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PART ONE

Zoe didn’t like Jan. They were sisters, alike in so many ways. They had similar bodies with large breasts and thin waists. Their faces were similar, oval with per noses, sexy, green eyes, and long, auburn hair. They even spoke alike.

But they grated on each others nerves. They wouldn’t be together more than a minute before they got into a little oneupmanship, before the subtle insults flew, and they ended up glaring angrily at each other.

In school Zoe went out for cheerleading, and Jan would sprinkle a few grains of itching powder in her panties every chance she got. She would exult as Zoe went through her acrobatics in front of thousands of people, and her hand would twitch and reach for her pussy, then back off.

Jan, on the other hand, was drawn to the theater. Zoe would sneak bits of ex-lax into Jan box of chocolates, and held in the laughter as Jan turned cross-eyed and tried to make it through a performance without shitting her panties. One time she hadn’t made it, and Zoe had laughed hysterically about that for months.

This was a personal war. Mean, little tricks. Nasty stratagems. And went on through high school, into college, and would have gone on longer, except that Jan got married and had a child. Then got a divorce.

But in that little action she moved away, across the country to Hollywood. There she raised her son, had a career under the lights, and was happy not being anywhere near Zoe.

Oh, they stayed in communication, not a lot, and it was more like they were checking to make sure that each other stayed on their own side of the country.

Then Jan hit the big time. She pulled in a movie that was to be filmed on location in Africa. Man eating lions, people stomping elephants, poisonous snakes and crocodiles and rhinoceroses and gorillas and…and Jan was even afraid, in this day and age, that there were cannibals!

She was protected, of course. She had two bodyguards. Big, hunky men that scared off not only the wild beasts, but the paparazzi!

But the studio refused to offer protection for her son.

‘He’s grown,’ they stated. He’s 18, and he can carry a gun if he wants.

That was too much for Jan. She was a Hollywood liberal and she didn’t believe in guns. With no other recourse, desperate, she did the one thing that she vowed she would never do.

Toot toot ta toot!

Zoe was working out at the gym. She was a work out nut, and she was running the treadmill. she glanced down at her phone.

Jan?

She frowned. What did that bitch want now? she let the cell ring a couple of extra times then answered. “Yes?” She made herself sound peeved.

“Hello, sister dear.”

Usually Jan’s voice was laden with sarcasm. Now it was sickeningly ingratiating.

Zoe looked at the phone and her eyebrows dipped down. What the fuck?

“What can I do for you?”

“Well, uh…”

“Yes?”

Jan blurted, “I’m going on location and I have to do something with Ryan.”

A couple of nasty rejoinders flew through Zoe’s head, but she stifled herself.

“I know we haven’t been close, but this is my golden chance. Is there any way you can watch over him for the summer? He’s going to college in September, high school is out in a couple of weeks.”

Zoe opened her mouth to refuse, and Jan said the magic words: “I’ll pay you well.”

Zoe closed her mouth and smiled.

She had never seen Ryan, except in photos, and what can you tell about a person from a photo?

She was sure he would be of the same irritating stripe as Jan, but for money…she could let him stay in the basement.

Several scenarios passed through Zoe mind. Chaining the boy to the wall in the basement for the summer. Making him wait on her hand and foot. And if he was as bad as her sister she could just spank him.

“How much?” she asked.

Jan named a ridiculous figure. A figure that made Zoe blink. On the east coast it was way too much. In Hollywood it was barely enough.

Zoe smiled. “Of course.”

And that was that.

“I’ve arranged for you to stay with your sister in Vermont.”

Ryan looked up from his plate of spaghetti. “What? Why can’t I stay here?”

“By yourself? I think not.”

“That started an argument that went on for hours, which argument Jan won by the simple artifice of threatening to send Ryan to his father for the summer.

Later that night Ryan lay in bed, his face creased in a frown. Stay with an aunt he had never met. Huh!

The fact was that he wanted to stay home and watch porn and masturbate. No way he would be able to get a little kinky at his aunt’s house. She’d probably watch him like a hawk.

He sighed and turned over on his belly and pulled his pillow over his head.

Damn!

He was so frustrated that he finally sat up and opened up his lap top. He cruised through an hour of porn, jacked off, and fell asleep.

Across the country Zoe was standing in the basement. It was a large basement, and quite cluttered. She had bought if from a woman whose husband had died, and it was filled with things the woman had left behind. A lot of the stuff was junk, and Jan figured it was all junk. Still, she had never really looked at it all.

She started to lift a box, and stopped.

Why should she do this? The boy could sleep on the couch until he had the basement cleaned out and made habitable.

She smiled and went back upstairs.

For Ryan the end of high school came. He graduated, partied, and even got drunk. Fact of the matter, his mother even poured a tall drink for him. He had graduated with honors, and she was inordinately proud of her son.

Then, on the day following graduation, she took him to the airport and put him on a plane.

Ryan flew across this great land in a funk. He was certain he would be miserable all summer long.

The plane landed and he walked through the terminal to the baggage claim. He hadn’t seen his aunt yet, but from pictures he had seen he was pretty sure he would recognize her.

He collected his bag and went out to the pickup area and…stopped.

Zoe was standing next to a sleek, red Miata, and she was a knock out.

Ryan knew his mother was good looking, a rare beauty, even. But she was his mother and he never thought of her that way.

His aunt, however, was equally as beautiful, and he could think of her that way.

SPROING! And Ryan shifted his bag in front of himself to cover his instant boner.

Zoe smiled. She had seen her effect on Ryan, and it complimented her. She was twenty years older than him, and she was glad to see that she still had sex appeal.

Of course, he was her nephew, so she wouldn’t try anything.

Still, he was pretty good looking. He was slender with a triangular face. He wore his dark hair California long, and he had a good complexion.

“Hello, Ryan.”

Hi, Aunt Zoe.”

There was a moment of awkwardness. Ryan tried to keep his eyes on her face, but Zoe noticed how they dipped towards her breasts and she smiled.

“Put your bag behind the seat and let’s go.”

Ryan put the bag in the car. He had to stretch a bit, and Zoe took advantage of the moment to ascertain that he did, indeed, have a nice, fat cock.

God, it had been years since she had had a good fuck.

She shook herself, put down that thought, and stepped into the car.

As they wend their way through the airport traffic Ryan took advantage of her concentration on the road to check out her boobs.

Zoe shifted gears and merged with traffic. She could see Ryan looking at her boobs in the rear view mirror, and she grinned.

Maybe this wasn’t going to be such a sad summer after all.

Zoe lived in a two story house that was over a 100 years old. It had been cared for over the years, and was in primo condition. The roof didn’t leak, the wiring had been replaced, the kitchen had been modernized. There were only two places in the house that had been neglected. One was the attic, but how can an attic break? So that was no big deal. The other was the basement.

The basement ran the length of the house. It was concrete, and the pipes were old and the wiring down there hadn’t been replaced.

Still, it wasn’t in bad shape.

It was, however, packed with the detritus of the last owner of the house.

One entered the basement from an outside door, and the door had six inches of space at the top , and eight inches of space at the bottom. If any critter needed a place to stay, the basement was grand central for varmint hotels.

There was a space about six feet square when one entered. There were three ‘hallways.’ One in the center, one down the right side and one down the left side. There was a rear ‘hallway’ at the back of the basement connecting these corridors.

“You can sleep on the couch upstairs until you get this place cleaned out. Put anything that looks of value in the garage, and make a pile of junk on the driveway. You can call the city for extra trash pick ups.”

Just because Zoe thought her nephew was cute was no reason to abandon her plan to make use of him this summer.

“On the couch? I don’t have a room?”

They were standing in the basement, a couple of yellow lights illuminating the gloom. “Of course you do. You get this whole basement.”

Ryan stared at the mess. At a glance he noted: chests, old couches, boxes, broken crates, roofing material from some dilapidated house, standing lamps, a kitchen set with broken chairs, parts of a car including two sets of tires, stacks of magazines, several broken bicycles, piles of clothes that looked like they had been gnawed on by rodents making their homes, stands of doors (several of which could have replaced the joke of a door that secured the basement, boxes of lightbulbs (that didn’t work) and books and records and kitchen utensils, gardening equipment, a wheel barrow with no front wheel, a stack of ancient computers, coils of wire, and so on and so on and so on.

“You’ve got to be kidding.”

Zoe grinned. In her mind she was getting back at Jan. “Dinners at six. See you then.”

Zoe out the door, Ryan just stood and shook his head. He had never seen such a mess in his life. And Zoe had made it plain that he wouldn’t have much access to the house until he had cleaned up the mess.

Sighing, realizing that the first step of a thousand miles must begin, Ryan grabbed a box and took it up the short flight of stairs to the sunlight.

Water logged TV guides from the fifties. Might be worth something except they were water logged.

He started the pile on the driveway.

All afternoon he worked. The work actually went faster than he would have though possible. Most of the junk was easily discerned as valueless or value. By five thirty the stack of debris on the driveway was large, and there was a cleared out space in the basement.

The stack in the garage, the ‘possibly worth something’ items, was small, but there were a few nuggets in there.

A record collection which included what might be original Elvis Presley 45s. Of course he had no way of knowing whether they could play, he hadn’t found a record player yet, but…?

A box of leather bound books about some guy named Natty Bumppo which didn’t look to be in bad shape, a box of silverware with the pieces wrapped in individual pieces of paper,.

And a few other things.

Tired, a bit discouraged, knowing he was going to be miserable this summer, Ryan came out from under the house. He washed up in a small backroom and appeared in the kitchen for dinner.

“Oh, Lord!” exclaimed Zoe. “I forgot about you!”

She had made herself a pot pie, and didn’t volunteer one for Ryan. Instead, she made him a peanut butter and jelly sandwich.

She chuckled as she made it, thinking what Jan would think when he told here.

“Uh…”

“Yes?” she asked sweetly.

“I’m a growing boy.”

“Oh, did you want two sandwiches?”

He shook his head and ate his sandwich.

After dinner he went out to the front room and laid down on the couch. He was almost asleep when Zoe pushed his legs and said, “Make room, sofa hog.”

He pulled his feet up and gazed blearily at her.

“This is the only room with a TV,” she explained as she clicked a remote.

For the next three hours Ryan sat in a chair, which Zoe could have sat in, and tried to sleep. He held a pillow over his face and tried to ignore the vapid romantic comedies that Zoe preferred.

When she finally went to bed he collapsed on the couch and slept the sleep of the dead.

The days went slowly, as well they should. After all, when somebody is doing something they don’t like time seems to drag on interminably.

Still, Ryan made progress in the ‘down under,’ as he called it.

Zoe had called the city for extra pick ups a couple of times, and the mound of possible ‘treasures’ in the garage grew slowly.

He had reached the half way point. He was always tired, always hungry, but he was looking forward to making the basement into a proper hang out.

Then he reached ‘the room.’

On the left side of the basement, midway down the length of the room, was a small alley. The alley led to a solid looking door, and there was a padlock on the door.

Ryan would have seen it sooner, except that somebody had blocked off the alley.

But he did find it, and he looked at the padlock. It wasn’t that old, maybe 10 years, and it wasn’t rusty.

But there was no key.

Ryan considered the situation. He could spend time hunting for a key, which might or might not be anywhere, or he could grab a hammer and bust hell out of the padlock.

He smiled. This was the first ray of sunshine in this gloomy place. A mystery. What was behind door number one?

He went to a box of tools he had found and selected a small sledge hammer. He went to the lock, brought his arm back, and…looked up.

There was a ledge over the door. He reached up and touched the key.

Ha! There was a God after all!

He put the sledge aside, inserted the key into the padlock, and it clicked like it had been freshly oiled.

The room was dark. He was going to need a flashlight. He was…he felt along the side of the door and felt a light switch.

Click.

The light was bright and he covered his eyes for a moment. As his eyes became used to the light his mouth opened.

The room was a side room that went the length of the basement. A whole second basement. And it was not packed with junk, but rather a few select items.

Pieces of furniture, but not just regular furniture. It was furniture with a sexual intent.

There was a chair with a dildo on it. There were clamps on the arms of the chair, and it was obvious that if somebody sat down on the chair they were going to be trapped with a dildo up their ass.

There was a chair with short legs and a hole in the seat. This was a ‘queening stool,’ where a woman (presumably) would sit on the face of a person laying under the chair.

There was a spanking horse. One would be buckled onto the horse, and the pegboard full of whips and butt plugs and dildos next to the horse attested to the purpose of the horse.

There were chains on the walls. The chains were perfect for securing somebody. There were odd things, like the iron face mask with a tube for holding a person’s mouth open. There were specialized butt plugs that could be expanded once inserted. There were frames, like triangles and squares, which could hold people prisoner in awkward positions.

There was a table with a hole for the penis. Lay on the table, the penis goes through the hole, and under the hole was a handcuff for the genitals.

Ryan stared in amazement at the display of sexual instruments and furniture. He had seen some of these things on the internet, but to be in their presence, he could feel a burgeoning hard on. People had been tied, cuffs, strapped, whipped, paddled, but fucked, fucked, and…OMG!

He reached the end of the room and found another door. This one was unlocked and he opened it.

A bathroom, including a shower. He could clean himself up in style now!

And, just outside the bathroom was an armoire.

He backed out of the bathroom and opened the armoire.

There were two sides. One was packed with male clothes. the other was packed with female clothes.

Double OMG!

Ryan walked back down the length of the room and to the other side. It was dark back here, and Ryan figured out why. There was a full TV set up.

The TV was large, but it was an actual TV, with a tube, not just a big screen.

There were two chairs facing the TV, and between them was a box filled with old VHS tapes. The titles included such things as ‘Behind the Green Door,’ ‘Debbie Does Dallas,’ Lesbian Nuns Discover Men,’ ‘Anal ain’t Banal,’ and hundreds of other intriguing titles.

Somebody had been enjoying porn. They enjoyed it so much they set up a library, along with a room for duplicating the depravities they enjoyed on the screen.

“Holy fuck,” whispered Ryan. He liked porn, and to discover this treasure trove…the contents of this room weren’t going out to the driveway or the garage.

No way.

Ryan had been making good progress. He would have been done with the basement in a couple of weeks. That was no longer going to happen.

Ryan didn’t worry about sleep or food. He got up early, ate a bowl of cereal and headed downstairs.

When Zoe got up she would see a little progress. A few items left on the stacks of garbage or treasures. Then there would be nothing for a long while.

During those periods Ryan would be in the sex room. All the lights in  the basement were off and he left a door across the little alley. Zoe never came down here, but if she did he didn’t want her to find him.

He closed the door, there was no way to lock it from the inside, and started up the TV.

He took off his clothes in the bathroom, then put on some fresh clothes from the armoire. Sometimes he wore slightly out of fashion suits. Sometimes he wore kinky underwear. He particularly liked wearing a chastity tube. He loved to watch the movies and feel his cock struggling to erect. He would play with his balls and his nipples and watch the old VHS scenes unfold.

Men with huge cocks. Women with breasts the size of mountains.

Men on women, women on men, women on women and men on men. Trios and orgies. Men spitting women, and men being ‘spitted’ on the lengths of strap on dildos.

Black, white, yellow, purple; color didn’t seem to matter if the  sex organs were of a size.

Women screaming with orgasms. Men jetting out gallons of squirt. Lust by sweaty pound of lust.

He worked for a couple of hours, then took a break to watch the videos. Came. Cleaned himself off and got back into his work duds, and presented himself for lunch.

The afternoon went about the same way.

Being young, Ryan found it easy to cum twice a day, and the summer started to pick up speed.

Zoe didn’t have a clue as to what Ryan was doing. She fixed him sandwiches for lunch and dinner. Peanut butter and jelly, bologna and cheese, and it was cheap pay for getting her basement straightened up.

And it was getting cleaned. The slowly growing piles of junk and good stuff attested to that.

So the days passed. Two weeks passed, and Ryan was putting on a dour face for Zoe, but laughing on the inside.

After two weeks, however, Ryan made a discovery. He had worn most of the male clothes on the left side of the armoire, and he happened to glance at the right side.

Oh, my. Sexy dresses. Dresses with deep cleavage. Thong panties. Corsets. All sorts of sexy items.

Ryan stopped moving and stared at the clothes.

Female clothes.

As if in a dream he reached out and fingered one of the items.

Dare he?

Of course he did. Instead of male clothes he selected panties and a bra and a dress. He pulled the clothes on noticed the high heels.

He slipped his feet into the high heels.

He sauntered down the length of the second basement. He was a little wobbly, but he managed to make his heels make a few clicking sounds.

He sat down and turned on the TV and let himself be entertained. His orgasm on that day was the biggest one he had ever had. When he stopped trembling he knew he was officially converted to female clothes.

And so another week of debauchery began.

It had been one month since Ryan had arrived at Zoe’s house. Because of his diet he was losing weight. He had been slender to begin with, but now he was skinny.

Zoe didn’t notice. All Zoe wanted to do was watch her romantic comedies and read her romance novels.

One day Ryan went down into the basement. He did an obligatory hour of work, and realized he was going to have to work slower if he was going to make this last until college.

He blocked off the alley and entered his private screening room. He went to the armoire and selected a slutty outfit. It was like a corset with a skirt. The top was a compression top, and it pressed on his upper body in a way that made his pectorals bulge out the front. It was almost like he had tits.

His pecker was throbbing inside his chastity tube, desperate to get out and squirt.

Not yet, dear peckaroonie. Not yet.

He went into the bathroom to wash his hands and realized that he had never looked into the medicine cabinet.

He grabbed the edge of the mirror and pulled it out.

Make up.

He was almost giddy. He didn’t know much about make up, but he knew it was sexy. His hands trembling, he reached forward and picked up a tube of lipstick. He examined the bottom and realized the tubes were color coded.

His hands still shaking, he selected the brightest red and twisted the bottom. A pillar of bright red slid out of the gold tube.

He watched himself paint his lips. It took a lot of self control because he was so nervous. This was much more significant than pulling on a pair of panties or a dress. This was like a line in the sand, and he was crossing it.

Lips aflame, his heart pounding, Ryan walked down the length of the basement, and stopped.

It was the chair with the dildo sticking up on the seat.

It was a sturdy chair with armrests, and the armrests had little clamps that flipped over and locked the arms into place.

There was no way that Ryan wanted to be locked in place, but…he was intrigued by the dildo on the seat.

He had watched men be analized. He had watched men groaning as women fucked them, and even fisted them.

And their orgasms were the most intense he had ever seen.

What would it feel like?

He had played with his butt, it was such a glorious feeling, but he had never put anything up his ass.

What would it feel like?

Would his orgasm be as intense as those he had seen?

He went back to the bathroom and picked up a tube of lube. He moved the dildo chair down to the movie screen and moved one of the regular chairs aside. He shoved the dildo chair into place.

He selected a long compilation of women taking it up the butt and started it.

He stood in front of the dildo chair and slathered lube all over the dildo. Then he opened the bottom flap of his outfit and rubbed a heaping helping into his asshole. He wanted to experience it, not suffer pain.

The lube was difficult to apply. His garment was stiff and it was hard to bend over, and he heard a few glops of lube splatter on the cement floor. No biggie. He could clean that up later.

He figured he could impale himself, watch a movie, then lift himself up by pressing down on the armrests to get himself off.

He put the lube aside and put his hands on the armrests. He made sure the clamps were open, he didn’t want to get locked into the thing, and he lowered himself.

The best laid plans of mice and men.

His heels slipped in the lube he had spilled on the floor. He fell, and his arms hit the armrests. They struck with his whole body weight, a violent slam that caused the clamps to bounce up and over his arms.

He groaned at a small amount of pain, it’s hard to take a dildo up the butt that fast. But the worst thing was that he couldn’t move his arms. The clamps had clicked closed and they wouldn’t open.

Ryan was caught. He tried to move his arms, but the dildo up his butt made him weak. Try lifting weights with a butt plug in the heinie.

And this wasn’t a nice, polite, little butt plug. This was a six inch, fat dildo. It was even flared a little bit, to help it keep the person in place.

Now Ryan was caught. The pleasure emanating from his butt weakened him, made him breath heavily, and his struggles weren’t near enough to break the clamps holding his arms in place.

“Oh, fuck!” he groaned. He tried to move, and that just caused the dildo to shift in his butt, and to bring him even more pleasure.

On the TV a woman was using a strap on on a man fastened to a type of horse. His butt was in the air and she was pounding away. In and out. Push and pull. The man taking it was crying out with pleasure.

Ryan was crying out with the pleasure, and yet his mind was totally panicked.

He couldn’t stand up. He couldn’t get his arms loose. The chair was heavy enough, and sturdy enough, that he couldn’t even rock it over.

“Oh, God!” yelled the man on the screen. “Give it to me!”

“Here you go, baby!” yelled the women, slapping his ass gleefully and shoving the big dong into his crevice.

Ryan wiggled and tried to lift his butt up and off the dildo. He got half way up, might even have been able to get off it, but his heels slipped in the lube on the floor and he slammed down again.

He saw stars and looked down. A thin thread of semen was coming out of his caged penis. He knew that this was pre-cum, or maybe even cum. He knew he was sexually excited. Being in the chastity tube, leaking his semen, trapped on the big dick on the seat of the chair…

How was he going to get off?

How was he going to get his butt off the impaler?

He kept wiggling and writhing, as did the man on the screen, and suddenly he felt the heat. All the movement had stirred him up. Now it didn’t just feel good, it felt like he was going to cum!

He was terrified now, and he began to scream, “HELP! HELP!”

But the basement was deep and the floor above thick.

Trapped, his penis emitting a silver stream of sperm, he kept screaming.

But nobody heard him.


PART TWO

Zoe fixed herself dinner. She hadn’t heard zip from Ryan all day, and that was fine with her.  Yeah, he was cute. And, yeah, she was always horny these days, reading about hunky men saving sexy women.

But she wasn’t about to cross that line and get sexual with her nephew.

She sat down and ate her pie, and grinned. It was a nice thought. She hadn’t had a good poke in years.

She ate, no Ryan. It was a good excuse to pour herself a drink. Like men, she hadn’t had one in years.

Yet she had a bottle of good bourbon in the cupboard.

She left her pie with a fork in it and filled a glass with ice, then she trickled a healthy dose of brown liquor over the cubes. Lastly, she topped it off with Coke.

“Mmmm.”

She sipped, and went back to her dinner.

After dinner there was still no Ryan. So, another drink. And she felt sorry for herself. No sex for years, she had never found a man she liked, and there was a perfectly good man downstairs, even though he was her sister’s child.

Ryan still hadn’t shown up, so she poured yet another drink.

Now she was a bit out of it. She was not used to alcohol, and she was pretty high.

She stood up and found herself walking out the back steps and down to the basement.

Where was Ryan? She giggled. She opened the little door and walked into the darkness.

Huh! He wasn’t here! Where was he?

Maybe he walked back to California. She giggled again.

She was about to turn around and leave when she saw a thin line of light about halfway down the left side of the basement. Puzzled, she peered.

She felt for the light switch and found it. But turning on the lights made the thin line of light disappear.

She turned the light off and saw it again. She fixed the location of the light in her mind and turned the lights on again.

She walked to the left and turned down the corridor. Ryan had done a good job. Half the stuff in the basement was gone and she had room to move around.

She reached a point halfway through the basement. Where she had seen the light was a door. It was propped up, and she wiggled it and looked around. There was a short walkway to the wall, and in the wall was a door. There was padlock on the door, but it was just hanging there. She reached out and opened the door.

“Help! Help!” It was Ryan’s voice, and it was weak. Had he fallen? Was he under something? Quickly she felt for a light switch and turned it on.

Bright light filled the second basement and Zoe’s mouth dropped. Though she had not had much sex in ten years, she knew what she was looking at. Spanking chairs. Dildos. Queening chairs, whips and paddles and dildos on a pegboard. Metal frames which people could be tied to.

It was a fucking sex emporium!

To the right she caught a glimpse of a bathroom and an open armoire. To the left…that was where Ryan’s voice had come from.

She walked carefully past the sex furniture, her mouth open in shock. She had never known this existed!

She found Ryan at the end of the room. He was in front of a TV, one of the old TVs with big tubes, and the screen was static.

Ryan’s back was to her, but he was wearing funny clothes. She walked around him and stared at him.

Ryan was wearing a dress. His cock was locked with one of those chastity tube things. He had on red lipstick and high heels.

His arms were clamped to the armrests of a sturdy chair.

“Aunt Zoe,” he begged in a whisper. “Help me!”

Aunt Zoe was too shocked to move for a moment, then she said, “It looked like you don’t need much help.”

“But I can’t get up!”

“You got down, get yourself up,” she examined the contraption and was now fascinated. She reached down, stopped, then continued. She took his penis and cage in one hand. “Is this what you do when you’re supposed to be working?”

“Please…I’m stuck.”

Zoe hadn’t held a man’s penis for years. This one was performing gyrations in the cage. She could feel it through the plastic. She licked her lips.

She reached down and put her hands around his balls. She whispered. “It looks like you’re having fun.”

“I…there’s a dildo on the chair.”

Zoe blinked. It made no sense, and then it did. That’s how he was stuck. He was sitting on a dick!

Zoe giggled, then she finally responded to the situation. She unclamped his arms.

He lifted his arms and tried to push up. After hours of sitting on the dildo he was terribly weakened.

Zoe put her arms under his and helped him rise up.

Ryan felt the cock slide out of his ass. After hours of pleasure he was ready to be released, but it did leave a feeling of emptiness in his butt.

Zoe helped him walk around the chair and down to the end of the room. He could barely walk in the heels, but Zoe was too drunk to think logically and take them off.

She walked him through the basement and up into the house.

“I’m sorry,” Ryan kept mumbling.

She looked at his red lips, she felt his dress under her helping arm. She wasn’t sorry.

She didn’t know exactly what she was, but she wasn’t sorry.

She took him through the living room and up the stairs.

“What are you doing?” he asked in a whisper.

“You need a good night’s sleep,” she said.

She helped him out of his clothes, then put him in her bed.

She stared at him. His cock looked to be a good, healthy size, though it was currently out of action.

She looked down at the dress he had been wearing.

When he started to snore she went down to examine the second basement more closely.

Ryan awoke. He knew where he was. He knew he had been caught wearing a dress and watching porn. His face turned red at the memory of how his aunt had had to help him off a big dildo.

“Are you awake?”

He was under the covers. He was electric, his face inflamed with red, his whole body blushing. “Yes.”

Zoe was on the other side of the bed.

“I guess we should talk.”

He said nothing.

She pulled on his shoulder and turned him over.

He opened his eyes wide at the sight of her. She was wearing a chemise and nothing else. He could see her large breasts, the nipples jutting out through the thin material. She had no panties on and he cold see her light bush.

Then he looked at her face and was doubly embarrassed.

“I’m going to assume you found that room, that you didn’t build it in the last couple of weeks.”

He bit his lip and nodded. He wanted to look away, but she had a hand on his cheek and was holding him to look at her.

“So…talk.”

Ryan mumbled and explained how he had found the second basement.

“So you’ve been…what? Cleaning a little and masturbating a lot?”

He nodded, totally shamed.

Zoe nodded thoughtfully. “Well, fortunately for you, I found the key to your chastity tube downstairs, in the little bathroom. So there won’t be any more unauthorized jacking off.”

His eyes opened.

“I’ll probably have to figure out how to give you a little relief, don’t want you blowing up your balls or something, but it’s time you finished my basement.”

“Okay,” he whispered.

“Now, it’s morning. I suggest you put your dress on and get back to work.”

“Put the…”

“The dress. You seem to prefer dresses over male clothes, so I locked the left side of the armoire, and you will spend the rest of your time here wearing clothes from the female side.”

“I…will?”

“Yep. And I expect you to use the make up in the bathroom. I’ll help you if you need to figure it out.”

Ryan’s face was crimson, and he could feel the blood pounding in his chest, in his face.

“Don’t you want to…to get rid of me?”

“For what? You got a little side tracked, and now we’ve got you back on track. No, you’re here for the summer, and I want that basement finished. Who knows. If you’re a good boy maybe I’ll take you into that second basement for a treat.”

She had been talking off the top, and was surprised to hear herself say that. Yet…it was an intriguing concept.

Take Ryan into the ‘dungeon,’ teach him something about real sex?Wouldn’t that just fry Jan’s chitlins?

Watching Ryan’s stunned face, she got up, pulled the covers down and looked at his imprisoned manhood.

“Too bad,” she teased him. “There’s plenty of other things you could use that dick for.

She reached down and fondled his balls. She looked up at him. “Wouldn’t you rather use that dick on a pretty woman? Do a little ‘in and out?’ Instead of watching it lay there all shriveled and useless?”

Ryan was flabbergasted. She was near naked and holding his balls. His cock was pressing against the inside of the cage. She was teasing him and denying him at the same time. He gave a small sob as she pulled him out of bed.

“Sit down at my vanity.”

He sat down, and realized that he still had lipstick on. It was a whole new level of mortification.

Yet, she did nothing with his face and make up. She took a brush and brushed out his hair. She teased it and curled it, and when she was done he was femininely coiffed.

“Now put your dress on and get to work.”

Ryan worked through the day. He had had no dinner the night before, and he had had no breakfast. When he came up for lunch she handed him a bowl of vegetable soup.

“Very nourishing,” she explained.

While he sucked soup she went out and looked at the basement. She came back in and treated him to a frown.

“What?”

“Not enough. Were you in the room?”

“No!” he protested.

Then she confused him. “Well that’s probably the problem.”

When he finished she went down to the basement with him. She opened the second room and ushered him in.

He looked at the furniture and felt a sense of foreboding.

“Take your dress off and climb on that horse.”

The horse was a big one, and he mounted it from the side. She cuffed his ankles to the legs on one side, then cuffed his wrists to the legs on the other side. He was laying on the horse and his butt was thrust up into the air.

“We’re going to change your attitude, Ryan.”

He looked back over his shoulder at her. He was feeling a little fear now, and he wondered what she was going to do.

She took a paddle off the wall and swished it through the air.

“You aren’t going to…”

SMACK!

He yelped, but it wasn’t all that painful. It was just a gentle reminder, and as he relaxed after it he realized that it actually felt good.

She touched his balls, caressed them, ran her red tipped fingers over them.

SMACK!

“Ow!”

But it didn’t hurt so much as turn him on.

“Please…”

“What?”

“Can you undo my cock?”

She laughed. “Oh, Ryan, honey, what would be the fun of that?”

She went to the pegboard and took down a vibrator. “I had to replace batteries, but that’s okay.” She held the vibrator to his balls and turned it on.

“Oh! Oh! OOOOO!”

She pulled it away before he could cum.

She patted his back. “Would you like more?”

He nodded.

SMACK!

“Oh, fuck!”

ZZZZZZ!

“Oh…oh….”

“More?”

He couldn’t talk, but he gulped and nodded.

She touched the vibrator to his nipples and rubbed her thumb over his bunghole.

It was electrifying. His whole body jerked with the shocking pleasure of it.

“You see, Ryan dear, if you work hard, you get this. If you don’t…” She walked over to the pegboard and took down a heavy whip. But she didn’t hit him. She just uncoiled it and let the heavy twined leather fall to the floor.

She laughed at the look of fear on his face. “Oh, Ryan. You dear, sweet boy.”

She leaned down and kissed his cheek. Then she stopped, and a look flitted across her face.

She kissed him on the lips. It was a juicy kiss, one that thrilled him to his balls and made the pre-cum drip from his cock.

She licked her lips, appeared to think some more, then kissed him, again and again.

Ryan was in lip heaven. Her mouth was warm and moist. She gave him a little tongue action, then she reached under the horse and grabbed his balls.

She kissed his lips and squeezed his balls. He moaned into her mouth, and she really liked that.

She move away and watched him.

His eyes were desperate. She could feel his cock wiggling in the tube.

She nodded. “I think you’ll work now.”

He stared, so totally turned on, and so totally unable to do anything about it.

“Do a good job this afternoon. Maybe I’ll have a treat for you tonight.” She undid the cuffs and let him up. “Get dressed. Put on the purple dress, and the nylons with the stripe up the back of the leg.”

That afternoon he worked especially hard.

Zoe returned home in time for dinner. She had bought Chinese, and she ate it while Ryan worked on a box of noodles. A small box. And she didn’t even give him a fortune cookie.

All through dinner he stared at her, his eyes a mix of confusion and horniness.

She knew he was in love with her.

Heck, she loved him. But he was also the offspring of the enemy.

What a delightful quandary, she thought. I get to do something I love, and he loves, and won’t Jan be surprised.

After dinner she handed him some pills. “These are the strongest vitamins I could find. Within a month you’ll see big changes.”

Trusting, he took the vitamins and popped them down his throat.

He no longer slept on the couch. Now he slept in her room. With her.

She wore the flimsiest of outfits, her form easy to see, and she cuddled up to him through the night.

He could feel her breasts, big pillows pressed against his back. Sometimes she turned him over and made him suck on her nipples.

She scissored her legs over his, and he could feel her slit pressed against his flesh.

He gulped, and had a hard time going to sleep.

She kissed him. Even waking him up to kiss him.

His dick was hurting now, caught in the plastic vise and desperate to get out.

When he complained she just held it and kissed him some more.

The second night after he started sleeping with her she pushed his head down to her groin. She gave him explicit instructions on what she expected.

“That’s it. use your tongue. Up the crevice…now suck on my clitoris. It’s just like sucking on a dick, but it’s a female dick.

He couldn’t help himself. He couldn’t stop.

“Now, put a finger in me. Crook it up and…oh, yes. Now, finger me, rub that spot.”

He did, and noted how she jerked and twitched and held on to him.

“Oh…yes!” She came with a violence he had not suspected women could have.

The next morning she was humming when she made him cereal and handed him his vitamins.

She tousled his feminine hair and took him down to the basement.

“All right, I’ve restocked your make up, and it’s time to get serious.”

She showed him how to cleanse his pores, how to apply primer and all the other potions and paints.

It felt weird to have her touching his face with her fingers. It felt intimate, and his cock struggled all the harder.

He really liked it when she put make up on him. It was like the high point of the day, and often during the day he would look at his face and just think about the way she gently molded him.

The basement progressed, but not as fast as she demanded. And it didn’t because she would make him work for an hour, then take him into the second basement.

One morning she tied him to a St. Andrew’s Cross and whipped him.

Gently whipped him. An ounce of pain, which resulted in a pound of pleasure.

Whipped him until he was moaning with pleasure. He had always though being whipped would be painful, and it was, but not in the way he thought. It was painful to be that horny and not be able to find relief. He was used to jacking off twice a day, now he was refused, and the semen was building up in his balls.

Then, when the whipping was done, she inserted a butt plug into his fanny.

He gasped. He had recovered form the night in the dildo chair, and he often thought of how wonderful it felt to be penetrated in that fashion.             

Two weeks later he realized that his body was changing. He had been growing skinnier, but now he had a bit of padding on his fanny and on his chest. Just a little. And he figured it was because his diet consisted of things like sandwiches and soups and the occasional salad.

The funny thing was that he felt a bit of relief. Now the bras she was making him wear had a little something to fill the cups with.

Not much.

But at least it was something.

And the panties felt better.

And the dresses.

Two months, and the basement was almost done. There were a few small clumps of things scattered about, but the major work was done. Zoe came down to the basement and inspected his progress, and she was pleased.

“Somebody’s going to get an extra special treat tonight,” she remarked. Then she smiled and kissed him on the lips.”

It made him so happy.

Then she placed a hand on his chest, and he felt a thrill shoot through him. It was his nipple, and he moaned.

She smiled and told him to lift his dress over his head. When he had the dress up she kissed his nipples, and the sensation was like nothing he had ever felt before. It was electric, and it shot to his groin.

“Oh, God!” The dress was still up over his head, his arms trapped inside.

She held his balls with one hand, tickled a nipple with the other hand, and sucked with her mouth.

Ryan almost collapsed, the feelings were so strong.

When he managed to get the dress back down she was gone.

He worked hard to finish the basement, and he did. He took the last bit of junk out and swept the basement, then he ran upstairs to tell Zoe that he was done.

He realized, as he ran up the stairs, that he was a changed person. He didn’t run the same way. He didn’t move the same way. Part of it was that his package was contained in a non masculine way. Part of it was the way he was gaining weight in his hips and chest. Part of it was…he just felt like being more feminine.

“Wonderful,” praised Zoe, as she put his salad before him. For a treat she sprinkled a half a dozen raisins on his salad.

“So do I get a reward tonight?”

“You certainly do. You get to make love to me.”

Ryan was in shock. He was in love, and to be told that he would get to put his penis in his lady love…it was all he could dream of. And it was going to happen.

It didn’t happen exactly the way he anticipated, however.

After dinner, and a couple of hours of snuggling on the sofa and watching romantic comedies—funny how Ryan was starting to enjoy those romantic comedies—she took his hand and led him up to bed.

She hummed as she let down her hair. She watched him in the mirror with a Mona Lisa smile. Her breasts were tingling with anticipation. Her pussy was downright wet.

She went to a dresser and took out a strap on. “I brought this up from the basement today.”

Ryan stared at the leather and dildo set up. On one hand, his heart sank. He wanted to make love to Zoe with his own dick. On the other hand, he couldn’t stop staring at her lush body.

“Oh, honey, you didn’t think you were going to be able to use your own penis, did you?”

She helped him step into the harness.

“I…uh…yeah.”

“But we’re related. That would be too close to incest.”

She snapped the dildo into the socket and stepped back.

His caged cock and balls were hidden by the harness. It was like he was a she with a dick.

Zoe smiled happily. “You’re so beautiful.”

She stepped forward and fondled Ryan’s tits.

And they were tits. Not big, but certainly a handful.

She kissed him, then led him to the bed.

She lay back on the bed, spread her legs, and said, “Kiss me down there, honey. Get me ready.”

Ryan felt conflicted. He wanted his own dick free, and that made his dick struggle as hard as it cold in the chastity tube. Yet he couldn’t stop himself from making love to his aunt.

He lay in the junction of her legs and kissed her and kissed her. He licked her labia, letting her feel the delicate graze of his tongue. He put his mouth over her clitoris and she felt his soft, plump lips.

“Oh, yes,” she sighed. “Now come up and put it in me.”

Ryan held himself over her. He wasn’t as strong as he once was, his muscles were turning a bit soft and slender, but he could hold himself up long enough for her to grab his plastic weenie and fit it to her pussy.

She groaned as she pulled him into her. She kissed, grinding on his mouth as he ground into her hips.

Ryan was now feeling differently. He was feeling like he was exalted, elevated above humanity. He was not able to sate his own urges, he was good only to sate hers. He came to realize that he had only one duty to perform, to give pleasure to his aunt.

She arched her hips and he drove down, the remnants of his male strength enabling him to please her.

She held his face to her nipples and he suckled happily.

Her pleasure became his pleasure.

Her excitement excited him.

And when she came it was like he had achieved nirvana.

No, he didn’t get to cum. But her happiness was better than an orgasm. Afterwards, her laying, sated, contented, pleased with him, all he could do was kiss her and wish he could do it again.

A week before he was due to go home Zoe took him to bed. She didn’t unlock him. She kissed him and crawled over his body.

He was now female in form. Every dress fit perfectly, and he had large boobs that filled his double D cups. His make up was perfect and his hair was a wonderfully feminine style.

There was no trace of the boy that had arrived earlier that summer.

“You’re beautiful,” she said, suddenly getting out of bed.

“Thank you, Aunt Zoe.” Then: “What are you doing?”

She was putting the strap on on. She smiled at him and buckled the harness. She snapped the big penis into the socket.

“You’re going to be going home in a few days, and I thought I should give you a little something to remember me by.

They had played with his butt, and he had worn butt plugs often, but to have her fuck him?

Of course, it would probably be similar to sitting in the dildo chair.

She arranged him sideways on the bed and lifted his legs over her shoulders. She applied a heavy dose of lubricant to his asshole.

He stared at her, entranced. She’s really going to do this, he thought.

She gave him a final kiss, leaning forward so their breasts brushed. Then she began feeding the cock into him.

Ryan arched his back and couldn’t believe the pleasure. The feeling of the cock up his heinie, he had missed this. He needed this. He relished every inch of shaft that slid through his anal ring and plummeted into the depths.

“That’s it, honey.” She took the little key off the chain around her neck and unlocked his chastity cage.

He moaned and raised his head to watch his cock rise up.

It rose up spectacularly. It was stiff and rigid, and his balls felt so damned full!

She moved in and out of him, letting him feel the veins on the side of the plastic cock.

Ryan groaned and held to her arms.

With her hands she began stroking his cock. But she didn’t stroke him hard enough to get him off. She stroked him to get him harder, and harder, but she wanted the orgasm to come from his butt. She wanted him to have an anal orgasm.

Ryan grunted, and lost himself in the feeling of being impaled. There was nothing in the world except the wonderful feeling of the cock in his ass.

Slowly, the feeling came to him. A warm feeling, much larger than an orgasm by penis. It lifted him up and swirled him around, the world spun, and he felt like he was in the heart of a volcano.

“AHHHHHHHH!”

And Zoe smiled as a vast torrent of semen exploded from his cock.


EPILOGUE

Jan stood at the baggage claims, waiting for Ryan. She had missed him this summer. The movie had turned out well, it was going to be a smash, but she really missed Ryan.

She stood, waiting, and watched his bags come out of the chute and circle around the platform. He would be here any minute.

She noticed a tall woman coming across the claims area. She was a babe. She had a figure to die for, with very large breasts. Her face was immaculately made up, and for a moment Jan wondered if she knew her. She looked like an actress, but…she looked past her, waiting for Ryan.

Click, click, click. The woman strode across the area and everybody was sneaking looks. So gorgeous.

Then she stopped right in front of Jan. “Hello, mother!”

Jan turned her face towards the woman. Shock crossed her face. Those features, no wonder she thought recognized…it was Ryan!

Ryan hugged her and she felt faint.

When he let go she whispered, “What…what did she do to you?”

“Oh, nothing. I did it all. I like the new me. Do you?”

“Ryan…Ryan…I…”

“Aunt Zoe said to give you this.” He held out a letter. His fingers were long and slender and the tips were painted red. Red to match his lipstick.

Trembling, faint, Jan opened the letter and read:

‘Remember when you put itching powder in my panties?’

Jan looked back at her son.

“Aunt Zoe says I can go to college in her town. If you’ll let me, that is. Can I, Mother? Can I go live with Aunt Zoe while I do college?”

Jan’s legs gave way at that point, and she crumpled to the ground.

END
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A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!
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THE classic of feminization.

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

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

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

I was Feminized and Dominated!


Here are the first two chapters from…

Sissy Ride: The Book

PART ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

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

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

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

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

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

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

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

I typed:

Who is this?

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

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

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

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

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

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

I typed:

What do you know about me?

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

DING!

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

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

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

DING!

Watch this!

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

I clicked on the link.

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

Mommy Compilation part four!

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

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

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

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

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

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

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

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

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

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

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

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

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

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

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

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

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

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

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

that is my reward for helping you.

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

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

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

I had never thought about being a woman.

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

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

I typed:

I’ll do it.

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

HURRY!

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

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

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

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

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

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

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

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

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

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

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

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

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

I put them in my bra.

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

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

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

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

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

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

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

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

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

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

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

Then I saw the dress.

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

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

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

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

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

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

Then I realized the solution.

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

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

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

‘My’ dress.

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

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

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

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

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

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

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

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

I had my own set of tits!

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

DING!

Lipstick.

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

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

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

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

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

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

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

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

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

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

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

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

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

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

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

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

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

Still, nothing connected.

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

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck!

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

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

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

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

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

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

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

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

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

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

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

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

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

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

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

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

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

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

Then it was done.

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

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

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

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

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

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

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

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

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

And then, finally, it was over.

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

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

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

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

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

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

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

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

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

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

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

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

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

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

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

What had I done?

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

Three days.

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

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

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

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

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

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

I called Tanya then.

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

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

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

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

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

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

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

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

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

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

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

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

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

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

DING!

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

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

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

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

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

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

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

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

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

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

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

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

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

“Are you all right?”

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

DING!

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

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

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

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

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

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

DING!

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

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

DING! DING! DING!

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

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

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

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

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and opened looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

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

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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