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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

This started out as a short story, but quickly grew into a full fledged saga.

And it is fantasy!

I love fantasy. And with lots of sex and adventure and sex and weird ideas and sex.

And sex.

So, here we go…love in a strange reality, going places where no mortal love can go!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

It was boring being in the fake world of cars and elections and televisions.

All those conventions mattered so little in the face of the real world.

What does it matter what sit com is on when a mad Warlock is threatening the world?

Cars run out of gas and splutter to a stop and turn to rust in a junkyard. And who cares when a dream can take you into another reality? A real reality.

Politicians never run out of gas, and so the fake world forever teeters on the brink of war and disease…and never does the individual realize his own magical nature.

Thus, Shiela and Johnny returned to the mansion outside the woods and made love all day.

They ate, stuffed themselves silly, and talked about serious matters.

“How am I going to fight my father?”

“I don’t know. Also, your father will have insights to you, and that will give him an advantage.”

“Even though he’s never seen me?”

“Even though,” Shiela nodded, taking a big slice of lemon merengue pie and plopping it onto her plate.

“There’s so much I don’t know,” mused Johnny.

“You may not have to fight him. If you can avoid him, if we can put your case before The Council then maybe…maybe we’ll stand a chance.”

“Do you think The Council will be in my favor? I mean, My father, Harkness, stays in his castle and is a threat.”

“He’s a threat, and he kisses the individual asses of The Council members. To be honest, I’m worried.”

They were silent then. They were in the big dining room, sitting catty corner at one end of the table and eating deserts. They had eaten steaks, chicken, ribs, and now Shiela was almost done with the lemon pie.

“You pig!” Johnny suddenly blurted. “You ate the whole pie?”

“Oh, did I?” Shiela said with a smirk as she forked the last bite into her mouth. “I’m sorry.”

“That’s okay. I saw a gallon of ice cream in the kitchen.”

“No!” Shiela shrieked and jumped up to run into the kitchen. Johnny was ahead of her, however, and he reached the orange sherbet before she did.

She tried to reach over his arm to get a spoon into the orange delight, but he fended her off. Then they were rolling on the floor, his dick had slid out of his pussy and was pulsing.

She pushed him onto his back and sat on him, and they fed each other the sherbet as they fucked.

Heysoos, you’re better than orange sherbet,” moaned Johnny, writhing upward.

“Yeah,” she grunted, and fed him.

Two orgasms and a gallon of ice cream later—her orgasms, not his, he wasn’t allowed to deplete his energy—they lay on their backs on the floor and stared up at the ceiling.

“So how do we get to The Council? Where do they meet? Will they be ready for us?”

“Ready for us? I’m sure. They keep strict tabs on all wizards, especially Warlocks, who are the most powerful of Wizards, and they will be especially interested in you. Your grandfather’s line has amazing power, and where you are concerned they will be extremely cautious.”

“Was Grandfather…did they look kindly on him?”

“He had his enemies and his friends, but he was astute at politics. That is where Harkness gets his talent from. The thing you’ve got to understand is that Harkness, in spite of his false heart, is a known factor.”

“And I am not.”

Shiela was silent, had one arm draped over him and was trying to encourage his penis to come out of his slit again.

“What can I do? What can I say to these people?”

“I don’t know. We’re going to have to rely on the fact that perhaps you have inherited some of your grandfather’s strengths.”

“Strengths,” he whispered. “I’m a woman. The only masculine thing I’ve got going for me is my dinger.”

“And what a dinger it is,” laughed Shiela, finally succeeding in getting his penis out for another round.

They awoke early in the morning. In spite of a night of fucking, or, actually, because of it, they were fresh and rested. Witches and Warlocks feed off of sexual energy, and Shiela was stuffed full of that invisible semen type of energy…without the semen.

Johnny was so damn horny he was having trouble keeping his penis retracted into his hole.

They packed a couple of backpacks and set out.

“This is the way to The Council?” asked Johnny as they crossed the sward behind the house and approached the woods.

“Through the woods, circle the waste, and enter the foothills far to the west of Dreadnought.”

“Dreadnought,” Johnny grunted. “What a funny name for a castle.”

“Not when you see it,” she warned. “You won’t think it so funny then.”

“We’ll be avoiding it, right?”

“Absolutely. I don’t want to go anywhere near that evil place,” Shiela gave a shiver that made her boobs judder.

Johnny grinned.

“What?”

“Your boobs are shaking. Makes me want to fuck you.”

“Good. Be that way. The hornier you are the more energy we can get into you.” She stopped and kissed him and grabbed his mons, then simply grinned and walked on.

They entered the woods, and the world immediately became a dark and gloomy place.

The trees obscured the sunlight with their leafy branches. The birds sang, but not so cheerfully. And the eternal rustling of…things in the underbrush.

“Creepy, eh?”

“Not so,” murmured Shiela. “Roger and I spent much time walking through these woods.

“I find it a little creepy. I mean, it is the barrier between worlds, is it not?”

“It is, but women feed off dark energy, what you call yin energy. Roger used to fuck me silly, draw on me until I drew on the blue light.”

“What? Blue light?” Johnny had seen the world in blue light, but she had never mentioned this phenomena, and he had never heard of it in the fake world.

“Yes. Men feed off power. Their whole nature is thus warlike.  Women feed off the darkness, which is the fake world’s term for the blue light. The blue light is the source of everything. The power of men, or the subtle nature of women…it all comes from the blue light.”

“Why are men more powerful? If the blue light is more powerful than men why can’t women control the blue light before men take it?

Because the blue light is like the depths of the ocean. It is too much for a woman to wield. So men have the power, and women have…subtle ways. In fact…”

“In fact what?” Johnny was holding her hand and they crossed over a stream. It was truly dark now, and the sound of rustling could be heard.

“It is said that if someone can ever tap into the power of the blue light they can wield the ocean of invisible energy that is the source of all the worlds, they will rule the world.

“But—“ Shiela jerked to a stop, his hand tight and put up a hand to quiet him. “Listen.”

Johnny heard nothing for a moment, but as the silence deepened he thought he heard something. A guttural something that was like…little bits of thunder.

“What is that?”

“I don’t know.”

The sound rose and fell. Sometimes it seemed like it was coming towards them, and sometimes it sounded like it was going away.

“Come,” whispered Shiela. She pulled him down the trail.

Shiela moved quietly, her feet padding through the thick layer of leaves that was the Farwoods floor.

The angry buzz and murmur grew louder, and it slowly differentiated into growls and voices.

Johnny followed, walking as quietly as he could.

They ducked under branches, steppe dover roots, slipped over another little stream.

Now the sounds were louder, but there was something strange, about them. The growls were apparent, but the voices wouldn’t become separate words in their ears.

Then a crashing through the brush, and a huge shape stumbled and almost fell on them.

It was The Bear!

The Bear, not really a bear, but some odd mix that looked like the offspring of Bigfoot and Harkness, because that was what it was.

And he was the half-brother of Johnny.

Harkness had fucked…something, and the result was this big, shabby fur thing with huge claws and teeth.

“Brother,” The Bear gasped to Johnny. “Harkness has invaded the barrier. The path to the real world is closed!”

“We’ve got to get through,” Shiela hissed.

“You’ve got to go around. You know the way,” The Bear spoke to Shiela, then he turned to Johnny. “Run, brother. I’ll hold here as long as I can, but he’s got…creatures.”

That was when Johnny saw the rips in The Bear’s hide. The blood matting the fur and dripping down onto the ground.

“But you’re hurt!”

“”My choice. Now, go!”

Johnny tried to stay, to help his half-brother, but Shiela gripped Johnny by the wrist and dragged him away.

“Wait!”

“No! It’s his fight!”

“But he’s hurt!”

“His choice, and he made that choice so we could get away. Now…run!”

The further they got away from the conflict, the more the sound of grunts and growls and undefinable screams faded.

Yet out of the chaos of sound rose new sounds. howls. Harkness had set the wolves on Johnny’s trail!

Now they ran. They stayed on the path that led back to the mansion, and the howls grew louder, and louder.

“Hurry!” Shiela was gasping, using up her energy as she pulled him forcefully along.

Johnny struggled to keep up, and he realized that in spite of his penis, Shiela was stronger than him. She was a couple of inches taller, and she had been a Witch much longer than he had known he was a Warlock.

And he certainly wasn’t a full strength Warlock by any means. He was a half and half man, half man and half woman, with only his penis to show for his masculinity.

She pulled him, and far ahead they could see the faint lancings of the fake world sunlight piercing the leafy canopy.

Awooo! Awooo!

The wolves were closer, and as they sprinted towards the yellow light awooo became AWOOO!

They were just breaking out of the gloom into full light when the wolves sighted them.

Johnny glanced over his shoulder. There were a half dozen of the grey monsters, slavering at the mouth, snapping their glistening, sharp teeth.

AWOOO! AWOOO! AWOOO!

Johnny and Shiela only had a hundred yards to go to the house, and the wolves should have been able to catch them.

But when the wolves came to the edge of Farwoods the light scared them. They snapped their large, white fangs at the yellow light. They dashed into it and reeled back. It took a minute for them to realize that the yellow light of the fake world was harmless. Then they leaped into the field and took up the chase.

Johnny and Shiela mounted the stairs to the mansion and ran for the door.

They heard the clack of claws on the steps, then the scrabble of claws on the porch, then they were in the house, gasping for breath, sitting with their backs against the door.

After a minute the house started shaking, and Johnny and Shiela looked at each other with shock on their faces.

What could be so big that it shook the mansion?

Johnny was first up, and he stared through a window and yelped, “Oh, no!”

Shiela joined him, and they stared in horror as a monstrous thing bulled its way out of the woods.

It was thirty feet tall, its head almost up to the eaves of the house.

It was a Garvigan. It was a massive thing of hide with huge arms tipped with claws as sharp and as long as swords.

Its face was triangular, and the body was sort of like King King’s. Except that King Kong would have been weak if matched up to the Garvigan.

Its eyes were small, round portholes within which flamed the fires of madness. It snapped its wheelbarrow mouth and began to howl as it burst out of the trees and experienced the burn of honest sunlight.

Johnny jumped back, then forced himself to stand still.

“Oh, fuck,” whispered Shiela.

They looked at each other. there was no way they could fight this beast of all beasts.

ARGRROOO! It howled, and the walls of the mansion shook and a few shingles flew off the roof.

Then another sound overrode the first howl of the Garvigan.

ARRGROOOO!

It was another one! Bursting out of the trees, knocking trunks down and ripping off branches.

And another one, and another.

Five of the monsters raced after the first, which was now within ten yards of the house.

“Come on!” Shiela grabbed Johnny’s wrist again. She pulled him towards the kitchen.

The Garvigan reached the mansion and slammed its massive body into the back of the house.

The house shook, shingles flew off the roof, cracks appeared in the walls, and the back porch was half demolished.

Shiela and Johnny fell to their knees, then scrambled up and entered the kitchen.

Outside another Garvigan reached the house, another terrible impact of earthquake proportions. Then more Garvigans struck. The back of the house began to fall apart, to splinter and shred and large chunks of timbers and wallboard flew through the house and exploded into the yard.

Shiela led Johnny into the pantry, made it dark, and Johnny knew intuitively to make the blue glow. Everything shifted and the mighty tremors that were destroying the house faded.

Johnny and Shiela moved down the stairs, holding to the rock walls.

“Are we safe?”

“No,” answered Shiela, “But we’ve got some time.”

“But we’ve trapped ourselves! There’s no way out!”

They reached the bottom of the steps and Shiela led Johnny through the torture furniture of the large dungeon. She stopped in front of the back wall and turned to him.

“Johnny, we can’t go through the forest, but there is another way.”

He stared at her with wide eyes, the whites of which were showing “What?”

“Your grandfather built this dungeon to train Harkness. When the training was over they would go through this wall to a paradise in the mountains. They would travel through the rock, making it a tunnel with the blue light, to Harkness’s favorite place…Skell Lake.”

“I thought it was Skell mountains?”

“It is, but there is a lake there, too.”

“But isn’t Harkness in the mountains, at that castle? At Dreadnought?”

“No. Right now he’s in the barrier, fighting his battle to control the barrier between the worlds.”

“But that means—“

“That’s right. We’re going to have to go to Dreadnought. We have to go to the home of Harkness and through it. It’s the only way to get to The Council.”

“But—“

“Johnny. I’m scared. I’m more scared than I have ever been in my life. I’m more scared than when he damaged me, before he hurt me and chased me back through the tunnel of rock to the mansion.”

Johnny stared, and he felt weak and he was trembling.

“It’s the only way, Johnny. We can’t go back, and eventually the Garvigans will tear the house down, find the way to the dungeon, and dig us up. It’s the only way!”

Johnny was at a precipice. He was at a point where he must choose, but there really was no choice.

He had to go forward.

“Okay,” and he gave a terse nod of his head.

“Okay,” Shiela breathed raggedly, but in relief. “Follow me, do what I do! It’s blue light, and I can hold it long enough to get through, but…there’s two of us, and you’ll have to help me.”

“Oaky,” said Johnny again.

Shiela turned to the wall and raised her hands.

Blue light, soft and even pretty, emitted from her palms. The light was condensed as it issued from her skin, then became light and even swirly.

She stepped forward and placed her hands on the wall.

“Hold my hips, stay with me when I walk forward.”

Johnny placed his hands on her round hips.

For a moment nothing happened, then Johnny felt her pulling energy from him. It wasn’t rude, but it was insistent. Give me more! Then she moved forward.

Johnny stared in wonder as her arms went into the solid, black rock. First her wrists, then elbows, finally her whole body started to merge with the solid stuff.

Then his hands touched the wall and everything stopped.

“Close your eyes,” she whispered back.

Johnny did, and the forward motion started again. He felt a slight ring of coolness passing up each arm, then his face touched what felt like a gossamer blanket of material, and…he was in.

“You can open your eyes.”

Johnny did. His perceptions told him that he was under water, a light blue water, and little pebbles shone in the distance.

“We’re still in the one rock Roger built the dungeon out of. Hold my hand. Keep in touch, I don’t want you wandering away or thinking thoughts that might get you solidified in the rock.

He clutched her hand and tamped down a welling of fear.

She turned to him and smiled. Her face was as if wreathed by a whorly pattern, as if the world was a giant fingerprint and it was embossed upon her.

There was a little point of light in the rock, that was now space, hanging in front of her face. She reached up and pinched it.

“Air pocket in the rock. Avoid these, or anything hanging in the void. Let’s go,” she lead him forward.

She pulled him through the earth as if it was water they could breath.

“I don’t understand,” he said. His voice sounded muffled.

“The world, the fake world, is built of blue light. As such it is very insubstantial. Sure, rocks feel hard, but do you know how much space is in a rock?”

Actually, Johnny did. He had had school teachers that taught about atoms and the space between them.

“One who can see the blue light, who can use the blue light, is insubstantial as a rock, and the two materials, body and rock, can pass through each other.”

“What about the little air things you told me about?”

“Air is quite empty, but in the context of this rock, the rock the dungeon was built in, it provides different texture, and it can hurt to have to pull that through your body.”

Johnny moved carefully, tried to relax his hand a bit, but he knew where he was and while he wasn’t overwhelmed with fright, he was inundated with nervousness and apprehension.

“Your Grandfather built the big rock that the dungeon is in, and this path we are on.”

“He did? He built a rock?”

Shiela smiled, a bit ruefully. “He was a great and powerful Warlock. I don’t know of many who can build rocks, and it is an extreme example of the power of the ancients. There used to be many Warlocks who could do such things.”

“What happened to them?”

“The Council. The Council does not suffer males gladly. The result is fewer and fewer Warlocks, and more Witches. What the Witches don’t realize, in their zeal to protect themselves, is that without men to draw power from—power such as I draw from you—there is less power for them, and they grow weaker. Not just as individuals, but as a race.”

Johnny blurted, “My father is powerful.”

“Yes,” murmured Shiela, her voice muted a few decibels by the rock in which they were. “And sometimes the most powerful are the most accomplished at lying and deceit.”

They were slowly climbing upward. Not much, maybe two or three per cent, but Johnny noticed it.

“Of course, in your father’s favor, he knew the score, and he was just surviving. But now he is so powerful The Council probably couldn’t defeat him. Well, maybe if they joined together, but there is no way those cantankerous individuals could ever do that, not even to save their own hides. Oops. Water. We must be at Lake Skell.”

The texture of the earth changed then, became slightly warmer, and slightly more…oozy.

“We’re at the lake already?”

“One travels faster though rock than on the surface.”

That was an odd thought, and Johnny held tight and followed and observed little air bubbles, and…fish!

“Oh, my God!”

A fish was frozen in the water. It was mid wiggle, slightly bent, and its eyes didn’t flicker.

“But it’s just hanging there!”

“It’s moving slowly in real water. Water, whether in the real world or the fake, is still water. We’re moving through rock, faster, so fast that he appears motionless. If we waited around for an hour we would see him move forward.”

Johnny looked over his shoulder at the fish. Then he felt something slap him on the side of the head.

He turned, and felt something pulling through his head like a headache.

“Wha…”

He had walked into a turtle. He watched, almost in shock, as his perception of the world changed. Things became darker, then he was moving through a shell and into the regular blue light water.

Shiela chuckled. “I should have warned you.”

“But you were having too much fun,” Johnny spoke dryly.

“Well…yes.”

Then they both were snickering and Johnny’s alarm faded a bit.

He watched where they were going then, and he moved around and ducked to avoid lake creatures, then they were entering a sharp slope of rock, and then they walked out of a wall.

Shiela held to his hand still, and Johnny stared around in wonder.

The walls were of the same type of roughened rock that the dungeon had been built of. They were standing at the end of a long corridor. Along the sides of the corridor were rusty grates.

“Where are we?” Though Johnny knew. He could feel the cry of gone souls. He could feel the miasma of terror that had invest these walls with a unique and unpleasant energy.

“The dungeons. Harkness’s dungeons.”

She spoke bravely, but she shivered, and he felt her hand close on his.

They walked up the corridor and passed a cell.

This one was open, but a body hung from chains on the back wall. Eyes looked up and begged for mercy, but no word was said because, the soul had no tongue!

“Oh, my God,” whispered Johnny.

“People exist her as bodies, and as ghosts. These cells have to be cleansed periodically, the ghosts pushed out and made room for new ghosts to be.”

They passed more cells. Some were locked, and on the other side were ragged, emaciated victims.

Men, women, skeletal in their appearance, hopeless in their eyes.

“Harkness does all this?”

“And more.”

“But why?”

“Like all madmen, he is paranoid. He is afraid of everybody, and so dedicated to their imprisonment.”

“And then he ravages their souls.”

“Makes them weaker, weaker, until they are nothing but ghosts, unable to touch the real world. Then he sends them to the fake world, where they are convinced they are real.”

They passed more cells, and in these some of Harkness’s people worked. Big, burly types with hairy bodies and gleaming eyes, whipping, scourging, pincering and pulling apart, leaving nothing but ghosts in their wake.

Johnny’s soul was shivering by the time they reached the stairs, and he was starting to cry.

“Hold it in,” and Shiela jerked his hand hard. “That’s your witch empathy. You can’t let it show or he’ll see you. He can return to his castle quickly. He can walk through rock and follow us, and we don’t want to meet him in his own construction.

Johnny closed his eyes. He thought of pain, of stubbing his toe, of a sunburn he had once received.

“Good. He likes pain. If he sees you he’ll just think you’re in one of the cells.”

“I’ll be in one of these cells for the rest of my life,” muttered Johnny, knowing that he was traumatized by what he was seeing. By the screams and the torments, by what the shabby creatures did to these poor people.

“Is there any way to save these people?”

“No.” Shiela was grim and even determined in her statement. “Remember, no empathy, no feeling for the plight. Not until we are outside the castle.”

They walked up stairs, a narrow spiral that went up, past layers of dungeons and more screams, and light appeared above them.

“Hold on, Johnny,” though it sounded like she was more talking to herself than him.

Around and around, shoulders to the rough walls. At one point they had to pass a crumbling section of the stairs, and both their shoulder blades were pressed and they had to traverse a foot of nothing but space.

“Almost there,” muttered Johnny.

Then they were there. Stepping through a doorway and into real light.

The light of the real world was the same to the senses as the light of the fake world.

They were standing in a long hallway, and here the tenor of things changed.

It was a castle that looked like a castle. Suits of armor in small alcoves carved into the stone. Paintings of nobles, but not the way Johnny pictured paintings.

Johnny thought of castle paintings as men in armor fighting glorious battles, or nobles sitting around a table drinking wine, or delicate maidens in repose by a streamside.

The paintings preferred by his father, Harkness, were cruel. That is the only word for it.

One painting depicted a beheading, the crowd roaring with lust in their eyes and blood splattered.

A scene where a man was dissecting a pig. Blood and guts over the hands of the butcher.

Women burning another woman at the stake. The women doing the burning were all naked, rejoicing, and the woman being burned had a bible pressed against her body by the ropes that held her. Her eyes were cast upwards, beseeching. High in the clouds a devil mocked her with laughter.

Scenes of the most disgusting of acts, sex with strange creatures, violence, it was horrible.

And this was the universe that Harkness built to contain his existence.

And would build for all of mankind.

For once he had conquered the barrier…what was next?

The fake world.

Dispatching souls into the fake world for their fake existence wasn’t enough. He had to follow them and kill them again and again.

Johnny shivered, and knew that he would be in no danger of loving his father.

Never again. If he had ever.

“Come on,” Shiela pulled him down the hallway.

They passed people. Mean looking, monster people with too much fur and over large canines.

They passed…creatures, and Johnny realized that It wasn’t enough for Harkness to just kill people, again and again, and send them to the hell of the fake world. He had to supplant them with his own creatures

He’s still fucking…something, for that is the mother of these poor, soulless creations.

“Don’t think empathy,” Shiela warned.

He tried to stifle even these deep thoughts, and they reached a big door that led to the outside world.

But they had caused people, or creatures, to notice them.

Behind them they heard a small yell, then the patter of feet.

Through the door, past two Rorkens.

The Rorkens were eight feet tall. They were puffy with muscles and wore  shiny, round helmets. Two bony protuberances rose from the front of the helmets, like rhino horns. The monsters had tusks like walrus tusks descending from their cruel lipped mouths.

Their eyes were alight with savagery just barely contained.

Yet they were stationed to keep people out, not in, and Johnny and Shiela darted past them and into the swirl of humanity in the courtyard.

But to call the occupants of the courtyard humanity was certainly a travesty.

Some people, beaten down, cringing, slinking through the mass of brutal…things.

Tall creatures with mouths full of grinning shards.

Men with knifelike claws for fingers, and demonic delight printed on their faces.

Women with large breasts, and faces that looked like they had been stamped out of shape.

They darted through the market area. Creatures contemplating weapons, holding them up and swishing them in the air and considering how effective these swords and spears and knives would be at dissecting foes, or helpless victims.

Slatternly women dressed in red, holding up their breasts, or sitting in chairs to show their genitals.

“Fuck here! Great fucks for great dicks! Come, milords! A sample of heaven for a tuppence!”

A few stalls selling food, usually slabs of…beef. Maybe. Maybe other red blooded creatures that looked enough like beef to pass for it.

A tusked creature ripped flesh from a bone at one booth, and washed it down with what looked like blood.

Now Johnny was in no fear of showing his empathy. Now he was terrified, more terrified than when he had walked through rock.

For if the rock had turned solid he would merely be caught, but if these creatures caught them then he and Shiela would be savaged, torn apart, made into meat.

Shouts arose behind them. Pursuers from the castle had gathered reinforcements as they pushed through the crowd, and now a chorus of shouts arose, called for them to stop.

No way they were going to stop.

They pushed through the crowd, not caring if they knocked somebody over, heading for the big, black wall of the castle.

High above, on the ramparts, monstrous soldiers looked down and wondered what the uproar was about.

“Almost…almost!” Shiela was gasping for breath.

A rock thrown from the ramparts shattered on the ground not ten feet from them.

The monsters screaming behind them, the soldiers on the walls, starting to draw bows, then they reached the wall.

Shiela raised her hands and tried to pulse blue light, but she was exhausted. The long journey through solid rock, the flight through the castle and the courtyard, the threat of being torn apart, she was exhausted.

Johnny wasn’t, however. Under his blushing tits and sexy, rotund rump was the soul of a Warlock, and he raised his hands. “Guide me!” he shouted, then they plunged into the wall.

And popped out the other side and fell through the air into a moat.

Where sharks and barracudas, and other more dangerous creatures swam and waited for the unfortunate to fall in, or be pushed in, or thrown in from the high ramparts.

But even as the monstrous swimming creatures moved towards them, Johnny and Shiela sank, and then, blue light still emanating from Johnny and through Shiela, they fell into the bottom of the moat and were in the muck and then the rock which the swimming creatures could not penetrate.

Though the swimming things snapped and foamed at the maw and tried to dig into the floor of the moat.

Falling, yet now in solid again, Shiela managed to right herself, and pulled Johnny.

“Good, Lord!” she blurted. “Your power! It’s so much!”

He barely heard her, he was concentrating so fiercely on feeding her the power.

Then she was walking through the solid earth, guiding them, ascending through the soil and rock to beyond the moat, beyond a field of stakes, and into a forest. There they climbed up the roots of a tree and emerged from the trunk of that tree into the real world.


Part Two

Shiela had been leading Johnny by the hand, but now she feel to her knees and her head slumped. She was dog tired from the journey through the earth and the castle.

She was depleted of energy, and she needed more.

Johnny pushed her back in the leaves, laid down beside her, and willed his penis to appear.

Slowly, it emerged from his pussy, a staunch rod of hardy flesh, and in this real reality it glowed with blue light.

Shiela stared down at it and smiled. “So beautiful. So powerful.”

Then Johnny’s head was bent to her breast and she held him as his lips sought out her nipple.

“Oh, yes,” she murmured, arching her back and feeling the first rushes of his masculine blue light invade her.

He threw a leg over, parted her thighs, and hunched up, put his tip to her labia, then inserted.

Slowly, gently, and Shiela came alive.

“Oh, God!” Her eyes closed and her mouth curled in a grin. “So much power! It’s like here, in the real world, you are unleashed.”

Johnny said nothing, just watched her beautiful face turn even more beautiful, and plumbed her depths with his cock.

Blue light surrounded them, poured from Johnny into Shiela.

Coming into the real world had imbued him, strengthened him. He felt his power, and though he didn’t really know how to use it, he could feel that it was substantial.

But he had to learn to use it. He couldn’t just feed it into Shiela and expect her to do the hard lifting. Ot the fine weaving.

They lay in the little, tiny clearing for an hour.

They didn’t worry about the castle, even though it was just a few hundred yards away. They were too concerned with building her energy back up.

And, finally, she was glowing with health and energy.

“Thank you.” She kissed him, and he smiled and rolled off her, got to his feet.

She stood up and brushed herself off, then looked at him. You still haven’t cum, have you.”

Johnny’s loins ached from him withholding his essence. His balls felt like they were full and ready to pop.

“No.”

“You might try letting a drop out. That would probably relieve the pressure.”

“Wouldn’t that make me even hornier?”

She smiled. “Just sayin’.”

“Well, maybe later.”

With that they set off through the woods.

At first everything was gloomy, being so close to Dreadnought that made sense. The miasma of the castle would be infecting the surrounding countryside.

But as the miles built the woods became airy, spacious. Monster oaks created cities of chipmunks and birds. Roots bulged out of the earth, so large they had to be walked around, couldn’t be climbed over. Leaves were larger, and even when they fell to the earth they remained bright and green for a long period of time.

Here Johnny could see the difference between the fake world and the real world.

The real world was built to last, to have a long life. One could eat freely of berries and nuts, and a quick dig might reveal highly nutritional tubers.

The fake world was designed around short lived things that decayed quickly when they separated from the source, and people ate foods built of preservatives and dyes and strange chemicals created or arcane and even poisonous elements.

In a way, Johnny didn’t want to go back. He wanted to live in the real world forever.

But, in a way, he missed the real world. He missed the mansion, which was now likely a pile of kindling and trash. He missed the yellow sun, so warm, and the feel of a summer shower on his back.

Harkness, however, had chosen to live only in the real world. Was that because of his sick and twisted personality? Or had his personality pushed him into just one reality?

So, not either world solely, but both worlds in balance. That was going to be the key.

If he lived.

He had no doubts, now that he had seen Gargivans and Rorkens and all the creatures of the castle Dreadnought, that if Harkness was not handled then not just he, but the people of the fake world, would all be dead. Fodder for more dungeons, and not sexually fungeons, but real dungeons, where the screams were deafening and the blood drowning.

They exited the forest and walked through a big, field of tall grass. Deer grazed, calm and peaceful, secure in the real world.

Ground hogs danced around, and once a snake slithered happily across their path.

“It’s so different here.”

“Except for castle Dreadnought, it is a perfect world. It is a model for how the fake world should be.”

“But how did the fake world come to exist then?”

“Because the real world is truly eternal. It lasts forever, and man, as he forgot he was a wizard, fell to fighting. The fake world is really just a dream dreamt by lost souls, giving them a place to be once they have been kicked out of the real world.

“One has to wonder how Dreadnought, and all those creatures, could exist in paradise.”

“Yes,” muttered Shiela sadly.

They walked for the rest of the day, yet they didn’t slow down and rest, except for brief periods.

They had no illusions that Harkness wouldn't follow them, once he was appraised of how they had trespassed on his home.

They knew that their only safety in this strange and beautiful reality, was to reach the influence of The Council.

A council that might not be happily disposed towards Johnny.

They came to a village and stayed for the night.

Unlike the real world, where corporations vied for money, there was no charge except the cheer of their company. And that coin was received by an old man and his wife.

“So ye got to The Council. Hmmm.” The old man smoked a pipe and ruminated seemingly forever before offering an opinion. And then the opinion was likely to be as succinct as, “Nice.”

They spent the night between sheets, exploring each other’s bodies, and in between bouts of love making Shiela told Johnny of the blue light, what little she knew, how women used it, and how she imagined men used it.

It was educational, but filled with a lot of holes.

Still, they awoke the next morning filled with blue energy, and they bid the man and his wife a cheerful good by and set off once again.

And that was the day the Snarkers sailed overhead.

They were just short of another forest, a bigger one, when a cloud covered the warmth of the sun. The real sun.

But it wasn’t just the barrier to warmth, it was the feeling inside their blood, and they looked up.

Not a cloud, but a swarm of sinuous, slithering, flying, almost snakes.

One would call them dragons, but they weren’t. They were cold blooded, and a dragon has only lava pulsing through its veins.

These had only frozen nitrogen in their veins.

And obsidian eyes and long claws and not a mouth but a proboscis.

A weirdly shaped, narrow head that resulted in a point that sucked, like a giant mosquito, but not having the sensibility to stop after feeding, but to suck and suck, spilling the blood on the ground until there was nothing left in the veins of the prey.

And Shiela and Johnny were their prey.

“Quickly!” Shiela grabbed Johnny’s hand and ran for the trees.

It was almost a mile, and they certainly would have been seen and caught, except that the Snarkers saw something else, first.

They descended, an avalanche of rapaciousness, but they landed behind Johnny and Shiela, they landed slashing with claws and seeking with proboscis, on a hapless herd of deer.

Sweet innocent creatures, feeding with their young, and the Snarken eviscerated them. All of them. Screeching in glee as they severed and rent and fed.

Johnny, using the blue light to see more effectively, watched them from the edge of the woods.

He and Shiela were gasping for breath, then he stopped breathing as eh saw how the Snarken fought over the bodies of the deer, ripped and tore and even slashed at each other in their fight for viands.

“Oh, God,” he whispered.

Shiela came to his side and they watched, until they could watch no more. They turned and entered the forest.

Blessing of the forest, though the Snarken sailed overhead, they couldn’t see through the canopy of branches and leaves.

They came upon a Garvigan. He was grunting and tearing at the earth, yet there was no maliciousness in his actions.

He was simply a large beast hunting through the earth for pockets of blue light fed tubers.

Food that grew for him, and which he paid for by tearing up the earth, aerating it for the forest.

It didn’t even look up as Johnny and Shirley walked around it.

“It isn’t a monster!” exclaimed Johnny.

“No. Harkness has not gotten this close to The Council yet.”

That resulted in a strange line of thought for Johnny. Didn’t The Council see what Harkness was doing? Why weren’t they standing up to the man thing’s predations?

Another night spent resting. They had come far, and they needed the strength that now only Johnny could provide.

Shirley clung to him in the night, pulled his penis out of his vagina and fed on him with her pussy,

They were aglow with blue light, and there seemed to be no end to the wonderful substance. It radiated outward from where their bodies were coupled. It glowed with a vigor that fought back the night and illuminated the soul.

By the next morning Shiela was once again at full strength, and Johnny barely noticed any difference in his strength.

“Do I never run out?” he asked of the world at one point as they walked into the dawn.

“Given time,” Shiela said, “You might even rival Roger’s potential.

Roger. His grandfather. Who had died.

“I hadn’t thought of Grandfather lately,” he said as they walked through the forest, following what seemed to be a meandering road, but which was covered with soft leaves.

“That’s because you don’t know the truth.”

They spun, and saw a wizened old lady standing by a boulder. She was holding a crooked staff and dress in black.

Shiela took in her breath.

“Who are you?” asked Johnny.

“Mazilda,” said the old woman, stepping creakily forward.

“A member of The Council,” hissed Shiela. She spoke so only Johnny could hear, but the old woman smiled.

“Yes, The Council. The final word on matters of reality. The True Reality. I have come to see what kind of viper you have brought upon us.”

She walked around Johnny, ignored Shiela, and examined him with an infinite eye.

She was old, old in a reality that never grew old. Her nose and ears had expanded, like an old person’s do, and her body was like a rough hewn plank. Under that rough garment her tits must sag like deflated condoms. Her hair was scraggly and her skin coarse.

“Why do you…” Shiela hesitated, and it was like something was holding her back, twisting her very words. “…come to us like this?”

“What better shape than to test your sensibilities.”

She poked at Johnny with her staff, and Johnny stepped back.

“Oh, ho! Afraid of a touch, is she? Come, girl. Come here.”

A blue light radiated around the old woman, and Johnny felt his legs stiffen and stagger forward.

“She fights,” and she cackled.

“Please,” said Shiela, but a glance from the old woman stilled her.

Here was a conundrum for Johnny. She was using the blue light to pull him towards her, and he probably could fight it. But a subtle intuition told him not to.

If she was of The Council she might have more power, certainly more power than him, and he couldn’t risk a confrontation. Not yet. Not when he was half man half woman weak.

Also, there was the simple matter of politeness.

No matter what subterfuge or strategy Mazilda was following, Johnny had been taught to always be polite to his elders.

“She’s not afraid, and she should be. Does she know no better? Or have you trained her well?”

Shiela was standing back, and though it looked like she wanted to rush forward, she couldn’t move. She blurted, “Don’t hurt him.”

Yet there was emanating beneath her words, hidden in a tone, and Johnny picked up a warning. Don’t hurt her!

But could he hurt her? She was awfully strong.

“Him, eh? Ah, I see it. Half and half. A clever way of containing his power, if he really has any.”

The old woman came closer, then suddenly reached out a hand and felt Johnny’s mons.

“Huh. There is strength, but he is controlling it. A good sign, but something to be wary of. How speak you, girl? Or boy? Or whatever you are?”

“Please, ma’am,” he said, the words pulled out of him. Then he said no more, controlling himself to within an inch of his life.

“Well, we shall see.” Mazilda turned her back and bent over. She flipped her black gown up over her back and Johnny stared at the old pussy.

It was wrinkled, and smelly, and stiff hairs grew from it. There was a strange efflux coming out of her twat. A sickly, putrid looking substance. It drizzled down her legs, scoring the skin, as if clean spots, and made her snatch all the more disgusting.

Mazilda looked back over her shoulder. “Well, boy? Shall we take your measure?”

Johnny was pulled, irrevocably, towards the sleazy, looking snatch. He managed to glance at Shiela, and she was grim lipped and stoic faced, but she did give a subtle nod of her head.

So he was supposed to put his dick in that old woman.

Then he felt the pull at his dick.

The old woman was not just powerful, was accomplished in the fine movements. To touch him only on the penis, to just discern it, let alone excite and it and cause it to come forth. Yes. Not just power.

Johnny loosened his pants, let them fall to his ankles.

He gulped, and his penis extended towards the sickly looking hole.

Now he was afraid. To put his penis in that weird orifice…what sickness and disease waited for him in there?

“Here is the test, boy.”

“His name is Johnny!”

The old witch looked at Shiela. “Johnny, eh?” then back to Johnny. “If you can screw me without cumming I will let you pass. If you cum, however, I will have your power, and I will destroy you with it.”

Johnny lurched forward, closer, and his penis was pointing directly at that pucker bit corrugation she called a vagina.

“Come on, Johnny Boy. Feel the heat. You know you want it.”

He could have broken the spell, but…he knew he shouldn’t. If this was the price of being politic, then he must pay it. There were larger things here than his disgust.

So he kept his revulsion under wraps and his penis touched the crumped star that was her pussy.

He entered her, sliding through the crinkled flesh, and…it was good!

Oh, fuck! he thought, and then he knew the full insidiousness of whatever spell the Witch was weaving on him.

Slowly, slowly, as if razors were scoring the sides of his shaft, he entered, and the pain was…pleasure. Intense pleasure, incredible pleasure.

He had never felt a snatch so sucking as this one!

The old crone moved back, shoved into him, swallowed his penis whole, and Johnny gulped, and he realized it was going to take all his power not to squirt.

It wasn’t just that her snatch felt so danger and good, it was that her compulsion was weaving upon him, commanding him to squirt. And it was harder to resist that than to simply explode her with a blast of blue light!”

She moved back and forth, and he found his hands gripped her scrawny flanks and pulling her back.

“Oh, yes, my little sweet. Give me that wonderful meat!”

He groaned, and felt the whelming desire to trigger a tsunami of cum.

“Oh, feel how he holds it in. What a good boy.”

She twisted, and it felt like a thousand hands were circling his cock, slithering, greasing, juicing, and…trying to drain him.

That was why she wanted him to cum. She had said it, but now he understood the true depths of how she had weaponized her cunt.

“Stop,” he whimpered.

Don’t let it loose! Don’t squirt! Don’t blast her with blue light!

She arched her back and corkscrewed, and suddenly Johnny saw the illusion dispel. Her scraggly, grey hair, so stiff and brittle, suddenly gave a shine.

A glimmer of light.

A reflection of…of…

“Stop yourself,” she grunted.

But now he had a measure of her. He gripped her hips, making glue of his hands, blue glue, and he pulled her back. His penis sunk deeply, the tip touching her innards joyously, and his hands felt her plumpness. Not skanky, slabs of bone, but lush roundness of rump.

“Oh, fuck!” she wheezed.

She came, and that was the moment Johnny should have cum, but he resisted. He held on, held his sperm tight within his balls.

He imagined Hoover damn built into his urethral, and it was so.

Nothing would seep out of his penis. He would retain all but the bare seepings of his energy.

“FUCK!” screamed the old woman, pushing away from him, straightening up, and transforming into her real shape.

Beautiful. The essence of beauty. Firm breasts, skin that was soft and wonderful. A face that was strict, but perfect. Red lips, piercing, blue eyes.

She faced him then, and her black robe changed into raiment. A golden dress which accentuated her form. Shaped her breasts and offered him cleavage.

It was this that he had fucked, not the illusion of sickness and disease.

This was what Shiela had meant when she had asked why Mazilda had come to them like this.

Oddly, it had been a mistake. If Johnny had seen her true form from the beginning he might not have stopped himself from erupting.

But she had a twisted strategy, which revealed the subtle twisting’s of her Witch’s mind.

“Well, young Johnny Boy has self control. I’ll give him that.”

“Will you let us pass?”

“Hunh! Will I? I don’t know.”

The gorgeous Witch pursed her lips and thought. She considered Johnny, against circling him, inspecting from all angles. She thought she had the measure of him, but Johnny knew better. He hadn’t cum, it was true, but that merely meant that she hadn’t been able to see inside him.

“He’s a good fuck, and I see why you have taken him under your wing. But is he really that much? Perhaps I should take his power right now, and see what he is really made of.”

“Only The Council does that.”

“Hmm. Yes. Only The Council. Yet…” she was thinking, and then she made up her mind. “So let The Council decide. Pass, young Johnny, and perhaps…one day we shall see.”

And so Johnny and Shiela passed the first test, and entered into the boundaries of the land controlled by The Council.

“Are you all right?”

Johnny nodded, but he didn’t want to speak. His penis was still excited, so excited that he was worried that he might actually cum.

Having fucked the ugliest human being in the universe, and the most beautiful, he was having trouble thinking.

“She was beautiful, wasn’t she?”

He nodded. “When she wasn’t ugly.”

“A trick. A subterfuge to fool you, to lull you, and when she changes back you have to cum.”

“It almost worked.”

“But it didn’t.”

Johnny looked at Shiela. “Why do you look at me like that?”

“You frighten me. So much power. You could squash me like a bug. If you can fend off one of the most powerful Witches in existence, then what am I to you?”

“You’re my Shiela,” Johnny said, turned to her, stopping to hold her, to kiss her. “I love you.”

“You need me. How much of what you say is politics?”

“None. Do you think my grandfather was…” a sudden thought blasted through his mind. He paused, then managed to stutter out the rest of his question. “…was politic when he took you in his arms.”

Shiela frowned. She hadn’t expected such an argument. It cut so close to the bone, for Roger had never been polite in his love making. Whether he was softly scoring her flesh with feathers while he plumbed her depths with his over sized penis, or whether he was ravaging her like a giant jackhammer tearing up the asphalt…he was never anything but himself. Nothing but Roger. No politics. Only lust and love in the proper proportions.

She opened her mouth to speak, but Johnny spoke first. “What did she mean?”

“What did…Mazilda mean? What  are you talking about?”

“She said I didn’t know the truth. She was speaking of Grandfather. Of his death. What did she mean?”

“Oh, Johnny!” She hugged him then, with all her might. Not the machinations of a woman teasing and manipulating, but of a sincere empathy for his pain.

But what pain?

What was the secret here?

“Johnny,” she mumbled into his neck. “Harkness killed your grandfather.”

“He…how?”

Johnny was stiff, frozen, trying to deal with a new source of pain he had never imagined. He had thought he had dealt with his grandfather’s passing, but now he knew there were depths here he didn't understand.

“I don’t know the whole story, but…Harkness trapped your father, a skein of Blue Light.”

Blue Light. Not blue light, but…Blue Light! Johnny felt something nudging him in his soul, waking things up. Blue Light. A step above blue light. A new level of understanding, of power, of…reality.

He stifled his realization and said, “My father killed my grandfather.”

She nodded against his flesh. Her boobs juddered against his. She was holding on for dear life, and he knew she was hoping that he didn’t get so upset he destroyed everything in a blast of…Blue Light.

Not blue light.

BLUE LIGHT!

“Don’t,” he said, reassuring her, but his heart was breaking. Though he thought he had dealt with everything, understood everything, though he held no special feelings for his father, he was somehow, in the depths of his soul enraged.

But he used Blue Light to tamp it down.

The Blue Light could be used as a weapon.

blue light was used as a weave, a maker, a way to contain Blue Light, except that the Witches had grown too powerless to understand their own potential and could not make it into Blue Light.

He tilted her head back and kissed her soft lips.

His penis came forth, and never had he wanted it to spit more.

She had been teasing him, fucking him, all the time keeping him locked up, storing his energy.

But how much emotion did a man have to experience before he broke the conventions and spurted into a woman?

But he wasn’t a man…except in dick.

He was half man and half woman, and his empathy held him back.

For the answer wasn’t in blasting a Witch, helpless in the face of Blue Light. The answer was in controlling, being politic.

The answer was not to destroy, but to gather like minds, to convince minds to be like, and to…control himself.

He lifted Shiela up. He was still undressed from his experience with Mazilda, and he clawed at Shiela’s clothes.

She gasped as he lowered her on his shaft.

He held her, the Blue Light  stiffening his legs, holding him up when his muscles wouldn't have been enough.

She settled down on his penis, taking it all inside her, her whole body weight resting on that fine instrument.

They kissed, and they absorbed each other through their mouths, soft lips pressing, sucking, licking, chewing.

But the real action was down below, for Johnny was doing something that hadn’t been done for millions of years, for half the length of the real reality, which is forever.

He didn’t cum, but Blue Light, not just blue light, but Blue Light, was issuing forth from his cock.

The invisible blueness filled Shiela’s vagina, and she gasped, her head snapping back and her eyes rolling.

It swelled inside her, and trickled up to her womb. That place where babies were made, where eggs were fertilized and mankind was produced.

Created.

But he didn’t impregnate her, for that was not the role of Blue Light.

He just filled her up with his energy.

Softly.

Invisibly.

Never ending energy.

The energy of the ancients, unleashed and returned to the source from whence it had come.

For the Blue Light was the property of woman, and for millions of years men, Wizards and Warlocks, had been taking it.

Taking it and using it. Using it to rule the world, to war and force themselves upon women.

Taking more, ever more, greedy for that which they could not produce themselves.

Blue Light poured into Shiela, and slowly her head rose back up. Her eyes gleamed with truth and power and unfettered Blue Light.

She stared at Johnny.

If he had been all man he never would have done this. He would have turned into a monster like his father.

Then she realized that even Roger, Johnny’s grandfather, had held it back from her. Even he, so pure in heart and love and…he had withheld that which was hers.

But Johnny was half man and half woman, only a penis to show the difference, and that curious blend of rage and empathy…the withholding of his sperm until he could take it no longer, had…he had…

He had overcome the man in him.

She took his face in her hands and kissed him. A kiss of the most profound love in existence.

A kiss filled with nothing but…Blue Light.

He said, “We still have to meet the council. And my father is still out there.”

“Yes,” she whispered, still holding his face, looking into his eyes with the most profound love a woman could have. Blue Light Love.

“But now we have a chance.”

He nodded.

And continued fucking her.

And Blue Light Orgasms began to shiver through her soul.

END
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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 no request for money. The internet always wants your money.

I typed:

What do you know about me?

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

DING!

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

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

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

DING!

Watch this!

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

I clicked on the link.

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

Mommy Compilation part four!

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

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

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

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

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

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

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

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

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

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

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

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

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

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

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

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

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

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

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

that is my reward for helping you.

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

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

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

I had never thought about being a woman.

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

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

I typed:

I’ll do it.

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

HURRY!

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

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

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

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

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

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

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

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

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

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

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

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

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

I put them in my bra.

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

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

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

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

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

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

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

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

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

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

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

Then I saw the dress.

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

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

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

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

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

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

Then I realized the solution.

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

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

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

‘My’ dress.

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

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

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

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

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

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

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

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

I had my own set of tits!

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

DING!

Lipstick.

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

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

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

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

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

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

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

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

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

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

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

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

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

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

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

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

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

Still, nothing connected.

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

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck!

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

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

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

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

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

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

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

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

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

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

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

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

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

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

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

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

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

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

Then it was done.

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

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

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

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

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

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

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

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

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

And then, finally, it was over.

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

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

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

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

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

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

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

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

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

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

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

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

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

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

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

What had I done?

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

Three days.

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

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

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

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

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

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

I called Tanya then.

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

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

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

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

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

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

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

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

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

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

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

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

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

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

DING!

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

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

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

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

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

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

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

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

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

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

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

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

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

“Are you all right?”

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

DING!

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

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

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

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

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

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

DING!

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

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

DING! DING! DING!

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

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

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

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

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

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

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!

[image: ]

Read it on kindle or paperback

OEBPS/image_rsrc18W.jpg
I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrc193.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc18V.jpg
N

Blue Light Love!
Feminized and transformed, he gave
her the greatest gift in the universe!

NE |






OEBPS/image_rsrc18X.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc190.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc191.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc18Z.jpg
Five

Sizzling

Stories!

Five

Sizzling

Stories!

Five
Sizzling

Stories!

Go to Amazon:
The Castration
Chronicles!






OEBPS/image_rsrc18Y.jpg
Szzzlz ‘g

Stories!

Stories of Forced Feminization
and Female Domination!





OEBPS/image_rsrc192.jpg
I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




