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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


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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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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