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Author’s Note

I was talking to my brother once (yes! I have one of those!) and I asked him whether he had fantasies about dear, old Mom.

He curled a lip and called me something I dasn’t dare repeat. But eventually he did admit that he was aware of her sexually, though not interested. But the fact remains that many men are interested in dear, old Mom.

Interesting. I wasn’t interested in dear old Dad, but I know women who focus on men who remind them of their father.

The reason I bring this up is because it is a general taboo, in the erotic writing industry, to have incestuous relationships.

I’m fine with that. I sort of like step-mothers, anyway.

The interesting thing about all this is that while erotic writers are generally banned from such material, one of the most important Greek plays ever written had an incestuous relationship. Oedipus Rex.

Just think, if they had censors back then we wouldn’t have classics.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Jon giggled and ran for the garage.

He was home from college.

His father was on a business trip.

His step-mother was out with her friends.

And that left him. And the computer. And…his secret stash in the garage.

Jon was in his senior year of college. He had good grades, was on the varsity tennis team, and only had one, little problem.

He liked to dress up.

And well he should. He was slender and wiry from tennis, so he had the body for it.

He wore his brown hair long and he had soft eyes that almost demanded make up.

So, why not?

He trotted through the kitchen, then stopped and backtracked.

His step-mother wouldn’t be home for hours, so why not really enjoy himself?

He opened the liquor cabinet and got down his pop’s good whiskey. He didn’t drink much, being an amateur athlete, but he sure did enjoy it when he did.

He filled a glass with ice chips from the ice maker on the refrigerator. He poured in about half a glass of whiskey, then added a half a can of Coke.

Hmm.

He sniffed, sipped, and sighed.

Man, one more year, then he was done.

And what was he going to do then?

He was good at tennis, but it was a big jump to the pros, and he didn’t think he had that kind of drive.

He was a double major in history and English, and that might help him get a job somewhere, but the real jobs went to the IT boys.

He had thought about going into computer sciences, he liked games, but liking games wasn’t quite enough for motivation.

Fortifying himself with quick sips, he went out to the garage and looked up at the loft.

It was a three car garage, but they only had two cars. He didn’t need a car at college.

The third space was empty except for a few boxes which had been put in the loft.

He sauntered to the third garage, placed his drink on a shelf and opened a ladder. He placed the ladder at the far left of the loft and climbed up.

Boxes of clothes. Boxes of books. Toys from a long ago childhood. Records from his father’s law business.

Jon pushed the boxes aside, half crawled into the hole he made, and pulled outa couple of foot square boxes.

Chuckling, he brought the boxes down and placed them on the washer, then he rearranged things so it wouldn’t look like anybody had been there.

He put the boxes under his arms and held his drink with one hand and headed back into the kitchen.

Through the house, turned down the left hallway and went to his room at the far end.

He was at the far end because he liked privacy.

Down the right wing led to his father and step-mother’s room. The master bedroom. The room from which issued grunts and moans late in the night.

He smiled.

Good for Pop.

When his mother had left, walked out in the middle of the night to be with her boyfriend, who was the scum bucket to end all scum buckets, his father had been distraught.

His mother ended up in prison, she had been driving the getaway car, and his father had gotten over it, then married Ann.

Ann the babe. Definite jack off material, as Jon could well attest.

He entered his room, which was his sanctum sanctorum, and which was never violated by his father nor step-mother.

He didn’t listen at their bedroom door, and they left him alone.

That was fair.

He placed the boxes on the bottom of the bed, took a big glug—man, that was good, he was already feeling a bit dizzy—and started undressing.

He stripped off his tee and shorts and stood in his panties.

Well, actually, they were sissy panties. They had a stretchy pouch which was just big enough to hold his sizable manhood.

Not big enough when he was hard, of course. Then he had to use a stretchy garter to hold his dong against his thigh.

That was sort of a bummer, because he couldn’t wear anything super tight, but he could still wear dresses and skirts, so what the heck?

He kicked off his shoes and inspected his body.

Hmm. He had a bit of hair in his groin. He hadn’t shaved for a while; he usually didn’t when he was playing. But the season was over and it was time to shave again.

He stepped into his shower and stripped the hair out of his armpits and his groin. He went from a big razor to a ladies, pink razor. When he was done he was smooth as a baby’s buns.

Fortunately, he didn’t have hair on his legs or arms, and he had shaved his chest the night before.

He stepped out of the shower and toweled off, then sauntered back into his bedroom.

He opened the boxes and perused the contents, then selected the items he wanted for that play session.

He had stretch panties and he wore them regularly. Nobody ever seemed to notice, and he wasn’t undressed much around other people.

He took out his bra and the large breast forms.

Oh, baby, he licked his lips. He had missed these puppies.

He put the bra on and slid the forms into the cups.

The fit was a bit tight, but it gave a better look.

He stepped into garters, then rolled stockings up his legs.

He loved the shine of the material and he admired himself in the mirror for a minute.

He especially admired his red toenails. Tennis season over he had painted his nails. It gave him quite the boner to be walking around campus, his nails red under his athletic shoes.

Of course the athletic shoes weren’t too sexy.

But the high heels he took out of one of the boxes was. He stepped into the high heels and gloried in his new height.

He wasn’t big for a lad, guys were almost always taller than him.

Well, they wouldn’t be taller now.

He again went to the mirror and admired the curve of his enhanced calves.

He chose the black number. It was tight and it made his breasts look even more real.

He pulled it on, then brushed his hair out in the bathroom. His hair was long enough that he could curl it under in a long bob.

He dug through one of the boxes and found his make up kit.

He went into the bathroom and carefully filled in the lines. The lipstick had plumper in it and his lips immediately began to swell. He would have to miss dinner tonight, let the swelling go down, but, man, it sure was super to have the inflated, Angeline Jolie look for awhile.

Then he was done.

Sure, if he had a weekend he would have gone the full make up route. Maybe put on a corset. But for just a few hours, this would do.

While he had been dressing he had been sipping, and now the glass was empty.

He smiled and picked up the glass and strode down the hallway and the short flight of steps to the junction of the wings.

He walked, one foot in front of the other, letting his hips sway.

His breasts were big, and he loved how they moved on him.

The best thing, however, was his penis.

He had not tied it down, and it was poking a big bump out the front of the black dress.

Oh, yes, he would have liked to have worn his gaff, but he didn’t want the tightness. He hadn’t masturbated since he got home a couple of weeks before, and he really had a boner. His balls were full, and he didn’t feel like bending his dick down and tying it up. Or down.

So he walked down the short steps, turned right towards the kitchen, and just enjoyed being himself.

His heels made the click, click, click sound on the tile floor and he reached up to the liquor cabinet and brought down the bourbon.

He put ice chips in his glass, combined Coke and bourbon, swirled it, and lifted it to his lips.

“Jon?”

He freaked. His heart near exploded in terror.

He dropped the glass, turned so fast he lost control of his high heels and slipped on the floor.

Splat! Down he went, right onto his butt.

At the door to the foyer Ann stood.

Her mouth was open in shock. Her robe was hanging, open, and giving him a view of her mountains. She pointed at him with one manicured finger.

“No! No!” Jon yelled.

But it was too late. Ann was holding her cell phone in the other hand and she brought it up and clicked. And clicked. And clicked.

“Oh, fuck!” Tears burst out of Jon’s eyes and he scrambled to get to his feet.

There is a difference between walking around and trying to run in high heels, or even getting to your feet.

Jon slipped and fell and tried to get his feet under him and flailed his arms as he reached for the counter to get himself up.

All the while Ann was clicking.

“No! Don’t!”

Finally, Jon had his feet under him and was moving.

But to get to the safety of his own room he had to go past Ann, and Ann wasn’t going to let him.

He tried to squeeze past her but she gripped his arm with one hand and swung him off balance.

Maybe if he hadn’t been in high heels he could have made his escape, but he was in high heels, and he couldn’t get enough traction to get away.

“Hold on, Jon.”

“No! Let go! Let go!”

Tears streamed down his face and he kept trying to get past her.

Finally she pulled him to her. Grabbed him with both arms and hugged him.

Jon was caught. He couldn’t go to his room without using lots of muscle, and he certainly didn’t want to do that.

Ann was good for his father. He liked Ann.

He just didn’t like being caught en femme by Ann.

“Jon. It’s okay. It’s okay.”

She held him and soothed him.

Jon struggled, but eventually stopped. He stood in her grasp, crying.

She reached up and put her hand on the back of his head. She pulled him down on her shoulder.

He cried then. He had never been so embarrassed. He didn’t know what he was going to do. He had been caught cross dressing!

What was worse was he could feel her breasts.

Yes, his fake breasts acted as somewhat of a barrier, but hers were bigger, and she had shifted slightly and her breasts were pressing into his chest.

And, worse even than that, his boner was pressing into her.

“Stop crying, Jon. It’s okay. I understand. Relax. Breath. Come on.”

His body stopped struggling, though his penis didn’t go down, and he stopped sobbing.

“That’s it, honey. Just relax. It’s okay what you’re doing. It’s okay.”

“It…it is?”

“Jon. I have a brother who crossdresses and…and goes further. I understand what you’re going through.”

Jon stood there. Caught by her grasp, feeling the sexuality of their position, and he asked, “Can you let me go?”

“If you promise not to run away.”

“I promise.”

Slowly, she opened her arms and stepped back.

Jon stood, head down, his hair over his face, and tried to think.

“It’s okay, Jon. I understand.”

He couldn’t look at her.

“Is that a coke and bourbon in your hand? I need one, too. Why don’t you go get me one.”

He felt like he had no choice. He walked back past her, into the kitchen, and picked up his glass, mopped the floor quickly, and made two drinks.

She was standing at the door of the kitchen, leaning against the side, her arms folded under her large breasts.

“You really are quite pretty,” she said.

Her voice was husky, filled with an emotion that Jon didn’t understand.

“You could be beautiful with a little work.”

Keeping his head down he shuffled towards her. He still had his heels on, but he didn’t feel like putting out that sexy power stride that women do.

He handed her a glass and she took it.

His eyes were down, but he could see the press of her nipples through the silk robe she wore. And the bulge of her breasts almost revealed her nipples.

She noticed his gaze and smiled, but didn’t pull her robe closed.

“I often wondered why you don’t have girl friends. Now I know.”

“I’ve had a girlfriend,” he muttered defensively.

She ignored his statement for the lie it was. “There are two types of men that girls chase. They go after the bad boy, and they go after the softer, more effeminate boys. You’ve probably had a lot of girls pay attention to you, but you’re too scared to take advantage of it.”

He said nothing.

“Aren’t you.”

“Maybe.” he admitted, not knowing if she was speaking the truth, just talking to get past the situation.

“So how often do you dress up?”

“I…uh…” he mumbled something, but didn’t know what. He was mortified and didn’t know how to get past it.

“Let me guess. Whenever nobody is around.”

His eyes flitted up, looked at her face for a millisecond, then down.

She chuckled, then reached out and took his hand.

“Come on, girlfriend. Let’s go talk about this.”

“I…I…”

He tried to resist, he longed to run down the hallway to his bedroom, but she was insistent.

She dragged him through the foyer and into the big room.

This was where the majority of his father’s entertaining was done. This was the party room, and it was big.

The walls went to the sides, the glass at the back of the room was curved and opened up on the big pool. The wings of the house went out to the sides and there were bushes and hedges all over the back yard beyond the pool.

She led him over the pale, blue carpet and to the main couch.

She sat down and pulled him down next to her. She sipped, and that reminded him that he should sip. He needed to sip. He wanted to get shit-faced and wake up and know this was all a dream.

But it wasn’t a dream.

“Now then. Looking at those clothes, I’ll bet you pilfered them off a clothesline.”

He blinked in surprise. “Nu…no.”

“Where did you get them, then? The internet?”

“My mother left them,” he blurted.

“Ah, yes. Your mom probably never knew she had supplied you with the stuff of your dreams.

Her words were cutting and confusing at the same time.

He looked through the disarray of his long hair.

She leaned forward and brushed his hair with her hand, put it in place.

“Look at me now.”

He didn’t want to. Boy, he didn’t want to.

She put a hand under his chin and made him look at her.

“The sooner you get over this silly embarrassment the sooner we can get to work.”

He moved his head down, but she moved it back up, and, after a few minutes of her patiently manipulating him, he stared at her.

“There we are.” She smiled. “You have so much potential. It’s a shame to waste it.”

He said nothing.

“My brother was a basket case until he finally admitted what he wanted out of life, and, at first I was not much help. I made fun of him, teased him, said the meanest things possible.”

“What happened?” Jon finally managed to speak.

“One day I heard him crying. I opened the door and saw him. He was sitting on the side of a bed with a gun in his hand. That changed me. From that day on I was a different person. And not just with him. I realized how truly ignorant I was, that Alan didn’t deserve to end his life, that I had brought him to that point, and that if anybody deserved to die…”

Jon watched her.

There was no trace of lie in her words. There was no shine of humor, no subterfuge of any sort.

“What did you do?”

“First, I made him put that gun away. I made him take out the bullets and give them to me, then I made him put the gun in his dresser drawer, under his underwear. And I told him he wouldn’t need to touch that underwear again, that he wouldn’t be wearing male underclothes again. I then took him into my room and opened my dresser drawers. All of them. I said he could wear any of my clothes, and that I would get more, things that would specifically fit him.”

“And that was it?”

She smiled a bit wistfully. “I had lost a brother, but I had gained a sister. The next few years, until he moved out and went to New York, were a dream. We shared clothes. I taught him about fashion and make up. I even had a few friends who liked what he was doing. It was like every time we dressed him up it was a party. We laughed, we cried, and…the gun was never used.”

Jon was silent.

“What did you first dress up?”

“Sixth grade. There was a dress in a box of clothes on the auditorium stage and I stole it. I took it home and wore it until it wore out.”

“And you discovered your mother’s clothes.”

Jon nodded. He was looking down again, but now not so much from embarrassment. Now he was thinking.

“So it’s been long and lonely. From your first experience to last year of college. That’s 10 years.”

He nodded.

“And your father doesn’t know.” She knew he didn’t, but she had to ask.

“No!” Jon looked up in fear.

“It’s okay.” She put her hand on his.

Again, he caught a glimpse of her breasts.

She smiled, and this time she pulled her robe closed. It didn’t help, for now, instead of her luscious mounds being glimpsed, her hard nipples pressed through the material.

“She looked down at her chest and snorted. “Guess I’ll have to get dressed.”

“I’m sorry,” Jon mumbled.

“No need. It’s a compliment to be stared at, and it’s about time your compliments came out of the closet.”

He managed to look at her again, and now she was laughing openly. He blushed.

She leaned forward and patted his thigh, then realized that he was covering his boner bump.

“Oh crap,” she said, “Just forget it. Sit back and let yourself breath.”

No way he was going to do that.

So she pushed him back and forcibly spread his legs. His penis was clearly outlined in the material.

She nodded. “Yep[. Just like your father. No. Don’t close your legs. I want to see it. Look, you’ve got a tiny wet spot. You’re dripping. Am I that exciting?”

He was totally red-faced now. A regular five alarm fire in his head.

She sipped a bit more of her bourbon and contemplated him.

He was almost ready to ask if he could leave. She would probably let him now, but something stopped him.

She finished her whiskey and handed him the glass. “Another one. And for yourself. And this time, when you walk I want to hear it.”

He stood up, and now was even more self conscious of his body. His peeny was really sticking out.

“Go on now.”

He took their glasses into the kitchen.

“Let me hear you walk!”

He added the chops, the bourbon and the Coke and he returned to the living room. Click, click, click.

Ann clapped her hands in delight. “That’s what I’m talkin’ about!”

They talked then, her asking more and more questions, and him stumbling through the answers, but slowly becoming more comfortable with her knowing his secret.

After an hour, she was sitting next to him, her hand on his knee, his boner throbbing and them not caring. Well, her not caring. He was getting ‘throbbier’ by the second.

And another drink. They were both feeling it.

“So are you going to tell my father?”

“Are you kidding? Now way! He can find out on his own.”

He was silent, his red lips pursed.

“Are you going to tell him,” she asked.

“I don’t think so.” Definitely not.

“Good.”

“Why good?” he tilted his head.

“Look, there should be honesty between people, but people should also have their own lives, and that means secrets, things that they know, and it’s not anybody else’s business. Do you understand?”

“I think so.”

“Good. You’re a smart girl.” She giggled. “A guy.”

he sighed. “Sometimes I wonder.”

“Wonder what?”

“Why I have these urges. Do I want to be a girl? Is there something wrong with me?”

“Oh, honey. Don’t ever feel that way. Don’t question yourself, just enjoy your uniqueness. That was something that was very difficult for my brother to learn, but when he did he was much happier.”

He drank, and then Ann placed a hand on his, “Do you sometimes fight these urges?”

He nodded, and that didn’t feel too good.

“Well, you shouldn’t. You should explore them.”

“I should?”

“Absolutely. There’s something in you, sounds like it wants to come out, or at least be settled. One way or another…settled. Now how are you going to settle it unless you face it? If you try to run it’ll pursue you. If you try to deny it it will eat you up.”

“Is that why your brother…”

She knew what he was talking about. The gun.

“Yes.”

He was silent then,

“I can help you.”

“What?”

“I can help you. I helped my brother, and I can help you. Whether you want to face it, or…or whatever. I can help you.”

Then she frowned. “But…there’s something you would have to do.”

“What?”

She stood up then, and was in deep thought. She walked out of the main room and into the kitchen. She mixed yet another drink, and sipped it, then sauntered back.

He watched how the robe clung to her figure. God, she was sexy.

She looked up at him and grinned. Then she pulled her robe tight again, and her breast was as if naked. The material was so tight he could see everything.

She came around the couch and stood in front of him. She seemed to have made up her mind and she spoke firmly.

“I can help you, but you have to do what I say. And that includes something that might be a bit uncomfortable.”

“What?”

“I won’t tell you until you agree, until you admit that you need my help.”

“That’s asking me to agree to something without knowing what it is.”

“Yes.”

Her certainty made him blink.

“I don’t see…will it hurt?”

“In the best possible way.”

“I do something and you help me with my…my crossdressing problem, and…” he frowned in thought.

On the surface it was simple, but they were well under the surface.

He was puzzled, but intrigued.

“But, how are you going to help me with my little problem?”

“I’ll work with you. I’ll teach you, like I taught my brother, about fashion and make up. You can hide your clothes in…” she stopped, pursed her lips resolutely, and stood up.

“Come with me.”

She strode out of the room,

His heart pounding, not truly understanding what was happening, Jon followed her.

Ann went to the foyer and turned into the right wing, towards hers and Jon’s father’s bedroom.

The left wall on this corridor was glass and it provided a wonderful view of the pool, the gardens, and the roofs of houses in the distance.

Jon couldn’t help but stare at his step-mother’s buns as she walked. He envied his father, and he pressed his boner bump down. But just pressing on his cock wasn’t going to make it limp.

She entered the master bedroom and went to her dresser. She opened them and turned to Jon.

The master bedroom was no big deal to Jon. He had grown up in this house. He had watched his mouther put on his make up at the vanity that Ann currently used. His father had called him on the carpet here.

But he had never really looked into the dresser.

He had other sources for his underwear fetish, which included filching panties out of the dryer, or even raiding the neighbor’s laundry line. Not that there were many laundry lines in this neighborhood, but he would find swim suits hanging over chairs, lingerie in open boxes in open garages, and so on.

For a boy like him, that was easy pickin’s.

Now he stared into the drawer.

Rows of carefully folded panties. Bras folded so the cups were together.

She opened another drawer. Tummy shapers and a couple of corsets.

Another drawer, nylons and garters.

She opened the boxes atop the dresser. Jewelry. Rings and earrings, bracelets and necklaces. Expensive stuff that glittered and shone.

“You let me work with you and these drawers are open to you. You can wear what you want. And I’ll buy more. I’ll buy lingerie that will fit you.” She plucked a pair of earrings out of one of the wood boxes and went to him.

He trembled as she stood so close to him, her breasts almost totally visible under the hanging robe. His dick actually touched her thigh and she smiled. She put one earring on a lobe. Her tongue was sticking slightly out of the corner of her mouth as she screwed the plate down on his flesh.

He could smell her, she was so close. It was a wonderful, sweet aroma.

“You’ve got a nice dick.”

He jerked his hips back and she laughed. “Leave it there. I like it touching me.” And she put the other earring on him.

She turned him and he looked into the mirror over the vanity.

His lips were red, but need freshening. They had been drinking for a couple of hours and his lipstick was smudged all over his glass rim.

Still, he was very feminine looking. His hair so soft and full. His eyes looked bigger than they were because he was the deer in the headlights, dealing with experiences he had never imagined: a woman making him up.

She reached for a tube of lipstick, placed her hand under his chin and squeezed his lips with her fingers on his cheeks. She painted his lips, and he almost fainted.

She smiled, she knew how his heart was thudding, that he was having trouble breathing.

“This is a better color. I’ll get more cosmetics, stuff that will match your color, your skin. I can put it on a special tray on my vanity. You can come in here every morning and I’ll help you learn. You’ll be beautiful.”

His penis touched her thigh again and he jerked.

“I meant it. i like it touching me.”

He didn’t move. Talk about frozen!

She reached down and gripped him. She moved him so that he touched her, and she said, “I like it. That’s one thing I couldn’t do with my brother. But I can do it with you. But that leads us to that one thing you have to do for me.”

“What?” He was almost crying for joy.

“Come with me.”

She grabbed him down there again. His heart threatened to stop and he felt a bit of pre-cum leak out.

She felt it to, and she turned and smiled at him.

She took him into her walk in closet.

The closet was big. Almost a room in itself, and it was filled.

One wall held her dresses. Expensive dresses. Silky, smooth, stretchy, designed to show off boobs and hips. Portholes for bellies and cleavage and her sides.

Under the dresses were shoes. Athletic shoes, flats, Mary Janes, lots and lots of heels. Heels with open toes, criss cross straps up the calves, boots, and more.

She stood, holding him, and turned to the right. Drawers holding more lingerie. On the top shelf were wigs. A row of coats and jackets, some functional and some for show.

At the back racks of nylons.

“You know I used to act.”

Jon nodded.

“An actor always collects clothes. One never knows when a new part is going to demand a different wardrobe, and…I collected a lot of those clothes.

He was faint, shuddering, and his hips started going back and forth, screwing her hand.

She laughed and let go. “None of that, Jon. At least, not yet. And just to be clear, I’m not going to screw you. In fact, if you do what I say you’ll get all the sex you want, but no sex.”

“Huh?”

“I know. Doesn’t make sense, does it? But it all comes down to one thing: you do that one thing and you’ll be squirting in a minute, and you’ll have a full summer of crossdressing. Your father is going to be gone a lot this summer. He’s working on a deal with the Chinese, and I don’t feel like going and eating all that weird food. I’d like to play with you all summer. And I think you’d learn a lot, and I think you’d like it.”

Would he like it? Holy Lottery Ticket, Batman!

“But, there’s that one thing.”

“The one thing,” he repeated, stunned by what was happening to him.

“Agree to it and we start. Or you can just head back to your room and attend to your friend down there.”

They were face to face, intimate in the confines of the walk in closet. It was like a thousand dresses, representing a crowd, a thousand people, were listening in, and yet…nobody.

“Well?”

Jon had no choice. He was so juiced, so jacked, and he wanted what she was saying, what she was offering. His head bobbed up and down and he gulped loudly.

She smiled, took his penis in her hand and led him out of the closet. He dripped on the carpet as she led him to the table next to the big master bed.

She let go of him, pushed him back on the bed.

She knelt and opened the lowest drawer in the little table. She took out a little box and opened it.

She smiled fondly at what was in the box, then turned to him. She held the box so he could see what was in it, and he gasped and blurted, “Oh, no!”

She nodded and whispered, “Oh, yes.”

Jon reached his hand out, and now it was shaking and he couldn’t control it.

“Oh, no,” he whispered again, and he reached into the box.


Part Two

Jon touched the object and he would swear later that he felt an electric shock zap into his fingers, through his hand, up his arm and straight to his heart.

He lifted the round tube out of the box and handled it. It was the shape of his penis, but slightly larger, and made of clear plastic.

His other hand reached into the box and brought out a ring.

His penis drooled a big glob of pre-cum as he fit the two pieces together and realized what it meant.

It was a chastity. It meant he wouldn’t be able to touch his cock. At all.

He felt faint, but he looked at Ann and his voice was a whisper. “How long?”

“All summer. Even when you’re not in a dress. It will keep your cock down so you can wear a dress like a woman, and, I guarantee…the denial of sex will make you obsess on sex. You won’t be able to stop thinking about your dick. You’ll love it.”

“Did…did your brother wear one of these?”

“That was the one he used. I’ve kept it all these years. It brought me such memories. I also keep the gun he almost shot himself with.” She glanced ast the drawer she had taken the chastity tube out of. “I hate it, but I feel I should keep it to remind me not to be an asshole.”

He couldn’t imagine her as an asshole. But he continued with the conversation. “But you didn’t screw him.”

“No. But when I hold the key, and when you’re looking at me with those pleading, brown eyes, that’s when I get my sex.”

He didn’t understand, and she explained. “Power is like sex. Believe me, honey. We won’t have sex, but we will be having more sex than you ever dreamed of.”

“Okay,” he gave in.

“Put it on.” In her voice there was softness, but a bit of command, also.

He put it down to the bump in his dress. “It’s not going to fit.”

“Then you’ll have to make it fit.”

He could see the excitement in her eyes. She was right, she was getting extremely sexually stimulated.

“Okay.” He stood up.

“Where do you think you’re going?” Not rough, but a command, nevertheless.

And he liked it.

But he was confused. “To my room.”

“Put it on here, where I can see you.”

“But…”

“I can see your dick. I’ve felt it. I’ve held it. There is no more mystery there. Now take off your pretty dress, take off your nice lingerie, and put that chastity tube on.”

Man, now he knew what she wanted. She looked like she was about to have an orgasm. Her eyes were lit up and a light sheen of sweat was on her upper lip.

She licked her lips.

“Now.”

It was surreal, he felt like he was dreaming. He felt like he was outside his skull as he pulled the dress off.

She was sitting on the bed now, and he was standing. He undid his garters and took off his nylons. He rolled them carefully, then laid them over the back of the vanity chair.

He took off his bra, and she watched him as he took out the breast forms and placed them on the bed next to her.

He was naked. His body, so slender, was trembling. His penis was stiff, rigid, the veins showing.

He put the chastity tube down to his cock again, and looked up. “It’s not going to fit!”

“Make it,” she stared at his member as if mesmerized.

He stood there trying to figure out how to put the tube on his engorged cock. He turned it this way and that. He lifted his nuts and examined all possible methods.

But there was no way he was going to be able to put the tube on.

He looked up at her, and now he was feeling a bit of desperation. “I…I…” Then he got it.

He went calm and excited at the same time. The only solution.

“You want me to masturbate.”

She said nothing. Just smiled like a sphinx and watched him.

It was difficult. There was the embarrassment factor, accelerated to mortification.

But there was no other way he was going to get the thing on his dingus.

“Can I go into the bathroom?”

“No.”

“Will you do it?”

“No.”

“Then…then…”

She waited.

His hand was shaking as he put it around his weenie. He took a couple of strokes, and didn’t feel it at all.

He was too wrought up.

He took deep breaths, played with the head, and it got better. After a minute he was stroking.

“Keep your eyes open,” she commanded.

Then: “Look at me.”

He didn’t think he’d be able to. No way he’d be able to summon up the surge of urge that was necessary to do the squirt.

But, as he kept watching her, admiring her beauty, letting her turn him on, he started to feel it.

Still, it was a long way away. He was going to have to overcome a lot of inhibitions.

“Hold your balls,” she suggested.

He did so, and that helped.

“Stroke with one hand and polish the knob with the other.”

He did, and that was when he knew he was going to be able to do it.

She got up and went to her vanity. She picked up a tube of lube and came back to him.

He was grunting, sweating, and his eyes were bulging.

“Here,” she held the tube out and he put his hand out.

She squirted a glob in his hand.

He rubbed his hands together briefly, then went back to work.

She sat on the bed, and now his hands were slippery dippery and it felt like heaven.

He imagined himself in her pussy.

She gave a moan and reached down to her own sex organ. Then she stood up and pulled here panties off.

When she put her fingers into herself that did it. It was too much, over the line, and he gave a mighty groan and spewed.

On the bed Ann followed him, touching herself, fingering herself, rubbing her nipples with her hand.

“I wish I had more hands,” she muttered, then she focused briefly on him, “Not yours.”

And…POW!

She gave a half squeak and fell back. She brought her legs together and made helpless sounds. She was like an innocent, little mouse caught in a trap, but it was a trap she loved.

The tube fit over his penis easily. He snugged it up against the ring, which fit around his package.

“Come here,” she said. “Let me do the honors.”

He stepped up to her and she took over. Her small hands pushed a lock through the device, then she clicked it shut.

Jon looked down at himself.

“Holy, fuck,” he whispered. “I’m in chastity.”

“You are. And I’ve got the key. And I don’t want to ever let you out.”

She stared up at him. She had just cum, but he had never seen a woman so excited in his life.

He felt the cage. His skin pressed against the clear plastic, tried to push through the little portholes on the thing. He groaned. He could feel his weenie trying to get hard. Heck, he had just cum, and look at him!

She smiled, reached out and shook the thing.

“Oh!” he blurted, his excitement coursing through his body. He had whacked off, and he had felt the excitement in his weenie, and his nipples had gotten hard, but that was nothing like this.

The excitement was in his whole body. It was like his whole body was a weenie, stiff and straight, all while his own dingus couldn’t grow.

It pressed against the plastic and it pulled on his balls, but it wasn’t going anywhere. Or, to be precise, it was growing nowhere.

“How do you like it,” she asked, looked up at him, her eyes alive with wicked light.

“It…it hurts. A little.”

“Yeah, just a little, but it hurts so good, doesn’t it.”

He had to nod. He was having trouble speaking.

“Good. then there’s something I’ve been wanting to do.”

She stood up.

He started to ask ‘what,’ but it only came out “Wha—“ Then she was kissing him. Her lips slithered over his, her tongue entered his mouth and he almost fell backwards, but she was prepared. She held him up.

When she was done she backed up and grinned, “That was something else I couldn’t do with my brother.”

“But what about my father?”

“Heck, your father knows I kiss people. He accepted that I was an affectionate, Hollywood type person. He knows I’ll kiss who I want, but I won’t fuck anybody. At least, not without his permission.”

Then came a long moment while they both digested the moment. It was a breakthrough on so many levels, and, finally, she kissed him again. This time he was more aware, not so shocked, and he kissed back, and felt the worm wiggling in the tube.

Oh, God! It felt good!

He had just squirted, and all he wanted to do was squirt!

He moaned and she laughed right into his mouth, then backed away. “Sorry, honey, but I know what you’re feeling.”

“I never thought…this is…I don’t think I can handle it.”

“That’s the great part. You have to. I don’t have a key.”

“What?” He backed up and looked down at his cock. He was totally aghast. She didn’t have a key?”

“Oh, we could probably bust it off, but that’s dangerous. You don’t want some plastic shard sticking you in the weenie or the balls.”

He turned and went to a window and held his caged cock and stared at it.

“Or we could take a sharp pair of shears and try to cut the ring. But one slip and…oops.”

He turned to her, panic and fear in his eyes.

She was laughing. In fact, she was in a mild form of hysterics. She lay back on the bed and held her belly. “Oh, the look on your face.”

“But…then you do…you have a key?”

“Nope. I wasn’t kidding about that. But I don’t want you taking that thing off for the summer.”

“But I have to go back to school! What are we going to do then?”

“Oh, I don’t know. We’ll think about that then. Until then we’ll have fun. Besides, you might like it so much you don’t want to take it off.”

“But I do!”

She got off the bed and came to him and held his imprisoned pecker. She looked down at it and whispered, “You do now, but who knows how you’ll feel later on. She looked up at him, and maybe it was the fact of being imprisoned, being unable to use his cock, not even to jack off, but he was viewing her in new lights.

He was seeing her unbelievable, tremendous beauty.

“Fuck,” he whined.

“No thanks,” she said. “And, I suppose it’s time to get dressed. I’ve been running around half naked all morning.”

She let the robe slip from her shoulders and fall to the floor.

He stood, gobsmacked, and took in her beauty.

A Hollywood person.

A woman who had run with the beautiful people and more than held her own.

Her breasts so firm, perky, and he realized that she was only ten years older than him. Ten years younger than his father.

Her flesh was perfect, in full bloom. Her mouth was, as he knew, extremely kissable. And she was standing right in front of him!

He reached for her, but now she played hard to get. She put a hand on his chest and held him back. “I think I’ll take a shower. How about you?”

“A shower?” he asked dumbly.

She frowned. She moved her hand across his chest. Over his nipples eliciting a moan, but still frowning. “Is that stubble? It is!”

“I shaved,” he stated.

“You should have used Nair. Well, come on. Let’s get you cleaned up.”

She grabbed his package and pulled him into the bathroom. He was like a dumb mule following her.

She took a bottle of Nair out of the medicine cabinet and smeared it on him. She slathered it up and down his legs, over his arms, and onto his torso. She rubbed the hairy places, the armpits and the groin, even though he had already shaved.

“This will slow down regrowth,” she explained.

Then he stood in the shower, waiting, and she sat on the toilet and trimmed her toenails and talked to him.

“Your father isn’t due home until Sunday night, so we can play until then. You did a good job on your toes. Have you ever painted your fingernails? Or put on long fakes?”

“I’ve painted them, but never the fake nails.”

“Oh, goodie,” she raised her head and smiled, then she went back to concentrating on her on tootsies.

“We can really blow it out this weekend. Maybe I’ll even trim your hair. It depends. I don’t want to shock your father.”

“He’s not going to find out, is he?”

“Not to worry. There are things we talk about, but this is not one of them.”

Jon sighed in relief. “This stuff is getting kind of itchy.”

“When it gets hot. Is it itchy hot?”

“No. I mean…not yet.”

“Be patient. Being a woman is always an exercise in patience. How do you keep in such good shape? Your body is so slender and fit.”

“Tennis,” he explained. “And no junk food.”

“Oh, Lord. No junk food. That explains it.”

She was light hearted as she switched to trim the other foot.

“I’m hot.”

“I know you are,” she laughed, standing up. “Let’s cool you down.”

She turned on the cold water and he yelped and tried to hide in a corner, but this was an expensive shower, no place to hide.

The Nair slithered off him. Ann aimed the shower head and made him turn around. “Come on, spread those cheeks.”

He did, and the feel of the cold spray on his button was quite invigorating, to say the least.

Rinsed off, he was pulled out of the shower and Ann ran her hands over his body. “Oh, baby. Now this is nice. your flesh is like a woman’s, soft and tender and ready for…’plucking.’ She emphasized ‘plucking he knew exactly what she meant, even though she had said she wasn’t going to fuck him.

“Hey,” he said, a bit embarrassed.

“Hey, yourself. Enjoy it. Not many men have your skin, let alone your sensitivity.”

She dried him off, used a blow drier on his chastity area, then pulled him into the bedroom and sat him down at her table.

“Oh, boy,” she couldn’t stop grinning.

And, she was still naked. But Jon wasn’t about to complain.

She sat next to him, and whenever she reached for something on the vanity table her breasts brushed his arm or shoulder.

“First, let’s give you some jazzy fingernails.”

“I won’t be able to go out,” he mentioned.

“Oh, you could wear gloves.”

He said nothing. He wasn’t going to go out.

She took her time, holding his hands and prepping each finger. She sanded, pushed back the cuticles, and trimmed.

She selected long ovals and glued them to his fingers.

He stared in wonder as his fingers grew longer, appeared more slender and…and ladylike.

Then she brushed red onto his nails. Neat, even strokes, thick with polish, and the smell filled the room.

She only did three or four strokes per finger, starting at the cuticle and going down to the tip, but the result was a beautiful,  shiny red.

He held up one hand when she was finished and marveled. “I don’t believe it.” He spoke in an awed tone of voice.

“Believe, sweetheart.”

Then she was done. She sat back and smiled as he admired his new talons. “They’re beautiful,” he whispered.

“It only gets better, honey. Are you ready for make up?”

He nodded, and his Adam’s apple rose up and down jerkily.

She turned his chair so he was sitting sideways to her table, then climbed onto his lap.

She laughed and ground her hips down on him, and he groaned as his cock tried to respond, but failed.

Now she could reach for items on the table, and had a perfect seat for applying the cosmetics.

She used little sponges and cleansed his face. He watched as the sponges turned black.

“But I just took a shower!”

“This is what was in your pores.”

“Good Lord.”

She put primer on his face, smoothed it in, hid imperfections and helped make a better canvas.

She applied foundation, then used blush. He was amazed because his skin was now a different color, and the blush really made his face more feminine looking. And she was only started!

“You’ve got to be careful when putting on make up.” She spoke into his face, examining her work closely. “You’ve got to pick the right colors and hues or you’ll look like a monster.” Her breasts were brushing against his chest and she even stopped once and touched her lips to his.

His weenie, of course, was struggling like a shopper at a sale. Trying to get hard, failing, and wanting all the more.

She put on eye liner and he watched the sharp pencil nervously.

Then she put on Mascara and made his eyelashes long and luxurious.

“You have great lashes to begin with,” she muttered. “But this is going to go all the way.”

He sat, and all he could do was feel her breasts brushing against his flesh, breath the air she was breathing, and wish his cock was free.

She had been right. Being confined in chastity was making him hornier than he had ever been.

She brushed a light grey over his eyes. “Later we’ll play with colors, but right now let’s stick to the basics. It’s always a learning procedure.”

He gulped and she stopped and grinned at him. “What’s the matter, Jon?”

“I…I…nothing.”

She laughed and squirmed on him. “Lord, you are making me horny.”

She plucked his eyebrows, but carefully.

“I don’t want to go too far. You’re going to want to present to the world as a man sometimes.”

Jon thought about that. If he could get over the embarrassment, the humiliation, he might want to. He simply liked dressing up. He liked the feeling of lingerie encasing him, the freedom of a dress.

Then he thought: Oh, Lord. The chastity tube encases me. I’m supposed to like that?

She brushed his hair, trimmed it, styled it, then pierced his ears.

“Ow!”

Then he saw the little string of diamonds with a triangle hanging at the bottom. And he felt it when he moved and the earrings brushed against his neck. It was very sexual for such a little piece of jewelry.

“All right,” she said, putting his lipstick on. “I’m going to get some super plumper when your father goes on his big trip. We’re going to give you some lips that can do some serious kissing. We’ll look into permanent make up, too. We can have your eyeliner tattooed on, and maybe get you some breast implants, then—“ She burst into laughter. “You have a very scared look on your face.”

“Uh, yeah.”

“Are you ready for lingerie and a dress?”

He nodded, and felt his hair move freely and his earrings tickle his neck.

“Okay, you’re going to like this. Have you ever worn a corset before?”

He shook his head.

“Well, get ready. You don’t have any excess flab, but this will tighten you up and make your hips flare. Your boobs will look better, too. Are you sure you don’t want to get implants?”

“Ann!”

“Just kidding. Sorta. Not.”

She had him lay down on the bed and she slipped the corset on. He grunted when she fastened the hooks, but then she started pulling the ties.

“Oh, fuck!” he wheezed. “How am I supposed to breath?”

“Take small breaths, high in your chest.”

He did, and it worked, but he couldn’t believe how tight she was pulling the garment.

When she helped him to his feet and pointed him at the mirror, however, he was stunned. His waist had shrunk and it was like she said, his hips flared out and made his ass look round. His chest was pushed up, and when she put  him a bra and slipped his breast forms in he had a figure more womanly than her! Which didn’t seem possible, but she wasn’t wearing a corset.

“Wow,” she murmured, turning him this way and that and examining him. “This is working out better than I thought.”

“Oh,” he said, gasping a little.

She brought out nylons and rolled them up his legs and fastened them to the straps on the corset.

He was totally female looking.

They went into the closet and began going through dresses. She discussed the pros and cons of various garments, commenting on whether the color or fashion would go with his look, and he felt the material and just that increased his horniness.

He was about to put on a real dress. Something form fitting, not a discard or hand me down of some kind he had found.

She decided on a skirt, pleated, and a pink blouse that pulled over.

She helped him into it, and she had to because he was having trouble bending in the corset.

“How do you do it alone?” he asked.

“Women are more flexible. Besides, I do Yoga. I do it every morning, and now so will you.”

“Will it help my tennis?”

“Absolutely. You’ll be able to do the splits when you smack that ball back over the net.”

The thought of him doing the splits, especially dressed as he was, made him giggle, which made her smile.

“If you were a little younger you’d be like a daughter.”

which comment made him think. He wasn’t younger, so what was he? A sister?

And that made him think of what he was to her as a man. If not a son, then…hmm.

Finally, the final touch, she helped him into real high heels.

They were expensive, black, open toes to show off his toenails.

His feet slipped into the heels and he stood up and was suddenly three inches taller.

And he felt a million miles taller.

He looked down at his step-mother.

She quickly got some heels and matched his height.

They stood, face to face, grinning, and she kissed him. Placed a hand on his jaw and chewed on his lips.

His peeny was going crazy. It had been crazy all afternoon, but this was the ultimate and living end. To be a woman, and to be made love to by the most beautiful woman he had ever seen.

Well, not completely made love to, but the excitement, his imagination went all the way.

She hugged him then. They just stood, body to body, and he was shivering. But she held on, and suddenly he was crying.

“Don’t do that!” she panicked and grabbed tissues and blotted the tears as they came out. “Don’t ruin it!”

It took him a moment, but he finally stopped, and she relaxed.

“Lord. We don’t need a rainy day right now. Come on.”

“Where?” he asked as she led him down the hallway.

“ Have another drink, dance a little, talk about you.”

In the kitchen he just stood there, looking at himself in the kitchen window, his face, and he was totally happy.

She made the drinks and they sashayed out to the main room.

They sat on the couch and she showed him how to sit with his legs curled up under him.

They sat close together, and chatted, and she stopped every once in a while and kissed him.

Then he thought she was going to cry. But real women, having experienced female hormones, are better at holding their emotions in check. At least in that area.

“What is it?” he asked.

“I was just thinking about my brother.”

“Where is he?”

She sighed. “He eventually got married, but his wife couldn’t handle it, so they’re divorced. One kid, and he has to be a man all the time or he won’t get to see his daughter.”

“Wow.”

“But that’s the way it is with people like…like him.” She stared directly at him. “Like you.”

Her intentness was almost frightening.

“We’re having fun now, and I’m glad. But it’s a judgmental world, and you’ll likely have to make decisions. Many women are accepting of men like you, but many aren’t. You’ll have to find one who likes you for who you are. Or…” she paused a moment, “…you could find a man.”

That made Jon jerk. “I don’t want a man. I have no interest in being gay.”

“I didn’t think so, but we need to talk over everything. We can’t turn you out all feminized and not prepared.”

“I haven’t thought about girl friends.”

“I know. Your secret. But now that you’ve embraced it, and now that it isn’t a secret, at least with me, you can start considering. You probably have a pool of women in college that are interested in you.”

“There are a few who seemed enamored by athletes, even tennis players,” he admitted.

“Then you’ll have to figure out how to approach them, how to present as a man, and find out if they are amenable to the idea of a man who is into feminization.”

“Just the thought scares me.”

“It scared Billy, my brother, that is his name. But we talked, I advised, and we worked our way through the maze of courtship.”

“So how did he wind up with a girl who didn’t approve?”

“That is a mystery. I met her, several times, and we even discussed it a bit. In the end I’m wondering if she’s some kind of gold digger. Billy was doing well in the stock market.”

Jon blurted, “But you’re not a gold digger.”

She laughed, sipped some alcohol, and said, “I made a fair chunk of change when I was acting. I never made it to the big time, but I had enough money. When I met your father I was more concerned with compatibility, with finding somebody who loved me for me, and not as a meat puppet he could screw.”

“A meat puppet to be screwed. Gawd. That sounds so crude.”

“Real life often is. The trick is to hold to the high ground when the rest of the world is in the shitter.”

They smiled, and he made the drinks.

They talked through the evening, skipping dinner, and Jon felt freer and freer. Except for his cock, of course.

Ann noticed his discomfort and found great amusement in it.

“You’ll learn to love it. Billy did. But it takes a few weeks.”

“A few weeks,” his voice actually squeaked, and she almost spit up a bit of her bourbon.

Then she reached under his dress and held his testicles.

“God, I love testicles,” she whispered.

Dusk was outside and the room was growing darker. She leaned against him, pulled his hand around to cup her breasts.

He felt them, and she sighed.

They weren’t totally drunk, but they were super pleasantly high.

They sat and the darkness encroached.

Every once in a while she would bend her head back and he would kiss her.

Then she squirmed around, unfastened her bra and had him brush his finger pads across her nipples.

“Oh, fuck!” she finally cried out. She turned and squatted on the sofa and stared at him. “Why did you have to wear a chastity device?”

“But…but…”

She launched herself on him.

She felt him under his dress. She cupped his breasts like they were real, and she pressed her mouth against his.

“Don’t you understand how horny this makes me?”

“I…I guess.”

“You don’t!”

She was gripping his hair and pulling his mouth to hers, then pushing him away.

“I’ve got the power. I control your penis. But I can’t fuck it! You think I don’t know how that chastity is effecting you?”

Then he understood.

As her words broke upon him, as he realized that she might possibly be as horny as him, she got off the couch. She pulled him to his feet.

“Where are we going?”

Her hand under his skirt, stopping to kiss him every few steps, she led him down the corridor to the master bedroom.

“I hate to sleep alone when your father is gone.” Her words were almost a fierce cry. “So you’re going to sleep with me. And you’re going to get me off.”

“But I can’t get off!”

“That’s the best part!” And she pulled him into the darkness of the big bedroom.

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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