large boobs hanging, and pulled out the suitcase. He opened it and found lingerie on top of several outfits.

“Put on your panties, Jim. You’r a woman, and you love panties. You love the way they make you feel so sexy.”

Jim stood up and slipped his legs through the leg holes and pulled the panties up snug. He leaned down, his boobs again hanging, and picked up the bra.

Jane knew how to size people, and how to shop. The bra fit Jim perfectly. It was a half bra, and his nipples peeked over the top of the bra.

“You love your bra, Jim. Come here.”

Jim stepped over to Jane. She touched his breasts, hefted them, then ran her thumbs over the tips.

Jim shivered.

You need a garter belt, Jim.

Jim reached into the suitcase and found the garter belt. He put it around his waist, then reached into the suitcase of nylons.

He sat, shivered as the tip of his penis rubbed against the sheet, and rolled the stockings up his legs.

He attached the nylons to his garter belt and stood up.

He was looking more and more feminine, and the girls caught their breath. They could see him now.

“Choose an outfit, Jim.”

Jim dug through the suitcase, then stopped and just looked at it.

Jane put a hand up that everything was okay to the other two girls. “What’s going on, Jim?”

Jim muttered something.”

“Speak up, Jim. Face us and speak up.”

Jim stood up and turned. He spoke softly. “I love that Chinese dress.”

Jane and Samantha were blank, but Marg ran into the other room, picked the cheongsam and brought it back. She handed it to Jim and he started putting it on.

“Perfect,” whispered Jane. “He’s already making decisions as a woman. He must have some latent desires.”

Jim stood up and his body was perfectly female. His boobs thrust the dress out, the portholes revealed his feminine flesh. the only thing was his face, except for the lips, was male.

“Beautiful,” whispered Samantha.

“Jim. Go sit at the dining room table.”

Jim dutifully went to the table and sat down.

“Okay, Samantha, you do the extensions. Marg, the make up.”

“What are you going to do?”

“Sit and drink and discuss womanly things with Jaime.”

Samantha retrieved the things she needed and began weaving extensions into Jim’s hair.

In front of him Marg sat on his lap and painted his face.

He had brunette hair, and Samantha added to it, matched the color perfectly, and he grew long locks that waved over his shoulders.

Marg primed him and laid the foundation, then worked on his shadows. She raised his cheekbones, softened his chin, and made his eyes look large and lustrous.

Her favorite part, though was applying the lipstick.

“I’m going to use lip stain. It’ll last a week, and all he needs for a touch up is a little gloss.”

Jim sat patiently and let her ‘sculpt’ him.

To the side Jane sat and sipped another Coke and bourbon. “Don’t you just love high heels?”

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

“I love high heels.”

“You walk on a straight line, heel in front of toe, and that lets your ass sway just perfectly.”

“Uh huh.”

“Say it.”

“I walked on a straight line, heel in front of toe, that lets my ass sway.”

“You make your heels click.”

“I make my heels click.”

“You have nothing between your legs.”

“Nothing…” he seemed a bit sleepy.

“Wake up!”

He opened his eyes wide and looked around.

“You will talk in a higher pitch, and you will be slightly hesitant. Very woman like.”

He framed his answer in a higher pitch, and he paused a bit here and there.

“Make your voice crackle a bit. You’re a woman.”

“I’m a woman.” His voice was softer, higher pitched, and had that slight crackle that women affect.

“Excellent, Jaime. Your name is Jaime now.”

“My name is Jaime.”

“Your name is Jaime and you love to be a woman.”

“I’m Jaime, and I love to be a woman.”

“You love make up.”

“I love make up.”

“You have always been a woman.”

“Always.”

Samantha finished his extensions and Marg moved back off his lap.

He was a woman.

Not just his body, with its new curves, not just in his face with its make up and softer look.

But in his persona.

The Rohypnol was doing its work, and Jim, now Jaime, was convinced that he was a real woman.

Samantha brought him high heels and he slipped his feet into them. It gave him height and made his curves more sinuous.

The three girls walked him out to the living room, and if there had been anybody else in the room, male or female, they wouldn’t have been able to tell which of the four was not a real woman.

“Jim, this is important. There is going to be a lot of drinking, and I want you drink Coke. If somebody gives you liquor, you must take one sip, and throw the rest out with out being caught.”

“Throw the rest out.”

“Without being caught.”

“Without being caught.”

Then you drink Coke. You will act drunk, as if you have had a lot to drink, but it is just Coke. Got it?”

“Got it.”

The girls looked at each other and grinned in triumph.

Then Marg said, “One last thing, Jim. Jaime.”

Jim turned and looked Marg in the eye, and it seemed as if he really was awake, really paying attention.

“If somebody wants to fuck you, say you’re having a period.”

Samantha asked, “You think somebody will?”

“There’s a possibility. You know our sisters. And we’re going to have to keep track of him at all times. One of us has to be with him at all times. Agreed?”

The other two agreed.

“Okay. We’ve got two days to train him. Jane will keep him stoned on Rohypnol, and Samantha and I will train him in dress and mannerisms and all the ways there are to be a woman.”

“Okay.”

The three woman looked at each other. Then they held up their pinkies and entwined them, and so swore.

Being on Rohypnol is a weird experience. A lot of stuff you forget, but a lot of stuff you remember, but can’t do anything about.

The girls educated Jim, Jaime now, on how to wear dresses, how to put on make up, the fine points of lingerie.

Sometimes he had no idea what or why he was doing, but the instructions were embedded in his mind and he remembered better than if he was conscious.

Sometimes he watched himself, as if from far away, doing things, learning how to sit, how to move with his knees closed, how to respond to men opening doors or holding chairs, and he just…went with it. Recording and complying and not wondering.

The girls were thrilled with his progress, and by the second day they were taking him through the hotel, going up and down stairs, teaching him things about walking in high heels.

He walked, and remembered, and inside his chest he felt a thrill. That was the thing he remembered the most, the thrill of standing in an elevator filled with people, the excitement, on a restaurant dry run, of sitting at a table and being accepted for a woman.

When Friday came he was good to go. He was unmistakable from a real woman. He went to lunch, they rode in a taxi, they walked through a mall and the girls even took him shopping.

“I like that,” he said when they pointed at a peignoir.

“Why?”

“The colors match my face, and it will really show off my boobs.”

There was a high five behind him as he felt the material and touched it to his face.

But this was all the dry run. It was Friday, and women were due to show up.

Jaime was also about to come off the Rohypnol.

Truth, the girls would have preferred to keep him on Rohypnol the whole time, but there was a slight stilt to his speech, a small hesitation as he struggled with his ability to think freely.

Jane timed his withdrawal for Friday at six o’clock. The girls would be getting off work, winding up affairs, and taking the hour or two to come in from the city. This left Jane, Marg and Samantha an hour to work on Jaime sans drugs.

Withdrawal took about an hour, and it stared a half hour before six, and ended, so to speak, at six thirty.

They sat in the Jane’s apartment two on the couch and two in chairs facing the couch. They were sipping bourbon and Coke and chatting, and the girls were watching Jaime out of the corners of their eyes and waiting.

At first Jaime was totally into it. Chatting away, contributing to the conversation, but with a slight pause here, a difficulty there, then he started to withdraw. To sink inside himself. To introvert and understand what he was doing.

The girls chatted, he sat as if stupefied.

“How you doing, Jaime?” asked Marge.

“I’m…fine.” Puzzlement on his face. Realization that maybe he wasn’t quite fine.

They continued their little meeting, and Jaime opened his mouth as if to speak, his eyes focused but bewildered.

Then he reached up and felt his breasts.

And put them down.

The girls waited, expecting something, but he was still figuring things out.

Then he reached up again, felt his breasts, and a look of wonder crossed his face. “I have tits.”

The girls went silent. This was it. It was going to happen fast now.

Jaime looked down at his lap. “Where’s my dick?”

Minutes passed, and he started looking around, seeing the room as if for the first time, and recovering a sense of freedom. He was Jim…not Jaime. But he understood why they were calling him Jaime.

And, about 6:14, he looked Marg in the face and asked. “What did you do to me?”

He wasn’t belligerent, he was curious. Slight upset in the background, but he was coming back to himself. And the booze was really helping.

Samantha fixed him another drink, handed it to him.

He took it and sipped. And looked at the three women. He remembered their names.

“What did you…why?”

Marg was sitting next to him on the couch, she took his hand and held it, and was glad when he didn’t fight or fling or hand away. He was listening.

“Jaime, we are members of a very special sorority. The sorority is called Pi Pi Pi, or Triple Pi, or familiarly as Tri-Pi.”

“A sorority.”

“Samantha offered, “Every year we get together. We party hearty, talk about the good old days, and…play jokes on each other.”

“You play jokes…am I a joke?”

Jane nodded. “We are going to fool the other girls. We’re going to fool them, get them to make you an honorary Tri-Pi.”

“And that’s a joke?”

“A man being accepted as a woman in a sorority that prides itself on being all woman. Yes, it is hilarious.”

“So I’ve got tits and…and did you castrate me? What did you do with my…my stuff.”

Oddly, he wasn’t as upset as they thought he would be, he was more just curious, wondering. His eyes looked upward and his head tilted a little, and he…thought about it. As best he could considering he was still somewhat under the influence of the last of the Rohypnol.

“Honey, we didn’t castrate you,” Marg reassured him. “Jane just sewed your penis and balls up. They’re still there, but the women will not see a penis bump in your dress, and if they grab you it will feel like a regular female mons.”

Jaime felt his crotch and began to understand. “Why aren’t I hard?”

“We gave you a shot called depo provera. It will stop your penis from erecting for about a week, maybe two. When that time is over we’’ll have freed your penis and testicles and you’ll be as able as ever.”

“Oh. But…I’m really horny.”

“That’s because Marg didn’t let you have an orgasm. We wanted you horny. It gives you an edge. The girls will really believe that you’re a woman with that edge.”

He sat, sipped a bit, and the girls waited.

“I need to work.”

“Jaime, we handled your job for you.”

“You did?”

“Yes, we called down and told management you quit.”

“But how will I pay for this next year of college?”

“Don’t worry, we’ll take care of that for you. And we’ll give you some money to boot, make your next year easy.”

Jaime smiled.

He didn’t need much work. The girls just reminded him, and they practiced how to pass him off among themselves. If one of them was busy there would always be one of the others to be at his side, to rescue him from mistakes, to shift him away from suspicious girls, or anything else.

DING!

The girls smiled and they all stood up.

“Hey, bitches!” Gen walked into the room. She had a swagger and large tits and a grin that brightened the room.

Full mouth kisses, tits squeezed, she went around the room, and when she reached Jaime she stopped and asked, “Who’s this?”

“You remember Jaime Nelson?”

“Jaime Nelson,” she frowned.

Marg moved up next to her. “She was expelled in her freshman year, just after a month.”

Intrigued, Gen studied Jaime. “What for?”

“She’s the one who put used panties in the dean’s office.”

Now came a crucial point. There had been a girl named Jaime Nelson, and she had been expelled, but for being a little slow. She just wasn’t up to tri-pi mental standards.

But Gen, showing up half blotto, her mind trying to figure it out, and…wanting to be accepted by the group!…and she accepted it!

“Do you remember? She had her period, snuck into the dean’s office, took off her panties and replaced his big painting behind his desk with them. Just pushed, and the period goo stuck them to the wall.”

Gen, brightening, “I think I do!”

And she kissed Jaime, a full mouth kiss, and this was an important point, too.

Men kiss differently than women. Men are more aggressive, women are softer, take their time, really enjoy it. The three girls had worked with Jaime for long hours teaching how to respond in a feminine manner.

Fortunately, Jaime remembered his lessons, her lessons, and gave without being masculine.

“Oh, yeah!” gushed Gen, breaking apart, eyeing Jaime hungrily. “I remember you!”

DING!

Two women arrived, and one of them was Patsy Schaffer, a notorious cynic. But the girls, and now Gen, told her about the panties, and everybody laughed and said they remembered, and…it was working!

DING!

DING DING!

DING DING DING!

The penthouse was filled with women. Beautiful women with large breasts. Aggressive women. Pushy women with red lips and groping hands. Women who were sexually hungry and had looked forward to this party all year long. And they were met with:

“This is Jaime Nelson! You remember freshman year when Jaime…”

“Oh…yes! I remember you!”

“Jaime. She pulled the panties prank on the dean…”

And along with that hard introduction came the suggestion. “Jaime never graduated…it was because of that prank…and we think she should be accepted…honorary Tri-Pi!”

The party grew wilder and wilder. Booze flowed like the rivers of Babylon. Women lost their tops, and even their bras.

Pinches and gropes.

Full mouth to mouth kisses and hands searching for pussies, attempting to penetrate right through the cloth.

Jane, Samantha and Marg were on high alert at all times. They didn’t drink as much, and one of them was always with Jaime.

Jaime was having a good time. It seemed that all these women wanted to kiss him, and it seemed that they were all hot and horny.

And truth, they were. Perhaps on some subtle level they realized that he had the weenie, and…they wanted him, as a man, even though he was a woman, so they wanted him as a woman.

As with all groups of women, a few were not just kissy kissy, but were full blown lesbians.

One such lady was Debbie York. She was lesbian from the get go, and she always looked around these tri-pi meeting for other women so inclined. On this festive occasion she focused on Jaime.

Jaime was beautiful. She had fantastic knockers and her lips were plump and red and downright inviting. The problem was that Jane, Samantha and Marg were always by her side.

That was understandable, they were acting sponsors for the girl. But Debbie wished the three would back off and give her a chance.

And, at four in the morning, that chance arrived.

The party was starting to wind down. A few of the women had paired off, and Jane, Samantha and Marg were lax in their attentions, a little drunk, then they noticed…Jaime was gone.

Debbie tugged on Jaime’s hand. She knew the girls would be after her, looking for Jaime any moment, so she took Jaime out on the balcony, around the corner of the patio, and pushed her down on a lounge chair.

Debbie lay next to Jaime. They kissed, Debbie’s hands groped, and Jaime’s hands felt the other woman’s large breasts.

Debbie’s top disappeared, and Jaime put his big, red lips on her nipples and sucked.

Debbie gasped and reached for Jaime’s groin.

“Don’t,” gasped Jaime. “I’m on my period.”

Debbie, maybe in the throes of lust, maybe just not accepting Jaime’s words, maybe just blind form alcohol, kept going, and…stopped.

Somebody was calling for Jaime from the sliding doors around the corner, but Debbie covered Jaime’s mouth with her hand. “Shhh.”

Jaime complied. She figured the period excuse would work, but it hadn’t.

As soon as the door slid shut Debbie pulled Jaime’s dress up, pulled down his panties, and gasped!

There was no pussy, just a smooth slob of stretched flesh.

She felt along the edges of the slab of flesh and felt stitches.

She followed the flesh and felt the clitoris…but, no! That was no clitoris! It was too big, and it was in the wrong place, the wrong angle, unless Jaime’s asshole was an upside down pussy!

Jaime had no instructions past the period excuse, and she just rolled over and moved in compliance.

Debbie’s mind was roaring. Jaime was a man! Jaime had a dick that was sewed back between his legs, and his balls, it felt like they had been pushed up into his groin somehow.

But she had tits!

At first she thought that Jaime was a shemale. But, no. That didn’t explain the fact that Jane and Samantha and Marg had pushed her so hard. Surely one of those girls would have known that Jaime Nelson wasn’t really a woman, and…and it all came together in her mind.

Jaime was a plant. She was a joke being played on the whole sorority.

But what a joke!

Debbie started to chuckle, then had to restrain herself from laughing hysterically. This was one of the best jokes in the history of Tri-Pi.

Jaime smiled happily. She was drunk, she was a woman, and it was more fun than being a man.

Debbie leaned against Jaime, smothered her laughter between Jaime’s boobs. Then she sat up, ran her hand around, between Jaime’s cheeks, and began to really have fun.

A half hour later Debbie and Jaime entered the room. They were holding hands, and Debbie was having trouble controlling her laughter.

Jane, Marg and Samantha knew, with a glance, that Debbie knew.

At this point the party was half dead and half alive. Women were rolling on the couches, making out, kissing and groping and poking their fingers, and even a couple of strap on dildos, into their partners.

“Hey, Betsy, let me have your strap on!”

Betsy, wasted from an hour of screwing Patsy, unstrapped the weapon and handed it to Debbie.

Jane tried to move in.

“Back off, sister,” snapped Debbie cheerfully. And her warning was plain…if you don’t want your joke to be revealed.

Debbie led Jaime through a gaggle of girls and into a back bedroom. She left the lights off and it was gloomy. Too gloomy to see the little head of his penis sticking out below his buns.

Debbie put Jaime on all fours, “Here we go, sister.” She greased him, moved forward, and Jaime grunted, and his eyes went open, then…it felt good!

Real good!

And the way it was moving back and forth back there…Good Lord, whatever Debbie was doing, it felt wonderful!

A few minutes later Debbie came to the door, refused to let Jane, Samantha and Marg enter the room, and passed the strap on to Patsy.

Patsy was notoriously bi and always horny. Grinned, she fastened the strap on and sauntered into the darkened bedroom.

Jane, Marg and Samantha stood outside the room and looked at each other.

They knew Jaime was making the ultimate sacrifice for a man, but he wasn’t yelling. And none of the girls came running out screaming ‘I fucked a man!’

So…they stood, and waited while the women entered the room, had fun, and left.

And Jaime, his butt in the air, his shoulders collapsed on the bed, his arms laying on the mattress, had never felt so full, so wonderful, so feminine.


Epilogue

On Saturday night, amid much drunkenness and fanfare, Jaime was voted an honorary Tri-Pi. She accepted the honor with grace and gratitude, and even spoke of how she had wanted this all her life.

That night was a repeat of Friday night. To welcome Jaime to their ranks she was placed in a darkened bedroom and greeted in the Tri-Pi fashion. It was strap on city in the penthouse that night, and Jaime moaned and groaned and thought how wonderful life was.

On Sunday morning it was revealed that Jaime was a man, and such a silence one had never heard from Tri-Pi. Tri-Pi was a group of gabbing girls, never running out of gossip and chatter, but now they were struck dumb. Silent.

Then, slowly, the claps began. And built. And within a minute everybody was on their feet, cheering and screaming and admiring the greatest practical joke in the history of a sorority known for its practical jokes.

And during the celebration Jaime was again taken into the bedroom, but now some of the women insisted on seeing his little teeny peeny, his male clitoris, and they even sucked on it. But Jaime wasn’t about to cum, he just got hornier and hornier!

For the next two weeks Jaime lived as a woman, going out to lunch and shows, drinking expensive liquor and having a great time, and Jane and Samantha and Marg took full advantage of him, taking him into the darkened bedrooms with their strap ons and making wonderful love.

Jaime was usually outfitted with a strap on during these sessions, and he gave as well as took.

Two weeks later Jaime got a boner. A real, live boner. It was sooner than Jane had expected, and she rushed to cut the stitches and relieve Jaime’s, now Jim’s,  dick’s sudden cramped pain.

Upon being bless with a hard cock again, Jaime, or Jim, took full advantage and screwed all three women. Sometimes separately, and sometimes all together.

The interesting thing was that after being confined for so long he was having trouble cumming. He would make them cum, but he was used to not cumming, and…he sort of enjoyed being stopped up.

And, he went back to school. On a scholarship the girls had arranged.

But he didn’t show his usual interest in girls now.

And over Christmas, spending some time with Marg, himself dressed as a girl, he brought up what was bothering him.

“I don’t care about cumming anymore. Not like a male. But I came like a female a few times, and I really liked that.”

“What are you saying, Jim?”

“I’m asking…can you give me some more of that Depo stuff? Make my dick soft and sew it up again? Can you get me some permanent implants for my chest? Can you make me a girl?”

Marg smiled. “You’re asking a lot, but I think Santa is prepared to deliver.

Jaime smiled and bent over the bed again.

END
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


Denial Leads to Feminization!

Frustration leads to love!

Grace Mansfield


A Note from the Author!

The whole point is to keep the poor lad frustrated!

If he’s not frustrated his desire wanes, he’s not so eager to please, no more flowers and candy.

He might even (choke) cast a wandering eye elsewhere!

So squirt yourself crazy, but as for your handsome prince, he’ll remain a prince only as long as you keep him high and dry.

Not every night, not even three times a week, not even once a week!

Once a month, and then use your hands, or your feet, or just have him jack off for you.

Tease him, keep him in chastity, make him wear your panties…and other things!

Dab his lips with pale pink and make him go to the store.

There is no other way!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Alyce Jones was pissed off.

She was a five foot six beauty with a waterfall of midnight hair and blue eyes that make the sky pale in comparison. Her hips were round, her legs long and her chest…well, her chest was fabulous.

So why was she pissed?

Because her boyfriend, Sam Jenkins, couldn’t last in bed.

On a Friday night, for instance, they went out for drinks, took in a show, came home looking for a fun time in bed, and…

“Unh…unh…unh…”

“Oh, honey, don’t cum! It’s only been a minute!”

“I’m trying not to,” he gasped.

And he was trying. He was trying to think of baseball, he bit his lip, he tried to imagine the ugliest girl he had ever dated, but it didn’t matter.

“Well, get out then!” she begged.

And he tried. He pushed up with his arms, started slipping his slippery member out of her velvet pussy, and…

“Oh, fuck! Unh! Unh! Ahhh!”

And Alyce said, “Oh, fuck. Damn. Crap.”

He coated her insides with his white glue. His penis twitched and spurted. His heart pounded and he was half blind. And it was done.

“Oh, yeah,” he sighed as Alyce pushed him off and to the side.

“Damn!” muttered Alyce.

Her tits were hot, her pussy was wet, and he dripped out of her and it was over.

They lay in the dark. Him happy and yawning and approaching sleep.

Her frustrated, her nerves grating, and feeling the wet spot growing on the mattress.

“Couldn’t you wait? Have you no self control?”

“Wait? Jeepers, honey. You’re too sexy. It’s your fault I come too soon.”

He was smiling in the dark, and she felt his smile, glowing up at the ceiling. She realized that he might say he was sorry, and act remorseful, but he wasn’t sorry. Heck, he had gotten his rocks off! What was he sorry about?

They lay there and his breathing deepened, and she could feel it when his consciousness winked off and he fell into a deep sleep.

Heaving a breath, she slid out of bed. She slid a towel under the covers and over the wet spot, even as she felt more stuff drip down her thighs.

Heysoos. It was bad enough that he came too soon, but he had to cum a lot, too!

She picked up her panties, which she had discarded on the floor, and headed for the bathroom. In the bathroom she sat on the toilet for a while and let his man juice slide out of her.

She looked down at the stuff, it was like Elmer’s glue in color and texture. It dripped with a rather solid plop, plop, plop.

After a minute she was fair empty, and she stood up and opened the shower. She wasn’t worried about Sam waking up, he was fucked into a sound sleep. She turned on the water, waited for it to heat up, then stepped into the shower.

Slowly, she relaxed, and when she was relaxed enough she dropped a couple of fingers down between her legs and started doing the rub a dub dub.

Fuck, that felt good!

She felt her clit, trailed along the labia, and finally searched for gold. She bent her knees slightly, leaned against the tile wall, and inserted three fingers.

That was the good thing about being a woman. Men’s arms were too short and their dingus was too low. Well, their assholes were too low. They could jack off, but had difficulty pleasuring their rectum. Their hands couldn’t reach without a bit of contorting.

Women, on the other hand, could insert easily, into either hole, and even use their whole fist.

This wasn’t a night for fisting, however, she just wanted a bit of relief from the heat Sam had built in her.

After a minute she was ready to pop. She was pulling on her nips, lifting her breasts and bitting the tips with her teeth and pulling.

It felt…it felt…shards of lightening pulsing out from her nipples, her pussy, her pussy…

“UNH! UNH! AHHHH!”

She sighed and actually slid down to a sitting position. She sat there on the tiles and bent her head between her knees as the last shudders coursed out of her.

And started chuckling.

Oh, yeah!

Shelly Pearson was Alyce’s bestie. She had a bubble cut, average breasts, a great face with brown eyes and round lips. Not an M, but very full and sexual.

She also liked to fuck like a bunny. A bunny on steroids. Who had just taken viagra. And had a ring squeezing his little rabbit nuts so hard they couldn’t provide the juice.

She had refused marriage, had several boyfriends, and kept them at arm’s length for everything except fucking.

“I need him to stay longer. I need him to last longer.”

The two girls, Alyce and Shelly, sat at a small restaurant on Santa Monica. It was across the street from the beach, and it was populated by men and women who weren’t necessarily faithful.

Alyce was fascinated, but didn’t do anything. She was married.

Shelly, well, Shelly frequently picked up a man, took him home, or just upstairs to a room, and wrung him out like a rag.

“You’re looking at this wrong.”

“Oh?”

“Fuck him, then when he’s empty, fuck him again.”

Alyce laughed. “When I screw ‘em they stay screwed. He can’t move when I’m done with him.”

“But you need more.”

“Absolutely.”

“What a sad story,” Shelly finished her Margarita and looked around the cafe. No men were present yet. It was early. She raised a finger for a second Margarita and turned to her friend. “Then fuck him, then go fuck somebody else.”

“What? I can’t do that!”

“You could.”

“But I won’t. At least, not yet.”

“Fair enough. So here is the list of things I try when I have a man who can’t last the length.”

“A list of things?”

“A big list.” She was rummaging through her purse and she stopped and looked up at Alyce. “I’m so damned sexy…you think I haven't had this problem? Men are always shooting too soon!”

“The way you talk I thought you never had any problems.”

“I don’t have any…they do.”

“Okay. Give.”

Alyce took out a small pad of paper and clicked a Bic.

“First, there are cock rings. Cock rings are great, but some men cum anyway. Poor, little boys can’t withstand my charms.”

Alyce giggled.

“Of course cock rings lead to chastity, and I love chastity. Lock a cock and make him suffer. Badda bing badda boom, you gots yourself a love slave!”

“Love slaves aren’t bad,” mused Alyce.

“But, should you not wish to go the chastity tube route, and he still cums too fast when you have a nice, tight ring around his cock, you can spray him.”

“Spay him?” Alyce asked innocently.

“Spray, not…oh. You made a joke. No. Don’t spay him except as a last resort. Instead, spray him with benzocaine, or some other numbing agent.”

“Wow!”

“He doesn’t feel it, he lasts longer. There is one trouble spot in spraying him, however.”

“What’s that?”

“If you put numbing spray on his peter, then screw him, you’re liable to get some in your pussy, and then you won’t feel anything either.”

“Yikes!”

“Which leads us to a second option, might be better, might be worse, depending on how your man reacts.”

“Which is?”

“Roll lots of rubber on him. A guy has a half a dozen condoms on his Willy and he can’t feel much. You could even spray him, then rubberize him, and…dare I say Badda bing?”

“You dare. And I like this. This is giving me some great ideas. What else?”

“Well, then there’s the dire solutions. Nothing works, he keeps losing control when you don’t want him to, so you have to resort to chemicals. And if those don’t work…operations.”

“Operations? There’s an operation for premature ejaculators?”

“Absa-forking-lutely, girlfriend.”

“What kind of operation? How does it work?”

“Depends on how dire you are.”

“Entertain me.”

“Well, one could just snip certain nerves. Not all of them, just enough to give him half the sensation.”

“Ouch!”

“I know, but if a girl is desperate enough…”

“What’s another?”

“You could partially block his tube.”

“How?”

“There’s a little tube like thing you can put inside his urethral. It acts as a barrier, slows down the flow. It is supposed to be the best option. He really has to work overtime to get his rocks off, but it’s also difficult to pee. The bonus is that if he can’t get off he is left with all that horniness. His horniness builds and builds until he finally can cum. Or maybe drizzle a little.”

Alyce blinked. She had been interested in everything Alyce had told her. But this one thing, putting an actual thing in his penis to block it…there was something about that really fascinated her.

She had a mental image of Sam struggling and struggling, getting harder and harder, pounding into her like a jackhammer.

She was getting moist just thinking about it. Him inside, frantic, desperate, sobbing and crying and…no relief. And in her mind: She pushed him out and laughs. “You’ll never leave me high and dry again as long as you fuck!”

“No, Alyce! Please! Help me cum!”

But it was done, and—

Earth to Alyce?

Alyce jerked and blinked.

“What the heck were you thinking about? You were far away and you were talking to yourself. You kept saying ‘it’s done…it’s done…’ But what was done? What were you talking about?”

“Oh, my drink is done,” Alyce said glibly.

Shelly tilted her head and looked at her suspiciously.

“Jose!” Alyce waved a finger and the waiter nodded and headed off for a new Margarita.

“Honey, I’ve got some new tricks.”

Sam looked up from the newspaper. The TV was showing a football game. There was a cold beer on the table, and three empties.

“What?”

“I said,” she grabbed the remote and turned the game off.

“Hey!”

“I said, I’ve got a few tricks I would like to try.”

“What kind of tricks?” He reached for the remote but she kept it out of his reach.

“Love tricks. Things to make you last longer.”

“I last fine,” he muttered.

She tossed the remote over his head. It landed on the top of the couch, then slid down behind it.

“Oh, crap! What’d you do that for?”

“For a while. Now listen up.”

Sam ignored her and crawled up on the back of the couch and reached down behind it and felt for the remote.

Alyce took advantage of his position and ran her hand between his legs and grabbed his crotch, and squeezed his package.

“Hey!” His voice creaked a bit and he tried to turn, but she had him up against the wall. His hand was down the back of the couch and his weight was down and he couldn’t push back up.

Fine with Alyce. She squeezed and rubbed, and reached under and grabbed his belt buckle.

“Let me alone!” he grunted as he touched the remote.

She lifted and he dropped the remote.

“God da—“

“Come on, horn dog. I’m not stopping until you give this a chance.”

Finally he managed to close his hand on the remote. He twisted and pushed and managed to get out from behind the couch. He slid to a sitting position and glared her.

“Honey. I’m going to throw a glass through the TV unless you come with me to the bedroom right now!”

Sam knew that she meant it. “Oh, crap. Okay, let me record this.”

He hit the remote a few times, got the recording started, then stood up.

Alyce was holding a bag in one hand and she grabbed his crotch with the other.

He groaned as she dragged him down the hallway and into the bedroom.

“We just made love last night!” he complained.

“You did. You squirted and left me high and dry, and that’s not right.”

He grinned. “It was right for me.”

“Asshole,” and she turned him and pushed him against the bed.

He sat, and she began working on his buckle, his zipper, and pulled his clothes off.

And, naturally, he had a boner.

No matter that he had just squirted the night before…he was a man, and you know how they are.

He grinned at her. “Maybe you should suck it a bit?”

“Sam! This is for me! You had your fun, and now it’s my turn. I’m not going to suck you or stroke you or do anything else except this.”

She pulled out a spray can and spritzed his hard dick.

“Hey! What is this? It’s cold! What are you doing?”

Alyce just laughed, slapped his hands away and kept spraying. “It’s a numbing spray. You aren’t going to feel a thing!”

“But I want to feel something! I want to feel a lot!”

He held his cock in his hand, tried to cover it from the spray, but Alyce was done with the spray.

He frowned. “I can’t feel anything down there!”

“Told you. Move your hand, I want to put this on you.”

It took her a moment, and she had to slap his penis a few times, but he finally let her roll the condom on him.

“Man. How am I supposed to feel anything?”

“You’re not,” she muttered as she rolled a second rubber onto him.

“Heysoos Xristo!”

She rolled a third condom on him and grinned. “How’s that?”

“Terrible!”

“Good. Now lay back and let me do my thing.”

Sam laid back and his penis stuck straight up in the air and quivered and throbbed.

His penis was super numb and he couldn’t feel a thing. He could feel the tightness of the rubbers throttling his Willy. Blood was going in at a rapid rate, but struggling to get out. He was getting harder and harder.

Alyce licked her lips and used a lot of lube on him. She wasn’t normally a fan of rubbers, and she wanted him nice and greasy.

She climbed up and squatted over him, then lowered herself.

Sam felt nothing., and his eyes opened. He knew she was descending over him, but there was no sensation. He didn’t feel tightness, nor even slickery-ness. It was like he didn’t even have a dick.

“I can’t feel anything.”

“I can,” she grinned, and she began to go up and down.

His rubberized dong was big and thick and hard and she could feel it filling every inch of her pussy.

“Oh, yes. Let’s do it!” She was breathing hard and her eyes were glassy.

For a long minute she groaned and rode him.

Sam was near crying from the frustration. In an odd way, though he knew what she had done, he didn’t understand.

Slowly, Alyce grew hotter and hotter. Sam was in such shock he wasn’t much of a lover, but that didn’t matter. She was finally getting the…the…

“AHHHH!” Sam let loose.

Alyce’s mouth opened, her jaw dropped, and she stared down at her boyfriend.

“You came!”

“I couldn’t help it, he grinned. I didn’t know I was going to. It just…happened.”

“But you were numb…and encased in rubbers! How could you…”

“I don’t know. Are you satisfied yet?”

Alyce climbed off him. His penis was now limp. She was so sexually starved she couldn’t believe it.

“I guess it’s not all in the meat,” smiled Sam. He began putting on his clothes.

“But…but…”

“It’s in the mind. I didn’t know that, but…thanks. Got to see a TV about a game.”

He walked out of the room. He was yawning, physically ready for sleep, but it was the middle of the day and he wanted to finish watching the game.

Alyce sat on the bed and stared at herself in the mirror. She was totally dejected.

How the hell…?

“Men are that way,” explained Shelly. “Their minds are a fantasy land. Think about how excited they get watching porn.”

“Man, I had no idea.” Alyce sipped at her Margarita while licking the salt off the lip of the glass. She looked up at her friend. “So what’s next?”

“There’s three things. One is pills. Find a pill that will slow down his ejaculation. Another is to partially castrate him. Cut some of his nerves. Or, third, put a semen blocker into his urethra.”

Once again Alyce felt the excitement. Pills? Meh. Castration? Too much. Something to block his semen…it caused her heart to pound. Her tits warmed up and her pussy got wet.

Shelly waited.

“What about that semen blocker thing? How does it work?”

“I haven't used one myself, but I’ve seen them. They’re about a quarter inch long. They have little bumps on the sides. They’re made of plastic and you simply push them into the man’s slit. They will work their way down the tube and get stuck. The man won’t feel it, he will just have a rougher time peeing and cumming. It will just take more grunting to get the juice out.”

“But he’s not going to be hurt in any manner.”

“Absolutely not. Sperm blockers are a big deal in femdom families. Lots of women insist their men use them. You’re not alone in being frustrated with a man’s inability to please a woman.”

“What if I want to get it out later?”

“Well, they’re sort of semi permanent. A doctor can get it out. But short of that…” she shrugged.

Alyce was so sexually frustrated she didn’t really consider the consequences of a long term sperm blocker. She just wanted to slow Sam down, and this sounded like the ticket.

“I’ll talk to Sam about it.”

“Bad idea.”

“What? Talking to Sam?”

“Men don’t usually go for it. Now if he’s submissive, and you have him properly trained, then…maybe. But Sam is one of those arrogant sorts. He’s not going to have his love making interfered with.”

Alyce thought about it, and knew that Shelly was right. Still, this was a big step.

“It’s sort of like giving somebody a drug against their will,” she said.

“But it’s not a drug, and it can be removed, and…”

“Maybe if Sam doesn’t agree to it. Maybe then.”

“Fair enough. You want me to get you one? Whether he agrees or whether you just have to do it?”

“I guess so.”

But Alyce was a bit unsure.

“Sam, I want to put a sperm blocker in your penis.”

That was how she said it. Blunt. Just threw it out there. Sam’s reaction was predictable.

“What? What the hell is a sperm blocker?”

“It’s a device that goes in your penis.”

“Yeah, you said that. But what does it do?”

“It reduces the size of your urethra, it will slow down your ejaculation.”

“Slow down my…you’re crazy!”

“No. It’s a simple little thing, and we can have it taken out if you don’t like it.”

“Taken out? Like by somebody else? If you put it in you can’t get it out yourself?”

“We would want a doctor to remove it.”

“Lady, I hate to say it, but you are a nut case. There is no way in hay-ell that I am going to let you put something in my dick!”

And that was that.

“Why not?” asked Shelly.

“We didn’t get into reasons. He just said no, and he was highly incensed.”

“Huh! That’s a man for you. Well, it doesn’t matter. We can get it into him another way.”

“What? How?”

“We go to a party and get him drunk. Give him a blow job in a closet and you can hold it between your teeth and simply push it in with your tongue. He’ll never feel it. When he pees he’ll feel it, but pee is thinner than sperm, and he’ll only be a little stopped up. But when he tries to squirt…baby, then you’re gonna have some fun.”

The girls were, of course, at the little restaurant off the beach. Customers were coming in and buying coffee and setting up laptops. Women were coming back from dropping off children. A couple of old men were grousing about the state of the union. As if they could really do anything about it.

Only Alyce and Shelly were doing any real drinking.

“What?” asked Shelly.

“I don’t think I want to do it.”

“Good Lord! Why not? It won’t hurt,  it’ll make him even hornier, and no matter how horny he gets he will satisfy you, probably multiple times, before he finally spurts a squirt.”

“I just think it’s unfair. I wouldn’t want him putting a butt plug up my ass without my permission, or a dildo up my pussy. I just…no.”

Shelly nodded and pursed her lips. then: “You know, I’m going to have a party in a couple of weeks. Think about it. No pressure. If you decide yes, let me know. If no, that’s okay.”

Alyce nodded. “Fair enough. But I’m pretty sure I can guarantee I’m not going to want to do it.”

“No prob.” She raised a hand for the waiter to bring two more Margaritas.

The week passed, as weeks are wont to do, and Alyce didn’t change her mind.

Oh, she wanted to. That week, and the next, Sam and she made love several times, and every time he left her wanting. Every time she headed for the bathroom afterwards, while he slept his satisfied sleep, and jilled off.

She did bring it up again, but he wouldn’t even consider it.

So she was doomed to a life of frustration. She didn’t like it, but she loved him, wanted to marry him, so she would abide, and if frustration was her lot…so be it.

Heck, she could buy some vibrators, maybe even get Sam into it.

Oddly, when she thought of vibrators she didn’t have a mental picture of herself getting ‘The Vibe.’ She thought of Sam.

She thought of him laying on the bed, and her on top of him.

You don’t want a sperm blocker, eh? How about an asshole blocker? Let’s widen up that rectum. You won’t mess up the place with big turds. Only little shits allowed, and you can—

Tootle toot toot! Her phone rang and jerked her out of her daydreams. She quickly picked it up.

“Hey, girlfriend, I’ve been calling you all morning. Where were you?

Having daydreams…

“I just didn’t have my phone with me. What’s cooking?”

“Are you coming to the party this weekend?”

“Yeah. I guess so.”

“Most excellent. I’ve invited a bunch of people. If everybody brings a bottle of whatever, I’ll get some mixer and chips, and…” they went on discussing the party.

And Shelly didn’t once bring up the subject of the sperm blocker. When Alyce hung up she sighed in relief. Shelly could be pushy, and she was glad she had accepted her decision.

That weekend arrived, and Alyce was feeling good. Her frustrations were building, but a party always calmed her down. She slipped on some sexy lingerie, a half bra that let her nips breath, no panties, a garter and sleek stockings. She pulled a silky dress over her head and admired herself in the mirror.

Oh, yeah! Look at that cleavage! Sam was going to be horny tonight!

Her waist was svelte and her boobs were large. Her butt was round and she sat down and made herself up.

Sam took a shower and put on some slacks and a nice shirt. No tie. He wasn’t a tie guy.

He smiled at her a lot, and they both knew.

They both knew this part had been coming for a week, and the last couple of days that had teased each other mercilessly. Long, slow, hot kisses. Kisses so hot they threatened to ignite Alyce’s lipstick.

Laying in bed and just feeling each other, sliding hands along skin, and the slower they moved the more heat they made.

Him sucking on her breasts, loving the big curvature, the pointy nips.

Her sucking on him. Handling his balls. Sucking on his mouth as she stroked him and stroked him and stroked him.

So they were ready.

Eat a little, drink a lot, dance up a storm, have fun with like-minded people, and…come home and FUCK!

“You ready?” asked Alyce.

“Bethcha…whoo! You are one hot mama!”

“I don’t think that’s correct.”

“Calling you hot?”

“Calling me a mama. I don’t have any kids, yet.”

“So what do I say? Hot girlfriend? Hot woman?”

She moved up against him, fiddled with his collar, put her lips an inch from his and whispered, “I’m a hot, fucking bitch.”

“Oh, yeah,” he wheezed happily, his breath leaving and his anticipation exploding.

Shelly’s house was in the hills. She did free lance technical writing and was pretty good at it. Of course it helped that she had inherited the house. Hollywood Hills, it probably would list for a couple of mill. Easy.

But at least she could pay the taxes which, in California, were about $20,000 a year.

But it was a fantastic house. Her father had invented a type of screen that rolled down and up, and had made his millions. He had used those millions to build a three story monstrosity with actual towers, patios on the various floors, a garage with a tunnel access, and a big swimming pool in the back.

Maybe it would list for four million?

Sam parked his car and they sauntered hand in hand up the street. They climbed a winding stair way through hedges and weeds, and the front door was open and the music was blasting.

There were already fifty people there, and most were half drunk. People dancing in the big front room with the high beams.

A woman with her top down on the second floor balcony. People cheered her on and she threw her bra and it hung up on the chandelier. Somebody had brought a Labrador Retriever and he wandered around and begged.

Mick Jagger wailed how he could get no satisfaction and a circle stared up, people just arms over shoulders and moving in a circle.

Out of this mess came Shelly. She looked like she had had a few, but was keeping it together.

“Come on in! Throw away your clothes and get comfortable.” She hugged Alyce and they cheek kissy kissed.

Then she shook hands with Sam’s groin. Just reached down and grabbed him and grinned and said, “How you doing, Sam?”

Alyce thought that was hilarious, thank God, and Shelly took them to the kitchen and poured the libations.

They yelled over the noise, sipped brown liquor, and stood on each side of Sam, each of them with an arm around his waist.

More people came. Shelly came and went circulating like a good host, and the party swelled to a hundred people. A hundred drinking, dancing people. The beautiful people of Hollywood, not much in love with clothes, all horny and ready to do something about it.

An actor on the way up ended up in a quartet in a bedroom.

Half a dozen people were swimming naked, groping and fondling and having fun.

Arrowsmith began screaming ‘Dude Looks Like a Lady.’

And the booze flowed and flowed and flowed.

About one in the morning, the party at a peak, everybody wandering around, fucking, puking, dancing and swearing their love and eternal friendship, Shelly found Sam sitting on the stairs, sipping his bourbon and grinning stupidly.

“Hey! Sammy!” she shouted over the noise.

“Yeah?” he answered blearily.

“Come help me upstairs!”

She pulled him to his feet and walked him up the rounding staircase.

She looked around the room for Alyce, but didn’t see her.

Good.

Mind you, Shelly was not being mean and devious, she just wanted to help out.

Alyce had a problem, and Shelly just knew that she was right in thinking that all Sam needed was a little sperm blocker in his weenie.

She took him up to the third floor and it was quieter.

“Where are we going?” he asked, looked around at the gloom.

“Just down here. I need some help in my bedroom.”

They arrived at the end of the hall and Shelly produced a key.

“I keep it locked during parties,” she explained.

She opened the door, pulled him in, and locked it.

“What?” he asked.

She kissed him. She put her arms around him and kissed him.

Sam was confused. He enjoyed the kiss. He was horny. He was drunk. But when she reached for his zipper he started to worry.

“I don’t think we—“

She had his zipper down and was pulling his chub out. It was half hard, but being handled it rapidly grew into a mighty oak.

“I don’t want to—“

As Shelly pulled his weenie out and stroked it she placed the sperm blocker in her mouth.

He was lifting her arms, trying to get her to stand up.

She held the blocker on her tongue and pushed her mouth over his penis.

Her lips clamped on the shaft and she pressed the sperm blocker against his slit.

“What are you—“

Her tongue pushed and the little thing slid into his slit.

“What did you…”

Then she was on his feet, blow job forgotten. She kissed him.

He was wide-eyed and trying to figure things out.

Then she was unlocking the door, and giggling, and pulling him out.

He didn’t really feel the thing in his weenie as it worked it’s way down the urethra tube. It felt like she had nipped the end of his penis or something, but that was all he knew.

He didn’t know what she had put in his dick.

She grabbed his hand and pulled him back down the hallway.

“Alyce is a great girl, Sam. I hope you appreciate that.”

From sucking his dick to praising his girlfriend. He knew Shelly had a screw loose, but there was something even weirder than normal about this.

“I know,” he said.

And they rejoined the party.


Part Two

Sam didn’t really think about the weird scene, the almost blow job, or whatever it was, with Shelly.

Heck he was drunk, she was drunk, everybody was drunk. He probably would have thought about it more if he hadn’t had a weird experience.

But the party went on.

Somebody passed out in the swimming pool and they called the paramedics. Big guys in thick fire suits and suspenders walking through a cheering crowd. The guy who passed out waking up and asking where the fire was.

Everybody was pissing in the bushes. Even the girls, and sometimes the guys, pissing blind from above, pissed on the girls.

It was going to take a major watering to make those bushes smell right again.

A famous movie star gave head in a closet and swore everybody not to tell anybody her name. but everybody knew.

Finally, the hours waning, the sun on the horizon, the party starting winding down.

People headed for their cars, people who were passed out were woken up, or if they didn’t wake up, were covered with blankets.

The booze was gone, the music was off, and it was time to go.

Sam walked Alyce down the winding staircase to the street. They held each other up, and Alyce stopped once to barf over a rail, and splatter somebody walking their dog on the street.

“What the fuck!” screamed an irate woman with too much belly and growly skin.

Alyce and Sam couldn’t stop laughing.

They staggered up the street and got into their car and Sam drove slowly for home.

Fortunately, they didn’t have far to go, because they were all over the road. Sam turned the wheel back and forth, over correcting every time, and Alyce laughed and howled, “Whooo!” with every turn.

But, God loves drunks and idiots, they made it home. Sam pulled into the driveway and parked. A little crooked, but so what. The nose of the car catty corner into some bushes, but so what.

Laughing, stumbling, they went into the house.

Fucking drunk isn’t always what it is knocked up to be. You’re sloppy, you don’t know what hole you’re putting it in, the room is spinning, but…it’s fucking. And that’s what drunks are supposed to do, right?

So Alyce ripped off her sexy dress and tossed it away. Sam pulled off his pants and revealed, in spite of the drink, a nice hard boner.

Underwear and lingerie flew towards the ceiling.

Laughter and snickers and chortles and giggles filled the room.

Alyce lay back and spread her legs. The ceiling spun and she was glad she had thrown up at Shelly’s house.

Sam knelt between her legs and tried to put it in. He kept falling over.

“Stop moving your legs.”

“What legs.”

And he made it. He stared at her like he was a cartoon character with bulging eyes. “How you like it, baby?”

“What?” And she went to sleep.

Sam, being your typical, considerate man, didn’t notice. He just started pumping away. He groaned and humped and had a gay, old time. Except, it was weird, he couldn’t cum.

Well, he sort of did, but the orgasm started, then he felt like somebody was squeezing his cock and the orgasm died away. Only a single, white drop wa son the end of his dick.

He kept pumping.

He started to cum again, and he felt pressure in his weenie, but nothing happened and he groaned and gave up.

He didn’t even think about his inability to squirt, so odd for him, as he passed out next to Alyce.

Morning, and the sun creeping through the sides of the curtains. But morning was way too early for these stumblebums to awake. Not after the party they had just had.

Sam’s cock was awake. Well, at least ‘up.’

He rolled over so it wouldn’t be so crumpled up against the mattress. It poked towards the ceiling and he resume his sleep.

Noon, and Shelly stirred, but her eyes hurt and her head hurt and sounds hurt and she just went back to sleep to stop the pain.

Two o’clock and Sam awoke. He lay there on his back. Naked. Damn, he had a woodie. Fucking woodie after all that. He was naked, she was naked, so…he must have cum, right? So it was a piss hard on.

He rolled out of bed and walked on a slant for the bathroom. He ran into the wall, pushed himself relatively straight, and entered the bathroom.

He sat. It was too much work to stand. He relaxed his muscles and…tinkle, tinkle.

Tinkle? What happened to the normal waterfall he gushed out?

He looked down. He had to keep his dick pointed downward with his hand so he didn’t piss over the rim. The stream was not a stream, it was more like a dribble. tinkle, tinkle. Every once in a while stopping.

He increased the pressure and the dribble became almost a stream, then waned again. And it was too hard to keep up the pressure, so he just sat and tinkled and wondered what the fuck was going on. He had never tinkled before because of being drunk. Why this time?

He was sitting there, a two minute job turning into five, when Alyce staggered into the bathroom.

“Wanna fuck?” she asked blearily, ignoring him and getting into the shower. She turned the water on, braved the cold, then sat on the tiles and pissed while the water poured down on her.

While it wasn’t a typical morning in the house, it had happened before, and likely would happen again. The only really odd thing was that it took Sam so long to piss, and he didn’t even mention that to Alyce.

They both went to the kitchen and poured tall glasses of Coke. Sickly, sticky syrup and carbonation. A great cure for hang overs. they moaned and drank and sat at the table and just looked at each other.

Every once in a while one or the other would laugh.

Then they made breakfast. Waffles in a toaster and apple juice. And they were starting to feel more human. Sort of.

“God, that was fun,” Alyce finally murmured.

“Oh, yeah.”

“Did you fuck me?”

He looked at her. “I think I did. I remember something about laying on you and having my pecker in you.”

“I don’t remember anything, but there wasn’t any sticky mess, so you probably didn’t.

“Huh! I could swear I did. Maybe I just didn’t cum.”

“You? Not cum? Hah!”

He grinned. “Yeah. Then he looked at his lap. “I guess I didn’t cum. My dick is hard. And I took a leak.”

She looked at his lap. “Yeah. That’s an unfucked cock if ever I saw one. Wanna fuck?”

He yawned. “Yeah. I’m really turned on.”

They went back to bed, just lay down and slept.

Seven o’clock. Dusk. The sun cut in half by the horizon.

“Hey!” Alyce pushed Sam. “Wake up! It’s morning!”

“Yep. Good night.”

But they were slept out. They got up, Sam still had a boner, and they had a small dinner. Just Progresso pot roast with savory vegetables. That’s what it said on the can, ‘savory.’

Then they sat in the living room and watched TV. They were still naked. Hadn’t dressed all day, and Alyce began playing with his still stiff prick.

After a while, in spite of still feeling queasy in the stomach, he muttered, “You keep doing that and you’ll find out.”

“Oh, goodie. I always wanted to find out.”

She kept doing it, and he began to nibble on her neck. They were both horny from the week of teasing, from not cumming the night before, and Sam was extra horny. He had been inside her the night before, though he didn’t remember it too well, and he was getting real horned up.

They were on the couch and he pulled her around and kissed her.

then she twisted, both hand sin his lap, and pulled on his cock and punched his balls lightly.

“Oh, fuck,” he grunted. Pain for the sake of pleasure. He loved it.

Then she was pushing him back, turning him, mounting him, and she sat astride his manhood.

He held her boobs in his hands, squeezed and pulled, leaned up and sucked on the tips.

She rode him like a horse, rocking back and forth and their juices rose up, hot and heavy.

Sam turned Alyce over and plunged in.

She cried out in delight. She had never felt him so hard, and he was so damned horny!

And she came first!

A blasting wave of liquid light coursing through her body.

And Sam kept pumping and pumping and…

“I don’t understand it,” he said, looking down at his misbehaving cock. “I couldn’t cum.”

“Sorry, baby,” Sue laughed. “Now you know what you were doing to me.”

“Yeah, but this is serious.”

“You think it wasn’t serious when I didn’t cum?”

“But how can you stand it?” I felt like I was going to cum, I even sort of edged an orgasm, if that makes sense, then it felt like there was all sorts of pressure in my dick and it went away.”

“Meh.” She shrugged. At this point it was only a one time thing. Sue didn’t see any problem. Not yet.

“Shelly! Did you do something?”

“Oh, I don’t know. I crapped last week. I washed my car yesterday. Are we talking days of future passed?”

“I mean to Sam.”

“What would I do to Sam?” she was mystified, but only for a second.

“He can’t cum!”

It burst in Shelly’s head. The party, the blow job that was just an excuse to put the sperm blocker in him. She clapped a hand to her mouth, suppressed the laugh, and listened.

“We’ve tried three times to have sex. He can’t cum. Even pissing takes him a long time. Did you put that sperm blocker in him?”

“Uh, I don’t…when would I…”

“During the party! You did, didn’t you?”

Shelly sat, the phone in her hand, and suddenly felt guilt. But, should she? Really? After all, it was such a small thing.”

Sam says you took him upstairs and tried to give him a blow job.”

“Well, I thought…you weren’t doing anything…I was doing you a favor.”

“Oh, for fuck’s sake!” Alyce’s tones were pissed, to say the least. “Do you know what misery that’s causing him?”

“But you’re getting to cum now, aren’t you.”

Silence. Then, “But that’s not the point! You can’t do things like that!”

“I was doing a favor for you! I was looking out for you!”

“Well don’t do me any favors any more ever again forever!” SLAM, the phone went down on the receiver. Good thing it wasn’t her cell phone or she would have slapped it down and broke it into pieces.

At least Sam knew what had happened to him to ruin his reputation as a fast but always reliable cummer.

When she told him what Shelly had done he just sat there and looked down at his poor dingus.

By feeling his cock he could sort of feel a little bump halfway down the shaft.

“What am I going to do?”

“How badly does it hurt?”

“Not badly, but I’m so horny I can’t stand it.” His eyes were filled with tears and there was a begging quality to his voice.

“Let’s see what we can do.”

They began researching urethras on the net. They found all sorts of toys. They found chat rooms and discussions. They sorted through data on ‘sounding,’ which is when people put rods into the penis and touch the ends with vibrators, or otherwise cause sensations.

They didn’t find much data on ‘sperm blockers,’ and they usually referred to things like spermicides, not objects inserted into the urethra.

“What the fuck,” mumbled Sam for the umpteenth time.

“Maybe we should get some kind of a rod and try to pull it out?”

So they bought a small, stainless steel rod and Alyce greased it up and inserted it.

“Oh, fuck!” whined Sam.

“Does it hurt?” She looked up from between his legs.

“Quite the contrary. It feels good. Too good. I’ve been mostly hard for a couple of weeks now, and I am extra horny, and that feels even better.”

“You’re probably pretty sensitive down there.”

He nodded.

“I feel it!”

She felt the end of the rod bump into the blocker. She turned the rod, tilted it and even stuck it through the blocker.

“Damn! I can almost feel it hooking, then it just comes loose.”

“We have to do something!” Tears were in Sam’s eyes. He had been so hard so long that it hurt. He could feel her bumbling around in the dark down there, and that felt awfully good. But he was tired of being erect!

“We should go to a doctor.”

“Okay. It’s Friday, let’s go Monday. Can you handle it that long?”

“I’ll have to,” he gulped.

“Okay.”

The day passed. Sam didn’t get dressed. his dick was too hard, thrust out obscenely, and to wear clothes, even underwear, irritated the head.

Which made Alyce giggle.

“Not funny,” he blurted.

“I know,” she commiserated. But she actually liked seeing him walk around naked and horny with his penis sticking out.

They ate dinner, then sat on the couch and watched TV.

And…she played with him.

Just a touch at first, a soothing, light barely touching stroke.

It accelerated.

She began stroking him, playing with his balls. “Can you handle it?” she whispered to him.

“Oh, yeah.”

Hey, it was pleasure! What was not to handle! And maybe he could cum anyway, right?

They adjourned to the bed. “You know,” commented Alyce, “I have to say I have enjoyed you like this.”

“That’s pretty mean.”

“No. I mean, I want you to cum, but think about it. I have no mess to clean out of me. You’re hard all the time, I can get screwed to my heart’s content and you never run out of juice.” She giggled. “Are you sure you want to get this thing removed”

“Yes.” But there was the teensiest element of doubt in his voice.

She looked at him. “What if we did leave it in. What would happen?”

“Well, first off, I’d have to get some relief.”

“Why?”

He ignored her. She was being silly. “Then I’d have to wear clothes that wouldn't rub my weenie and keep it stimulated.”

“Can you get soft?”

“I could if I could cum,” he spoke like he was grousing, but there was a thought working its way around in his cranium.

“Well, then, maybe we should really work on making you cum.”

He was blinking now, and not happy, but thinking. He did enjoy being horny, after all. But… “You know what?” he blurted.

“What?”

“We can’t pull it out. It’s too bad we can’t push it out.”

She laughed, then he laughed. What he said was stupid. But…there was something there.

“Okay, honey, do me the way I like to be done.”

Sam started out with cunnilingus. He figured if he could give her enough foreplay it wouldn't take much to make her cum and then he wouldn't have to fuck her.

Though he really, really, really wanted to.

When she was properly ready he entered her.

“Oh, Lord, Sam. I know you don’t like it, but you feel so damn big!”

Sam grinned, and a strange thing happened. He stopped trying to cum and just focused on detaching himself from the action. Just worked on the old in and out. A purely mechanical movement.

He didn’t want the supreme frustration of being on the edge, half cumming, then backing off.

So he lay above her, his body rubbing, flesh to flesh, turned on, but…apart.

Alyce came. Gangbangers. Lights in the sky.

“Holy fuckaloonie!” she gasped when she was done.

Sam didn’t pull out, he just lay on her, stayed inside her, enjoyed the feeling by not moving. Not pushing himself to an edge he couldn’t get over.

“That was incredible.”

“Thank you,” and he felt a dull pride. He had never made her cum so hard, so hard that she actually thanked him.

She put her hands up and he rested a little of his weight on them. “Sam, we’ve got something here.”

“I suppose.”

He felt so loosy, goosy good. He was horny, but he was controlling it. For the first time in his life he wasn’t obsessing with pounding out a fuck, but rather just…enjoying it.

It was certainly different.

He didn’t move.

She began breathing harder.

“Sam?”

“I know.”

He pumped a little.

She arched her back. “Oh, heysoos! It’s even better!”

He controlled himself, didn’t pound away, made small motions, and her eyes opened up and she started making sounds.

Not human sounds, exactly. More like guttural grunts and whinings.

And Sam, in taking control, for the first time, saw Alyce losing control.

A second orgasm. It didn’t take long, and Alyce actually had tears in her eyes and was hugging him. “Oh, honey!”

He didn’t move. God, he felt good.

She begged him to move. He made her wait.

Finally, small movements, and she was in the groove, boiling over in the oven, popping her cork. She came with a full body orgasm that wrenched her soul and made her scream. Her eyes rolled back and she clawed his back.

She was out of her mind.

That night Sam lay awake. Alyce slept the sleep of the totally and truly satisfied. She had never had such a good time in her life.

And she knew she loved him.

Didn’t just like him, didn’t just find him a companionable companion, but…her feelings were so strong she had latched on to him, even in sleep, and she slept like she didn't want to let go.

Sam thought about it. He was horny. Lord, he was horny. But he was also under control. For the first time in his life.

For the first time in his life he had completely satisfied a woman.

It felt good.

It felt better than good.

It felt fantastic.

It was, he actually hated to admit it, better than cumming.

The feeling of being a man, of satisfying a woman…there was nothing like it.

Why hadn’t he felt this way before?

Because he had been a horny, little boy, not a man. Now he felt like a man.

That night he had many deep thoughts, and it was late before he went to sleep. But he had come to some conclusions regarding himself, and what he wanted out of this life.

For the first time in two weeks Alyce met Shelly at the little restaurant. She was still pissed, but she was also…aglow.

Shelly saw it at once.

“Oho! What goes?”

“I’m still pissed, don’t get me wrong, but…things are working out.”

Shelly couldn’t help but grin.

So they ordered Margaritas and resumed their friendship, and Alyce quickly got to the point.

“We’re talking about leaving the thing in him.”

Shelly nodded.

“But we’ve got several problems.”

“Such as?”

“How do we get him relief is one. That’s a big one. It’s not fair for him to do all the work and never get a reward.”

“Okay, what else?”

“His penis is overstimulated. He can’t wear his regular clothes. they rub his poor cock and drive him crazy.”

“Anything else?”

“That’s really it. there’s other small things, but those are the only two things that we can’t seem to figure out.”

“Well, girlfriend,” Shelly grinned, “Fortunately for you, both of those problems are easily solved. They may some adjusting to your lifestyles, however.”

Shelly spoke, explained, and Alyce didn’t notice the gleam in her friend’s eyes.

Sam was naked when Alyce got home. His weenie was out and his nipples were hard and he looked forward to pleasuring her.

As for himself…Sam was grown up now. He knew that he might have to sacrifice certain things to keep his woman happy.

“Come on, Sam, to the bedroom.”

Sam followed along, happy, and watched as Alyce stripped down and laid down and spread her legs.

He pleasured her that afternoon, and she arched so hard her bones cracked. Her eyeballs rolled up so far he thought she was going to be able to look through the back of her skull. Her toes curled until he thought she was going to touch them to her heels.

And she was satisfied.

“Okay, honey. Are you ready for your cum?”

He grunted, “That ain’t gonna happen.”

“Sure it will.” She arranged him on the bed on all fours. “Do you remember when you made that remark about wishing you could push that thing out of you? Instead of pulling it out?”

“Yeah.”

She began stroking his rectum. “You weren’t far off.”

He looked over his shoulder at her. “What are you doing?” he asked suspiciously.

“Pleasuring my man,” she answered happily, and she inserted a finger into him.

Sam had played with his asshole when he was young, and he had always found it exciting. But a solo job is nothing compared to when a woman takes a man’s asshole.

Alyce worked her fingers inside him, reamed him, twisted her fingers, jacked him and hooked her fingers and…Sam began to feel something.

His breath caught and his back arched down a little. He tilted his ass up to take more.

“How’s it going, Sam?”

“Oh, God,” he gasped.

She smiled and pushed harder. She had her knuckles in him, but didn’t go to the wrist. They had a long discussion later as to when what they were doing could be classified as fisting. But that was all moot the moment he began to leak semen.

“It drains, Sam. You’re not squirting, there’s no pressure, and it dribbles easily through the sperm blocker and out your penis.

“Oh, yeah,” he was dazed, trying to think, and failing. He had never felt so good. And he could feel a warm, golden haze enveloping him.

It was like a cum, but softer, more complete, more fulfilling. And it went on and on, lasting longer because of the sperm blocker.

For long minutes she drained him, and she was content to just work him and watch him and enjoy his enjoyment.

Then he was done. He collapsed forward on the bed and would have gone to sleep, except that Sue pulled her hand out of him and slapped his ass.

“Come on, honey. We have to get you ready.”

He rolled over, stared at the ceiling. His cock was limp for the first time in a month. “Ready for what?”

She pulled him to a sitting position and handed him a box.

“What’s this?” he yawned.

“A chastity tube.”

His eyes opened. “What?”

“We’re going to stop your cock from getting hard.”

“But…how will I fuck you?”

“I can let you out. Or you can wear a strap on. but that’s not all.”

He opened the box and stared at the ring and the tube. He looked up at her. “What’s not all?”

“You’re going to wear a dress.”

“The fuck!” he blurted.

“Your cock will be in chastity. We’ll tie it back between your legs. Pants will be too tight, they’ll rub your penis anyway. We’ll put some nice, stretchy, light panties on you. You’ll wear a dress, and your cock won’t get stimulated.

He stared at her.

“Put it on, before you get hard again.”

He put on the device. It wasn’t hard to figure out where everything went, and she clicked the lock shut.

The sound was amazing. Like a cell door clanging to him. A little ‘snick’ to her.

She handed him panties and he pulled them on.

He stood before her his chastity pulled back by the panties. They would get some stretchy garter type material later and tie it back, but having just cum, it was okay for now.

But her having just cum, she was suddenly horny again. The sight of him in panties, with no manhood, but manhood on call at her whim—such power—thrilled her.

She moved close to him and kissed him.

He closed his eyes and the world spun with his new sensations.

She cupped his pectorals with her hands and felt them. “Do you think you’d like to have tits?”

He was flustered, gulping, and he felt her hands, and his nipples, and his imagination suddenly fired up.

“Come on, let’s put a bra on you. I bought this one,” she handed it to him, “because it has no cups. It’s a training bra. When we figure out how to get you tits I’ll get you bigger bras. Can you see yourself as a D cup? Smaller? Larger?”

“Larger.”

She could barely hear his answer as he couldn’t breath.

She reached around him, fastened the bra. He felt like he had died and gone to heaven.

She pulled a garter onto his waist, the began rolling nylons onto his legs. “You’re going to have to shave your legs. Better just Nair your whole body.”

Now he was looking decidedly female. He didn’t have curves, but what curves he had were accentuated.

She took him to her vanity table and picked up the lipstick. “Honey,” she said as she painted his lips. “I love you, and I want you like this all the time.”

“We’ll dress you, make you up, grow your hair long and style it. We can buy you all sorts of dresses and fun things, and you’ll be all mine. Okay?”

He managed to gasp out a “Yes.”

His cock was stirring in the tube. His nipples were hard as the points of screwdrivers.

He said, “But…”

“But what?”

“But you just drained me.”

“Yes?”

“I got drained, and went limp for a minute, but it’s trying to get hard down there, and…and I’m even hornier!”

Alyce kissed him again, felt his soon to be boobs, groped his imprisoned manhood.

“I know. Isn’t it wonderful?”

And he had to agree…it was.

END
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I Feminized Johnny!

A college boy is home for the summer,

and a complete make over!

Grace Mansfield


A Note from the Author!

It’s a changing world. Women are taking charge, men are growing softer, it’s only a matter of time before the complete flip flop happens.

Men will be the real minority. Women will be in charge of the big companies, men will stay home and do the laundry and change diapers.

And isn’t that the way it should be?

The weak should serve the strong, and it’s pretty obvious that men’s muscles don’t count for as much in today’s modern world.

With all this in mind, I think you’ll enjoy this story. A weak man meets a strong women, and the result is predictable.

Now…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Lana saw Johnny a mile away.

Lana was six foot tall, weighed 160 pounds, 30 of which pounds were her breasts. She wasn’t fat, just solid. She did a lot of weight lifting, and everybody knows that muscle weight four times as much as fat. Her weight was spread over her hourglass figure. Add to that the fact that she had trained to be a professional wrestler and wasn’t afraid of pain and knew a whole bunch of wrestling holds, and…Johnny was a shrimp.

Johnny was five foot two, weighed 140 pounds, and wore his hair long like a girl. His face was somewhat triangular and his eyes were soft. It wasn’t any wonder that Lana fell in love with him.

Johnny arrived home at the beginning of June. He was home for the summer, and looking forward to a few months of sitting around the swimming pool, drinking lots of beer, and watching as much porn as he could.

He pulled into the driveway in his rusty VW bug, got out, and carried one of his bags into the house.

Next door Lana saw him from the kitchen window, and her mouth opened slightly. Her eyes focused.And her pussy became extremely wet.

It hadn’t been that wet since Chuck ‘The Animal’ Todd had tripped and fallen on her in a tag team match. He jammed his knee into her crotch, purely accidental, and placed his hands on her big tits to break his fall.

The knee smack turned her on, the hands pounding into her tits was foreplay, and she threw him over, straddled him, and rocked on his waist like she was fucking him.

The crowd went wild. They hooted and stomped and screamed for her to really do it.

After the match they had. Chuck ‘The Animal’ had taken her out and they didn’t even wait for a hotel. They just found a parking lot and he bent her over the hood of the car and did some very nasty, and totally cool things to her vagina.

Unfortunately, as hard as he tried, and as wet as she was, the experience had proved disappointing. Chuck, ‘The Animal,’ had the cock of an animal. A small animal. Like a hamster.

He had cum all over her, but she hadn’t had an orgasm. In fact, had ended up hornier than before they fucked. She wanted what she couldn’t have, what Chuck couldn’t give.

And, while she didn’t mind being thrown around in the ring, she wasn’t fond of being thrown around during sex.

He had flipped her over, pushed her down, stuck his thumb into her and lifted to get her ass positioned, and then rammed into her like he had a big cock.

Not pleasant.

So looking out her window at the slender boy, who had just completed his freshman year in college and turned 19, she felt the heat in her groin.

He was beautiful. Small and delicate. Long hair that needed a bit of a brush, his petulant lips. Deep, expressive, brown eyes. And his penis outlined in his shorts.

For a moment she thought maybe he was one of those idiots who try to look bigger. Wore underpants with ‘enhancing features,’ to make it look like he was packing some serious cock. But when he pushed down on it to get it in place, she knew it was real.

He was to weak to throw here around, he was big enough to finally scratch her itch where it counted, and…she fell in love.

In fact, her pussy went from hot to wet to steaming.

He came out of the neighbor’s house and headed for the car.

Lana ran to the front door, then she stopped.

She could see him through the window in the front door, and he was opening the trunk. The car had several bags so she knew she had time.

She ran to the bedroom, throwing off her bra as she ran.

She was wearing shorts herself, short shorts that went down only to the juncture of thigh and crotch, and were stretchy and tight and showed pimples on her ass.

Except that she had no pimples.

She did have a monkey knuckle, however, and she pulled on a blouse that tied in the front. It was thin, see through, and she pulled the bottoms together and tied them.

She slipped into high heels and ran back to the front door.

He wasn’t at the car, but there were still bags in the trunk.

She stepped out into the fresh air and stood behind the thick oak that stood next to his car, but on her side of the fence.

Johnny sauntered out of his house. He was whistling. The sun was shining and he was free…free…free…

He passed the tree and turned to bend into his Volkswagen.

Lana stared at his petite buttocks as he bent over. Her breath came fast and she really needed this.

Wrestling had given her money, a life, and enabled her to sculpt her body to perfection. but it hadn’t supplied her with a solution to her hungry thirsts.

She needed a big dick, and she didn’t want the dick on a hulk who trampled on her.

Johnny backed out of the bug, started to turn, and stopped.

He was frozen by the sight of the Amazon just over the fence. Her legs were powerful trunks. shapely, but rippling with muscle. Her waist was comparatively small, and her upper body was a V with…OMG…tits!

They were perfect. They were big, and the nipples poked through the material like bullets aimed for him.

Her face was like a Nordic goddess. Her eyes were piercing blue and she was so incredibly beautiful.

“Hello, Johnny.”

“Hu…hu…hi.”

His mouth was dry, his cock was so hard he was having to bend at the waist so he didn’t hurt it.

“Home for the summer?”

“Hu…uh…yeah.”

“Good. Would you like to come over to my house this afternoon? I’ve got cold beer, and I can properly welcome you home.”

If he stared any harder his eyeballs would have fallen out and rolled across the driveway. He felt like steam was coming out of his ears, and he liked his lips.

Lana almost had an orgasm when he licked his lips. She wanted to kiss those lips. She wanted to chew on his mouth, and other body parts.

“Uh…okay.”

“All right. And make sure you bring your dick.”

Johnny almost passed out. He staggered, and moaned, and when his vision returned to normal the woman was gone.

But who was she?

Oh, he knew she was the neighbor, but…man, what a body!

He was in love.

The next few minutes Johnny was like an Olympic athlete, be it a small one. He lifted his heavy bags like they were nothing, ran the bags into his house like he was a sprinter. hurdled over hedges and chairs in the living room, and that Volks was empty in a matter of minutes.

“What are you in such a hurry for?” His mother asked.

She was a petite woman, under five feet tall. And her husband had been small, but he had had quite a dick. It looked like Johnny had inherited that massive piece of man meat.

“Who’s the woman next door?”

Marge knew who her son was referring to. How could she not. Lana had moved into the neighborhood and she was apparently some kind of wrestler or something. Though how a woman could allow herself to be something like that was beyond her.

And she was immediately worrying. She blurted. “I heard she’s got a disease. Syphilis, I think.”

Johnny blinked. A disease? An STD? But that was impossible! How could a woman that beautiful be so healthy and good looking with such massive mammaries?

“I’d stay away from that one,” his mother sniffed.

Johnny didn’t move so fast for the last bag. He didn’t sprint or hurdle or do anything. He just trudged into his house, into his room, and drop his suitcase and flop on the bed.

He unzipped his pants and began stroking Old Faithful.

That’s what he called his penis. ‘Old Faithful.’ It never let him down, it never ran out, and it went off on a regular basis.

A disease? But she was so beautiful!

Oh, he knew that beauty did not immunize one against venereal diseases, probably even made one more prone to them. But…she had a disease?

He was so saddened that it took him an extra minute to squirt, and then his issue was only a teaspoon, and not the usual fistful of mess.

Then, unpacked, disappointed, hadn’t even had a beer, he went to sleep.

“Johnny! Where have you been?” It was the woman. He didn’t even know her name, but she was laying on a patio lounge, naked, and holding an ice cold beer. Corona. Condensed water on the outside, pure refreshment on the inside.

She was laying with her back upright, her knees bent and legs slightly spread. Her beautiful breasts hung down and her pussy was right out in the open. The glistening lips of her labia made him lick his lips.

“I’ve been waiting for you. Come sit in me.” She winked. “Come make me feel good.”

“I’d like to,” Johnny blurted. “But mom told me about your—

“Disease! You’re diseased!” Marge was now behind Johnny, and he turned to stare at her.

In contrast to the strange woman’s nakedness, his mother was wearing a bulky fur coat. It was buttoned to the top. The hem went down to the ankle, and his mother was wearing old witch boots, with the buttons on the instep and curly, pointed toes.

Her steely-grey hair was wound into a strict bun and her eyes were flint-hard.

“You’re not going to give my boy a disease!”

The landscape resolved into their backyards, Johnny tried to climb the fence between them but was straddling the fence when his mother began shaking it.

“Come back here!” His mother yelled.

“Get your ass over here!” screamed the neighbor woman.

His mother grabbed one of his legs and tried to pull him back. the lady grabbed his other leg and tried to pull him over to her side.

There he was, pulled back and forth, his groin sawing on the fence.

“Stop it!” he screamed!

“Johnny, come home!”

“Johnny, come fuck!”

“Johnny…Johnny…Johnny, tugged back and forth his groin being shredded by the top of the wooden fence.

“Johnny!”

“Johnny!”

“Johnny!” His mother opened the door and he awoke and scrambled to cover himself.

“I made you a cake!”

“Uh…okay. Thanks!”

She headed back to the kitchen and Johnny sighed and got up.

Man, that was a dream and a half!

He changed his semen soaked underwear and headed for the kitchen.

Johnny couldn’t hide, and he had no intention of hiding. He had a pool to swim, a lounge chair to soak up the sun. He wanted to work out with a new weight set. There had to be some way to make his body a little stronger. So after he had eaten half a chocolate cake with lots icing and even sprinkles, he went out to the garage and began to set up the weights.

Man, they were heavy! The bar alone was 30 pounds! And the plates were 2 1/2, 5, and 10 pounds.

That was a lot of weight for him to lug around!

But he did it, and he even set up a weight lifting bench.

Then, already sweating, he began working out.

He lifted the bar with 2 1/2 pounds of weights on the end. 35 pounds. He had a chart on the wall and he was doing his best to follow the instructions.

Squats. Presses. Curls. And…his eyes caught motion.

The garage door was open and it faced his neighbor’s house. The angle of garage was such that he cold see part of his neighbor’s yard. He could see the pool area and…and…OMG! She had a weight set!

But she didn’t have 50 or sixty pounds of weights. She had big. plates that must have weighed fifty pounds each! One plate weighed as much as his whole weight set!

He put the weight down and sat on the bench and stared at his neighbors weight set up. Then he got up, went to the work bench, and brought back a pair of binoculars.

He twiddled the dials and brought the binocs into focus. Yep. One of the plates read ’50 LBS.’

Man, how could anybody lift that much weight?

At that moment Lana walked into his line of sight.

Johnny gasped. She was wearing a leotard. He could see the finely toned length of muscles that stretched from her crotch to her ankles. Smooth slabs, hairless, curvy, and so darned powerful looking!

He moved the binocs up her frame. Her waist was tight. He knew from seeing her earlier that her waist was bigger than his chest, but that wasn’t saying much. On her gargantuan frame her waist looked tiny.

Then the breasts, and Johnny wooshed air out like he had been punched. They were each as big as his head. Bigger. He could see the nipples poking through the stretchy material. To emphasize those incredible love pillows her leotard had a big circle of cleavage. It was like looking into the Grand Canyon.

He took in air, managed to start breathing again, and raised the binocs to her face.

She had put her golden hair in a pony tail, probably to keep it out of her face during her work out.

Her eyes were icy blue, made him shiver, they were so clear and sparkly.

Her lips were beautiful, deep red, curves.

She strode out to her weight lifting set, picked up a fifty pound weight! All by herself! Didn’t even look like it was heavy! And put it on one end of the bar.

Then she did the other end.

Then she did two more!

Johnny was in disbelief.

For about five minutes Lana stretched and did light calisthenics. Things like jumping jacks, which made her breasts go up and down, and toe touchers, which made heer breasts hang down and exposed the true magnitude of their magnificence.

Done with the light stuff, she picked up the bar and started pushing it over her head.

Her bar was bigger than his, she had a couple of hundred pounds of plates on the ends, and she just pushed it over her head casually, like it was a feather.

Johnny stared, and though he had just masturbated an hour before, his penis started to wake up.

How could it not, with that beautiful body bouncing around before him?

“Johnny?”

Johnny put the binoculars down, out of sight, and picked up his bar. As he struggled with it his mother opened the door to the kitchen. “Oh, there you are.”

She stepped down to the garage and approached him. “I’m glad to see you taking such an interest in—

CLANG! Across the driveway and strip of yard Lana had dropped her weights.

Oh, crap! thought Johnny.

“What was…oh!” Marge looked across the way and saw Lana wiping sweat from her Amazonian frame.

“That woman.” Marge’s tones could have frozen pork chops. “Has she no shame?”

“She’s just working out, Ma.”

Marge glared at her son. “And you’re watching her! That shameless exhibitionist!”

“She’s not an exhibitions, Ma. She’s in her own backyard, and she’s dressed.”

“So you know she’s been dressed. You’ve been peeping at her!”

“Mom!”

“Well, we’ll fix that!” She went to the door and pressed the button. The garage door started sliding downwards.

Now Johnny was caught. He wanted the door open. She would keep bitching at him to keep it closed. Then he thought of a reason for keeping it open.

“Mom, I need fresh air to work out.”

Marge frowned. She did believe in fresh air. But she held on to her moralistic beliefs. “You can get fresh air when that woman is gone!”

She walked into the house in a huff, and Johnny was disappointed.

So he stopped working out, went to his room, and was able to see Lana working out from there.

Watched her squat, those thick trunks, and he wished they were wrapped around his waist, squeezing him, her ankles locked and her muscles straining, though she probably wouldn’t have needed to strain much to crush Johnny’s fragile frame.

Watched her do curls, her bulging biceps sliding past her chest boulders. Those boobs that he would have been content to drown in.

Watched her do bent over rows. Her chest almost popping over the lip of her leotard. God, those tits weighed as much as his bar! And he wouldn't have minded lifting them for her.

Then he squirted. Fell back on the bed and sighed.

Then sat up…and she took off her leotard and stepped into the pool!

OMG! He caught a glimpse of her naked shape, and he wanted more. He wanted to run out and jump on the roof, or climb a tree!

But he knew he couldn’t. his mother would come running out and yell at him. Get out of that tree! And, Are you looking at that woman again?

So he laid back down and sighed and day dreamed. Sweet day dreams.

That night Johnny slept restlessly. He had gone out to the garage and worked out, and he had jerked off twice that day, and he should have been tired. But the thought of the body laying in bed next door fired his imagination.

The thought of her hands feeling her breasts, tickling the nipples, pulling on them, pulled her breasts up and sucking on those nipples with that beautiful mouth….and her breasts. If she was on her back they would tower towards the ceiling. If she slept on her belly her upper body was probably tilted.

How did women sleep on their tits? If they weren’t big it wouldn’t matter. But if they were big, like the woman’s next door, then did the woman place pillows under her belly and shoulders and head?

it was an interesting question, and Johnny spent much time thinking about how difficult it must be for the woman to lie on her front.

But he would mind if she lay on him. He wouldn’t mind those big melons squashing him. He wouldn’t…

Johnny opened his eyes and realized that it was daytime. The sun was creeping in the window, a rooster was crowing somewhere, and he had a woody.

Morning wood. A pee filled hard on.

He headed for the bathroom and relieved the pressure, then returned to his room to get dressed. And decided to go for a run.

His mother wasn’t up, it was a great morning. He could just put on a pair of running shorts and shoes…yes!

He quickly got ready, then walked out the front door and down the driveway.

At the end of the driveway he began trotting. Within a minute he was finding the rhythm. The breathing, the motion of his legs, and a sudden shadow overtook him.

Lana was hurting. She needed that scrawny kid. She wanted him. She had gone out to work out in her most revealing leotard, hoping he would see her and come over. 

But, no. He had sat in that stupid garage, and then even closed the door!

What was wrong with him? Didn’t he know a good thing when he saw it? Couldn’t he feel her heat for him?

That night, when she went to bed she tossed and turned. She imagined her strong thighs closing around his head, her grabbing his hair and pulling him tight into her crotch.

Lick, you bitch! Make me feel it!

And so dreaming her snatch began to heat up. She quickly grabbed a dildo and began ramming it home.

Lord, she wanted the real thing. but if that kid was going to be stupid all summer, then this is what she had!

She got off twice. Once dreaming of sitting on Johnny’s face, making him look up into her quim. Edging forward so her labia went over his face.

The other time she imagined herself behind him, pumping her hips forward, listening to his squeals. That had been hell of a cum!

Then she had managed to go to sleep, sucking her thumb and one finger half into her gina.

She woke up feeling sad. Solo sex was fine, but not when the source of her dreams was next door.

She was getting ready for a run. She had her shorts on, but hadn’t switched her regular bra for her sports bra.

Then Johnny walked down his driveway and began trotting.

Lana’s pussy was steaming as she ran through the garage, picked up a tee shirt, and sprinted after him.

Johnny was moving along, not too fast, not too slow, when she caught up to him.

“Hello, Johnny.”

He was caught. He would have to talk to his neighbor. In spite of her disease!

But he wanted to talk to her. And do more.

He wanted to crawl between her legs like a worm, have her grab his hair and pull his whole face into her slit.

He imagined his face, wet with her juices, his lungs laboring to breath through the gag of her pussy.

He said, “Uh…hi.”

She trotted next to him, her arms pumping, her breasts bouncing more than she had wanted because she hadn’t changed into a sports bra.

But the way he was gulping and sneaking glances, maybe that was okay. In fact, she put a little bounce into her stride and watched him shiver.

“I was disappointed when I didn’t see you yesterday.”

“Uh…yeah. Me, too.My mom, she had…” he trailed off.

“I saw you in your garage, working out. Do you work out much?”

“Not much, he admitted, then he bravely said, “I saw you, too.”

“I know.”

He was stared at her now, and she was looking back, a smile on her face, those enormous boobs bouncing like crazy.

“You should come over and work out with me. You could be my spotter and we could go for a swim.”

Johnny gulped loudly.

“Do you like to swim naked?”

Johnny tripped and would have fallen, but Lana grabbed his arm in time.

“I love to swim naked. Would it bother you if I swam naked, Johnny?”

“Nu…nu…no.”

“Oh, goody. Then maybe we can both swim naked.”

“Uh…” Words were failing Johnny now.

They were running on the next street, and Johnny found that he had a problem. She was running a bit fast for him, and his cock was getting hard, and it was bouncing and the tip was actually poking out the bottom of his shorts.

Johnny stopped running.

“What’s the matter, Johnny?”

“I’m just not used to running.”

“Oh, we’ll have to do it a lot then.”

Standing, facing each other, she noted that his penis tip was showing. She grinned. “That’s mighty nice dong you’ve got.”

Now Johnny turned red. He had been a little red all along, but running had kept the blood circulating and it wasn’t noticeable. But now they had stopped the blood rushed, his face turned red, and his cock throbbed.

She looked up at him, and he looked at her, and they both knew what she was thinking about. And him being a man, be it in a scrawny body, he was always thinking of that.

“Johnny? Can I speak plainly?”

“Uh, yeah. I mean, I guess.”

“I want you to come visit me. I want you…” she paused, the meaning ‘I want you,’ hung heavy in the air, then she finished the sentence, “to come see me. I need a work out partner. It’s not safe to swim alone, you should always have somebody to swim with. And it would be a lot of fun. Would you like to have fun with me, Johnny?”

Johnny wasn’t even trying to look at her eyes now. He was mesmerized by her chest. He stared at the nipples poking through. He felt like he was going to fall forward and bury his head in her cleavage, drown between her boobs, achieve ever lasting life by sucking on her large nipples.

“Would you?”

Johnny opened his mouth to say yes, but his mother’s voice intruded. I heard she’s got a disease. Syphilis…

“We should run,” came out of his mouth.

As they broke into a trot Lana frowned. Damn! She had done everything but offer her pussy up on a silver platter! What was it going to take? If she had spoken like that to Chuck, The Animal’ Todd he would have fucked her cunt once and her butt twice by now!

And she was discouraged.

But watching Johnny’s tidy, little fanny move back and forth in his running shorts encouraged her all over again.

Damn, but she wanted him. She wanted his hands to grab her buns, his mouth to latch on to her nipples, and his penis…oh, Lord, what she wanted to do to that big old piece of prime rib!

But, her wants aside, Johnny kept running. And it almost looked like he was running to try and get away from her.

She sped up and easily caught him, ran next to him.

He glanced out of the corner of his eye, and she could see fear.

Fear! Damn!

So she decided to pull out the stops.

They were midway down the next street and up ahead was an alleyway, just a six foot wide path, that led to the local school.

But school was out. there would be nobody there, and there was a bush just inside the little walkway.

Johnny came breast of it and she grabbed the back of his tee shirt and lifted and guided him.

Johnny squeaked, his feet suddenly treading air, and he found himself running into the alley.

Then Lana had him turned and his back up to the fence.

“Listen here, Johnny. I want you to come see me this morning. Do you understand?”

She reached down and gripped his big schlong.

“I want you,” she emphasized her words by shaking him so hard he groaned, “And if you don’t show up then I will be very upset Very upset! Do you understand?”

Johnny’s head was filled with thoughts of STDs. Syphilis. Chlamydia. Gonorrhea. His mother yelling at him: You fuck that woman and your dick will fall off! Your balls will rot and smell like skunk shit! You’ll go blind and your asshole won’t work!

But Lana’s hand was holding his favorite parts. It was squeezing, threatening to make his big parts small. It was now pulling, lifting him to his toes, and…and…HE WANTED TO CUM!

He had never felt such excitement in his life! He had never been so horny! Even after beating off twice the day before, and once this morning before running!

He felt his semen surging, trying to get past her grip on his shaft.

“Are you going to cum see me, Johnny? Are we going to have some fun?”

“Bu…bu…” he blathered.

“Are you going to play with me? Help me lift weights and go swimming naked and everything?”

“Bu…I…pu…”

“Are you? Are you?”

She was pulling up on his package with each question. Sperm was seeping through his urethral, struggling past the pythonic grip of her fingers. He could feel his glans burning.

Then, his body plastered up against the fence, his groin threatening, at least trying, to erupt, couldn't breath, his eyes trickling little tears, she leaned into him and kissed him.

There have been many kisses in the history of the world.

Antony is said to have kissed Cleopatra so hard the hair fell off her pussy.

Romeo is said to have French kissed Juliet so thoroughly the poor girl’s tongue had an orgasm.

Martha kissed George so well he erected his monument to her.

But the kiss Lana slapped Jonny with put all those to shame.

Her mouth chewed on his lips, her tongue soothed the back of his throat, she kissed so hard his knees buckled, but since he couldn’t fall she had to hold him up solely by her grip on his package.

The semen trying to get past her iron grip shot forth, pushing right past the pressure of her fingers, and covered Lana’s shorts.

And still it went on.

Johnny moaned and lost the power of speech, the ability to speak, and any will to resist.

Lana moved back and just stared at him, waiting for his answer.

Like his sperm, the answer spurted out of him.

The hell with disease, who cared what his mother said… “Yes.”

She kissed him again.


Part Two

They trotted back home, each of them exulting in their own way.

Lana felt a white hot heat in her chest. In a way, a good way, she felt like she had trapped a wild animal, brought it to bay, and was about to snap the jaws of the trap shut.

Johnny felt confused, through. haze of good feeling. He felt like he had just overcome a mighty barrier. Add to that the fact that his boner was super boning…he felt good.

Lan walked up her driveway, her heart pounding, her nipples so hard the material of the tee shirt actually hurt them. But in a good way.

Johnny walked up the driveway, cooling down from the run, but not from the sexual excitation. He had a monstrous boner bump in his shorts.

They exchanged happy glances, then Johnny entered his front door and lost sight of the luscious Lana.

His mother was right there. She had that mother’s intuition; she suspected something was not right.

Through the kitchen window she had seen the pair walk up their respective driveways, and she had seen that sexy, sultry glance.

“Have you been out with that woman?” she rasped, peering at him with a scowl.

“We met while running,” Johnny said, and tried to get past her.

Marge moved to stay in front of him. She was larger than him, and she was a little stronger than him. “You stay away from that woman! She’s sick! Lord knows where she got it, but she’s got a venereal disease. Probably got it from one of those Africans.

Johnny’s eyes went wide. He knew his mother was not kindly disposed to other races, but to say such a thing, so blatantly racist, and…he finally snapped. “How do you know.”

She sniffed, “Mothers know these things.”

“You don’t know her! You never even talk to her, so how can you say that? And even if she did…did make love to an…an African…what business is it of yours? And why does that mean she has a disease? And—“

Marge reached up and slapped Johnny’s face.

It wasn’t hard, but it definitely rocked Johnny’s head.

“Don’t you be disrespectful to your mother!”

“I’m not being—OW!”

Marge had him by the ear now. She pulled his ear, with him along for the ride, down the hall and into his bedroom. “You’ll stay in there until you apologize!” She threw him onto his bed, then turned and left the room, with the door slammed for good measure.

Johnny sat on his bed and rubbed his ear. A small tear trickled out of his eye. He was stunned. Growing up he had never been abused. Of course, his father had been there to intercede for him.

His father had been a big man, and he had merely turned a shoulder when his mother got upset, let the frying pan bounce off his shoulder.

But Johnny had his mother’s height, and now that his father had left, probably tired of the abuse, he was the target of her ire and opinions.

It was a wonder that she even allowed to go to college.

He turned his head and looked out the window at Lana’s house.

She had kissed him, and squeezed him so hard he had had an orgasm, and it had been the best moment of his life!

Now he was trapped in his bedroom. He knew his mother would hear it if he tried to sneak out. She had ears like a bat.

He sighed. His penis was now flaccid, but thinking of how he was trapped it began to get hard again.

He stood up and went to the window.

She was waiting for him. She was so beautiful, and she wanted him. But, he couldn’t…he…he reached down and gripped his window. He lifted.

CRACK!

It was loud and he jumped back onto his bed.

Good thing, because his mother suddenly opened the door. She had faked him out. She had sounded like she was walking down the hall, but had sneaked back and stayed right outside the door.

“What was that sound?”

“I don’t know!” he sounded properly sullen.

Her eyes squinted in suspicion. She looked around the room, but he had only broken the grip of wood on wood, not opened his window.

“Well…” and she backed out. And he again heard the tromp of her feet down the hallway.

He closed his eyes and listened, and heard the whisper of her house slippers coming back.

Okay. Two could play at that game. He turned over and faced the wall. He sighed loudly. He knew she had heard the settling of bedsprings and his loud sigh.

Sure enough, a minute later he heard that soft whisper of slippers, and he knew she was gone for good this time.

He got out of bed, careful not to let a spring squeak, and went to the window.

He lifted, very slowly, and the window slid upwards. There were a few moments of worry, then the window was open and he was putting a leg out.

Now came the hard part. His mother would likely be at the kitchen window, and he would have to sneak across the yard to get to Lana’s house.

He slithered along the bottom of the house, away from the kitchen. He darted across the back yard to a row of bushes, wiggled through the bushes and walked along the fence. He came to the fence that separated his mother’s and Lana’s property. It was tall at this point, and he leaned a log against it, stepped on the log and managed to climb over.

He dropped into Lana’s yard. He crawled down her fence line and was next to her house. Now he had a space of about six feet to cross, a space in which he would be easily seen.

He was laying on the ground, thinking of how he could make it across that space, but nothing came to mind.

Then Lana came to her kitchen window. She was smiling, and she was tall enough that he could see she was wearing some sort of robe. It was red and satiny and had writing he couldn’t make out.

It was the robe she had worn when wrestling. A big, flaring thing with ‘World Champion Lover’ embroidered on the front and back.

She looked across to his house, then saw him laying below the fence, waving his hand to get her attention.

She blinked, looked confused, and her mouth moved and she silently asked him, ‘What?’

He mouthed back, ‘Mother!’

She nodded.

She had been a young girl and knew how mothers could be. Not only that, she was a potential mother, a mother in training, as it were. She nodded her head and left the window.

He lay there wondering, then heard the sound of the garage door opened. He looked through the shrubbery, worried that his mother might come out through the garage door, but it wasn’t his garage door, it was Lana’s.

“Pssst!”

He looked along the side of her house. She had opened the big garage door and was peering around the corner at him.

He wiggled like a worm down the fence line, behind the low bushes, and cam to the garage.

She was standing just around the corner of the garage, out of the line of sight from his kitchen window, grinning widely.

She stepped out with a big blanket, “Hold for a second.”

He held.

She shook the blanket.

Across the way Marge peered out of her kitchen window. That woman! She sniffed, watched the blanket go up and down, then, preparatory to folding the blanket up, just holding it open, Lana walked back towards her garage.

Marge didn't see Johnny low walking behind the blanket.

As Johnny rounded the corner Lana laughed gleefully and wrapped the blanket around his scrawny frame and picked him up in the blanket. Giggling almost hysterically, Lana ran into the garage and pressed the button to close the big door. As the door slid shut she placed Johnny on his feet and untangled the blanket from him.

“Oh, yes,” she breathed. She grabbed him by the crotch and pulled his face between her boobs. The robe had fallen open and he was stunned by the smell of her sweet flesh, the heat of her bosoms, the feel of her hand on his penis.

“Oh, yes,” he sighed, and he gave himself up to pleasure.

Across the two strips of side yard, secure in her kitchen, and the knowledge that her son was behaving himself, Marge washed dishes.

She liked washing dishes. She liked to get her hands all soapy, to let them slide over the plastic and the glass. It was almost like the feel of her toys when they were lubricated and she was breathing hard and everything was getting messy and confused in her mind. Like right before she popped her cork.

She sighed and thought of her son.

Johnny was a good boy. She just had to make sure he stayed pure until marriage, until some fine woman met her expectations and could be trusted to take control of her son.

She frowned. And he had to go away to college. She didn’t like that. To have her boy out from under her control was galling, to say the least. But…she wondered if there was another way for him to get an education.

And so, thinking her son was asleep in his bedroom, and totally unaware he was already in the neighbor’s house, under that big woman’s sleazy control, she washed dishes.

Then, excited by thoughts of control, she put the dishes aside and headed for her bedroom.

Johnny was asleep, the emergency averted, and she deserved a little pleasure.

Maybe even a lot of pleasure.

She smiled as she closed her bedroom door and locked it.

While Marge was laying on her big double bed, ramming a glass dildo home and thinking evil thoughts about her ex-husband who had jumped her control, Lana was taking control of her son.

Lana was holding Johnny in her arms. She was strong, and he was light, but even if he had been heavy, it wouldn’t have mattered. Sexual excitement gave her strength that she didn’t even know she possessed.

She picked him up, his face buried between her tits, her hand lifting him by the package, and walked around her Ariel Atom, up two steps and into her ranch style house.

She lifted him up enough to kiss his mouth, enjoyed his soft, plump lips.

He twined his legs around one of her sturdy oaks and held on. He pressed the side of his face against her flesh, and held on as she took a few steps into kitchen, where she stopped and kissed him some more.

She placed her hand against his pectoral and squeezed that muscle like it was a tit.

He groaned.

She took a couple more steps, him clinging to her, into the foyer. The front door to the right, the living room to the left. She bent his head back and devoured his lips.

His penis was jerking and throbbing and ready to cum again.

She walked him down the hallway and into her bedroom.

The bedroom had a door at the far corner which led to her work out area and the pool and the whole back yard.

She had a big poster bed against the left wall, and there were leather straps on the posters. She hadn’t used them for quite some time, not since Chuck ‘The Animal’ Todd had used them on her. That had certainly been distasteful. She wasn’t the submissive type, and she had never invited him to her house again, and that had been a couple of years previous.

In fact, she hadn’t invited anybody to her house. She had lived a life of irritated frustration, pleasuring herself with her toys, and generally down on all men.

Until she had seen Johnny. Johnny with his narrow shoulders, His long hair, his soft, brown, puppy dog eyes. Johnny with his thin arms and legs and his gulping, nervous manner.

Now she was glad she had left the straps on the posters.

She tossed Johnny on the bed. He squealed as he sailed through the air, then she was pulling his arm up and pulling the strap around it.

“Hey!” he yelped.

Too late. As he reached for the first strap, on his right wrist, with his left hand, she grabbed his left hand pulled it out and fastened the leather strap around it.

“What are you doing?” his eyes were wide now.

She was down at the bottom of the bed, pulled his leg out and strapping that to a post. Then his other leg.

He struggled, but the posts were strong, the leather was tight, and he was not an especially strong, young man.

“Honey, we’re going to have a little talk.”

“We are?” He looked around the room in a fright. But he couldn’t move, and even if he could, suddenly he realized how big and powerful Lana was.

She threw back her robe and stood in front of him.

He stared in awe at her statuesque form, her huge muscles with the popping veins. Her full, red lips.

“Oh, yes.”

She sat down on the side of the bed and started working his clothes. It was difficult, but she managed to get his tee shirt off. She stretched it a bit, and had to loosen his hands on occasion, but she got it off and quickly restrapped his hands.

She took off his shoes and socks, grinned, and scratched the bottom of his feet with her red fingernails.s

“Oh, God! No! No!” he shrieked in laughter.

She unbuckled his belt and pulled his pants down. Then, loosening one strap at a time, she managed to pull his pants off him.

He lay naked, his unusually large penis sticking up in the air. He was breathing hard now, and watching her carefully, as if he could do something, as if he somehow had any choice in the matter.

She climbed up on the bed and sat cross legged next to his waist.

He stared between the spread of her thighs. He licked his lips at the sight of her opened labia, the thrust of her clitoris.

Her clitoris was especially juicy. She had taken hormones at one time, and that had made her clit grow big and long. She had then done stretching exercises to her labia, hanging weights on them and making them look appropriate in size to her extended clit.

Her tits, of course, just stood out on her chest. Mighty mounds daring the climber to climb.

But rarely had she let a man climb them.

A few women, yes, because they knew how to be gentle, and even how to be submissive.

She reached over to his penis and grabbed in a grip of iron.

He felt her strength. He knew she could rip his tool out by the roots, if she was so inclined.

And the fear was delicious and made him even harder.

“Now then, Johnny, honey, let’s talk.”

Her stroking him softly, in spite of her grip she moved gently, he had no choice. He gulped and brought his eyes up from her wet pussy to her beautiful face.

“I don’t like rude, arrogant men. I don’t like men pawing me as if they owned me. I don’t like to be the bottom in a relationship.”

“Uh…uh…okay.”

“So you are going to be my soft, little submissive. Not just physically,” she gripped hard and he moaned, then she eased up, “but mentally, emotionally. You will come when I call you, bend over if I tell you, and please me in every manner. And if you don’t…” she increased the pressure of her grip and he groaned as his penis got even harder.

“Ohhhh!”

She let up. Then she stood up.

She towered over him on the bed. She was six feet tall and he was a worm on his back, looking up at her magnificence.

Her pussy looked down at him. Her boobs were like clouds that covered the whole sky, except where her face leaned over them and stared down at him. Her smile was delighted with the situation.

“Wha—“ he started, then she sat down.

On him.

Well, she squatted, actually, but his penis slipped inside of heaven.

The hell part was that she had a hand down between her legs, and it was holding the base of his cock.

She began to rise and fall, sighing and groaning, and in between the guttural sounds of pleasure she instructed him.

“You will not…oh, fuck…cum. I will hold you tightly…unh…to make sure…gah…that you don’t have an acci-acci-accident.”

He arched his back, tried to push up through her grip, to get some traction.

The feel of her pussy on him was driving him crazy, but he knew he wouldn’t be able to squirt. His head was being stroked by her soft, velvety walls, the lubrication and the feel of her inner flesh stroking him and stroking him.

“Only I…I…I cum. You are here to service. To be used. Do you under…under…oh, fuck…GAH!” A moment of respite, when she didn’t move, then she continued breathlessly, “do you understand?”

He was arching, humping, trying to make something happen, but he nodded.

“Furthermore, you will wear a chastity tube from here on. We don’t…don’t want…unh…any accidents. Got it?”

“Oh, please,” he whined. “Get me off!” His eyes were shiny with desperation.

“You had your monthly acci-acci-accident in that little alley. If I loosen your hands can you pull on my tits?”

He nodded.

She stood up a little and his penis flopped out. It was stiff and red like a rocket ship ready to blast off.

She half fell on him, her big breasts near suffocating him, as she unloosened his hands.

One hand immediately shot down for his groin.

She grabbed it and pulled it back up. She lay on him, her hands on his wrists, pinioning him. “None of that.”

She slowly pushed back, let his hands free, and if he couldn’t pleasure himself, he could pleasure her. He reached up and placed his palms on her boobs.

“Touch the nipples,” she whispered as she settled back down over his dingus.

His eyes grew wide as once again he entered heaven.

He rubbed his palms over her nipples, feeling their heat and rigid strength.

“Oh, yes. Now then,” the beginning moments of pleasure and orgasm past, she took her time and was better able to speak. “I am going to dress you up. Make you my pretty, little girl. Isn’t that funny? I crave dick, big dick, but I love the taste and feel of women. Maybe we can make you into my little lady boy, or shemale, or whatever. Would you like to take hormones?”

“I don’t…don’t know!” He was stuttering now. He had been close to the edge for a long time, but now she was back to holding his cock and squeezing it so he couldn’t cum.

“Oh, yes, you do. And you want to be my little love doll. don’t you.”

He grunted and tried to squirt and look away at the same time.

She moved his chin back to front so he had to stare at at her.

“Don’t you?”

“Yes,” it broke out of him, a desperate cry for understanding, his inner desires finally unleashed.

It was easier after that. He listened as she laid down the rules. And he had never wanted to cum so badly in his life.

But she just held on and kept talking.

In the next house over Marge awoke. She was laying, naked, on her bed, a toy still inside her.

She wasn’t a big woman, was sticklike and scrawny, very small boobs, but pleasure doesn’t discriminate on size or shape of body. Pleasure is pleasure and can be had by anybody willing.

She was willing, and she had pleasured herself so much she had passed out. But now she was awake, and she had one of those moments of motherly intuition.

First she was smiling, thinking her son was asleep in his bedroom.

Then she was frowning. what had awoken her? Why hadn’t her son tried to escape his bedroom?

Doubts collecting in her mind, she pulled the dildo out with a big pop. She slid her legs over the side of the bed and put her feet on the carpet. She pulled on an old robe and unlocked her door.

She went down the hallway and opened her son’s door. Her eyes bulged as she saw the open window and the empty bed.

He had escaped!

And there was only one place he could be!

That woman!

Snarling, Marge ran back to her bedroom and pulled on here sneaky slippers. She pulled her robe tightly and tied the sash. She ran to the front door and headed across the lawn. She reached Lana’s house and stopped.

Oh, crap! If she entered Lana’s house, even if it was open, she would be guilty of all sorts of things. Trespassing at the least, breaking and entering, and even home invasion!

But she knew her Johnny was in there.

Well, the law can’t stand against a mother’s love. She tried the doorknob and it turned.

Lana never locked her door. She actually hoped some young stud would enter into her parlor (said the spider to the fly).

Marge pushed the door open and slipped into the house.

It was cool. The hum of air conditioning would disguise even the light sound of her slippers.

She moved forward in the foyer and looked to the left. Kitchen. Empty.

In front of her was the living room. Big. Sunken. Couches.

To the right was a long hallway and bedrooms.

Bedrooms. Of course! That Jezebel would be down there, doing mean, nasty, diseased things to her poor, sweet, innocent son.

She slippered on down the hallway, making no more noise than a mouse in a church wearing moccasins.

She heard voices. That evil woman’s voice. Her son’s voice. The filthy woman soft but strident, demanding in a way. Her son’s voice weak and pleading, like when he begged to open a present before Christmas.

She approached the end of the hallway, the master bedroom was opening up for her, and she stopped, tried not to let herself breath loudly, and listened.

After she had finished going over the rules, Lana summarized them.

“You will wear lingerie and dresses. You will always be in chastity. You will never cum. Do you understand?”

Around the corner, in the hall, Marge’s mouth opened in surprise.

“But what about my mother?”

Marge listened harder.

“You will do your chores. you will empty the trash, do the laundry, and if your mother doesn’t like your dress of the day, or even anything you do, then you will follow her instructions to the letter.”

Marge gasped, but managed not to make a sound.

“Mothers are precious. They are the creators of the human race. If you disrespect your mother in any way, even the smallest bit, I will spank your penis until you…well, you’ll be sorry. Got it?”

“Yes…yes..ma’am. But will I ever be allowed to cum in you?”

“No. I have no wish to get pregnant. Your purpose is to please me. We can have a long life together, but you are to follow my rules exactly. Okay?”

“Oh…okay.”

“Do you love me?”

“Oh, yes.”

“Good. Because I love you. Now, we’re going to put a chastity tube on you, and your first duty is going to be to explain it to your mother, to tell her you’re going to be a good boy. I’m sure she and I will be talking later. In fact, I’ll go over to your house before you go home, and explain our situation to her.”

“Oh…oh…okay.”

“This is how you put the chastity tube on…”

Marge backed slowly away from the master bedroom. She hadn’t looked in because she didn’t want to be seen. And she didn’t really want to see what kind of a position her son was in.

As she sidled down the hallway she considered what she had heard.

She liked it.

Maybe the woman, Lana, wasn’t so diseased after all. She had a firm grip on her son, and she seemed to want the best for him. At least, it sounded like her methods would work.

Heck, some of them were the same as she had used on her husband. No cumming without permission. Lots of sex, but no orgasm. That had certainly made Johnny Sr. behave himself.

And the idea of wearing a chastity tube! Sheer genius! Now Marge wouldn’t have to worry about Johnny going to college.

Heck, maybe Lana would even want to keep him here, maybe do his college courses on line. Then he would be perfectly safe from the evils of the world.

She left through the front door, closing it without a sound. She even tiptoed back across the yards and into her front door.

She entered and placed her back against the door and sighed.

Somebody to help her raise her son, to make sure he grew up with the proper attitudes and knew what was expected of him in life.

What could be better?

Lana couldn’t get the chastity tube on him at first, he was just too hard.

She went to the kitchen and got a cold pack and brought it back.

Johnny yelped, but he had no choice. He raised his head and watched sorrowfully as his cock shrunk.

Still, it was difficult, because though he was soft he was still large down there.

Finally, she got his cock in the tube. She put the ring around his package and slid the ring and the tube together. The inset lock clicked, and Johnny was now a good boy.

Lana was tired. It had been a good afternoon of sex, and she needed a nap.

Still, there were things to be done.

She went into her walk in closet and came out with the smallest peignoir she had. It was a tent on Johnny.

She laughed. “I’ll get you some better fits.” She pulled him to her, bent him back and kissed him soundly.

His ding dong wiggled in the tube and he cried out for the sudden frustration and light pain, which turned Lana on.

She kissed him again, reached down and shook his cage.

He cried now. Real tears. Yet he wouldn’t have given up what she was doing to him, for him, for the world.

She pulled him to her vanity table and picked up lipstick. “Okay, honey. We’ll decorate your face properly later, before we take you home. But for right now,” she painted his lips bright red.

“And,” she pulled him to the closet. “Choose some heels.”

She had a lot of heels, and though they were large, he found a pair that he was able to walk in.

“Now then, I’m going to work out and take a nap. I want you to do the vacuuming, and the dishes. I hate cleaning, so you’ve got a lot to do.” then she pulled him to her once again. She couldn’t get enough of him. But she didn’t kiss him this time. This time she cupped his pectorals. “I can’t wait until you need a bra. I’ll talk it over with your mother. Maybe we can get you some implants. Would you like a nice, big, pair of honkers?”

He tasted the lipstick on his mouth and was afraid to speak, to mess it up, as if moving his mouth would crack that wonderful coating.

So he nodded.

“Excellent, honey.” She slapped his ass and he went to clean her house.

She was tired, but she knew she had to work out. Working out always energized her, and she wanted to be fresh and full of energy when she talked to Johnny’s mother.

She slipped into her leotard and went through the back door to the work out area.

In the front of the house, humming happily, Johnny found the vacuum cleaner and set it up.


Epilogue

DING DONG!

Marge walked through the house to the front door. she opened it.

There stood Johnny, in a dress, no boner bump as his now soft penis was tied back between his legs. He was perfectly made up, the shadows and hues made his face look lovely, the eye shadow and liner made his eyes sparkle. His whole attitude was remade. He was no longer the sometimes rude, rambunctious boy, he was now…feminine. And he looked so shy and demure.

Next to him, also in a dress, but this one filled out with her mighty mounds, was Lana. She, too, was made up, and she looked quite presentable.

“Hello, Mrs Parker.”

“Hi, Mom.”

“Well,” said Marge. “I can see we’ve got some things to talk about.”

She opened the door and invited the couple in.

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


Johnny Gets Taken Down!

A forced feminization extravaganza!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Hello, John.”

I blinked. It was a disguised voice, and it was coming over my computer.

“Cat got your tongue, John?”

I was having a hard time figuring out what to say. I mean, somebody had hacked my computer and was now talking to me. The voice was obviously run through one of those Voice Changer applications you can buy on the net.

My voice cracking a little, I asked, “Who’s this?”

“I am your dreams come true, bitch.”

I blinked. “How’d you get into my computer?”

“I see all. I know all. For instance, I know this.”

The screen blanked out for a second, then it went back to normal, then a Jpeg opened.

Me. Wearing a dress. In high heels. Make up. My hair, I keep it long for this purpose, was coiffed.

I couldn’t breath.

“How did you…how…”

But I knew. If this…this person could take over my computer and speak to me through it, they could easily go through my files and find my little stash of selfies.

“I think I’ll send these to your wife.”

“No! No!” I couldn’t breath. “You can’t do that!”

“Why not, John?”

“Because…” I was faint, trying to breath, “She doesn’t…she doesn’t know about…”

“Keeping secrets from the little woman, eh, John?”

“”Look, I’m sorry, I didn’t…” I managed to breath. I changed my shift. “Computer hacking is a crime.”

“Oh, me bad. I’ll go turn myself in. And the newspapers will get ahold of these pictures, but at least I’ll be punished. Right?”

Oh, God! Oh, God! went through my mind. Everything was hazy, I was getting dizzy now. When I had snapped those pictures, while my wife was out of town, I never dreamed…

“What about it, John? Should I turn myself in? Call the police, and maybe the newspapers, and confess?”

“No…no. Wait. Let me think.”

“Thinking time is over, John. You should have thought before you left incriminating evidence on your computer. Should I go to the police?”

“No!”

“I shouldn’t? Does that make you complicit in my crime?”

“No! Wait! What?”

“But if you help me hack into somebody’s computer, even if the somebody is you, then doesn’t that you part of the crime?”

It was a bizarre bit of logic. “No…it’s my computer. Please. Stop. Let me think.”

“Or is it a crime to dress up and prance around like a woman?” The voice, though harsh through the voice changer, was musing. “Do you think your wife would think it’s a crime?”

I was almost crying now. “Please, I only did it a couple of times!”

“A couple of thousand.”

“No!” But…how did this person know? Was he just guessing?

A sigh, which sounded really weird, altered as it was over the computer.

“Well, John. Is your wife home?”

She wasn’t, but I didn’t want to admit to that. “Yes.”

“Maybe we should call her in and—“

“No!”

“No?”

“No! I…you…”

“John. Calm down.”

Calm down? How the fuck could I calm down? If my wife found out that I had a…a bad habit…she’d divorce me!

“John, I’m messing with you. Don’t you remember? I know all…I see all. I know your wife is out shopping. Besides, this is just a get acquainted call.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean that I know your wife is a stewardess, and that she leaves town for three days once a week. And for those three days you’re going to be mine. Johnny boy, we’re going to have such fun.”

I heard the garage door open and the car drive in. I panicked.

“My wife is here! You…I…”

“Relax, Johnny. I don’t want you caught. Not yet.”

“Not…not yet?”

“Maybe not ever. Depends on how much fun you want to have with me.”

The car door in the garage slammed.

“I’ve got to go….I’ve got to!” I was frantic.

“But, Johnny! John boy, we’ve got so much to talk about…so much to do.”

“She’s coming into the house!”

“Don’t you want to introduce me?”

The door to the garage closed.

“John?”

“Back here!” I called weakly. My shirt was wet with perspiration. My heart was pounding.

“Well, Johnny, if you’re going to be that way about it…”

“Please…please…”

I was whispering. I could hear the click, click of my wife’s heels crossing the foyer, coming down the hallway.

“Bye, Johnny.”

I closed the window with the picture in it. I spun around and hoped there was nothing popping up on the screen.

“Hi, honey.” I sounded like a frog at a gargling contest.

Jennie is the most beautiful woman in the world. Five six of legs and boobs, the face of an angel, and a perfect personality. Kind, loving, always willing to go the extra step for whoever needs her help.

“Who were you talking to?” she asked, leaning against the door jamb. “And why are you so sweaty?”

“Oh, I was just doing an exercise video. Just turned it off.”

“Oh, goodie. I need to do one of those. Shall we exercise together? Pull the video up.”

“Oh, uh, it wasn’t a very good one. That’s why I turned it off.”

“It couldn’t be that bad if it made you perspire like that.”

“Oh, well, I didn’t…how’d your shopping go?” I wanted to change the subject.

She sighed. “So many sales, so little time.”

“Ha,” I smiled. It was a weak, sickly smile, but at least I was starting to function out of something other than panic. “Well, let’s go get a drink.”

“A drink? At this time of day?”

“Sure.” I stood up, stretched, and came towards her. She stepped to meet me, and I put my arms around her.

For a long second we kissed, and I reveled in the softness of her lips, the perfection of her body. I cold feel her breasts pressing against me, and I pushed my hips against hers.

She grinned. “Somebody’s got the hotty hots.”

“I’ve got the hots for my hottie,” I kissed her again.

There was nothing I liked more than getting nasty with my wife. Still, there was a piece of me that was still sweating on the inside. Who was this Mystery Hacker? How did he get into my computer?

We kissed our way into the kitchen, made a couple of bourbon and Cokes—Coke highs, I think they are called—and sipped them slowly.

Well, she sipped slowly. I was still in a lather and I gulped.

“Thirsty, are we?”

“I guess,” I said, making another drink.

Jenny watched me. My hand was shaking just a little bit, so I focused on trying to make it still.

“Sometimes…”

“What?” I turned to her.

She had a worried look on her face. “Sometimes I think…I get the feeling…”

I cocked my head and opened a hand in a questioning gesture.

“…that you’re hiding something.”

I chuckled—and never was it harder to chuckle than right then—and said, “You found me out. I secretly love you.”

She giggled, then we were kissing again. And, shortly after that we were in the bedroom. Stripping and licking and gulping and inserting and  kissing and 69ing and trying to swallow each others tonsils and…other stuff.

Later that day, Jenny sleeping the sleep of the sated, I went to my computer. I opened it up and started searching. I was looking for something, a program, a hidden folder, something that would tell me how

whoever it was got into my computer. I wasn’t well versed in computerism, but maybe I could spot something.

I couldn’t.

“Hello.”

Oh, fuck!

“Be quiet, you’ll wake my wife.”

A pause, then a text box opened up.

Does your wife know you’re such a sneaky, little pervert?

I typed:

No.

I mean, no, I’m not a pervert.

A picture opened up on the screen. It was another picture of me. I was dusting furniture…in high heels and a maid’s outfit. I stared in horror at the saucy way I had posed for my picture.

I guess this isn’t really perversion.

It’s just good, clean, American fun.

Right?

I held my head in my hands and groaned.

Okay, this is what I want you to do.

I want you to get a chastity tube and convince your wife

that she needs to be your keyholder.

Make it a tight one.

See through plastic.

I’m going to want to see your helpless, little cock.

I typed,

No.

A picture flashed on the screen. I was sitting by the pool in a bikini. My red lips wrapped around a straw. My Coke high half empty. And the text box opened.

Your wife’s email address is:

Jennylovesyou@gmail.com

I stared in horror.

Did you want to change your last answer?

I didn’t do anything. I wanted it all to go away.

Ten

nine

eight

I jerked my hand forward and typed in:

yes.

The response was quick:

Excellent.

I know your wife is a stewardess,

when is she going out of town.

Man, my mind was spinning, but I was afraid to do anything but tell the truth. I typed:

She leaves Monday morning

and comes back Thursday morning.

The Mystery Hacker typed:

Talk to you Monday.

Make sure you have your chastity tube on.

The text box died. Died the way I wished I could die.

I had to find, and put on, a chastity belt. Before Monday morning. And I had to explain to Jenny why I wanted to wear one. Holy fuck!

I started to turn the computer off, then stopped. Heaving a big sigh, I called up Amazon and looked at the chastity tubes. Crap a doodle. Those things looked small!

I surfed the net for a while, and checked out stories and videos of men wearing tubes. It was starting to look worse and worse…

“What do we have here?”

I near jumped out of my skin. “Wha—!”

Jenny leaned over my shoulder. “Porn, eh. You clever, little horn dog. And here I thought…what is that thing the men are wearing?”

“Uh,” crap, opportunity to broach the subject. My face bright red, I said, “Well, honey. Sometimes, when you’re gone I…uh…I…”

“You masturbate?” She pulled up the spare chair, plopped herself down and stared at me. “This sounds interesting. Tell mama all about it.”

“Well, uh, I masturbate, and I feel guilty, like…like I’m cheating, or something.”

“Really,” she pursed her lips in amusement. “Go on.”

“So I was thinking about wearing one of these things to, uh, curb my…appetite.”

“Are you serious?”

My face was redder than a sunburned tomato. I nodded, and gulped, and wanted to shrink into a crack in the floor and disappear.

She looked at the screen. “Blow that up.”

I was on the Ann Michelle website, filled with pictures with captions. I enlarged the one that was on the screen. It was of a beautiful women in a pencil skirt. She was sitting on a radiator and talking into a phone. The caption read:

Todd’s career as a

realtor really took

off once he learned

to look the part.

Jenny frowned. “I don’t get it.”

“”It doesn’t matter, it—“ I was reached to click the screen off but Jenny put her hand over my wrist.

“No, no. Explain it to me.”

“It doesn’t make any sense…”

“I know. But we were talking about you wearing a chastity tube, and this caption is supposed to be about that. But why is a woman wearing a chastity tube that I presume is designed for the male anatomy? What is happening that I don’t get?”

“Well, uh…”

She looked at me closely. “Are you embarrassed?”

“It’s just that I was looking into chastity tubes and this thing popped up. I didn’t really intend to look at this.”

“Okay, bozo. You’re stumbling and fumbling, and you are embarrassed. So what does this picture mean?”

So I told her. Haltingly, turning eighteen shades of red, I explained, “Well, the girl is actually a guy, but he’s wearing a chastity tube.”

“But why’s he dressed like a girl?” Her face was sweet and innocent, and she really didn’t understand.

“Because…uh, because his keyholder made him dress that way.”

“But, why?”

Oh, God. how do I explain this? Well, there are some men who get off on this.”

“Like…like crossdressers?” The word sounded very foreign on her lips.

“Uh, yeah.”

“That woman is a man? A cross dresser?”

I gave a very small nod of the head.

She stared at me, she blinked, and suddenly, she burst into laughter. Hard laughter. She kept looking at me, then at the picture, and she laughed harder and harder.

“It’s not…it’s just a picture and I didn’t…”

Her laughter dwindled to giggles. Finally, “So she locks up his junk, teases him, then makes him into a girl.”

“Pretty much,” I admitted.

“And you get off on this.”

“Hey, I was just looking for a chastity tube, to make sure I didn’t masturbate while you were gone. I didn’t know this…this perverted stuff was going to pop up.”

“Perverted stuff,” she chuckled, she ran her hand along my cheek. “Well, lover boy, if this is what turns you on, if you need to wear one of these chastity thingies…I’m all for it.”

“You are?”

“I am. But you’d better watch out.”

Stunned, I stared at her, then I looked at the picture on the screen.

“That’s right. I might make you into…”

I turned to her.

“…a realtor.” then she got up, laughing hysterically, and left the room.

I was humiliated. My heart was pounding with the mortification I was feeling.

She thought I wanted…she said…I hung my head. Oh, crap, what have I done?

Then, nothing else for it, I had been given permission, I returned to my search for a chastity tube.

Sunday night, courtesy of Amazon overnight, I was holding a little box in my hands. It was only six inches in a cube, but it felt like the weight of the world was in it.

I went in to the computer room and prepared to open it.

“Who was that, honey?” Jenny was in the living room.

“Amazon,” I yelled back.

She was immediately at the door to the computer room. “Is it that chastity thing?”

Aw, Heysoos Xristo on a ladder with no rungs.

“Uh, I think so.”

“Goodie. Open it up. I want to see.”

I sighed, grabbed a knife and cut the tape. Shortly we were looking at a little black sack. I emptied the sack and we stared at the parts. Three rings of different sizes. A tube. A lock.

“That’s it?”

“I guess so.”

She held the tube up, put one red tipped finger into it and wiggled. She laughed, “This is pretty small. You sure you don’t want to go into real estate?”

“Har de har,” I responded. I was feeling pretty dismal. I didn’t want to do this, and I really didn’t want to do this with my wife watching.

“Well, go on. Put it on.”

I tried, I pulled my pants down and held the tube to my cock, but…my dick was hard.

“No go.”

“Oh, no, you don’t. I’ve been reading about this…”

“You have?”

“How could I not? And bags of frozen peas are always the answer.”

“I’m not going to…”

But she was out the door, and I heard the fridge door open and close, then she was back. “Try this,” she snickered, and she slapped the bag of peas onto my private part.

“Ow!”

“Oh, man up,” she laughed and kept the bag solidly in place.

It was cold. I didn’t like it. And I didn’t like that it worked. In a short couple of minutes my cock was about the size of a Vienna sausage.

Jenny got some baby oil and greased my dick up, then she shoved it into the tube.

Oh, man, it was tight. There was enough room to wiggle.

“Wow, you made it,” she looked at me with a gleam in her eyes, “You must really be small.”

“Hey!”

She put the ring over my package, then slid the little lock into place.

CLICK!

I stared at myself. I was already trying to get hard. My pink skin shoved up against the plastic.

“Wow. Talk about a sardine in a can.”

“Okay. We know it fits. Now gimme the key so I can take it off.”

She stepped back, her fist clutching the two keys that came with it. “Hold on, bozo. You said you didn’t want to masturbate.”

“Little danger of that. You’re here, you don’t leave until tomorrow, and I want to get a little before we go.”

I took a step towards her, and she quickly stepped back. “Wait a minute. I’m supposed to hold this key for you.”

“Yeah, but—“

I reached, but she fended me off, backing up again. Now she was in the hallway. “And we need to check this thing, so you need to keep it on until I leave.”

“But we can do it now, then I can put it back on.”

She was taking slow, small steps away from me.

“But I want to practice being yo—what do they call it?—oh, yeah. Keyholder.”

“There’s nothing to practice, so give me the key.”

I stepped forward, and she turned and ran into the bathroom. When I stepped into the doorway she was standing at the toilet, and she had dropped the keys into the water.

“Hey!”

“Freeze, mister!”

I froze.

“You take one more step and it’s flush city for your little keys.”

“Hey, no! Honey, we need to—“

“Shush, bozo. I’ve got the upper hand now, and I like it. I’ll tell you the truth…I thought this was going to be a laugher, but when I saw your little penis struggling to get out…it made me hot. Like real hot. About to cum I’m so hot.”

“But…”

“Shush, Johnny. You make one move and I flush. Do you want that?”

“I can still cut it off.”

“Sure. You can throw away a hundred bucks. But you wanted to do this, what difference does it make that you start twelve hours early?”

“Well, I don’t—“

“So here’s what we’re going to do.”

“What?” I couldn’t stop looking at the toilet.

“You’re going to promise to start wearing this thing right now. You can get the keys out and hand them to me…and say ‘thank you.’

“But, honey—“

“Your word, or I just flush, and you can cut that thing off, and you can go back to being a dity, little masturbator when I’m gone.” She grinned evilly.

“But—“

I stopped talking, my mind whirling. I had started this. Well, the Mystery Hacker had started it, but now I was in for it. And I had to be wearing the thing tomorrow morning, after Jenny left. And—

“And if you promise me then I’ll…I’ll…”

Now I was curious. “What?”

“I’ll let you eat me to an orgasm.”

I blinked.

“So, come on. What’s it going to be? You going to get a hacksaw? Or eat me?”

Well, there wasn’t much I could say to that. but I did notice how flushed Jenny was, how quickly she had come up with this plan. This thing, this chastity, must really be getting her horny!

“Well?”

I sagged. “Okay.”

“Excellent.”

She strode past me, touched my caged cock on the way. “Get the keys and bring them to me in the kitchen.”

I went to the toilet and dipped my hand in.

In the kitchen Jenny was making a couple of drinks. She glanced at me and smiled when I sat down at the table.

She finished mixing and brought the drinks to the table and sat down opposite me.

I handed her the keys.

She grinned and hooked them on to the gold necklace she keeps around her neck. She sipped, then observed, “I was really surprised when I found out you wanted to be a realtor.”

I knew she was referring to the picture, but her statement puzzled me. “I don’t want to be a realtor.”

“Oh, then you want to be a girl. All dressed up and ready to go.”

I turned bright red. “No.”

“Oh, really? I thought that…maybe…you’d look real cute in a dress. We could get you some falsies, do your hair, maybe a little lipstick and—“

“Knock it off.”

She laughed and teased me, “There’s something there, Johnny boy. Don’t tell me there isn’t.”

I blinked. The mystery caller called me Johnny Boy. So did Jenny. but…I gave myself a mental shake. Jenny had been with me when the mystery caller had called. Still, there had to be something…

“Okay, lover, finish up and let’s go do your tongue exercises.”

She finished her drink, and I quickly finished mine, and she took my hand and led me to the bedroom.

Usually, when we make love, she takes her time, hangs her clothes up proper, puts her shoes away, then comes to bed. That behavior was out the window now. She stripped her clothes off, pulled my clothes off, and sat down on the bed and played with my chastity tube.

“Wow, how does that feel?”

“Tight.”

“I’ll bet. Look how it’s all plastered against the plastic.”

I looked. My poor peeny was throbbing and trying to get bigger, but it was trapped.

Jenny felt my balls. “These feel full. You’ve only put that thing on, and they feel like rocks.

I groaned. They did feel full.

“Man, this thing really works. Come here, lover.”

We hadn’t messed around since she got home, so by the time she got back from her next trip it would be a whole week.

“Honey, you’ve got to let me out.”

“Not a chance. This is too much fun. Now get down there and give me a thrill.”

I crawled between her legs and explored her sex with my mouth. And it was a thrill.

I was horny. And she was REALLY horny. Who would have guessed that trapping a man, keeping his cock a prisoner, would result in such a high degree of horniness.

“Mmmm,” I made sounds as I licked her and sucked on her clit.

Her hands tightened in my hair and she groaned, pulling me into her snatch.

She was wetter than I’d ever seen her. She was splashing wet. I could have gargled with her juices.

“Oh, yeah. Do me, honey.”

I did, and it wasn’t but a few minutes until she was writhing and twisting and pumping her hips into my face.

Finally, she came down. Breathing hard, she said, “That was the best. That’s better than having your dick in me.”

I hugged her waist, I nuzzled up against her boobs and sucked some more.

“And you’re still horny! Oh, my God! Why haven’t we done this before?”

“Please, baby. Let me out. Just for a little while.”

“Ha!”

And so the night went.

I woke up bleary eyed and hurting. I jumped out of bed and ran, hunched over, for the bathroom, and discovered that I was going to have to sit to pee. Crap, it was squirting all over the place before I could get seated and push my package downward.

Afterwards, after I cleaned up the mess, I got dressed.

Jenny rolled over, was happy as I had ever seen her.

“Hey, slave boy, want to do me?”

“Aw, come on,” I begged.

She laughed. “Maybe I can find a man with a dick while I’m away.”

“Don’t even say that!”

“But, hey, you have my permission to fuck around. Go find some juicy babe and fulfill your dreams.”

“With this?” I grabbed my caged package.

“Oops. Well, your tough luck. Me, I got no tough luck. I wonder if the captain of the plane will feel like doing me? We could lock ourselves in the cock pit…funny how I never noticed that name before…’cock pit,’ the whole flight! Wouldn’t that be fun? Fucking from Los Angeles to Hong Kong? And back again.”

“You’re really hurting me, babe.”

She laughed, kissed me. Grabbed my cock. “I’m just kidding.”

Then she stepped away and gave me a fake glare. “But I better not come home and find you in real estate.”

“Honey!” I protested.

She laughed and kissed me again. “Babe, you can dress yourself up as a girl all you want. You can even wear my underwear. Assuming, of course, that you don’t have any of your own.”

Man, my face was redder than a fire engine having a period.

She just laughed some more and got ready to go.

Two hours later I pulled into the garage, buzzed the door shut, and got out of the car.

Man, I was tired. I hadn’t slept much, my cock had been struggling all night, and I needed to get some rest.

I entered the house, tossed my keys on the counter, and headed for the computer room. Check my mail, get some sleep…I’d be good as new.

But when I powered up the computer the first thing that popped up was a picture. And a message.

The picture was of me. Looking in a mirror. Turning a high heel. Inspecting my beautiful alter ego.

The text was:

Clicky click

I want pic!

Pic. Picture. The Mystery Hacker wanted me to take a picture of myself in chastity.

Oh, god! I was tired!

Another message.

Hurry hurry

show me your furry!

Oh, crap with sprinkles on it.

I picked up my phone, took off my clothes, and used my selfie stick. I uploaded and sent.

The text came back:

Show me face!

And smile!

Heaving a sigh, I took another picture, my mouth turned up in a grimace.

The text box:

I said smile!

Happy happy!

I wrote back,

I’m tired.

I need to go to sleep.

And the return message.

Ooh, Goodie.

What you going to wear?

Irritated, I wrote,

I sleep naked.

The answer,

Naked boring.

Does your wife have a night gown?

Wear that!

I shook my head.

I just want to go to sleep.

The text.

You’ll sleep better in a nightie.

Go now.

Or else.

I typed,

Or else what?

A picture opened up on the screen. Me. In a dress. Full make up.

More miserable than a monk with his dick caught in a skunk, I went to my bedroom. Jennie’s nightgown, a filmy peignoir, was hanging from the back of the closet door. I shrugged into it, and, I hate to admit it, it felt good. A caress of fine material, my skin waking up, and my cock…my cock began to surge.

Oh, crap.

I took a picture, tried to smile, and sent it.

The text:

Brush hair.

Make it sexy.

Groaning, I went to my wife’s vanity table and got a brush. I sat down for a minute and stared at myself.

I’m a good enough looking man, but my face is also a little…soft. I had brown eyes and full lips. And my hair was long.

I found myself taking an extra moment and brushing it out. And flipping up the ends a bit. The, getting into it, captivated by my own image and what was happening to me, I sprayed it.

I went back to the computer room and took a picture.

Text:

You need make up.

I texted,

I’m not going to put on make up.

The answer.

Sure you are.

And hurry up.

Suddenly the computer spoke: “Why are we using these stupid text boxes? Your wife isn’t home. Now go put on make up. Or your pictures go on Facebook.”

“You can’t do that!” I blurted.

The voice, made raspy by the Voice Changer program, said, “I can’t?”

Suddenly Facebook opened up. On it was a picture of me. Striking a pose. My cock showing under garters, between nylons, hard and dripping. And there was a caption:

Do you think my wife will mind?

I actually screeched. “No!”

“Don’t worry. I haven’t posted it yet. This is just a draft. Go ahead and delete it…then go put on your make up!”

I managed to delete the image, then, defeated, I stood up and headed back to the bedroom.

I walked down the hall, my penis pressing against the cage, blood pounding in my balls, in my ears. It was almost as if…as if…I was getting horny.

But, heck, that’s what cross dressing did to me. Put on the forbidden clothing and the dick got harder. And the cums were massive.

Yes, I admitted, I was getting hornier.

But I didn’t want to be horny!

But what I wanted didn’t matter. I sat down at the vanity table and began painting my face. Moisturizer, primer, foundation…blush. eyeshadow and…lipstick.

I was breathing hard. I had almost forgotten that I was being forced to do this.

I looked at my face. I was transformed. I was beautiful. My maleness was a memory, and my femaleness was presented.

I stood up, my nipples were raging hard. I put on high heels. I couldn’t help myself.

I filled my cage.

I walked to the computer room, took a picture, and sent it.

There was about me an attitude. I think I thought it was resignation, but it was more. There was a pride to me.

I was woman.

And I had never felt more like pulling out my throbbing boner and beating it to a frothy cum than right then.

But I was trapped. I could do nothing.

But enjoy it.


PART TWO

“Jane, I need your help.”

Jane said nothing for ten seconds.

Jane was my ex. She was a beautiful woman, a great woman, but two years into our marriage I had realized she wasn’t the right woman. And, fortunate for me, she had realized that I wasn’t the right man.

So we divorced, I met Jenny, and I was actually on good terms with Jane. Heck, Jane and Jenny even got along.

“What do you need?” she finally asked.

“Uh, you remember when you found out that I cross dressed?”

Silence. God, this was difficult.

“I have a vague memory,” she spoke drolly.

“Well, somebody hacked into my computer and they found pictures of me, uh, dressed up.”

Jane barked a hard laugh. But she wasn’t laughing at me, she was just surprised.

“I didn’t know you still did that. But I guess once the monkey is on your back…what do you want me to do?”

“Can you get into my computer? Find the hacker?” Jane was good with computers. I mean REAL good.

“Maybe.”

“Maybe?”

“Look, as we speak Apple is hacking you. Google is hacking you. Microsoft is hacking you. The tech world is inside your computer. All of them. They don’t do anything, except try to make you a better consumer. But there are doors. I can get through some of them, but even if I do…it depends on how good your hacker. How well does he cover his tracks. We’re talking high level cloak and cypher stuff.”

“But can you try.”

Jane gave a heavy sigh. “I guess. But you’ll owe me.”

“Anything. I just need to get this hacker off my back.”

“Okay, I’ll be free in two and a half months, and then we can…” She stopped talking as I sucked in air, then she laughed. “Gotcha. I’ll come over this morning.”

“Heysoos on a fire truck with no fire to go to.”

She giggled. “You’re so easy. See ya.”

An hour later she walked into the house. “Johnny boy!”

“Back here!” I called from the computer room. I frowned. She had called me ‘Johnny Boy,’ like the hacker. Like Jenny. Why was I getting this new appellation.

A moment later she strode in with a laptop under her arm. “Move it, buster. And move the printer, and get me a Coke and bourbon, like we used to drink.”

I jumped out of my swivel, she plopped herself down and began hooking up her laptop to my computer.

I shoved the printer aside and went to the kitchen. In a minute I was back and we were sitting and sipping good stuff.

Jane was humming, tapping the keyboard with her red nails, and I was reminded of past times.

We didn’t divorce because we were physically incompatible. Hell, she is one of the most gorgeous creatures on earth. Dark hair. Flashing, green eyes. Red, red lips.

No, we divorced in spite of our physical attraction. We were just…different people.

But that didn’t stop me from getting a boner in her presence. Well, tried to get a boner.

“Okay, I’m going to check a few files.” She checked, and sipped her drink, and I could see her red lipstick on the rim of the glass. Fuck. She knew I loved red lipstick and must have worn it deliberately this morning.

“Hmmm. Nothing so far, but we’re just starting. Let me take a gander at your histories.

I was really our of my depth as she pulled up lists of sites I had visited, emails I had sent and received. Her fingers were a blur on the keyboard. Suddenly, she stopped. And giggled.

“What?” I asked, thinking she must have found something.

“You’ve been on chastity sites.”

“What? How do you…” I stopped right there. I knew how she knew, it was right in front of me.

“Oh my God! You bought one!”

“You can tell th—“ I stopped. Of course she could tell that.

She swiveled towards me and grinned. I didn’t like the look in her eyes. “Show me.”

“What?”

“Your tube. You’ve got it on, and I want to see it.”

“I’m not wearing a chastity tube!” I protested.

“Then show me your cock. Prove it.”

“I’m not going to show you my cock!”

“Then I’m not going to find your hacker.”

Oh, fuck! I had forgotten how demanding and bullying she could be.

“Look, Johnny. I’ve seen it. I’ve even done it. It’s not cheating for you to show me your caged cock. I’ve never seen one, and I want to see it. So drop the drawers…or else!”

It took me a moment, my mind was spinning like drunken ballerina, but I unbuckled and dropped.

She stared at my caged cock. Then she actually licked her lips. And reached out and grabbed it.

“Hey!”

But she had a hold of it. She turned it this way and that, causing me to squeak and contort. “Wow.” She tapped the cage, causing a shiver to run through me and buckle my knees. She pulled it, and I almost fell over it. She slapped my balls. She looked up at me. “You’re a hunk, Johnny, and I always loved your big cock. But this…this is making me officially wet.”

I was sort of stunned. First Jenny thinks it’s hot, and now Jane does.

She leaned forward, placed her lips on the tip of the chastity tube. She left a trace of her lipstick on it and let it go. “Okay. Zip up. I respect your marriage vows…though I’m tempted not to, though this makes m so horny that…” she frowned. “You couldn’t anyway, Right?”

“Right!” I pulled my pants up and buckled.

“And I’ll make sure I tell Jenny that you refused to fuck me…” she laughed at the expression on my face. “Just kidding. Besides, this is not something I would really want to talk about.”

She turned back to the computer and muttered, “Stupid chastity tube.”

For an hour she poked around. She went places and did things that a computer novice could only wonder at. Finally, she leaned back with a frown. “Johnny, this person is good. I don’t see any way—”

Suddenly the screen blinked, and a new screen popped up…it was a live time picture of Jane and me. Staring owl-eyed at the computer. A sound went off.

Bwooop! Bwooop!

Bitch alert.

Bwooop! Bwooop!

“What the fuck?” Jane blurted. I had actually taken a step back, and now I leaned forward, looked over her shoulder.

A text box appeared.

Well, well.

Somebody is trying to hack the hacker.

Jane tapped a few keys, but the computer was no longer under her control.

Then a voice came out of the computer, “Hello, Jane.”

The voice was the garbled harsh voice of the Mystery Hacker.

“Who are you,” Jane snarled.

“I’m the little engine that could. And, Johnny Boy, I’m disappointed. Even if you managed to lock me out…I’ve got your pictures. And now I’ve even got videos.”

A video popped up on the screen. There was no sound, but it was damning. It was Jane talking to me just an hour before. Me pulling down my pants. Jane grabbing my caged cock. Jane kissing the end of my plastic peeny.

“Oh, fuck!” I whispered.

Jane gasped.

As if me prancing around in a dress wasn’t bad enough. Now I was caught with my pants literally down and another woman holding my prick.

“Think I should send this to your wife, Johnny?”

“No! No!” I was white as a sheet. Jenny had handled the idea of me in a dress admirably, but cheating? And it did look like cheating!

“Who are you?” Jane’s voice was shaky.

“In a moment, I am about to be your best friend. I’ve had an hour to sort through your history, you’ll be glad to know that I have cloned your home computer.”

“What?”

“Your password is JaneLovesJohn backwards.”

“Oh, fuck!”

I looked at her.

“I never changed it from when we were married.”

The computer voice continued: “I’m sure the government will be interested in you hacking various political parties…”

“I just wanted to see if I could do it! I didn’t do anything!”

“Crime and time, baby. If you can’t do the time then don’t do the crime.”

“But you can’t…that would ruin my life!”

“You would have ruined mine…if you could have found me.”

“But you…but…”

“So here’s what we’re going to do.”

Jane and I listened with horror.

“You two are going to take off your clothes, go into the bedroom, and have oral sex.”

“What!” We shrieked together.

Jane: “I’m not doing that!”

I yelped: “I’m not cheating on my wife! No matter what!”

The voice on the computer: “Oh, Johnny Boy, Johnny Boy. It’s not cheating. Cheating is when you put your little dickie inside unauthorized pussy. You certainly can’t do that.”

“But I love my wife!”

“Do this and she’ll never know. Don’t do it and I will post your pictures…and video. And now Jane is involved. Jane certainly wouldn’t want her files out on the web for the government to look at. Would you Jane?”

She whispered. “You can’t do this!”

“Why not?” And the voice was happily nonchalant.

Jane and I sat there, frozen, suddenly aware of each other. We hadn’t had sex in several years. And the last couple of times we had had sex, before we had realized we weren’t compatible, it had been…messy.

Neither of us wanted to do this. Sure, she gave me a boner…but boners come and boners go. Wives like Jenny didn’t.

“All right, kiddies. On your feet and drop ‘em.”

We were frozen. Jane snuffled. I felt tears in my eyes.

“Do I have to do a count down?”

“But…you can’t…we don’t want to…”

“Too bad, so sad, you’ll be glad.”

Slowly, Jane and I stood up.

God, we were self-conscious. It was like we were newlyweds all over again, but this time we didn’t want to be.

“Come on, come on,” the voice on the computer encouraged us.

I pulled my pants down, kicked out of them.

Jane pulled her shorts off. She stood there in white panties, her camel toe plain to see.

“It’s okay,” I whispered. “It doesn’t mean anything.”

She took off her blouse and I was treated to the sight of her incredible mammaries. I don’t know about you, but I tend to pick wives that are well endowed. And Jane had gotten even bigger with time.

I took off my underpants. My caged cock was easy to see.

“Come on, get harder, Johnny,” then the voice giggled.

“Shut up,” I whispered, more of a whimper.

Jane reached behind her back and undid her bra. Her mountains tumbled forth. Big as the rockies, with nice, erect nipples.

Erect? Crap. This was actually making here horny.

But what could I say? My cock was squirming around so hard it was painful.

And I wondered, at that moment, I admit it, would I have fucked Jane if my cock was uncaged?

It was an answer I wasn’t proud of, but which I couldn’t deny.

I took off my shirt.

She rolled her panties down her sexy legs. I took in air at the sight of her beautiful body. It was a body that I would never forget, and my body was responding to it all over again.

“Okay, kiddies, take Jane’s laptop into the bedroom with you. I want to watch this.”

Shaking as if it was cold, Jane and I walked out of the room, down the hallway and into my bedroom.

Jane set her laptop on Jenny’s vanity table. She aimed it towards the bed. She had absolutely no expression on her face.

“I’m sorry,” I murmured. “I got you into this…”

“It’s okay,” she said. “It’s not your fault. It’s this…this…”

“Okay, kiddies,” the voice came from the laptop now. Jane and I were on the screen, standing by the bed, looking like children that had been rained on. Bedraggled and sad. “Time to get it on. Jane, lie on the bed. Johnny, get busy.”

Jane sat on the bed, scootched back. I knelt by the side of the bed.

I looked up at Jane. Her eyes were black, her expression stony. “I’m sorry,” I whispered.

She nodded, then: “Let’s do it.”

I moved my face between her thighs, I looked at that which I hadn’t seen for years. And I was horny.

Shove a man’s face into pussy, any man, any pussy, and he will get hard. That is just what a man is.

I felt the blood surging in my cock cage. My cock pressed against the plastic, hard, and tried to stand up.

Time seemed to slow down. I didn’t want to do this, but if the voice had suddenly told me to stop, I wouldn’t have. This pussy beckoned to me.

I touched her lower lips, kissed them, ran my tongue up the floppy, moist labia.

Jane gasped, and suddenly her hands were around my head.

She remembered all the times I had done this before. I knew she did because her snatch was suddenly sodden. Dripping. Pulsing with her own blood.

“Oh,” she said. Just that one word. But it was filled with want and desire and sheer horniness.

I kissed her clitoris, wrapped my lips around it, and sucked it, licked it, pulled it.

Suddenly I pulled back. I looked at the laptop. I was crying.

Jane saved the day. I don’t know what I would have done, but she  leaned forward, grabbed my face and turned it to her. “It’s okay,” she said. “We both understand. It’s okay.”

Then she pulled my head between her legs, back to her pleasure palace. I resumed licking, and I listened as Jane started to moan.

I lifted my hand and traced the rim of her hole. She jerked, then I heard her whisper, too low for the computer to hear, “Make me come, Johnny. Make me pop.”

Tears or not, my lust was now out of control. I had no choice, I had to do this, so I did it.

I buried my face in her goodness. I felt the juices smear my face. I brought my hand up again, but this time I didn’t just touch and tantalize, this time I drove them in and began fingerbanging her.

Jane groaned, a mighty groan, and I moved my hand against her forcefully. I remembered what she liked, and if I was going to have to do this…I was going to do it right.

For a long minute I ate her, penetrated her with my fingers, then I jumped up on the bed, got more leverage, and I started really reaming her with my fingers. I could feel my four knuckles banging against the ridge of her hole. Only my thumb was not inside her, and I started moving my hand back and forth. It was almost like I was punching her, but it was punching with love.

She started to twist her hips, to ask for more, and I knew she was close.

“Johnny….Johnny…” she moaned, just like she had done years before, then…she popped.

“GAHHH!” Her hips thrust up, her body locked, and her eyes rolled back.

“FU…FU…FUCK ME!”

I kept the jack hammer motion up, worked her all the way through her orgasm, and only when she collapsed did I stop. But I left my hand in her as she recovered.

She gripped my wrist, gave a few screws of her pelvis, then pushed me out.

I sat back. My cock was pounding. I stared at my naked ex-wife.

For a moment I was sorry we had ever parted. Then I thought of Jenny. No. I wasn’t sorry. But, man, did I miss Jane’s magic pussy.

And Jane’s magic pussy, it appeared, missed me.

The sound of clapping from the laptop. Jane and I jerked our heads around and stared at the digital intruder.

“That was most entertaining,” the voice said. “Pity Johnny can’t get out and do the deed proper, eh?”

Jane and I looked at each other. In a way we were betrayed, embarrassed, ashamed. But we were almost proud. We had done it. We had overcome the intention of the Mystery Hacker and actually enjoyed each other.

“Okay, Jane. I’m done with you. You can go home and whine and cry or do whatever it is you do. Johnny, I’ve got a job for you.”

A job? For me? Fuck. Hadn’t I done enough?

I waited while Jane got dressed, picked up her laptop, and left. We didn’t look at each other, and we did. By that I mean there were moments when we caught each other’s eyes, glances, and there was a happiness in us. In spite of the Mystery Hacker, we had really connected again.

No. We weren’t going to be a thing again, but…we had had one last fling.

She had enjoyed it, and, I tell ya, though I only ate her out, it was a victory for me. Sure, I was hornier than ever, but I had satisfied a woman.

Jane gone, the computer spoke again.

“Johnny, I am sending you some blueprints. You’re handy with a hammer and saw?”

“I’m okay,” I muttered.

“Good. You have one day to finish this project. Start as soon as you get the download.”

The computer voice went away, and I just sat there. I was exalted, and I was shattered. I was sad, and yet a part of me felt light and glowing.

Then the file downloaded. I opened it up and gasped.

The first thing I did was wash my face. As enjoyable as it was, I didn’t want to walk around with the aroma of my ex on my face.

Then I poured a big drink. We have giant glasses for special occasions, and if this didn’t qualify as a special occasion then nothing did.

Finally, I printed off the blueprints. They came on several pages and I had to glue them together to get the whole picture in a large enough fashion.

On the surface, it was simple enough. Two by tens. A four by four. Bracing struts, and a base.

The hardware was screws, a hinge and a locking mechanism. I could build this easily in a day. So I got to work.

First, my big glass between my thighs, I drove to the hardware store.  I sipped and didn’t care if I was caught for drunk driving. Heck, a DUI would rescue me from the situation I was in.

I filled up a cart with lumber and hardware, and I think it may have been obvious what I was building. The clerk certainly gave me an interested glance…but, so what?

I returned home, backed up to the garage, and unloaded.

I shoved everything in the garage to a side wall. I laid out the lumber in a pattern, then got out what tools I would need. By lunch I was sawing and pounding like a maniac.

A horny maniac. My cock cage shifting back and forth, reminding me of what a fool I was.

I drilled holes in the cement, the base, then fastened the borning contraption down so it wouldn’t move. At all.

I erected (first time I ever hated that word) the four by four and screwed the braces in. Finally, I worked on the first two by ten.

This was going to be the hard part. I didn’t have any kind of a template, and I was going to have to eyeball it. I made a measurement, a little wider than the diameter of my neck, then cut a half moon in the center of the first two by ten. I used a router on the edges, then sanded the half hole. I then made two smaller holes, about a foot to the sides of the big hole.

I took the other two by ten and did the same things. I used the first one as a template, and the work went easier. Late in the afternoon I matched them together. Perfect.

I placed the first one on the stand and attached it, screwed the braces in. I put the other two by ten on top and attached a hinge at one end.

If you haven’t figured it out by now…I was building a pillory. Stocks. In my own garage. I could only imagine what was going to happen.

The framework done, I went over the thing, sanding, attaching the locking mechanism. Finally, the locking mechanism taped up so it wouldn’t accidentally fall and catch me—once in this thing I wasn’t getting out—I put my neck in the hole. I lowered the top plank and…yep. Once this puppy was locked my whole body was going to be as firmly trapped as…as my cock was trapped.

Finally, evening falling, I turned off the lights and went inside to eat.

I spent a lonely night with my thoughts.

I had been on the edge of cheating on my wife. I didn’t like that.

I was horny, and though horniness is always fun, it was also frustrating.

Interesting, the Mystery Hacker didn’t get in touch with me. When I checked my mail there was no message. No pictures. And, thankfully, no videos.

I was sure the Mystery Hacker had video’d me eating Jane.

Yet another bit of blackmail.

When would this end?

I was so sad I didn’t even cross dress. I simply hadn’t the heart.

I awoke at six the next morning. I had gone to bed early. I was exhausted from the tension of the past day, and the physical work of building the stocks, and I had slept deeply.

How well I didn’t know, I had probably had nightmares, but I woke up fairly well refreshed.

I got dressed, ate a small breakfast, just mush, and went in to the computer room.

I didn’t want to go into the computer room.

I wanted everything to be over. Most of all…I wanted my wife home.

Sighing, I sat down and powered up the computer. Before I could even open my email: “Hello, Johnny.”

My heart sank. “Hello.” No cheery good morning from me.

“Big day today. First I want you to go get dressed. Cross dressed. And I want you to do a bang up job. Shave your legs, pluck your eyebrows, everything.”

I didn’t even say anything. I just stood up and went to the bedroom.

It took me an hour, but I did it. I was leg shaved and nylon clad. I was wearing a high and tight bra with big falsies. I walked through the house  in high heels and wearing a slinky dress. My face was perfectly made up and my hair was brushed out and wavy. I sat down in front of the computer.

The camera clicked on and I could see myself. I didn’t look like John at all. I looked like my female counterpart. My eyes were shadowed and my lips were red. I was actually, if I wasn’t so sad, looking pretty good.

“Ooh la la, Johnny Boy. If I didn’t know you were a man I’d want you to bend over and take it.”

“Fuck you,” I whispered.

“What? What was that? Did you say something?”

I shook my head. I had never felt so low in my life.

“Well, if you haven’t figured it out, Johnny, you’re going to get to meet me.”

“What?”

“That’s right. I want you to take your cell phone out to the garage and lock yourself in the stocks. Lock yourself in, and send me a video. Use a mirror so I can see the locking mechanism. I don’t want any unpleasant surprises. When I’m sure you’re secure I’ll pay a visit.”

I’ll give you an unpleasant surprise, you asshole, I thought, as I picked up my cell phone.

I went out to the garage. There was a square of mirror over my work bench, and I set it on a stool so it would reflect the locking mechanism. I braced it so it wouldn’t fall over or anything. Once I was locked in I wouldn’t be getting out. I had to do this right the first time.

Finally, I placed my head and hands in the holes and lowered the upper plank.

Clunk, and…click. The hasp swung down over the metal loop. I started recording.

I showed myself pushing up on the plank, with no luck. I showed how the hasp was securely in the mechanism. I was caught. And I stood there. Waiting.

A half hour passed. I was still holding my cell phone, and I wondered if maybe I should be calling for help. Suddenly, I heard the front door open and close. High heels clicking across the kitchen floor.

High heels? I had always figured the Mystery Hacker was a man…but…she was a woman?

I mentally checked off all the women I knew.

Jenny was gone. And she had been present when the Mystery Hacker was talking to me. Jane was also out of the running. She had been victim as much as I.

And I didn’t know any other women!

It wouldn’t be my sister or mother, and…and there was nobody at work. Not even an acquaintance.

Who?

And the question rattled around in my mind.

Who? Who? Who?

The door to the kitchen opened.

I tried to turn my head, but couldn’t. I tried to roll my eyeballs around to where I could see, but I couldn’t.

“Who are you?” I squeaked.

No answer.

High heels clicked across the floor, then I felt hands touch my butt. Soft hands. Gentle hands.

“Hey!”

“Mmm. Nice ass.” The voice was still talking through a Voice changer. I could hear something behind the harsh tones, and now I knew it was female, but I couldn’t tell anything else about it.

“Who are you?”

But those strange hands took the command out of my voice. I was weak, and getting weaker.

Suddenly I felt something squirt on my ass, then the hands smushed the liquid, it was lubricant, into my ass.

“Hey!” I was starting to get alarmed now. As if I wasn’t before.

“Easy, Johnny Boy,” the voice whispered, sounding like a death rattle. “You just need a little decoration back here. After all, if you’re going to be a woman, you should get yourself plugged up. Right?”

I felt a sudden pain, then a popping sensation, and I realized: A butt plug!

“Fuck!” I yelped.

A hand slapped my ass. “Easy, boy. Just enjoy it. We’re going to have some fun today.”

“Who are you?” My voice was rising.

“You’ll find out.”

The footsteps retreated from me, went back into the kitchen, and the door was closed.

“Hey!” I yelled.

No answer. Just heels licking back across the kitchen, out the front door, and then, I couldn’t hear anything.

Fuck!

Here I was, dressed like a woman, made to do things against my will, in a pillory, with a butt plug up my ass! What could be worse? Eh? What could be worse—and then I found out.

The woman who had come out to the garage and plugged me, she must have grabbed the remote for the garage door. Suddenly the motor whined, my eyes opened wide in shock, and the big door started rolling up.

“No…no…” I was somewhere between whimpering and wailing, my mind totally stopped.

The door went up, and the first thing I saw, through the growing crack of sunlight, was a herd of feet. Lots of feet. Hundreds of feet. All in high heels.

Then I saw ankles, all in nylons. Then skirts. A lot of pencil skirts. Round hips, thin waists, then large bosoms. A hundred large bosoms, all standing on chests and staring at me. Then necks, and then…women.

Ladies. The fair sex. The better half of the race. And they stood there and stared at me, all made up and grinning.

For a while there I don’t think I even had a mind. All I had was astonishment, a stunned head, and blinking eyes.

I felt like somebody had put a plastic bag over my head and waited till I stopped breathing, and somehow…somehow…I was still alive.

Then the women began to clap. Some of them smacking their hands together lustily. Some of them tapping the palms together, but all grinning and applauding, like I was the hit show on broadway.

Then somebody pushed forward, through the herd of women, and walked towards me.

It was Jenny. My wife. And she was laughing. Behind her, I could see Jane.

Jane? WTF? WTFWTFWTF!

“Hello, Johnny Boy.” She held her hand up and spoke into her cellphone. Her voice came out rough, harsh, and I knew this was the ‘voice changer app’ that had had me so fooled.

I couldn’t speak. My mind was officially blasted.  But I didn’t need to. She explained everything.

“Johnny, these women behind me are members of the Ladies’ Sissy Society. They have come together to retrieve the rights of women everywhere. Their methods are harsh, but infallible.”

“But…but…”

“It came to their attention that you like to do a little cross dressing. Since you are already halfway to becoming a whole man, one who understands both the male and the female side, they decided to help you go all the way. To help you be a whole man.”

“But how…how…?” My mind was working, sort of, at least it was working enough for my mouth to blither and blather.

“How is easy. Jane knew you cross dressed a little. She became a member of the Society, and the Society contacted me. From there it was easy peasy. We actually had a couple of women take turns being the Mystery Hacker.”

I became aware that I was alive. Red-faced. And trapped. Not just my dick in the chastity thing, but my body in a dress, and my mind…my mind in an understanding of the fun of getting dressed up, made up, and…and…being that way.

“And Jane…but she…I had to…”

“Did you like that? Right from the start Jane said she wanted you to do what I made you do. Considering the circumstances, it wasn’t cheating. Did you like that?”

“Oh…my God. My…I don’t…”

Jane came up and stood next to Jenny. “It was great for me, Johnny, and I know you enjoyed it. Now admit it.”

I had no choice. It was the truth. I said. “Okay.” Just a small little affirmation, but a sigh went through the crowd. I realized they were waiting for me to react certain ways.

“Excellent, Johnny. You’re halfway there. Are you ready to go the other half?”

“What other half?”

She smiled. For a man to be officially accepted by the Ladies’ Sissy Society it is crucial that he go through a…call it an initiation. Are willing to do that?”

“What…what is…”

“This afternoon, while you are in the stocks, dressed like a woman, we are going to welcome you to our midst. We will have sex with you; we will fuck you, the way a dominant woman makes love to a submissive man. Would you like that? Johnny? Can you do that?”

I stared out at a hundred faces. Beautiful, fantastic, hungry faces. Would I like to make love to a hundred women? Yeah! In a rabbit’s heartbeat I would! But did I want them to make love to me? The way a dominant woman would make love to a submissive man?

I knew what they were going to do to me. I even saw a couple of the women, on the fringes of the crowd, with strap ons around their waists, waiting for dildos to be screwed in, waiting to use them on me.

Jane knelt down. and looked me in the eye. “Johnny, you can say no, and all this goes away. You crossdress on your own, you masturbate to your heart’s content, but Jenny will be leaving you. The women of the world are just too important for her to bind herself to one selfish man. A man who could understand, but chose not to. A man who could not become a complete man. But it’s up to you, Johnny Boy.

Jenny stepped forward and touched my cheek. I could see tears in her eyes. “It’s true, Johnny. I love you with all of my heart, but I can’t love a half a man. You either come on over to my side, or I’m leaving you.”

Jane: “What’s your answer, Johnny.”

I looked at Jane, at Jenny. I stared at the hundred women behind them. A hundred women wanted to open me up, change my mind, scour me of the last vestiges of the male mind.

Could I do it?

Yes.

Very softly, like a sigh, the whisper came out of me, “Okay.”

Again, that feeling washed over me. The feeling of a hundred women relaxing.

“Thank you, Johnny.” Jenny knelt then and kissed me. Our lipsticks mingled. She moved back and said, “I’ll go get you a drink. I’ll hold it for you. I’ll be with you while they welcome you. And when they are all done…I’ll be the last. I will do you, Johnny, and at that point you will be drained. You won’t cum much any more. And we’ll even get you a better chastity tube. But you will be so very, very horny. And you will love it. You will find that the ultimate experience in this world is being horny and in love…with every woman you see.”

Jane was next to her, and she grinned. “And you won’t know which women are the members of the Ladies’ Sissy Society. You won’t know which ones would make love to you, and which ones aren’t women yet.”

Jenny kissed me again, then she went to get a drink for me.

The women came into the garage then and formed a line. They greased me, they kept me smooth and easy down there, and they penetrated me. Woman after woman. Some for a little while, some for a long while, and I stood in the stocks and sipped bourbon, and…it was wonderful. Feeling their hands on me, feeling their penises open me up…some of them came around and kissed me, and, of course, the oohs and aahs as they handled my caged dick. It was wonderful.

But then shouldn’t a hundred women making love to you be wonderful?

END
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Sissy Ride: The Book

PART ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

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

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

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

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

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

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

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

I typed:

Who is this?

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

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

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

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

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

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

I typed:

What do you know about me?

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

DING!

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

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

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

DING!

Watch this!

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

I clicked on the link.

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

Mommy Compilation part four!

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

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

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

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

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

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

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

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

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

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

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

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

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

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

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

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

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

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

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

that is my reward for helping you.

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

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

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

I had never thought about being a woman.

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

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

I typed:

I’ll do it.

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

HURRY!

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

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

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

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

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

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

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

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

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

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

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

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

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

I put them in my bra.

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

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

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

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

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

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

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

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

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

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

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

Then I saw the dress.

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

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

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

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

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

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

Then I realized the solution.

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

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

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

‘My’ dress.

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

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

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

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

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

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

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

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

I had my own set of tits!

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

DING!

Lipstick.

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

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

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

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

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

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

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

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

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

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

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

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

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

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

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

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

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

Still, nothing connected.

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

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck!

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

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

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

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

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

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

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

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

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

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

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

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

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

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

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

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

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

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

Then it was done.

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

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

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

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

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

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

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

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

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

And then, finally, it was over.

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

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

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

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

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

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

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

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

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

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

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

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

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

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

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

What had I done?

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

Three days.

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

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

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

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

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

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

I called Tanya then.

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

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

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

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

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

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

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

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

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

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

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

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

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

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

DING!

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

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

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

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

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

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

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

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

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

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

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

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

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

“Are you all right?”

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

DING!

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

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

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

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

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

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

DING!

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

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

DING! DING! DING!

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

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

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

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

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

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

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!
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Read it on kindle or paperback
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