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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Author’s Note

Men are silly. I love ‘em, but they are silly. They put all this work into their hot dog…phht! It’s over.

Now women, on the other hand, they put their intention on love. Cuddling for hours, for days and weeks and years.

They get the long term benefits, without all that grunting and slobbering.

Not that I don’t appreciate the slobbering.

It’s just that I appreciate being a woman.

Poor boys.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I want to join a very special club.”

Ron stared at his wife. She was a good looking woman, very large in the chest, chestnut hair and eyes that were sort of lightish green, or pale blue, or something, but, whatever, they were downright mesmerizing.

“What kind of a club.”

“Well, that’s the trick, it involves you.”

Ron was sitting in front of his computer and he sat back in his swivel and contemplated Jane. “The club where I get sex anytime I want it? The club where you wait on me hand and foot? The club where you bow down and thank me for being a manly man?”

“Uh, no.” She was standing at the door, and now she entered the room and sat down in the spare chair.

“It’s more of a club where I get sex when I want it, when you wait on me hand and foot, and you thank me for being a womanly woman.”

Ron gave a big blink. “Now why on earth would I want to help you join a club where I end up being the loser?”

“Loser? Who said you were going to be a loser? You’re going to get more sex than you ever imagined.”

“But you just said I was only going to get sex whenever you wanted it, and, let’s face it, you want sex far less than I want it.”

“No. I said I get sex when I want it. You will be in sex constantly. All the time. 24/7/365.”

“This makes no sense.”

“It makes perfect sense, and once you understand you’ll be so very glad that I asked you to help me join this club.”

“You’re going to have to prove it to me.”

“Well, as you know, I’ve been looking into femdom. I’ve been exploring such things as female led relationships and marriages.”

“You’re talking me out of it,” he observed. “I’m a little bit tired of the whole ‘you’re in charge’ thing.”

“That’s because I’ve been doing it a little wrong.”

“The whole thing is wrong.”

Jane frowned. Then, a visible effort, she smiled.

“Ron, if you go get us a pair of drinks, bourbon and Coke I believe is your favorite, then I will play with your cock for 15 minutes.”

He grinned. He couldn’t help it. “Really?”

“Yep.”

“Really really?”

“Gosh, is my throat dry or what!”

Holding onto his grin, Ron stood up and headed for the kitchen. While he was gone Jane took the swivel and called up some websites.

A couple of minutes passed and he returned with the drinks. Jane was back in her chair and she accepted the drink with thanks, and sipped.

Ron sat down, and noticed the strange website on his computer.

He looked at Jane, who raised her eyebrows and tilted her head slightly.

Ron turned and his eyes went over the site.

Dreamlover Labs.

Scientific male management systems.

It had things like mobile apps, male training theory, and other things.

He couldn’t help himself, he started reading.

He read for an hour, and halfway in he noticed that Jane had brought him another drink. He didn’t even remember drinking the first.

He read about methods of bringing a male under control through such things as feminization, milking, and various types of punishment.

And he noticed that reading all this material was making him stiff.

At one point he glanced at Jane, but she was just reading her cell phone and texting.

He went back to the site and took note of the various types of punishment and rewards. He thought about not being in control of his sex. Turning it over to somebody else was…heady. Gave him a throbbing member, but…he just couldn’t see himself getting locked up and suffering the various punishments and rewards.

Funny, he was a kinky sort, but this was outside the realm of his fantasies.

He sat back, sighed, looked at the screen, and turned to Jane. “Nope.”

Jane smiled, “Okay.” She stood up and walked towards the door.

“Hey! Wait a minute. Is that all?”

She turned to him at the door and smiled. “You said no. No means no. You want me to beg? Or did you have a little interest that maybe wants to get discussed?”

“Well, no. But…I thought…” he stopped and was confused.

Jane came to him, kissed him on the lips gently. “That you for considering. I’ll put off that club I wanted to join until a later date.”

“But I won’t be interested at a later date, either.”

“Okay.” She headed down the hallway.

Ron turned back to the computer and stared at the screen.

Male training courses. He studies and if he doesn’t pass he gets punished. And the punishment is worse if he doesn’t pass again.

Geez, how the heck did Jane expect him to buy into this?

From there he segued into porn, and spent an enjoyable hour perusing x rated sites. His computer was facing away from the door so he could shut down with a couple of clicks if Jane came to see him.

Not that she really cared. She was open minded about that, even enjoyed some porn herself.

But getting caught watching porn tended to cause him embarrassment.

He went from site to site. Watched some vids, headed over to literotica, Gropper Press was always fun, couple of free stories on there, but his mind kept thinking about the Dream Lover Labs.

Geez, he was horny.

The vids, the stories, but…wouldn’t it be cool to be locked up?

Wild women tantalizing him, fondling him, bringing him to the edge again and again.

But his fantasies always ended with him achieving satisfaction. If he didn’t get the money shot…then what was the point?

Heck, when he didn’t get it regular it always drove him nuts. Did he want to be nuts? Sex crazy?

He thought not.

He just wanted to be extra horny so he could have an extra intense orgasm.

Yeah.

Let some other guy do the suffering. He would do the enjoying.

So thinking, and it being late, he finally shut down the computer and headed for bed.

Jane was already asleep and the room was dark.

He moved quietly and removed his clothes. Lord, he shouldn’t have watched so much porn. He hadn’t been this horny in a long time, not since he was a rabid kid going through puberty.

He thought about whacking off, but decided not to. It was sort of fun being horny. Though not for weeks and months at a time.

He took a quick shower, warm, not cold, though he could have used a good, cold shower right then.

Then, dried off, he slipped under the covers.

And slept.

And woke, a hand around his package. A soft stroking motion.

“Wha?” he mumbled. It was dark, middle of the night.

Jane said nothing, just kept moving her hand.

“Hey!”

He turned and wanted to slide over her, but she pushed his chest and pulled on his handle and he was forced back.

“Come on!” he was incredibly excited. To get woken out of a sound sleep for this…

“Shhh,” Jane whispered.

Her hands were so soft, and she touched his sac and fondled, then she was kissing him. Deeply. Her lips brushing, pressing, her tongue searching.

He tried again to move on top, but she suddenly let go and turned over.

“Hey!”

“Shhh.”

“You gotta get me off?”

She turned back to him. “And lose this?”

“Yeah!”

“But doesn’t it feel good? Don’t you love the feeling?” Her hands moved and he gasped.

Then she turned away from him.

In the darkness he was wired. If sex was light the room would be glowing radioactive.

“Is this that Dream Labs crap?”

“Shhh.”

And that was it. She wouldn’t respond, just ignored him.

He lay there, desperate, poised like a rocket about to shoot off.

And the minutes became an hour.

Finally…finally he went to sleep.

And awoke to light bursting into the room. The shades were snapping up and Jane was up.

She looked fresh and vital and ready to go. She was wearing culottes, which showed her curvy legs, and a halter top, which showed her curvy chest, and a smile, which showed her curvy personality.

“What time is it?” he yawned.

“Morning. Now get up. By the time you shave breakfast will be ready. If you hurry up I’ll give it to the dog.”

“We don’t have a dog!”

“I’ll get one.”

He had to chuckle. It was hard to be grumpy with that type of energy flooding towards him.

He sat up and stretched, and noticed that he was bonered up.

Oh, Lord, was he bonered.

He slid out of bed—she had left the room for the kitchen—and stood up, and he had never felt so deliciously horny. He was stiff and straight and that was no lie.

He headed for the bathroom and stood to pee, then stopped. His weenie was poking straight out. If he peed he’d hit the wall.

He sat down and pushed his member down. The pee splattered on the porcelain and he pushed harder, and he had to bend over.

Lord, that was a strain on his tool.

Finished, he stood up and reached for his razor.

He was going to have to do something about all this excitation he was experiencing.

Jane had sausage and tater tots ready for him, and he shot a squirt of syrup over the goods and sat down.

Jane sat down and began eating.

He stared at her.

Under the table he was alive.

“Damn, lady,” he said. “What’d you do to me?”

She smiled as if she knew, but didn’t want to talk about it. “Why, whatever are you talking about?”

“You know. Waking me up last night and…doing what you did. You really edged me.”

“What in the world?” she mocked up innocence. “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

“Yeah, right.”

“Seriously. I didn’t get any sex last night.”

“No, but you gave it.”

“Really?” And she smiled and picked up a sausage with her fork and severed it neatly with her white teeth. “It seems to have slipped my mind.”

Ron hadn’t touched his sausage and potatoes. He sat with a raised fork and prepared, but…she had him going.

“So when are we going to complete this little game.”

“Game? What game?”

“This sex game. This tease and deny. When are you going to finish me off?”

“Oh, that. I don’t know. I suppose you could finish yourself off, though, face it, that would be like cheating on me.”

“Cheating? How is it cheating?”

Sperm is community property. It doesn’t just belong to you. Marriage creates dual ownership. You can’t go shooting it off willy nilly without consulting other corporate members.”

“Corporate members,” he snorted. He stabbed a sausage with the tines of his fork and muttered, “I’ve got your corporate member right here.”

They ate in silence then. Her happy and him grouchy.

“Well, this has got to stop,” he announced finally, glaring at her.

She met his glare, but kept hers toned down. She didn’t want a fight, she wanted an understanding.

“Ron, who’s in charge of my sex.”

He snapped, “According to you it’s community property.”

“Touche. But who drives the car mostly?”

“I do,” he answered feeling a bit of suspicion.

“And who controls the money.”

“Well,” he begrudged, “I guess I do.”

“So I’m the live in maid. Or, if you had your way, the sexual slave.”

“No!”

“All I’m in charge of is cleaning the dishes and the laundry and making the bed. All I do is look pretty and dance around at your leisure.”

“You know that’s not true!”

“So I’m in charge of sex.”

“What?”

“You heard me right. You take care of the car, keep it tuned up and oiled and everything. I take care of your weenie. I keep it tuned up and ready to go.”

“So let’s go!”

“Nope. Not for one month.”

“One month?” he was confused. “What the heck one month? What are you doing?”

“For one month you will allow me to…no, you willing volunteer to do what I say. I intend to train you with the Dream Lovers concepts. I am going to chastise you with one of their devices. You will do their programs for a month. After a month, if you are dissatisfied and wish to discontinue the experiment, so be it. But the least you can do is give me one month. Especially since I am now in charge of your sex.”

Ron was blinking rapidly. This was getting out of hand.

“There is no way. I’m not locking my junk up, and you are not in charge of my dingus.”

“You get no sexual satisfaction from me until you have completed a month of Dream Lover Labs courses.

Ron found that he was on his feet, breathing heavily. The only thing was that his fierceness was diluted by the fact of his rod poking out over the table.

She looked down at him, and smiled.

“What are you smiling for!”

“I’m smiling because I saw something funny.”

“My penis is not funny!”

“Okay.”

She managed to leave the room without laughing.

Man is a creature who is ruled by his penis.

Sure, there are casual relationships, people have friends, but the main thrust of a man is to find a woman and procreate, to ensure the survival of the human race.

Thus, Ron was not just struggling to ‘get a little,’ he was fighting all his desires to survive, for the race to survive.

Which is to say he was horny.

And, not just horny, but accumulated horny. Every day that passed brought a higher level of interest in screwing. Heck, every minute.

Of course, if he took his mind off the subject he could eventually come down to a livable point.

But Jane didn’t let him.

After breakfast he was heading for home depot to get a tie down for the car port. Simply, the roof would lift a bit in a windstorm, so he wanted to screw a big three foot ‘screw’ into the ground and connect a cable from that to the roof.

He put his keys into his pocket and picked up his cell phone.

“Where are you going?” Jane asked pleasantly.

“To Home Depot.”

Jane intercepted him in the foyer. Abruptly she latched on to him, kissed his mouth and fondled him with her hand.

Excitement raced through him. That which had gone down to semi-hard became hard once a gain, and his heart, which had been beating fairly normal, was suddenly racing.

What’s this? he thought. And he figured that she had given up her stupid plans.

Then she was on her knees and he was gasping.

Her mouth was talented and her tongue slid along the underside of his glans.

Instantly he felt the urge  to squirt. He was already horny and he wanted to badly. He reached down and put his hands on the sides of her head…and she stood up. Slithered right up his body, continued her juicy kissing, then stepped away. “Think of me,” she smiled, and sauntered away.

Ron was drop jawed.

“But…wait!”

She looked back at him. He noted how fine and round and perfect her ass was, “Why?”

“You…we…”

“Honey, you’ve got work to do, and so do I. We can’t be rolling in the hay all day. Come on, chop chop, get to work.”

He got it then. The way she was laughing at him.

“This is more of that Dream Lab stuff.”

She was halfway across the living room and she stopped and turned to him. “This is I love you. Let me ask you, do you feel good?”

“I feel frustrated.”

“Your heart is beating faster, you’re hungry, your penis feels so good. Even your balls have that full feeling, and want to get expended.”

He shook his head.

“You’re going to feel like this all the time. You’re going to feel full, and loved, and life is going to be exciting. Think about that when you’re walking down those cement alleys in Home Depot.”

She turned and walked out on the patio and he watched her.

She lay down on the lounge chair and tilted her head back and seemed to go to sleep.

He stared at her. He observed the way her large breasts were tilted up. She was a woman who would never need implants.

And it was all a trick!

He was trying to come down, to reason it out, but he couldn’t. So, finally, in a huff, he turned and went out the door.

Normally a man has a sexual thought every seven seconds. Thank you, testosterone. Now he was having them every three seconds.

She was playing a game with him (sexual thought).

She was jerking him around (sexual thought).

God, that kiss had felt good (sexual thought)

And the way she had licked him down there, his cock was still standing out and it felt like it might even be dripping (sexual thought).

With so much stimulation happening inside his thoughts it was a miracle he didn’t get in an accident, but men have adapted to functioning while extremely horny, and he made it to the Home Depot parking lot without incident.

He stepped out of his car and looked down. His pants were tented. Crap.

He reached into the car and grabbed a jacket. It wasn’t cold, but the jacket hung over his front and somewhat disguised his ardor.

Into the store.

A flashlight stand…looking like long shafts.

Power tools, with SCREW drivers.

Down the aisles, trying to subdue the sexual thoughts that were happening every three or four seconds.

He was flushed, his nipples were standing up, he was breathing hard.

He found the big tie down rods, thick poles that could be SCREWED into the ground.

He just stood there and looked at them. Holy Heysoos on a donut. He couldn’t stop thinking about screwing them into the ground.

He sighed and raised his eyes, and saw the cables. They looked like long streams…pearl necklaces.

Damn!

He grunted unhappily, and selected what he needed and headed for the check out stand, and he began to think. He was frustrated, and unhappy, and his cell rang.

He halted next to some brooms (long, shafts that…) and answered.

“Hi.” His voice sounded strained to him, but Jane passed right over that. “Don’t you feel wonderfully alive?”

“What? You called me just to say that?”

“Of course I did. I love it when your eyes are bright and your heart is pumping. How’s your pants? A little tight?”

“Jane—“

“And when you get home I’m going to use my lips. I’m putting on red lipstick right now. I really want you to hurry home. My mouth is waiting to be your personal orifice.”

Click.

He started blinking, then he stared at the phone. He couldn’t believe…and…his heart was pounding and his penis, which had actually, in spite of all sexual thoughts, gone to half mast, was fully up again.

He stuck his phone in his pocket and continued to the check out stand.

She had called him to tell him…to mess with him. She just wanted to make him horny.

Well, it wasn’t going to work. He could handle this.

But, for the first time, as he stood in line, he had doubts.

And he realized that she had succeeded in distracting him from his grumpiness.

Now he was looking forward to getting home, even though he knew what she was going to do.

Now he was assessing how well he felt.

The lump in his pants pressed urgently, and he wanted to get out of this place and—“

“Sir?”

He jerked.

The lady at the register was motioning to him.

“Oh, sorry,” he mumbled. “I was daydreaming.”

“Nothing wrong with that, she said as she ran the scanner over the tie downs and the cables. “As long as they’re sweet dreams.”

Sweet dreams! Holy heck! It felt like the woman was reading his mind.

He glanced around the store as he took out his credit card. There were women everywhere. More men, wearing their tool belts or holding on to a tape measure, but the women were there, too.

Most were in shorts, some had tight shirts, and he became aware of breasts pressing out. One woman looked like she was wearing a skimpy top under her overalls, and—

“Sir?”

He blinked. The woman was giving him a lopsided look. “I guess those must be pretty powerful day dreams.”

He mumbled something, grabbed his purchases and headed out to the parking lot.

Damn that woman! he thought, putting the material in the trunk and closing it.

That was probably the moment that he knew he was going to have to do something about this situation. He simply couldn’t go through life with a boner this big. He was going to have to get some relief!

He arrived home and ignored her little half hidden smirky look and went right out to start work.

It wasn’t hard work screwing the tie downs into the earth. It just took a little leverage and some muscle. He put an iron bar through the ring at the top of the rod and began turning it. Slowly it went into the earth, deeper and deeper.

This was what he needed, something to take his mind off her endless innuendos and knowing look. He needed to forget about sex and just screw this damn thing into the ground.

Sweat poured off him and he took off his shirt and felt the heat of the sun.

He imagined the metal rod turning into the earth, biting into it, going in, but not out. His torso felt slick and he laughed as he imagined the earth groaning, oh, yeah…push it into me…and finally, the cables would shoot up and latch onto the roof and—

He stopped.

Damn! He was translating this simple physical task into sex!

He pushed it out of his mind and went to the next screw.

For a couple of hours he inserted the things into the ground, and when he was done he had failed miserably. The good, hard work had only excited him.

His pants were tented and his blood was rushing and…he wanted to go into the back yard and lay down with his wife and…

He ran the cables through the eye rings atop the tie downs. He used a power drill and connected them to the carport cover.

Finally, by lunch, he was done. Not a difficult job, just a little time consuming.

Jane came out and handed him a glass of lemonade. “Wow, my big, strong man!”

He sipped the tangy juice and watched her pull on a cable. “Doesn’t give at all,” she marveled. “Sort of like you.”

“Okay, knock it off,” he blurted.

“Knock what off?” she turned to him, all innocence. “Knock off how sexy you’re looking with your chest all shiny with sweat, like it is when you’re doing push ups over me and sending me to heaven? Knock off how I feel when you’re balls deep in my pussy and I’m so hot I feel like screaming? Knock off what it is going to feel like when, at the end of a month, you have your way with me? Savaging me with that weapon you call a cock? You want me to knock that off?”

He was frozen,

She stepped up to him and moved her hand down his chest, feeling his erect nipples, looking down at his bulging pants. “Honey, you know you want this. I certainly want it. And…you haven’t turned gay, have you? Not that there’s anything wrong with that, but the idea of you struggling, writhing under me while I take advantage of you. Me on top. It’s…I like it.”

She leaned forward and kissed his nipple, sucked on it briefly, then patted his cheek and headed inside.

Ron stood, feeling the welter of emotions. Lust, frustration, desire, love, his pecker pecking away at the inside of his pants, trying to get loose, trying to…

He sighed forcefully and began putting his tools away. He could outlast her.

He could.

He couldn’t.

Men are the aggressors. They are the hard chargers. They are always on the attack, and to not be allowed to attack sapped his will, made him even more desperate.

Women are passive. They lay back and enjoy. They smile inside and know that they are more powerful than men…if they can just control their own urges and let nature, men’s nature, have its way.

It took a week. A week of her touching him kissing him, talking to him, seducing him, blowing him, laughing on the inside at him…and knowing that he would lose.

A week of frustration building up, of his penis dripping pre-cum, of his heart pounding like he was being attacked by a  lion, and he wasn’t allowed to fight back.

And how could he fight back?

How can a man fight back against love?

How can a man thwart his own desires and go against everything that he wants?

He woke up in the morning.

Jane was rattling dishes in the sink.

He lay on his back and stared upward. His penis stared upward. Talk about a third eye.

He felt drained, tired, beaten down.

As he moved through the day he would get more energy.

And he thought about how he was supposed to get more energy from this stupid chastity thing.

The state he was in now…he just felt tired.

But that was because he was fighting against, not going with.

Of course he didn’t think this in such bold terms, he just felt unease, and his resolve shattering.

He got dressed, stuffing his rock hard peeny into his pants, and headed out to the kitchen.

“Hi, honey!” She turned and latched her lips onto his. She pressed her ample chest against him. She felt for his boner.

“Oh, that’s nice. Want bacon and eggs? Or sausage and potatoes? Or just some big, old pancakes immersed in some fat, old lady’s syrup.”

“Okay,” he whispered, holding her, burying his face in her neck. Whimpering in his sol. Beaten down, and that easily.

She actually heard him, clear as day, but she ignored his words, marveled inside, and said, the fat lady it is.

“Didn’t you hear me?” It sounded like he was sobbing.

To him it felt like his heart was turning into a tomato.

She leaned her upper body back and smoothed his hair back along the sides of his head. “Of course I did, honey. And the month starts when I turn the key on that lock. Would you like me to lock you up now? Or wait until after breakfast?”

“Now,” he whispered, his mouth barely moving.

“Very well.” She went to the hall closet and brought back a box. “I ordered this last week.”

“You knew I was going to…going to…”

“Of course I did, honey. You weren’t fighting me, or the idea of chastity. You were fighting yourself, what you really want.”

“I do?”

“All the way down through your boney, little heart,” she giggled.

She opened the box and laid the pieces of the apparatus on the table.

“Now, we’ll figure out adjustments as we go along, we’ll make this as comfy as possible. They say you’ll get used to it pretty quick, maybe a couple of days.

She arranged the tube, the electrical wires, and all the doodads and looked at his groin.

“Sorry to say, honey, but you’re going to have to get rid of that.”

“We could screw,” he mumbled desperately.

“No go, cokomo.”

“I could jack off.

Nope.

“Well, what do I do?”

“They say you should put a pack of frozen peas on your penis. I always wonder why peas. Why not frozen corn, or asparagus, but…they say peas, so I bought a big two pound sack of the little darlings for you.”

She went to the refrigerator, opened the freezer and held up a bag of peas. Her face was positively beaming.

She laid the peas on the table and smiled at him.

“Oh, God!” he blurted, feeling the cold plastic cover of the peas assaulting his hard dick. “Oh, heysoos wept!”

Jane sat down at the table and waited. She watched his penis with fascination. As a woman she was more interested in erecting a man, but this…this was interesting.

And, as the minutes passed, he shrank.

Bit by bit.

Shivering.

Wondering if his cock was going to turn into ice and break.

Then it was small.

He looked up at her, she grinned. She slipped the ring and the tube on him, arranged the electrical connections, and secured the thing with a key.

“I practiced on a hot dog,” she quipped. “I know you’ve only got seconds before the Titanic rises again.

He stared down at his weenie. Her hot dog. His deflated ego.

“Oh, God,” he whispered.

And, to seal the deal, she moved into him, pressed her lips onto his mouth, chewed almost viciously, and his penis started trying to get hard.


Part Two

He stared down at himself. His dingus squirming around, trying to find a way out, impacted on all sides by impenetrable barrier.

Jane watched him.

He started to open his. mouth, to say what he knew not, but she jumped in and held him. She kissed him, she said, “I love you. Thank you for this.”

She spoke in low, calming tones.

“I know you think this is cruel, and you’re going to go through more emotions than a young girl in puberty, but you’re brave, and I love you.”

He listened, and he did calm down.

His penis didn’t, it was frantic, but she kept loving him, reassuring him, and after a long time he sighed.

That was what she was waiting for. The sigh of acceptance.

She stepped back and he asked, “What now?”

“Now you have to get used to it. Do your normal activities, realize that chastity doesn’t really bother you, except to make you sharper, smarter.

“It does?” He spoke wryly, disbelieving.

“Oh, yes. It will take a few days, but you’re going to feel so good, so powerful, and you’re going to understand. And anytime you doubt, you let me know. Any bad feelings, talk to me. This is what a marriage is about, helping each other. You’re going to love the new you.”

Ron didn’t think so. Right then, feeling his dong go insane inside the little prison, he was sure life had just turned to hell.

“Want to go see a movie?”

They did. And they went to lunch, and they did other things. She spoke calmly and lovingly. She hung on his arm and made his mind rest. She knew what he was going through, a major adjustment to the idea of him being a man.

A man is a creature of great strength. He can be impulsive. He says he is logical, but his logic is sometimes flawed, sometimes too much.

Now he was going to have to control the subtle emotions that were his undercurrents. He was going to have to be a man on a much deeper level than man, any man, ever suspected.

They went to bed that night and she gave him a long back rub, talked to him like he was a skittish colt, which he was.

Then they lay in bed and held each other.

She slept. Easily.

He lay awake. He felt like he was full of energy, but it wasn’t a good energy, at least, not yet.

Laying in bed he wanted to jump up and scream. There were fingernails scratching on the blackboard in his mind, and he could hardly stand it.

Then he slept, coming awake in fitful jerks, wishing the night to end.

He awoke and had dark circles under his eyes. Jane was getting dressed, and he stared at her breasts, how she put them in cups and hoisted them up for the world to see.

He wanted to screw her in the worst possible way, but…his cage wouldn’t let him.

He thought about begging, but he knew she would never tumble.

And, odd as it may seem, there was a little niggle inside of him, telling him he had to go through the month.

Whether he liked it or not, he had been started on a path, and the man in him wanted to see it through.

“Good morning,” he said.

She turned from here make up table and smiled at him. “I’ll make you…oh, my, your eyes are dark. You’ve actually got black bags under your eyes.”

“Sleep,” he said, as if that explained everything. And it did.

She nodded. “Well, we can’t have you looking like that. Come here.”

He slid out of bed, the little thing between his legs feeling like a tank, discombobulating the way he moved.

She looked down at it and smiled. “Cute.” Pause. “Perfect.” Then, up at him, “Come here and kneel down.”

He missed the significance of her command. He was just too tired. He went and knelt.

She ran her fingers under his eyes. “Oh, yes. Circles. But we can fix it up so you don’t look like Dracula.”

“I didn’t know that Dracula didn’t get much sleep.”

“Oh, yes.” she said, smearing some kind of cream under his eyes. “Do you know why he lives forever?”

“Nope.”

“Because he’s chastised.”

Ron blinked and she ran her fingers gently into his flesh, smeared the cream around, made it blend in with his natural color.

“Dracula wears a chastity thing?”

“Oh, yes. As soon as he died, before he could come back to life and suck blood, he was encased in an unbreakable chastity device.”

“Why?”

“Because he was a stiff, silly.”

Ron had to grin. Such a stupid joke, but…Dracula was a stiff. He snorted.

Jane laughed, patted his cheek and pointed his face towards the mirror.

There was no trace of his bags. His skin was not discolored, it was normal. Just flesh.

“Wow!”

“Yes, my dear, my sweet dear, you are now wearing make up like a woman.”

He stared at her.

“Doesn’t hurt at all, does it.”

“It’s…weird.”

“Would you like me to put more make up on you?” She raised her eyebrows and gave that humorous smile.

“I don’t think so.”

“Sissy,” she snickered.

“Not funny,” and he was tempted to rub the cream off his face.

She caught his hand, leaned forward and kissed him. “Honey, we need to talk.”

He groaned. If there was one thing he hated to hear, it was that phrase. It meant she would talk, and he would suffer.

“If you don’t want to talk now, that’s okay. We can talk whenever you want to.”

Now he was puzzled. Usually she laid it on him, grabbed him by the balls and spoke to him, like he was an errant child, or maybe even a puppy who had tried to poop on the paper but had missed.

“You aren’t…?”

“Honey. Those days are passed. I will never nag you again. And if I even start you have my permission to tell me off.”

He stared at her.

“Yes. I can take it as well as dish it out. So if you want to talk later, or not at all, that’s your choice.”

“Well, uh…”

“Let’s go make breakfast.

They went to the kitchen, him feeling his face, but being careful of the make up.

They made mush, a vastly underrated cereal. They put cuts of butter into the gloop, then dipped spoons in honey and dripped sweetness over the mess.

They were eating, and Ron was still thinking—he couldn’t stop thinking— about her backing off from talking to him.

they were almost done when he blurted, “Can we start talking and if I don’t like it we stop?”

“Of course. Give me your bowl and I’ll wash it.”

He slid his bowl to her and sat back and thought.

She washed the bowls and the pot and the silverware, then she popped a can of Coke, poured half into a glass filled with ice cubes, and another glass for herself, and placed it on the table. She sat and sipped and said, “A penny for your thoughts.”

“My thoughts would cost a million. There’s just too many of them.”

She glanced down towards his cock and smiled. Back up at him, and: “Are you enjoying yourself yet?”

“No. Not even close. I’ve never felt such frustration. It’s crazy and sometimes I feel like ripping my pud right off to stop it all.”

She nodded.

“So, with that warning, or caution, or whatever, what is the subject of which you wished to discuss with me.”

She laughed at his stilted, but appropriate for the situation, way of speaking.

She sat back and loosened her shirt. Right down the middle. Exposed the vast slopes of her breasts. “Well, honey, I thought you should probably know why we need to do with this chastity thing.”

He tilted his head. He didn’t expect that, but he realized that he should have.

“Our purpose, in having you in chastity, is to emasculate you.”

He blinked. Now he really didn’t know where this was going.

“You see, there is this thing called ‘toxic masculinity.’”

He frowned and she put up a hand.

“Don’t worry. It’s stupid, and not anywhere close to being right. Masculinity is just masculinity. It is testosterone and the way men adapt to the world. The women who label it toxic just can’t handle it. They can’t take responsibility for not taking responsibility for their men. Do you understand.”

He mused, and said, “It’s weird, sort of convoluted to my head, but I think I do. So how are you going to emasculate me? If I can ask.”

“Many ways. Some of them will become apparent in your lessons. Some of them we will talk about. Some of them…I’ve actually done an entirely different course. One that tells me how to act, what I should do to help you on this journey…and we’ll figure it out. I mean, mistakes happen, my whole previous life, of nagging and trying to bend you to my will, it was wrong. A big mistake. But we’ll fix that.”

He realized that she really was a different person then.

“So when you woke up with bags under your eyes, that was fortuitous. One of the things we’re going to do is feminize you.”

His mouth opened, but she continued too fast for him to break in. “We’re going to teach you what it is to be a woman, then you’ll understand, and you’ll understand how to treat them. All the mistakes of your past life will dissipate.

“Did you have to dress up like a man? I mean, I never saw you acting…like a man.”

“No. It wasn’t necessary. As a more passive person I already understood lots of things that you were ignorant of. Pardon me, didn’t know. I was willing to accept certain new knowledges. You aren’t willing. At least, not yet.”

“I don’t understand.”

“I have nothing about putting on a pair of pants. I’m weaker, but if I have to mow a lawn or do some other ‘manly’ task, I’m willing. Are you willing to put on make up and a dress?”

“No!”

“That’s what you have to come to grips with, an unwillingness to see beyond your masculinity. Do you see?”

He nodded. “I see, but…”

“But it’s crazy,” she finished for him. “I understand. Some of the things I came across in learning what role I am to play in this little romance stunned me, but…we’ll make it.”

He nodded, not sure they were going to make it, but acknowledging what she had just said.

“So, I have things to do, and you need to start your lessons.”

“Lessons.”

“Yep. I downloaded them to your computer last night. The folder is on your desk top.”

“Oh.”

She stood up and smiled down at him. “You are the most courageous man I have ever seen in my life.”

He actually blushed a little, she was so sincere.

Then she left.

He sat at the table and sipped the remainder of his Coke.

He had lessons. Lessons to teach him how to be emasculated. Lessons that doubtless had to do with wearing women’s…’stuff.’

God, he couldn’t wait for this month to end.

He opened the folder and began reading the first lesson. It basically welcomed him to the program and explained how it worked.

He was surprised, though he shouldn’t have been, to learn that there were electrical connections on his chastity tube.

The lesson demonstrated pleasure, God, that felt good! And pain. FUCK! He didn’t want that again!

After that lesson he took a short quiz. It was easy, and he passed it first time, and received a jolt of pleasure that really felt good. His penis sighed and struggled, but…c'est la vie.

The second lesson, talk about punishment and rewards, learning to accept the fact that a person could be wrong, and must have a willingness to correct.

He passed the test, received his pleasure, and found himself looking forward to the jolt of zing a ding ding for being smart.

Of course, he knew all about rewards and penalties, so it all made sense.

As long as they didn’t zap him with a big painful zinger.

The third lesson, and the fourth, and…he was surprised to find out how late it was.

He had been engrossed for hours.

He was at the end of a lesson so he shut the computer down and went out to see Jane.

He was of a curiously mixed mind. He had sharp glops of testosterone fueling him. He hadn’t cum in ages. He was not supposed to drool and demand of his wife.

And he was curious. She hadn’t used the pain and pleasure feature of the chastity tube. But when he found her in the kitchen he saw a little fob hanging around her wrist.

She came to him, greeted him with a massive kiss, and drew back and asked, “So how’s it going.”

“I don’t know. I feel calmer. I’m hornier, but…” he shrugged.

“Well, have a seat and—“

“You didn’t use the shocker on me.”

“You didn’t know about it. Now you do. Would you like a touch of pleasure?”

He nodded.

She pressed the fob and his knees weakened and his eyes glazed, then he came back and realized that he was holding onto the table.

“Wow. That was interesting.”

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“I used a higher setting. I’ve really been dying to see how this works. Would you like some pain?”

He shook his head quickly.

She chuckled. “No problem. Let’s eat.”

They ate hamburgers and fries, and he was ravenous.

“Sorry,” she said. “No seconds. You’re on a diet.”

“Why?”

“So you can fit in a sexy dress.”

That was a blinker. After all she had told him, and the way the course had prepared him, that remark just came out of the blue.

As the days, and the lessons, progressed, Ron changed.

First, as she had promised, he began to get more energy. Testosterone was building up in him, and it was the gift that kept on giving.

Second, he was learning he had to behave differently. Things he would have bulled ahead and done, he found himself discussing with Jane. No more impromptu decisions that might affect them both.

Third, he started doing light chores around the house.

It started with a simple course on how to do the laundry. To pass the test he had to do the laundry, and get a passing mark from Jane.

Jane, however, was not satisfied with his performance.

“You need to fold certain things, and you need to hand wash my underwear. Machines are rough on underthings.”

“But it takes too long!”

“Sorry,” though she wasn’t. She was just watching him, waiting.

“Well, I think you should tell the computer I passed.”

She shook her head.

“Jane!”

He felt the pain in his balls, it felt like somebody had just spanked them. Hard.

He almost fell to his knees. He slumped against a wall to hold himself up.

“OW!”

She waited. “I’m following the program. The setting is up, so the next one is really going to rock your world.”

He was confused, and hurt. His wife had just hurt him. “But why did you do that?”

“You weren’t just argumentative, you were disrespectful.”

“But I just wanted…” he stopped.

She had raised her hand and held the fob ready.

“So I’m just supposed to give in?”

She said nothing.

“But…I can’t…”

“One of the hardest things is for the male to give in. To submit. It starts with the realization that you were wrong, that you can make a mistake.”

He stood there, breathing like a bull, wondering what to do. Then he turned around and walked into the house.

Now Jane was curious. She had zapped him, and she was supposed to zap him again if necessary, but…he was heading for the computer.

She watched from the doorway as he pulled up the program. There was a file for asking questions, and he typed in, “My wife zapped me unfairly.”

He expected an advice, a way around the problem, a way to bring Jane under control.

A window opened up and Tweety bird was waggling its finger at him. “I tawt I taw a puddy tat!” Again and again.

He actually jumped out of the swivel, stared at the screen, then turned and glared at Jane.

“You can’t—

ZAP!

He fell to his knees.

She showed no emotion, but she felt like her heart was breaking. She was hurting her husband. She wanted to go to him, beg forgiveness, throw the fob away.

But the program had warned her of such emotions and thoughts, so she merely turned and walked away.

Ron put his hands down, he was on all fours. then he lay down on his side and curled up.

Heysoos! That one had felt like a heavyweight punch…to the groin!

He breathed slowly, calmed his racing heart, then got up.

His legs were shaky and his mind was muddled.

He walked back to the garage and did the laundry properly.

Days passed, and they went through a period where he resented her.

She accepted that, and trusted the program when it said he was just going through things.

He learned to do housework. He learned about cleaning the kitchen, and he had to volunteer, which caused Jane a great smile.

He learned how to cook.

Simple dishes. Then more complex. Then zesty dishes that would put a smile on a five star chef.

And he still had a lot more to learn.

He stopped resenting her.

He became cognizant that she was his lifeline. She was the possessor of rewards and punishments and he had to earn her trust and goodwill.

He was taking care of the house, fixing dinners, and still supporting them with his internet work.

And he still had more energy.

His energy was easily ten times what it had been before.

And she rarely had to punish him. And she was finding more and more chances to reward him.

His mind was changing.

He was changing, and 25 days into the program he went to her.

“Jane? Ma’am?” He liked to call her ma’am. It reaffirmed that she was truly in charge.

“Yes, honey?”

“If…uh…at your convenience?”

She smiled. “Spit it out.”

“I need to learn about make up and..and stuff.”

“Wonderful!” She accepted it without batting an eye. “I’ve bought you lots of things, shall we start tomorrow morning?”

“That would be good.”

She moved to him, and he shivered.

Their relationship had totally changed.

He still had all his autonomy, but he preferred to ask her permission, or at least get her seal of approval.

He moved silently around here, and was always aware of when he should interject a comment or ask a question.

And he loved her.

Loved her with a passion he had not, before the program, known could exist.

In the morning, after a good night’s sleep, she saw to his depilation by handing him a bottle of Nair.

He was careful when using the product. He didn’t want to go bald.

Unless Jane wanted it.

When he came out of the bathroom, his skin quivering with new sensations, she was waiting for him. She sat him down at the vanity table.

“I know you know a lot of this stuff from your lessons, but I’ll go over it anyway.”

“Wonderful,” he spoke sincerely. Once he would have called her for nagging, now he was hanging on her every word, and didn’t care even if it was nagging.

But Jane had been doing her own program, and she rarely nagged now.

Working together, they cleansed his pores and primed him, put foundation and color on his cheeks.

“You know, we should probably put you on hormones. That would reduce your beard.”

“Okay.”

She said nothing, but was incredibly pleased inside. That he would come around so easily. The program was a dream.

They discussed hues and shadows, and he learned how to soften his face.

They shadowed his eyes, trimmed his brows into fine arches, lengthened his eyelashes.

Staring at himself in the mirror he knew that he was beautiful.

His hair was sort of short, and he had other little discrepancies, but he could easily see the woman trying to emerge.

“I think we’ll let your hair grow naturally. No hurry. But…I’d like to look into implants.”

“Breast implants?”

“Yes. What do you think of that?”

“Wow,” his voice was breathy, actually sounding a bit feminine. A lot feminine. “I think…yes. That would be wonderful.”

Jane was thrilled with his answer, and she brushed his hair and said, “Let’s get you into some lingerie.”

He pulled up some panties, which fit nicely with his cock all locked up.

He slipped into a training bra, and wished he could fill real cups.

Then, OMG, a garter belt and nylons!

He felt like his heart was going to burst!

“Okay,” Jane said. “One last thing.”

He looked at her with doe eyes, trusting, loving.

“Let’s paint your nails.”

“Oh, yes!” he clapped his hands.

They did his nails in the living room on some newspapers. She did most of the work, painting his toes a bright red.

“You’re going to have to learn to take care of these yourself.”

“Okay,” he watched in fascination as he was transformed.

Then she gave him long fingernails, glued them on and painted them and put on a coat of hard enamel.

And he was done.

He stood in the foyer, in panties and bra and nylons, and stared at himself.

His dusky, sparkling eyes. His red lips. His beautiful wife next to him.

“Wow.”

She smiled. “Double wow.”

Then she turned to him. “Have you reached the lesson on milking?”

He took a breath and swallowed and said, “I have.”

“Would you like to be milked tonight?”

“It’s the end of the month next week. I was sort of hoping that we could…you know?”

“I know. But, honey, I hate to tell you this, but I don’t really feel like it.”

His expression fell.

“I’m not saying never, but…it’s recommended that I don’t screw you until you’ve reached the very end of this program.”

“The very end?”

She nodded. “So I can milk you, and…and I have the option of cuckolding you.”

The look in his eyes. His heart was breaking, but…the look in his eyes, he was accepting it.

“So the sooner I get done, then maybe…maybe I should hurry up.”

She nodded.

“So…can you milk me tonight?”

Again, she nodded. Then she kissed him gently, and gave him a zap of pleasure. He was coming along, and she was very happy.

They ate a small dinner, then sat on the patio and sipped bourbon and Coke.

They talked about things. Their life, the program, how he felt after almost a month of being locked up.

“I love it and I hate it, but even the hate is filled with love.”

She chuckled. “I have a confession. I’ve been using a vibrator.”

“Really?”

“A lot.”

They laughed, and sipped, and when dusk fell it was time.

They went into the living room and she told him to get up on the coffee table.

He set some cushions in place and knelt on all fours and waited for her.

She entered the room with a vibrating prostate massager.

She sat on the couch next to the table and greased the prostate vibrator.

He waited patiently, his heart racing. He couldn’t wait to see what this was going to feel like.

Funny, when he was a manly man he never would have let anybody put anything into his butt.

But he was changed now.

She reached under him and touched his nipples, pulled them gently.

“I can’t wait for you to have breasts.”

“Me neither.”

She inserted the prostate massager and he found himself gasping for breath.

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah,” he blurted.

“Then here we go.”

The buzz of the vibrator was low, but it was easy to hear.

He could feel his innards shivering.

She angled it to touch his prostate, and suddenly, just like that, semen was pouring out. It dripped from his cage and his back bucked up and he trembled as he was emptied.

It took a minute, and it was an incredible minute. A minute of paradise.

He had a thought towards the end: he wasn’t going to need sex with his wife.

He wanted it, and he wanted her, but…this was good. And, heck, maybe that’s why she preferred a vibrator over him.

It was something to think about, but right then he was occupied. The last drops of semen wee expelled, and she took the vibrator out.

He sagged, then couldn’t help himself. He went to his elbows.

He lay on the coffee table, his belly touching the mess he had deposited on a pillow. His butt was up in the air.

“Not yet, honey. Some other time,” and she slapped his ass.

He grinned.

She put the prostate massager aside and whispered to him, “But, don’t worry. I’ve got a strap on waiting for you.”

He nodded, and laid there, and wished for that time to hurry up.


Epilogue

At the end of the month Ron had agreed to a full year in the program. He was milked monthly, and two months later he received some enormous vacation boobs. Temporaries that would last until either he decided to get permanent implants, or started his hormone treatment.

Three months into his year long program he started on a hormone treatment.

After six months he had small boobs that were developing nicely. That was when Jane began using the strap on instead of milking.

Milking or strap on, he was constantly horny, and constantly loving it. Life was turning into a golden glow.

At nine months he was living like a woman, and at twelve months he graduated from the Dream Lover program.

But he would never really be off it.

There are always things to learn about being a woman.

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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