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Author’s Note

Well, to start with, women are in control, and always have been.

And we only use one brain! And two boobs and a snatch.

Those poor guys, with their two heads, they just can’t figure it out.

Consider the case of Mia, who happened on a method for controlling men’s minds.

When she finds out what men really want, what they really, really want, she knows that she is going to have to help them get it..

But don’t believe me, read for yourself and see what happens when women realize they are the ones in control!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Mia stopped the car and looked up the driveway.

There were four tables, two to a side. On the left side were tools and gardening equipment and that sort of manly stuff.

The right side had dresses, racks of clothes, board games, and…stuff.

Mia sighed. She hadn’t found one good garage sale this morning, and this one looked pretty bad.

A rotund, old lady sat in a lawn chair just inside the garage. She was fanning herself with a ping pong paddle and a glass of lemonade was at her elbow on a box.

For a moment Mia considered just driving on. Just put the pedal to the metal and let the dust settle.

But, damn it, she well knew that one finds hidden gems in the most unlikely of places.

She rolled up the window, got out and locked the car, and sauntered up the driveway.

It was a beautiful morning. The sky was blue on one side, with towering clouds on the other side. There were four other people browsing the tables, and each moved along the tables on the right side.

She didn’t know tools, and had no idea how to move them on the net. Give her an expensive handbag, or good heels, or even jewelry, and she made money.

The first table had a few stacks of jean. Not much profit there. At the end of the table were a toaster, a crockpot, and various types of silverware and kitchen implements.

None of it looked good for a profit.

She sighed and moved on to the next table, and became aware of an oddity.

Men would look at the tool tables, and they might find a screwdriver or a gimcrack they liked, and they went to the old lady sitting in the chair. One such man passed Mia and approached the round lady.

“How much?”

“Five dollars for the screw driver. What’s that other thing?” She didn’t even know what the tools were.

“It’s an impact wrench.”

“How much is it worth?”

Mia was standing at a dress rack, feeling material, and she couldn’t believe it when the guy said, “Probably “$300 new.”

“How much did you want to pay for it.”

“$20.”

Now Mia was watching openly.

“So you was gonna make a big profit off me.”

“Uh…” he didn’t want to talk.

“Figured I didn’t know shit and you could take me to the cleaners.”

He said nothing.

“Right?”

“Pretty much,” he admitted.

“Okay. You can give me $300 and be happy about it.”

Mia’s mouth dropped open as the man opened his wallet and counted out the full amount.

“What about the screw driver?”

“$20 bucks and you’ll be glad.”

Another twenty passed between them. then the man held the screwdriver, which was just a rusty piece of junk, and the impact wrench, which wasn’t, and grinned. “Thanks. You’ve made my day.”

“I know. Have a big hard on, but don’t stroke it.”

“Okay!” and the man turned and made his way down the driveway. He was rubbing the front of his pants as he went.

Mia couldn’t help it. She had never seen anything like this. The old lady looked at her.

“How much for this leather jacket?”

It was a tailored lady’s jacket, and Mia knew it was expensive.

“Oh, I don’t know. Maybe $20.”

“Okay. Let me think about that while I look around.”

“Get a couple of things and we can dicker.”

Mia nodded and moved to the other side of the rack.

The round woman took a sip of lemonade and fanned herself with the ping pong paddle again.

Another man came up. “How much is the power drill?” He held up a tool that had seen better days.

“How much you think it’s worth?” she asked.

“New $15, this, maybe five.”

“You offering five?”

“Yes.”

“Okay.”

Mia stayed behind the rack. The old lady had bullied the first man into a high price, and he had gone for it. This man was more…honest. So she had been more reasonable. So why did the first man pay such an unreasonable price?

Two women came up and bought items. They paid fair prices, got a bit of a deal, but the old lady made some money, too.

Then another man. An old fellow with a wrinkly face and smelling of cheap cigars.

“How much you want for the drill set.”

The old lady grinned. “Hi, Seth. How much were you going to cheat me out of this time.”

“I figured a hundred bucks.”

“And the full price is?”

“Probably $280.”

“Probably?”

“Okay. That drill set goes for $284.95 at home Depot.”

“You’ll pay $300, and be awfully happy.”

He grinned, peeled some bills off a roll, and was, indeed, happy.

He walked away with the drill set under his arm, and his step looked downright jaunty.

As if he had actually come out on top of the exchange.

Mia couldn’t stand it any more. She stepped out from behind the rack.

“You still here?”

“I am, and I need to ask you a question.”

“Long as I don’t need to answer it.”

“I just watched you with those two men, the drill set and the impact wrench. They were going to cheat you, but you just asked them plain, and they spoke honest, and they paid more than they would have at the store.”

“And you want to know how come.”

“Please. If you’ve got some kind of secret, I would love to know what it is.”

“And how come?” A shrewd look crossed the fat lady’s face.

“I…I don’t rightly know. I mean, the world is a mean place sometimes, and…wouldn’t it be nice if people were honest with each other?”

“How’s your sex life?”

“What? What does that have to do with anything.”

“I’ve got a secret all right, guaranteed to work. But the biggest problem is that when women figure it out and use it, all they want to do is push men around.”

“How does making men pay more…” but she sort of understood the potential implications.

“Most women, they figure it out and go on a power trip. They make men do what they want, and it usually involves a lot of bizarre sex.”

“Hunh! Well, you don’t have to worry about that. I’m married.”

“Married can be the worst. I seen women with bottled up frustrations take it out on their husbands, and the things they do to them…” she shook her head and her jowls danced a jig.

“But there is a secret.”

“Sure. Easy one, too. But I don’t think you’re ready for it.”

Mia felt a profound sense of frustration. “But if I could…men need…” and she huffed in exasperation. “There’s got to be something I can do or say to convince you.”

“Nope. Maybe come back in a year or two. You’ll have aged, and…”

The old lady coughed. A dry, hacking cough, and she got a confused look in her eyes.

“You grow up a bit…” her voice was wheezing. She was having trouble speaking, and she suddenly placed a hand over her left, fat boob.

“Are you okay?” asked Mia, suddenly alarmed.

The old woman nodded, pointed at her lemonade. “Drink…drink…” her voice was hoarse and soft.

Quickly, Mia grabbed the lemonade and handed it to the old lady.

She was jerking in her chair now, coughing, and her eyes were fluttering upwards.

She knocked the glass out of Mia’s hand, and when she tried to lift herself out of the chair the thing broke. The old woman sat, splat, and fell back.

Mia rounded the accident and bent over the old lady.

The old lady was still coughing, holding her chest. She managed to wheeze out, “Heart…heart…”

Mia turned to where a couple were watching.

“911, please. Now.”

The man got out his phone and poked three numbers.

Mia leaned over the old lady and whispered to her, “It’s okay. We’ve sent for an ambulance. They’ll be here soon.”

But the round woman was done for. It was in her eyes. She gripped Mia’s wrist and whispered, “Take my earrings. Take them.”

“What?”

One, chubby hand reached up and grabbed an earring. She had trouble getting the post out of the lobe, and Mia had to help her.

“Other one…other one…”

Mia took the other earring out and held them in her hand.

The lady smiled. “Enjoy…that’s the secret. But if you enjoy…everybody must enjoy. That’s the secret.”

Her eyes rolled up, her back shuddered, causing her fat to jounce, then she lay still.

Dead.

A half hour later the old lady’s body was put into an ambulance. The people looking for garage sale deals were mostly gone, but there were a few lookie loos, mostly neighbors or passersby, who stood at the bottom of the driveway and stared.

Mia stood in the shade of the garage and felt a deep, deep sadness.

The old lady had been alive one moment, and dead the next. What an awful thing.

The cop who had been asking her questions moved on, and she looked back at the garage.

It was filled with old furniture, boxes, and stuff. Lots of stuff.

“We’re going to lock the house up, Ma’am.”

Mia nodded and stepped out of the garage. The young cop pulled the door down and locked a padlock on the outside. The inside of the house had already been checked out, and the doors were all locked.

Just like that, a life was over.

Mia headed for her car, the earrings in her hand.

She felt them, trinkets in her hand, and wondered at the old lady’s last words. ‘Enjoy. The secret is for everybody to enjoy.’

Didn’t seem like much of a secret.

She had parked her car just beyond a low hedge , and as she rounded the hedge she saw a cop writing out a ticket.

“No! No!” she yelped. She ran to the cop who raised an eyebrow at her and kept writing. “I was just talking to the cops over there. The old lady that died. I was a witness.”

“Sorry, ma’am. But you’re parked too close to the corner.”

“Oh, please. I just intended to be a minute, there’s no traffic, and…can’t you give me a break?”

“Sure.” He changed his mind so fast that Mia blinked.

He ripped up the ticket. “Sorry for the inconvenience, ma’am.” He walked away.

Mia stared with open mouth. She had never talked her way out of a ticket before! And the way he changed his mind, it was like the way those guys at the yard sale had…had paid too much…had…

Slowly, Mia looked down at her hand. She opened her hand.

There lay the earrings.

“Jack?”

“Back here!” he yelled from the computer room.

She headed back to the little room where Jack conducted his business.

They both lived off the internet, but they had separate rooms.

Jack bought items that were being discontinued and stored them in the garage, and sold them months, or even years, later. His little computer room was in the garage, and he spent most of his time out there.

She, on the other hand, worked in a little room that had once been a miniature sort of sun room. She bought stuff and resold it on Ebay.

Each of them made a little money, and between the two of them they were more than comfortable.

As she entered Jack’s garage hang out he powered down the computer. “How’s my little sex pot?” he asked. He stood up and kissed her and snuck a hand onto her boob.

“Jack, my little horn dog. Keep your hands off me.”

He took his hands off, and Mia instantly felt guilty. After all, maybe he was a horn dog, but it was affection.

“Okay. Go ahead.”

He grinned and put his hands on her. All over her.

“Heysoos!” she muttered. “Okay. Enough.”

He almost jumped backwards, he took his hands off her that fast.

The light clicked on in Mia’s head.

The earrings.

Could it be?

She had thought about them all the way home, but she hadn’t put them on. They had been in the old lady’s ears, and she wanted to clean them first.

But if it really was the earrings, then they sure worked.

“Were you working just now?” She was just trying to change the intent here, to back away from his obsession. She was shocked by what he said.

“No. I was watching porn and playing with myself.”

He blinked. He suddenly realized what he had said.

And so did Mia.

Beating off? To porn?

Here was a conundrum to be solved.

“Do you jack off to porn often?”

A panicked look came over his face. “Every day. Especially when you leave for a while.”

Now Mia was dazed. This much information, so baldly. But she had to keep going.

“Don’t I satisfy you?”

“You don’t want to do it enough.”

“But we do it…” she stopped. They did it two or three times a week, enough for her, but now she knew, for sure, that it wasn’t enough for him.

What was worse was that Jack was getting flustered. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean…I shouldn’t have…”

“Jack. It’s all right.”

He settled down right away.

For a long moment Mia considered the situation. The only thing she knew for sure was that she needed to sort this out.

“Jack. Go back to work.”

“Okay.” He turned and sat down in front of the computer.

Mia started for the door, then stopped and turned back to him. “And, Jack?”

“Yes?”

“If you play with yourself…don’t cum.”

He blinked, and she could almost feel his mind stuttering.

“It’s okay, Jack. Just don’t squirt. Okay?”

He nodded, and looked totally confused.

Mia headed back into the house.

Mia sat at her vanity table and stared at the earrings. They lay on the table. They were not the prettiest earrings she had ever seen. One was a dull gold and the other a. tarnished silver.  They were three shapes interlocked, a triangle, a square and a circle.

Hmmm. Universal shapes.

She scratched one with a fingernail. Nothing happened.

But what did she expect to happen?

She picked up one earring and examined it closely. Nothing special.

She took it into the bathroom and washed it with soap and water. No change in the dullness. The base of the post lost a minuscule bit of dirt.

Mia liked jewelry, and she had a few pieces. She also had some cleaner. She carefully put cleaner on the earrings and polished them. Still a dull luster.

She sighed, she had been stalling, time to put them on.

She had been wearing a beautiful set of little diamond dangles. She took them off, then turned her head slightly and put the post of the gold one to her ear. She pushed, then twisted a little locking wheel.

She looked at it and frowned. She felt a little silly. What was she expecting?

But she had seen the men suddenly act differently at the old ladies garage sale.

She picked up the silver one and experienced a bout of dizziness. And…sounds. Like listening to a seashell. The dull, far away murmur of the waves.

But she knew those weren’t waves.

But she didn’t know, didn’t understand.

She raised the silver earring to her other ear and when it touched her ear it felt like her chair had been pushed across the room. All her senses reeled.

What the fuck?

She lowered the earring.

She came back to herself. She was not across the room, she was sitting in her chair at her vanity table.

And she was shaking. She gulped and forced herself to calm down. Now she was afraid.

She stood up and headed for the computer room. She powered up and went surfing.

‘Magical earrings.’

‘Gold and silver earrings.’

‘Earrings make me dizzy.’

Mostly all she got was ads for beautiful earrings.

On ‘Earrings make me dizzy,’ however, she got this from google…

If you have no underlying health conditions, fainting during a piercing or tattoo is usually caused by something called Vasovagal or 'reflex' Syncope. This is a reflex reaction to trauma, pain, or any other distress, and is responsible for over 50% of fainting episodes!

And the conclusion was that she was frightened of needles.

But what she had experienced wasn’t fright of needles. Besides, she’d been to a dentist, and she had no fear of needles at all. She didn’t like them, but that was a druther, not a fear.

She walked back to her vanity table and sat down.

Okay. The old lady had worn these.

Of course the old lady was dead.

But that was her heart, more than likely, not earrings.

Besides, how could an earring, a set of earrings, hurt her?

Now determined, she lifted the silver earring and experimentally touched it to her ear.

Zhhhhh! She felt like she was sliding backwards. Or the room in front of her was telescoping.

She held the earrings in contact with her lobe and heard the sound of…not waves…but like waves…

She lowered the earring and everything returned to normal.

Well fuck, she thought.

She pushed the post through the lobe.

The room rushed, the sounds blurred, then sharpened, and when she turned the little wheel and there was a clicking sound. Small but loud, and she was six feet behind her head.

But she couldn’t see her head, not the rear, but…it felt like she was six feet behind her head.

She felt a trifle dazed, but things were still happening.

The sound of the ocean, it grew louder, then it receded and became…voices?

Yes! She heard voices!

As she sat there, the voices resolved even more, then one seemed to become sharper and more defined.

Unh! Unh! Unh! Why can’t I…why?

She jerked as if she was spitting up.

Jack was trying to jack off.

By closing her eyes and an image formed. Him in his swivel, a woman on the computer screen, spanking her pussy, then squirting. Spanking her pussy, then squirting. Over and over. A loop.

And Jack’s hand like a blur, pounding away, seeking the relief that wouldn't come.

And why wouldn’t it come? Because she had told him not to, and that was when the earrings were in her pocket.

She gave him a mental command. Stop masturbating!

He didn’t, and she realized he couldn’t. He was locked into an endless loop himself.

She wondered at that. The woman on the screen was in a loop. Was Jack responding to that? Or was he somehow caught in a loop because of what she had told him?

But she hadn’t told him anything, she had just made it okay for him to masturbate, and told him not to cum.

She giggled.

He was so funny, sitting in his chair, slightly bent, crazed and desperate.

She stood up and headed for the garage, but it was difficult. Now she knew why the old woman was so fat. Walking when you were six feet behind your head was weird.

She lifted her feet needlessly when she came to a step. She turned into the wall six feet before a door.

She almost broke a lamp and got tangled in some curtains.

Fuck!

And all the time she heard Jack, grunting and wheezing and even thinking.

Come on…come on…do it!

And that complicated matters because it caused her to laugh. It distracted her from the simple act of walking.

She made it to the door that led into the garage, however, and estimated her position by holding on to the wall.

“Unh…unh…Come on!” His voice spoke in time with the voice in her mind, and it was confusing. It was like slightly off stereophonic sound.

“Jack.”

She mumbled, being a little out of synch with everything, but he heard her. He froze.

“Put it away and get back to work.”

Immediately she felt relief in Jack’s mind.

And in her own.

Now that was interesting. Jack was her hubby, but if he got twisted then she felt the effects. Best make sure he stayed calm. She didn’t want to experience that…that confusion. That sexual obsession.

And now she could walk almost normal.

But, the weird thing, she missed it. She missed his sexual ardor.

It was for some skank on a screen, but with the sensations fading she realized that her pussy was warm.

His turn on had also been her turn on!

“Oh, man. This was something to look into!

But, first, she had to relax a little, maybe do some more research. So she headed back to the computer room and went searching.

And found stuff.

It took a while, a lot of blundering, but it turned out that gold and silver were very conductive. Gold especially.

Which was interesting, but so what, except that it led her to an oddity. On Google she found…

A metallic filling in a tooth, reacting just-so with saliva, can act as a semiconductor to detect the audio signal. The speaker in this case could be anything that vibrates enough within the mouth to produce noise, such as bridgework or maybe a loose filling.

The earrings weren’t in her mouth, but they were picking up something, something much finer than radio waves. They were picking up ‘thought’ waves.

It seemed strange, and there were things she didn’t understand, but…it made sense in a strange sort of way.

The earrings were somehow picking up thoughts, and her brain was receiving them.

She didn’t have saliva, as in her mouth, but the brain had to have lots of juices, maybe just blood. But, whatever.

The fact was she had a theory for what was happening, and it afforded her some relief. And that was good.

She didn’t want to be subject to some mysterious phenomena and think it was just ‘witchcraft’ or something.

But now came the question…what to do with it?

First things first, she had to handle Jack.

He was working, and diligently, but he had left her with a warmth in her pussy.

Now she needed relief of another kind.

She thought: JACK!

No response. It wasn’t as if he ignored her, he just didn’t hear her.

So there were limits. She couldn’t just think at somebody, she had to physically talk to them.

Okay. Physical it was.

She walked out to the garage, this time fairly in control. She still had to put out her hand to make sure where she was in relation to her body, or where her body was in relation to her, but she made it.

“Jack?”

The sound of him rising, then he popped his head out. His face was red. He had been caught masturbating, after all, stroking his cock like a horny teenager, and he was humiliated.

“Yes?”

“Come on. I need some.”

She could feel the humiliation fade, be reduced by horniness. Now that was the Jack she knew.

She walked, and he leaped across the garage and trailed her.

She went back to the bedroom and began undressing.

Jack stood, confused, and she said, “Well? Get undressed, honey.”

He smiled and stripped.

But now she had another thought.

He was horny, but he hadn’t made any overt move without her telling him.

Had she replaced his mind with her own?

“Jack, how you doing?”

She was unfastening her bra. Jack was standing on one foot, half in and half out of his pants. He froze, maintained balance, and answered. “I’m fine.”

But she could feel something in his mind.

“What is it?”

“What?”

“What’s that little thought back there?”

“Oh, uh…I don’t know.”

And he didn’t. She saw then that there were layers to the mind. Sex was on top, but other things were hidden underneath. She frowned.

Should she dig it out?

In the end, she thought not. And the reason she reached this conclusion was interesting. It was because of ‘Forbidden Planet.’

Forbidden Planet, one of the greatest of the sci fi movies of all time, in spite of its dated effects, dealt with ‘monsters of the Id. The idea being that within every person, under the layers of cultured society, underneath civilized behavior, was a monster of savage proportion.

If she went digging into Jack’s psyche would she find a ‘Monster of the Id?’

So she let him have whatever little ‘secret’ he had, and hoped it would come out naturally and she would be able to observe it.

Right then, however, she had other interests.

Jack was still standing on one leg, watching her, half undressed, waiting to be commanded.

She giggled. “Come on, Jack.”

Jack grinned and finished stripping his clothes off. He hopped into bed and waited, laying in odalisque fashion, one arm supporting his head and his pecker sticking out happily.

And he was happy. Supremely happy.

Mia smiled at him, tossed her bra on the hamper, and took off her panties.

She felt Jack gasp inside his mind. A primeval grunt of appreciation, and that made her feel good.

She climbed onto the bed and Jack grabbed her and spun her over.

“Whoa!” she grinned.

He stopped.

Oh, shit!

“I didn’t mean ‘whoa’ like stop. I mean ‘whoa’ that’s fun.”

Jack grinned and whoa-ed her again. Then he was between her legs, edging up, pushing forward, his dick searching for her pussy.

“Hey! A little foreplay?”

He immediately went into foreplay mode. He loved her like a professional. He fondled her breasts and sucked her nipples. He kissed her passionately.

Ah, that’s more like it, she thought.

Then she had another thought. Jack wasn’t fond of cunnilingus. She was. So she had been deprived of this one joy for their whole marriage.

“Jack,” she whispered. “Eat me.”

He slithered down her body and began lapping. He ran his tongue up and down her slit, opened her up, nibbled on her clit, and Mia had an orgasm.

Oh, fuck! she thought. What the fuck!

It was the best orgasm she had had in a l-o-o-ong while. It went on and on, and suddenly she was done.

She was finished.

Jack, however, was not.

“Okay, Jack, get in me and squirt.”

Jack leaped up her body, jammed his weenie into her, and pumped. Fifteen seconds later he spewed.

Mia was stunned. She had never had a man go off in her so fast! He was like a jack rabbit.

He lay on her and panted and whispered, “Oh, that was good.”

That was good? The ten second special was good?

And Mia realized a simple but profound truth about men. They are out of control. They’ll fuck anything and cum as fast as they can. That was just the nature of the beast.

“Okay, Jack,” she said. “Off.”

He leaped off her, sat on the edge of the bed and started masturbating.

Mia stared and her jaw dropped.

“Jack? What are you doing?”

“Unh…unh…unh…you said…unh…to…unh…unh…jack off…unh…”

It was too much. Mia broke into hysterical giggles. Laughing hysterically as Jack pounded on his pud, she managed to say, “Jack! I was telling you to get off of me, not to jack off.”

He stopped, looked bewildered, and turned to her. “Oh.”

“Go shower and get dressed, Jack. Go back to work.”

“Okay.” He stood up and crossed the room to the bathroom.

She watched his tight butt, and she thought about what had happened.

She had controlled their love making, and it had been fabulous. She had finally gotten what she wanted, and Jack…what did he want?

Curious, she focused on Jack’s mind. His mind wasn’t strong, like when he had been pumping his meat, but she could feel it.

And he wasn’t happy.

He wasn’t happy? After screwing her? What the fuck?

That was like a slap in the face! How could he not be happy.

Now she was unhappy. They were connected, and while she was dominant, she was affected by him.

She sighed and sat up, and a big globe of sperm oozed out of her hole.

Oh, fuck. She hated that. She hated the aftermath, the mess, the goo that she had to put up with until she washed, or put on a panty liner if she was unable to wash.

She picked up his tee shirt and pressed it against her pussy. The thin material blotted, and she waited.

Jack in the shower. Unhappy.

Making her unhappy.

And she remembered what the old lady had said. ‘Enjoy…that’s the secret. But if you enjoy…everybody must enjoy. That’s the secret.’

But how do you enjoy when you’re not happy?

She was enjoying sex, but that was when it happened. But now Jack being unhappy, having to deal with the disgusting mess running out of her…how could she enjoy?

She sighed, and waited for Jack to finish, and that’s when it hit her.

Oh, my God!

And she waited for Jack to get out of the shower.


Part Two

Jack was confused, but not unhappy.

He was confused because he had admitted jacking off to Mia. Also, whenever she said something he jumped to do it.

Usually he had his own mind, his own time for doing things, but…what was wrong with him?

As for squirting, he was pleased with that. He liked squirting. Squirting was good.

But, as with all men, he had a bit of downtime after spewing his seed.

Hey, it was over. Time to look around for the next…whatever.

He was empty, and the excitement was gone.

He stepped out of the shower, in charge of his own mind for a few minutes, and toweled himself off.

Dry, he walked into the bedroom and stopped.

“Hello, Jack.”

“Uh…”

She was sitting on the bed, naked, his shirt between her legs. He hated when she did that. He would have worn the shirt again, but…oh, well. Women were women.

Mia listened to him think. It was a downer.

He had only mild appreciation for her, and he wanted to get into the garage and get to work.

“Jack, do you like sex?”

“Well, of course!” The question sort of flabbergasted him.

Mia nodded, she seemed to be deep in thought. He wanted to leave, but there was something about her that was keeping him here.

“I noticed that you aren’t as affectionate after sex.”

“I don’t mean to be.”

She saw that as a truth.

“Would you be affectionate if I didn’t let you cum?”

He blinked.

And Mia blinked. She felt it, deep inside him, a charge of pleasure.

He tried to answer with a big ‘no!’ But his mouth wouldn’t seem to work.

She saw him trying to lie, and was amazed.

Deep inside, Jack didn’t want to cum.

She had figured this out, and was edging around it, but she didn’t have to. It was right there.

Jack enjoyed not cumming more than he enjoyed cumming.

It was obvious why.

When he came the sex was over. He wanted sex. He didn’t want it to end, and cumming ended it.

“Well, Jack, thanks for telling me that. By the way, you may masturbate as often as you like. But you may not cum.”

BING!

The pleasure node inside him skyrocketed.

Denial. Jack loves denial. Denial lets him have sex longer, and the longer he had sex the more intense it became.

“But…but…” God, he was really trying to lie now. He wanted to scream that he wanted to cum, but he couldn’t.

At heart, he didn’t want to.

“You can go back to work now.”

Jack nodded, was even more confused, and he started to leave.

“Did you want to get dressed first?”

He looked down. He was naked. He was going to just walk out to the garage and…and be naked.

That was really confusing.

“Oh, okay.”

A puzzled look on his face he got dressed.

The whole time Mia watched him, a wry sort of a smile on her face.

Mia felt good. The way Jack had responded, the way his pleasure centers had opened up under her questioning, this made her feel good.

She didn’t feel good enough for more sex, she had just had a real banger, but when she got dressed she put on her sexiest clothes.

A pale, purple thong that really rubbed her brown button. A matching half bra that showed her nips and really made her breasts bulge.

She chose a deeper purple blouse, one which dipped a bit and let her bulging breasts be appreciated. A skirt, black, sheer nylons and classic, black, high heels.

Her red toenails showed through the front of the open toed shoes.

She sat down at the vanity and made herself up.

When she was done her eyes were scintillating, her lips ‘blow job’ red, and she combed her hair so that the earrings were partially on display.

A part of her appreciated them as works of beauty, but not because they were beautiful. Because they did beautiful things.

They allowed her to look into the minds of men, to control men.

She walked to the garage and peeked in on Jack.

Sated, ready to live his normal life until his juices were renewed, he was working on his computer.

“Jack?”

He looked at her and…SPROING!

Boner time.

She smiled inside. He might be hidden under his desk, but he couldn’t hide what was in his mind.

“How do I look?”

“Oh, wow! You want to go to bed?”

Crude, but complimentary. She smiled. “I’m going to…” she paused. Why should she tell him what she was going to do?

She had planned to go to a bar and observe men, but he wouldn’t understand that.

In his one track mind another man, any other man, would be a threat to him, especially with her going out the way she was looking.

She came up with a devious response to his question.

“Thanks, honey, but I was going to go to a bar and…would you mind if I got laid?”

“What? Not by…you’re going…”

Oh, that confusion. Very deep, very real. Yet, there was pleasure in him. It was a sexual thought, and he loved sex, and the idea of being denied was emphasized, along with the idea of her laying on her back and groaning as some other man pumped her.

She was a little surprised, but, being close to his lust, she suddenly felt her pussy heat up.

My, God! she thought. I’m going to explode!

And, he not only wouldn’t mind if I got laid, it’s pumping up his sexual desire!

“You wouldn’t mind it,” she said, wonder in her voice.

“Yes! I would!”

“Is that why you’ve got such a big boner?”

He looked guiltily at his crotch. He looked back up at her.

“That’s…I was…I…”

“Honey, let’s get this straight between us. I’m going to a bar. I might meet somebody I want to fuck. And I know that’s causing you to get horny.”

Jack looked desperate, but the pleasure was flaring in him so hard, and Mia felt a bit perverse as she fanned that pleasure, feeling it blow back on herself.

“It’s causing me to feel a bit moist down there, Jack, the idea of letting some other man jam his cock into my cunt.”

She spoke deliberately, and the effect of her crude words was to make Jack harder and harder.

“Honey, I don’t…”

He wanted to say he didn’t want here to, but he couldn’t. There was just something about Mia’s presence that stopped him.

“So while I’m gone I want you to think about that. And I want you to watch lots of porn.”

As she spoke his pleasure went bigger and bigger. His mind was almost overwhelmed with his hidden desires being laid out.

“Watch lots of porn, but don’t cum. And when I get back, maybe with a pussy full of another man’s gism, remember one thing…one aren’t going to get to squirt.”

“Ah…ah…” He sounded like he was gargling frogs as she turned and walked out.

He was frozen, unable to think, to move. He was only able to feel a vast pleasure whelming him.

He heard the click of Mia’s high heels, then the car door slam.

Then he pulled his pants down, got his weenie out, and turned to his computer. In a moment he was stroking, grunting, and trying to cum.

But he hadn’t been given permission.

Mia drove through town. Her pussy was on fire. It was wet, and she was so heated up she thought steam might rise up at any second.

Jack didn’t want to cum.

Jack got off on the idea of somebody else screwing her.

What else was Jack hiding? What other dirty little fantasies occupied his egg shell mind?

She out along the river. Out past the park there was a bar, and it was supposed to be a very dirty place.

Bikers hung out there, and construction workers, and other rough and ready men.

She had heard of the place for many years, along with warnings to stay away from it.

She didn’t have to worry about staying now, not with the earrings on.

Now the men had to worry.

She passed the park and saw the neon lights through the trees.

Big red neon, blinking, announcing, ‘Parker’s Place.’

She wondered who Parker was, or had been, or if there ever had been.

She rounded some trees and saw a gravel parking lot.

There were a dozen big motorcycles in the lot, a half a dozen cars, and a big rig.

Behind the parking lot was Parker’s Place.

It wasn’t much more than a large shack. Neon beer signs in the windows. Red, blinking, Coors, Bud, Miller, and so on.

This wasn’t much of a craft beer joint. instead of craft beers Mia had heard that they served hard liquor.

Fine with her.

She pulled up in front of the bar, got out and straightened her skirt.

She checked her lipstick, saw her earrings and smiled, and walked up the steps to the bar.

The bar was dark inside, as bars usually are.

There was a long bar on the left with half a dozen bikers on stools, huddling over their beers.

There were a half a dozen booths on the right, and three of them were filled. One had bikers, one had construction workers, and one had two rough looking gents with two good looking babes.

At the end of the bar was a pool table, and two guys and two girls were playing.

The music was Barricuda…

If the real thing don't do the trick, no

You better make up something quick

Then the growling ‘Barricuda!’

She walked up to the bar, the left end, away form the bikers, and sat down.

The looks began, and she heard voices in her mind.

‘Look at that bitch!’

‘Nice tits.’

‘Like a piece of that…’

She smiled lightly. Men’s minds were so simple.

“What can I get ya?”

The barkeep was middle-aged, a cigarette dangling from his thin lips. His balding hair combed straight back.

“Tequila. No charge.”

“Yep.”

He poured her a shot, then wanted to stand there and gawk at her.

“Better get back to your other customers.”

“But…but I…”

But he had been dismissed. He wandered down towards the bikers, walking with a surly set to his shoulders.

He had been dismissed.

She sipped the tequila. God, that was good! And it was a weird high. Almost like marijuana, but lighter and more potent at the same time.

She placed the glass down and turned and put her elbows on the bar.

More men looking at her, their pants filling with desire.

Girls getting pissed off. they didn’t like the competition.

And, as she expected, a big biker strolled down the bar towards her.

“Hey, mama. Buy you a drink?”

“Drinks are free, Mr…?”

“Call me Buster. Free drinks, eh? I doubt if Henry will go for that.” He nodded towards the bartender who was watching her from the other end of the bar and licking his lips.

“You’d be surprised,” she murmured. Then: “Tell me, Buster, what do you want.”

Buster turned and waved a finger at Henry. The barman started to move, and Buster turned back.

Mia was shocked at the look on his face. He was red and sweating. His lips were clamped and his eyes were now moist.

“Buster? What do you want?”

“I…I…you don’t…I…”

“You have to tell me, Buster.”

She saw it even as he spoke. It was a moment of unbelievable condor, especially for a rough, tough biker.

“I want…I want to be…”

“Yes?” she encouraged him to tell him what she had already seen.

“…to be a…girl.”

“Okay. I want you to relax now.”

But he couldn’t.

So she said, “Relax, and forget that you told me your secret.”

He sighed and his face relaxed and things were once again good in Mudville.

The drinks arrived and Mia watched as Buster knocked one back.

“Drink mine, too.”

“Thanks.” He tossed the second drink down his throat.

Henry was standing, staring at her. “That’s free, Henry. Now stop loitering around me. You can stared as much as you want, I don’t even care if you play with yourself, as long as you don’t cum.”

Oh, she was feeling perverse. But she knew that before the night was over all the guys in the bar were going to be playing with themselves…and not squirting.

She turned to Buster. “I’m done with you for now. Why don’t you go back to your friends. Send somebody else to me. Tell one of them that I want to see them.”

“Oh, okay.”

She felt his disappointment as he went back down the bar. When he arrived at his group he was questioned, but he simply shook his head and pointed at one of the fellows. The fellow grinned and headed for Mia.

“Hey, little lady. I’m George of the Jungle.”

She smiled. These big boys were little boys with big names made out of little names.

“Well, George of the Jungle, tell me your darkest secret.”

It popped into his mind, but like Buster, he didn’t want to speak.

And it surprised Mia.

He wanted to wear dresses. And lingerie. He had a mental image of himself with no beard, his lips full and red, his hair long and luscious.

He was a gross, beer swilling grease ball, but he had his dreams, his fantasies, his innermost thoughts.

She sent him back.

One by one she went through the bikers and the other rough fellows in the bar. She ignored the girls, and even told the guys to keep the girls away from her.

And almost every one had a hidden fantasy of being dressed up, feminized, and even bent over.

Rough, tough bikers wanted a poke in the ass.

They weren’t fairies, or anything like that. They were rough men. They rode their big toys and got in fights and…and wanted to be better. They wanted to be finer skinned, made up, appreciated for something other than what they were.

So she knew, and she worked them so they were okay with her knowing, or simply forgot about it.

The unfortunate side effect of all this, however, was that Mia was getting unbelievably horny.

The men were revealing a sexual side of them, and their pleasure was mirrored in Mia’s mind.

Their groins were hot when they left her, and so was hers.

They wanted to poke something, anything…for they were simply men.

But that made her want to get poked. By anybody. For she was feeling the desperation of their driven souls.

She sat at the bar, very high, and stared into a drink.

God, she wanted it. She needed it.

She looked over the bar and thought, I want the horniest one.

She wasn’t able to impose her thoughts on men, but…but this one time, maybe it was the drinks freeing something up inside her, but…one of the bikers headed for her.

He was big, six foot six, and that put him fifteen inches taller than her.

And he was round. He had a belly bigger than a barrel.

And a beard that went town to the nipples of his gynecomastia chest.

His belly was round like a Buddha’s, but bigger.

He wore stompin’ boots and as he got closer she could smell the grease on him.

And it was exactly what she wanted.

Talk about hidden desires.

She was a good girl, lived in suburbia and drove a nice car. Her husband bought her flowers on their anniversary and she had polite friends who she sipped wine coolers with.

Then there was this fellow, called ‘Choo Choo.’

“Hey, babe?”

Oddly, he was one of the few who didn’t have the ‘little girl’ fantasy.

He was borderline psychopathic, loved to fight just so he could draw blood, and he was horny.

Maybe it was not having the girly fantasy, maybe it was just that he was almost psycho, but he was the horniest.

Mia looked up at him. In her mind the pleasure rocked.

He was atavistic. Like a gorilla. A monster with no couths.

And he had a big bulge in his ants. A hu-u-uge bulge.

“Hi, Choo Choo, are you ready to plow me?”

His big teeth, surprisingly white in his black beard, showed.

She reached down and felt him.

Yep. Big. Real big.

He waited. He might be a moron, like other men, but he was under her sway.

“Okay, Choo Choo, where do you want to do it?”

“Right here.” He grinned wider.

She laughed. “No. I think we might find a more secluded spot.”

“How about the back?”

She misunderstood. She thought there had to be a back room, maybe a store room, and that was fine.

But he just met ‘back.’

She stood up and walked down the bar, towards the pool table. The bikers went silent, except for appreciative gulps, as she passed.

She stepped into the pool table area and looked around. There was no back room door.

She turned to Choo Choo and opened her mouth.

He spun her around, and pushed her over the pool table.

He had moved so fast that she had lost her breath. She was going to yell ‘NO!’ But she couldn’t.

Then he pulled up her black dress and ripped her black thongs off.

She was laid out, like meat, her pussy out for all to see, her big breasts flattened on the pool table.

She took in air to yell ‘NO!’ but Choo Choo rammed forward and Mia stopped thinking.

This was what she wanted. This was her secret  fantasy. To be bent over and plowed mercilessly, without regard for feelings or sensitivity.

Choo Choo grunted, and the bikers and others gathered around to watch the fun.

“Oh, yes,” wheezed out of Mia.

And when Choo Choo was done another biker took his place.

And Mia loved it.

The only thing she didn’t love was the confusion in her mind.

Her husband wanted to be a girl. He wanted her to take him and feminize him. And if she did that…how would she ever get him, or any man, to brutalize her like Choo Choo and his crowd  was doing?

Well, that was a problem for another day. Right now she had to put all that stuff out of her mind and enjoy her own secret pleasures.

An hour later, a bit sore, pumped full of baby batter, Mia called a halt to the festivities. She gave Choo Choo a big kiss, then walked, bowlegged and dripping, out of the bar.

Everybody cheered and she stopped and waved from the door.

She was a mess.

Her blouse was ripped, her skirt was crooked, her nylons had runs in them. Her hair was messed and her make up was smeared.

But she was happy.

And not the false happy of Jack after he came and had no more sexual drive.

She sat in the car and a mess poured out of her on the seat.

God, How many of them had cum in her?

She had lost count and didn’t care. She was just already looking forward to another time. Give a week or so and maybe she’d head back, or find another place.

She pulled into the driveway and felt Jack at once.

Unh!…Unh!…Unh!…

He’d been stroking himself this whole time?

She got out of the car and ran, her heels clicking and her legs awash with semen, into the garage.

“Oh, Jack. Stop!”

He stopped. His penis was raw and his balls were swollen. His face looked unhappy, but he had this explosion of happiness within. He was in the middle of sex, and he loved it.

“Hi, honey…” he stared at her. He took in her sloppy condition.

He said nothing, but she felt him wanting to say ‘no!’ but underneath that, bigger and brighter than ever, was a horniness unbelievable.

She sighed.

“Come on, Jack. Let’s go to bed.”

Then she saw another of his little fantasies.

“And, yes. You may clean me up.”

He still hadn’t come to grips with his latest urge.

“Yes. You can use your tongue.”

Then he was happy.

Jack was up early, and he was a besotted fool. He got dressed, then stood there and watched Mia sleeping.

Finally, she felt him. She was so connected to him now, by the earrings, that she easily felt the weight of his eyeballs on her.

She groaned and put a forearm over her eyes. “Go to work, Jack. And don’t bother playing with yourself.”

She didn’t want to feel him for a while.

She lay abed for a while, but finally got up and got dressed.

She was sore that day. Her pussy felt like somebody had sandpapered it. But she felt a supreme happiness inside.

She felt content. Satisfied.

And she realized: First time in my life.

But what was she going to do about Jack?

She could sate her desires anytime. Just head for the nearest biker bar and have at.

But she didn’t really want to screw Jack anymore. He was too soft, too pink, too gentle.

Sure, the bikers had the same fantasies, but they hid it with their rough ways, their brutal fucking, their show of being manly men.

Jack didn’t have that. All he had was the fantasy.

Then Mia remembered what the old lady had said. ‘Enjoy…that’s the secret. But if you enjoy…everybody must enjoy. That’s the secret.’

So she could enjoy, she could partake of her atavistic impulses, but she would have to let Jack enjoy his impulses.

And, realizing that, she smiled.

Jack was working at his computer.

“Jack?”

He immediately stood up and went to Mia.

She was sitting at the kitchen table, a bottle of bourbon and a bottle of Coke in front of her. It was good bourbon. Whistlepig, and she poured half a glass with it. She added Coke, pushed it to Jack’s side of the table and motioned him to drink.

He was silent, attending her, dependent upon her. Yesterday he had been a man, with soft fantasies. Now he was not. Now his fantasies had come out. He had seen them, and so had she.

“Yes, dear?” he managed to say.

“Jack, I know you want to be feminized.”

“No! No!”

“You can stop lying. I know, and I’m prepared to help you make that fantasy a reality.”

He shook his head and kept denying it, but Mia kept talking, and he finally understood the reality of his fantasy.

With Mia helping him, he finally gave in and admitted it.

Oh, his face was red, he was mortified, he was thinking in Braille, but…he admitted his fantasy.

Mia placed him at her vanity table and went to work. As she worked she watched his mind, helped him shift and change, helped him understand and accept what was happening.

She cleansed his face and put on primer.

He stared at his face.

He wasn’t a big man. He was about Mia’s size, but minus the boobs. Plus a healthy sized cock.

She wondered whether he wanted to make his cock smaller, but didn’t want to ask him that right now. Maybe later.

“We can get you some boobs, implants, down the road,” she said as she put on foundation, blush, and started on his eyes. “Aren’t you glad you wear your hair long?”

He guessed he was, and he tried not to feel so weird. this was, after all what he wanted.

She shaded his eyes a light grey, then penciled and mascara-ed him.

“You need fuller lips. The brighter the color the more full they’ll seem, but I’m going to use this plumper on you. Your lips will burn a little, then they’ll get bigger. Later, we can look into botox.”

Jack sat silently, watching the transformation. When his lips were complete, fully red and plump, he gasped.

His face was transformed. His cheekbones looked higher.

She brushed his hair and styled it.

“Okay, she said, standing back and inspecting him. Let’s talk lingerie and clothes.”

She had a bra that actually fit him. A little loose in the cups, but it had been too tight one her, so she was fine with letting him wear it.

She had some stretchy undies and he wore them, but he was so erect she knew she was going to have to find him something better.

Or…she was going to have to do something about his…she blinked.

“Jack. Boner down.”

He looked down at his cock and it started shrink, to deflate, to go limp.

She smiled. “Limper,” she said, and she took a piece of material and tied it around the head of his cock, pulled it between his legs, made a hole in the waistband of his panties and looped the material through it.

Perfect. There was no sign of his cock. He was flat, and she had even managed to push his balls up into his little body cavities. The pull of his cock kept them there.

“But…I’m horny?” He looked at her and there was alarm in his eyes.

“Go ahead and be horny, Jack. Get as horny as you can. I’ll let you know when you can get hard again.”

“Oh, Lord,” he whined.

Even though he wanted to be a woman he was scared of losing his cock.

Talk about not having your cake and not eating it, too.

She had him roll on some nylons, then put him in one of her summer dresses. The dress was pink with little frills and ruffles, and it fit almost perfectly.

Except his boobs didn’t really exist, and she could still see the crumpled up cups.

She rolled up a pair of nylons and loaded his bra.

There it was. Now he had curves. He needed a corset, and she would get him one, but for right now he was perfect.

“There you go, Jack,” she admired him.

“But…”

“But what?” She frowned. She had done everything in his fantasy. He was supposed to be enjoying, that was the secret. But…what now?

She touched her earrings and asked him, with a bit of pique, “What do you need, Jack. Is there more to your little fantasy?”

“Well, uh…”

And she saw it.

Her legs shook a little.

He wanted that?

But of course he did.

That was the culmination of fantasy. That was the proof of the pudding.

That was what he needed.

She took his hand and led him back to the bedroom.

“I’m not going to do this all the time, Jack,” she lectured him.

“I know,” he answered, caught between fear and fantasy.

He wanted to do this, but he was scared of it.

“Okay. Lean over the bed and pull your dress up and your panties down.”

He did, and he waited on trembling legs.

Mia got out the lube and spread his cheeks and ran her fingers around inside him.

Jack moaned. She could feel his pleasure, and it was making her hot. She was feeling his sexual delight, and she realized that maybe she would do this all the time.

She took out her vibrator. Now she was breathing fast, licking her lips.

Oh, Jack, she thought. You don’t know what this is doing to me!

She moved behind him, positioned the vibrator and turned it on.

Jack flattened out on the bed, clutched sheet with his hands, and moaned loudly.

Now Mia was pulsing in her pussy, feeling what Jack was feeling.

She pushed, and Jack arched his back.

She reamed him, thoroughly, and when he started to squirt their connection made her squirt, too. He wasn’t even inside her. He wasn’t doing anything to her snatch, but she felt it, she felt his pleasure, and the orgasm was magnificent.

Then she collapsed on his back and just breathed.

Oh, Jack, she thought. We’re going to have fun.

Jack just lay on the bed and sobbed with happiness.

END
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Sissy Ride: The Book

PART ONE

My name is Alex Trenton, and I didn’t mean for it to happen. In fact, even though I took the first step, I am not responsible. I am the victim here.

I was sitting at my computer, it was a Tuesday night. I had a bourbon and Coke I was sipping, and enjoying very greatly, and I was surfing porn.

I know, me bad, but Tanya, my wife, was at a convention for the week. I was all alone, and…and I was sitting there in my bathrobe, stroking my hog, getting all excited over the babes I was looking at.

Big breasts heaving, while some big-dicked stud plowed them.

Some cock tunneling between big breasts and shooting cream all over the delightful flesh.

Or, my favorite, big breasted woman on all fours, jerking back and forth, facing the camera so I could see those enormous hooters and those red, red lips.

Money shot after money shot, squirting over buttocks, boobs, gorgeous faces, and I was ready to shoot my own load.

DING! The box flashed up on my screen. I had a message.

I started to delete it and stopped. It was from…Mistress Mandy?

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

I didn’t recognize the name, but there was this little round picture of, get this, red lips, on the message.

I love red lips. And I know I shouldn’t have done it, you’re not supposed to open anything you don’t know on the web, I opened it.

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

I went over all the women I had met over the past few weeks.

There were women at work. There were women on the street and in stores. But who, what woman, would pick a guy out at random and stalk him?

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

But it was powerful, made me notice, made me not delete and block.

I typed:

Who is this?

I sat back, sipped a bit of bourbon, and wondered.

Was it Marsha? That secretary at the office? I had flirted with her, but she knew I was married.

Or maybe some clerk at the grocery store. Maybe some young thing bagged for me, and now wanted to…’bag’ me.

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

She knew my tastes? Maybe it was just a random porn advertisement, searching for a sucker.

No. There had been request for money. The internet always wants your money.

I typed:

What do you know about me?

I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’

DING!

I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style.

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf.

DING!

Watch this!

A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt.

I clicked on the link.

A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor.

Mommy Compilation part four!

Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known?

And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history.

And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source.

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do.

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away.

I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world.

I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up.

And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages.

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird.

But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock.

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high.

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

When I know that you are wearing that bra I will jill off.

that is my reward for helping you.

It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull.

I had never thought about being a woman.

But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it?

Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know?

I typed:

I’ll do it.

Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged:

HURRY!

Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship.

But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny.

I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it.

I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it.

I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat.

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched.

I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily.

Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something.

Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra.

It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight.

And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs.

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings?

I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor.

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger.

How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing?

I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off.

I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size.

I put them in my bra.

‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie.

I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling.

God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now.

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight.

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

Now I realized that I was into the game. Heysoos! What was happening to me? But I was too horny to stop.

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I got up and went back to the bedroom. I went through my wife’s closet. Blouses were so thin my bra would be too visible, the fakery would be too easily seen.

Sweaters were too tight. I was afraid I would stretch them out.

A jacket? I had visions of myself, stacked, showing cleavage through the open front. But, no.

Then I saw the dress.

Fuck! A dress? The Mystery Messenger had said a shirt, but I didn’t think she would complain if I put on a dress.

It was purple. Just a little loose at the neck. Stretchy. It wouldn’t get all pulled out of shape.

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

Oh, God! I thought I was going to cum right there! Then I realized something. I was dripping so much I was going to leave stains.

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

Damn! What would a woman do it she had a cock that was dripping…then I laughed. A hard bark. I was imagining really strange things.

Then I realized the solution.

Still holding my dress up I went to the hamper and pulled out undies. Panties. A match for the bra I had on.

I put the panties on, then opened a drawer under the sink and pulled out a Kotex.

I put it in the panties where my dick would drip, and pulled the panties up. I let my dress down.

‘My’ dress.

And realized I had gone too far. The Mystery Messenger, Mistress Mandy, ‘MM’ I would think of her from here on out, had only said a shirt. But now I had on a dress and panties. And…a Kotex.

Which thought made my dick surge so hard I was afraid I was going to cum in my panties.

Could the panty liner catch a load of sperm? I didn’t think so.

I quickly fumbled up the dress, reached into my panties and squeezed my cock. Hard. I waited, and slowly the urge to squirt faded.

Sighing, I went to the kitchen, poured another drink, then went back to the computer.

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

Nothing for a while. I started the Mommy Compilation video over again.

I watched those big breasts bounce and sway as men ground into women, and I felt…proud? Happy?

I had my own set of tits!

Whoever this MM was…she had called me rightly. There was something so horny and intoxicating about wearing woman’s clothes.

DING!

Lipstick.

My mind just sort of popped. The only thing that kept me from passing out was the fact that I was sedated by whiskey.

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

I didn’t sip now, I gulped. I needed the liquid courage.

Putting on lipstick? That would be like the final line to cross!

That was so far out there I didn’t think I could do it!

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

I could. Oh, my God, I could. I could see my lips, round and red and waiting to be kissed.

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I ran, actually ran, to the bedroom, to the back bathroom. I opened the medicine cabinet. Nothing there.

Then I realized I was drunk and not thinking. My wife wouldn’t leave her lipstick in the medicine cabinet, especially when she had a make up table.

I went to her table, and there, sitting to the side, all by itself, almost like it wanted to be noticed, was a thin, gold tube.

I sat down and opened the tube. It wasn’t the roll on stuff, but a little applicator.

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

One coat made them red. Two coats filled in the cracks. Three coats. I wanted this to be perfect.

They were. Beautiful, luscious red. A light metallic sheen to them. And they looked plumper. I looked at the tube.

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

Lip stain? A dull thought shot through me. What was the difference between lip stain and lipstick?

Still, nothing connected.

I stared in the mirror for a long time. My lips were larger, so that was what the plumper was. And I was so-o-o sexy.

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

I wasn’t big boned, but I could use a corset or something. Still, though I was a bit angular, I was so fucking turned on I couldn’t believe it.

I picked up my glass and took a sip. There was only the lightest trace of lipstick on the glass. It must have dried fast.

I went back to the computer room. I sashayed through the house. I sauntered through the rooms.

My chest swayed, and I tried to put some sway into my ass. And I got an idea. Heels.

I had often admired how my wife’s ass swayed when she wore heels.

I returned to the bedroom and searched my wife’s closet.

In the back, a pair of three inch stiletto heels. She never wore them anymore. They had open toes and a sling on the heel.

I put them on, and barely fit. My toes stretched the front strap, and the heel strap, but I managed to stand in them.

I was shaky, had to work to keep my balance, especially with all the liquor I had been drinking.

I stood for a long moment, just practicing standing, and I saw it. On the top shelf, in the back of the closet, was a box. My wife’s wig. She hadn’t worn it for ages. Had only bought it for one occasion, a bad hair cut.

I took the box down and opened it. A blonde wig. Long and curly.

I tried to remember how she had put it on, and fitted it to my head. It took a while, but I managed.

I walked out of the closet. Red lips, big tits, long hair, and my ass swaying like it was a hammock.

Fuck!

And my dick was pushing my panties out and spoiling the look of the dress.

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

I put on the lipstick, then I put on high heels.

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

I thought about this. In my addled state I wondered. Is jacking off at the same time cheating? Did I dare?

Of course I dare. I was drunk and horny and I needed to squirt in the worst possible way.

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

The idea of cuming together, separately, was erotic, and I lifted my dress out of the way and grabbed my cock.

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

I took a quick sip, prepared my message, and watched the digital clock on my computer.

The numbers changed. I sent the message, and began stroking.

Oh, God! It felt good, within ten seconds I was holding myself back.

I could imagine her, whoever she was, diddling her pussy. Maybe using a dildo, definitely a vibrator.

She would be playing with her tits, maybe even sucking a nipple.

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

Time passed, I was on the edge…on the edge…

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

Semen spurted across the room. A long rope of sticky, white fluid. My hips locked up and I couldn’t move, white heat filled my mind and everything got dim. I had never experienced such an explosive cum in my life!

Then it was done.

I sat for a minute, drained and not wanting to move, but I had to send a message.

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

I blinked It was like a lifeline had been cut. My whole world had been invested in that messaging. And now it was…over?

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

No response, and the message window disappeared. She had officially cut the line.

Stunned, satisfied, mystified, I knew I had to take pictures.

I reached into a drawer and took out my good camera. No stupid cell phone for this babe.

I put it on a tripod and set it up in the living room. I used the timer and took a series of pictures. I posed. I kissed at the lens. I flaunted my tits. I never felt so sexy.

And the nice thing, my bump was gone. My boner down, the dress was smooth and not showing any hint of my package.

And then, finally, it was over.

It was time to get undressed and be a man again.

Truth, after I had cum I was ready to change back. I guess that was a good thing. It meant that I just wanted the sex, I didn’t want to remain a woman. which shows how people can delude themselves.

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

I uploaded the pictures to my computer and put them in a file, and I hid the file.

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

Then I washed my glass out, odd, the lipstick stain, as light as it was, was very stubborn. Didn’t want to come off.

Then I washed a bunch of glasses. They were just sort of dusty, and I imagined myself a woman, just sitting around and doing housework.

Then I washed the cupboards off, cleaned a few more things, and realized the time.

It was two in the morning! And I had been prancing around like a woman for hours! Hunh! Maybe there was a part of me that did want to be a woman.

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

I went to the bedroom, thought about sleeping as a woman, then decided against it. I wasn’t that horny anymore, though I did have an inner buzz of excitement running through me.

I took off the wig and put it away. I took off the dress and hung it up. I took the water condoms out of the bra and put them in the sink. I didn’t pop them, I wanted to wear them again. I probably wouldn’t, but…I just left them in the sink.

I took off my panties, and the liner was soaked from the pre cum I had emitted earlier. I smiled at the thought of how much juice I had shot. God, what a night!

Finally, I looked in the mirror at my lipstick. Lip stain. My lips were still plump. This stuff really worked.

I decided to just hop into the shower and wash the stuff off.

I turned the water on hot, hopped in and soaped up.

I rubbed my lips, soaped them good, rubbed them some more, and grinned. I would be clean now.

I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and looked in the mirror.

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

I grabbed a washcloth and soaped it up and scrubbed my lips some more.

They stayed red. In fact, because of all the rubbing they were a little redder.

A little worried, I went back to the computer and powered up. I researched lip stain.

Long lasting than lipstick. It doesn’t just apply a color over the lips, it stains the skin.

My jaw dropped and I stared at the screen. The site I was on had dozens of red lips on it. Lips on women. Red lips where they should be. Not on a man.

What had I done?

I researched some more. Most stains came off within a day. I looked up the particular brand I had used. Three days. One day to lose most of the color, but three days to lose all the color.

Three days.

It was Wednesday night. That meant Thursday, Friday, and Tanya was due home on Saturday. Saturday afternoon.

Yes. It would work, though there might be a little redness left. but i could talk fast and cross my fingers…it was workable.

But, first, I was going to have to call in sick. I couldn’t be seen at work with lips like these.

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

I was dressing up in your clothes, my love. Why do you ask? I giggled.

I called up work and put on my best fake cough. It was pretty easy, and they bought it. Heck, in this day of COVID the slightest wheeze was an excuse to lock down and quarantine.

I called Tanya then.

“Hey, babe! How you doing?” she greeted me.

“I’m good, but I miss you!” At least I missed you until last night, and then I was a bad boy.

“Oh, I miss you, too. I can’t wait to feel your big dick in me.”

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

“I couldn’t help myself,” she giggled. I masturbated last night.”

What!? She never did such things. She was the original Miss Goody Two Shoes.

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

This talk was turning me on. And I was already turned on by having dressed up the night before, and by looking at my red, red lips this morning.

“Oh, I had a big bang. The kind that just sort of take your breath away and leave you dazed and confused.”

“Geez, hearing you talk like that has given me a boner. I’m going to have to jack off.”

“Don’t you dare! You save it for me! When I get home I’m going to jump your bone seven ways from go.”

“Oh, so you can beat off, but I can’t?”

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

“You’ve had your needs filled too often, and you’re going to get your needs really filled when I get home. So no jacking off!”

DING!

I stared at the computer screen. MM had sent me a message? Right while I was talking to my wife!

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

“Uh, yeah!” My mind was caught between two conversations, I was fumbling the ball.

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

“Yeah I can’t wait to fuck you,” I said.

“You sound kind of funny. Is everything all right?”

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

I said: “I’m just looking forward to making love to you.”

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

“You just said you were looking forward to making love, and then you asked ‘what.’ What’s going on?”

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

I tried to separate the conversations in my head. I pushed the MM aside in my mind, turned my swivel away from the screen, and said.

“Sorry honey, I just cut my finger. Paper cut.”

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah. No big deal. And I can’t wait to see you.”

DING!

I ignored the bell. “I’m going to go crazy on you.”

She giggled. “That sounds like fun. But can you handle a real woman?”

As opposed to a computer message woman? “Oh, yeah. I feel like real woman right now.” I blinked. Was there something revealing about what I had said?

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

I searched my mind. I didn’t want to read messages. Oh, yeah. I remembered the song. I hummed a bit of it.

Tanya sang: “Man, I feel like a woman.”

DING!

But now I was successfully in the groove. I put aside the thoughts of the constant messages and focused on my wife.

For a long minute we talked, and even talked dirty, to each other. then it was time to hang up.

DING! DING! DING!

Her last words were, “Well, take care of yourself. You do sound a little strange.”

“I’m fine. And I look forward to this weekend so much.”

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

I hung up, and I was aware that MM had opened up by calling me ‘lover,’ and that my wife had hung up calling me ‘lover.’

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

I’m playing with my pussy, it’s hot and wet for you.

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!
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