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Author’s Note

Poor Johnny.

A simple lad doing simple work, until he is invited to a peeping party.

But the peep party is the best laid plan of…women.

Now Johnny is in their grasp, and they are about to extract a pound of flesh from him.

Or maybe that’s…give him a pound of flesh.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Johnny could hardly wait. It was Friday and he had the weekend off. He didn’t have to get up early tomorrow. He could stay up late and drink and watch porn.

He sighed. Too bad he was between girls. He would have liked real flesh, and not the digital kind.

Sure, there was a lot of fun in watching women do unbelievable things that would never happen to him, but there was more fun in feeling the real, live thing, kissing the flesh, exploring the nooks and crannies, the vallies and depths, of a real, live girl. But…oh, well.

“This battery doesn’t hold a charge!” stated the chubby guy in the cut off sweat shirt. The shirt said ‘Marines’ on the top, but the guy was a 100 pounds fatter than a marine, and balding, and smoking a stogie.

“Let me put it on the machine,” said Johnny.

“I don’t want it on the machine,” growled the customer, who had a bad case of body odor. I just want a new battery. One that works.”

Johnny sighed. The ‘free battery club.’ They came in every week or so, battery didn’t hold a charge, but when they looked at the battery they found the cells had been emptied. Damned chiselers.

“Okay, sir. I still have to put it on the meter to fill out the paperwork.”

“Yeah, well, make it snappy.”

Johnny lugged the battery to a work bench at the side of the shop. He tested it, filled in the numbers, and, just because he felt like it, he checked the man’s previous history. Seven batteries in three years. Yep. The Free Battery Club. And the reason he couldn’t wait for the weekend.

Paperwork filled out Johnny headed back to the customer who was trying to impress a young girl who was obviously bored with him.

“Well, you oughta let me take a look at it. I’m good with motors.”

Johnny kept a straight face and said, “We can replace the battery, but there will be an eighty dollar charge. The cells were depleted to 80%.”

“What? That’s BS!”

Johnny called for the manager to talk to Mr. Band and Fat, and turned his attention to the girl. Except she wasn’t a girl.

She was middle-aged, and a foxy MILF if ever there was one.

“Help you, ma’am?”

“I just need some windshield wipers replaced.”

“No problem.”

“It’s that BMW out front.”

“Okay. 2015?”

“It is.”

Johnny selected the correct blades and walked out to the car. The woman tagged along.

As Johnny shook loose the old blades he checked the woman out in the reflection of the windshield.

A patrician nose, but not too long. A wide mouth that, when she frowned became a cupid’s bow. Red lips, very full, perfect to suck on.

And the body.

Johnny fell in love.

She was wearing a skirt and a sweat shirt. The shirt was pink with the logo ‘Official Bitch.’

He worked one blade free, walked to the other side of the car, and as he passed her he asked, “Is there an unofficial kind?”

She chuckled. “They’re all unofficial until they’ve joined the society.”

“The Bitch Society. Is that BS?”

“Oh, you’re quick.” She peered at his name tag. “Johnny.”

He worked the other blade loose and they chatted and teased and did the light kind of insincere flirting that women love and turns men on, and gets those men nowhere.

Johnny stalled a little, he was enjoying the repartee, and he could see his boss explaining to the fat asshole about batteries and percentages. He certainly didn’t want to walk back into that fray.

“There go,” he said, finally. “Come on in and I’ll steal your money.”

She wrote a check and Johnny took note of her name and address.

Hanna Kingsman. 4251 Sterling Rd. A good part of town, a rich sounding name.

Johnny put the check in the cash register and smiled at her, “Been a pleasure, Hanna. Drop by the next time you need to change the air in your tires.”

“Thanks for being quick and efficient.”

“Thanks for making my day.”

She stood there for a long moment, considering him. Then she leaned on the counter.

Fat ass with the bogus Marine sweatshirt was complaining in a loud voice that drowned out reasonable people.

“Johnny, are you a brave sort?”

“Probably not. I’d like to think I am, but…my parents used to spank me and I learned better.”

She laughed, and her laugh was one of those joyous things that thrilled those who heard it.

“Johnny, I know you’re kidding me, and I like your insouciance.”

Insouciance. Now there was a word he was going to have to look up.

“So let’s make a deal.”

“Okay. I’m in.”

“Look me in the eyes, don’t look at the check, and tell me my address.”

Johnny didn’t hesitate. He reeled off “Hanna Kingsman. 4251 Sterling Rd.” I didn’t notice the town, but Sterling Road runs between Harbor and  Femwood. I’d guess Femwood. And I sure don’t know the zip, but I could tell you the state.”

She was smiling, and that small, plump mouth widened out and took in the whole room.

Johnny’s boss, at the end of the counter, even looked over at them.

Fat ass didn’t. He was digging in his wallet for an unhappy eighty bucks.

“I knew it. You’re smart, and you’re smart enough. Now this is what I want you to do. Tonight, after dark, I want you to go my address. You will find the side gate open, and the bedroom shades up. You come by and I’ll put on a show for you. Who knows, you might even get lucky.”

Johnny tried not to blink, or to gulp, but he couldn’t stop his mouth from opening a little.

“You want me to…”

“I do. There’s something about strong, young men watching me undress and do things to myself…down there…that gets me worked up.”

She was leaning closer to him now, whispering, and she placed one hand on his.

“Johnny, are you brave enough?”

He stared at her.

Eyes are funny things. Sometimes they are blank orbs. Nobody home.

Sometimes they are like they show thoughts so scary you’re afraid of them.

Johnny was afraid, and the lump in his pants grew large.

Fear vs desire: which would win?

He couldn’t speak, so he nodded.

Hanna smiled, her lips curved back and she licked her lips gently. “I can’t wait to see you tonight, Johnny. Now don’t disappoint me. Okay?”

He found himself nodding in a jerky manner, and he said, “I‘ll be there.”

She stroked the back of his hand with her fingers, SPROING went his dingus.

“I know you will.”

She turned and walked out then. Her ass swaying confidently, her back straight, tossing her hair as she walked out into the sunshine and a light breeze.

The fat asshole stomped out behind her, but turned the other way and went to his battery sucking car.

Johnny’s boss sauntered down the length of the counter.

“You give me the asshole and you take the ass. Did you forget who the boss is?”

But Johnny’s boss was having fun. And he was jealous.

They both watched Hannah turn her joyously round fanny and sit in the car. They watched as she slid her nylon legs into the BMW. They drooled, and Hannah noticed them and blew a kiss.

“Fuck,” whistled the boss.

“If you say so,” squeaked Johnny.

Then they laughed, punched each other on the shoulder, and got back to work.

The day went faster after that, and slower.

Faster because Johnny kept thinking about the beautiful woman who had invited and enticed him.

Slower because, well, it was work.

But work or not, it passed, and in a pleasant manner.

He had something to look forward to.

Not just sitting around and beating his meat, although that was fun, but…an adventure.

An adventure of what he knew not, but there was something inside that woman that caused him to trust her.

A promise.

But he didn’t know what the promise was of, just that it caused a blurt of joy in his chest and thrilled even the passage of time.

Six o’clock and he greeted Tim, who was his replacement for the night shift, and punched his card.

Punched his card and whistled all the way to the door and out into the parking lot.

He drove an old MGB. A sporty car from 1975. No power steering, windows, brakes or anything else. He had had to rebuild it, and he had put a good sound system in it.

He set his iPhone to play through the radio and tooled through the suburbs.

Whistling.

Thinking.

Hannah. Sweet Hannah.

She was older than him. He didn’t know how much because he hadn’t looked at the birth date on her license.

But she was probably 15 years older.

A mature woman, at least compared to him. He guessed 37, and he was 22.

A cougar?

Sounded like it. The way she had touched his hand had made him feel like he was the one, the only one.

Even though he knew he wasn’t.

But, maybe tonight…he would be.

What drove a woman like that? Divorce? Feeling old and wanting a bit of a reprieve? Just fucking horny?

He had to watch out he didn’t press the peddle too hard. Just thinking of her was exciting him.

His pants had been full all day.

He stopped at the supermarket and picked up spicy wings. Breaded. And a bottle of bourbon and a six pack of Coke.

Home again, home again, jiggety jig.

It was seven o’clock when he sat down to watch a sports show on the computer. He nibbled at the wings, got himself all greasy, and washed it all down with his favorite drink, a can of Coke half filled with bourbon.

But he was careful. He didn’t want to be drunk. Just happy.

At eight o’clock he turned the computer to porn, made himself another drink, for the road, and got dressed.

It was going to be dark, and he was supposed to be a peeper, so he figured he should wear black.

He put on black underpants, black tee shirt, black pants, black sweat shirt, and a black ski cap.

He sat down at the computer, enjoyed Julieeroticdress on Porzo, and felt his nipples.

Hard.

Like he was down below.

He was nervous and gulping.

He put the porn in the background and looked up 4251 Sterling Rd. on Google Earth.

It was a ranch style house with tall, square cut hedges around the property line.

By wiggling the mouse he was able to see through parts of the hedges.

A pixilated car in the driveway. Looked like her BMW. A swimming pool in the back yard, with a back building. It looked too big to be a tool shed, maybe it was a guest room or something.

The overhead showed clumps that might be bushes, and what looked like a wheel barrow.

Hmm. Suburbia.

But more.

Looking at the pristine grounds, the swimming pool with the decorative boulders around it and a slide that circled around into the deep end…he had a feeling, a gut feeling, that there was more here.

But what more?

What more was the fact that this was happening at all.

A drop dead, gorgeous hunk of woman flesh flirts with him, invites him to her home, but not through the front door to enjoy cocktails…through the side gate to peep into her bedroom.

More than just suburbia.

It was wicked suburbia.

It was the suburbia that held legends of wife swappings, Sybian parties, garages filled with sex furniture sweaty with sex and dripping with spent squirts.

And shiny, sweaty, naked bodies.

Boobs.

Cunt.

Fuck!

And he realized he was out of control.

Too much anticipation.

He turned off the computer and looked at his watch.

Eight thirty. Time to go.

Johnny drove carefully. He had the last of his half and half Coke and bourbon in a cup holder, he wore burglar black, and the last thing he wanted was some cop pulling him over and asking him questions.

‘Uh, I’m on my way to peep at an older woman. She invited me so it’s okay. Call her? Why? She didn’t say I needed to ask permission, she just said to show up and sneak through the side yard.’

‘Sure, sonny. And my grandmother’s Santa Claus. Let’s take a trip down to the station where—

HONK!

Fuck! For all his care he half ran a stop light.

He focused on the road, drove his fantasies into the back ground, and made up his mind to get to Hanna’s place without cracking up.

4251 Sterling Rd. was a cul de sac. Only a half dozen houses on the street. No. Seven. Three on each side and hers at the end.

It was slightly up hill, the six houses on the sides looked empty, but all he had was a glance.

He parked his car around the corner, under a tree, in front of a house with four cars int he driveway. He would look like just another car there.

He boosted himself out of the car, it was a convertible, and landed on the sidewalk. He quick stepped into the shadows from a row of trees and sashayed slowly up the street to Sterling Dr.

It was quiet. It was a quiet neighborhood, no barking dogs, not even a farting cat.

He turned the corner and stuck to the shadows.

The moon was behind the trees so he was in double dark shadows. Anybody looking at him would have to gaze into the bright moonlight, and then pierce the darkness and see a black cat in a black hole.

He passed the first house, a ranch style, they were all ranch styles, and stopped between a mailbox and a fence.

He waited.

He hadn’t worn his watch, but he had gotten out of his car at eight forty-seven. It must be about eight  fifty-five now.

No sounds. The shadows all held their breath. He slipped through the darkness past a house that was set back in a stand of trees, and had no lights on in the windows.

He waited again.

He studied the houses across the street.

The one directly opposite him was lit up, and he saw the shadow of a woman pass against a drape. The one to the left, between the house across the street and 4251, had a for sale sign on it. It looked as empty as a can of dog food in the pound.

The house in front of which he had to pass, on his side of the street, had lights, but no activity. The drapes were drawn and the two cars nestled in the driveway like they were going to sleep till morning.

He looked at 4251.

Just like Google earth, but not so badly pixillated. A couple of small hedges under the front windows, a porch with what looked like a fern hanging form the eaves. A couple of rose bushes in the corners of the yard.

And low hedges on each side, which led to the large hedges in the back.

All he had to do was reach the hedge on the left and he could crawl, completely unseen, to the side gate.

He smiled, then closed his mouth. His teeth were white and bright and he didn’t want to risk anything.

He sighed, took breathes, then quick walked to the front yard of 4251. He craned his head this way and that, checked everything out, and ducked down behind the low hedge.

He lay in the darkness, the soil, and listened, and watched.

Nothing.

He could still get up and walk away.

But, amazingly, he still had excitement in his crotch.

He wasn’t a peeper, didn’t do things like this, but he was so totally excited.

His heart was pounding and he could feel a light sweat building on his skin.

He crawled along the side of the hedge, making no noise, and he came to the gate.

Okay. Here it was. The make or break. Once he went through that gate he was committed. He wouldn’t just be wandering through front yards, he would be trespassing. Intruding. Maybe even breaking the law.

But he had a feeling that Hanna wouldn’t do that to him. If he was discovered then she would go to bat for him.

Just those few minutes at the auto store, and the promise of her eyes and the touch of her soft hand, and he was convinced of that.

He reached up, his arm in the moonlight, and pulled down on a thick cord.

Click.

He pushed the gate back, slithered through the opening, and closed the gate.

Talk about quiet.

And there was enough moonlight that he could see everything the yard held. Just a couple of gardening tools leaning against the side of the house.

He moved to the side, anyway. He moved along the large hedge, and his view of the backyard opened up.

The yard was wedge-shaped, like a piece of pie. A big patio with lawn furniture. A big pool, and big rock landscaping and the slide leading into the pool.

Behind the pool there was a circular swath of dirt with a circular row of fruit trees. In the darkness he couldn't see what kind of fruit trees, but he didn’t really care about some lousy fruit.

He had other matters on his mind.

There was no way across the patio without being seen, so he stuck to the hedge, followed it to the back, and followed it around the back of the yard.

He could see the lights in the big room beyond the patio. He could see Hannah, and his breath caught.

He held his position for a moment, then took out his cell phone. He had put a little piece of tape over the recording light, and now he aimed the phone.

She was sitting, her legs crossed high on the thigh, reading a magazine.

Her red lips were pursed and showcased, and she idly flipped the pages.

Her phone rang, and she answered it.

He stared at her, recorded her, fell in love with her.

At least, his penis did. His penis was so hard it wanted to crawl out of his pants and see what he was looking at through his cell phone.

In the house she laughed, and her chest bounced a little.

She wasn’t wearing a sweat shirt now. She was wearing a peignoir that barely covered her knees.

She was made up, her rich, auburn hair curling at the base of her neck.

Johnny stopped recording and continued his journey around the yard.

He stoop walked some time, and he crawled other times. When he was directly behind the rock landscaping behind the pool, he stood up and walked erect.

He was on the other side of the back yard, just beyond the boulders, when Hanna put her magazine down and stood up. She stretched, which made him gasp at her out in the open loveliness, and walked toward the hallway. As she entered the hallway she turned off the lights.

Johnny froze, and just a few seconds later the lights in the master bedroom went on.

He waited.

The window drapes were parted, and the show was started.

He wondered: did she know he was out there?

It was a tantalizing question, but one without answer.

And, regardless, he had to get closer.

He slithered along the hedge line and was suddenly behind the big shed. The thing that was too big for a tool shed, and might be a guest bedroom.

He hurried, secure in the darkness, and peeked around the corner of the little house.

It was a perfect set up.

The house was right in front of the window, but set back twenty feet. There was a fence in front of the little house, and he had just two feet to squeeze through to get to the perfect position. He couldn’t go in front of the fence because he would be seen. He moved behind the fence and slid between the fence and the house.

He chuckled. Hanna must have had this fence built for peepers. It was perfect.

He sidled slowly behind the fence. Through cracks in the fence he could see Hanna moving in the bedroom.

He could see she had taken off the peignoir, and was sitting on the bed. It looked like she was putting lotion on her legs, and he studied those red tipped fingers gently caressing her body.

Something he wished he could do.

Her breasts were so very large. And they weren’t saggy. They might be fake, and that was okay with him.

But the fence was deceptive. He had thought it was a wider passage, but it was slowly narrowing. Now he had only about a foot to move in.

He side stepped, and his pants rubbed along the fence. Damn cock, he cursed giddily.

Halfway down the passage there was a hole in the fence. No, several holes.

There was one large enough for his face, but he scrunched down, and two large enough for his hands.

There were two holes lower, but he couldn’t really see those.

He gripped the two side holes and raised himself enough to see through the larger hole.

God, she was beautiful. She might be older than him, but that was just more time to achieve perfection.

A slim waist, those heavenly boobs, and a round ass.

Her eyes, so magical, were gazing down at her sleek legs. She was still putting lotion on her stems.

His penis pressed against his pants, and his pants against the fence, then he felt a bit of relief down there.

He was sandwiched between the fence and the house, and apparently there was a gap just about the height of his dick.

He risking raising himself up just a bit, and the bump in his pants got relief from the squeeze job.

He stared at Hannah. His heart pounding.

She turned her head and her hair shifted. She brushed it back and those beautiful lips smiled.

She was so beautiful she could make a monk break his vows.

She was—“UNH!”

The board he was pressing against was suddenly pressing on him.

“Wha…wha…”

He experienced shock, and confusion, and the pressure increased.

His forearms had been up, holding to the holes in the fence, and now the side of the little house was pressing on his elbows.

The pressure increased and he had no choice. He slipped his hands through the holes.

His hands shot through the other side and he was aware of people moving on the other side of the fence.

Hands grabbed his hands and pulled them further through the holes.

He felt something hard and circular snap over his wrists and click shut.

“What the fuck?” he risked raising his voice.

What the fuck was happening?

“You got yours? Good. He’s secure. Ease up on the pressure.”

Suddenly the fence stopped pushing on him and retreated. He could breath again, but his wrists were through the holes in the fence.

Then he was almost hanging from his wrists, and the fence moved away from the house.

He looked to the side, a shadowy shape was walking towards him.

He looked to the other side, another shape.

“Let me go!” he grunted, pulling on his arms, but they weren’t about to get free.

“Hello, Johnny. Welcome to the party.

The figure on the left was wearing a ski mask, much like his own, and he reached up and ripped Johnny’s mask off. The person on the other side reached up and put a sleeping mask on him. A Zorro thing with the eyes not cut out.

Johnny shook his head and looked around and could see nothing.

“Take it easy, Johnny. It’s okay.”

From the other side, “We won’t hurt you. At least, not in the way you don’t want.”

Then the voices laughed, and he could hear them retreating.

Johnny tried to move a little, but he was firmly caught.

Then he heard footstep. Coming from the house.

“Hello, Johnny.”

“Hanna?”

It was her voice, but his fantasy MILF had turned into a dream devil. He struggled some more.

She twined her fingers in his and spoke through the face hole in the fence. “Take it easy, Johnny.”

“What are you doing? I thought…”

“You thought what? Peep show? Get lucky with a good looking woman? Well, you are lucky, Johnny, but not in the way you think.”

“What are you going to do to me?”

Instead of answering she called out, “Move the fence out more.”

A motor started up, he could hear the light hum, and the fence lurched forward.

Johnny walked, his toes hitting the fence, to keep up with it.

It only moved about a foot, then stopped.

She spoke, and now her voice was closer.

“Now, Johnny, I’m going to ask you to trust me.”

“Trust you?” he sounded bitter.

“Trust me. And you should. After all, I can do anything, and you can do nothing.”

He was silent at that truth.

“I can beat you mercilessly, or I can kiss you. Can you feel how close I am to you?”

He listened, scared in the darkness, yet…he was till caught. Not by the fence, but by the ideas in his own fanciful mind.

“We’re close, you and I. A fence separates us, but if you can put your head forward I can kiss you.”

He was caught, scared, but somehow not terrified. He could hear her voice so close, and he could feel her breath on his face.

On his mouth.

“Kiss me, Johnny. Let me know that I was right in selecting you.”

“I…I…”

“I know you’re scared, but there’s nothing to fear…if you are brave enough to kiss me. To trust me. To kiss me.”

His head moved forward of its own volition. He swore he didn’t want it to move, but her sweet breath washing over him, into his nostrils, so intimate.

He felt the light feather of her lips against his, and he leaned forward, put his head through the hole.

A big metal circle snapped over his neck. CLICK!

He was caught.

“No!” he yelled.

“Johnny…easy. Easy.”

Her hands were on his face, she was breathing on him, and though his heart beat like a bird flaps his wings, she kissed him.

It was wonderful, beautiful. Calming.

It was like she sucked the fear right out of him.

It’ll be all right, he thought.

That’s a boy, Johnny.

She kissed him again. this time longer, this time he could appreciate it, could feel the moist warm of here mouth as she devoured him.

Then she pulled back.

“We’re going to move you, Johnny, unless you’d rather stay out here all night.”

“Nu…no.” His mind was calming. His heart was slowing.

“Okay. Girls, let’s move him.”

He heard the slide of bolts, then the fence shifted.

What he thought was a fence had a square with holes for his hands and head. The square had bolts on the other side, and when the bolts were drawn the square tilted and was held by several people.

He heard whispered asides, and they moved the square of wood, with him fixed in it, to the side, then around the front of the little building.

“Open the doors. Watch your step, Johnny.”

He stumbled over a low threshold and onto what felt like a tile floor.

“Okay, Johnny, we’re going to turn you back towards the door through which we just brought you.”

They moved the square, and Johnny turned, then he was moved back, and the wood ‘pillory thing’ he was locked into suddenly settled down about an inch. He heard the sound of bolts.

“Okay. Let him go.”

Johnny was standing, his arms and head caught, a mask over his eyes,  and there was absolutely nothing he could do.

“Okay, girls. Go get some refreshments, and I’ll talk to Johnny here.”

The sound of footsteps leaving, the sound of low pitched giggles, the sound of himself alone with Hanna.

For a moment nothing was said.

For a moment Johnny tried to figure things out, but he couldn't. There was simply no rhyme or reason for what was happening to him.


Part Two

Johnny was freaked, and who wouldn’t be?

He was in a sort of pillory, though it honestly felt like a guillotine.

He couldn’t move his head nor his hands. His feet could move, but that did him no good.

He thought about kicking, but two things stopped him. One, it wouldn't do any good. Even if he managed incapacitate Hanna, where would he go? He was fixed in position with no way out. Two, even though he had been basically kidnapped, at least restrained against his will, how do you kick a woman? He had joked with her, and she had invited him here, so…he had been raised never to strike a woman.

“Well, Johnny, another fine mess you’ve gotten yourself into.”

Her voice was bubbling with humor.

“Why are you doing this?”

“Just for fun.”

“It’s fun to kidnap somebody against their will?”

“Kidnap you? No. You came of your own accord, you put head and hands through our little device on your own volition. You wanted to be here, Johnny. Now try not to be so scared.”

“I’m not scared,” Johnny lied.

Silence for a moment, then Johnny asked, “What are you going to do to me?”

“Have some fun.”

“You keep saying fun. It’s not fun for me. You need to let me go.”

Hannah sighed. “Johnny, let me explain. My name is Hannah and I’m probably 20 years older than you. I’m mature. Do you know how cruel that can be? I still have my looks, and I’ll probably retain them for a while, but men have stopped looking at me….except in a sexual way. Too old for marriage, good for a hump in the night, and see ya later, baby.”

Johnny found that hard to believe. He had sure looked at her this afternoon.

A very slight tinge of bitterness was in her tones as she continued.

“Do you know what women do? When they are rejected by men and have no options?”

“What?”

“We become lesbian.”

Johnny gasped.

“Oh, not hard core lesbians. But we satisfy each other, and underneath our trysts there is a deep desire for men. We want dick. We crave dick. And even a strap on won’t satisfy our needs.”

Johnny thought about how he had lusted after her, and she was a (choke) lesbian.

Then he realized something; something clicked in his mind.

It didn’t matter.

Lips were lips, whether they belonged to a lesbian or…or whoever.

So what if she had kissed women?

He had kissed women! So what was the difference?

She was talking as these things burst through his mind.

“…actually, I more gathered them to me. There are so many women, freed by divorce, abused by men who want affairs with no commitment, and all they want is to have the same parties they had when they were younger. So that’s why they you’re here, Johnny, to attend our little party.”

“What kind of party?” he asked, his lessened by conversation, but  his body still shaking. “A lesbian party?

She paused, then chuckled. “Got you scared, eh? Well, don’t worry. You’ll find out what kind of party, and it’s going to be more fun than anything you’ve ever had. Oh, sure, there might be some spankings, and some of the girls do tend to get overzealous. When you’ve been abused by men for so long you build up a certain resentment, and that resentment can come out at the strangest times. But you’ll be surrounded by other women, and they’ll protect you. You’ll be fine, Johnny. You’ll be more than fine. Now I’m going to leave you, so just relax, and soon the festivities will start.”

“Can you take this mask off?”

“Not yet. We still need to transfer you to the fun machine, and—“

“Fun machine.”

“Don’t worry, Johnny, you’ll have fun. And the girls need to put on their costumes. Or take them off…”

He could actually feel Hanna grinning.

“Wait…wait…”

Oddly, he didn’t want to be alone.

But…she was gone.

Johnny was deprived of sight. His other senses whirled to intake enough data to construct the world.

He smelled fresh cut wood.

He heard a faraway tinkle of sound that sounded like women laughing.

He tasted stale bourbon in his mouth.

Most of all, he felt fear.

Being in the dark everything was magnified. If an ant had crawled across his toe it would have felt like Godzilla tromping on his dick.

But there were no ants in the building.

Standing there, it felt like it had just been constructed. But it probably hadn’t; it was probably just repainted and…set up for whatever they were going to do to him.

This took some work, to make a false fence that could double as a pillory.

And Hanna had talked about a machine.’ What kind of thing would that be?

Time passed and his fears built and waned, built and waned.

He was surprised to find that he had an erection.

That was odd, but it served to take his mind off his situation.

It was a sensation that didn’t require sight.

But why would being confined…what was that?

Voices, approaching, growing louder.

The door to the little house opened and he heard the sound of high heels on a tile floor.

“Hello, Johnny,” Hanna spoke.

Other voices greeted him, and a few hands touched him.

He jumped, and there were giggles.

“Okay, Johnny, we’re almost ready for you. If I let you go would you step into a different sort of restraint?”

“Ah…uh…”

“I thought not. So we’re going to have to do this the hard way.”

“Please,” Johnny was almost crying. “Let me go.”

“Not a chance.”

He felt hands fumbling with his wrists, with the metal circles that were holding him.

“Almost ready,” said a sweet voice.

“Okay on this side.”

“What are you doing?”

“Making your fantasies come true, dear Johnny.”

“Okay, take his mask off.”

Light flooded in as the sleeping mask was pulled over his head, the stretchy thread catching for a moment on his ears.

He blinked.

Eight women. Naked.

Some were older, some younger, but none were ugly.

Their bodies were pilate fit, cross fit, trim with big boobs.

He could tell that probably four of them had had boob jobs, and the result was that all eight were firm and uplifted.

Some were a little chunky, some were a little skinny, but they were none of them sagging or fat.

They were in shape.

They wore masks. Sleeping masks similar to his, but they covered more face than his. and their eyes had holes to look through.

He could see their red lips, their smiling mouths, and above those delightful orifices he could see beautiful eyes. Eyes made up behind masks. Eyes that wee blue, grey, green, brown.

And all the eyes were amused and anticipating.

And he had trouble thinking of them as lesbians. Or, more properly, bis.

They were women, no matter their preferences.

And they wanted…they wanted…something that they were refused, but which, in some way, he could supply.

“What…what are—

Suddenly the board, the pillory, came apart.

What an ingenious thing. It was not only a piece of a fence, but it came apart and the pieces were withdrawn.

Johnny stood in surprise. His wrists were still in chains, and the chains led down to a sort of a horse.

A switch was pressed and the chains started tightening up, being ratcheted, and he was pulled inexorably towards the horse.

“Hey! Hey!”

He was pulled forward, then down, and he had no choice but to bend over and lay on the horse.

The horse was four legs, halfway up which were little platforms for his elbows and knees.

The main plank of the horse, the ‘back’ of it, was curved and his body arched slightly so his head was elevated, and so was his butt.

And everything was padded. It was soft, comfy, and he could feel memory foam protect his elbows and knees, and his body sink slightly into the padding.

“What are you doing to me!” he half shrieked.

Then two women, one at each wrist, connected the circlets around his wrists to little chains connected to the horse.

He looked down. The horse’s legs were metal, and they were bolted to the floor.

He felt two women fiddling with his ankles, and two metal circles were placed over his ankles and attached to the bottom legs of the horse.

He was caught.

He tried to pull free, but the horse didn’t budge, and the chains just rattled a little.

“Settle down, Johnny Boy,” a woman with massive breasts, he body slightly thicker than the others, pulled a strap around the curved plank of the horse and over his back. She pulled, then he was unable even to move his back up. He dimly realized that this was a velcro strap, and it wasn’t going to give or come apart.

Johnny was, in a sense, trussed. His back was slightly curved down, his head was supported on a padded ring, and his butt was in the air.

Small tears trickled from his eyes.

Hannah sat down in front of him. She was cross legged, and he had an amazing view of her bush, her slightly opened labia. She pressed his head down and his face fit into the ring. She adjust the ring slightly so his head was curved up.

“Tilt him back 30.”

He heard a motor whir and the horse started to move. The back end, his butt, lowered, and his head came up. Suddenly he was face to face with Hannah.

“Hello, Johnny.” She smiled.

He wanted to look back down, to see her pussy, but he couldn’t.

“I brought you a drink.” She reached below his neck and placed a glass into a holder. There was a straw in the cup, and she positioned it so he cold move his head an inch and suck.

So he moved his head an inch and sucked.

She smiled.

It was bourbon and Coke. His favorite drink. He was reminded of a line from one of his favorite movies: ‘Of all the gin joints in all the towns in all the world, she walks into mine…’

He felt the cold heat burn into his throat. A little stronger, but that was fine with him. He needed strong.

She placed her hand on his head and tousled his hair. “You wear your hair long. That’s good, Johnny.”

“Why…what are you going to do to me?”

“Drink your bourbon, Johnny. It will make it easier. You can have more if you wish. We know how traumatic this can be.”

Suddenly he felt hands…pulling on his clothes…and….scissors snipping!

“What are you doing?”

“Slipping you into something more comfortable,” she chuckled, “like your own skin.”

“Hey! Don’t!”

“Why not? Don’t you want to get naked?”

“No!”

“Don’t be silly, Johnny. Every man wants to get naked with beautiful women. It is your weakness. It is how we trap you.”

“Look, what do you want? Money? I don’t have much, but—“

“Oh, Johnny, we don’t need money. We all have enough, and a couple of the girls are downright rich.”

“Then—“

“We want love, Johnny. But we want love on our own terms. We don’t want you to wham, bam and thank you ma’am to us…”

“Then what do you want?”

“We want to do it to you.”

“What?”

“Wham, bam and thank you…mister. That’s what we want. Didn’t I make myself clear earlier?”

“But…but…”

“Oh, I did. I know I did. You’re just a little flusterbobbed.”

“Flusterbobbed?” asked one of the women as she cut up the leg of Johnny’s pants.

“I just made it up. What do you think?”

“I like it.”

Snip, snip.

Johnny would have struggled, but he was suddenly afraid of sharp objects.

They cut his pants off, using shears when they reached the belt area. They snipped his shirt to pieces and pulled it off him, out from under him. He felt the slide of cotton between his skin and the horse paddings.

“Doesn’t that feel better?”

He was naked. They had stolen his pants.

But all the while, while they snipped and cut, he had been sucking bits of bourbon and Coke.

“Let me refresh that for you, Johnny.”

Hannah placed another glass in the holder, arranged the straw so he could reach it.

He felt the punch of the bourbon quickly. It wasn’t strong, he wasn’t going to get super drunk, but part of that was because he was so frightened.

Then one of the women started scratching down the soles of his feet with long, sharp nails.

“Oh, no! No! Don’t! Oh, God!”

But the women just grinned, and another woman took his other foot, and one woman sat on his rump and tickled his sides.

“No! No!”

He jerked, but moved hardly an inch, and the women just wouldn’t stop.

Hannah sat in front of him, her head on a level with his, and smiled and enjoyed his pickle.

Then she reached  down and grabbed him.

“Oh!” he yelped, and the women stopped tickling him.

She had a firm grip on him, and her face loomed, closer, and she kissed him.

Half a minute later she backed off, her eyes were smoky as she murmured, “Did you like that, Johnny?”

“Yes.” He couldn’t help himself. From the terror of being tickled to death to a nice, soft, juicy pair of lips. He enjoyed it.

She kissed him again.

Lesbian? He didn’t even think it. He just enjoyed the warmth of her sensual lips.

She let go of him and other women took over.

Then his eyes opened. He felt a finger reaming him.

But Hannah kept his mouth to hers, and when he tried to talk she Frenched him, and pinched his nipples.

And the finger went round and round.

It was slick, coated with lube, and very thorough.

Finally, the finger moved out. Hannah backed off. the women were in synch. they seemed to know what each other was doing, and how to time their movements.

“Oh, God,” he whimpered.

Then his eyes opened again.

Something was placed in him. There was a brief flare of pain, then it was seated. In his seat.

Hannah stayed with him, nibbled on his lips, asked, “Are you okay, Johnny?”

He wasn’t okay, he had just been penetrated, but…he was okay.

The sensations coming from his heinie were overwhelming, amazing.

“Is that a…a butt plug?”

“It is. Wiggle it, Marsha.”

Marsha wiggled, and Johnny groaned. He felt full, deliciously full, he had never felt this delicious in his life.

“And you think that men have all the fun. Men have no idea, or they’d all lay down and spread for us, instead of the other way around.”

“But…but…”

“Yes, that’s your butt.” She smiled at her pun. “And all you have to do is enjoy it.”

The next half hour Johnny was in heaven.

Woman after woman touched him, held him, fondled him, and pressed on his plug.

Each dalliance was a revelation in sensation and glory.

Now his head was thrown back and his lips parted in pleasure.

And still the women handled him.

Hannah was replaced by a redhead with the greenest eyes and a very talented tongue.

The redhead was replaced by a brunette, and woman after woman took their turns at the front. And as they kissed him he could feel, through their motion, their hands reaching down between their thighs.

They were masturbating to him!

Even as they ‘masturbated’ his brown star.

Then Hannah came to the front again. She stood in front of him, and he saw what she was wearing.

His eyes opened, and he would have complained, but he was now in a sexual delirium. His hips were jerking, his butt was humping, and his body was alive as it had never been.

Hanna moved forward. she stood in front of him and aimed her tool at him. “Okay, Johnny. We just have to drain you, then we can let you loose.”

“Drain me.” He was dazed, he wondered what she meant, but he was now willing. The way they had brought him along, how they had excited him…he was ready.

Hannah walked behind him. The redhead kissed him. Women rubbed his flesh, felt him, stroked him, then the plug was removed.

He felt empty, but only for a second. Then he was full.

Full, his body stiff and arched, his system in shock at discovering what women already knew, what it felt like.

Then, the rhythmic humping, the stroking and kissing and feeling, and…

“Okay, he’s started.”

It felt like he was peeing, but he wasn’t.

His prostate was being pressed, and he was draining. His semen was flowing. No orgasm, just a wonderful feeling of lassitude.

Flowing, flowing, his essence left him, and what was left behind was a husk. A happy, demented, wonderful husk of a man.

Sure, he would recover, he would fill up again, but for right now…he was nothing, just a lump of blubber left on the walk.

Hannah extracted her tool.

The girls undid his chains.

Gingerly, not sure what was happening, he stood up.

Naked.

His pecker still standing out.

Hannah stepped in front of him, grabbed his chin with one hand and kissed him yet again.

She parted her lips from his, stared at him. “Do you want to leave, Johnny?”

He shook his head. He was converted.

“Then you will be our plaything till dawn. But, first, we need to fix you up.”

“Fix me up?”

“Feminize you.”

Once Johnny would have complained, protested, ran away screaming.

But he had been prepared. He had been softened up, and there was no resistance in him. It had flowed out with his semen.

And they had told him they were lesbians.

The women used Nair and removed his body hair. Everything, from armpit to groin.

They washed him with wash clothes and used a sweet smelling body lotion on him. Then they sat him down and did his nails. Painted them bright red, and began his make up.

He sat, as if in a stupor, and everything they did was so new and exciting.

His weenie was totally erect, and the women kept flicking it and giggling.

They shaded his eyes and even pierced his ears.

One woman, as she put lipstick on him, whispered. “You were fun to take as a male, but I like you this way. A woman with a dick; the best of both worlds.

Suddenly Hanna was in front of him, and she was no longer wearing the strap on.

I think I’ll take you first. After all I took you first the other way, so you should be able to take me. Right?”

He nodded.

She led him outside, and he was stunned to realize it was still night time.

In the light he was a male in body, but his face was female. His hair was brushed and his face made up, and his penis was at attention.

She took him to a lounge and lay down. She spread her legs and smiled at him.

He stood, dumb. “But I just came!”

“Your body was drained. You didn’t cum, you didn’t have an orgasm, your mind still thinks the body is full. Now…come…”

He knelt, crawled between her legs and did ablutions on her sacred palace.

She moaned, writhed, and eventually pulled him up to her.

He kissed her, loved her, and grew desperate.

He wanted to cum, but he was unable, and the harder he tried the worse it became.

Hannah, on the other hand, was doing fine.

She twisted under him, grabbed his face and chewed on his mouth voraciously. She wrung him out…except that he was already out, so she just wrung.

And, when she was sated, Johnny was pulled away.

He was pulled into the embrace of another woman, and again he found himself unable to cum. But he sure gave the woman a ride in trying.

And another woman.

And another.

Eight woman, and they went back for seconds, and maybe thirds. By then Johnny was so out of his mind he didn’t know.

Dawn was in the sky, a horizontal line of purple giving way to orange.

The dew was upon them, but when a body is that hot the moisture just evaporates.

Johnny, mid screw, waned, and his consciousness faded.

The women lifted him gently and the one who was under him crawled out. They turned him over and he slept the sleep of the exhausted.

The women giggled, and they kissed each other, and they went to prepare the final indignity for Johnny.

Johnny opened his eyes.

It was quiet, peaceful, and he felt the ravages of his mind trying to squirt. but it was a memory. A memory that would haunt him for all his days.

“Unh,” he groaned.

He heard a lounge chair creak and he turned his head.

Hannah was sitting on the edge of the next chair.

She looked fresh and rested. And happy.

“You did well, Johnny. But there is one more surprise.”

“What?”

“Look,” she motioned towards his groin.

He half sat up, and his eyes opened.

He had a shiny, steel object on his groin. Over his groin, surrounding his…his…

“It’s a chastity tube, Johnny.”

“What? What?”

He reached down and grabbed it.

It was attached, and then he realized his dong was inside. His balls were bulging out the sides\ of a ring around his whole package.

“There are little points inside, so you won’t be able to extract it.”

“But…why?”

He looked at her, his eyes begging for understanding.

“”We’ll call you once a month or so, and you will be expected to come to us, to lie on the horse and let us have our way with you.”

Inside the tube he tried to stand up. It was a short stand. His pecker ‘bottomed out,’ and he couldn’t get fully erect, or even fat.

“We are very careful in sizing our property. It is a good fit, and we will give you instructions on how to keep clean. If there is any problem you may call me. But I am prone to give spankings, rather than relief, especially when it is a false alarm. And your mind is going to be giving you a lot of false alarms. In fact, you will find that, though you can function, go to work, act normal in a social gathering, you will not be able to keep your mind off your dingus.”

“But…you can’t do this to me.”

“So call a cop.” She was challenging him, and letting him know that whether he wanted to or not, he was prisoner.

Sure, he could get out of the thing, have it cut off, but the police would do nothing, and the women…their word against his, and the publicity…he would become famous, and an object of derision.

‘Hey, you hear about the guy who was stupid enough to get his cock locked up?’

Laughter.

Fingers pointing at him as he walked down the street.

Snickers from his friends, his coworkers, even his family.

“Oh, God!” he buried his face in his hands.

Hannah stood up, turned and sat down next to him. She reached into his lap and held him, she turned his face and kissed him, ignored his tears and pressed her mouth to his.

It was exciting, and defeating, and…he suddenly found himself holding on to her. Sobbing with all his soul.

“It’s okay, Johnny. It’s okay. A month will pass before you know it. Then we’ll have some fun, and you’ll look forward to our little meetings.”

But Johnny just held on and cried.


Epilogue

Johnny knocked on the door and waited.

The door swung back and Hanna stood back. “You don’t have to knock, Johnny.”

“I know,” he murmured, “but I didn’t want to disturb you.”

Hannah put a hand to his cheek, kissed him on the lips, and said, “You’ve really come along, sweetheart.”

She led him back through the house towards the bedroom. His high heels clicked on the floor, his face was immaculately made up, and his new breasts were perfectly perky.

“How’s school?”

“I’m doing well. All Bs, and an A in English.”

“And you like college?”

“I love it, except the girls are sort of distracting.”

“I would imagine,” Hanna giggled and patted his chastity tube.

They entered the bedroom and Hanna began undressing.

Johnny took his dress and lingerie off, and as he watched her marvelous body become undraped he thought about the last year.

The women had decided he should go to college, and they were helping him.

He no longer had to work, but he was on call. Five or six days out of the week, usually after class, he had to report to one or more of the women and satisfy them.

It was tough work, but somebody had to do it.

“What are you smiling about?” asked Hannah, throwing herself on the bed and spreading her legs.

“About you,” he said. He went to the bed, but before he crawled on he asked, “Did you want me to service you orally? Or should I put on the strap on?”

“Both, dear girl. And, before we get started, did you want me to drain you this afternoon?”

“Oh, please. I feel so horny, and I think if you don’t then I’ll have a wet dream, or maybe an involuntary ejaculation.”

“Your command is my wish,” she grinned.

Johnny squatted and took the strap on out of the drawer. He buckled it on, smiled at Hannah, then climbed onto the bed.

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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