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A Note from the Author!

Another day at Femwood Asylum.

Sexual deviants are treated, perverts are cured, and the world is being made into a safer place.

And all through the judicious application of sex.

Except…there is the fellow in the basement. He is the greatest sexual criminal in the history of the world. Can anything be done about him?

Maybe…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Sue turned up the dial and watched while Augustus Jones began shaking. His penis was in a flesh sleeve connected to a machine. The machine pushed the flesh sleeve down over his cock, pulled it back, pushed it down.

Augustus groaned, but grinned. “I expected more than this simple thing,” he muttered over the sound of the motor.

“Be patient, Gus,” Sue smiled back at him, “We’re only halfway there.”

Augustus  was standing on a platform, his legs spread wide and kept apart by a spreader bar. The machine was perfectly angled and he couldn’t help but thrust his hips forward.

Sue was behind him, preparing the anal probe. She made sure the electrodes were fastened in such a way that they wouldn’t come loose. It was the electrodes that would keep Gus from having an orgasm.

“Unh…unh…” Gus moaned in time with the thrusting of the sleeve. His large cock slid in and out. It was red and the veins on it stood in high relief.

“I’m going to cum!” He exulted.

He wasn’t supposed to cum, and he knew it, so to cum would restore his confidence in himself.

He had been in the basement of the Femwood Asylum for weeks now, and every day he was forced to undergo grueling therapy. Therapy designed to frustrate him.Therapy that would, with enough application, make him a sane person.

Except it probably wouldn’t.

Augustus had been in Mexico with Sue many years previous, and she had taken a pill which revealed the truth to her. She had become an advocate for mankind, trying her best to undo the repressions of mankind and return the civilization to sanity.

After all, it was frustration that caused insanity, caused the wars and diseases and such that plagued the planet. If she could get to the bottom of Augustus’ frustration she could release him from it, and that would affect a cure.

So day after day she tried the various methods of the Femwood Academy.

“Here it goes!” yelled Augustus, and the first spasms started up deep inside…and Sue pushed the anal probe home.

Gus yipped, then groaned with the pleasure of being penetrated. Then he groaned with extra frustration. The probe did its job and stifled his spasms.

Now he wasn’t going to cum!

“Oh, you bitch!” he yelled as the probe, powered by the machine standing to the side of him, began going in and out of his rectum.

Sue stood back and sighed. “Wow. That was close.”

Gus made a piteous sound and stared at her as the two machines pushed back and forth, with him in the middle.

Sue stepped up on the platform and touched his face with her palm. “You’re always going to think you can make it, but you won’t.”

“Oh, please!” He was changed from the victorious posture of he who was going to cum to the pitiful moaning of he who will never cum.

She kissed him on the mouth. Tasted his frustration, and whispered. “Honey, this makes me so hot. Do you. mind if I jill off for you?”

“Please…no! Not that again!”

Jill just patted his cheek and set up a chair in front of him.

It was hot in the basement and she had been wearing just a bra and panties. Her breasts were so big she always had to wear a bra. But the panties came off and she held up an oversized dildo and showed it to Gus.

“Here you go, Gus. Just think, this could be you.

He swayed back and forth shoving his weenie into the sleeve, then moving back to shove his buns over the anal probe.

“Let me…let me…” he cried out. His voice sound so incredibly desperate.

“No, Gus. Those days are past. You’ve used too many people. It’s time to use you a bit.”

Gus sobbed, but couldn’t stop moving his hips.

Sue sat back, spread her legs, and went to work. She teased herself and he watched as her large clitoris grew stiff and poked out from between her shiny, slick labia.

“Please…I’m sorry.”

Sue moved her hand back and forth, felt the thing slide swiftly in and out. It felt wonderful, but ho matter how good she felt she wasn’t about to neglect her duty as a psychiatrist.

“When we were in Mexico…”

“No! Don’t ask me again!”

“The old witch gave me the pill, why did you try to steal it?”

“I’m sorry, I…” his voice started ratcheting as he reached the point of no return, and the anal probe did its job, sending little shocks into his nether area to stop the orgasm.

Sue smiled. “Go on, honey. Tell me.”

Gasping, his eyes rolling in their sockets, he slowly came back to his senses. The machine was still chugging along, edging him once more.

“I thought…I thought I deserved it more than you.”

“No. you didn’t. You just wanted it, and this is going to go on until you finally admit the truth.”

“But I don’t know the truth!” Now his body was out of control. His hips banged back and forth, flesh sleeve to anal probe. Anal probe to Flesh sleeve.

His vision start to dim as he overloaded, but the probe allowed him to almost cum again and he woke up and tried, then realized that he had fallen for it again.

The machine was smarter than him.

Sue laughed, be it a bit breathlessly. “It’s like an AI dildo in your butt, isn’t it.”

“Yes,” he tried to stop moving, but the machines wouldn't hear of it. If he slowed they sped up, dug deeper.

“So why did you try to steal the truth from me? Did you suspect that it was the truth?” Sue was heating up now. There was only so much she could do as a therapist, then she would cum, and the therapy would have to wait until the next time.

If only she could cum on command, shoot her load and rebuild it within an hour or so.

“I didn’t know it was the truth!”

“The old lady said it was, so you knew.”

“But I didn’t believe her!”

But Sue didn’t believe him. Besides, if he actually did tell the truth the probe would sense it and he would be allowed to cum.

As long as he lied he would be denied.

Sue slowed down, tried to last longer, but it was getting harder. Her juices were flowing and she could feel that hot avalanche waiting to sweep over her.

“Come on, Gus. Tell me why you wanted the pill.”

“I was just horny,” he sobbed.

“Horny for a pill?”

“I knew…I knew…”

The machines started to chug a little harder. The anal probe was detecting a modicum of truth and was preparing to let him have an orgasm.

“I knew I could sell the pill…”

Chugga chugga chugga…the machines slowed down. He had been close, but he had missed it. No orgasm for him.

And it was that, the knowledge that Gus would once again be denied, that sent Sue over the top.

“Oh…fu-u-u-uck!” Her hips spasmed so hard she slid off the front of the chair and lay on the ground, holding her legs closed, her hips jerking back and forth, the white heat washing over her body.

“No!” wailed Gus. He knew that her having an orgasm would stop the therapy. He hated being on the machine, and he loved it, but, hate or love, he wasn’t going to get an orgasm, and relief, until she finished the therapy. And she wasn’t going to finish it by laying on the ground and arching her back and letting her eyeballs roll in the sockets.

For a few minutes the machine chugged and Gus tried to get over the edge, to release his seed, but it wasn’t going to happen. The machine was too smart for that.

Sue finally stirred, got her legs under her and sat up. She was shaky, but glowing with a profound happiness.

“Truth is a good orgasm, Gus.”

Gus swayed between the sleeve and the probe, and wished he could squirt.

“Well, I think I’ll leave you to your pleasures. How does an hour sound?”

“No!” He begged her with his eyes.

Sue used a washcloth from the sink and wiped her body clean of sweat. She arranged her panties and pulled on her lab coat.

Buttoning it, she went to the door and glanced back at him. “Remember, Gus…the truth shall set you free.”

“Gus mumbled something, but she wasn’t sure what. At times like these Gus didn’t have a firm grip on reality, and his words tended to get jumbled.

Sue gave him a small wave and stepped out of the room.

“Oh…fu-u-uck!” he moaned, then he simply gave up and fucked, and was fucked, by the machines.

Sue walked back down the corridor. She loved sex. It made her feel powerful. And that it could be used for good, and to potentially cure the human race…that was a blessing beyond belief.

“Sue! I’ve been looking for you!”

Randy was coming down the stairs, being careful in his high heels. He was Sue’s assistant, and a true submissive if ever there was one.

He was wearing a red dress with white stockings. His breasts were full and he was obviously wearing a half bra—his nipples pushed against the thin material of the dress.

“Hi, Randy. I sure am jealous. you get to wear such lovely outfits. the only break I get is when I dress down for the patients.

“At least you get patients,” he mumbled with a teensy touch of the grump. Then, “Miss Rathel is back and she wants to see you.”

“Right now? Or do I have time to get a shower and prepare myself?

“I think now. She looks a little upset.”

“Upset, eh. Okay. Let’s go.”

“Augustus Jones is where?” Miss Rathel had just returned from Washington. She was a chunky woman with large breasts and firm, grey eyes. Right now the eyes were focused on Sue like laser darts.

“He’s in the basement undergoing treatment.”

“But I thought—“

“I’ve started the paperwork so he can’t be transferred. Not without his personal doctor’s permission.”

“Don’t tell me. You persuaded him to nominate you as his personal doctor.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Miss Rathel stared at her number one doctor. “I had not planned to keep him.”

“Ma’am. He’s a gold mine. As the number one sexual criminal of our times he has more repressed sexuality than any ten people. When I cure him…” she left the sentence unfinished.

Miss Rathel finished the sentence in her mind. When she cured him Femwood methods become not just valid, but the standard by which all other methods are judged.

After all, psychiatry had never really cured anybody. Not in the entire history of the field. Yes, people had grown to become comfortable with their problems, and to live with them, but the problems were never really resolved.

Augustus Jones, if cured, could change all that. It would be the biggest breakthrough in the history of not just psychiatry, but of mental health, in the history of man.

“You realize Rufus Fielding, a high ranking bureaucrat who is not a fan of mine, is arranging an inspection trip?”

Sue blinked. “I didn’t know.”

“And August Jones is his pet peeve. He is going to use that man to show that our methods do not work. Once he does that he can refuse us funding and even withdraw some of our licenses. He can effectively put us out of business, and make it so none of us ever get hired again.”

Sue felt the sinking in her heart. She wanted to cure Gus. And, more than that, she wanted to cure humanity. If she could just get to the bottom of sexual frustration…but she would get nowhere if Rufus Fielding shut them down.

“So, do we quit this now, return Augustus to his previous institution? Or do we risk shut down?”

Sue stood in front of the older woman’s desk and sunk into deep thought.

Could Gus be cured? Yes.

But could he be cured within a couple of weeks? That was the big question mark.

Could she risk the existence of Femwood for the sake of curing one sexual criminal.

The air went slowly out of her. She couldn’t be selfish. She was going to have to give up. “We return Augustus.”

Behind her, Randy drew in his breath. He knew how much Sue wanted to work on Augustus.

Miss Rathel nodded. “Thank you for understanding. I’ll make the necessary calls and prepare the paperwork.”

Yes, ma’am.”

Sue and Randy walked slowly up the stairs. Randy walked beautifully in his heels, Sue shuffled in hers.

“It’ll be okay, Sue.”

“I know. I’ll get over it.”

But right at that moment she didn’t feel like she would.

After a moment Randy asked, “Why did she need your agreement? why didn’t she just pack Augustus up and send him away?”

“Because I’m his personal doctor. In this state one’s personal doctor can’t be over ruled. Not by the state, not by the medical board, not even by one’s senior physician.”

“Wow. I didn’t know you had that much power.”

“It’s necessary for the protection of the patients.”

That rankled with her. In a sense she felt like she had betrayed herself. Gus was her patient, and she had just given him up. Yes. It was for a good reason, the Femwood Asylum could cure hundreds of people of their sexual neuroses, and even sexual psychoses, but she had to give up one patient for that.

Still, she had her job, and Miss Rathel had indicated that she could look into large program of handling masses of people. That was icing, for sure. But to give up the greatest sexual criminal in history…wow!

They reached Sue’s room and entered.

“Well, Randy, I think I need to abuse you tonight.”

Randy grinned. His favorite sport was servicing Sue, and if getting abused was the service she required, he was all for it.

“I’ll get undressed. Should I fetch some whips?”

“Paddles, I think. I want a meaty slap. A meaty slap on your buns is going to be music to my ears this evening.”

She was starting to smile a bit now, and Randy quickly threw off his clothes and went into Sue’s little closet. He came out with his penis throbbing inside his chastity tube, and several ping pong style paddles.

He literally threw himself over her desk and held the paddles out.

Now Sue grinned. “You are such a slut,” she offered with a bit of cheer.

“Only for you.”

“Nonsense. For anybody with a paddle. Or am I going to have to beat the truth out of you?”

“You’re going to have to beat the truth out of me.”

Sue laughed, took off her lab coat and swung here arm around to loosen it up.

Randy peeked over his shoulder and she slapped his left cheek lightly.

“None of that. Here.” She handed him a sleeping mask. Punishment was always most enjoyed when one couldn’t see it and had to anticipate.

Randy slipped it on, and Sue held the paddle up. Just as she started her downswing—

Knock, knock!

She stopped. Randy looked up and peeked under the edge of his sleep mask.

“Who the fuck,” Sue muttered and she crossed the room and opened the door.

It was Harold. Creepy Harold. Chubby and blubbery and sort of a bully.

Harold looked past Sue and saw Randy lying naked on the table, his butt in the air. He said nothing, though it was obvious that he was thinking, and judging. He held out a note for Sue.

Sue took the note and closed the door in Harold’s face.

It was from Miss Rathel, and it said:

Transportation of Augustus Jones refused.

Previous hospital will not take him.

It’s up to you now…cure him.

“Holy fuck,” Sue muttered.

Randy had gotten up and read the missive over her shoulder.

“They won’t take him back?”

“Nope. Sounds like this Rufus Fielding fellow has set a trap, and we are firmly in it.”

“What are you going to do?”

Sue smiled. What was she going to do. She had just retained possession of the greatest sexual criminal in the history of the United States. She had been told—and it was the only solution for the dilemma—to cure him.

She looked at Randy and grinned a shark’s grin. “Lie down on the table and I’ll show you what I’m going to do.”

“Oh, yes!” Randy exulted, and he threw himself back onto the table.

WISSS SMACK!

Let the games begin.

“Hello, Gus,” Sue locked the door to their little basement hideaway. Or ‘fungeon,’ as Sue liked to call it.

“Hello, Sue.”

Sue had brought a little boombox in and she hooked it up. It was preprogrammed, and she tapped the buttons until ‘Taxi’ by Harry Chapin came on.

It was raining hard in Frisco,

I needed one more fair to make my night…

“Hunh,” grunted Gus. “Too bad my name isn’t Harry.”

Sue ignored his comment. “I love this song. Two people passing in the night…every once in a while.”

She went to the little sink in the corner and mixed a couple of drinks.

She turned and went to Gus. “Rum and Coke. We used to drink that in Mexico. Do you remember?”

Gus was hanging from the wall, right side up, but his chains were loose enough that he could take the drink. He sipped, then tilted his head in question. “What’s with old home week?”

“Do you know Rufus Fielding?”

Gus went silent. His mouth clamped down. His eyes took on a very focused look. Even his penis, which was fairly stiff, lost some of its steam.

“I can see that you do. Tell me about him.”

Gus didn’t even hesitate. “He’s a very bad man. He’s obese and he’s got a little cock. He thinks he knows everything, but everything he knows could be printed on the head of a pin. He’s a politician, and he thinks he owns the world.”

Sue interrupted him dryly, “And he thinks he owns you.”

Gus sighed. That’s the curse of everybody loving you…everybody wanting you.”

“Tell me about it,” Sue muttered. She had pretty much mastered how people perceived her, and she could control who liked her, loved her, and who didn’t. Poor Gus hadn’t. “So how did he own you?”

“He didn’t, and doesn’t, but that doesn’t stop him from trying. When I was arrested for imprisoning those three girls, even though I didn’t imprison them, and even though they testified in my behalf, it was Rufus Fielding who applied pressure and got the court to send me to a psychiatric hospital.”

“Like this one.”

“Lord, no! This was one where they practiced all the good stuff. Sleep therapy, where they put you in a coma to cure you. Pre-frontal lobotomy. Electroshock…all the things that don’t work, but which people like Rufus Fielding hold on to.”

“He’s coming here.”

“NO! Don’t let him get to me!”

Harry Chapin was crooning,

It was somewhere in a fairy tale

I used to take her home in my car

“You’ve got to protect me! He’ll…he’ll…”

“I can’t stop him,” she fudged, “unless I can cure you.”

Gus went silent for a moment, then almost whispered his response. “You think I don’t want to be cured? I curse the day I made love to you and you infected me with the effects of that…that pill the old brujo gave us.

“Me. Gave to me.”

Gus didn’t tumble to the truth. If he had he would have been cured. But the pill Sue had taken, and which he had somehow tapped into, was only a half truth for him. And he realized it.

“You think I don’t want to be rid of this…this talent? Sue, I wouldn’t try to break out, to escape from here. It’s only you and me here. The world isn’t trying to screw me. It’s peaceful, I even get the occasional drink, and…and you know that I love you. I would give up this curse of people loving me in a second, I just want to stay down here and be your love prisoner.”

Sue watched the pleading in his eyes. He was telling the truth as he knew it. But truth, for Gus, was only in halves.

“So you don’t want to be cured because that would set you free, free where people will chase you, hound you for sex.”

He said nothing. He was in Catch-22 area.

“But now you’ve got a problem.”

“Rufus Fielding. Please. For God’s sake, don’t let him get me.”

“I might be able to help you, but you’re going to have to help me.”

Gus went silent. Here it was, the quid pro quo he was scared of. To be protected from Rufus Fielding he was going to have to be cured. But though he said he wanted to be cured, he didn’t. As stated, truth with Augustus Jones was a halfway thing.

“Well, I can see you talk a talk, but it’s time to try and make you walk the walk.

She took his empty glass and loosened his chains enough so he could step a few feet out from the wall.

She moved a chair in front of him. “Have a seat, Gus.”

Gus stared at the contraption. It was a big seat, like one would find on a tractor, shaped to his ass. But it had a large slit in the center and a dildo was just showing through the slit.

“On that?”

“Come on, Gus. You want to be rid of the fact that you’re a love magnet?”

“Yeah, but…I…”

The part of him that didn’t want to be cured dug in its heels.

Sue smiled and relaxed her tight control of herself. The room filled with her essence, and Gus suddenly looked up at her mumbled, “Oh.”

“For me, sweetheart.”

“For you,” he whispered, and against half of his own desires he sat down on the seat.

Sue quickly fastened a big strap around his chest, she secured his arms and legs, and she smiled up at him the whole time.

As she brought her talent for making people love her back under control Gus complained, “That wasn’t fair.”

“All’s fair in love and love,” she misquoted. Then she bent down behind the chair and worked the dildo out from under the seat.

“What are you doing?”

“Making a little switch here.”

She unscrewed the dildo that came with the machine, put it aside, and picked up the anal probe that was connected to the therapy machine that Miss Rathel had developed for Femwood.

“You’re not going to use that on me!”

“Why not?” asked Sue. She made sure the probe had a special condom on it, and that the condom wouldn’t come loose. The condom had leads that led to the therapy machine. She greased the thing up and screwed it onto the contraption Gus was sitting on.

He felt the tip of the anal probe pushed an inch into him and he groaned. It felt so good!

She rolled the therapy machine over and began attaching electrodes to Gus’s balls.

“Remember, Gus. The truth shall set you free.”

He was sweating now, but couldn’t take his eyes off Sue as she bent in front of him and fiddled with his lap.

“You don’t have to do this. I’ll tell you the truth.”

“I know you will.”

She stood up and back away from the machine. “I’ve set the angle very precisely this time, Gus. I’ve angled the probe so it will stimulate the prostate, but the probe is set to give you little shocks whenever you start to relax enough to be drained.”

“You’re not even going to drain me?”

“It will make you hornier and hornier. Hornier than you’ve ever been. You’ll scream for mercy, but you won’t be allowed relief. It will just keep building and building. The pleasure will be intolerable. You’ll babble, Gus, you’ll say anything and everything, and eventually you will tell me what I need to know. Why did you try to steal my pill? You tell me that and Rufus might not get you.”

“But he might?”

Curious, Sue thought. He’s saying he doesn’t want Rufus to get him, but…there is an anxiety there. Is he reversing his feelings to hide? Is that what I’ve got to uncover?

She smiled and turned the machine on.

Gus twitched as the probe entered his anus fully. “Oh, fuck,” he wheezed, his eyes taking on a dreamy look. “Why does that feel so good?”

“Because it is good, honey. And it’ll get better if you tell me the truth. just tell me the truth, Gus, and you’ll get an orgasm.”

Gus began to sob as the conflicting parts of his mind were thrown into combat.

“Now then, Gus. We were in Mexico, and the old woman gave me a pill. That was the start, that was where it began. But there is something earlier. Something that made you attack me, try to steal the pill. The pill revealed the truth of a person, Gus. Tell me what truth you perceived when I screwed you.”

“I screwed you!” he moaned.

“That’s a half truth, Gus. What’s the whole truth. What compelled you to try to steal the truth?

“Oh….I don’t…know…”

The machine chugged softly, a whisper in the basement that was quiet. Harry Chapin had stopped singing the song. Taxi had ended and Gus’s real trip had begun.

The probe went up and down, a smooth slither of pleasurable invasion, searching for the truth of Gus’s greedy soul. And he was greedy, and that was half the truth.

What was the other half?

Sue moved a chair up in front of him and began tickling his nipples.

“Stop that! Please!” Yet he was trying to thrust his chest forward, to give her more nipple.

She sucked on them, and fondled his penis with her hand, being very careful of the connections down there.

“Oh, yes,” he muttered, his head rolling around, his hips trying to push up into her hand, then slamming back down to get as much probe as he could.

“Think back, Gus. What made you try to steal the truth?”

“I didn’t know that pill held the truth!” His teeth were chattering and his chest was glowing. Sue knew that if she applied the machine long enough he would start to grow breasts. Such was the side effect of searching for the truth in this manner. One of the side effects.

“She told us, Gus. And she gave it to me. You tried to steal it.”

“Didn’t…”

‘It was mine….”

“She really wanted me to have it…”

He bubbled out answers over the next hour, and while it sounded like he was trying to find the truth, he wasn’t. He was obscuring the truth.

But that was okay. He could only hide the truth so long, and then it would come out.

Her only worry was that it come out before Rufus Fielding made his appearance at Femwood Asylum.

For two days Sue worked on him. She only stopped to feed him, and she needed to force food down his mouth. He wanted sex more than food and was refusing, begging for the probe to continue, even while he screamed that it was hurting him, that he couldn’t take anymore.

She checked the probe occasionally, made sure the thing was functioning as designed. And she listened to his heart and took his other. vitals to make sure he remained healthy.

He was.

And she didn’t bother with sleep or to her distractions. She just kept applying the Femwood therapy and searching for the truth of Gus.

Knock…knock!

It was a hesitant knock, and Sue knew it was Randy. She yawned and headed for the door, leaving the machine chugging softly and Gus sobbing with frustration.

“Are you okay? How’s it going?”

Sue was as tired as she had ever been. She stifled another yawn and mumbled. “I’m getting there.”

But was she? On the surface Augustus Jones was still telling his half truths and avoiding the truth of himself.

“Rufus is arriving tomorrow.”

Sue’s eyes opened. “I thought we would have more time.”

“I think he’s trying to surprise us.”

“Huh. Well.”

“Is there anything I can do?”

Sue shook her head. “Just keep everybody away from us.”

“Do it, Susie Sue,” he used the pet name he had for her. “You can do it.”

She grabbed the front of his dress and pulled him to her. She kissed his red lips softly. It was clean, and nice, and a break from the slimy perversions of Augustus Jones.

Then she looked down, into his cleavage, then up, and grinned. “Nice tits, bitch.”

Randy couldn’t help but laugh.

Sue closed the door and Randy heard the lock snick. A minute later he heard Augustus Jones moaning.

Randy smiled and heading back down the corridor. He loved Sue. He had to do his best. He headed up the stairs to the combat.

Inside the room Sue stomped towards Gus. She had a fixed glare in her eyes, and even though he was in the middle of sexual excesses, Gus looked up at her.

“What?” he asked, his mind dazed. He felt like he was burning out, that permanent damage was about to be done to his psyche.

She pulled the electrodes off his cock and sat on his lap. His large penis slipped inside her and he groaned. The electrical stimulation was wonderful, but it couldn’t compare to Sue’s soft pussy.

Gus’s eyes opened up and Sue leaned into him. They were close enough  to kiss, but the interaction was between their one inch apart eyeballs.

“He’s coming, Gus. Rufus will be here tomorrow. Now, I want the truth…and I want it now.”

“I’ve told you—“

“You’ve told me shit. Now, Gus, I’m going to turn this machine all the way up. It’ll burn you out. It’ll change your body physically. This isn’t just a pill from a culture that existed a thousand years ago, this is modern technology, and if you think what the old woman did to you, when you tried to steal the pill, was something…it wasn’t. Now talk…or suffer the consequences.”

Gus sobbed then, and he moaned, “I’m sorry…I’m sorry.”

Sue worked a quick orgasm for herself out of his stiff cock, then slid off him.

She looked at the machine that was controlling his sex and leading him towards the truth.

She looked at Gus.

She made up her mind and reached for the machine.


Part Two

It was three in the morning when he broke. On retrospect, Sue felt like kicking herself in the head for making it so difficult.

“Why, Gus. Tell me why.”

He said: “I’m sorry.”

And she…stopped.

Every time she asked him a question he ending up saying he was sorry. But sorry for what? For not telling her what the truth was? Because he was keeping her up? Something…something else?

A little lightbulb way back in a dusty nook in her mind lit up.

“Why are you sorry?” She didn’t say if fiercely, but wonderingly.

He said, “I’m sorry, mommy.”

And the world opened up.

He began to talk. Freely, gushing, anxious to let his Mommy know why he was sorry.

And the things he said…oh, Lord. A deluge of perverse acts that would have scared the Marquis de Sade. A hoard of treasured torments that would have made Tomás de Torquemada proud.

Sitting on his dick, controlling her desire to squirm, Sue wrote it all down on her clipboard.

Page after page, a notebook full of sexual crimes. Crimes so filthy they make a pizzeria in New York look innocent. Crimes that would have made Ted Bundy throw up.

Even Sue, with her clinical training and professional demeanor, was sickened. Yet…when it was done…she knew he would be cured. As much as he could be cured.

Bu eight in the morning, the Femwood Asylum in full swing, Sue had it all.

She pried herself off his penis, staggered across the room, and put her notes in a safe.

These notes were too much to be put in a book, the world would be too disgusted, but they would serve as guides for the future of psychiatry, if Sue could prepare them properly. Maybe a series of papers dealing with small snippets.

She turned to Gus.

He was laying in the machine, strapped in but slumping. And he was smiling.

His groin was a mess of sticky fluid.

He had finally had an orgasm. One that was powered by a lifetime of repression, and it was massive. He had squirted several times, then dribbled, and squirted some more.

Sue, who had been screwing him at the time of his unburdening, was a mess. Her pussy dripped constantly, and it was more than a simple washcloth could deal with.

She jammed a towel between her legs, locked the door and waddled back up to her room.

There she had a long shower, washed his filth off, metaphorically, and literally, speaking.

Then she walked back towards the basement. Randy caught her halfway down.

“Sue! He’s here!”

“Who?” Sue was bleary from the long night of therapy.

“Rufus Fielding! He’s talking to Miss Rathel, and they want you.”

Oh, fuck!

She stepped into a closet and pulled Randy in with here.

“Here?” he blurted, misunderstanding her.

“I need you to stall them. Tell them I can’t be found. If they want to see Gus take them to the East Wing. I need time. Slow them down. Don’t let them find me, or Augustus.”

“What are you going to do?”

“I’m not sure, but…I’ve got to come up with something.”

“You know that Fielding is asking for immediate transportation for Gus?”

“Shit. Well, it can’t happen. Give me time and I’ll solve this.”

“Okay, Susie Sue. I’ll do my best.”

She reached down and squeezed his groin. “I know you will.” She gave him a quick kiss, then opened the door an inch and peered out.

Miss Rathel’s office was down the next corridor.

She couldn’t risk being spotted.

“I’m going around the outside of the building.”

She darted out of the closet, ran and tried not to let her heels click, in the opposite direction of the Administrator’s Office.

Sue ran, holding her lab coat tight about her body, a little hitched so she could stretch her legs.

She ran through the kitchen, down the ramp leading from the dock, and around the corner of the building.

It was a glorious day and several people saw her making her speedy way, fast walking and trying to make it look like she was slow walking, then she came to the door that led down to the basement.

The door was locked, but it had a part of the security screen pried up—courtesy of a desperate patient—and she managed to corkscrew her arm in and bang her elbow against a glass square.

The glass cracked, broke on the second elbow thrust, and fell inside the door.

She reached in and unlocked the door, opened it, and slid into the cool of the basement.

She walked down a short flight of steps and was ten feet from the door to Gus’s room.

Room. It was more like a cell, but that was how they had to treat the truly mentally ill.

But, and this became the conundrum of the day, was Gus still mentally ill? Or had she merely unlocked new depths of the demon?

She strode to the door, unlocked it, and walked in.

Gus was still slumped, exhausted but happy, on the machine that had helped break down his repressions.

He looked up and was so totally happy.

Sue didn’t like it, but she was about to rain on his parade.

“Rufus Fielding is here.”

Gus sat up, and groaned. The probe was still up his ass.

Sue came around to the rear of the contraption he was sitting on and knelt. She loosened the probe and extracted it from his ass.

He stood up, but he was gaping. Not an unusual thing after spending more than 24 hours on the machine, which he had.

Twenty-four hours of being reamed out, of being sexually excoriated in search of the truth.

While he tried to do a little bend and stretch to recover his mobility, Sue headed for the kitchenette. She made a couple of bourbon and Cokes, nothing fancy, and offered Gus one.

He moved back against the wall he was chained to, Sue shoved a chair at him, and he sat.

She sat down next to him and they sipped, and he broke the silence. “You said you’d protect me from him.”

She nodded. “And I will do my best.”

Gus took a big glug, he needed some courage, and he snapped, “You said. That’s your word. I expect you to protect me.”

“And I will do my best.”

“Not your best. I want your word. You protect me. Save me. Don’t let him take me.”

“Was he that bad?”

Gus nodded grimly.

“Then let me think. There’s always a way out. I just have to figure it out.”

For a long couple of minutes they sat and thought, then Sue turned to him. “There’s something I can do, but you’re going to have to help.”

“Okay.”

“You might have to put up with him for a while.”

Augustus swallowed loudly. Man, Rufus Fielding must be bad if he scared the world’s most notorious sex criminal that badly. And suddenly Sue was interested on a more clinical level.

And she thought: Yes. this might work.

“Okay,” said Gus. It was the hardest word he had ever spoken in his life.

A couple of hours later locked the door, with Augustus Jones firmly chained to the wall inside, and sauntered down the corridor.

And up the stairs and down the administrative wing.

She came to Miss Rathel’s door and tapped.

“Yes?”

Taking a deep breath, Sue opened the door and stepped into the dragon’s den.

Miss Rathel was sitting at her desk, stiff backed. She was a bit chunky, but quite attractive. The size of her breasts really helped.

To one side Randy stood, and a more miserable face he had never shown. His make up was worn down, his lipstick was chewed off, he slumped, and he needed rescue.

He looked at Sue in desperation, and hope flitted across his face.

But the main occupant in the room, the one who drew her attention the most, and who she tried desperately to ignore, was sitting in a chair catty corner to Miss Rathel’s desk.

Rufus Fielding was only about five foot six, but he must have weighed four hundred pounds. And that was being generous.

He was a cannonball, and his head was a small cannon ball atop the bigger cannon ball.

His eyes were shrewd, little buttons. Black pig’s eyes, gleaming with avarice and…lust.

But not lust for love, which was a normal perversion, but lust for…lust.

That was the only way to say it. He wanted to inflict sexual torment with all his heart and soul.

“Is this her?” He blurted. His voice a curious mixture of whine and petulance.

“Miss Northrup.” Miss Rathel nodded towards a chair.

Before sitting down, however, Sue asked, “If you’re done with Randy?”

Miss Rathel paused, then gave a sharp nod of her head.

Randy shuddered, and headed for the door. As he passed Sue she whispered, “Check my desk.”

Randy was almost ready to cry, so mean had been his interrogation, but he controlled the liquid trying to pour out of his eyes and nodded.

Then he was out the door, clicking his heels down the hall.

Sue smiled. When he checked the desk in her room he would find a package of double stuff, lemon Oreos. His favorite, and a small gift for his incredible work in holding the hounds at bay.

“Miss Northrup?”

Sue smiled to Miss Rathel and sat down. She made sure the flap of her lab coat was up. Miss Rathel couldn’t see it, but she was giving Fielding a show of thigh and a glimpse of pussy.

He had to be distracted if this ploy was going to work.

“Where have you been?” snapped Rufus, his voice sounding like a goat’s bray.

Sue looked at Miss Rathel and smiled.

“Sue?”

“Sorry I’m late. I was in the middle of a therapy session.”

“With Augustus?” Again with the goat bray.

She ignored him again, didn’t even glance at him, gave her attention to Miss Rathel.

Miss Rathel rather enjoyed the way Sue was treating Fielding. For the last couple of hours that obnoxious little turd of a man had brow beaten her, threatened her, picked on poor Randy, and…and now he was being treated like the fly speck he was.

“And the outcome?”

Sue smiled, and finally turned to Rufus. “The prognosis is wonderful. We are well on our way to a cure. Mr. Jones is being returned to the land of the living.”

Rufus Fielding didn’t like hearing that. He wanted Gus back in the condition he had sent him out in. He wanted the sick, pervert who was so delicious and cruel.

“Where is he?” he asked, his mean, little pig’s eyes narrowing.

“Resting, right now. Would you like to see him?”

Rufus hadn’t expected that. He sat up, was suspicious, and said, “Yes.”

“Excellent. He’ll be resting for another hour. Then I’ll wake him for you.”

“And what about this guff about you refusing to release him because you’re his doctor?”

“Oh, that. My assistant misunderstood what I was ordering. We’ll be glad to release Gus under certain circumstances.”

Rufus’s eyes gleamed in ill disguised victory. Otherwise known as gloating. Then his eyes slowly shuttered. Closed and opened like a lazy snake’s.

“What circumstances?”

“You’ll have to become conversant with the Femwood Treatments.”

Miss Rathel made a sound like a little gasp. She was not ready to publish concerning her highly successful methods.

For Rufus Fielding, however, this was an extra bonus. Insight into the methods of his enemy? He might be able to take what he needed and even publish first.

“I suppose that is permissible,” he granted.

“Very well. If it’s okay with you, Miss Rathel, I’ll go prepare Augustus for transportation. His records need bundling, and I’ll need to set up the lab for Mr. Fielding.”

She was looked directly at Miss Rathel then, and Rufus couldn’t see the big wink that she gave Miss Rathel.

“That will be fine.”

With a smile to the fat, little piggy fart sitting so obnoxiously in the office, Sue smiled, then she was out the door, her heels clicking madly down the corridor.

She wondered what the conversation would be like in the office now that she had left. She hoped Miss Rathel understood that she was playing for time. She had a lot to do and little time to do it in.

She headed upstairs and burst into her room.

Randy was laying on the bed in a cookie stupor. The empty box of lemon flavored, double stuffed Oreos gave proof of his love of those wonderful confections.

He tried to leap up, but the package of cookies was empty, and he was full.

While he struggled to his feet, and bemoaned the bloated appearance of his usually svelte belly, Sue gathered up the material relating to Augustus Jones.

“Put these in a box. Wrap it tightly. Bring it to the basement.”

“But those are incomplete records! We haven’t even filled out the details of the methods and treatment!”

“I know,” smiled Sue.

Material gathered for Randy to pack, she glanced around the room, was satisfied, and ran out.

Randy knelt and began packing the files. It was almost heresy to package such incomplete records. Whoever was next to treat Gus Jones wouldn’t know the Femwood methods, and would have no clue as to his previous treatment.

Sighing, he did as he was told, then picked up the box and headed for the basement.

Downstairs, Sue rushed into the lab where she was dealing with Augustus.

Augustus was sitting on a chair, resting. He sat up at the noise of Sue’s entry and looked at her expectantly.

“Yes!” she said, holding her fist and giving it a little pump.

Augustus grinned. “Really?”

“Really and truly. Mind you, I make no guarantees, but if this works…”

“I’ll be free forever.”

“Free from Rufus,” warned Sue. “We still need to continue your treatment.”

“Oh, thank you! Lock me up. Psychoanalyze me forever. I’m all yours!”

Sue smiled, and began to move equipment around. “Now you understand,” she said as she prepared the scene, “I’m going to have to let you go. If you voluntarily return to your chains, that should bait the trap. If you don’t…”

“Don’t worry. I won’t risk being under that brute’s control again. He’s…he’s a…” he spit the next word out like it was the ultimate curse, “…politician!”

Sue snickered. She knew the truth of which Gus was speaking. Then she sobered. “Now, remember, when I give you the signal I want you to turn it loose. All of it. Every ounce you can muster.”

This command didn’t make Gus happy, but he nodded.

“Okay, are you—“

Randy rushed into the room. He stopped and stared at Augustus.

The last time Randy had been in the room with Augustus he had been struck by Gus’s ability to make people love him. He had fallen in love, had wanted nothing more than to fall at Gus’s feet and worship.

And he still felt that.

But there was something different.

Now Gus was trying to control himself. He was trying to reduce his effect on people.

“Easy, Randy,” murmured Sue, suddenly worried for her assistant.

“It’s okay…” breathed out Randy, relaxing a little. “I think…he’s doing something different. It’s not so bad now.”

Sue shot Gus a grateful glance and took the box from Randy. “Okay. You can go.”

But Randy wasn’t ready to go. He walked over to Augustus, and Augustus waited for him. For a change, there was a bit of apprehension on his face.

For a long moment Randy stared. “I can still feel it.”

“I’m sorry,” whispered Gus.

“That’s okay,” and Randy walked away, and out of the room.

A few minutes later they were ready. “Okay?” asked Sue.

“As I’ll ever be.”

Sue went to get Rufus.

Rufus and Miss Rathel were waiting in her office, and Miss Rathel didn’t look happy.

Who would be happy, locked in a room with a grunting, snuffling terror of a pig heart?

But Sue smiled. “He’s awake. Would you like to see him?”

Rufus stood up, that gloating, happy bully look on his face. “By all means.”

Miss Rathel started to get up but Sue faced her, in a manner in which Rufus couldn’t see her face. “I’ll take care of it, Miss Rathel.”

Miss Rathel remained half standing for a minute. the look on her subordinate’s face, almost pleading for understanding. Let me handle this!

“Very well,” she said, and she sat down. And prayed. She knew that everything depended on Sue now.

Sue followed Rufus out the door. He was waiting at the meeting of the corridors, and she put a smile on her face and led the way.

“I’m sure Miss Rathel has been telling you of our revolutionary, cutting edge treatments,” she spoke as they walked toward the stairs.

“Not much,” he said, a little grouchy at that. Miss Rathel had proved very protective of her methods.

“Don’t worry. I’ll tell you everything when we get to the lab.”

She led him down the stairs, chatting without saying anything, and into the room where Augustus was standing in chains, naked against the wall.

Rufus smiled. “Hello, Augustus. Though you’d given me the slip, did you?”

Gus didn’t say anything. In truth, it was Rufus who had sent Gus to the Femwood Asylum. It was all part of a trap for Miss Rathel, and when he had Gus back, securely under lock and key, he would finish closing the trap. He would stop all government funding. He would withdraw licenses and permits. He would shut Miss Rathel down forever.

That bitch would learn what happened to people who refused his advances!

Gus merely stared at the obscene man.

Sue moved forward. “This is the apparatus we used to cure Gus.”

Rufus sneered at Gus. The man wasn’t cured. The ambience of love emanated from the man chained to the wall and filled the room.

If anything, the feeling was stronger, more powerful. He didn’t know that Gus was focusing on his ability, trying his best to distract him.

Rufus, satisfied that he had Gus’s number, turned his attention to the contraption.

It was basically a fancy chair. The seat was like one from an old farm tractor, but with a slot in it. It was big enough to hold even a fat ass like Rufus’s.

“Have a seat and I’ll show you how it works.”

If Rufus hadn’t been distracted by the sexual ‘aroma’ wafting through the room he wouldn’t have fallen for it. He was not a trusting man, and he wouldn’t have sat down in the therapy chair.

He was distracted, however, and he was enjoying the glee of his victory, and he sat.

“Of course the patient should be naked,” Sue said as she put the strap around the fat man’s belly. It barely fit.

In fastening the buckle she was surprised when she squeezed his chest, it put pressure on the hunk of man fat that looked like a boob.

She was surprised when Rufus moaned. It was a curiously guttural sound of sex. He sounded a little…girlish.

Sue fastened the cuff around his right arm, and Randy, on the other side of the chair, secured his left arm.

“Hey!” Rufus finally overcame the sexual distraction and realized what they were doing to him. “Let me go!”

For answer Sue popped a penis gag into his mouth and secured the strap behind his fat head.

“I can hear them coming. Secure the door.” They were doing Rufus’s legs now, and Sue turned to Gus. “Turn it down.”

Randy stood up and staggered towards the door. Even though he had known what was coming, even though he had braced for it, held to his instructions, he had had a rough time. Gus’s essence of sex was that powerful.

He reached the door, didn’t look back, just stepped out and closed the door.

Sue could hear people shuffling down the corridor outside. The whole hospital had picked up on Gus Jones’ scent, his call to sex, and they were coming. Horny. Hard or wet, but dripping regardless, they had come.

Randy locked the door from the outside, then slid the key under the door.

Sue could hear him yelling at the patients and staff who had come. “There’s nothing happening here! Go away!”

Gus was sitting with his head down, sobbing. That ability that he had used so freely was now under control, and he felt guilty for using it, even in such a dire situation as this.

Courtesy of the therapy chair and his treatment and Sue’s wonderful treatment, he understood guilt. And now he was able to control his ability. Now, his repressions gone, he could better control his ability.

But he never wanted to use it in such gross fashion again.

In the chair Rufus was howling mad!

“MPHHHMPH!” he screamed through the penis gag in his mouth.

Sue ignored him and was removing his clothes. She used scissors and snipped up his trousers, cut through his shirt, pulled bits and pieces of cloth out of the way.

She knelt behind the machine and carefully cut the material away around his asshole. She set the probe in place and locked it down.

Rufus squealed when the probe entered his asshole. He loved it, but being repressed, he didn’t want anybody to know that he loved it.

Sue began attaching electrodes to his balls, and it was a difficult job.

“I’m sorry, Rufus,” she commiserated. “I didn’t know how small a package you had.”

He had been repressed all his life, and his sex organs showed it. His balls were grapes, his penis not much more developed than a sixth graders.

In truth, he had been repressed at a young age, and had been stunted before puberty could take effect.

And that repression was why he was a bully, taking out his inadequacies on others.

That repression was why he sought high office and honors, so that he could take advantage of his position and make the world suffer for what he was, for what had, at some point in the past, been done to him.

Sue finished the application of the electrodes and stared down at him. “You’ve only got one chance, Rufus, or you’ll remain the way you are for life. Confess, and remember, the truth shall set you free. You tell the truth, tell me why you are the way you are, a greedy, big, self serving, fat pig of an asshole, and you’ll get an orgasm. It will be the best orgasm you will have ever had, and all your repressions will cease. You’ll be free. But it’s up to you.”

She started the machine.

Chugga chugga. Soft, almost silent, but never stopping.

The probe went in and out.

Rufus groaned and his eyes bulged. He had taken it up the ass before…that was not new…but the way this thing gave him little shocks when he got close to cumming, that was new.

Sue stood back for a minute, and when it was plain that he had lost the desire to scream for help she took the penis plug out of his blubbery mouth.

“Unh…unh…please…”

“Please what, Rufus?”

“Let me…go!”

“Not a chance. Gus?”

Gus had been waiting for his turn, and he did exactly as Sue had instructed him.

“Why did you hurt me, Rufus?”

Rufus gave a sob.

“You used to visit me, and I know you used to visit others before me. You used me for sex. You came on my face, you took me whether I wanted it or not. Why? Why did you hurt me, Rufus?”

Rufus’s eyes were pleading, he was drooling, and Gus kept saying things, asking questions.

When Sue felt she had a firm grip on the questions Gus was asking she added in.

“Why did you take him so cruelly?”

“Why did you suck him off when he didn’t want to be sucked off?

“Why did you…why did you…why did you…”

Rufus was sobbing freely now. He was physically jerking every time they asked a question. His cock was throbbing and pulsing, looking bigger than it was, and dripping with pre-cum.

Yet he wouldn’t come clean. He wouldn’t admit to his brutalities, his terrible personality, the way he used people only to destroy them.

So the questioning went on.

It took time, but not as much time as it had taken for Gus to crack. It didn’t take as long because now Sue knew what to look for. She knew that he would make a statement that seemed an excuse, that would be a phrase from whatever had caused Rufus to be the way he was, but which sounded like something else.

With Gus it had been the phrase ‘I’m sorry.’

With Rufus it was the phrase, ‘It wasn’t my fault.

Sue jumped in, held up a hand to stop Gus, and asked, “What wasn’t your fault?”

And the underpinnings of hell came loose, the torment of inner fires flared, and that which had been cooking in Rufus’s mind bubbled to the surface.

“It wasn’t my fault when my parents…”

“It wasn’t my fault when I took that kitty cat and…”

“It wasn’t my fault in school when I put the firecracker in the…”

“It wasn’t my fault.

Sue was prepared for it. She had heard Gus’s confession, but Gus had not been prepared. Even though he had spewed his own filth, he was not prepared for what came out of Rufus’s mouth.

He began to turn green. At one point he started to upchuck, and Sue had to throw a towel at him and motioned him to be quiet.

And Rufus continued unburdening himself.

When he was done. When he sat slumped in the contraption, head down, Gus whispered to Sue, “Was I…did I…”

She nodded, and Gus suddenly felt shame.

He had been set free, he had taken responsibility for his evil, but there was always the residue, ready to come up and tell a person just how bad he has been.

“Oh, God forgive me,” he cried softly. Then he looked up at Sue. “You’d better lock me up forever. You must save the human race from me!”

But Sue shook her head. “That would do no good. Besides, there are people you could help, you can make amends for your terrible actions. You don’t have to leave right away, there’s still work we have to do, but sometime in the future you’ll be on your own.”

“Even though I love you?”

And there it was. The truth of love revealed.

Except that she didn’t return his love, not like that, and now that he had no repressions and the truth was out, the truth was that his abilities were less than hers, he was subservient to her, and that was as it should be.

After all, the old witch doctor had given her the truth, not Gus.

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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