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Author’s Note

Everything is sales.

The government sells you on the idea of more taxes.

Car companies sell you on the idea that you really need that overpriced widget on the dashboard.

Men sell woman on the idea of having to clean and cook…and put out. (Hmm, that last one isn’t so bad!)

Everybody is trying to sell something.

And we buy it.

But can a person be so overloaded that they think they have to buy a new sex?

Hmm.

Maybe.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I don’t know what to do!” Jim’s voice was low and miserable. His handsome face was in his hands. He looked up at Lia, “We can’t live off your salary!”

Lia sat opposite Jim at the kitchen table. The bills were laid out before them, and facts were simple: now that Jim had lost his job he couldn’t support them, and the burden fell on Lia.

Lia was a babe. The love of Jim’s life, she stared at the bills. She was wearing a thin robe and her nipples poked through the material Her white teeth nibbled at her red lips, and her blue eyes showed her worry.

When Jim was making his good salary they were doing well. They hadn’t over spent or anything, but now that his job had gone away, a victim to the downsizing of industry in the country because of Covid, they were going to be hurting.

“Jim, don’t worry. We’ll make it through this.”

But Jim was worried, and for good reason. His job had been unique and there was no demand for it anywhere.

“I added up the bills. We’re short $500 on payments. If we do without food and utilities, maybe…”

His hand was shaking as he held a bill. Realizing he was shaking, he laid the bill down and put his hands in his lap.

Lia stood up and came around the table. She sat on his lap. For a change, it was soft. She put her arms around him and pressed her breasts against him. “Come on,” she whispered in his ear. “We’ve been through tough times.”

“Not like this.”

She pushed his head back, stared at his soft, brown eyes, and kissed him.

It took a minute, which showed how worried he was, then he reacted.

Worried or not, he couldn’t resist her lips. His heart started to pound, his blood raced faster through the veins, and a throbbing started up down there.

Lia smiled to herself as she worked on his lips. Old Faithful. The gift that keeps on giving.

She slipped her face to the side and buried it in his neck. His long hair ticked her nose, but she laughed. “You horn dog.”

“Oh, God,” he murmured. Then he tried a light chuckle. It was a start.

She continued with, “The world could be coming to an end, and you’d still have a boner.”

“It is coming to an end.”

She ground down on his lap, felt his penis rubbing her bottom, rolling up against her slit.

Then, when he was properly horny, she backed off. She put her hands on his shoulders and looked him in the eyes.

“You had a rough time in college. No parents to finance you, no scholarship, how did you do it then.”

“Uh…” he stalled, which made her suspicious.

“Come on. What’d you do? Hold up banks?”

“Not exactly. I, uh, sold stuff.”

“Well, there you go. What? On Ebay? Amazon? Are you a budding businessman under it all? Come on. What’d you sell?”

“Uh, just stuff.”

“So get some more stuff.”

“Uh…”

“What the fuck, Jim? Why aren’t you talking? What are you holding back? What did you sell to get through college?”

So he told her. He whispered in a low voice, so low she almost didn’t hear him, but then she figured out what he had said.

“Sperm? You sold baby batter to get through college?
“Shhh!” he hissed, even though they were alone in their house. “You think I want people to know?”

She laughed. Right in his face.

“First, nobody can hear you. We’re alone. Second, who cares? Let the people know!” She raised her voice and shouted, “My husband beats his meat and sells sperm to the highest bidder!”

He put his hand over her mouth, but she just bent his finger back.

“Ow!”

“You really jacked off and filled little bottle with your gism? You worked your way through college as a professional masturbator?”

“All right!” His voice was cold, and his dick had gone down.

She didn’t care about his voice being cold, but his dick shrinking, for a horn dog like Jim that was a serious matter!

She got off his lap. She was grinning saucily, pleased with herself, and she went to the liquor cabinet. She got down the bourbon, ‘Blantons,’ in the fancy bottle. They probably wouldn’t be able to afford it after the next month or so, so might just as well enjoy it while they could.

“What are you doing?”

“Celebrating. Why?”

“There’s no reason for celebrating! We’re broke!”

She plopped a few ice cubes into glasses, then poured equal amounts of bourbon and Coke.

She picked up the glasses and sniffed as the bubbles brought up the aroma of the good bourbon. “mmm. Am I a slut for enjoying whiskey?”

He didn’t say anything, so she just put the glass down and sat across from him.

He stared at her sourly, and she watched him and sipped.

“That was ten years ago.”

“How much did they pay you?”

“Uh…pretty good.”

“Come on. Don’t make me dig.”

“A hundred bucks a pop.”

A hundred bucks?” she goggled him. Then she giggled and made a ‘jack off’ motion with her right hand. “You must be pretty good in the sperm department.

“That was long ago. I’m older, not so good.”

“The bull shat,” she pronounced the words almost viciously. We screw a lot, and I know you’re potent. You spew more than any man I ever met.”

“Well, yeah. but…”

“But what? How many times a month did you jack off?”

“Usually once a day.”

Lia’s mouth opened.

“Once a day?”

“A couple of times I needed the money, so I did it twice.”

“Wait a minute! We screw maybe three times a week. Sure, you fill me up, but…could you still do once a day?”

“I, uh…I suppose so.”

“You look guilty. Come on. What are you hiding?”

“Well, uh, I don’t want to make you sore, so sometimes I jack off.”

“Now?”

He nodded. He was looking miserable again.

“How many times do you jack off in a week?”

“A couple of times.”

“Holy shit! You squirt five times a week, without even trying! At a hundred bucks a squirt that’s $2000 a month!”

“Well, yeah, but—“

“Shut, but!” she yelled, half standing up, her little hands clutching the table. “We’re not going broke! We’re getting rich!”

“But, honey! I—“

“So tomorrow morning you’re going down to the…where did you sell this stuff?”

“At the Neo Labs sperm bank.”

“Holy fuck! You sell your sperm to the bank and it’s money in the bank!”

“But—“

But Lia was celebrating now. She danced around the kitchen, finished her whiskey, then jumped onto his lap and kissed him soundly and all the way through.

He held on, and his peeny started poking up at her snatch again.

Then she broke the kiss, touched her nose to him and stated firmly, “Come on.”

She stood up, and when he stood up she grabbed him by the handle.

He groaned as she led him through the house

She took him into the bedroom, then almost literally threw him onto the bed.

She jumped onto the bed after him. He had been wearing a robe, and she parted it and squatted on him.

He moaned as she sank down on him, then she stopped moving. She just sat on him, him ensconced in her, engulfed by her pussy, and she held his face and kissed him. Again and again.

He felt the urge, he was throbbing, and he began to move, but she stopped him.

“Uh, oh,” she said softly.

“What?”

“You think I’m going to let you cum? That’s a hundred bucks we’d be wasting.”

“Oh, honey, come on! You’ve got me going and now I need this!”

“Nope.”

She sat on him, but drove him crazy by not moving. But her hand was down at her juncture and she started rubbing herself.

“Oh, yeah!”

“No, yeah!” he cried out. “Make me cum!”

“Nope. But you can feel my titties if you want.”

He did want. He wanted badly, and his hand went up and fondled her breasts. She felt his flesh on her flesh, and the heat coursed through her.

“Oh, please!”

He tried to move, but she lifted off him, waited, then plopped back down.

“We’re talking money, honey. You’ll thank me when we buy that new car.”

“Let me thank you tomorrow!”

“No, we start…we start…uh…uh oh…FUCK!”

She shuddered, her back shivering up the spine. It felt like her nipples were popping, and her pussy exploded with golden heat.

“Oh…baby!” he muttered, holding on, letting her have her way. In spite of the fact that he wanted to screw his dick off, he was a good lover, and he let her experience her orgasm.

Slowly, she came down. She fell forward and lay on him, feeling his throbbing, pulsing, desire. But when he tried to move she giggled and lifted off him.

He almost cried with frustration as his penis jerked in the air. Just a couple more seconds and he would have let loose.

Lia just held him, snuggled with him, let her hand brush against his stiff rod.

“Honey,” she whispered, “You’ll thank me when we’re rich. Now go to sleep.

Shortly, she was sighing and drifting off. But Jim didn’t fade off for an hour. His dick wouldn’t let him.

“This is the sperm bank you used to, uh…’donate’ at?”

Jim nodded. “Yes.”

The building was brick and sandstone, two stories with a flat roof. There were several wide windows, but they had been blacked out. The sign over the top said Neo Labs in small letters, then a big ‘Sperm Bank’ in larger letters.

“And they paid you a hundred bucks a pop.”

“Yes.” He really didn’t want to talk about it. But the way Lia was carrying on, he was being forced into it.

Jim pushed the glass door open for Lia and they entered the reception area.

Room for about twenty people to sit down, and Lia could imagine all the scrungy, young men pounding on their penises. She giggled.

“What’s so funny.”

“Nothing. Let’s go,” she nudged his arm towards a window in the far wall.”

Jim stepped up to the window, opened his mouth and—

“Jim! Jim Parsons?”

“Anna?”

“Oh, good Lord! It’s been years! How nice to see you.”

Lia stood and blinked. They knew him so well they remembered him after ten years?

“Oh, you must have missed us! You were our best customer, you know. Let me go tell the Doc. She’ll want to see you.”

Anna went into a back room and Lia turned Jim to face her. “Anna?” she inquired in a low voice.

“There’s nothing there,” he spoke desperately. “She just remembers me.”

“I would say so. Their best customer?”

Jim looked uncomfortable.

Then the door opened.

“Jim! I thought you dropped off the face of the earth!”

The Doctor was an older woman, but a real milf. Her white lab coat was quite large up top, and her face was round and pleasant with curvy lips.

And she hugged Jim.

Lia stared. A doctor that hugged her patients? WTF?

After a moment of marveling at Jim, the Doctor turned to to Lia, are you with Jim?”

“This is Lia. She’s my wife.”

“Oh, let me look at you…Jim, you lucky dog!”

Now it was Lia that was embarrassed.

“So what brings you back?”

“Do you still pay for deposits?”

The Doctor laughed. “We do, for people with qualifying sperm. how’s your count these days?”

“I don’t know,” he confessed. “I haven't been to a doctor for years.”

“We can take care of that. As I remember you had the healthiest sperm around. Pardon me, Lia, I’ll just borrow Jim for a half.”

“Can she come in with me?”

The Doctor hesitated, then nodded. “Sure. You’re not supposed to, but there’s only you, me and the birds in the trees.” The Doctor actually giggled.

She led Jim and Lia through the building.

“Looks pretty much the same,” Jim observed. “Better paint job. The floor needs waxing.”

“Tell me about it,” she opened the door to an exam room and Jim and Lia entered.

There was an exam table, one that folded to a sitting position with spread legs, a table with magazines on it, and a couch. The couch looked like it had been sat in an awful lot.

“Have a seat, Lia. Jim, off with the pants.”

Lia sat on the couch, and cringed a bit. She could imagine countless young men sitting there, reading the girly mags on the end table, stroking themselves. Then squirting their semen into a jar, or whatever.

Jim stripped his pants off quickly, then glanced at Lia, who shrugged.

A tinge of red to his face, he took off his underpants. His dick was already hard and it stuck straight out.

“Same, old Jim,” chuckled the Doctor. She adjusted the table to the sitting position and said, “Sit on the exam table.”

He sat in the chair and the Doctor sat on a swivel. She moved his legs apart and rolled between them.

Lia was now almost in shock. It was so…so…cavalier!

But, then, Jim was a repeat customer.

“Okay, physical examination first.” The Doctor reached for his groin. She placed her hand around his dick, lowered the big magnifying glass on her head. She moved in close, inches from his penis, and moved her finger over it, stretching the skin, checking blemishes. She lifted it up and checked the bottom. She was holding it like it was an old friend, and Jim, whose face was now quite red, stared over her head at Lia.

And Lia was starting to appreciate the situation.

A woman was holding his cock, and though it was clinical, Lia could tell Jim was getting turned on.

The Doctor lifted his balls then. She felt each testicle, palpated them, and scrutinized them.

Jim’s face grew redder.

Finally, the Doctor was done. She lowered his package and took her hand off. She looked up, was momentarily surprised, then chuckled. “You’re embarrassed? Jim!”

“Sorry,” he said, not sure why he was sorry, but just feeling the humiliation.

“Okay, on the surface you look fine. Big and healthy. No troubles ejaculating?”

“No.”

“Love making is fine?”

“Great.”

“How many times a week do you achieve orgasm?”

“Uh…”

“Come on, out with it. You know there’s no shame in a healthy sexual appetite.”

He whispered, “Seven.”

“What?”

“Seven,” he blurted defiantly.

Lia kept a straight face. They made love three times a week, he had said he jacked off two more times a week, and now she found out he was a seven day a week man.

“Excellent,” the Doctor took his frequency as a good sign. “So, I guess we have to look under the hood, as it were,” she smiled and peeled off her blue gloves. “We’ve got a few more options since you were last here,” she said. “Ten years ago the only option was your own hand. Now we’ve got your own hand, assisted, or mechanical.”

“Assisted?” He looked confused.

“Mechanical?” wondered Lia, her mind filling with images of men sticking their dicks into a big machine.

“Assisted means one of the nurses will come back and assist you. The common term is ‘hand job,’” she laughed at the expression on Jim’s face. “Come on, Jim. You know all the girls, and you know they all like you.”

“What is the mechanical option?” asked Lia. She didn’t want any of the nurses giving Jim a hand job. She had visions of the sexy receptionist blowing Jim, then kissing him as she worked his dingus with her hand, and finally squirting his semen into a receptacle.

“We’ve got a vacuum pump. Very efficient. You sit down, the nurses attach the suction tube to you, and a minute later you are ejaculating. Painless, efficient, and the lads tell me it’s quite pleasurable.

“We’ll take the mechanical,” stated Lia archly.

The Doctor was fine, didn’t bristle at Lia’s hackles. She had dealt with wives before, and, besides, it was just business.”

“And the pay. What do you pay these days.”

“$125.”

Jim and Lia exchanged glances. This was even better than they expected.

“Okay. So let’s get started,” blurted Lia.

The Doctor turned to Lia, “The bad news is that he has to give us a free sample for testing. The lab takes over and we’ll let you know if you’ve been accepted within three working days.”

It was Monday, so hopefully by Thursday Jim could start making them money.

“And you pay cash?”

“On the barrel head, as they say.” The Doctor smiled.

“Okay,” said Lia. “Can I see the machine?”

“You can watch it in action, if you wish.”

Lia gave a small smile, but it was obvious she was a bit nervous.

“Come this way,” and the Doctor led them out of the exam room.

The mechanical room was a door with a label that said, ‘Mechanical.’

They entered the room and Lia stared at the machinery.

There were three stations. They consisted of little feet platforms in the shape of feet, a harness for the waist, a bar for the chin to rest on and a circlet for the neck. Two small tubes descended about a foot from the chin bar and ended in little suction cups.

In front of the station, facing the two foot platforms, was a machine with a larger tubs and a suction tube big enough for a cock.             

There were three stations, and one of them was in use. A young man, skinny with long, black hair, and a sappy smile on his face was standing on the furthest machine. His feet were on the platforms, his waist was buckled, his neck was in the. circlet and he leaned on the bar. The two tubes on the chin bar descended to his nipples, and his nipples were receiving a royal sucking.

Also receiving a sucking was his penis. It was big and fat and bloated in the tube. The machine pumped, and a series of circles in the tube move back and forth.

The man groaned and his eyes were closed. His hips were twitching back and forth in small motions, and as they watched he began to spew.

The semen came out of the end of his cock and filled the tube, and was almost immediately sucked down the tube to the machine.

Now the young man jerked and made grunts. “Oh…oh…oh…”

Then his eyes opened. He was empty, but the machine kept going.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered.

“Isn’t it going to stop?” asked Lia.

“In a moment. The machine is calibrated to get every last drop. but it’s not really all that painful.”

As she spoke the machine died down. A nurse moved up and detached all the tubes. She wiped his penis off, then removed the nipple suction tubes. The young man’s nipples were red and distended.

She rubbed one of the man’s nipples and asked, “Okay?”

“Okay, yeah.”

“Okay, Johnny. You’re good to go, and I’ll see you tomorrow.”

She undid the neck ring and the waist band and made sure he didn't fall as he backed out of the machine.

“Okay.” he gulped and licked hi lips. “Thanks, Bess.”

“My pleasure.” And she kissed him lightly on the lips and patted his ass.

“They do it right in front of…of everybody?”

“We have a lot of customers, and there’s no embarrassment after the first time or two. Jim? You want to take your clothes off and step up behind the machine? Bess? Do you remember Jim?”

“Oh, my God! Jim! We’ve missed you.”

The nurse came forward and placed a hand on Jim’s forearm.

“Wow! How you been, Bess?”

“Oh, you know. Production has been down since you left, you bad boy.” She giggled, and he chuckled and slipped out of his clothes.

The Doctor stepped back and looked at her cell phone. Lia stepped with her and asked, “Does he have to get totally naked?”

“This is pretty scientific. We find that men ejaculate easier and quicker when they are completely naked. We also found that nipple stimulation really works, and we even have other methods in the case of recalcitrant donators.

“Other methods?”

“We can go into them later. Right now, would you like to watch Jim’s first donation?”

Lia turned towards Jim.

“Since this is your first time in a while, would you like some visual stimulation?” asked Bess.

“That would be good,” he nodded.

He was standing in the machine.

Bess picked up a remote and flicked a button.

On the wall opposite Jim a projector projected a porn video.

Lia was startled, and her mouth opened a little, then clamped as she watched the suckee suckee fuck fuck that was going on.

A brunette woman, dressed in a dominatrix outfit and with big boobs, was pushing her fist into the man.

“Isn’t it amazing?” commented the Doc. “We’ve found that this particular video stimulates men the most. It cuts down time int he machine by almost half.”

“You mean men…men like that?”

“I have no idea, but I do know they squirt quicker when Hilda—that’s what we call the woman in black—does her thing.

Lia stared as the woman stroked the mans shaft from behind him, and simultaneously rammed her fist in and out.

Oddly, it looked like the woman was really loving it. Not just the anal sex, but like she had feelings for the man. Like this was her way of making love. No orgasm for her, but she loved giving him one.

“By the way, we might have an opening for staff in a month, would you be interested in applying?”

Lia turned to the older woman. This was all so new to her. And it was shocking, and amazing, and…it sort of looked like fun.

And if Jim was going to be here…a giggle in her mind, she could see herself hooking Jim up, treating him like a cow to be milked…and she surprised herself by saying. “I might be. How soon would I have to let you know?”

“No, hurry.”

“But, I don’t mean to jinx myself, how come me? I mean you just met me?”

“Oh, we’ll run your paperwork, but I trust my gut. I like how you respond to this. It’s new, sometimes shocking, but you seem more interested, intrigued, than anything else.”

“Well, thank you.”

“Okay, Jim, are you ready for the ride?” Bess. touched a button on her remote and the tube on his penis began to do its thing. The gaskets inside stroke, and vacuum was built, and suddenly Jim tried to push forward.

“Doesn’t work that way, honey. We do all the work. You just watch the TV and enjoy.”

Jimmy tried to nod, but the neck ring stopped him. All he could do was watch, and feel the sensations rubbing his weenie.

“Good Lord,” whispered Lia.

The Doc smiled and waited.

A minute passed.

“Usually, men being fragile creatures, it takes them up to ten minutes to squirt. Sometimes even that doesn’t do it, and they go home poor. With the machine they always squirt, and usually within a minute or two. I understand a man can be made to emit his seed two or even three times in an hour. We haven’t tried that, but maybe with Jim…” she shrugged.

Jim was moaning. His eyes were half closed, but it was obvious his attention was on ‘Hilda.’

Hilda had strapped on a strap on, and now had her ‘subject’ bent over a barrel. The subject was moaning along with Jim.

Suddenly Jim tightened up. “Oh! Fuck! Oh!”

He began to fill the tube, and the seed went sliding down the tube into the machine.

“That’s Jim. He always was a big cummer.”

“Tell me about it,” Lia whispered, then she realized she had spoken out loud. She glanced at the Doc.

The Doc chuckled. “I don’t think I need to.”

The gates of communication seemed to have opened between the two women, and Lia said, “Sometimes he drips out of me for hours.”

“Oh, yuck,” and the two women laughed.

Jim was finished now, and his eyes opened.

“Just a little discomfort now,” commented the Doctor.

A minute later the machine was stopped and jim was being released.

As he stepped forward Bess said, “Better help him. It’s been a while for Jim.”

Jim’s head sort of lolled and he looked at herm then gave a wan grin.

“Come on, Tiger,” said Lia, taking his arm. “Let’s get you home and feed you vitamins.”

“Lots of vitamins,” said the Doc with a grin. “We’ve got lots of plans for Jim.”

“Bye, Jim,” said Bess.

Then Jim and Lia were out the door.

By the time they reached the entrance to the building Jim had recovered enough to walk without help. They rounded the building to the parking lot and Jim headed for the passenger side.

“You drive,” he said. “I’m going to sleep.”

Sure enough, by the time Lia had started the car Jim was scrunched into a corner and sighing in the first stages of dropping off.

Lia turned onto the street, trying to take the bumps slowly, and thought what they had just done.

What Jim had just done.

He had squirted. Nothing new for him.

In fact, given what she now knew about his masturbation habits, it was the same old same old.

And, once he passed the test, they were going to get 125 bucks a pop.

The Beach boys were singing ‘Good Vibrations’ on the radio.

I'm pickin' up good vibrations

She's giving me excitations (oom bop bop)

Good vibrations. And Lia was picking up on good vibrations.

What if she didn't have sex with Jim, but just sent him to Neo Labs every day.

$125 times seven days was…figure, figure…$875 a week!

Holy wampum, Batman!

And a month would be…um…$3500 a month!

No, wait. That’s four weeks. if she went by the average of 30 days per month…$3750!

She tried to do a year in her head but failed. So she held the wheel with one hand and got out the calculator on her cell phone. 365 times 125 was…$45,625!

Zowie! $45,000 a year! Just for Jim squirting his seed in a cup.

Well, into a machine.

And Jim had indicated that he could even squirt twice a day! Not all the time, but…add that in…wow!

Then she had a sober thought.

She would have to give up making love to him.

Well, she couldn’t waste his seed! Not at $125 a squirt!

Then she had an odd thought. How much did whores charge?

She held up her phone and pressed the button and asked, “How much do whores charge?”

The phone promptly said, “The average price of a whore is $150.”

Hmm. Whores were getting paid better than Jim.

Then she laughed. She was comparing Jim to a whore, or, since he was cheaper, a common slut.

She sat back and felt the wind in her hair and considered Jim, sleeping in the corner of the car.

Oh, honey, I’m going to sell you. I’m going to be your pimp, and we’re going to make so much money!

Then she turned into her driveway.

Lia left Jim in the car to sleep and sauntered into the house.

He was having sweet dreams, his batteries recharging.

She was thinking of spreadsheets.

How could she maximize his output?

She powered up the computer and searched for ways to increase sperm.

But there wasn’t much help. The only real advice she could count on was the natural methods:

	Avoid a Sedentary Lifestyle. ... 

	Exercise Daily. ... 

	Quit Smoking. ... 

	Take Plenty of Vitamin C. ... 

	Get Enough Vitamin D. ... 

	Indulge in Stress Relief. ... 

	Take Zinc. ... 

	Avoid Certain Medications. 



She ticked off items in her mind. She’d have to get him out and about. Lots of exercise. and vitamins. No stress,  and avoid medications.

Hell, he didn’t take any medications, so there was no prob on that.

She could set up an exercise schedule, he’d probably like that, and she could go shopping for certain foods, find healthy vitamins, and all that.

Okay.

Then, during her research, she came across the bad news. At first she didn’t get it. It was a simple four items:

	more confidence and self-control. 



	less anxiety and depression. 

	increased motivation. 

	better memory, concentration, and overall cognitive function. 



She actually glanced at the list, then passed by. Then she blinked and thought about it, and returned to the list.

A person who didn’t ejaculate, who held it in, had more confidence and discipline. He didn’t suffer anxiety and depression, he was more motivated, and he had better cognitive functions.

Which, on the surface, was doom and gloom, but it didn’t have anything to do with a man who was squirting every day, maybe multiple times a day. Then she realized, if he was squirting that much wouldn’t he suffer a decline in those areas?

Would he lose self-confidence? Suffer from anxiety and depression? would his motivation suffer, and his cognitive abilities?

She sat in front of the computer for a time, thinking her thoughts on that matter, but finally shrugged it off.

Heck. They had money to make. If there were problems down the road they’d figure them out later.

Suddenly she heard the door close.

“Hey, honey?”

It was Jim, and he sounded chipper again.

She closed down the computer and went out to greet him.

“Hey, babe. That was wild. That machine took it out of me worse than anything. I mean, a guy always feels like a nap, but that fucker really zonked me out.”

They kissed, and she felt his package. “My little money sacks.”

“Cross your fingers,” he whispered into her ear. “I still have to pass their tests.”

“I’m not worried about that,” and she sank to her knees and unzipped him.

“Hey!”

She let his penis flop out of her mouth and grinned up at him. “I’m just making sure you get recharged.”

“Well, as long as I get to cum.”

“Not a fucking chance!” and her head bobbed back and forth.


Part Two

Jim passed the test with flying colors. He had an adequate volume, his sperm was thick with healthy vitamins and minerals, and he was easy to get off.

On Thursday Lia took him down to the Lab.

“You don’t have to come with me. It’s not like I’m going to be cheating on you or anything.”

“She said she might have an opening for staff, and I wanted to take a look around.”

“Wow! Really?”

“You betcha,” Lia smiled. “Besides, if they drain you like last time you’re going to need me to drive you home.”

There was truth in that statement, so Jim lay back and enjoyed the drive. his mind turned to the last few days.

Lia had teased him intensely, and denied him.

“We’re not going to waste a cent,” she proclaimed, acting more like a business agent than a wife.

And she had fed him healthy meals, and even bullied him into riding his bicycle.

He smiled. It wasn’t bad, being treated like a king.

Of course he really wanted to make love to her. He was used to once a day squirts, and many of them were with her, but she put the big nix on that!

“You aren’t going to waste your seed! That’s money in the bank!”

So each day she had woke him up with blow jobs, kissed him passionately throughout the day, and rubbed him till he thought he was going to go blind before bed.

The result was that his porker was swollen with seed.

Well, it was just hard. But it felt swollen, and his nuts were blue, and he really wanted to squirt.

He walked into the reception area, was treated like he had money to spend, and was taken back to the machinery room.

There, he was quickly locked into the machine. Bess showed Lia the fine points, how to make sure the customer would have the best experience.

She learned how the machines worked, how they calibrated the amount of sperm, when to stop sucking, and everything else.

It was fascinating.

In the past she had just laid down and enjoyed sex, but this education was filling her mind with ideas and possibilities.

As she watched Jim do his thing she studied his body critically.

Yes, he was a handsome specimen, and he really did put out the baby batter.

But could he be made to put out more?

They walked out with $125 and were looking forward to the next day.

Of course Jim had to take a nap, but that was okay. As soon as he awoke Lia began working him, and planning his exercise program and food intake.

And Jim was happy.

For a while.

Every day Jim went and donated his sperm. Everyday he ate right and exercised and rejuvenated his sperm.

But every day can turn into a grind.

Even the best jobs, if overdone, can become less than enjoyable.

And, if unenjoyable, one starts producing less.

In Jim’s case this meant less sperm.

But it didn’t happen right away.

A month later Lia was hired. She had been spending the afternoons at the lab while Jim exercised, and now she was spending all day there.

All day, putting men in machines, having them watch porn, taking out filled bottles of sperm.

All day, watching Hilda fist moaning men, use her gigantic horse dong strap on, the machines pumping out gallon after gallon of sperm.

And she liked it.

She wasn’t a simple secretary, sitting and typing all day, she was like…like a rancher! She herded the cows into the stalls and milked them dry. And the cows loved it!

After a couple of weeks on the job the Doctor called her into her office.

“How’s it going, Lia?”

“I love it! I feel like I’m making a real contribution here.”

“And how’s Jim doing?”

“He’s fine. He loves it, too.”

Except he had been grumpy a few times lately, but that was men for you.

“That is excellent. Now, the reason I wanted to talk to you?”

“Yes?”

“Society is going through a massive problem with food and resources and such.”

“Oh, I know. Just look at the price of beef in the supermarket.

The Doc nodded, then said, “Have you ever wondered why we produce so much sperm?”

Lia blinked. “Actually, I haven’t wondered. I’ve been too busy, and it is enjoyable work, after all.”

The Doc nodded. “We’ve been sending massive amounts of sperm up to the main labs. They are looking into food additives.”

“Sperm into food?” Lia’s eyebrows dipped.

“Not to replace food, but to bolster it. Do you know how healthy sperm is?

“Never thought about it.”

“Sperm has vitamin C, B12, ascorbic acid, calcium, citric acid, fructose, lactic acid, magnesium, zinc, potassium, sodium, fat, and hundreds of different proteins. In fact, an average sample of semen has 252 mg. Now, that’s not enough to replace a good beefsteak, but when you add it to a mix of certain vegetables, we have a viable replacement for beefsteak. It’s cheaper to produce, friendlier to the environment, and healthier. And now you know why we’ve been harvesting so much sperm, and what the big picture is.”

Lia was stunned. She was a vegetarian, and the idea of being able to wean all of mankind off of meat products was one of her dreams.

“So what do we have to do…or, what do I have to do to help all this?”

“We need more sperm from Jim, for one, and we’re going to need longer hours from you. I want to put you in charge of training new staff.”

“Of course.”

“And, you need more education.”

“I do?”

“You’ve only been working on the machine. You need to branch out and learn the assistance part of the program.”

“You mean, like helping men who can’t quite produce.”

The Doc nodded.

“Okay.”

“Will Jim be all right with that?”

“I’m not being asked to have sex, just give handjobs and do a little kissing and that sort of thing.”

“That’s right.”

“Then Jim is fine with it.”

“Excellent. And you will be put on a different pay schedule.”

“How different?”

The Doc grinned. “Minimum wage.”

“Minimum wage? But I’m making a lot more than that now!”

The Doc nodded, “And a commission.”

“A commission?”

“That’s right. You will be paid in accordance with how much semen is produced. And being in administration, while the percentage is lower than the girls doing the actual assistance are making, you will be making a percentage off all production.

Both women smiled.

“Let’s go! I don’t want to be late for my first day of work!”

Jim staggered out of the bedroom. He was half dressed, but was pulling his pants on, tying his shoes, as he made it through the house.

He got out to the car and Lia was already behind the wheel, revving up the engine. He slipped into the passenger seat, and yawned.

“Man, I’m getting tired.”

“Well, don’t. They want double production from you today, and the sooner you shoot twice the sooner you can go home and start your exercising. And…I know it’s asking a bit much, but I was so busy getting ready for today…could you do a few chores?”

“What kind of chores?”

“Oh, just the laundry, the dishes.”

“Oh, well, I guess so.”

“Thanks, honey.”

She squeaked the tires as she backed into the street, then squeaked them again as she accelerated.

“So tell me again about your new job?”

“I’m going to learn about assisted ejaculations.”

Jim frowned. “You mean getting guys to squirt?”

“That’s part of it,” she admitted, keeping a jovial tone to her words. “Of course I’m more into learning how to train people, so…”

“So you’re not going to grab somebody’s dick and jack them off?”

Jim stared at her hard.

She looked at him. Time to get a little truthful with him. “Honey, if that’s what it takes, I’ll do it.”

He turned and looked at the road, and wasn’t happy.

“I don’t know about this.”

“What about ‘this?’” She had a slight edge to her voice.

“Well, we’re married. I’m the only man whose dick you should be touching.”

“That’s true, except that I qualify as a medical person, and you need to look at this in a more clinical manner.”

“Clinical,” he spoke disdainfully.

She pulled the car to the side of the road. Somebody honked and flipped her off, but she just turned to Jim.

“Listen, honey. This is about money. I’m not screwing anybody. I’m not having sex. I’m performing a service. Do you like the money we’ve been making?”

“Well, yeah.”

“Then you need to accept this. It’s a done deal, anyway. They don’t have anybody to replace me, and I’m looking forward to making more money, and…” she paused and considered her next words carefully. “And whatever I learn about getting men off, I will bring home for your benefit.”

He looked at her.

He was tired, but he was also full of vitamins and the need to squirt.

She reached into his lap and squeezed him. “Do you understand, love of my life?”

She was playing him, and she knew it. What was more, he sort of knew it. But what man can resist such blatant manipulation?

“So, honey. Would you like me to drive on, and learn how to please you better, and bring home more money while I’m at it?”

“Uh…” he sighed. He was close to cumming.

“Oh, honey,” she withdrew her hand. “Have a little discipline!”

He sagged, and gave up.

Oddly, he sort of knew what was happening. He was losing his backbone. He didn’t seem to be thinking clearly. His motivation was waning.

He wondered if cumming every day was doing that to him.

As for Lia, she could see him weakening. She had seen how his cognitive abilities were malfunctioning. It took him longer to solve simple problems, and he even turned to here for help in thinking.

It was like that thing she had read back before they had started this. As he emptied himself out, as his body worked to fulfill the demands on it, he became less able to think.

She turned her head so as to check out the traffic, then pulled into the road. And she thought about Jim’s waning abilities.

Should she cut down on his output?

No. They needed to do this. They needed the money, and she could always make up for it later.

Later, when they were rich and retired she could go back to the way things were. Back to honest fucking, and no more ‘pimping ‘ him out.

She smiled.

But inside her there was a small, nagging feeling, and she knew that she probably wouldn’t be doing this for Jim.

There was simply too much money to be made.

That day Jim produced two batches of semen. He stood in the machine as soon as he arrived, and he shot out some ejaculate in the first five minutes.

Then he sighed and staggered back to Lia’s office. She had a sofa there and he lay down and slept.

Had lunch, and went back to the machine.

As Jim stepped into the device he was dragging.

He was tired, he really didn’t want to do this.

He needed a break; he needed some downtime.

He wasn’t going to get it.

After ten minutes Bess came over to him and put the personal touch on the proceedings.

She took the suction cups off his nipples and put her lips to them instead.

Jim loved it, and perked right up. The feel of human lips on him. He hadn’t made love to his wife in months, all he had been was a cow for the automated milking machine, and he needed to feel like a human.

Then Bess twisted his nipples with her hands and rose up and lip locked him.

Oh, God! What a kiss! He kissed his wife every day, but these were different lips, and…they seemed extra inspired.

When Bess stepped back, when he had shot his load, he studied her.

Did she really love him?

She acted like it!

She acted like that kiss was the end all be all of kisses.

She undid the waist and neck bands and helped support him as he staggered out.

“That’s two squirts today, lover,” she smiled. “Are you going to be ‘up’ for tomorrow?”

He smiled, and loved her, and didn’t realize that she was getting paid a commission for his squirts. The more he squirted the more she got paid.

She didn’t love him, though she did like him a lot. She loved the money he was making for her.

“Absolutely,” he answered. “If you’re going to kiss me like that I’ll squirt three times!”

She smiled, and took him to the door leading to home.

Jim took an Uber home, and once home, though he felt like sleeping, he did the laundry. And then he did the dishes. He barely had time for a bike ride before dinner.

He wasn’t exercising as much as he should, but…he was doing okay.

After dinner, though Lia felt like going to a movie, he just went to bed.

If Jim thought he was tired that first day, he had no idea what was coming.

The next day he showed up early, yawning, bleary eyed, and stepped into the machine.

Not much problem with the first batch of semen. It took a minute longer than usual, but…he did it.

Then he slept in Lia’s office,

When he woke up for the afternoon session he felt drained. Like a twisted rag, nothing left in him.

But semen, as everybody knows, is the gift that keeps on giving.

He stood in the machine, a little dazed, and Bess eventually came over and started working him over, and he finally responded. He gave a good squirt, was released form the machine, and headed for home.

When Lia arrived home she found him passed out on the couch. She woke him and he did chores, then went to bed.

She frowned. What was wrong with Jim? She was working longer hours than him, and he was the weak sister here.

Hunh?

The days passed, turned into weeks, and the weeks turned into months.

Somehow, Jim kept producing. Sometimes it felt like he couldn’t walk, or even chew food, but he kept spewing, and he dragged himself through the days.

Contrarily, Lia was having the time of her life.

She worked late, learned everything she could, and was now being given the difficult cases.

Man can’t cum? Give him to Lia.

Man’s sperm count is going down? Give him to Lia.

She learned about hand jobs and other inducements. She learned how effective a simple kiss could be, if it was done right.

She learned the best way to do blowjobs, and how to be sure the man didn’t spew into her mouth, but rather into a tube.

And after the first few men she managed to consider everything in clinical lights. It was just a job. A handsome man’s kiss meant nothing. That she could make him spew with hand or mouth meant nothing. It was just a job.

Though she did enjoy her work. A lot.

Unfortunately, Jim was not the recipient of all her new education.

First, she didn’t screw him because he was money. His every spurt was worth real money.

Second, he was too tired all the time. It was sort of discouraging how all he did was lay around and sleep.

Didn’t he understand how important all this was?

Not really.

Then came the day Lia was called into the Doc’s office.

“Hey, Doc.”

“Hi, Lia. Listen we have a special case that requires your expertise.”

“Great! Bring it on!” She actually rubbed her hands together.

“Except we can’t, and we’re going to have to have somebody else handle it.”

“What?”

“It’s Jim.”

Lia grew silent.

“Jim’s numbers are way down. We might even have to take him off the twice a day schedule.”

Lia flinched inside. Cut his income by half? No fucking way!

“I think I should be his handler.”

“There’s the personal side to all this.”

“I’ve proven that I can be clinical. This is just another problem. This is my job, and you can’t ask me not to do it.”

The Doc considered her star employee carefully.

“You realize it’s going to involve that new machine we just got?”

“That’s fine with me. I’ve read up on it, I’m the lead in the assistance program, and…it’s got to be me.”

The Doc sighed. Lia was right. “Okay.”

Lia smiled. “I’ll start him on the program first thing tomorrow.”

The two women smiled at each other.

“Honey, I’m going to be taking over your production.”

Jim sat at the table and picked at his asparagus. Oddly, he felt a bit rejuvenated, physically. Lia had started bringing home a food sauce. It was quite tasty, and he hardly noticed the lessening of beef on his plate.

But, a bit rejuvenated or not, he was not all there. It was like his mind was shutting down.

“Oh, okay,” he said, and he nibbled on the asparagus, then remembered to dip it in the sauce. Mmm. Yes. That was better.

“I’ll be using a different machine with you, and I want you to give it your all.”

“My all. Of course.” He sighed. He needed to finish his vegetables, with that sauce, or she wouldn’t let him go to sleep.

Lia stared at her husband. What a sluggard. Well, tomorrow would bring her a new and energized Jim.

She smiled and poured a bit more of the white sauce onto his plate.

He smiled wanly, and dipped his asparagus spear.

“Okay,” Lia said, as she led Jim into the special room with the new machine in it. “All you have to do is lay down on this bench.

Jim glanced around the room. He was tired, and didn’t really see the other machines in the room. He shrugged, and lay down.

The bench was comfortable, but it was sort of like a banana. His belly sagged, which put his ass up. His head hung over the front, but was supported by a ring.

Lia ran a belt over his back and fastened it. Then she put a belt over his neck, then put velcro straps on his wrist and ankles. He was firmly attached to the horse, and he blinked and looked around.

“Just relax, honey,” Lia said, as she smeared lubricant into his rear end.

He jerked and twitched, but it felt good, and he finally just closed his eyes and enjoyed it. After all, it wasn’t like he was being forced to squirt.

Lia attached a tube to his dingus and started up the machine.

He lay there and didn’t like it. He frowned, but his eyes were still closed.

When she put the dildo up his ass, however, his eyes opened. Big.

“What…what…” He tried to look around, but couldn’t bend his neck far enough.

Then he felt the vibrations, deep inside.

Lia walked around to the front and let the machine take over. She sat cross legged in front of Jim. “Here you go, honey. You’re about to spurt. Nothing you can do about it, so just relax and let it happen.”

“But…but…”

The problem was it felt so good! The in and out, the rubbing of his most sensitive nerves, the line of shivery lightening that was searing up his backbone.

Then it hit, and he arched, as well as he could, and…passed out.

Jim woke up about a half hour later. He was tired, but somehow satisfied. He was also erect.

Bess was there to help him recover as Lia had other things to do.

“I hear you really did it,” she giggled.

“Man, I don’t know what hit me.”

“The super squirter. That’s what we call it.”

Jim went to Lia’s office and slept. And he slept in a light way, but it was very refreshing.

Then he put in his second session, and went home.

Jim was happy. He was drained, but effortlessly. He was tired from grunting and groaning and trying to force his semen out.

It had just drained out, and he was okay.

In fact, he liked it better.

He was actually looking forward to the next day’s draining.

“Lia, we’ve got a problem.”

The Doc looked across the Doctor’s desk. “What can I do to help?”

“Is it possible, I know this is asking a lot, but…can Jim do three times a day?”

“Oh, sure.”

She didn’t know if he could, but she was going to make sure he tried.

She went home, prepared to talk Jim into it. She was a little surprised to find him in her closet.

“What are you doing?”

He was holding up lingerie and looking at it.

His eyes were dazed, a bit blink, and he didn’t look exactly at her when he answered. He just sort of stared off into space.

“I like your underwear,” he said happily.

He held it up to himself. “It looks like it would fit, and I want to dress the part.”

“What part?”

“Well, I’m being screwed like a woman, so I figured…” he hummed and put the slip down and picked up a teddy. “This is nice.”

Lia backed out of the closet. She backed to the bed and sat down on it. She chewed her nail.

Technically, she knew what had happened. The untechnical term for it was…Jim blew a gasket. In his head.

The warnings she had read months previous, about the decline of cognitive abilities, the reduction of motivation and discipline…it had all happened.

And it had happened harder than she expected.

She went back into the closet.

She realized then that Jim had used her Nair, and he was hairless except for his head. He was putting on the slip. “How does it look?”

“Jim, we need to talk.”

“Oh, I know.”

He spun and took note of himself in the mirror at the back of the closet.

“I need boobs.”

“Jim, you’re a man.”

“I know. Isn’t it wonderful?”

“But why are you putting on women’s clothes?”

He ignored the question, canceled it out in his mind. “I need to figure out make up, too.”

She retreated, and called her boss.

“The Doc! Jim’s gone cuckoo! He’s dressing up as a woman. He doesn’t have any logic and…what’s that?”

On the other end of the line The Doc said, “Better just let him. When men have psychotic breaks it’s better to just let them be.”

“But what about the sperm? What about production?”

“That shouldn’t bother the machine. The machine doesn’t care what sex Jim thinks he is.”

They talked longer, but the essence had been said.

The following day Lia took Jim to work.

Jim was wearing a black dress, nylons, and a pair of strappy, high heeled sandals. He had managed to pierce his ears and silvery dangles hung from them. He had even managed to do a fair job with make up.

Lia drove, and she felt like she was no longer in her body.

“Are you all right, honey?”

“Oh, yeah!” he answered brightly. then he started singing the old West Side Story song.

I feel pretty, I feel pretty,

I fell pretty and witty and gay!

Lia shivered. He really had gone over the edge, but according to The Doc they had to just let him be. If they tried to talk logic into him he might become violent.

She parked in the parking lot next to Neo Labs and got out of the car.

Jim was walking ahead of her, a purse on his arm, a sway to his strut, and doing pretty well for his first day on high heels.

She followed him and he walked into the lab.

“Hi, girls!” he greeted the girls in the reception area brightly.

The girls had been warned by the Doc, and they showed barely a trace of surprise.

“Hi, Jim.”

And Bess even said, “You’re looking lovely today!”

Then, surprise of surprises, the day went along well.

Jim lay down and was milked, and though he was a man dressed in woman’s clothing, he put on the airs of a woman, talking in a higher pitch. And he crossed his legs at the thigh and the way he talked…it was so feminine.

And he donated sperm three times that day, and acted like he might even be able to donate a fourth batch.

Laying on the bench, being milked, his prostate being massaged and the semen pouring out of his penis, he mentioned to Lia, “You know, men run out of juice. They cum a couple of times, and then they’re done. You have to wait for them to rejuvenate, to get their second wind. But with women it’s different. We can screw and screw and screw, and never run out. Isn’t that great?”

Lia smiled, and thought about it, and realized he was right. And she began to accept him for who he was.

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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