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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!
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Author’s Note

Those poor guys! All they do is think about their dicks. Isn’t there something we can do for them?

Well, maybe, but it involves choices.

If you’re a guy and you’re too horny…what’s your choice?

Would you like to be chastised? Unable to use your weenie, but just getting hornier and hornier?

Or would you prefer feminization, learning how the other side lives. Would that float your boat?

Or how about chemical castration? You could take a drug and be limp for a year! That would sure do it!

Or is there a fourth method? One that you haven’t thought of yet?

So here’s the story of John Lawson, a horny man who is brought to a final choice, and the fourth solution to this nasty problem of being too horny.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Johnny Lawson! How the hell are you!”

Johnny was a smart fellow, and handsome, and he did as his name commanded. He was a lawyer, a ‘son of the law.’ He looked across the bar and saw Benny Jetson.

“Benny!”

Johnny, or John, as he liked to be called these days, made his way across the bar. He hugged Benny and they pounded each other on the back.

“Jeez! I haven’t seen you since college! What you doing these days?”

They found a table and Benny grinned, “Gettin’ in trouble and likin’ it. What are you doing?”

“Oh, I got married, last year. Want to see?”

John got out his cell phone and showed him a picture of his wife, Lia.

“Hey, that’s some babe!”

“How about you? Married?”

“Was, not no longer.”

“Oh, sorry.”

“Not to be sorry. I wasn’t good enough for her. There’s some things I needed to learn.”

“You? Need to learn? Now that’s a new song. You always were the most arrogant SOB on the planet.”

“I know, but…” he shrugged. “Sometimes you have to grow up.”

“So what are you doing in the big city?”

“Meeting someone.”

“A new girl already, eh?”

“I wish. But, no. Just somebody to help me work on my game.”

A waitress appeared and they ordered Coke Highs. Or, as it is better known, bourbon and Cokes.

They continued small talk, working their way back to their college days. They discussed sports, work, cheerleaders, their fun times playing baseball on the college team.

“Man, we weren’t very good,” Benny admitted.

“No, we weren’t. I don’t think I ever hit it out of the infield, and if I did it was an easy catch.”

“You were good as a fielder, though.”

“Lucky as a fielder you mean.”

They chuckled, sipped, and John suddenly felt a presence behind him

“Hey! Shiela!” Benny blurted.

John turned and there she was, his worst nightmare.

“Benny, honey,” the woman brushed past John and hugged Benny, then she turned to John.

“Honey, this is Johnny Lawson.”

She was his height, five foot eight, her body was a perfect hourglass, if you liked your hourglasses heavy on the top. Her hair was a blonde set of curls laying on the shoulders. Her blue eyes pierced him through and through, and laughed the whole while.

For a second he didn’t know what to say. Of all the gin joints in all the world…

But she set the tone. She offered her delicate, red tipped hand and said, “Please to meet you, Johnny.”

Her eyes sparkled, and she pretended she didn’t know him.

He shook her hand, feeling the familiar shiver in his body. His dick stood up in his lap, the way she had trained it to.

“Johnny is an old school buddy. We played baseball on the same team. Man, those were the days. Young and dumb, eh?”

John tried to make his chuckle look natural, but he froze when Shiela added, “And full of cum, no doubt.”

Benny laughed, and John studied his friend.

He was happy, no doubt. But he was also super excited. Sexually excited, and he wondered what hoops Shiela had him jumping through? He wondered if Benny’s backside was striped, or maybe his cock locked up.

Or maybe Shiela had learned new tricks since he had known her.

She would certainly have learned new tricks.

His conjecturing was cut short when Shiela half whispered to Benny. “I’ll take a…whatever you’re drinking.”

Benny jumped up, a well trained puppy dog. “I’ll get John and I a refill, too.” And he made his way through the crowd.

John was left staring at Shiela.

Who laughed.

“Well, well. I come to the big city and guess who I run into.”

“Hi, Shiela.”

“Hi” he says. “As if he hasn’t been on his knees before me, begging for a stroke or two.”

“Whips or my dick. I never knew which.”

“So what are you doing now, Johnny.”

“I’m married.” He half blurted it, he wanted to set the lines up before Shiela even thought what he knew she would think.

She thought about it, pursed her lips, then reached into her purse. She brought out a fist with a splash of blue in it. She held her hand out to Johnny. “When Benny comes back…go to the bathroom. You know what to do.”

He couldn’t help it. He was too well conditioned. It had been years, nearly ten years, and he was still knee jerk reaction to her blue eyes, her phenomenal body, her commanding ways.

He opened his hand and accepted the pair of silken panties. He looked. He gave a shiver, then jammed the panties into his pocket.

“I’m married,” he said. “I can’t play those games any more.”

“Oh, Johnny. Baby. How soon we forget.”

Her lips were red and his mouth was dry.

She studied him and he shuddered.

“Oh, I’ve got you, Johnny boy, and you’ll do what I say.”

“No.”

“Or I’ll call your wife and tell her about you. Do you think your darling wife would like to know how you loved to grovel and kiss my ass? Do you think she’d like to learn what really turns you on? What really makes your dick stand up straight? Johnny Boy?”

“Please,” he muttered. “Call me John.

Across the room Benny was coming back. He had three glasses in his hands and he was being careful not to bump into anybody.

“Is this what you’re doing to Benny?”

“Benny doesn’t matter, Johnny Boy. It’s what I do to you.”

“Oh, God,” he whispered, and it was a very real prayer.

Benny arrived, put the glasses on the table, then slid in next to Shiela. “You guys gettin’ acquainted? I tell ya, John, Shiela’s the best thing that ever happened to me. Aren’t you honey.”

Shiela gave him a smoky laugh, and John could see how smitten Benny was.

And he knew that he, himself, was smitten. Still smitten, after all these years. He didn’t want to go to the bathroom, he didn’t want to put on the panties, but his cock was making him, and Shiela was making his cock.

He loved his wife, but Shiela…she did things to him.

Shiela watched him, sipped her drink, her eyes half lidded and waiting.

He broke. He started up to his feet, then slowed down. “I have to hit the head.”

“Hit it, John.” Benny laughed. Shiela grinned and followed him with her sultry eyes.

John headed for the bathroom.

John went to the corridor leading to the bathrooms, the storage room, the manager’s office, and the bathrooms.

He entered the bathroom and looked to the right. A chalkboard was mounted on the wall and across the top the manager had written,

‘Do your graffiti here!’

Some fellow was filling the board up with a lengthy mathematical equation, the kind where you prove that pi is a finite number.

John pushed past and entered the last stall on the right. It was a handicap stall, and that was good.

He stripped his pants off quickly, took off his underwear and pulled  up the panties Shiela had given him.

Fuck! He looked ridiculous!

But his cock was pressing out against the panties, and there was a drop of wetness already on the peak he was creating.

He pulled his pants on, started out, then remembered he had come to piss. And he actually did have to piss.

He re-entered the stall, unzipped, lowered, pulled it out, peed, tucked it back in (which was hard because it was so hard) and zipped back up.

The mathematician had almost filled the board, and John wondered if he would slop over and write on the wall.

Maybe.

He returned to the table where Shiela and Benny sat, his underwear a ball in his hand. He slid in and picked up his drink.

“I was just telling Shiela about the time we pulled second base out of the ground and played keep away from the runner.”

He turned to Shiela, “That runner chased us around, the ump was blowing his whistle, and I got kicked out of the game.’

“Serves you right,” grinned John.

“You were the one who stole it! I just got caught with it!”

“And we still won the game.”

They chuckled, and mid chuckle Johnny slipped his underwear out of his pants pocket and put it on his foot. He extended a foot under the table and nudged Shiela. She took the underwear off his foot and smiled at him. “You sound like a real joker, Johnny.”

“Oh, he is that,” laughed Benny.

Under the table Shiela put her foot against John’s crotch and pushed.

Three hours later, tipsy, and horny, John stepped out of the Uber and walked up the walk to his house.

He entered the front door and called out, “Honey, I’m home.”

Lia was in the kitchen shredding carrots and making a carrot and raisin salad. She came out, holding the shredding board, gave him a quick kiss, then retreated to finish her preparations.

“Hey, you smell like booze!”

“Yeah, I met an old college buddy of mine. We spent a couple of hours rehashing our misspent youths.”

“Oh, you bad boy.” But she was grinning. She trusted her husband. But that was about to end.

He sat down at the table and asked her how her day had been.

“Oh, it was great. Talk is the nurses are going to get a raise, and me being head nurse…I might get a head raise!”

“Hey, that’s great!”

Lia turned around to place the bowl of carrot and raisin salad on the table, and…stopped. And stared down.

“What?” John met her gaze, watched how her face fell and fell and fell, then looked down to see what the bad news was.

It was him. On his last trip to the head, the mathematical formula completed and the mathematician gone, he had forgotten to zip up his pants.

The shiny, blue panties were visible through his open zipper.

“Oh,” Lia said, her voice cracking, tears coming to her eyes.

“Honey! I can explain!” But, of course he couldn’t.

Then Lia ran crying from the room.

Four hours later, long hours, John was still outside the bedroom door. The door was locked and he could hear the occasional sobs from the other side of the door.

“But, honey, I told you. It was a joke we played in college! Guys were dared to put on somebody else’s underwear! We got drunk and I did it tonight! It was just a stupid college thing!”

“And all your friends wore blue panties?” Her voice was the ultimate in reproach.

“No! I told you. Benny brought a girlfriend and she wanted to play! So—“

“So you come home wearing some girls underwear and I’m supposed to think it was just a big joke.”

“Yes!”

“No!” she yelled at the door.

The next morning John awoke on the couch. The couch wasn’t comfortable and he was sore. His hips hurt, his neck hurt, and he cursed himself as he lay there dealing with the pain.

He heard the bedroom door slam and, in spite of his soreness, he jumped up.

Too late. Lia marched past him, out the door, and headed for her car.

“Honey!” he begged, but she ignored him.

That was the moment he knew he had to do something he didn’t want to.

Benny had told John he was staying at the Hilton, room 2334. Though they had all been drunk, John remembered that. An hour later he went to the Hilton, headed up to room 2334 and tapped on the door.

“Hey!” John!” Benny answered the door. He was in a bathrobe and holding a bloody Mary. “Come on in and have a bit of the hair of the dog.

John was glad to get the drink, and he sat down at a table that looked out over the city.

Benny sat down opposite him.

“So what gives, buddy? I figured I wouldn’t see you for another ten years,” he chuckled.

“Well, I’m actually not here to see you. I need to see Shiela.

Benny blinked. “My girlfriend? What for?”

“Uh, well…”

At that moment Shiela strode into the room. She was wearing a bra and panties and had a grim look on her face.

“Yes, what do you want with me?”

Benny’s mouth opened in surprise. “Honey, what are you…why aren’t you dressed.”

“John will talk first. It might save me some time.”

“Well, uh, it’s about those panties you gave me.”

John was terribly embarrassed to say such things in front of Benny, but his marriage was at stake.

“Panties? Hey! What’s going on here?”

“Look, I know this is awkward, and I sort of suspect what your relationship is, so I better just blurt it out.”

Shiela grunted. She poured herself a ginger ale and sat down. She was wonderfully on display and John was gulping. He had been hoping to talk to Shiela alone, but he knew there was little chance of that. Benny was smitten and he would be joined at the hip with her.

“Yeah, start blurtin’,” Benny said, staring at his friend.

John looked at Shiela. “Yeah, start blurting.” Yet there was a subtle warning in her voice.

Yet what could John do?

He looked at Benny. “I used to go out with Shiela. It was right after college.”

Benny’s eyes opened wide.

“Last night we played a game we used to play. She gave me a pair of panties and demanded that I wear them. So I did. Unfortunately, before I could take them off my wife saw them. I am now in a difficult position in my marriage, and I wanted Shiela to call Lia, my wife, and straighten things out.”

“And that’s it?” Shiela’s voice was quiet, yet icy.

“Well, I actually told her it was a game between Benny and I, but that you wanted to be in on it. I…uh…that’s it.”

Benny stood up and turned to Shiela. “So you went out with my best friend and didn’t tell me. Instead you play a sex game with him. A game that I thought was our special game.”

Shiela’s eyes were tight. She sipped her ginger ale and said, “Benny, I understand if you’re hurt. Yes, I used to be wild and kinky. I’m not like that any more. I didn’t think you would respond well to my previous lifestyle.

Benny was hurt. “Previous lifestyle. You could have just told me. Hey, I went out with your friend, we had some wild times. I could have lived with that. I could probably live with your ‘lifestyle,’ whatever that means. But…you didn’t trust me.”

Shiela merely looked at him levelly and said, “I’m sorry. Are we going to get past this?”

“Probably.” Benny turned to John. “See ya, old friend,” he spit out the words bitterly. He turned to Shiela. “I’m going to take a shower, please give me a little space. We can talk about this after John leaves.”

Benny walked to the bedroom. A moment later they heard something being thrown against a wall. Shortly after that they heard the sound of the shower.

Shiela glared at John. “Thanks, asshole. You can’t handle your marriage so you want to fuck up my relationship.”

“That’s not fair,” John spoke in a low voice. “I…what we did…I just need things smoothed over with my wife.”

Shiela stared at him for a long minute.

John was feeling very unnerved. This wasn’t going the way he had thought. He blurted, “I was hoping you’d answer the door and we could talk, make arrangements to talk. It’s my marriage here. I’m sorry, I didn’t intend…” he faded.

Shiela sighed, then, “I’ll talk to her. Tell me the story again.”

Relieved, John did, and he thought his troubles were over.

They were just starting.

What Shiela and Benny talked about has no place in this story, but whatever they said to each other, the result wasn’t good. Two hours after John left Benny left. Alone. Suitcase in hand. Sobbing.

Shiela had a couple of days left, they had rented the room for the week, so she sat in the living room, gazed over the city, and stewed.

Fucking John. Stupid John. He had just ruined her relationship. If he had caught her alone she would have been glad to have helped him out. She had, at that point, nothing but fond memories of their times playing slap and tickle.

Now, however, all those good memories were blotted out by the pain of losing Benny.

Fucking John.

Finally, she picked up her cell phone and tapped in the number that John had given her.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Lia. You don’t know me, but I’m the girl that made John wear the blue panties. We should talk.”

Lia, sitting at the nurse’s station turned away from her friends and co-workers and spoke into the phone. “What would we have to talk about?”

“I know you’re upset with John, and you probably don’t have very good feelings for me, but before you make any hasty decisions you should let me explain everything that happened between John and I.”

Lia was caught. One part of her wanted nothing to do with this sultry voice on the phone.

The other part of her, however, was married. And she loved John. And, maybe…maybe she should listen to this woman. At least get another side to the story.

After a moment, she said, “So, talk.”

“Not on the phone. We need to meet face to face. I could come to you, or I have a room at the Hilton. Your choice.”

No way Lia wanted to meet Shiela at home, so she said, “The Hilton. What room?”

“2334.”

“When?”

“Whenever is convenient for you.”

“I’ll get off an hour early. three o’clock this afternoon.”

“I’ll see you then.”

Click.

Both women, miles apart, stared at their phones, and each of them said a bad word.

It was already late morning when Shiela had called her, so Lia only had a couple of hours to work. She made arrangements to take off early during lunch, then at 2:45, she walked out the door of the hospital. She was a sexy woman with a sexy walk, but as she strode across the parking lot her hips were tight and her lips grim.

Fucking John.

Shiela owned the door and the two women stared at each other.

Lia was still wearing scrubs.

Shiela was wearing a navy blue pencil skirt and a white blouse.

Both women were extraordinarily beautiful.

Each woman studied the other, noted the beauty of the other, and there was already a jealousy factor.

Shiela was determined to have an honest communication, and she held the door open and invited Lia in.

Lia walked in and looked around.

Typical hotel room. Nice furniture, pictures on the walls, lots of room.

“Would you like a drink?” Shiela asked.

“No.”

“Okay. But this is dumb and awkward so I’m going to have one.” She walked to the kitchenette and opened the fridge.

“Okay, I’ll have one,” Lia gave in. She felt like she needed one.

Her marriage was at stake. Damn it!

Shiela took out two tall stemmed glasses. “You want wine or something? Something stronger.”

“Stronger is good,” murmured Shiela. She took out a bottle of Bacardi and Coke. She mixed it half and half and offered a glass to Lia.

Lia took it, sipped, then gulped, and had to control herself. She wanted to drown her sorrows.

They sat at the table in front of the balcony window and watched each other warily.

“So, you wanted to tell me something,” Lia said.

Shiela nodded. “I’ll talk straight through. I know you’re going to have questions, but let me finish first, then you can ask away.”

Lia waited.

“Johnny and I met after he graduated. I was two years behind him, but…after he graduated our affair was…amazing. I truly thought I had found the love of my life. Johnny…not so much. Johnny was a horn dog, and all he wanted was sex.

“Oh, he was honest about it. But we weren’t on the same page. I wanted a house and picket fence, he…” Shiela mumbled something to herself, it sounded like a curse, then continued, “He wanted to be tied up in the basement of that house with the picket fence. He wanted me to whip him and beat him.”

Lia’s eyes opened and her jaw dropped. John? John wanted kinky sex?

“For a year we played. The internet was really opening up then, and we scoured it for kinky games. We did everything. The BDSM, the mé·nage à trois, wearing kinky clothes—he loved women’s underwear with a passion that I still, to this day, don’t understand.

He actually built a small dungeon in the backyard of his house.

“A what?” Lia couldn’t help herself.

“A dungeon. It looked like playground equipment, but with the addition of handcuffs, a few whips, and…I would leave him dangling. Slap his ass, put a plug into him.”

Lia’s face showed total stunned surprise now.

“We played dominatrix and slave every night. He had me dress up and tease him, he begged at my feet for more, and…finally, I couldn’t go on.

“I don’t know why. I’m not a goody two shoes, but…something changed in me. I couldn’t do it anymore.”

“Until last night,” snapped Lia.

“I don’t know why I did last night. Maybe some residual game playing in my head, maybe I wanted to hurt him, I don’t know. I just know that when I saw John last night I had to make him do one last thing. You may not believe me, but I am so sorry. I wish I had controlled that impulse, that it had never happened.”

Shiela’s glass was empty and she was looking down at the table. She was honestly distraught.

Lia’s glass was also empty, so she took both glasses into the kitchen and refilled them. She returned, placed the glasses on the table, and said, “So last night wasn’t a game between John and Benny.”

“No,” Shiela admitted. “Benny didn’t know about us, and he certainly didn’t know what John and I used to do. At least, he didn’t.”

“Is he around?”

“He left me.”

“I’m sorry.”

Shiela cracked a quirky, rueful smile. “Everybody’s sorry.”

“So what happened last night? Exactly?”

Shiela sighed. “I saw John, I had an impulse and acted on it. I had a pair of panties in my purse, a spare because sometimes I have heavy periods and need a spare. When Benny went to get drinks I told John to put them on. I was surprised when he did, but I shouldn’t have been.”

“Once a kinkster always a kinkster,” Lia nodded.

“Exactly. And that’s the whole story. John wanted me to tell you it was between him and Benny, an old college game, but I’m done with it. I don’t know if Benny will come back to me, but…I need to conduct my life with honesty.”

An hour later Lia left the hotel room and headed for home. Her mind was a beehive of activity, thoughts zipping this way and that, trying to figure things out.

John had lied to her. More than once. And how many times more than once she didn’t know.

So what was she going to do about it?

The fact was, even after finding out about his lies and life…she still loved him.

Maybe if she had found out all this stuff before they were married, perhaps then she could have walked away from him.

But now, married, having lived together, she was committed to him.

Unfortunately, she was now in doubt as to whether he was committed to her.

After all, the drop of a hat and he had put on a woman’s underwear.

Suddenly, risking a wreck, she u-turned and headed for the hospital. She wanted to go home, but…not yet. First, she had somebody to talk to.

Ronald Haskins was the chief psychologist at the hospital. He had a patient at five, they talked until six, and he was ready to go home. But when he opened the door to show the patient out…Lia Lawson was sitting in the waiting room.

He arched his eyebrows and tilted his head slightly. “Lia?”

“Can I borrow you for a few minutes?”

He stood back and ushered her into his sanctum.

Lia sat across from Ron and he studied her. Lia was a head nurse, very smart, and very, very beautiful. “So what’s the haps?” he smiled to make it easier for her to talk.

But Lia had talked to him before, she had poured her heart out to him after a patient tried to stab her and then ran out a window.

Lia poured her heart again. She explained about the panties, about kicking John out of the bedroom, about meeting Shiela and all the things that woman had told her.

Ronald sat quietly, didn’t interrupt, and just listened.

“So now I know about John. He’s got a kinky side, one I’ve never seen, and…I just want an honest relationship. But he’s…is he a pervert? Can a pervert ever become honest? Can he ever get over his kinky stuff?”

Dr. Haskins leaned back in his swivel and steepled his fingers over his belly.

“There are two answers to a question like this.”

“Yes?”

“First, there are very few instances of a person being cured of such a condition. I’m not say never, but…very, very rare. After all, we’re talking about the mind, and it is a rare mind that can change a neurosis this deep seated. And I say deep seated because if he has been doing for ten years, thence has probably been doing this, at least in some deep rooted fantasy, for much longer than ten years. Further, the fact that he fell to temptation in such a quick manner, that doesn’t give me much hope for him.”

“But there’s got to be something!”

“As I said, two answers. But the second answer is more complicated. Excuse me.”

He turned, took a thick book from atop the credenza behind his desk. He leafed through it, read a few pages, then closed the book and put it aside.

Lia was surprised that it was a reference book for psychiatric drugs.

“There are some studies that have had limited success. These are a bit extreme, but they have to do with the treatment of sexual offenders.”

Lia blinked at that. Sexual offenders?

“You think he could be a sexual offender?”

“There is alway potential, and since he was so quick on the trigger, I suspect there is potential in John.”

“So what do we do? What is this treatment?”

“There are several drugs that can be used on people who are paraphiliacs. A paraphiliacs is a person who is obsessed with sex. The specific drugs are called anaphrodisiacs, and the specific drug I have in mind is depot medroxyprogesterone acetate, or DMPA.

As a nurse Lia understood drugs. She knew immediately what DMPA was. “That’s what they use to chemically castrate sexual offenders.”

“Yes.”

“And how would that help John?”

“First, we have to assess how serious he is in his sexual interests. You need to find out how far he is willing to go. You need to find his specific triggers, and you need to take them as far as you can. Then we can administer DMPA and begin serious treatment.”

“Treatment consisting of?”

“Depends on the depth of his fantasies. If he is responsive, and we can ascertain that his fantasies are very low level, we might not even need drugs. I can just meet with him, talk with him, and we can treat this. Success depends on how he responds.

“If he is deeply into his fantasies, then we need to curtail his ability to respond to them.”

“So we take away his ability to have sex.”

“Yes. But remember, he will still have sexual desires. They may even be more intense because he won’t be able to find relief from them. So it may be…’distractive’…but we will keep a watch on him, and…”

“What about his body’s feminine characteristics?” she cut in.

“Yes. The increased estrogen in the chemicals will probably cause some breast growth, flaring of the hips. It may even soften his face, cause his lips to get plumper, but…what are the consequences if we don’t do this?”

“He gets worse, maybe even becomes a danger to other people.”

Lia bit her lip, and suddenly blurted, “There’s got to be another solution!”

Lia left Doctor Haskins’ office with a lot to think about.

The program was simple. Encourage his fantasies, herself acting as a dominatrix, and if they prove potentially out of control she would have to put him on a course of DMPAs.

She would have to chemically castrate her husband to see if she could cure him.

Or come up with something else.

She pulled into the driveway and stopped the car. She sat and listened to the engine ping and thought about her choices.

Really, there were any choices.

She couldn’t risk letting a sex pervert run loose on the streets. Next time it might not be panties. Next time there might be danger to individuals.

She had to nip his behavior in the bud.

She got out of the car and walked into the house.

John was waiting for her.

“Honey…”

She put a finger on his lips and stopped him from talking.

“Honey,” she said, “Your dreams are about to come true.”

John blinked, and didn’t know what she meant.


Part Two

Lia took John’s clothes off. She unbuttoned his buttons, unzipped his zips, unbuckled his buckles, and he stood there, naked and trembling.

“I don’t understand. You were…what I did…”

“Shhh,” she whispered, placing a finger on his lips. “I talked to Shiela and she told me everything.”

“Everything?”

“Yep. She told me what you need, and I, as a good wife, intend to deliver what you need.”

“You do?”

“Oh, yes.”

She said nothing about her meeting with Dr. Haskins. She told John nothing about all the things the good doctor had told her.

And a psychiatrist know a LOT about kinky sex.

“Well, uh…okay.”

She pushed him back to the bed and onto it. She took out four of his neckties and tied him down.

Alarm bells should have been going off in John’s mind. There was danger in being tied down by an angry wife.

But he was too besotted with what was happening to pay attention to any silly alarm bells.

But he really had nothing to worry about, anyway. Lia was just taking him out for a test run. She wanted to get him started, find out what directions she could go in.

Not surprisingly, she could go in almost any direction with John.

John, for all his restraint since his relationship with Shiela, was about as kinky as they get.

Tied down, bowered up, eyes wide, John watched as Lia took off her clothes. She stripped off her scrubs, smiled, and went into the bathroom and left him hanging.

“Hey!”

Then he heard the sound of the shower.

He waited, pretending he was patient, but was ravingly impatient on the inside.

But that was one of the hallmarks for perverts such as him. He was a horn dog. He wanted it now, and now was every waking moment.

He waited, occasionally strained, and wiggled to make his dick sway and bounce.

Lia came out drying herself off. She smiled, rubbed her hair, then took a hair dryer to it.

John was ready to scream as he watched her, so close and yet untouchable, as she sat at her vanity and brushed her hair.

Then she put on make up.

She only put make up on when she was going out. But now she cleansed and primed, foundation and blushed, rubbed a dark shadow on her eyelids.

She heard John make a whining sound, and in the mirror she saw him gulping. She smiled and rolled her lipstick on.

John stared as she walked towards him.

“What do you think, John, are we getting there?”

He nodded and made a gulping sound.

She climbed on to the bed, and straddled his thighs.

She took hold of his weenie and began stroking it.

“You realize, John, that you’ve been a bad boy.”

He nodded. His throat was working but he couldn’t control his gulping.

“You lied to me. You withheld information from me…information that would have had me doing this to you years ago.”

“You…you would?”

“Oh, yes. I love this kind of stuff. But I figured you were just a stick in the mud. Imagine my surprise when Shiela told me about all those things you like to do. Lingerie, butt plugs, things like that.”

He was ready to squirt and she let go of him. He whined, but she leaned forward, bending his dick uncomfortably with her belly. She placed her elbows on the sides of his torso and her face in her hands and looked directly at him.

“Oh, Johnny Boy. My little kinkster.”

“I was giving it up. I gave it up. I haven’t done anything since Shiela and I broke up.”

“But you wanted to, don’t you see? You’ve been dying to get back in the saddle, and that’s why you put those panties on.”

“But—“

“And you’re going to be wearing a lot of panties from now on. And bras. Nylons. Corsets. Johnny, inside you are a kinky, little bitch, and I’m going to help that part of you come out.”

“Yu…you are?”

“Oh, yes. And it starts with this.”

She leaned back, squatted on her heels, and moved over his dingus.

Johnny stared at her wide eyed. Her lips were so plump and perfect. Her tits were so big. And now…now…

She brushed the tip of his penis with her vulva.

He groaned and shivered and waited for her to descend.

But she didn’t descend. She just kept moving back and forth, rubbing the head of his teeny with her slit. Her slit swallowed the head and he waited for the plunge, but…it never happened.

Instead, after five minutes of this nerve wracking action, him begging at the end, she got off the bed. She took the vibrator out of the bottom drawer of the dresser and turned the vanity chair around so Johnny could see it. And her.

She spread her legs and went to work.

“Oh…yes…AHHHH!” It didn’t take long for her to pop, and Johnny stared like a stupid person. His mouth was open and his eyes were begging.

“Come on, honey, do me.”

Lia smiled and looked at him.

“Do what to you?”

“Get me off! Fuck me!”

Lia walked over to the bed and placed the vibrator on his brown button. She turned it on.

“Oh…fuck! Oh…God! Ohhhh!”

Yet, he didn’t squirt. Not even close.

But his stimulation was done.

Lia put the vibrator away and got dressed. She put on short shorts with sleek nylons. She put on a cut off sweat shirt that showed the bottoms of her boobs. She freshened her make up, then undid one of the neck ties around his wrist and left.

John was writhing and twisting, he had turned frantic and didn’t know what was happening.

Then he realized he was free, if he could just…he used his free hand to pick at the necktie securing his left wrist, then he undid his ankles.

He stood up, naked, dick protruding and shivering, and looked around.

He could jack off, but…that wasn’t it. He wasn’t supposed to. This was a game, and he had to go see what the next step in the game was. He walked out to the living room.

Lia was sitting on the sofa reading a fashion magazine. She glanced up at him. “Hi, honey. How are you doing?”

“What was that all about?” He was trying to bluff, to get some sort of dominate position, but he was failing miserably.

“That was about me taking charge. From this point on you will do what I say. If you do properly, without hesitation, then maybe, some day, you’ll get relief. And, it goes without saying, that if I catch you masturbating, and that will be obvious if one day you aren’t sufficiently hard, then I will take a baseball bat and apply it to your ass. The long way.”

He blinked.

Lia watched him and smiled.

“But…”

And she liked this game. When she had talked to Dr. Haskins she had been put off, but that was because she was upset. Now she wasn’t upset. Now she had had a glorious orgasm, and John hadn’t, and in punishing him she was feeling a delightful sense of power.

“But what?”

“But you left me and I need to finish what we started.”

“Oh, did you want me to tie you up and do it all over again?”
Oh, heysoos, did John’s boner bounce. The idea of being tied and teased, and maybe spanked and whipped…he gulped yet again.

“Oh, I know you do, but John, you have to earn things in this life. the days of me laying down and spreading my legs are over.”             

She closed the magazine and put it aside. She patted the couch. “Sit down.”

Helpless, he sat. And she noted how easy he was. And it brought a shiver of pleasure to her pussy. which shocked her. She had just cum, and now…now she was feeling sexual thrills all over again?

This was the first indication, though she refused to acknowledge it, that maybe she was a bit of a kinkster herself.

She leaned forward and gripped his penis and stroked. Softly, using the thumb under the head, slapping his balls every once in a while to make him jerk.

“Johnny, you need to be punished, and I’m going to do that. But you also need to know who’s in charge. Now, I’m going to be doing things to you every night, but I need a couple of things in return.”

He nodded. He was sweating and his penis was dripping.

“One of the things is that you will wear lingerie at all times. Except in the house.”

“Why no—“ he started to query why not in the house but she put her fingers over his mouth.

“In the house you will be naked. Always. Got it?”

He nodded.

“Furthermore, I understand that you used to have a sort of a backyard dungeon when you were with Shiela.”

He gasped.

“I think we need one. In fact, we need two. I’m going to want one dungeon for those lazy summer nights. Chains and whips, and maybe you better fix the fence, unless you want the neighbors peeking in at you.

“And then you can build another one downstairs.”

“In the spare room off the garage?”

She nodded.

“And, again, it goes without saying, no jacking off. If I find you jacked off you will be abused in my dungeons without hope of sexual relief. If you behave yourself, if you can keep your hands off yourself, then you might get sexual relief.”

“Oh…okay.”

“Now then, Johnny Boy. I’m going to fix dinner, and I want you to make some plans for my dungeons. We can discuss them over dinner. Are you still here?”

Johnny quickly stood up, looked confused for a second, then trotted, not walked, to his office for pencils and paper.

Lia went to the kitchen, started dinner, poured herself a drink, and marveled at how easy it had been.

And she also marveled at the sense of power that was infusing her. She felt strong, and hot, and she wanted to cum again.

But she still wouldn't admit to a certain perverse nature of her own.

The next few weeks brought progress, lots of it.

Lia met with Dr. Haskins a few times. They discussed what she was doing, deviations she might consider, and ways to keep John triggered.

She even called Shiela a couple of time and they had long conversations. Lia was a great source of information as to how to manipulate John.

John made plans for the dungeons.

The backyard dungeon looked like a garden.

He planted four by fours for columns and attached trellis works. The thing was in the back of the yard and he made sure nobody could watch through the fences. Not that any neighbor would be out in their backyard peeking at…the backyard.

No. If there were peepers, they would be peeping at the front, through windows.

Inside the construct of four by four columns and trellises he planted a couple of poles deep in the earth and cemented them. He fastened bolts to the poles so he could be spread eagled between them.

He also made a bench to sit on. And, when the bench was rotated slightly, to be bent over.

Then he covered the structure with thin slats and planted vines. The vines, even though they hadn’t grown to any kind of maturity, would hide what was going on inside the ‘building.

Lia was thrilled with his outside dungeon. She promptly fastened him between the two poles and striped him with a belt.

She had never whipped anybody before, but it turned out to be fun. She especially liked the way John wiggled and tried to avoid the whistling leather.

Ha! Fat chance.

She moved from side to side and decorated his thighs and but and back. When he was sobbing and begging for release, she went to the front of him and dropped to her knees.

Now the begging for release took on a new tone. He wanted release of a different kind.

And Lia gave him release. One drop. Then she squeezed the base of his cock until the urges went away.

She leaned against him. He was sore and exhausted and still horny. Hornier. She pressed her boobs against him and teased his penis by rubbing it with her crotch.

“Do you love me, honey?”

He nodded, and the tears started up again.

He loved her more than life itself.

The inside dungeon was a different matter. Now it wasn’t important to hide the thing in a garden structure. Now he could make it look like a dungeon, and put dungeon things in it.

The room was fairly large, originally designed as a game room, with room for both a ping pong table and a pool table. It had become a collection of boxes, pieces of furniture in storage, and so on.

Naked, John took everything out of the room. He stacked the boxes just inside the garage, then he went and put on lingerie and jeans and a shirt. The bra straps showed through, so he put on a flannel shirt. It was the beginning of summer, and it was hot, but what choice did he have?

He called the Goodwill and they came and picked up the stack of stuff.

He went back into the house, took off his clothes, and started painting the walls. He painted them a dingy grey and draped length of chains around the walls. He drilled into a couple of studs and put in eyebolts for the chains. Now Lia had a place to keep him.

She tried it out the first night. After a striping session in the garden dungeon she brought him into the inside dungeon and chained him to the wall and left him.

Every fifteen minutes she checked on him, stroked him, made sure he was doing okay, and finally placing a butt plug in him.

John groaned as he felt his rectum expand. He used to love plugs, but he hadn’t played with them since Shiela. It was like a new adventure all over again.

She laughed, kissed his groaning mouth, and stroked him for a while. That night she let him expend two drops.

And the building of the dungeon went on.

John was going crazy. He was lawyer, and he was wearing lingerie under his suit. He would be arguing a case, and be totally distracted by the feel of material encasing him under his clothes.

He walked, and nylons rubbed inside his slacks.

He bent over and felt the pinch of a tummy shaper, or even a short corset.

In a way, it made him sharper as a lawyer. It forced him to use his mind, to hold to a discipline.

If he didn’t, then he would make a mistake, cost people money, look like a fool.

So even as he became hornier and hornier he became mentally acute.

And even while he was going crazy, he loved it.

He was a horn dog. This was what he was built for. Inside he was quaking, shivering, trembling, always on the verge of an earthquake-sized explosion.

Yet…it was what he lived for.

When Lia whipped him it brought him to the edge of an orgasm.

When she spanked him, beloved the feel of her hands on his bare butt.

When she stroked him to a drop or two…he thought he was in heaven.

And he became a good husband, attentive, appreciative, and very, very loving.

“How’s it going?” Shiela asked.

She and Lia were meeting at Charley Coyote’s down on Santa Monica Blvd.

“Amazing,” said Lia.

Shiela had to agree, if only by the look of the other woman.

Lia looked fresh, her complexion was beautiful. Her eyes were sparkling. She looked like a woman who had just won a world title.

But a world title in what?

Husband beating?

Marital BDSM?

But, no matter, Shiela liked the look.

“Did you ever get back together with Benny?”

Shiela raised a hand and waggled it. “Yes and no.”

“Well, if you ever want to use my dungeons…”

“Thanks, I might take you up on that. And speaking of which, how is Johnny Boy responding to the new Lia?”

Lia sighed and got a far away look in her eyes.

“You know, it’s a curious thing?”

“What is?”

“It’s like he’s getting drunk on the pain and the pleasure.”

“Isn’t that what you wanted?”

“Well, it is, although I’m really supposed to be testing him, gauging, him trying to figure out how far he’ll go.”

“So what’s the problem?”

“It’s like I’m drunk on the power.”

Shiela tilted her head slightly and observed Lia closely.

So that was it. She was feeling the power, and it made her beautiful. This was better than beauty cream.

They talked for a while, had lunch, had a couple of drinks, then parted.

They were, in spite of all that had gone on between them, becoming friends.

Life had two sides for John.

There was the lawyer side of him, sharp and calculating, making legal arguments with the best of them.

While wearing lingerie underneath, with his cock strapped to his leg so it wouldn’t bulge while he was arguing a case.

In the courtroom he was becoming supreme. Other lawyers respected him. Judges appreciated how he cut through the crap and presented cases.

And nobody knew about his red painted toes, his nylons, his tied down boner.

Then there was the home side of John. The side that hung from two poles in the garden, moaning as he was decorated with pink stripes. Lia had become quite the pro at administering punishment, and she rarely cut the skin. But she sure did make it sing.

Or, he was in the dungeon off the garage. Sometimes bent over a bench, sometimes hanging from a wall, sometimes just left to stand on a platform a dildo up his heinie and his pecker standing straight out.

Two sides, and while many people believe this would lead to schizophrenia, two personalities, for John it just enhanced each of him.

But, of course, all good things must come to an end.

On a Friday night John was hanging in the dungeon when he heard the sound of the doorbell.

He didn’t wonder. He had heard a doorbell before. It was probably Uber Eats or something.

Then he heard the sound of voices. And high heels cross the cement of the garage floor.

He looked up, and the door opened.

John hung, and his face turned red.

Lia entered the room. She was looking more and more beautiful every day.

Then Shiela entered, and he gasped and struggled as if he could escape. But he couldn’t.

Then Benny entered the room.

Benny stopped, stared, then started laughing. He pointed at John and shouted, “Serves you right, motherfucker!”

“What are they doing here?” John asked in a faint voice.

“Benny came to help loosen the bolts on the spanking bench.”

John looked at the bench. There was nothing wrong with it, the bolts were tight, but what was going on?

“Right here, Benny. See the eyebolts?”

Benny looked at the bolts that fastened the spanking bench to the floor, even as they provided rings for hand cuffs.

John had had a hell of a time getting the bench in place. It was against the wall, and the only way to get to the bolts was to lean over the bench and place a bar through the eyebolts, then turn the bar.

Benny was still laughing at John. “I’ll come talk to you later, fuck face,”

Then he turned and bent over the bench.

He had a grip on the bar and was starting to turn. Lia was on one side and Shiela on the other, and they suddenly picked up the loose end of the handcuffs and snapped them over Benny’s wrists.

“Hey!”

But the girls just shifted back and snapped cuffs around his ankles.

“What the fuck! Let me out! What are you doing?”

Lia and Shiela shook hands, grinned, and walked out.

“What the fuck is this? Shiela brings me over here, and I didn’t even know this was your houses and now…this…”

He struggled, pulled, but there was no way he was getting loose.

“Might as well relax,” suggested John.

“Relax? Fuck!”

“Benny. I know you don’t like me, but…we’re in this together now.”

“In what?”

“In for a beating. A spanking. Sexual torture.”

“But I don’t want to be sexually tortured!”

“You’d be surprised at how addicting it can be,” was all John said.

A minute later the girls walked back in. Lia was holding a tray with four drinks on it.

She held one for John and she sipped her own. Shiela went to Benny and scooted down and fed him his.

Benny sipped, but he also complained. “What there’ll is this! I demand you let me go!”

“Benny, shut up,” advised John. “They’ve got the upper hand.”

“They can fuck my upper hand! I’m through with you, Shiela! We’re done.”

“Okay,” she said. She stood up, grabbed a knife, and cut off his clothes.

“Hey!”

She cut them off, threw them aside, and picked up a belt.

“Benny, you’ve been mean to me. Cruel. You may say you’re done with me, but you’re not done until I say so.”

She began to spank him.

She used little strokes at first, but she got tougher and spread the strikes out over his body.

Benny began wailing, then crying, and finally he was begging.

Lia was standing next to John. They sipped their drinks, and John commented. “Do you see how controlled she is?”

“She really knows how to do it,” agreed Lia.

Interestingly, there was no more jealousy, no anger, no bad feelings of any kind.

Lia had exhausted her anger months ago on John. Now she loved him, and they were just two lovers discussing technique.

After an hour Shiela finished her whipping. She put the belt aside, then knelt and spoke to Benny.

“Honey, that’s just a taste of what’s to come. Now, I’m going to release you, and if you want to leave, I give you permission. If you decide you want to stay with me and find out what you’re really made of…just sit down next to me.”

She undid his cuffs and Benny managed to get up. He was sore all over. His whole body was red, but he didn’t run out.

Shiela watched him. “Sit down,” she pointed at the ground.

Benny sat.

Shiela turned to Lia. “Over to you, girlfriend.”

John had a sinking feeling. He had thought he was just going to watch a show, but he was going to be part of the show.

Lia picked up her cell phone and dialed a number. “We’re ready.”

Then she hung up.

She began to work on John.

She used a whip on his chest. She turned and spanked his butt with her hand. In between she stroked him mercilessly, bringing him to the edge again and again.

John moaned and groaned, and rapidly forgot about Shiela and Benny watching him.

Lia kissed him, told him how much she loved him, and…KNOCK KNOCK!

John heard the knock and was curious. One thing was sure, it wasn’t Uber Eats.

Lia smiled and left the room. He heard her heels tapping across the cement floor, then, a few seconds later, tapping back.

She entered the garage, and behind her as a middle aged, portly, grey-haired man with a graybeard.

“Hey, John. This is Doctor Haskins. I’ve been consulting with him on your case.

“My…case?”

“Hello, John,” Haskins reached up and shook John’s manacled hand.

“What case?”

Haskins put a small briefcase down and rummaged around in it.“John, in common words you are a horn dog. Out of control. In medical terms you are hyper sexual, you have compulsive sexual behavior, you are obsessed. You are, in short, a satyromaniac.

John giggled. He had been pushed to the edge and part of his mind thought it was all a joke. “A satyro-what?

Lia stepped forward. “A satyromaniac, John. And you are in danger of becoming a danger to other people.”

“What? I am not! I’m member of the bar!”

Haskins turned to Lia. “Can we put him on a table?”

“Table?”

Shiela and Lia went into the garage and came back with a folding table. They set it up and lifted John and pushed the table under him.

“What are you doing?”

“Well, John,” Haskins explained, “We considered many options in our desire to cure you. We thought about castration. Then we considered removing just the nuts, maybe, or just the penis, but each of those methods has drawbacks. So we don’t want to cut anything off you that can’t be replaced.

“And we thought about drugs, but we need you to have full sensation, and drugs do have a few drawbacks.”

“What…what are you going to do to me?”

“Then we thought about chastity.”

“Lock me up? You mean like a chastity tube?”

“But who wants to mess with a lock, and you trying to pull your weenie out—most devices can be escaped from. So, no, not a device, but a form of chastity never the less.”

John was looking around, he appealed to Benny, and then Shiela, but he had messed up their relationship and neither was willing to go to bat for him.

He looked at Lia, but she looked very happy about what was going on.

“You can’t do this…” his voice sounded hoarse.

“Hold his legs apart.”

Lia had fastened his legs with a single strap under the table. When she pulled on the strap his legs went further apart on the top of the table.

Shiela came forward and put a strap over his midsection. John was now chained to the wall, strapped to the table, and unable to move.

Haskins came forward and picked up John’s penis. He lifted it and and used a scalpel to make a little incision on his perineum. Then he made another incision on the bottom of his cock.

“What are you doing!?”

Haskins sutured the bottom of the head of John’s cock to his perineum. There was very little blood, and the threads were tight.

“There you go, John.”

“Wait a minute! You can’t leave me like this!”

“You will have to stay on the wall for a few days for the procedure to set. When you are able to move around you will still get excited, but there will be limits to what your penis can do. You won’t be able to have sex, and you will have to sit down when you pee, but you will be unimpaired and very excited.”

“But what good is that?”

“John, now we can give you some estrogen, let you see what it’s like auto be a woman.When you see what women go through you’ll be more likely to give up your satyromania. Just think, you’ll be able to live a normal live, you’ll be a normal person with normal desires.”

“Normal desires?” John turned his glare on Lia. “And you’re okay with this?”

Lia smiled. “John, we both know that you’re out of control, and the glory of this cure is that I’ll be able to achieve some of my goals.”

“What goals?”

“You will require a constant diet of abuse…until you grow out of your condition. And that will enable me to break stereotypes of what a woman is in this society.”

“What a…”

“I like that,” said Shiela. “I think I might need some of that. Would you like some help in abusing John?”

“Oh, absolutely. There’s plenty of John to go around.

The two girls laughed and high fived.

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 no 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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