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Author’s Note

Have you ever wondered what a Female Led Relationship is like?

Well, the woman in in charge, and however it goes, that’s how it goes. Period.

So if she wants you to be quiet, do what you’re told, help with all the odds and ends of keeping a house, that’s what you do.

Then there’s the other extreme.

You do what you’re told, and your penis is owned by her, and she does what she wants to with it.

And, really, the truth of it all is that while men are useful, too many of them are silly creatures. They lose control of their cocks and put them where they don’t belong, and they don’t seem to understand the simple fact of life: Women are in charge.

You don’t think so?

Read this story, then make up your mind.

And…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I’ve had it! I can’t take anymore!” Ann stomped into the house, threw her purse down, and turned to her husband. I watched you make goo goo eyes at every single woman at the party, and it was like I didn’t even exist!”

“Honey, that’s not true! I brought you a drink, didn’t I?”

“Sure, a beer, that you didn’t even open, in the first five minutes of the party, and then you were drooling over Shirley Big Boobs, and patting Patsy Big Butt on her ass, and giving out hugs and grins and…and it was like we weren’t even married.

“That’s not fair!” he blurted.

“It’s not fair that I’m your wife and you don’t act like it!”

“Well, I’ve had enough. If you’re going to be a Karen just because I get along with people…I’m going to bed!”

And he did.

Just left her simmering and boiling and ready to explode.

What he didn’t realize was that he had pushed her too far, and that things were going to change.

“I tell ya, Cindy, he just ignored me all night!”

Cindy, a blonde to Ann’s brunette, blue eyes to her brown, waved to Jose.

“A couple of Margaritas, salt on the glass. And chips and salsa.”

Jose nodded, grinned, and went to fill the order.

They were sitting in Charley Coyote’s combination restaurant and night spot. It was morning, and they had met for brunch, and now it was time to drink.

Cindy had never seen her friend so wound up, and Margarita’s were the only cure.

Jose returned, delivered two big Margaritas and a bowl of chips with a side of salsa.

“Mmm.” Ann sighed. “I needed this.”

She looked over the rim of her drink. “Am I being unfair?”

“Yes.”

“What?”

“You’re expecting a man to have the sense and sensibility of a woman. Look, men are creatures of whim. Have beer, chase a butt, what ring on my finger?”

Ann blinked.

“Straight truth, girlfriend.”

Ann drank more. Truth hurts, but she knew she should have recognized it long before.

“So what am I going to do?” she asked.

“Show him how the other side lives.”

“What?”

“Put him in a female led relationship. Make him be the second class citizen.”

“And how do I do that?”

The thought intrigued her, but…how do you change a man? Men were the most stubborn idiots in the world.

“Oh, there’s lots of ways. But you want to be sure you’re up for it before you do something like that. After all, it’s going to change your life. It’s definitely going to change his life. You have to be sure that you want those changes, and that you’re willing to endure them.”

Ann waved to Jose for a couple more drinks. While waiting, she stared at her friend and bit her lip.

Cindy watched, listened, and waited, and when she thought the time was right, she began to talk.

“To transform a man is simple. It takes very little effort, but you have to control his sex.”

“Hush!” Ann grunted. “His sex is out of control. That was the problem last night. It was like he wanted sex with everybody, and forgot about me.”

“All the better. He’s already in the right frame of mind. Now all you have to do is lead him, or maybe I should say ‘poin the direction.’”

“Okay, so what do I have to do.”

“First, you must give him what he wants. Overload him with sex. Get him so he can’t say no, and then you start to…” Cindy continued with the basic plan for bending a man to a woman’s will.

Tim arrived home at 5:30. He was in sales, real estate, and she sometimes wondered if he was cheating. After all, on those nights that he arrived home late and smelling a little perfume-y, he didn't want to make love.

For a horn dog that was not right. Or maybe it was right. And that’s what she should expect.

But he arrived home that night, and she met him at the door with a magnificent kiss, and she snaked her hands into his pants and stroked him, and she got him a drink and made him feel just like the king of the castle.

“Wow. What’d I do right?” he asked, sitting back in his easy chair and sighing.

“It’s not what you did right. It’s what you’re going to do right.”

“Hunh?”

“Honey, it’s no secret that you’ve been fooling around on me.”

He blinked and his heart picked up speed. Sure, he fooled around a little, but how had she found out? Had one of his girl friends contacted her? “That’s ridiculous. I’m truer blue than blue is true.”

She smiled knowingly. “It’s ridiculous, all right. That you would step out on me is totally ridiculous. After all, I’ve got large breasts, red lips, I like to swallow, and…why would you ever want to step out on me?”

Tim opened his mouth to object, but Ann rode right over him.

“So to make sure you don’t cheat…I want you to wear my underwear.”

“What?” His voice squeaked a little. “I’m not doing that!”

“Afraid?”

Cindy had told her that men were easily manipulated when you asked them if they were ‘fraidy cats.

“No!”

“So you don’t want to wear my kinky, little underwear because you want to keep cheating?”

“I’m not cheating!”

“Prove it.”

“What? How?”

“Wear my underwear. Nobody can see it, it’s going to feel so kinky, and you’ll be horny all day.”

The argument went on for some time. He brought up manly reasons, and she shot them down with ease.

After all, in his heart of heart he was like all men. He wanted to experience some of the kinky stuff women did.

In the end, he gave in.

“I’ll feel stupid,” he grumbled.

“No one will know.”

“I’ll know!”

“And you’ll love it. You’ll have your dirty, little secret. You’ll be horny all day, and when you get home…oh, boy.”

That made him grin.

The next day, when Tim woke up, Ann had his underwear all ready. She handed him tight but stretchy panties, and he put them on.

Good thing it was stretchy, because he would have overflowed.As it was, he felt like a hand was holding his package all day long.

A hand holding him, squeezing him, and he was blushing whenever he talked to a woman. He wondered if they somehow knew. It they had some secret way of looking inside his mind and telling what he was going through.

He was especially embarrassed when talking to the guys.

It was like he was less of a man.

Yet that rock hard tool in his panties was more manly than he had thought possible.

He arrived home, charged into the house and called for Ann.

“Babe?”

“Back here!” she called from the garage.

He went through the kitchen and into the garage.

Ann was loading the washing machine and she smiled when she saw him.

“How’d it go?”

“Fantastic!”

“Is that a bump in your pants?”

“It is!” he grinned gleefully. Mr. Horn Dog was about to get a little.

“Well, boost yourself up here.” She closed the washing machine lid and patted it.

“What?”

“Come on. Do what I say.”

There was laughter and promise in her voice, so he jumped, twisted, and planted his butt on the white machine.

“Now let’s see how much cream you’ve got for your baby,” she cooed.

She started the washing machine.

He was horny, and his balls rested on the vibrating thing. It felt wonderful to have his testicles vibrating in that manner.

She undid his buckle, unzipped his zipper, and pulled out his weenie.

He sighed, and she began lightly stroking him.

In the past, when she had given him hand jobs, he had been demanding, and she had stroked hard, and it turned into arm sore marathons.

This time she simply rubbed a thumb under the glans, the underside of the head of his cock.

He immediately groaned, and his cock went rock hard.

“Go faster,” he muttered.

“No,” she said.

He looked at her, and it was like he was begging.

She just kept teasing him, and said, “This is my cock. I’ll do what I want you’ll learn to love it.”

“But I want to cum!”

“Then close your eyes and let it happen.”

He fidgeted on the machine, and groaned, and tried to hump her hand.

But she controlled him, teased him, brought him higher and higher.

The machine bounced under him, smacking his nuts. The spin cycle caused a vibration that was driving him crazy, and, finally, he grunted…and exploded.

Except, Ann let go.

“Hey!” he complained, his semen pouring out, but the big mountain he was climbing had suddenly evaporated.

Ann placed her hands on each side of his legs and studied the way his face contorted, the way his penis went from spurting to dribbling in a second.

He shivered, he jerked, but…it was ruined.

“What’d you do that for?” he asked plaintively.

“For you, honey. You’ve still got some juice left, and it’s going to feel so good.”

He got dressed, was a little grumpy, and went back inside the house.

But as the night progressed he found that she was right. He was horny. When he came before he was always empty, no boner. But this time he felt the urge still bubbling inside, and he had a boner.

It was weird, and he didn’t know what to think about it.

But, being a horn dog…he began to enjoy his rejuvenating horniness.

And so the week went.

Ann played with him whenever she got the chance. She made him wear panties every day. She ruined an orgasm every night. She squeezed it, she let go to it, she slapped his balls, and the big orgasm he was expecting dwindled away.

And he loved it.

He was caught in the excitation phase of sexy and she was keeping him there, and then it was the weekend.

Tim was looking forward to a sextravaganza where he finally got his rocks off al-l-l the way. He was crushed when Ann merely ho hummed and refused him.

“But, honey…”

“You’ve been getting sex all week. I’ve never seen so much sex. And you want more?”

“Well, yeah!”

She shook her head. “Well, I’m tired. Besides, too much sex is bad for you.”

The argument began, and it went long into the night.

And they woke up Saturday morning with him whining and complaining and trying to have his way.

But Ann knew what she was doing, and she kept him at arm’s length. Her pussy was wet with excitement, but it wasn’t just the excitement of sex. It was the excitement of controlling him, bending him to her will.

A couple of times she gave in and played with him, but never to a climax. She was too smart for that.

When Sunday night rolled around, however, she was ready. After his begging and whining had gone on long enough, she said, “I’ll tell you what, I’ll give you a choice.”

“What choice?” His eyes were little narrow.

“You can wear a bra, or a butt plug.”

“What?” once again his voice gave a mighty squeak. “I can’t do that!”

“If you loved me you could.”

He was so horny he really loved her.

“I love you! But that’s weird! I mean…a bra? I don’t have any tits!”

“We can get you some.”

At the look of horror on his face she backed off and said, “You have an asshole. And doesn’t it feel good when I touch it and rub it?”

“Well, uh…”

“Just think how good a butt plug would feel. It would be like I was rubbing your hole al-l-l day long. Your dick would be gigantic. You could come home, and I could make you cum…”

“But not a ruined orgasm!”

“That’s up to me. After all, that’s my dick you’re toting around.”

He was struck silent by her arguments.

Well, actually he was struck silent because his mind was getting so messed up, so desperate, that he couldn’t think of any counter arguments.

And he was thinking about what she was saying.

A butt plug?

Or a bra?

“How about if I wear a tie or something?”

A butt plug or a bra,” she affirmed evenly.

“Can I think about it?”

“Of course you can. Until tomorrow morning. I’ll put out a bra and plug for you, and when you wake up you can choose.”

He stared at her dourly.

“And don’t not choose. You have to have one or the other, or your days of sex are far behind you.”

He begged, he wheedled, he cajoled, he tried everything in his power to talk her out of this mad thing.

She just laughed and said, “Choose.”

They went to bed that night, and he lay on his side. First with his hard cock pointing at her round ass, then with his back to her.

She wasn’t putting out for him. For her husband. What the hell was going on?

How could she treat him this way.

He lay on his side, his dick poking out, his mind whirring with desperation.

When he woke up he didn’t know what to do.

He had to make a choice, but he couldn’t.

Ann turned to him, smiled, kissed his mouth quickly, then slid out of bed.

“Have you chosen?”

“No.”

“I’ll tell you what. Let’s try them both out, then you choose the one you want.”

“So I wear both a bra and a butt plug, and decide which one I want to remove.”

“Exactly.”

She pulled on a peignoir, which just emphasized her sexiness, and bothered his cock all the more.

“Come on. I’ll help.”

There was a huge part of him that didn’t want to. He felt a totally unnerving fear.

But there was a part of him that was intrigued.

She pulled him out of bed, told him to lean over the bed, and she began to grease his anus. She lubed him thoroughly, taking her time, pushing lube into him and reaming him with her fingers.

“Oh, fuck!” he wheezed.

“Pretty good, eh?”

“Oh, God!” He pushed his butt back a little.

She inserted the Foxcell Pelvic Floor Strengthening Device into him.

It was pink, had big bulbous end for the vibrating, and a small bulbous end for a handle.

He stood there, and it was quite comfortable. He knew it was there, but…it was…sexy.

His boner was sticking out a mile. His balls felt like they were made of light. His asshole felt…WONDERFUL!

Like it could orgasm with just a little help.

“Oooh, I think he likes it,” Ann grinned at him.

“Heysoos,” he muttered. “This is crazy.”

She began putting a bra on him, and he backed away.

“So you like the plug?”

“I don’t want to wear a bra, but…the plug isn’t bad.”

“Excellent. Let’s have some breakfast and get you going.”

They ate, and he was silent, getting accustomed to the new intruder in his booty.

Ann kept her grin in check. This was going to be easy.

It felt like somebody was rubbing his dick from the inside out.

It made him aware of walking, every step being a pulse beyond the simple vibrations.

He sat down gingerly and felt the thing press against things inside him.

He went to work, and he was happy all day. And a bit goofy. But that was okay, people like it when he grinned, and grinning sold more real estate.

Of course, when he went to the bathroom it was…weird. He peed and it felt like he was going to lose it. He had to squelch up quick back there.

And when he had to poo he had to take it out. He sat there in the cubicle, the thing in his can, bits of fecal matter on it. Yuck.

But, the bathroom was empty, so when he was finished he was quite anxious to wash it off and reinsert it.

But by the end of the day he was exhausted with being happy.

He felt GOOD!

“How’d it go, honey?” asked Ann.

“Pretty good,” he yawned. “But it sort of tired me out. I’m going to take a nap.

“Don’t you want a little reward first?

“Uh…” he did, but he was exhausted.

Ann would let him out of his ‘reward,’ however.

As soon as he hit the sack she had his penis in her mouth, and she sucked and slapped his sacks and…he groaned, but…she stopped just short of cumming.

“There you go,” she smiled and backed away.

“But…can’t you get me off?” his voice was taking on a whining quality.

“Oh, you’re much too tired to enjoy it.”

“I’m not!” But she wouldn’t finish him off, and he finally slept.

But that wasn’t the end of it. When he woke up he was fully charged, his dingus was ready to burst, and he walked naked down the hallway, a maniacal expression on his face. He went out into the living room, froze for about a millisecond, then shrieked and ran back to the bedroom.

Ann and Cindy burst into laughter.

A moment later, red-faced, fully dressed he returned to the room. “I’m sorry,” he blurted.

“That’s okay,” said Cindy. “I’ve seen a cock before. Then Cindy turned to Ann. “But you really need to keep it in a chastity tube.”

Tim’s mouth opened in surprise.

Cindy explained. “Out of control penises are very dangerous.”

“It’s not dangerous to have an erection!” protested Robert, stumbling over the words in his humiliation.

“Au contraire, mon ami,” Cindy murmured. “For instance, if you go to work, or some other place, a party or something, and you’re dancing with someone, not necessarily your wife, and they trip…you might fall on her and get your dick stuck in her.”

“Robert!” Ann snapped. “How could you?”

“But…I didn’t…I wouldn’t…”

“So the best thing is to get your husband a chastity device. It will control his penis and make him a much more trusting and loving male.”

“I’m not going to—“

“If he doesn’t wear one for you then it’s obvious he doesn’t really love you. Would you like the number of a good lawyer?”

“Hey!”

“That would be wonderful, but…” Ann turned to Tim, “If he wears a device then I won’t need a lawyer.”

“This is crazy! this is insane!”

Ann turned to Cindy. “I guess you better give me that number. If he doesn’t trust me enough to protect his own penis…”

“Hey! Wait a minute. Just…let me think.”

“Think fast, Tim,” Cindy quipped. “Alimony, community property, she should get the car and the house…”

Tim would swear, later, that these words held no sway over him. But he did live in California, and he did know that the laws in California virtually guaranteed that he would be a slave for the rest of his life should he be divorced. His every paycheck would be garnished, he would even have to pay her taxes!

“Okay! Okay.”

Both ladies smiled. Then Ann frowned. “That leaves the problem of the bra.”

“ARGH!” Tim turned and left the room.

Ann turned to Cindy. “Too much too soon?”

Cindy sipped her coffee and murmured, “Nah. Hit ‘em hard and hit ‘em often, I always say. He’ll come around. Or, at least his dick will.”

Both girls giggled at that.

Robert grumbled as he inserted his vibrator and pulled on his panties.

Ann came in and watched him. “You look so adorable in those,” she said. “Are you going to wear the bra today?”

“I don’t think so. You said one or the other, and this is the one, the hell with the other.”

She nodded. “Okay. By the way, I’ve prepared a little surprise for you.”

He eyed her suspiciously. “What kind of surprise?”

“Oh, just a little surprise.” Her expression was most enigmatic.

She wouldn't say more, so he ate his breakfast, gave her a kiss, which turned into a soul smacker that took his breath away, then staggered out the door.

He got behind the wheel of his car. His briefcase and his cell phone were on the passenger seat, and as he started the car up his cell rang.

He glanced it. Ann? He looked up and she was framed in the kitchen window, her cell to her ear, her smiling teeth showing.

“Yes?”

“Are you ready for your surprise?”

“Uh…”

In the window she held up her cell phone and tapped it with one finger.

ZZZZZZ!

He couldn’t hear the buzzing because it was deep in his body, but he sure could feel it.

He jumped out of the car and held his ass, a shocked look on his face.

In the window Ann was laughing hysterically. On the phone she said, “You should have seen your face! And the way you jumped out of that car.”

He was still holding the phone. “Oh, my God!”

“Just think, honey. I can call you during the day, you’ll never know when, and give you a little surprise. You won’t even hear your phone ring…except…up your butt.”

“But…but…”

“That’s right. Your butt. See ya, hon.” She hung up and waved at him.

Tim drove to work, and now he was in a really strange frame of mind. If the butt plug made him feel good, the vibrating action of the thing was the atom bomb of feeling good.

He was at a stoplight and he suddenly felt it go off. The light changed and he gripped the wheel and waited for the buzzing to stop. People behind him started honking and he managed to cross the street and pull into a parking lot. He quickly called Ann.

“Please, not while I’m driving!”

“Oh, that could be dangerous. How about this.”

ZZZZZ!

He jumped, but it was much less, more subtle.

“Can you handle that?”

“Uh, yeah.” He was sweating and he felt like he was going to squirt.

She explained, “That first one is the top. If I leave that one on you’ll start leaking.”

“Leaking?” the horror of having his ejaculate suddenly burst out of him without his control washed over him.

“Yes. But the other one, that’s a low setting. If I do two low setting , like buzz, and then buzz, then You’ve got a minute to get off the road.”

“Honey, I don’t—“

“Well, got to go spend your money. Bye.” She hung up.

He stared at the phone. He put it on the passenger seat and prepared to put the car into drive.

Buzz!

He shivered, and wondered, and…there it was.

Buzz!

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered. Exactly sixty seconds later the big one hit him.

He bent forward, his chest hit the horn and it sounded. He grabbed his package.

The buzzing went on for ten seconds, but it felt like a lifetime.

He was feeling…good, glowing with a golden feeling.

Then it stopped.

He shuddered, and looked down.

The front of his slacks had a little wet spot on them.

He picked up his phone and texted.

“It leaves a stain on my pants.”

She immediately typed back, “Oh, goody!”

But she was very judicious in using the highest setting after that.

He went to work, and he was smiling, and every hour or so he would suddenly lurch and gasp, and people began to wonder what was going on with him.

“A nervous twitch,” he explained to one customer, hoping she didn’t see the big bulge in his pants.

“I think a bug just bit me,” he told a secretary, who, maybe it was his imagination, was staring at his groin.

By the end of the day, sexually stimulated beyond belief, he returned home.

“I need to sleep,” he muttered. He kissed Ann and stumped down the hall towards the bedroom.

She, of course, would have none of that. At least, not until she had had her fun.

BUZZZ!

Full setting.

He turned on his back and his pecker stood up.

It felt so goody and he started humping the air, his eyes closed, trying to get off.

But the setting was perfectly adjusted and the buzzer massaged his prostate just enough, but not too much, and he just lay there, gasping, praying for the orgasm to hit.

Finally, he reached down and grabbed his dong. He wasn’t supposed to, Ann frowned on such things, but he was going to—

“TIM!”

Tim jerked and opened his eyes and the buzzing stopped.

He looked down at his cock, still in hand, bits of goo seeping out of the tip.

“This is definite proof that you need a chastity tube!”

“But…honey…”

You can forget about your little joy moments,” she held up her phone, “Until you are firmly in chastity. Honestly!” and she turned and stomped out of the room.

Tim just moaned and turned over. He was so tired…

Two days later the chastity tube arrived.

It sat on the kitchen table and…just…sat there.

A harmless configuration of ring and tube with spacers and a padlock.

“You really want to put this on me?” He was tired. He was horny. And he felt wasted, but in a good way. He didn’t realize that his ability to say no was being sapped from him.

“It’s for your own protection,” Ann explained.

“My protection,” he spoke dubiously. “I don’t think I should.”

“Why ever not? Do you really want to walk around…an out of control male?”

“Well, but…it’s my dick?” he whined plaintively.

“Honey, we’ve talked about that. It may hang on your body, but who gets the most use out of it?”

“You haven't been using it much lately.”

“Are you serious? I use my cell phone to make my dick erect all day long. I stroke my dick until it’s about ready to spit.”

“But it never spits!” he almost shouted, feeling a desperation welling in his soul.

Ann gave a big sigh. “Okay. I’ll tell you what. You agree to wear the tube and I’ll give you a big, fat, juicy cum.”

He looked up at her, hope in his eyes. “Really?”

“Of course. I didn’t tell you, but there is one more setting.”

“There is?”

“Yes. I press that and the cum will squirt out of you.”

“Really?”

“Of course, really.”

Then he frowned. “I sort of wanted to cum inside you.”

Ann looked at him with what appeared to be honest surprise. “You wanted to…why on earth…when we’ve got…” she held up her cell phone.

“But…just to get inside of you, to feel you…it would be—“

Ann shook her head. “Honey, I told you. No pokey poke until you start wearing the bra.”

“Oh, God!” he was almost sobbing. “Panties! A bra! A vibrator up my butt! A chastity tube! Where does it end?”

Ann leaned forward and placed a hand on his. “Honey. Haven’t you figured it out? It ends when you do what I tell you.”

It was the first time she had made this statement, and it was so bald and bold, and if he had had his wits about him, and something less than a bouncing boner in his pants, he might have been able to figure it took and even to resist.

But he didn’t have his wits about him, and he did have a panful of penis, and he was tired and horny and…he nodded.

He didn’t know what his nod was actually signifying, and she knew that he didn’t know, but it was a step in the right direction. A big step.

Ann lifted her phone and tapped the screen.

ZZZZZZ!

It felt like somebody had shoved a cattle prod up his ass, but in a good way.

Semen spurted out the end of his cock, just a quick spurt, then the pulses started hitting. A pulse every two seconds, and his penis began unloading a couple of weeks worth of squirt.

He groaned and sat back in his chair. He couldn’t move. He was totally incapacitated. He couldn’t do anything about the way his balls felt, his penis squirted, and…and it wasn’t an orgasm.

It was a draining. His prostate was stimulated, the semen flowed, but…no orgasm!

After a minute he straightened up. His lap was all gooey, and he felt…drained. But he complained, “I didn’t’t have an orgasm!”

“You didn’t? That’s too bad. But you had your chance. You certainly came a lot.”

He looked down, was breathing hard, and for the first time in a couple of weeks his cock started to shrink.

“Oh, God,” he whispered.

“Now then, I delivered, so you have to put on the chastity tube.”

“I don’t want to.”

“You promised.”

“But I don’t want to.”

Having finally cum, having his desire finally sated, he was feeling braver.

“Very well. It’s going to stay on this setting until you keep your word.”

She tapped the screen and…ZZZZ”

He cried out, and discovered an interesting fact. Once drained, nothing left to give, it actually caused pain.

For a long minute Ann held her cell phone and watched Tim.

Tim stood up, was uncoordinated, but walked down the hallway.

He stripped his clothes off, tried to ignore the buzzing, and stepped into the shower.

Ann leaned against the door jam in the bathroom and watched him. Her lips were pursed in an amused moue.

“Oh, God! Oh, God!” Tim chanted.

“Do you really think you can stand this?” Ann asked. “All day?”

“Oh, God! Please…make it stop.”

He fell to her knees and placed his arms around her legs.

“Will you put on your chastity tube?”

“YES! YES!”

She stopped it, looked down at him and smiled.

He was kneeling at her feet. It was like he was truly besotted, enslaved, and…she liked it.

In fact, she felt wetness between her thighs.

This power thing was the bomb!

She took his hand, raised him to his feet, and led him sobbing down the hall.


Part Two

The chastity tube went on easily. His cock was completely encased and his package surrounded by a ring. His balls hung out the bottom of the thing and the skin looked tight and stretched.

Okay, he thought. This isn’t so bad.

Then his penis started trying to get hard.

Oh, Lord! He had just cum, but locked up his dingus made it want to not be locked up, made it want to get hard, and…it couldn’t!

It would swell up and press against the walls and the tip of the cage, and it was…crazy!

His penis pressed hard against the walls and it was looking at a face smushed up against a window. Red with big patches of white. And it pulled on his balls. And he wanted to get out in the worst way.

“Just take it easy,” Ann advised. “It just takes a little getting used to.

The good news was that now his panties fit. His cock wasn’t pushing the front panel out, his balls weren’t falling out the leg holes. Instead, his whole package was pulled back and…that was comfortable.

Except for the pain of his dick, and…the frustration.

Within an hour of recovering and bonerizing he was as frustrated as he had ever been.

It was worse than blue balls.

He just wanted to get out and use his cock!

But…nope.

Ann liked it.

“Honey! You look so wonderful without that obnoxious boner bump. Here, hug me…”

He hugged, and she pressed her pussy against him, searched for his groin.

“Oh, yes! This is great! No more rude humping at odd times.”

His face was purple with sexual desperation.

She reached into his pants and rubbed him, reached further and fondled his testicles.

This was really turning her on. The squeaky sounds he made, the way he jerked and twitched.

This was making her hot, and she latched onto him and pursued him.

Now the shoe was on the other foot. Usually he was pursuing her, chasing her around and trying to use his dick on her. But now she was grabbing for him, holding him, chewing on his mouth, reaching into his pants and cupping his buns and dry humping him.

As the days passed, he found that he was gaining a new discipline.

He was learning how to suppress sex thoughts just so he could function.

When he was with clients his natural ebullience came out. He joked and charmed and his sales were up.

But now he didn’t just sit at his desk, or do busy work until customers entered. Now he sought out activities that he could throw himself into; he wanted to stay busy and be able to think.

It was so hard to think with his cock caged and his butt plugged.

And Ann didn’t help!

The more he tried to step back from the situation the more it seemed that she wanted to play with the buzzer.

He would be trying to return calls to prospective buyers, work finances with banks, and suddenly…ZZZZZ!…and he would stifle a groan, try to keep his mind attached to whatever he was doing.

But the buzz didn’t just tickle his fancy, it made his cock grow, and that led to a sizzling session of trying to ignore his growing sexual desire even as it grew.

“Honey, I can’t take it any more.”

“Can’t take what?”

“The…the sex!”

“But I thought you were always my little horn dog?”

“But it’s too much for me! I have trouble just thinking the simplest thoughts. It’s hard to talk to women—“

She gave him a look, “And why would you want to talk to women?”

“Secretaries! Customers! It’s not that I want the women, it’s just that my cock is always trying to get around them.”

“You’re getting sexually excited by other women?”

“No! It’s just that the vib—“

“You beast!” She would run to the bedroom, crying, and slam the door.

And lock it.

And he was starting to spend a few uncomfortable nights on the couch.

But, finally, after a couple of weeks of this exquisite torture, she didn’t run crying into the bedroom. She simply looked down at the magazine she was reading and aid, “Maybe if you were to wear a bra…”

The next day he struggled into the ghastly thing.

It wasn’t big in cups, it was more like a training bra, but for grown ups. As if a thirty year old man would suddenly need a training bra.

He wore it under his tee shirt, his work shirt, and a jacket.

And he didn’t take the jacket off.

He thought he was safe. Nobody could see the straps on his shoulder, the fastening hooks in the back.

But he had underestimated the power of women’s intuition.

“Are you wearing a bra?” asked Janet, the lead secretary, when she brought in a stack of paperwork for him.

“No! No!” he stuttered, suddenly terrified.

But Janet was no dummy. She patted his back, felt his shoulders, and smiled. “You are, isn’t it wonderful?”

Her reaction terrified him, but…puzzled him.

She didn’t look down on him. She didn’t laugh at him. She thought it was…cute!

Why would a woman think a man wearing a bra was cute?

One, there was the Stockholm Syndrome. People identify with their captors. And he was being captured by the gender changing whims of his wife.

Two, imitation is the sincerest form of flattery. A man wanting to be like a woman, that was, in a way, empowering, and was flattering to the woman.

The only problem was that Janet had loose lips, and loose lips, as the saying goes, sinks ships.

Tim noticed that the women were paying him more attention.

He would find them glancing at him, and smiling, or giggling, and he knew what they were thinking.

Sometimes the women would gather at the water cooler, and he knew what they were saying.

Worst of all, or best, if that be your viewpoint, they would find excuses to enter his office and they would pat his back, or run a hand over his shoulders, and…they knew.

These were the women he flirted with, who he had hit on, and they had refused him. Now they were hanging with him, finding excuses for his company, touching him and feeling him.

And, one day, not even a month after the situation had started, Janet turned and her hand bumped his groin, and…she knew.

“What is that?” she whispered.

“What?”

“That hard thing in your pants!”

“Uh, oh, your imagination, I don’t know, you must be seeing things, you—“

She grabbed him, hard. “Oh, my God!” Her teeth were shiny, and her mouth was close to his. “What is that thing that…are you wearing one of those jock strap cup things that….no, that’s something else.”

He had no choice. He was forced to explain: “My wife makes me wear a chastity tube.”

Janet stepped back and was stunned. Then she started to grin. “So you can’t…get out? You can’t even get a hard on?”

He shook his head dismally.

“Oh, my God!”

And, she had to see it for herself.

And that meant that all her cronies soon found out, and they had to see for themselves.

Tim was now officially going crazy. He was getting groped all day long. He was locking his office to get work done, and the ladies simply put a bobby pin in the hole on the other side and let themselves in.

And, the worst day of his life, or the best, depending on your viewpoint, a customer found out.

Who told her, how she found out, he never did know, but the woman wanted to see a house in the country.

The house was off by itself, secluded, and the woman turned to him, grabbed his crotch and kissed him.

In the end he had to get her off. Several times.

But…she bought the house.

And kissed him passionately when the paperwork was submitted.

The big boss, Charlene, noticed the amorous exchange and queried Tim, but Tim made feeble excuses and ran out of the office.

“This has got to stop!” Tim raged, tears leaking from his eyes. The secretaries are fondling me and kissing me, and now a customer…you’ve got to get me out of chastity!”
“You’ve been with other women?”

“No! They’ve been with me! They won’t leave me alone, and…”

When he was finished Ann simply said, “This is why you have to be chastised. You are simply out of control. To pursue all those women, even though you’re married.” She shook her head in disgust.

“But I’m not pursuing them!”

“You’re saying you can’t push women half your weight away? What kind of a big, strong man are you?”

Tim was at wit’s end. He didn’t know what to do. Then Ann suddenly changed her tune.

“I’ll tell you what. I’ll take care of this for you. But you better stop trying to fuck all those women!”

He wanted to object, he wanted to protest that he wasn’t at fault, but Ann had said she would handle it, so he just kept his mouth shut.

He didn’t know how she would handle it, whether she was going to give him some chastity relief or something, but…she had said she would.

The next day, however, when he went to work, she hadn’t done anything. He was still wearing panties and bra, and she was suggesting garters and nylons, and the plug was still up his heinie, and his cock was still locked.

“When are you going to…” he lifted his eyebrows.

“This morning. Don’t worry. You just go to work and Mommy will handle everything.

Mommy? That was the first time she had ever said that in relation to herself. WTF?

He went to work. For the first hour the girls were coming in on him, feeling his bra through his jacket, turning and bending over to pick up dropped papers, showing him their asses, and…and then it dwindled off.

He actually knew exactly when it happened.

Janet had been on the phone for a few minutes, then she looked through the glass wall, sighed, and came in to see him.

Inside he cringed. He was afraid. But she said: “Sorry, Tim. I didn’t understand, but I do now.” And she left.

Then Sally came in and said much the same thing.

And one after the other the rest of the girls came into the office and apologized.

And it was over.

He was free. At least from their attentions. He was not free from chastity and the buzz bomb in his butt and the lingerie he was wearing.

“What did you do? How did you do that?” Tim asked when he got him from work.

“Oh, nothing,” Ann smiled.

“No, really!”

Now her smile became mysterious. “I can do more.”

“What?”

“You want a raise? Maybe some time off?”

“Well, yeah!” He grinned.

“Very well. Then you wear the garters and nylons tomorrow, and I will go the extra mile for you.”

He couldn’t help it. He simply had to find out what she was doing. He wanted to find out what she had said to the secretaries, but none of them would tell.

“Okay.” He breathed out. Garters. Nylons. He couldn’t imagine anything else, she had taken him as far as she could, so…why not?

That night he Naired his legs, and the next day he learned how to roll up nylons and snap them to the garter.

He tried to put on socks over his feet, but Ann wouldn’t let him. She simply drew the line in the sand and said, “You want me to get you more money and a vacation, but you won’t do what I want you to do.”

She stomped out of the room.

So he wore the nylons with no socks. If he sat, or even went up stairs, his slacks would rise up enough that anybody could see that he was wearing nylons.

Yet, when he finally had them on, they felt good.

Another pleasant surprise.

Except…

Ann walked through the office. She waved and stopped to talk to some of the secretaries, and they were all giggling and laughing. Then she gave a wave to the surprised Tim, and walked the pebble stairs to the boss’s office.

Charlene was shuffling papers, talking on the phone, and doing pretty much what all bosses do, which is nothing.

She gave a friendly wave to Ann and indicted she should have a seat. A moment later she hung up, and the two women started talking.

Downstairs Tim was waiting with bated breath. what the hell was going on?

A half hour passed, and Tim was going out of his mind. Then his desk phone rang.

He grabbed it with a jerky motion. “Tim here.”

“Hi, Tim. this is Charlene. Could you please come upstairs?”

He could. And instanter. He was leaping up the stairs, wondering what the hell was going on.

He entered the office and Charlene waved him to a seat in front of her desk.

“I understand your situation,” she said pleasantly, and I am grateful that your wife brought it to my attention. You realize that we will get certain tax breaks, and be able to fulfill certain regulatory conditions?”

“Uh…I didn’t know.”

“Oh, yes. So you’ll be getting a raise as soon as you fulfill certain conditions, and your request for a month off has been approved. Just let me know when you’re going to the hospital, and if you need any help the girls in the office will be glad to pitch in.”

Tim was gobsmacked. He was getting more money, and time off. How had Ann accomplished that? How in the hell—then he realized what she had said.

“Hospital?”

“Yes, and don’t worry. Our insurance will take care of the procedure. Have you thought about how big you want to be?”

“Big? I—“

Ann leaped in. “We’ve talked about it. He really needs a large size. He’s still got a male frame.”

“Of course. Well, you’ve got your pick of doctors, and if there’s anything we can do…”

Tim just blinked and stared. He was totally befuddled, and that was an understatement.

“What the hell just happened?” he asked when he was walking her outside to her car.

“You got a raise and some time off, isn’t that wonderful? and the company thanks you for it, and they’ll pay for it.”

“For it? It what? What the hell is…what is this hospital stuff?”

They reached her car and she turned to him, touched his lapels, smoothed his front, and smiled at him. “The hospital is for your new breasts.”

“Wha…”

His whole body went numb and he felt like he was sliding out of his head. “What breasts?”

“I told them about the reason for your underwear, that you are transitioning. This, of course, lead to a discussion concerning what you are planning to do. I did tell them that you planned on keeping your penis, but we can let them know otherwise if you feel like it. Anyway, everybody knows now, and everybody will be quite respectful. After all,” she smiled, “nobody wants a discrimination suit, right?”

Tim stood, blubbering, muttering, not making sense. His mind was truly blasted and no coherent thought would form.

Ann kissed him, his slack lips, and slipped into her car. “Ta ta,” she waved, and drove away.

Tim stood in the parking lot for long minutes.

Transition? Breasts? Everything was fixed? He was going to keep his penis? What in the Lord’d name had just happened?

For answer, his cell phone rang. Not the ding ding of normal business, but the buzz buzz of crotch business.

His wife.

But when he took out his phone he was stunned to see that the buzz buzz was not from his wife, but from Charlene.

He answered the phone, not understanding, his mind a jumbled mess.

“Hi, Tim. I just love your private ring. Thank your wife again for setting me up with it. When you get the double pulse, like this…”

He felt a rolling pulse following another rolling pulse and his knees buckled.

“…it’s just me. I’ll be summoning you to find out how your situation is going. Okay. Talk to you later.”

Click.

Tim’s mouth was open and he was shuffling like an old man when he returned to his desk.

It took a couple of months. A couple of months of sexual stimulation and cajoling and promises of the best orgasm in the history of the universe, but Tim finally agreed to breast implants.

He had to, because Ann kept telling him that he wouldn't get the raise, the company would be disappointed if he backed out and spilled their compliance with government regulations, and she would put him on a setting and break her phone—he would be getting the ZZZZ for the rest of his life—if he didn’t.

And, of course, he was more horny than any man in the history of the universe.

The operation happened on a Friday. It lasted several hours. Most implants can be done in an hour or two, but because he had a wide, male chest he required certain other cosmetic procedures.

The implants were put in, very big ones called Chyna 2000s, and to round out his chest, to tighten his waist and round his hips, he needed liposuction.

He was asleep throughout he procedure and went to sleep as a manly man, and woke up as a womanly woman.

Of course, he didn’t appreciate it at first. He was swollen in places, and even bruised, and it would be a week before he was completely recovered from the initial effects.

So he was popped into a wheel chair and rolled out of the ‘punishment palace,’ as he called it.

Ann marveled at his chest. She drove him home, and nearly got in an accident for staring at his chest.

“Oh, baby. You are so incredible. I am so glad you decided to go through with it.”

He decided? He thought it was more like she had bullied him into it.

“Your boobs are bigger than mine. Let me see that list again.”

At a stoplight, keeping her eye on the light, she read from the list of things he shouldn’t do.

“No bras with underwires. That’s good. I don’t like them either. No heavy lifting. Hunh. That won’t be a problem. Not with the shot they gave your penis. No swimming. Oooh, bad. Well, it’ll pass. Oh…don’t update your wardrobe! I was so looking forward to taking you shopping!”

And the list went on.

Tim sat and stared out the window and watched the world pass.

He was changed. And pretty much irrevocably. He had been a thin male, not much in the way of muscle, but he probably would never experience even that again.

He would have to wear dresses. And Ann kept talking about make up and things.

And…he would finally get to take off the chastity tube.

There was no point in wearing it because the doctors had given him a shot of medroxyprogesterone acetate. Commonly, Medroxyprogesterone was used for female birth control. The stuff they gave him would give him extra estrogen, and that further help his body become more feminine.

He was going to be a woman. Heck, he was a woman. Like it or not.

And now that it was done, he wondered.

He was still horny, the doctor assured him that he would always be horny, but his erections wouldn’t be as stiff and strong, and they wouldn't last long.

He wouldn't be a walking cum factory.

But he would be horny. And he still had a prostate, and that prostate was still going to be tickled by his vibrator. Ann had assured him of that.

But…now that he was on the other side of it all, did he want to be a woman?

He didn’t know.

And, for the first time in months, he was able to think a bit more clearly.

He could see how his wife had manipulated him.

He loved her.

He horny loved her, but he also just plain loved her.

Even if he was a woman instead of a man, he still loved her.

He sighed.

And Ann pulled into the driveway.

Recovery was a lot easier than he had expected. the bruises and pains were reduced within a couple of days, and within a week he felt normal.

Normal with an extra twenty pounds of boob on his chest, and fat hips, and a waist that was so thin his pants would have fallen off, except that his hips were fat enough to keep them up. He just had to use a rope, instead of a belt, and squinch the waist in.

Ann said it looked cute, that he had a natural fashion sense.

But, as with the inspiration to transition, most of the sense came from her.

She bought him clothes. She bought him underwear. And…she began fine tuning his appearance.

She placed his hands on the dining room table and prepared them, applied glue, and attached longer fingernails to his fingers.

He thought they were a mile long, but she just called them shorties.

He stared at his hands, and she snuck up behind him and spritzed him with perfume.

“Hey!”

She giggled. “I love it when you smell the way you look.”

Smelled the way he looked. Everything she did, everything she said, was changing his mind, messing with his brain, causing him to see the world in different lights.

“But, you can’t…” he started weakly.

She grabbed his hand and took him into their bedroom. She sat him down and began making him up.

He was stunned.

He felt her fingers so intimately on his face. He watched the colors mount, and he felt shivers of lust in his penis.

His penis that wasn’t going to get hard. At least, not much. And not for long.

And when she was done…

“Oh, my God!” Ann was breathing hard. Her chest, almost as big as his, was heaving. “I want you.”

“Oh,” he blinked and was confused. This was where he was supposed to have a raging boner, where he was supposed to take her to bed and slam into her and make her cry out with pleasure.

Instead, she reached into his groin and grabbed his dick.

It was half hard, and she pulled him across the room.

She threw him, by the dick, onto the bed. She took a strap on out of the dresser and arranged it on her hips.

He stared at it, suddenly scared.

He seemed to be drained of his male assertiveness, his aggressiveness, and he just stared at the weapon of ass destruction.

It was big.

“Oh, honey. You are perfect. This is what I always dreamed of!”

She pushed him back, pulled down his panties and grabbed his weenie. She lifted him as she inserted herself into him.

He felt himself opening up. Fortunately, she used a lot of lube, and he could take it.

But it took some getting used to.

But she gave him plenty of lube and time, and got him used to it.

Finally, she was done. The back end of the dildo had rubbed her button until she had had a great and grand and glorious orgasm.

A stronger orgasm than she had even had as a female taking a penis.

“This is wonderful,” she gasped, as she lay down beside him.

“But I didn’t cum!”

“That’s okay. Maybe next time,” she smiled and kissed his cheek. Then she stood up and ran out of the room.

He got up and followed her. “Where are you going?”

“I’ve got to tell the world the news!”

“What news?”

She was in the kitchen, holding her phone to her ear. “Make me a drink.”

He did, but again asked, “What news?”

“Your news, honey. Do you know how many women want to do you?”

“Do me? You mean, like…fuck me?”

“Of course, silly.” She turned her attention to the phone, “Hi, Cindy. He’s all ready, and man, is he good! Yes, I’ve got a good one, special little nub on the end for tickling your button. But if you want to bring your own you…how big? Oh, my God! But of course he can take it! Enough grease and he can take anything. This weekend? Wonderful. I’ll put you on the calendar.”

Her drink was now in front of her, and Tim sat across from her, staring at her, trying to come to grips with his new station in life.

“Hi, Charlene? Yes! Isn’t it wonderful? I just broke him in, and he’s ready for you. Of course you can bring a friend. A man? I don’t see why not. A dick is a dick, right?” And she laughed merrily.

She sipped from her drink, ended the call, tapped another number and smiled at Tim.

Tim thought about it. His new station in life.

He was transitioned just to be pimped out, and how did he feel about that?

He didn’t know. He knew he liked being fucked, he was looking forward to it, but…Ann was calling so many people! Half the town must be in on this thing!

“Hi, Janet. Yes, call the girls. An orgy? Of course! But let’s schedule it for a couple of weeks from now. He’s broken in, but I don’t want him broken.” More giggles. “Yes, tell all the girls, and if they wish to come over and sample him before the orgy that would be fine. Just give me a call and make an appointment. Okay. Talk to you later.”

She tapped a number and looked at him.

Tim was wearing lingerie. His face and nails were immaculate. His hair was delicately coiffed. His body was fully transitioned and totally feminized. He was ready to be taken advantage of.

Ann whispered to him, “We’re going to have so much fun.”

“Oh.”

He was going to be making love to dozens of women. Maybe even hundreds.

Or, actually, they were going to be making love to him.

But wasn’t that what he wanted?

Back when he was a man he had flirted shamelessly, made passes, been a bad boy.

Now he was seeing it from the other side, and a piece of him knew the truth.

This was what he wanted.

It truly was.

“Hi, Sally? Have I got a treat for you!”

Tim turned to the counter and made himself a drink. A stiff one. It wouldn’t be long before the doorbell started ringing, and he wanted to be a bit more relaxed before he started providing services.

“Make me another one, dear,” Ann asked, as she made another call. Before she greeted whoever it was that answered, however, she put her hand over the receiver and whispered to him.

“Honey? I’m going to join a dating service. After all, you don’t have the dick to please me any more. Do you mind?”

“Uh…”

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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Read it on kindle or paperback
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