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PART ONE

“EEEEEEE!”

Rob sat straight up in bed. What the fuck? What was that screech!

“God damn you! You did it again.”

Rob lay back down and covered his face with a pillow. Fuck. He forgot. Again.

He heard her angry stomps as she came down the hallway. He quickly turned and feigned sleep, hoping to escape her anger.

She crossed to the bed and swatted him on the ass. So much for feigning sleep.

“You left the seat up again! I sat down and fell into the toilet! My ass is soaking!”

Rob sighed and turned over and up on his elbows.

“Geez, honey. I’m sorry, but why didn’t you turn on the light and look? Why is it my fault that you can’t lift the ring!”

“You were the last one to use the toilet! You’ve got to put the seat down!”

“Take responsibility for yourself!” he snapped.

“Oh! Oh!”

She punched him in the belly. She knew how to tighten a fist and it was a good punch.

“UNH!” he grunted.

“When will you learn! Men must put the toilet seat down.”

He turned on his side and held his belly. Damn. That woman knew how to punch.”

She ignored him then. She ripped off her clothes, put on a chemise, which was sexy as hell. Her boobs thrust out and her nipples, probably because she was mad, stuck straight out. She was a sexy woman.

Rob looked through slitted eyes and his dick started to rise up.

She threw the covers around and hopped into bed. And pulled too many covers over on her side.

Rob sighed again, and gently pulled some covers back.

Then his dick touched her buns.

She spun around and slapped his penis. “Don’t you even!”

Rob turned over and held his cock, which felt like it was bruised, with one hand.

It wasn’t that he left the seat up on purpose, it was just that men could stand up and he forgot. It was that simple. He just forgot.

“And you’re not going to get any more sex until you put that ring up!”

Rob wanted to say he was sorry, he wanted to apologize, but that ship had sailed.

He settled down, was almost asleep, when he heard her whisper. “You idiot.”

And that woke him up.

The next day Ann was cool to Rob all day. He made a point of putting the lid down. He tried to be polite. And slowly the storm waned.

A few days, him on his best behavior, and he was proud of remembering to put the seat down, and, one night, while he dozed…

“EEEEEEE!”

“Oh, fuck!” Rob came awake and knew what he had done.

This time he jumped out of bed and ran to the bathroom. She was just coming out the door, using a towel to dry her ass.

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry!”

She slapped him in the face and stomped past him to the bedroom. She slammed the door, and when Rob tried it it was locked.

Damn. He thought she was almost ready to give him sex, and he forgets again. The funny thing was he could swear he had put the seat down.

Well, so much for sex. He slept on the couch, woke up with a neck ache and renewed determination.

He even pasted a little note on the wall behind the toilet. ‘Lower the ring!’

When he went to pee, however, the note was gone.

“Ann? Honey? I left a note to remind me so I wouldn’t leave the seat up.”

“I took it down! It makes us look stupid, leaving a note like that. What would the neighbors think when they saw that?”

“But our neighbors never use our bathroom!”

“Doesn’t matter. It looks bad.”

He sighed, and was once again defeated.

He tried little things to remind himself. Turning the soap the wrong way in a dish, leaving the toilet paper the wrong way on the roll.

But it was like Ann was waiting for these little faux pas, and she corrected, under the guise of household neatness, all his little tricks.

Still, he made progress. He mentally chastised himself, and he even made up a little ditty and tried to sing it to himself whenever he was in the bathroom.

Pee on the bowl

don’t pee on your toe

shake it off

without a cough

now put the seat down

so the wife doesn’t drown

He hummed the ditty, and followed instructions.

And, one night…”EEEEEE!”

Followed by “Son of a bitch!”

She came out of the toilet, drying her ass with a towel.

He didn’t say a word, just carried his pillow down the hallway towards the most uncomfortable couch.

This went on for months.

Rob was getting so much no sex that he was dripping. He’d go to sleep at night and his cock would drizzle a bit of pre-cum, and it would take an hour to get to sleep with his boner throbbing.

The funny thing was he never remembered leaving the ring up.

But he was a bit confused now, and his balls were so damn blue.             

Then, one day, Ann called him into the kitchen.

“Yes, honey?”

She reached a hand out and placed it over his. “I know you’ve had a rough time of it, not being able to remember to put the seat down.”

“I’m sorry! I could swear I always put the seat down, but…” he shrugged helplessly.

“That’s okay. I’ve got a solution.”

“You do?”

Hope springs eternal in the human soul.

“I do, but it requires a certain discipline on your part.”

“Discipline? What kind of discipline?”

“I was reading on the internet today, and I came across the subject of men who leave the toilet seats up. It appears that I am not the only woman who is incensed when her husband can follow simple etiquette. There are a lot of women with the same problem…and a lot of men. The men leave the toilet seat up, their wives fall in, water all over the place, and sometimes it is pee water. Yuck. How unsanitary!” She shivered.

“So what’s the solution?”

“Well, it turns out that men sit only one third of the time that women do. Mostly they stand up. But what if you couldn’t stand up? What if you had to sit down?”

“To pee?”

“To pee, to poo, doesn’t matter. What if you always sat down. Then you would always remember to have the seat down. There would be no more of these silly incidents.”

“Okay, I can see that. I mean, it seems a little silly, but,” he noted the tightening of her lips and hurried on, “but I’ll do what I can.”

At this Ann smiled, and she held out a small box. It was six inches on the side, and it didn’t weigh much when Rob hefted it.

“What’s in here?”

“Something that will insure that you always sit down. It will equalize us in the bathroom.”

And he thought: and I’ll be able to sleep in the bedroom? And maybe even get a little sex?

Rob opened the box, slitting the tape on the top and undoing the flaps. inside the box was a velvet pouch. It was purple with a little gold braid holding it closed.

Rob loosened the tiny rope and peered into the bag, then he turned it over and spilled the contents onto the table.

“What the heck?”

“It’s called a chastity tube,” explained Ann. She lifted up a ring in one hand and a tube in the other. A little padlock was on the table.

“You put this ring around your package. Then you put your dingle in this tube, and secure everything with the padlock.”

“Wait! What? I’m supposed to wear that thing on my cock?”

“Yep,” Ann was quite pleased with the thing a ma jig. She held it up, put it together, and smiled at him.

“You’ll have to sit to pee, you’ll never make a mess, and I won’t be tricked into falling into the toilet!”

“I never tricked—“ he stopped talking at the frown on her face.

He looked at the thing. He took it from her and turned it and examined it. It seemed awfully small.

“What do I do if my dick starts getting erect?”

She put both hands on one of his hands now. “You’ll use some of that great male discipline you have!”

“Male discipline isn’t designed for this!”

“You talk about discipline being the secret of a good golf swing. You talk about disciplining yourself to eat correct amounts so you don’t gain weight. There’s no difference!

“But this is—“

He stopped talking at the frown on her face.

Funny, when they were first married, and that was only four years before, she had never frowned at him like this.

“Try it on,” she suggested.

Rob looked at the little thing, sighed, and stood up. He unbuckled, unzipped, dropped, and…his penis stood out. Rock solid. A testimony to the power of sex deprived.

He controlled a smile. “Well, looks like it won’t fit.”

Ann frowned. “Of course it will.”

The smile crept out. “Not without, uh…you know?”

“Well, go do something about it.”

“That’s sort of a two person thing,” he was grinning now.

Ann was unhappy, but determined. She reached over and stroked his cock.

Rob sighed, it had been months since someone other than himself had taken himself in hand, and this was paradise. This was—

“Can’t you hurry up?”

“It’s a work of art, dear, it takes time.”

So Ann kept stroking and stroking, and even though she was sort of half hearted about it, Rob managed to grunt and groan and…he squirted all over her hand and onto the table.

“Oh…yuck!”

She grabbed a paper towel and wiped the cum off her hands.

Rob sighed and felt nice and loose.

“Now put it on.”

But Rob was released, and not feeling the pressure.

“Why don’t you, dear.”

He grinned and waggled his now limp cock at her.

Ann’s eyes were getting a little squinchy, but she picked up the chastity tube and put it on him.

Click.

Rob looked down. Then he had a thought. “Where’s the key?”

“Oh, I’ve got that,” she held up a little gold key. She grinned and put it on the gold chain that hung around her neck. The key hung in the valley of her boobs, and Bob eyed it with misgivings.

“What if I need it?”

“For what?”

“Doctor’s appointment. Maybe I’ll need to scrub down there. Maybe…maybe sex.”

“Just come see me when you think you need to get out. I’ll consider it.”

“You’ll consider it.”

“This will be good for you, Rob. I’ll help you with your discipline.”

“But what if I just want to get out and jack off?” He was being crude on purpose. He was starting to worry about this situation.

“Masturbate? Nonsense. Why would you want to do that when you’ve got me?”

“Well, you haven’t felt like doing it for a few months. Maybe you better let me have the key.”

“I just did you.” She grinned and patted his cheek. Then she stood up and walked out of the room.

Rob was left, pants down, staring at his cock.

It was limp now, but he didn’t think it would stay limp for long. What was it going to feel like when it got hard?

Rob worried harder.

Rob had to sit down when he went to the bathroom.

He learned that quickly when, yawning, he woke up in the night and headed for the head. He stood, placed his hands on his hips, and let fly. And squawked when the pee came out of his chastity tube like water out of a sprinkler head.

He managed to choke off the spray, then whirled and sat down.

He sat and listened to the spray in the bowl, and then wiped himself off, and the lid and the floor and the back of the toilet.

What the fuck?

He went back to bed—he was being allowed to sleep in his own room for the first time in months—and Ann mumbled, “Was that you?”

He woke her up with his bitching. “I fucking pissed all over the place! This thing is a mistake! I gotta get it off!”

Smiling, Ann just closed her eyes and mumbled, “Night, dear.”

Rob lay awake for an hour, totally unnerved. He couldn’t control his pee.

His pee.

Every man should be able to control his pee!

He remembered being a teenager and seeing how high he could pee on a tree. And he tried to write his name in the snow. He even climbed up on the garage to see how far he could pee.

Now he couldn’t. His pee…belonged to his wife!

In the morning he woke up to a woody and bounced out of bed, to find that Ann was already in their bathroom. He ran down the hall, spun and plopped, and just in time.

“Good morning, dear.” Ann passed by the open door.

“Hey! Wait!”

She backed up and poked her head into the bathroom. She smiled at the sight of him sitting on the throne.

“You need to let me out of this thing!”

“Why on earth would I do that?”

“Because I make a mess when I pee! I have to sit down.”

“Isn’t that why we locked you up? To make sure you sat down, so the ring would always be down?”

“Yeah, but…this is silly. I should be able to control my own pee!”

“Oh, you don’t feel like you can control your own pee?”

“Isn’t that what I just said?” Rob was feeling peevish, and she was acting obtuse.

“Does that mean I own it?”

“What?”

She waggled the little gold key at him. “I own your cock, now I own your pee. Is there anything else of yours I should own?”

“Argh!
“I thought not.” She giggled and continued down the hall and into the kitchen.

Rob was now in a different frame of mind. He mumbled and grumbled and pulled up his pants. His dick had gone from pee woody to sexual woody. He headed for the kitchen and his penis wiggled inside the little tube. It pressed and tried to grow, and he felt extra horny.

Ann was making waffles. She stood at the toaster, watching the griddle things toast, and there was a plate of butter and a bottle of politically incorrect syrup on the table.

“Good morning again,” she smiled at him. “Have a seat.”

He sat, but his mouth started working. “This really is uncomfortable.”

“How so?” She arched her eyebrows.

“I keep trying to get erect, and it…it can’t!”

“Really? Is that all?”

“Is that all? Is that all? A man lives and dies by his dick! I need to be in control of my cock!”

“What’s it doing right now?”

“It’s trying to get hard!”

“Huh. Really.”

“Yes! Really!”

“Show me.”

“Show you my cock? You want to see my cock?”

“I’d like you to prove that your dick is trying to get hard. Yes.” She glanced at the toaster. It had a half minute to go. She looked back at him. “Take down your pants and show me your penis. As the owner of your dingle a doo doo I have a right to make sure my property really is trying to get hard.”

Rob was now nearly speechless. He sputtered, “Dingle a doo doo? Your property?”

“And hurry up. The waffles are almost done.”

His face turning red, Rob unbuckled, unzipped, and pulled down.

Sure enough, his cock was whipping around inside the tube. It was trying to squeeze out of portholes and pull his balls out from his body.

“Oh, my gosh! That is so cute!”

“Cute!”

DING! The toaster popped the waffles up.

“Just stay there for a second!” She pulled the waffles out and put them on the plate. She hurried over to the table. She sat down and grabbed his weenie and pulled it over to her.

“This is adorable! Look how it’s all red and frustrated!”

“The key!” Rob’s voice sounded strangled.

Ann smiled, undid the syrup flap on the cap and poured the sticky stuff on his penis.

“Hey!” but he couldn't get loose. Her hand was holding his balls.

Ann leaned forward and licked the syrup off his plastic enclosed member.

In spite of everything, it felt good. Rob couldn’t help but groan. And he groaned louder when she took his whole cock, cage and all, inside her mouth.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered.

Ann gobbled, made sounds of happiness, and sucked all the syrup off his cock. She took her mouth off him and said, “I should try that with your balls, too.”

Rob’s knees buckled a little. “Can I please have the key?”

Ann pivoted to her waffles and started putting thick pats of butter and great globs of syrup on them. “No.”

He was so flustered, so weakened by her antics, that he didn’t bother to pull his pants up. He just sat down and faced her.              “But why?”

She forked a bit of dripping waffle into her mouth, chewed, and considered him. Gulping, she said, “Honey, I like you better this way. It’s not even been a day and you are leaving the ring down. And look at your little weenie. It just came last night, and it’s already trying to get hard. I don’t think I’ve ever seen you get so excited.

“I don’t want to get excited! I have things to do! I can’t walk around with this thing in my pants trying to go off all the time!”

“Why, of course you can. And I’ll bet it’s good for you. All that blood coursing through your body? I’ll bet your whole body is thanking you.”

“No! It’s not.”

“Okay. I’ll tell you what. I’ll think about it.”

“What’s there to think about? Just give me the key!”

“But, honey, isn’t that what you always say when I ask for something? I want to subscribe to Netflix, and you say, ‘I’ll think about it.’ And if I want to change pool cleaners you say, ‘I’ll think about it.’ I certainly deserve the chance to think about this. After all, you agreed, and it’s only been a day, not even a day, and…I want to think about it.”

Rob: “Argh!” Got up, threw up his hands and stomped out of the kitchen.

“You haven’t eaten your waffles, dear?”

“ARGH!”

Time passes. It may dawdle, and it may speed up, but it passes.

Ann was quite happy with her husband’s little ‘decoration.’

Rob was not.

He was constantly trying to get an erection. His horniness factor multiplied. He was irritated.

And he noticed that Ann wasn’t wearing the little gold key.

“Where’d the gold key go?” he blurted upon seeing that it wasn’t on the little gold chain around her neck.

“Oh, it was a little irritating. It rubbed on my chest, and I decided to put it away.”

“But where did you put it?”

“Why?” she asked with innocent eyes.

“I don’t want it to be lost.”

“Oh, it’s not lost,” and she patted his cheek.

By that weekend Rob had been in chastity for five days, and he was about to come out of his skull. He was constantly rubbing his crotch, only to feel the hard plastic, and the itch remained.

He would become aware of his cock at the oddest and most inconvenient times. Talking to a co-worker and suddenly it felt like his pants were dancing.

Passing a woman in a grocery store and his cage would literally bounce.

His cock was struggling so hard it would move the cage and he was constantly turning sideways, or sitting quickly, or scrunching around so that nobody would see his pants doing a little dick rhumba behind the zipper.

And he was having a hard time thinking. And he was thinking better. Such a contradiction, but he would be distracted, then force himself to concentrate. Distracted and focused all at the same time.

On Friday evening, during dinner, Rob brought up the subject again.

“Ann, honey?” He was determined to keep his cool.

“Yes?” She looked up from her spinach salad.

“It’s been a week, and we’ve had no problems with the toilet. Perhaps it’s time to give me a break.”

“But, honey? Why would we change something that’s working? Isn’t it you that’s always saying, ‘if it’s not broken…don’t fix it?’”

He felt the immediate surge of frustration, but held it under control.

“Well, it’s very uncomfortable.”

“How so?” She gave him her attention and appeared very thoughtful.

“It tends to—“

“You mean your penis?”

“Yes, of course…” his voice started to rise, but he tamped it down. “I mean my penis. It keeps wiggling, and that makes my tube wiggle, and the front of my pants wiggle, and that could be very embarrassing.”

“Yes, I can see how that would cause you a little consternation.”

“Then you’ll give me the key?” His voice sounded so hopeful.

“Let me think about it.”

“Think about it? What’s there to…uh…” he controlled himself, “It seems to be very straight forward. There’s a problem, here’s the solution, so…?” He kept his face bright and cheerful.

“Now see, that’s why you have me. I offer different solutions. i see problems in different ways. I’m sure that with a little thought we can come up with a solution that will be beneficial to all.”

“But, honey—“

“I think one solution, right now, would be to take your mind off all this difficulty. Take your pants down and come here.”

Rob’s eyes blinked a few times.

Yet, he was so horny, his lust fever had been growing so much over the week, no relief from his wiggling weenie, that he couldn’t resist.

He stood up and unbuckled, unzipped, and dropped.

“That’s a good boy. Come here.”

Rob shuffled around the table, his pants gathered around his ankles and acting like hobbles.

Ann reached under his cage and took his balls in one hand. Well, one ball in one hand.

Rob groaned. His balls were full and very sensitive.

“My, this one is very full, isn’t it.”

“Uh…” Rob’s voice broke a little.

“And this one…oh, my. If this keeps up we’re going to have to give you sex.”

“Oh, yes,” he sighed.

Manipulating his balls, one then the other, back and forth, Ann ate her salad and considered his situation.

“Of course, we’re in no hurry.”

“What?” he asked softly, his mind on his manhood.

“After all, you seem to have lots of extra energy, and we don’t want to waste that, do we?”

Inside his skull: waste me! Waste me!

His voice, however, said, “Well, uh…I could use some relief.”

“But aren’t you enjoying this?”

“Uh…yeah.”

She smiled up at him and gave a quick squeeze, “And if we allowed you to cum then you wouldn’t enjoy it. Right?”

“Of course, I would!”

“Of course, you wouldn’t. I have observed you prior to this. Once you divest yourself of your seed you have no interest, and don’t even want to be touched. No, allowing you a cum at this stage would not be advisable.”

“But…but…”

“But I will do something else for you.”

“What?” Desperation was in his voice.

“This.”

She spanked his balls.

The shock went through his body. It was like somebody hitting him in the nuts and his asshole feeling the pain.

“Oh, fuck!” he groaned. He grabbed the table so he wouldn’t fall. “Don’t—OH!” She spanked his balls again.

Now she had his cage by one hand and with the other one she gave him a series of swats that he couldn’t avoid. He couldn’t get his hands down, he couldn’t get loose form her hand on his cock cage, and he finally fell to his knees.

Smiling, Ann asked, “Do you still feel like cumming?”

“No…no…” Rob rolled over on his side and curled up into a ball.

Ann continued eating, and when she was done with her salad she pushed him with one foot. “Move aside, dear.”

He rolled over and she stepped past him. She placed her dish on the counter and said, “Make sure you do the dishes, honey.” And she left the kitchen.

A day later she had an answer for Rob’s problem of his cock moving the front of his pants. She handed him a tummy shaper.

“What’s this?”

“Put this on and you’ll be able to push your cage back out of the way. Then it won’t be bouncing around in the front of your pants.”

Rob didn’t like that idea. He didn’t want to wear women’s underthings, and he didn’t want to bend his cock way back between his legs.

Still, it was a solution, and Ann was determined that he at least try it.

He pulled on the tummy shaper, pushed his cock back, and snapped the bottom closed.

“See?” chirped Ann happily. Your front panel is under control now, and you won’t have to worry about your penis being unruly.

Unruly.

Still, it worked.

It was uncomfortable, but not more so than his penis wiggling around in front. And, Rob hated to admit it…it looked cool in the mirror.

He had very small love handles, but with the tummy shaper he had none. It made his body look trimmer, younger, and it even made his chest puff up a little.

He still wanted out, but…this would work until he could convince Ann to give him the key.

Rob’s next problem was a plumbing problem. He started to leak. in fact, it was like the little ball spanking he had received had turned a switch. He woke up the next morning, ran for the bathroom with his woody hurting inside his cage, and perceived a sticky string of something on his legs.

Sitting down and spraying the inside of the bowl, he saw that he had emitted a long silvery string of pre-cum. It had dripped from the end of his cock, and through the cock cage, and had tangled on his legs. There was even some of the string on the floor.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered. then, louder: “Honey? Ann? We’ve got a problem!”

Ann yawned and stretched. She was getting used to sleeping later and she didn’t like being awakened by her husband.

Still, she slid out from under the covers and went to the bathroom. “What is it?”

“Look!” Rob slid a finger across the front of his cage and held up a stringy mess of pre-cum.

“Why are you making a mess?”

“I’m not doing it on purpose! It’s my dick! I haven’t cum in so long that my balls are overflowing!”

“That’s ridiculous!”

“No! It’s not! A guy gets blue balls, and that happened over the last week, then he starts to dribble.”

“That could be a problem,” she pursed her lips and thought.

“Could be? It is! It means I have to take a change of pants to work!”

“Well, give me a day and I’ll come up with a solution.”

“A day? I have to go to work today!”

“Well, then…wear a condom.”

“A condom? A rubber?”

She smiled and went back to bed.

Unbelievably, her suggestion worked. He pulled a rubber over his condom, put on his tummy shaper and male clothes, and went to work.

He could feel the build up of fluid in the rubber. And it even made his penis flare up a little more, sloshing in the suds, as it were.

But he made it through the day, or so he thought. He was about to leave work when he heard one of the office secretaries giggling behind him.

He turned, aware of his cage and the tummy shaper and the rubber and his red face.

The secretary whispered to him, “I think you sat in something.”

Rob got even redder, mumbled a thanks, and went to the bathroom.

The condom had filled up with pre-cum, and if it was hanging straight down it wouldn’t have mattered. But his cage and penis were pulled back, and the fluid had leaked out of the condom and made a spot in his pants right below where his asshole was.

It looked like his asshole had leaked!

Fortunately, it was just a couple of minutes before five. He stuffed a wad of toilet paper in his pants and tried not to run as he went out the door.

“Ann! This isn’t working!”

He entered the living room. Ann had her favorite soap opera on and was about to put a chocolate in her mouth. She put the chocolate back in the box and sat up. “What are you talking about?”

“Look!” He turned and showed her the spot on the back of his pants.

“Did you have an accident?”

“No! I did not have an accident! The condom filled up and overflowed!”

He took off his pants and unsnapped the tummy shaper.

“Well, it’s obvious what you must do.”

He hoped she would say, ‘use the key,’ but instead she said, “You must take a change of condom with you, and you should probably wear a pad tomorrow.

“A pad?”

“A menstrual pad. To catch your overflow. Then you won’t have to be all embarrassed when you have an accident.”

“I did not have an accident!”

“Oh silly boy, of course you did.” She placed her hand around his cock cage and pulled him closer to her. “But don’t worry. We’ll take of it.”

She began to manipulate his balls.

Now they were really full. And really sensitive.

Rob almost fell down, it felt so good. The way she was gently palpating them, like a spanking, but not so hard. The pre-cum starting pouring out of his penis at a faster rate.

Ann giggled. “Poor boy. You really have lost control.”

“If I had the key…”

Ann took his cage in her mouth, sucked some of the pre-cum. One of her hands went up under his shirt and started playing with his nipples.

His penis pressed out and Ann could feel the hot skin squeezing through the little portholes on the side of his cage.

She took her mouth off him and whispered, “Honey. Don’t worry. We’ll get you all dressed up tomorrow, and I have an idea how we can solve this problem for good.

“Oh, please…please…” begged Rob. And he didn’t know if he was begging her to suck his cock, or to give him the key, or to solve his problems once and for all.

That was the point, he would realize on later retrospect, that he lost total control. He was conditioned to her solutions, and he was looking to her solutions, and though he was frustrated, he was also energized, and excited, and…and under her thumb.


PART TWO

Morning came, and with it what would turn out to be the morning ritual.

First, Ann demanded that Rob shave his legs. If she was going to help him get dressed she didn’t want to deal with all his unsightly hair.

So Rob hopped in the shower and shaved, or, later on, used Nair.

Out of the shower and dry, he would pull up his tummy shaper. Then Ann would roll a rubber over his cage and push his chastity cage back between his legs. Finally, she would put a feminine pad under his cage to catch any overflow.

By the end of the day there would almost always be overflow. but the pad caught it.

Anyway, after he had the pad in place and the bottom of the tummy shaper snapped, he would finish getting dressed by himself. In this he was very selective, as the pad frequently, no matter how careful Ann was, leave a slight rectangular lump on the seat of his pants.

He would choose pants that wouldn’t show this.

Then it was regular wear. Shoes, socks, shirts…just like a man.

Then it was out to breakfast, which he usually fixed for himself as Ann had taken to returning to bed.

A day of work, and home. Where he would undress, change the condom and the pad, and finally relax.

But it was hard to relax with his little worm asquirmin’.

His cock was on a constant wake up call. It just kept wiggling, and pushing out, and trying to get erect.

Rob would sometimes look up to find Ann smiling at him.

“What’s so funny?”

“You, my love. You.”

He didn’t think he was so funny. In fact, now he was having trouble sleeping. His cock simply wouldn’t let him.

So while Ann slept long nights of luxurious sleep, he would go to the computer and work. As a result of this his job performance started to soar. And, as a result of that he was allowed to work at home.

As long as his performance remained stellar.

Which, of course, it did.

In fact, there seemed to be no end to the upward bullet that were his personal work statistics.

“Honey, you know how you’re always asking for the key?”

“Uh…yeah.” He stared at her with hopeful eyes. It was all he dreamed about now. He wanted that key.

“Well, I might have a solution, so you don’t have to have a key, or even a chastity belt.”

“Okay. I’ll do it. Whatever it is…I’ll do it.”

Ann giggled. Then, “I read sometimes, and I came across a wonderful little solution. I call it chastity without the tube.”

“So I would still be in chastity?” he frowned.

“But without the tube.”

“Okay.” He sounded doubtful.

Ann knew when Rob was being difficult, or would be difficult, so she sat down on the couch and called him to her. “Okay, mister. Unbuckle, unzip, and drop.”

Rob couldn’t control himself. He was dying for her soft hands. Even when they slapped his balls, he wanted them. He was horny, and this made him even hornier, removed him from the realm of intelligent thinking, as it were, but…he needed it.

He did as instructed and stepped in front of her.

Ann took his cage in her mouth and held his balls. She sucked and squeezed. She gave little spanks, and then—something new—she reached under his legs and started rubbing a finger over his bunghole.

“Oh…fuck!” he wheezed. He jerked his hips and Ann had to caution him not to move.

Yet that little, index finger, circling and prodding, rubbing and massaging, it was torment!

And that made him even hornier!

Standing there, being sucked and rubbed, having his nipples played with, and now having that very sensitive brown button tantalized, he sobbed.

Almost as if that was what she was waiting for, his tears, Ann took her mouth off him. She kept playing with him, however, and she said, “I would like to suture the under head of your cock to your perineum.

“What?” Shocked, yet he didn’t back away. The sensations ratcheting through him were too good. He needed them.

It will require certain sacrifice, but you won’t need to wear the chastity tube. This will make it easier for you to wear a pad, and you might even be able to do away with the tummy shaper. After all, those salads I’ve been giving you have really being working.

And they had. Rob was definitely down a few pounds. His waist was downright slender, and it was even making his hips look a little bigger, and his chest, too.

“No,” he moaned.

“Very well. If you’re going to be obstinate.” Ann took her hands away.

The look in Rob’s eyes. The desperation. In the absence of sexual acts he had come to rely on her hands for his thrills.

“No…please.”

“If you won’t do this one, little thing for me, I don’t see how I can be bothered doing anything for you. I mean, honestly, I work and I slave, I fix salads and help you get dressed, and you can’t even do this one, little thing.”

“Wait, please. Do…what you were doing and let me think.”

Ann pursed her lips in a mild frown. She reached out for his balls with one hand and his nipples with the other. She played with him, but it was obvious she was ready to stop.

If he didn’t…if he didn’t…

With a sob, Rob gave in. His knees buckled a little, and he nodded, and he said, “Okay.”

Delighted, Ann really went to work on him. She sucked on his cage, pulled his nipples, and even snaked a hand between his legs and massaged his hole.

Rob was in heaven. He loved this feeling, he loved his wife. His mind was a white hot blankness, and there was only…only…

She stopped.

“Please, keep going!”

“Honey, I’ve done you for a whole turn of the hourglass!”

He looked to the side table and saw the little hourglass, all the sand in the bottom.

“But…it’s only a three minute hourglass.”

“Honey, don’t be a hog with my time. There’s things I have to do. I have to arrange for your little operation. And you need to go work and make me some money.”

Rob went in to work, staggering on shaking knees, and he made her lots of money.

The ‘operation’ occurred on a Saturday.

Ann didn’t do it herself, she had a friend who was a nurse, and the nurse did it.

“This is my husband Rob. Rob, This is Jennifer.

Jennifer was a tall woman with a big bosom. She wore a nurses uniform, and she carried a black satchel. Her eyes were piercing and revealed a lot of determination.

“You’ve done this before?” asked Rob, trying to subdue his nervousness.

“Oh, yes. Many times. Never lost a patient.”

Jennifer and Ann giggled.

“Oh, well…uh…”

“Now, let’s put him on a bed, no clothes, face down.”

They went to the bedroom and Rob, embarrassed, took off his clothes and lay on the bed.

Jennifer watched him closely, and nodded in approval when she saw the chastity tube.

“You’ve done a wonderful job,” she said to Ann.

“Thank you. It has been a trial, however.”

“Well,” said Jennifer, opening the satchel, “your days of trial are over.” She prepared a syringe, squirted it into the air a bit, then turned to Ann. “I would recommend complete removal, but I know how attached men can be to their little toys.”

Rob caught that remark, and he turned his head up and started to rise.

“None of that now,” Jennifer said, pushing his fanny down.

“But…”

“Let’s put some pillows under him, get his butt up in the air.”

Once his ass was pooched up, Jennifer gave him a shot in the groin. The needle hurt a little going in, but within seconds he wasn’t feeling anything. This, oddly, gave him a loosy goosy feeling. Almost like he had taken a sedative.

Which was good, because he had thought about resisting, not having the chastity tube or the operation. But with the shot he was suddenly totally relaxed.

“Excellent. Got the big vein right off.

Rob sagged on the pillows. He felt weak. He didn’t move or do anything when Ann stuck the key into his lock and opened it.

“My, I see what you’ve been dealing with.”

“Yes. It used to be bigger. But…” Ann shrugged.

“Well, no problem. It’s the perfect size for this operation.

Rob, dazed, wondered what they were talking about. He couldn’t feel his weenie, so they couldn’t be talking about that.

He lay there and felt Jennifer’s hands between his leg. He sort of knew when she pulled his dick back up through his legs.

He didn’t know what she was doing, but after a few minutes she said, “Almost done. You can see where I sewed his penis to his perineum. There’ s just a little slit in the under part of his cock head, and a little slit in his perineum, and sutured together the flesh will grow together. I’ve pushed his testicles up into the cavities from which they descended.”

“Oh, that’s cute! It looks like he doesn’t have any balls!”

“But they’re there. They’re just more like ovaries now, inside instead of out.

“What did you do?” asked Rob, sounding a little goofy.

“Shush, now, Rob. I’m tying it off.”

Then she slapped his ass and said, “Bed rest for three days. Don’t pull on your weenie or play with yourself in any manner. You don’t want to pulled your stitches out. That might be very painful, and it might bleed a lot.

Rob, laying on his face with his belly in the air, thought about that. He didn’t want to see his own blood. He decided to follow Jennifer’s directions.

“Okay, Rob, I want you to just lay there. Three days now, and I’ll wait on you hand a foot.”

As the two women walked out of the room Rob heard Jennifer ask, “Is he taking his pills?”

“Oh, yes. I mash them into his…” and then their voices faded.

Rob lay there, stoned, and wondered what was happening to him. After all, leaving the seat up on the toilet…it seemed a small thing compared to him getting an operation.

But he didn’t have much time to think as Ann came back and watched over him.

A week later Rob was up and about, and he was stunned.

He looked down at his groin and saw only a flat surface.

No boner bump. No sign of the chastity tube. Nothing.

He felt between his legs and could feel the ridge of his cock pulled back.

And he could feel his butt and feel the little point that was the head of his cock coming between his legs below his asshole.

This self inspection started him to getting horny again. After all, he still had a full load of semen in his now hidden balls.

But his dick wouldn’t come out from between his legs. Wearing the chastity tube for several months had caused a permanent curvature of the ding dong. And now that his cock was sewn down, it just pulled on his skin, a little uncomfortably, but even that discomfort went away as the bond between dick and perineum grew stronger and stronger.

And his new condition resulted several changes in lifestyle.

For one, he didn’t have to wear a tummy shaper. He just put on a pair  panties and placed the pad in them. That was simple dimple, and Rob was glad for the ease of changing his panties and clothes.

Of course there was a downside to this. His cock was now in the open, so to speak, and the pad rubbed the head of his cock mercilessly. Every step he took and the pad rubbed the head of his penis. It was excruciating, and Rob actually started to change the way he walked. He tried to push his butt out, unconsciously, in an effort to remove the pad form contact with his cock head.

It didn’t work, of course, but Ann thought his new walk was quite adorable.

And, the constant rubbing on the head of his penis was causing him to drip more. He was now dripping so much he had to change his pad several times during the day.

Oh, for the days of tighty whiteys!

But those days, sadly, were long past.

Another disappointment from the operation was that Ann could no longer suck on his cock. The chastity tube could be pulled out, but his dick was now sutured in place. No way that was moving.

The good side: Ann could bend him over and play with both the head of his penis and his butthole.

And she loved doing this. She loved rubbing the head of his cock with her third finger and touching his hole with her thumb.

And, as time passed, she began actually inserting her thumb.

It wasn’t a deep insertion, but it sure made Rob’s day. At least for three minutes.

She would do that to him frequently during the day, but only for the length of time it took for sand to flow from the top to the bottom of the little hourglass.

And, since Rob wasn’t going to work, she asked him to wear a dress around the house.

“You don’t really need pants, and you don’t need to worry about any boner bump or anything. So, please. Just for me.”

He didn’t want to.

“It will make it so much easier for me to get to your backside.”

He wanted to.

So Rob took up the wearing of skirts. And because his hairless skin was so pale, she made him wear nylons.

Rob would sit at the computer, occasionally wiggling because of the pressure on his cock head.

And occasionally wiggling to get a little rub a dub on his cock head.

Ann loved to see him do this.

“You’re such a horny, little vixen,” she would say, rubbing his shoulders for a moment.

Rob would smile, and keep working, trying to get his mind off his eternally horny situation.

Time passed, and Rob noticed something. His chest was getting puffy.

How weird!

He would pull a shirt over his head and look in the mirror, and it looked like his pectorals were getting bigger.

But he wasn’t lifting weights or anything!

But…they were turning into little bumps. Swelling up.

Ann noticed it right away.

“Honey, you’re going to have to stop eating ice cream.”

Ice cream was Rob’s favorite desert, but it was obviously having a fat effect.

So he gave up ice cream, but his chest kept growing. Slowly but surely, week after week, it grew bigger.

Sometimes Rob felt like crying about this, but Ann would always hug him, but his head to her large breasts, and shush him.

And, one day, “You know, Rob, you are getting quite sizable down there.”

He knew where down there was. He hung his head. Partially out of embarrassment, partly to see the growing mounds on his chest.

“I think you’d better consider wearing a bra.”

“What?”

“Just for a little while, until your chest shrinks.”

“But…but…”

“Come on, now dear. You know you need it. You don’t want to feel the pain of sagging boobs. You don’t want to risk getting stretch marks. You need this.”

Still, Rob didn’t want to wear a bra. That would be like the kiss of death to any pretensions of manhood he might have left.

But, day after day Ann lectured him on why bras were necessary and even moral, and she would cup his bosoms and massage them and tickle the nipples.

Which nipples were growing bigger, and stiffer, and were so excited when she touched them.

One day she bent her head and sucked on his nipples, and he thought he was going to explode!

“Please…please!” he begged, not knowing what he was begging for.

She brought out a bra, a wispy thing that barely covered his growing boobs. She helped him put it on, and she explained about different bras, and…he was wearing a bra!

“Oh, my God!” he exclaimed, looking at himself in a mirror.

He had always been slender, but now he was…shapely.

His butt flared out a little,

And, of course, it goes without saying, as long as he was wearing nylons, skirts, and a bra, he should also wear blouses. Or sweaters. Or even a halter top on a hot day.

Rob fought it. He refused. He cried (which she claimed was him merely going through hormones).

“I’m not a woman!”

She said: “Then show me your dick.”

To which he would turn around and bend over and show his little cock head.

And she would touch it and feel it, and rub it, and he would shiver in excitement and that was the end of that argument.

And he eventually gave up and wore blouses.

And…a dress.

“You’ll love it,” said Ann. “It’s a free feeling, the material is light. Come on, just try it on.”

Rob held up the yellow dress. It would come down to just above his knees, which would show off his shapely legs. It had a neckline that would hint at his cleavage. His arms would be bare, and they were rather slender now that he had lost a lot of muscle mass.

“No,” he said. A last vestige of his dwindling resistance.

“Come on, honey. If you do, I’ll put make up on you. And I’ll fix your hair.”

Rob couldn’t help it. He thought about it.

But he still refused.

“Come here, honey, and turn around and bend over.”

Ann rubbed his penis head for a long time. She reached around and cupped his boobs. She pushed her index finger into his heinie all the way up to her fist knuckles.

Rob tried to resist. He wanted to resist. But he couldn’t resist.

Ann helped him pull the dress over his head. She smoothed his hair down and kissed him and told him he was adorable.

Rob was shaking. This was it. This was the end of his manhood.

“Come on, now, honey.” She sat him down at her vanity and began working on him.

She gave a cursory brushing of his hair, which had grown long, to get it out of her way.

She cleansed his face and plucked his eyebrows. He had thin, arching lines over his eyes when she was done.

She primed his face, and put on foundation. She put on blush to make his cheeks colorful. She worked forever on his eyes, making his eyes sparkle inside the colorful cage.

She put lipstick on him. She put plumper on first, and his lips grew a bit larger, then she painted them.

They were red, curvy, beautiful, and Rob stared at his face, his eyes, his lips.

He was beautiful. He knew this, and this was where his male resistance faded completely and he started to take a female pride in his appearance.

She brushed his hair, coiffed it, added some curls and wisps, and he was suddenly in love with himself. Now he understood.

Now he knew where Ann had been taking him.

He stood up and went to the full mirror in the bedroom and studied himself.

Ann came up beside him and linked her arm through his.

“Oh, my God,” he mumbled through his red, red lips.

Ann just held him and smiled at him.

Then she said, “Don’t you think it’s time you tried on some high heels?”

High heels. They were uncomfortable, and he had been resisting them for the longest time.

But now, transformed, seeing what a rare beauty he had become…he wanted to try them on.

She handed him a pair of heels, and he held them up, examined them, ran his hands down the smooth, black leather, felt the spike, then he slipped one onto his foot. Then the other one.

He stood up, and the first thing he noticed was that he was taller. And that made him realize that the world was smaller.

“I feel so much bigger,” he whispered.

“You are bigger. You’re almost a woman, my sweet.”

He stared at her, aware of his feet, his body, his boobs, his face, his hair.

He was transformed, converted into something more beautiful.

He was in heaven. He felt like an angel, and he finally understood what a woman was.

And he understood that his desire to put his dick into Ann had been a travesty, that he was trying to make impure that which was pure.

Tears ran down his cheeks, and he blubbered apologies.

“No need, my honey. No need. Just go to the bed and bend over.

He went, he bent.

She opened the dresser drawer and took out a strap on. He glanced back at her, saw what she was doing, and was okay.

It was only right, after all the times he had sullied her, that she be given the chance to sully him.

She stroked her cock, covered it with lubricant, then moved up behind him. She covered his butthole with lube, pushing globs of the slick stuff into him, making sure this would be the most pleasurable defrocking he could experience.

He lay there, feeling her fingers swish around in him, felt his asshole relaxing, growing able to accept that which was about to come.

She slid two fingers into him and began running them around the rim.

He groaned, and felt his asshole expanding.

It felt so good.

And now he wanted to cum. The feeling had waned a bit in the last few weeks, but feeling the penetration, seeing himself from a female point of view, he wanted to cum…to cum like a woman.

Three fingers. In and out, and he felt her fist knuckles bumping against his rim.

It was almost loose enough, but not quite.

Ann took her time. She began tickling his cock head, and he arched and lurched and wanted more.

She pushed her penis into him, and now he was sated. Now he was filled. Now he had everything he wanted.

Ann pushed and tilted, pulled and rubbed the edge of her shaft against the tip of his cock.

He moaned, he felt his balls, hard, full, inside his body. Though they were inside they wanted to expel their semen.

Ann reached around him, cupped his large breasts, rubbed the nipples. Her cock slithered against his cock head. She kissed his back and murmured endearments.

“It’s love, my honey. I’ve wanted to do this to you from the first.”

He spread his legs wider, tilted his butt so he could get more cock, more feeling.

“I’ve wanted your power. I needed you to submit. Can you give yourself up for me?”

He nodded, he could.

“Then you must cum. Cum, Rob. Expel your essence, give yourself up to me.”

Rob felt the urge stirring deep within. His ovary/balls grew hot and began to roil. He felt the tip of his cock stimulated. The big cock penetrating him rubbed his prostate.

He didn’t know what happened. Was it a sissygasm? An anal orgasm? A prostate orgasm?

He didn’t know, and it wasn’t a cum like he had ever experienced.

It came over him, a warm feeling of love, and sperm started leaking out of his bent under penis.

It didn’t shoot, like a man’s, but drizzled, and he felt lost and helpless, and then he realized that Ann was holding him.

He gave up. He allowed himself to be held. That which was male left him, and was absorbed by Ann.

She was the alpha. She was the leader in their relationship. She would always take care of him.

And he became submissive. He became feminine in essence as well as body.

From now on he would wear the dresses, put on the make up.

From now on he was owned.

And he never felt so powerful in his life.

END


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked this little tale.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

HAVE A HORNY DAY!

Grace


THE 21 STORY BUNDLES!

[image: ]

A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!

GO TO:

21 STORIES!


Do you have all the bundles of

THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD?

[image: ]

each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:

The Best of Grace Mansfield


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: sisridebook cov use.jpg]
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Here are the first two chapters from…

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!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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