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Author’s Note

Sex and slavery, they really go together, don’t they? I mean it’s sexy to spank somebody’s bottom, and if you do it right they get all turned on, and sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander.

Of course, I do tend to like spanking more than being spanked, but, hey! To each their own.

But you know who’s really good at this? Alyce. My bestie Alyce Thorndyke. She’s the one wrote ‘The Broken Man books, the Oz parodies, and lots of other stuff.

Now when she talked about spanking I listen. That girl knows al-l-l the tricks.

Anyway, you guys and gals enjoy this story, and, remember…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“We’ve got to talk.” Shannon sat at the dining table. She was wearing a pencil skirt with a high hem. Her nylon clad legs were crossed at the thigh. Her arms were folded under her ample chest, making her boobs look bigger, but somehow off limits. Her face, normally a sweet orchestra of beauty, was showing no emotion.

Roger stood in the doorway. He had just got home and he was in a good mood. Had been in a good mood. The atmosphere was now quite chilly.

“Honey? What’s wrong?” He wasn’t faking it because he was sure he was safe. He had covered his tracks. No one had caught him. He was okay.

Her full bottom lip quivered slightly, and she commanded him, “Sit down.”

Now Roger was starting to worry. What the hell could be going on? “Did you get in an accident? Are you all right?” He dropped his brief case on the chair just inside the big doorway and crossed the room to her. “Honey?”

“Sit.” Her voice was so cold she could have frozen a polar bear.

Roger sat, and suddenly he was sweating. But she didn't know anything! She couldn’t…she didn’t…she—

She tossed a manila envelope on the table.

He looked at it. For a plain thing, not an address or a mark on it, it was…scary. He suddenly felt like he was about to read his own death certificate.

He picked up the envelope, looked at her with the most innocent look he could muster—she can’t know!—and ran a finger under the flap and opened it.

There was a sheaf of pictures in the envelope, and a bunch of papers that looked like…receipts.

His heart started to sink. She couldn’t know! but…he lifted out the papers and photos and started thumbing through them. His heart began pounding heavily. His eyes glazed over, but saw what was on the pictures.

A woman. And him. At a motel. Kissing. As they entered through a doorway.

A woman. And him. At a restaurant. Drinking and laughing.

A woman. Him kissing her. His hands under her dress and her moaning.

A woman. On her knees. With him…and the look on his face.

“I…” he muttered softly. “Don’t…” barely audible. “You…” a whisper.

“In your own words, Roger. How long has this been going on?What’s her name? Start talking. And be honest, for a change, because if I have these pictures then I already know.”

He didn’t know what she knew. She might know everything. She might know almost nothing. But…the pictures. And…he was going to have to be honest.

“I…uh…a year.” His voice was about as loud as a whisper in a church. An embarrassed whisper.

“Her name is Celia. I…uh…we met…she was a client…I’m sorry…I didn’t mean—“

“How is she in bed?”

Though it was just words, it was like a slap in his face, a hard slap, and he felt it all the way to the ground.

“I…I’m sorry.”

“I asked…how was she in bed?” Her voice was like air conditioning in an igloo.

“But, honey! I didn’t—“

“I asked,” she cut into him, emphasizing her words, “How was she in bed.”

He didn’t know how to answer, but the words found their way out of him. “I…I guess she was good.”

“You guess? Was she better than me?”

“No! No!”

“Then why did you do it?”

His voice shrank even more. “It was exciting. I thought…it was…exciting.”

“So you cheated on me for a cheap thrill.”

“I didn’t mean to,” his eyes were now getting moist. All the times he had screwed Celia he had felt so good, and what was the harm? As long as Shannon didn’t know there was no harm, right?

But…”How did you…”

“How did I find out?”

She ignored his question. “I have video tapes of you two in the bedroom. I hear you telling her how much you love her. I hear her grunting and slobbering when she blows you. How do you think that makes me feel?”

Her voice was freezing, but there were glimmers of tears leaking out the corners.

“Honey, I’ll make it up to you!”

“The first thing I thought, when I discovered all this, was that I was going to make you pay. I was going to divorce you. I was going to own the house, take the cars, leave you with nothing but underpants. I was going to take the stocks, the bonds, the house at Big Bear. Then I realized something terrible.”

She paused.

He waited.

“I still love you.”

“Honey!” he leaped to his feet as if to come around the table and hug her.

She put up her hand and stopped him. “Then I realized that if I did all those things to you it wasn’t much. You could just make a bunch of money, rebuild your empire. In the end, it wasn’t going to hurt. And a person who cheats needs to learn what hurt is. He has to feel the pain. Otherwise there is no lesson.”

“Then you aren’t going to leave me?”

“No. But you’re going to wish I had. I’m going to make you my slave for a year. Your’e going to do anything and everything I tell you. And if you don’t then not only will I take you for everything, I’ll release the photos, the videos, everything…to Facebutt and the media. How do you think your company stock will fare after that? How many investors are going to be willing to invest in your companies, your new projects, if I do that?”

“I…but…”

“Shut up, Roger. Just shut up.”

Roger shut.

He was pale, and sweating, and scared.

He had never seen Shannon so mad. And he knew that if she did do what she had said…he was done for. His life would be over.

His only chance was to placate her. To do what she said until he could find a way out of this mess.

“One year, you son of a bitch. After that…maybe we’ll divorce, maybe you can run off with your bitch girlfriend…that’s up to you. But for one year I’m going to be taking my pound of flesh. And it’s going to be a pretty fucking big pound.”

He stared at her. There was nothing he could say, and he was afraid that if he did say anything then she would go through with her threats. So he just sat there.

She stood up, a gorgeous woman with sexy legs and an amazing chest. who he loved to fuck. Who gave good head. but was now not in the mood for any of those things.

“You’ll be sleeping in the guest room tonight. Tomorrow we’ll move you out to the tool shed. Tomorrow you will start your new life, your life for a year. Good night.”

She walked out of the room, down the hallway. He heard her high heels click on the wood floor, and on the shallow steps that led up to the master bedroom.

He was going to be outside? In the tool shed? But…surely she couldn’t mean…he couldn’t.

BANG! The bedroom door slammed and Roger jumped.

Shannon had left the photos on the table and he looked down at them, then started leafing through them.

He remembered the times in those photos. He remembered the motels, the dinners out, the way she treated his cock like it was God’s gift to horny women.

All done now.

Every thing was over.

His life was over.

Tears began to fall on the photos.

It was January.

He woke up in the guest bedroom. The bed was smaller than he was used to and he felt a little cramped. He hadn’t showered the night before, and he felt a little grimy. His hair was messed up and his mouth tasted foul.

He shouldn’t have had those two drinks before he went to bed, but after what had happened he really felt like he needed those drinks.

He stood up, and stretched, yawned, thought about how he felt. Bad.

He decided to take a shower in the mud room on the other side of the house. Naked, he walked through the house and into the room. He stepped into the shower and his spirits rose a little.

Shannon would get over it. She’d come to her senses. All he had to do was—

“What are you doing in there?” Shannon pulled the door open and glared at him. She was holding one of his belts.

“Taking…a shower. I—“

“Did I give you permission to take a shower?”

“Well, no, but—“

She stepped back. “Get out.”

He did. He dripped on the tile floor.

“Outside!”

She held the door to the backyard open.

“But it’s cold!”

She slapped his ass with the belt.

“Ow!”

“I said get out!”

He was wet and naked. She was clothed and holding a belt. He tried to stay away from her as he scooted through the door, but she strapped him again.

“Ow! Stop it!”

She followed him out the door.

It was cold. He could see his breath. His skin was already goose pimply and his hair was standing up.

“You will not shower in the house,” she stated, uncoiling the garden hose from the holder next to the garage.

“What are you doing? Stop this! You—“

“You can jump in the pool if you wish, or use the sink in the tool shed, or this…”

She sprayed him with the garden hose. The water was cold and cutting and suddenly he was having a hard time breathing.

“Stop! Stop!” he cried. The stream of water was focused to a point and it hurt. the coldness hurt. She was aiming for his ass, his face, his groin, and she wouldn't stop.

He tried to dance away, but she followed him.

He tried to go around the pool, slipped, and fell in.

SPLASH!

But he came out of the pool like he was fired from a pistol! The water had to be near freezing! In fact, it was freezing! A pot with a bit of water in it had frozen over!

“Stop!” he begged.

She turned the water off and tossed the hose on the ground.

“Clear everything out of the tool shed. There’s a blanket in there if you want to dry off. I’ll feed you later.”

She walked back into the house and he stood and shivered. And, the weirdest thing, he had an erection.

The tool shed was more than a shed. It was used for storage, for tools, and it even had a slop sink in it and a toilet. Originally it had been a small room, a guest house, but they decided it was archaic, too shabby, and just stored stuff in there.

Roger entered the tool shed and searched for the blanket. It was on a bottom shelf, and some varmint had bitten off pieces of it for its nest. It was filthy with rat hair and turds, and had big holes in it.

Still, it was all he had. He took it out and shook it off. Then he tried to dry himself and wrap himself in it.

It was scratchy. It was short, too. Probably a horse blanket. It didn’t offer much in the way of warmth.

He went back into the tool shed and looked around. Rakes, hoes, shovels, clippers, edgers, an old push lawn mower.

On the shelves next to a filthy, opaque piece of glass that was a window were hammers, saws, drills, boxes of nails, and so on.

He remembered getting married and needing those tools. then he had built his company up and didn’t need them. He could hire people to do the things that he had once enjoyed.

The toilet was crusty. Some varmint had apparently been pushing the toilet seat up and sticking its snout in to drink.

The sink was caked with dirt and rusty water.

He began to move the tools and things aside. He made himself a space in the corner under the work bench. It was too small, and the cement floor was hard underneath it, but it was the only semblance of furniture in the place.

He crawled under the bench, wrapped the holy blanket around himself, and tried to stop shivering.

Bang! The door slammed back against the wall and Shannon stood in the doorway. She placed a dish on the floor and looked around. She saw him coming out from under the bench and a thin smile turned the corners of her mouth up.

“I want everything out of here. Put it in a pile in the driveway by the mail box. Any tool go in the garage.Wash your plate and leave it outside the mud room.”

He mumbled, “Can I have some clothes?”

“Did you need clothes when you were fucking your bitch?”

“But it’s cold!”

“Wrap your hands around your ding dong. That looks hot enough.”

He was aware that he had a boner. It had been hard when she kicked him out, and it was getting harder. What the fuck?

She walked out, leaving the door open.

He listened to her heels clicking around the pool. He heard the door slam.

He straightened up, felt stiff, but went to the bowl she had brought him his breakfast in.

It was the old dog dish!

And it was filled with…slop.

Then he blinked. No. Not slop.

He reached down and picked it up. He sniffed it. Goop!

Oh, my God! My favorite food!

There was a moment there that he thought she was taking pity on him, that she didn’t mean it, that…no. She meant it.

But…goop?

Goop was his favorite dish of all time. It was an odd dish. Easy to make, very filling, stuck to the ribs.

It was hamburger, rice, onion, celery, all mixed into a can of Cream of Chicken soup, and salt. That was all.

Yet he loved it. He would eat it over steak! Any day of the week!

Then he frowned. What nefarious plot was Shannon hatching?

But, whatever the plot, the goop was real.

He looked around for a fork, realized there wasn’t one, and stared at the goop.

He was supposed to eat like a dog.

Nasty of her.

Yet, he would. For goop. And that was the nefariousness she had planned. He was going to be broken down one piece at a time.

Well, for goop…he sat down and used his fingers. He scooped the warm stuff with his fingers and fed himself.

He finished moving everything out of the tool shed. He used a broom to sweep away cobwebs. He used a bucket of water and old newspaper to clean the darkened window.

He was freezing the whole time he cleaned. And his penis was hard. But there was nothing else to do.

A little past noon Shannon called to him from the mud room. “Go get the paint!”

Paint?

Blanket wrapped around him, he walked through the side yard to the driveway.

The driveway was long and curved, and no neighbors could see past the hedges. Semi naked, he saw several cans of pink paint, and a brush.

Pink? WTF?

He took the paint into the backyard and placed it next to the mud room.

Tap, tap!

He looked at the kitchen window. Shannon was motioning him to take the paint to the shed.

But why was he…and he got it. He was supposed to paint the shed pink. All of it. Inside and out!

He hated pink!

He painted the structure all afternoon, and since it wasn’t large he was done by dinner. That took his mind off the lunch he hadn’t had.

But dinner…goop. That was fine with him. He could eat goop all three meals.

He was just finishing eating when Shannon came out to see him. She watched him for a moment, then remarked. “I would try to fill in the cracks with pink paint, stop the wind. And I notice you’ve got a hard on. Dreaming of Celia, no doubt.”

“No,” he muttered, knowing that she would ignore him.

“Well, if you plan on masturbating I would do it quick.

With that enigmatic remark she returned to the house.

It was cold that night, and he slept in short spurts. by the time dawn arrived he felt like his toes were little blocks of ice, and even his boner had gone down.

When dawn came he sat up and rubbed his body and tried to get circulation going.

Then, trying to hold the blanket around him, he tried to do some jumping jacks. The motion warmed him, but he was so damned cold it didn’t matter. He wondered if he was going to get frostbite.

“I want the lawn cut and the windows washed. Get the things you’ll need out of the garage, and be quick. I lock the house up now.”

“Why do you lock the house up?”

“To keep you out when I go on errands, she snapped. “Did you jack off?”

“It’s too cold!” he whined.

“Too bad.”

She turned and went back into the house.

And so it went for several days.

He ate goop for breakfast and dinner, slept in a holy horse blanket, and did labor.

It was a time for reflection. Past the resentment, he thought about running away. But where would he go?

He thought about breaking into the house and having it out with his wife.

But she had the pictures.

And the belt.

And he was starting to wonder if she had other things. Maybe she had the pistol he had bought to defend herself against intruders?

Probably not.

But…she was proving capable of things he had never imagined her to be capable of.

After dinner.

“Want some clothes?”

“Yes?” he burst out.

“Put this on.”

She held out a chastity device.

He stared at it.

“No.”

“Good bye.”

“Wait!” he yelped.

She turned back to him. She held it out. He took it.

“I can’t get it on,” he muttered. His cock was standing out.

“When you get it on I’ll give you clothes. Beat it, freeze it, I don’t care. But no clothes until you are contained.”

“But why?”

“You’ll be in chastity even past the year,” she announced. “Your dick will never be free to spread its seed willy nilly ever again.”

That was a stark statement and he stared at her.

“Now, hurry up. Knock on the kitchen window when you have it on.”

Putting a chastity belt on a hard dick is an impossibility. It just won’t fit. The only solution is to make the dick soft.

He got a plant pot, filled it with ice water, and squatted over it, his dingus dangling into the freezing water.

It just made him harder.

He tried jacking off. He didn’t feel like it, hard dick notwithstanding. So he stroked and stroked, and tried to think sexy thoughts, and…he started to feel the urge.

He stroked harder.

He was excited, but he still couldn’t get there.

He did the one thing that was guaranteed to make him squirt. He stuck a finger in his ass.

“AH!” he grunted. “Oh…fuck!”

It was a cum. Not a particularly enjoyable one as he was too cold to enjoy it.

But it did the trick. He now had a soft dinger, and he quickly put the chastity tube on it.

He stood up and sighed. fucking kinky, to have this thing on his thing.

He trotted across the yard to the window. Oh, God! Clothes! He tapped on the window.

Shannon appeared at the window, looked down at his imprisoned cock and smiled. She gave him a thumbs up—that was the first signal of approval she had given him since this whole thing started—then disappeared. A moment later a small bag was shoved out the dogie door at the mud room.

Roger stared at the bag. It was small. Too small. He wanted pants, a shirt, a jacket!

He walked to the bag, his brow furrowed, and opened it.

Panties and a bra. And…lipstick?

What the fuck?

He went back to the window and tapped.

Shannon appeared. She was holding a cell phone.

“I need clothes! You said clothes! Not this…this…stuff!”

She held up the phone and placed it against the window.

He blinked and stared. It was somebody crouching…the picture a little dark…then it lightened up.

It was him! Standing in the shed! And he was…Oh, my God!…he was jacking off! And his finger was up his butt!

His head jerked up and he stared at her.

She was grinning.

“And leave it there!” she yelled through the glass.

He knew exactly what she meant. The camera.

He ran to the shed and looked up at the high corner. A little, red, light. A camera! She had videoed him beating off!

He ran back to the window.

“Erase it! Delete it!”

She shook her head. She had a white piece of paper and was writing something on it on the counter.

“You have to get rid of that! If somebody saw it…”

She folded the paper in half and set it on the window ledge. He read.

Open!

She turned it on the ledge.

Closed!

Tears leaked out of his eyes. “I need clothes!”

She looked at the sack in his hands, then up at him, then she simply walked away. the light in the kitchen went off.

Closed!

The tears were flowing now, but there was nothing he could do.

He turned and walked back to the shed. He could hardly see as he entered the shed. It was dark and gloomy, his eyes were filled with water. He was freezing.

And only panties and a bra.

He shivered.

Made a resolution not to wear the panties and bra.

Then he realized that Shannon would just figure some way to force him to wear them.

Besides, maybe the little wisps of material would afford him at least a tid bit of warmth.

Maybe.

But…he couldn’t bring himself to wear them.

He woke up. Freezing. It had been two weeks and he had never felt so miserable.

He spent his nights shivering, and was actually looking forward to some kind of work so he could take his mind off his situation.

Shannon called out, “Breakfast.”

He hurried out to the mud room. She was holding his goop and a box was on the ground next to her.

He was naked but for the blanket. He still wasn’t wearing the panties and bra.

His cock looked very small in the little cage.

She grinned as it bobbed up and down.

“Cute,” she said.

She placed the dish on the ground and waited.

He knelt down and picked it up.

She placed a hand on his head and held him down.

“What?” he asked.

He was stunned that he couldn’t stand up. He must be getting weaker.

He was losing weight on the two meals a day, and he just felt…weak. He was working, but he figured he wasn’t getting enough protein to stay strong.

Or he was just shivering his strength away.

She said, “Eat on all fours. When you’re done washing your dish I want you to do what’s in the box.”

“What’s in the box?”

“Instructions.”

With that she went back into the house.

Roger stood up. She saw him, but didn’t bother reprimanding him. she just continued into the main part of the house.

Roger ate. He loved goop, but he was eating nothing but goop. It was probably healthy enough, he could probably live a long time on the stuff, but he was now gulping it down like he normally did. Now it was just food, and he ingested it, and that was all the joy he was getting.

He finished, washed his dish, and opened the box.

Four J bolts.

A piece of paper detailing where they should be in the shed.

A large wrench.

He screwed the J bolts in. Two in the thick four by four at the top of the shed wall, and two into the thick four by four at the bottom of the wall.

He was curious, but he was pretty sure he would find out what they were four soon.

He finished and tapped on the kitchen window.

He didn’t need to. She could see him in the little corner camera. But he wanted to look into the kitchen. Maybe see a bit of her. A glimpse of her passing even.

She might be mean, but she was his only source of human contact.

He used to meet with dozens of people a day. Now there was only her.

She might hate him, and he might resent his situation, but she was all he had.

The door to the mud room opened and she came out. She was holding four hand cuffs and four lengths of chain.

“Come along,” she said briskly.

She led him into the tool shed, his house, or home now, and directed him to stand against the wall.

He did.

“Face to the wall,” she said.

He turned around. She fastened the chains to the J bolts and used a big channel lock plier to squeeze the Js into a hard circle.

She put the cuffs through a link, then around an ankle, and ankle, a wrist, and a wrist.

He was fastened to the wall.

Naked.

“Not bad,” she mused, standing back. “Don’t go away.” And she walked out.

She returned ten minutes later, and she was…different.

First, she was wearing a black corset and no bra. Her tits were pushed up and poking out.

Her hips flared under the corset, and her pussy was quite visible.

She was wearing stockings with big mesh, and tall heels.

Her hair was done up in a top pony tail, and her make up was severe. Her eyes were dark and her lips a red, but full, slash.

She had his belt around her neck and the two ends were draped down over her boobs.

“Hello, dear,” she smiled.

He stood, his neck bent so he could watch her. His dick was trying desperately to get erect. “What is this?”

“Just part of your punishment. How many times do you think you made love to Celia over the year?”

“I…I don’t know. I don’t…it didn’t…count.”

Her nonchalant attitude, her appearance, the way she asked the question…he was confused.

“Did you meet with her once a week? Remember, I’ve got receipts. I’ll know if you’re lying.”

“I…twice a week.”

“Twice a week! My, my! Aren’t you the stud. You’re fucking her twice a week, and then me…but you were falling off with me a bit, weren’t you. You used to fuck me three times a week, but then you only did me once a week, and she was getting the rest of you. Twice a week. Double what I was getting. Is that right?”

“I don’t know! I—“

CRACK! She struck him with the belt across the butt.

He jumped and cried out. It wasn’t a hard strike, just enough to wake him up, to remind him of who was in charge.

“Yes! Yes! Twice a week!”

She leaned against him and he felt the hot tops of her tits poking into his back. His cock struggled. He whimpered.

“Twice a week. Oh, my manly man. That’s a hundred times you betrayed me. How many strokes should you get for that?”

“None! I’m not an animal! You can’t—“

CRACK!

“Ow!”

The secret to a good whipping…” she began to explain.

CRACK!

“Ow!”

“Is to hit you hard enough to hurt, not so hard that I can’t whip you again tomorrow. I suggest you count.”

CRACK!

“Ow!”

“Because I’m not going to count.”

CRACK!

“Please!”

“Better count. I think you’re at five now.”

“Five! Yes. Please! Don’t—“

CRACK!

“Lord have mercy!” he cried out.

“Nope.”

CRACK!

She was up to ten before he realized that nobody was counting. He began counting.

CRACK!

“Ten!”

CRACK!

“Eleven!”

Each number was accompanied with tears and whimpers and guttural sounds.

She stopped at twenty, pressed against him, reached around him and felt his weenie in the cage.

“Hey, it’s doing pretty good. Feel it trying to get hard?”

He was sore. His back was pink, but not bloodied. She was doing a consummate job of punishing him, and exciting him.

She cupped his cheeks and humped him.

He cried out because it hurt.

She kissed his neck. “God, I love you,” she whispered.

“Then let me loose!”

“Not a chance. You need this. You betrayed me, and you need to learn.

“I’ve learned.

“Not for a year you haven’t.”

“You’re going to do this to me for a year?” he sounded incredulous.

“But I already told you that. Why are you so surprised?”

“But…”

“Let me ask you a question.”

Now she waited.

“What?”

“Do you deserve this?”

It was a fair question, an honest question, and everything stopped for Roger.

She knew everything; she had all the answers.

He knew she knew this one.

There was only one answer.

“Come on, Roger. Do you deserve this?”

She was shaking his caged cock, and it felt so good. His balls were bouncing underneath and he almost felt like he could cum.

“Roger?”

“Yes!” he broke.

And it was like something clean had just run through him.


Part Two

Roger had put down some bricks and planks under the work bench. He was off the ground, but still shivering with the cold.

But, oddly, he felt good.

He had finally admitted his cheating in enough detail that he felt cleansed.

They say that confession is good for the man, and now Roger understood that.

He lay, trembling with cold, trying to huddle into the worn and tattered blanket, and thought about what he had done.

He had cheated on his wife.

And…why?

He had lied to her, betrayed her, and for what?

A roll in the hay. He had told Celia, among other things, that he was going to leave his wife, that his wife hadn’t treated him right. He had even hinted that it was his wife that was cheating.

He had said he was going to leave his wife, and would she be patient while he figured things out.

All lies.

So not just lies to his wife, but to his girlfriend.

Laying, huddled, cold, his penis trying to get hard—seemed that was all it did these days—he started to understand what a cad he was.

It was just so unfortunate that he had to hit rock bottom before he realized it.

The door to the shed opened and a blast of cold wind entered.

He moaned. Painting over the cracks in the structure, sealing it with pink paint, had actually enabled him to raise the temperature in the building an almost imperceptible degree or two.

Now that advantage whistled out the door.

“Shut…shut the door,” his teeth chattered.

She did, but chuckled.

She was carrying a camping lantern, a bright one that lit the hovel up.

The shed actually had electricity, but it had gone out a couple of years before. It still had a light hanging by a thin chain from the center of the ceiling and she hooked the lantern over the cord.

She looked around the shed and grunted. “Really, I don’t see how you can live like this. Stand up.”

He unfolded himself from his ‘bed’ and stood up. He moved gingerly as the strapping had left him quite sore.

Shannon was wearing jeans and a thick jacket. Her cheeks were flush with the brisk hair and her eyes were sparkling with the novelty of feeling the cold weather.

Normally she was in a nice, warm house.

“Bend over the bench.”

Afraid that she was going to pull out the belt again, he yet had to. He might be scared, but he was also beaten. There wasn’t much left in him to resist.

But she didn’t abuse him. She pulled a small squeeze tube out of a pocket, squeezed a glob of ointment on her fingers, and began massaging his ass.

“Oh, fuck!” he wheezed, tears coming to his eyes from the mix of pain and pleasure.

But it was much more pleasure than pain. In fact, he was startled to find that the spanking, which had hurt so much, was now affording him such pleasure. Who would have thought?

“Wow,” I really whaled the tar out of you, didn’t I?” Her voice was soft, even caring, and his breath slowly escaped him.

“Oh, you’re shivering. It must be cold.”

“I need clothes.”

“Now how can you wear clothes if you can’t even put on your underwear?”

That stopped him. That made him turn his head and look over his shoulder. “If I put on the panties and bra you’ll give me some clothes?”

She smiled wanly. “One can never tell. It wouldn’t hurt to find out.”

She reached around and played with his package. Her fingers massaged his testicles and she pulled on his cage.

“Oh, feel it wiggling and jumping around in there?”

“How long are you going to keep me like this?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Until you stop resisting. Until you start complying.”

She slapped his butt lightly and he jumped, and it felt good.

She stepped back and he straightened up and turned around.

He stood, huddled in on himself, balling his fists and shivering to get warm.

She observed him from the warm, wrapped in a coat viewpoint.

“I believe it was you that told me that war happens when politics fail. You then told me how politics was actually how people compromised, how they made adjustments and learned to live with each other. Consider that you need to be more politic.”

Then she changed tactics slightly. “You know, it wasn’t until this last couple of weeks, sleeping alone in that big, warm bed, that I realized what a bully you’ve been to me. And you weren’t always a bully. It only started a year ago, when you started keeping secrets from me. When you lived a life outside our married life. Well, those days are over. Karma, baby. Life is going to swing the other way for a year. It’s going to make up for the damage you’ve done. But, one way or another, you’ll never bully me again as long as you live.”

She turned to leave and he blurted. “I’ll put the panties and bra on!”

She smiled at him over her shoulder, “Show me in the morning. I’m tired now, and I want to go to sleep.” She closed the door and he heard her moving around the pool.

He stood for a couple of seconds, then he reached for the bag, which he had placed on the end of the bench. He shook the panties and bra out on the wood surface. They were black, more sexy than supportive, but…it was what he had.

He let the blanket drop and pulled panties up over his legs. They felt slick, going over his goose bumps. They felt uncomfortable—he had to push his chastity tube back between his legs—but only for a moment. He was so desperate for clothes he actually imagined he was getting warmer just from being encased in the thin material.

The bra took longer. He had to figure it out. Finally he remembered how his wife fastened it in front, then turned it around her waist and lifted it up to her boobs, and then the straps over the shoulders.

The bra had no real cups. Still, it felt good to have something holding him, even though he didn’t have much to hold.

He picked up the blanket and wrapped himself as tight as he could, and crawled back into the cubby under the bench.

Tomorrow he might get clothes!

He awoke to the sound of her calling him. Well, she didn’t call him, she just whistled, and he heard the door slam.

He crawled out from under the bench, pulled his blanket tight, was aware of his bra and panties holding him, and he headed for the mudroom door.

Goop.

Delicious, but more because he was desperate for sustenance.

He picked it up and started eating, then remembered. He got down on his hands and knees and used one hand to scoop it into his mouth.

His head was over the bowl so anything that spilled would land in the bowl. He couldn’t afford to waste anything.

He ate quickly, then stumbled, his feet so cold, to the kitchen window.

The sign said open, so he tapped.

She came into the kitchen and his eye lit up. He stood back, opened his blanket and showed his form.

In the reflection in the window he could see how the panties molded around his butt, how the bra fit his pectorals perfectly.

She had sized him right.

Shannon smiled and gave him a thumbs up, and walked away.

For a second he didn’t know what to do.

He wanted clothes, she had said, and he wanted to tap on the window and ask her where the clothes were.

But he remembered her talk of the night before.

Politics. He had to be politic, and this meant patience.

Oddly, he didn’t really understand how he had realized this, it was just sort of an intuitive next step for him.

He turned and went back to the pink shed.

He lay under the bench and realized that he smelled.

He needed a bath, a hot shower.

Oddly, if he could hold on to this thought he felt a little warmer.

Imagination is the only weapon in the war against reality. The thought burst into his mind. He had read it once, and the author…the author was Jules Gaultier.

Now, how had he remembered that?

But he knew how.

He had nothing to do and his mind was reaching out, trying to find some new kind of order for his new life.

So he imagined he was warm, and…it helped.

Huh! Was this meditation?

And he thought that maybe it was.

At any rate, he decided to focus his mind on imagining himself warm, and clothed, and…and he lay under the bench and tried to conquer his condition through the power of the mind.

It helped.

That afternoon she gave a whistle.

He crawled out and dashed to the mud room door. He found a box and a piece of paper.

Inside the box was…a dress!

A fucking dress? A thin piece of stretchy material? That was all he got?

Tears slid down his cheeks and dropped to the pavement.

He sensed her then and looked up. She was standing on the other side of the door, looking through the window at him. She was just observing him.

He felt his emotions rising.

Anger, which he dared not show.

It took a. long moment, but he finally managed to stutter, “Thank you.”

He took the box and the piece of paper and returned to his home.

He dropped the blanket and wiggled into the dress. Black. Stretchy and shiny. It went down to his knees and up enough to just cover his bra.

He suddenly felt the hair on the back of his neck. Somebody was looking at him. He raised his eyes to the little red light. The light was green. She was watching him.

He looked down to the piece of paper which he had placed on the bench. He had been in such a hurry to get dressed that he had not read it.

Well done, my love.

You stink.

And I want you to use Nair on your body.

Don’t get it on your scalp,

but use it on your whiskers.

Make sure you do your groin and butt.

Inside the box he found a bar of soap and a bottle of Nair.

He was supposed to wash himself, depilate his body, but…he had no water!

Well, to be more accurate, he had no hot shower.

He did have a garden hose and a swimming pool.

But it was freezing out there!

He didn’t want to. Lord, he really didn’t want to.

He might have clothes, but they were no way warming. And he was supposed to get wet? There was still ice in the flower pot!

But, what choice did he have?

He did have body odor. He didn’t want to smell himself.

And, like the old saying said, Cleanliness is next to Godliness.

Shivering, his body trembling uncontrollably, he took off his new dress, then his panties and bra.

He went out to the house and unrolled the garden hose. He turned it on and it didn’t work.

Oh. Ice.

He tapped along the length of the hose and he could feel the hose becoming more supple as the ice broke inside.

He tried it again, turned the spigot, and the water, with splinters of ice, began to flow.

He stood and shivered and the hose cleared out.

He placed the hose next to the pool so the water would drain into the pool. He spread the Nair all over his body, including his groin and face and butt. He tried to reach the small of his back and was successful.

He stood, shivering, and waited.

Then, a minute passed, he got his dinner bowl and poured water in it. He placed the soap next to it at the edge of the pool, and waited some more.

He figured he could rinse quickly, just handfuls of water, and he waited.

The minutes ticked, and he wished he was back in the shed, dreaming of being warm.

Then he smiled, the meditation thing was really working! His whole body was feeling warm.

Then it grew warmer, and warmer, and became uncomfortably hot, then he realized: Oh, my God! The Nair!

He splashed water from the bowl under his arms, over his chest and groin. Not enough water. He scooped it out of the pool and poured himself, and that wasn’t enough! The Nair had turned into a gel and had to be scrubbed off!

He had no choice, he didn’t even think about it, he just jumped into the pool.

The water shocked him. He thought he was cold, but he had had no idea!

But even the cold water didn’t stop the burning! He had to get the Nair off his body!

He was in the shallow end and he stood and used his hands to scrub himself. He was gasping and crying out. He scrubbed and brushed the gel off. He scrubbed his face with his palms. He used his fingers to dig the gel out of his groin, to scrape it off his back.

And, slowly, the burning eased off, and he was reduced to cringing, shivering icy cold.

He climbed up the steps, hardly able to move he was so frozen, and saw Shannon watching from the kitchen window. She was laughing. Her face was contorted with humor and she held a hand to her mouth.

Frozen, his body now starting to get numb, he could hardly walk.

He staggered across the pool area to his dirty blanket and dried off.

Then, his muscles barely working, he put on his panties.

The thought made him a degree warmer. Only a hundred degrees to go.

He put on his bra. Another degree of warmth.

And, finally, his dress.

He wrapped himself tight and entered the shack.

Back under the bench, he shivered until there was nothing left, then passed out.

A week passed, and he started sniffling. Well, it was inevitable. Living like he was he was going to catch a cold.

The goop was proving sufficient nutritionally, but the cold…he couldn’t beat the cold.

He tapped on the window and waited.

Shannon came, looked out, and he sneezed.

She nodded, almost as if she expected this.

She turned the folded piece of paper around and it said ‘closed,’ then she left. He heard the sound of her car starting up, and he returned to the pink shed.

An hour later she opened the door. She spaced a floor heater on floor along with a coil of extension cord, a blanket and a small packet.

“As soon as you’re well I want you to fix the electricity in this building. I’ll draw up some specifications.”

He stared at her.

“I really expected you to get sick before this, but you’re pretty healthy. But, whenever. This is going to be a good lesson.”

“A lesson?” his teeth were clicking frantically.

“A lesson in how much you need me.”

She left.

Sick, sniffling and sneezing, he got up and ran the cord to the outlet next to the mudroom door. He hooked it to the heater and turned it on, and—Oh, God!—blessed heat!

He wrapped his new blanket around himself, it was thick and big and he could finally completely cover himself. He was still cold and shivering, but it was like there was hope. He started to wrap his old blanket around the new blanket, then stopped.

The packet.

What was that?

He picked it up and looked at it and his eyes opened wide. Then his mind started blasting thoughts out at him.

Metal! Oh, my God! Tinfoil! oh, shit!

His fingers hardly able to move, and from excitement and not just cold, he picked the packet apart and unfolded the metal blanket.

It was thin, but sturdy.

He placed the old, worn blanket on the pallet he had created for himself, then folded the new blanket and put that on the pallet. He now had a mattress.

He wrapped himself in the shiny, silvery metal and lay on the blanket.

He was cold, he had a cold, but the warmth was immediate. Within minutes, wrapped as he was, the air felt stuffy.

He arranged the metal blanket so he had a little breathing hole, and snuggled into himself.

He was warm. For the first time in weeks.

He lay there. He didn’t hear the whistle, actually sleeping.

His cold raged, and waned.

He woke up and Shannon was crouched and looking down at hm.

“How you doing?”

“Thank you,” he whispered. And sneezed. “Sorry.”

“That’s okay. Take these pills. Vitamin C, and other stuff.”

He took the pills and she handed him a glass of whiskey. It had honey in it, and there was just enough to swallow the pills.

She fiddled with the blanket, then with his groin.

“What are you doing?” Everything was hazy, dreamlike. It was like he was in a stupor.

“Giving you a break.”

She took his chastity cage off and his cock popped right up.

She smiled. “The gift that keeps on giving.”

She stroked him, and he sighed, and he dreamed of what life used to be like. And he cried. And she stroked him for a long time.

He couldn’t cum. He was too sick for that, but the human touch was incredible. He could feel himself reviving.

It wasn’t just being cold, it was being lonely.

“Dry your tears, honey. Only eleven months to go.”

“Eleven…it’s been a month since…since…?”

“Yes. And I want you to get well. I’ve got a lot of surprises for you.”

“I’m sorry,” he apologized, sobbing. “I’ just want to be back with you.”

“You make it through the year and maybe you will be.”

He stared, and through his stupor he discerned the one word. ‘maybe.’

And he resolved that he had to do whatever he had to to get his wife back.

Now she was just holding him, feeling his throbbing dick.

“Don’t jack off.”

“I can’t.”

“Good. Being horny is good for you. It will allow you to learn your lessons. Okay?”

He nodded.

“Good. Now go back to sleep.”

The cold lasted three days, and a fourth day of being woozy. Then he was back to normal. Sort of.

He had lost strength. And his body was, in spite of just the goop and ice cold water, showing odd signs of fat.

His hips felt rounder. Sort of pudgy, in a way.

And his pectorals were slack. They were actually fatty enough to press out on the training bra that he was wearing.

His waist was thin.

But the strangest thing was how his face felt. It felt…chubby. But only in places. Like his cheeks were reshaping.

And, after the cold, he noticed that the world was brighter. It was sharp, almost shiny.

And his hair was getting longer. He liked wearing his hair a little long, he had nice hair, but now it was downright shaggy. It covered his ears and he actually had to brush it with his fingers, comb it back so it wouldn’t flop over his eyes.

On the seventh day of February, a few days after he was over the cold, he heard Shannon whistle.

He reported to the mud room and stared at the material at her feet.

A new drill with a large hole saw tip.

“What’s this for?”

“Follow the instructions,” she said, gazing down at his erect penis.

His penis felt wonderful. He had managed not to jack off, and it was quite stiff.

She stepped forward. “Don’t move.”

She knelt and began sucking on him.

He groaned.

She would paused every ten seconds or so and say something.

“Doesn’t that feel good?”

“I remember doing this all this time!”

“Heysoos, you used to cum so hard!”

“Do you remember the first time? When I gagged?”

His legs were shaking, and not from the cold. He was making mewling sounds. His eyes were closed and he could barely stand up.

She stood up, and he opened his eyes. they were desperate eyes. Begging eyes.

“Don’t jack off. You’ll get a surprise tonight.”

He wanted to say something, to fall on his knees and ask forgiveness, to beg until he was begged out, which could take forever.

“Follow the directions,” and she turned back into the house.

The directions were simple. He ran the extension cord to the back of the shack, measured distances, and drilled a hole right where his cock was.

A hole for his cock? While standing in the shackles?

It was…eery. Maybe even scary. But he didn’t hesitate.

He did, in a strange way, trust her.

She had spanked him, and handled him, and if she was going to do something bad to him she would have done it sooner.

Of course, maybe she was just waiting for the year to end, then she would…no. He trusted her.

The directions included sand paper, and for that he was glad. He didn’t want to get splinters in his cock. So he spent some time running sandpaper around the edges of the hole.

Then, nobody around, he ‘test drove’ the hole.

He put his dick through it.

The hole was too big.

Did she want him to put everything through the hole? His testicles, too?

He pushed his balls through the wall and…yep. That was a perfect fit.

He pulled out and wondered what she was going to do to him.

The day passed slowly, but inevitably.

He found a light bulb in the garage and twisted it into the socket hanging from the ceiling, and he had light!

Damn! He had thought the cord was old and frayed, or the fuses had given way. All he needed was a light bulb!

He sat on the pallet, the heater pulled up close, the metal blanket pulled around his shoulders, and he almost felt like it was summer!

He was warm again!

And so grateful.

And hard.

And he remembered the things she had told him, how it used to be.

And he had screwed that up.

Well, he was determined that he would make it through the year.

She whistled, and he ran for his goop.

She watched him eat, down on his knees, and she ruffled his hair.

He looked up at her, “What’s going to happen tonight?”

“Everything. Use some Nair on your face. You’re getting whiskers again.

He felt his chin. Yes, he was, but they weren’t thick. They were more fuzzy, almost like down.

He used to have a fairly thick beard, but not shaving was supposed to make it grow slower, and maybe the Nair made it grow slower.

“Okay.”

“And I gave you lipstick last month. I want you to wear it.”

“Lipstick? Why? What are you doing to me? And why do I have to wear this dress?”

“Because you have to learn.”

“I’ve learned.”

She chuckled, patted his cheek, then went back into the house.

He finished eating, washed his bowl, and then gave himself a Nair ‘shave,’ and washed up.

Washing was simple by now. He simply jumped into the pool and suffered, then ran for the shed. He dried off in the metal blanket, the darned water almost turned to steam, the blanket was so efficient.

Then he got dressed. Bra, panties, dress.

Then…the lipstick.

He looked at the gold tube and had a shiver of another kind.

This was weird. this was kinky.

Yet he trusted his wife, and she had told him to do this…but he had no mirror.

He went outside and looked at his reflection in the little window on the side of the shack. He rolled the waxy substance over his lips, being careful to stay inside the lines. He smacked, and got into the corners, and…God, his penis was raging!

He turned to go inside and saw Shannon smiling from the kitchen window.

He smiled back, and raised a thumbs up.

She gave him the thumbs up back, and a happy nod.

Now feeling warm inside, he had pleased her, he entered his pink house and waited.

It was dark, but just barely, when Shannon entered the shack.             

“Hop up. Shackle time.”

He got up and faced the wall. He put his hands in the handcuffs and she reached up, her breasts pressed against him, and snapped them shut.

“I’m not going to do your feet,” she explained.

“Oh?”

But she didn’t respond.

She moved up next to him, leaned against him. She put her arms around him and stroked him. “I’m so glad I did it this way.”

He was silent.

“I do love you. In spite of…in spite of Celia. Have you wondered what happened to her?”

“No,” he lied.

She looked at him, and for a moment he was caught, a lie, then she made it okay. “Of course you have. And I’ve had thoughts, too.”

“You have?”

“Oh, yes. When I’m laying in that big bed, working my big, old vibrator—I bought a couple of sex toys, you know—I think of my old boyfriends, from before I met you. I think of their dicks and how happy they made me. I think I must have been born to take dick. I really do love it.”

His heart thudded loudly in his chest.

She giggled. “Your dick really surged when I said that.”

“We could go in and I could dick you.”

“Oh, no. Not for a year. And maybe not even then.”

“But—“

She covered his mouth with her hand.

He became aware of the red color on his mouth.

“No. You’ve got a lot of lessons to learn. Now, I want you to stick your penis through the hole.”

He did.

She reached down and pushed his balls through. His package was now on the outside of the building, a stiff dick and two full balls.

“Stay there,” she whispered, and she kissed his ear and left.

He heard her go out the door, and he looked at the wooden wall in front of him.

She walked around the shack, then he felt her grab his balls. Then he felt her wrap something around them, it felt like…not wrapping, closing…like..like…a pillory?

“Try to pull back.” Her voice was muffled through the wall.

He tried, and felt the thing on his package hit the wall.

“What was this?”

Suddenly the illusion of trust seemed like just that. An illusion.

She left.

He stood.

It was dark, but not cold. The heater was working behind him. And his dick was so hard it wasn’t getting cold.

He was fastened to the wall by his sex. He couldn’t move, not without ripping his package off.

What was happening? What was going on?

He heard music coming from the house.

He heard voices.

Another hour passed.

He heard heels clicking on the cement outside.

The door opened and two people entered.

The lights were off, but they shone the bright camping lantern into his face.

“Oh, my God!” giggled a voice.

“Told you.”

“Just because he cheated with me?”

“Celia?” he blurted.

Shannon came close to him. She reached around and felt for his balls. All she could feel was a bit of shaft and stretched out skin.

“Did you want to tell Celia something?”

“I…uh…”

“Maybe to apologize?”

“Oh, God! Yes! Celia! I’m sorry! I shouldn’t have…”

He stopped talking because the women were laughing hysterically.

They’re drunk, he realized.

Then Celia moved forward. “Hey, lover.” She reached around and cupped his pectoral. “I think he needs a bigger bra.”

They laughed, then Shannon put a glass to face, a straw into his mouth.

“Suck, baby. Suck hard. I want you nice and happy.”

It was bourbon and Coke. His favorite drink. He sucked, and found himself sucking desperately.

The girls laughed, and they felt his…his tits…the way they were fondling his chest it made him feel like his pectorals were more than just saggy.

“He sure is gay,” Celia said. “If I’d known I wouldn’t have fucked him.”

“I’m not…not…” the accusation hurt him. No real man wants to be called queer.

Besides, he wasn’t doing any homosexual thing! He was just…what was he?

Wearing lingerie and a dress, his hair long enough to be a woman’s, lipstick…what was he?

Then there was a kissing sound behind him.

Kissing? They were kissing?

He tried to turn and look over his shoulder.

Shannon pushed his face back to the wall, and the girls went outside.

He heard them walking around the building, pushing bushes aside and laughing and giggling.

Somebody grabbed his penis.

“Oh, fuck!”

Through the wall he couldn’t tell who was speaking.

“Look how big and red it is.”

Lips engulfed him.

Hands hefted his sensitive and very full balls.

They made love to him through the wall, and he moaned and groaned.

But they were careful not to let him cum.

Then he heard, “Wait here.”

A body moving back around the little house, then Shannon entered. She came to him. She cupped his ass and squeezed with both hands, both cheeks.

“God,” she whispered. “I’m going to use up my vibrator tonight. I’m going to use it up on myself, on Celia—you’re right—she’s good in bed, and right now, I’m going to use it up on you.”

She touched his brown button, felt it with a finger, then she was rubbing it, massaging it.

“But, first, we need to do something.”

She pushed, and he felt a sharp pain, then something slipped into him.

“What’s that?” he croaked.

“It’s a plug. I want you wearing one from now on. And I’ll have you back in chastity, too. But we have to do it without giving you an orgasm.”

“Please,” he begged. Not sure what he was begging for.

She wiggled the base of the plug and he felt delicious sensations go through him.

“Nice, eh?”

On the other side of the wall Celia was deep throating him, giving his balls little slaps.

But she was careful to back off every once in a while.

Roger couldn’t move. He couldn’t go forward and pump, though he was desperate to. He couldn’t go back because Shannon was wiggling the plug, lifting him up on his toes, rotating it.

“Unh…” he grunted.

“Ah ah,” she said, squeezing the base of his cock. “No cummies for you.”

Outside Celia twisted his balls, bit the end of his cock.

“OH!” he yelled in shock.

Giggles.

Giggles from inside and from outside.

“Please…please stop,” he whined.

“Nope. Not a chance, lover. You’ve still got eleven months to go…and a lot more learning to do.”

He tried to move, but couldn’t. Not forward, not back, not up nor down.

She said: “I got this idea from a boy. This was way back, back when I was learning about sex. He asked me what the perfect torture would be. That was foreign to me. Girls don’t think of torture. But he told me that you put a man’s dick through a wall, like this, then you give him a butter knife and light the building on fire.”

“That’s…that’s crazy!” he gulped.

“That’s what I thought. And I forgot about it. Then you cheated, you hurt me. It hurt enough that I remembered that old boyfriend and that stupid thing he told me. And I adapted that thought to make this building, this hole, this way of learning lessons. I don’t want to hurt you. I don’t want to burn you, or cut off your…thing. But I do want you to learn, and sometimes, especially considering the circumstances, the lesson has to be harsh.”

He couldn’t stop swallowing, and he thought about what she said, and she kissed his neck and wiggled the plug.

A while later the women left. They sauntered back to the house, arms around each other, kissing as they walked.

They entered the house.

Then, a short while after that, Shannon returned.

“How you doing, lover?”

“Uh…uh…” Roger swallowed, but couldn’t speak.

He had been fucked stupid, and not allowed to cum, and he couldn’t talk.

Shannon laughed, reached in front of him and taped a piece of paper on the wall.

He stared at it.

“A little reading material for you. A good lesson. Study hard.”

She wiggled his plug again, slapped his ass, and left.

The light was on and Roger stood and stared at the piece of paper.

He would be awake all night, tied up by the cock. If he tried to even doze off his body weight would sag, and his package would feel it, feel like it was being ripped off.

He read the words, and after a while he cried a little. And he read some more, because there was nothing else to do. And he staggered a bit and his cock was pulled and he forced himself awake…and read:

To be a master one must learn to serve.

END

A Note from the Author

Things are getting a bit hot for poor Roger. Should we continue? What else can Shannon ask of him? Come on down the rabbit hole, look for a sequel!
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THE classic of feminization.

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

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

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


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

The Long, Hot Feminization!


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

I was Feminized and Dominated!


Here are the first two chapters from…
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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!

[image: ]

Read it on kindle or paperback
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