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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

The truth is that once a man is feminized he loves it.

Oh, they’re scared, and they want to run away, but somehow they don’t, and the next thing you know they’ve got the most massive hard on, and…they’re loving it!

Try it. Do something as simple as making him wear a pair of panties. SPROING! Little Dick is now Bi-i-ig Dick!

Then a bra. Ooh, that tweaks his libido. Suddenly he wants to fuck, except…could you finish him first?

Just a little lipstick at first, then the full face. A dress.

And, if you rally want to be naughty, put him in chastity.

I tell ya, girlfriend, you now have yourself a totally rabid sex fiend…who is under your control!

It’s fun!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Jim learned of the plot only the day, or night, before it happened.

He was working as a server at a resort at the Catskills. The resort was fancy, the tips were good, and the women were boner gorgeous.

And, on occasion, they were hungry.

Of course, sometimes they were ugly hungry, so he avoided those.

But sometimes they were so amazing beautiful that he could hardly control himself. Sometimes they had the high cheekbones, the thrusting implants, the monkey knuckle pants, and they just wanted to steal him away and absorb his essence until here was nothing left.

Those were the ones he didn’t avoid.

Nothing was quite so good as plowing a fantastic looking MILF all night long, then having her tip you extra good.

One good summer would pay for a year of college. Zowie!

How he found out wasn’t while he was serving. Women were circumspect when male ears were around, and while he had considered putting a listening device under the table, he had not. After all, what could be so interesting about hearing women talk?

At best they would be talking high finance, because a lot of the women at the resort worked in finance, were in charge of big companies, or even chains of companies.

At worst they would be discussing things like lipstick and eye shadow.

Of course, he was always curious as to whether they discussed.

That server there…great cock and knows how to use it!

Or, uh oh, that server there, under endowed and doesn’t know which hole to put it in.

So he was a little bit leery, even though he might learn something about finances, or even pick up a stock tip, about listening in.

Well, maybe right after he graduated. He could work the summer, gete some stock tips, and make some serious money.

Yes. That was the trick.

And, so thinking, he waited on tables, took orders, filled drinks, and met Marg Stokes.

Marg Stokes sauntered into the restaurant of the resort one afternoon, and  she was drop dead fucking incredible gorgeous. Her expensive sweater highlighted melons that were totally all natural. Her skirt hugged her pumpkin hips, giving a roundness breath taking, and there were no panty lines.

In this case that meant no panties.

So her pussy was freely accessible under that tight skirt, and that meant she intended to get it filled.

Luck of the draw, she chose a table in Jim’s section.

He smiled and greeted her and was prepared to take her order.

Well, he did take her order, BLT on rye, heavy on the mayo, can I get some cucks on the side.

That’s the way she said it, cucks, sounds like ‘kooks.’ Not cucumbers, but ‘cucks.’

Jim’s dirty mind immediately slid over into cuckold. Was she there to cheat on her husband?

But there was nothing there, she just made small talk, and they chuckled about a congressmen who was caught soliciting a cop in a men’s room.

Nothing unduly sexual there, while being totally sexual.

Yet she didn’t pat his hand, or rub his arm, or smile coquettishly and ask him if he would like to fuck her this afternoon.

So, the opportunities seemed to pass, and Jim served her, the crusts removed and the sandwich politely sliced corner to corner, and it was a good sandwich.

He kept her supplied with Coke. Not that Coke, the Coca Cola coke. And the moments passed.

Jim sighed, but kept it on the inside. His best bet was just to be professional, and shine the teeth on her.

And make mild jokes and get her to laugh.

And she laughed.

And then, as she popped a $40 tip on him she asked him, “When do you get off?”

“Seven o’clock, ma’am.” He smiled gently and was super attentive.

But then she just said, “Okay.” Patted his cheek like he was a good boy, and sauntered out of the restaurant.

Jim took a big breath and let it out as he watched her rotund cheeks sway across the room. She had such perfect lips, and he had watched her dab on the lipstick before she left. It was a mouth made for kissing and blowjobs. Not necessarily in that order.

Well, that was okay. She hadn’t shown much interest, though she was a good tipper, but…oh well.

Jim worked through the afternoon. It was a slow afternoon and he flirted with Janet, the other server, and sipped Coke from the fountain. He talked with Jimmy, the cook, and they discussed how people named Jim had bigger cocks than most.

Then the dinner hour, and it was a rush. It made up for the slow afternoon. Individuals, couples, families, they flooded into the restaurant and they had mixed up orders and the businessmen all wanted to get drunk, and that made the evening pass like a rocket.

At seven o’clock it was still busy, and Lonnie, the concierge approached Jim. “Want a couple extra hours?”

Jim was tired. Not tired tired, but tired of working. He needed some time for himself. But…money. He needed the money.

He opened his mouth to accept, and Marge Stokes walked into the room.

She was not wearing skirt and sweater now. She was wearing a gown that was worth a thou. It was a slightly modified cheongsam, a dress worn by Chinese women. It had a port hole on each side of the waist, low enough so you could see she still wasn’t wearing panties. High enough that you could see the taut waist, corset thin but not needing a corset. Not ever.

But the real show was the port hole under the collar. Lord, she had boobs bigger than Sandra Otterson, and they were just as high and tight, maybe more high and tight, than Sandra’s.

Needless to say, the restaurant went silent. Business men hung their tongues out longer than their loosened ties.

Wives slapped husbands on the back of the head, nearly making them chomp down ont heir poor tongues.

Even little kids, feeling the sensation walking amongst them, turned to stare.

Click, click, click. Her heels became the only sound in the restaurant.

Click, click, click, her boobs juddering in the porthole.

Her hair was done up in the French style, her lips were a perfect M. Painted a sexy blow job red.

And her eyes were focused on…Jim.

Jim stopped breathing.

Lonnie stopped breathing, and stepped in front of Jim.

Marg arrived, a slight smile on her face as she swept Lonnie aside with a motion of her red tipped fingers.

“Jim. I’m having a thing tonight, and I need a server. Would you be interested.”

She finished her request and her lips were pursed, like a small kiss.

Jim may have been stunned and struck stupid by her beauty, but he didn’t hesitate. “Of course. When would you like me to report?”

Lonnie stared back and forth, knew that he wasn’t in the tunnel that now existed between them. Lord, he was jealous. And his stiffie was really jealous.

“It starts right now, is that okay?”

Was it okay? Fuck, of course!

Jim smiled and turned to Lonnie. “Sorry Lon, but it’s end of shift for me.”

Lonnie, to his credit, smiled and bid Jim good night.

She walked out of the restaurant, her heels clicking, her back straight and her chest thrust forward. Again, everybody stared. And only a few noticed Jim trailing behind her.

Outside the restaurant she took his hand and headed for the elevators.

She glanced at him once, but other than that just walked him to the elevator.

The night was cool, the sky was clear, but there were reports of a storm coming in.

Low on the horizon the moon was red. Red sky at night sailor’s delight. But there was something warning about that red moon.

The elevator arrived and they stepped into the box.

It was a typical elevator, steel walls that gave reflections, a carpet that had been cleaned too many times, and one wall was glass and opened up on the moon.

She pulled him to the back of the elevator, turned him and pressed him agains the wall, then proceeded to fuck his mouth with hers.

She had plump, sensitive lips and he nibbled mercilessly.

He had a good tongue and she sucked on it…mercilessly.

She placed one of his hands on one of her breasts and ground her hips into his. And discovered his hard on, of course.

The elevator was slow. Hey, a lot of old folks at the resort, they didn’t want an old fossil falling and breaking a hip just because the elevator lurched a little too hard.

But that slowness worked in Jim’s favor. It gave him time to explore her mouth, to feel her breast, and her a chance to reach a hand down into his trousers and gage his delight.

Then, just before the elevator stopped she turned her head into his shoulder and just laid against him. Her heart was pounding. His heart was exploding. And over her shoulder he could see the red moon, seeming to rise as the elevator went higher than the treetops.

Yes, definitely a bit…ominous.

But it wasn’t halloween for Jim, it was Christmas, and he was about to open his presents. Her presents.

She again held his hand as they walked…into the penthouse.

Luxury. Zowie. Two inch thick carpets, couches deeper than swimming pools, a wall sized TV, a full kitchen to the side. With booze. Lots and lots of booze. Bourbon, gin, tequila, rum, vodka…every type and tons of brands.

She kicked her shoes off and was suddenly shorter than him. She pulled his head down and they kissed and sort of stumbled across the big living room.

Then she pushed him back and a smile creased her face. She jabbed a thumb towards the kitchen, “Tequila. A quarter of seltzer water. One for yourself. And take your clothes off.”

To her enjoyment he kicked off his shoes with the first step towards the kitchen, had his pants down to his ankles by the third step, by the fifth step he was shucking his shirt.

Behind him, she was unbuttoning her cheongsam.

The kitchen was arranged so he could look over the bar at her while she undressed. He selected a tequila and eyed her as he poured the drink.

Tequila Lamborghini, $300 a bottle, and a sampling of soda water.

Damn, this was the good stuff. Much too expensive for him. With his budget he sipped cheap, brown liquor.

She was now naked, and he observed her natural beauty as it was meant to be observed, without clothes.

He brought her her drink and she took it, and looked up into his eyes. She was amused.

“You dare to serve me tequila in your socks?”

Fuck! But Jim managed to wiggle out. “Haven’t you heard, ma’am,” he emphasized the ma’am, and therefore her importance, “socks are the new black.”

She laughed, showing even teeth and letting her blue eyes sparkle.

She pulled him to her as she fell back on the couch. They managed to fall, laughing, without spilling any of the precious liquid.

She pushed and pulled and arranged him, then sat on him. No foreplay for this girl.

Or maybe all life was foreplay.

She sank down on him and he gasped. But she didn’t move.

“Do you have good self-control?”

“I think so.”

“Then don’t cum. You may push me off if it gets too close. If you want me to spank your weenie, and maybe punch your balls to stop you, I’m willing.”

“Ouch.” but he was grinning. He had caught a wild one.

They fucked then. Slow, easy, smiling, drinking, and when their drinks were done she stood up. Her breasts pointed at him, full and flushed pink. Her nipples were hot points. Her pussy glistened with juices. “Let me serve you this time.”

He sat on the couch, his boner pointing towards the ceiling, and watched as she sashayed into the kitchen. Her breasts hovered over the counter, jiggling as she poured and added a tad of ice chips

Then she came back to him, handed him his drink, and stood before him.

“Are you brave, Jim?”

She stood, one hand across her body and holding her elbow, which was vertical and holding her glass. Interesting, she had the same size glass, but had selected a larger glass. And it tasted like she had put all the liquor in his glass, and only soda water in hers. Was she trying to get him drunk?

“As the next guy, I suppose.” A curious question.

“Do you like to play games?”

“Sure.” He was thinking of video games.

But she didn’t say anything more, just settled down on him, and they continued their slow, wonderful fuck.

But she was careful. She watched him closely, and when he was close she got up, usually refreshened his drink, encouraged him to drink more, and waited for his penis to become ridable again.

Jim knew something was off, but he was also helpless.

It is said, in the orient, that a man drinks the first drink, the first drink drinks the second drink, and the third drink drinks the man.

This was the case now.

He had drunk the first drink quickly, encouraged by, and in harmony with Marg.

But the second, and third and forth drink and so on just went down, and now the third drink was drinking the man.

Jim’s good sense left for North Korea. He laughed and giggled, and sometimes tried to get Marg to stay on him longer, to complete the act.

He was getting awfully horny.

But she just laughed, got him more to drink, played with him, kissed him like lips were going out of style, and…waited.

He didn’t know exactly when he passed out…but he did. Without cumming.

But he didn’t pass out all the way. He just sort of half assed passed out. Lay like a stump and his eyes and ears recorded things.

Recorded the fact that he was lying on the couch, looking at the spinning ceiling. He knew, in that far off observer role, that if he spun much more, or too long, he would upchuck.

That would sure impress the gorgeous Marg.

So he gulped and tried to relax and not let the moving ceiling upset his stomach.

And succeeded.

But why was the room dark? He knew he should get up and turn on the lights. What time was it? Man, he had drunk way too much.

Sounds somewhere. Laughter. No, giggles. Getting louder, but…coming…coming…

The front door opened and three women entered.

Marg. Marg, but dressed in a skirt and low buttoned blouse, and Jim dreamed of her pussy, so moist and svelte, so gripping and slithery, slippery awesome.

Fully made up again, the ruin committed by Jim in their tryst—was it considered a tryst if he didn’t cum?—repaired.

Her hair down though. She had let it down while they were drinking, and hadn’t put it up. Probably was difficult to arrange her hair so beautifully.

Two other women. Beautiful women. One of them looked to have work done, possibly so she could look as good as the other two, which she was. The other one was natural, maybe a few years older, but so incredibly delicious that Jim’s boner would have bobbed…except that it was already bobbing.

The older woman laughed. “Look at his cock.”

“I picked a good one,” nodded Marg. “It’s big, and he really knows how to use it.”

“But it’s moving back and forth! He’s drunk, passed out, and he still thinks he’s fucking you.”

Marg laughed. “He’ll remember me for years.”

“But you didn’t let him cum?” asked the other woman, the one who had had work done.

“Lord, no. I know better than that.”

“Okay, so how are we going to do this?”

“Let’s get him into the bedroom.”

The three woman managed to get Jim to his feet and they walked him awkwardly into the bedroom.

“He’s not totally out,” murmured one.

“No biggie,” said the other. “I’ll give him a sedative.”

Marg asked, “Isn’t there a danger of sedatives and alcohol?”

“I’m going to use a Rohypnol variant. Won’t interact with the booze, and he’ll be quite compliant.”

Jim lay on the large bed and stared at the ceiling. Another ceiling, still spinning, though.

Marg moved to the side and leaned over him. “I know you can hear me, Jim, so let me tell you what is going to happen. She leaned down, her large breasts touching his chest. “You’re going to be rich. Very rich. But you have to play our game for a while. A couple of days. Don’t worry about your job, we’ll take care of that. Now, are you ready?”

Jim managed to gulp, and that was all, but maybe his head gave a nod when he gulped. Marg smiled. “Excellent, lover. See you on the other side.” then she moved back.

The three women undressed Jim. They took their time, and tossed his clothes in a bag, which they would throw in the dumpster.

A body at rest is actually fairly awkward to work with, but they just went slow and sprayed a Nair gel on his body. All of it. Then they smushed it into his flesh, spending a lot of time on his penis and balls. They delighted in playing with his dick, which, even though he was nearly unconscious, was still erect. The gel turned into a foam and they kept a close watch on the time.

After fifteen minutes they began to wipe him clean. They were very thorough, not just cleansing the chemical off him, but washing him, and even rubbing him with a body cream that had a very sexy aroma.

He lay, naked, looking up, feeling everything, his penis rising as if to the stars.

“Okay, time for the operation.”

Way in the back of his mind Jim wondered, Operation?

The older woman, whose name was Jane, bent down out of his sight. She was opening a small satchel, a doctor’s bag, and she straightened up and held a syringe.

She leaned over Jim, opened his eyelids with a finger, and smiled at him. “You’re going to be soft for a couple of weeks, Jim, but not being able to cum, all that horniness is still going to be in you. You just won’t be able to use your dick and give a spurt.

Jim felt like he was out of his body, just watching, and she moved down, out of his sight, and plunged the syringe into his pubic area.

Then Jane put that syringe away, got out a gallon jug, and another set of syringes. She began shooting shots into his pectoral area, making a circle around his nipple.

“Can you make his nipples bigger and harder?” asked Marg.

“Absolutely. Let me just get the base started. Then I insert a needle behind his nipples. It should make his nipples swell up, and they will definitely stay rigid.”

Around and around she went, squirting something into his flesh, and the skin around his pectorals got tighter and tighter.

“Here we go,” Jane muttered, and she pushed the needle behind first one nipple, then the other.

Jim felt the pressure, and a burning sensation in his nipples, then all he could feel was his nipples.

“Pretty good, eh, baby?” whispered the third woman, who had had work done. Her name was Samantha. “I’ve had this done to me, bigger boobs, botox for the lips…better living through chemistry.”

Meanwhile, Jane was adding more to Jim breasts. And they were breasts. Now they were getting larger, building off the base she had lain, big cones on his flat chest.

“His waist is perfect,” murmured Samantha.

“As soon as I saw him in his servers outfit I knew he was perfect. He won’t even need a corset.”

“The girls will buy him.”

Jane was almost finished with his breasts, and suddenly Marg picked up his weenie. “Too bad.”

It lay over her palm, a limp snake, a boner with no bone it in.

“Don’t worry, Jim, honey,” she whispered in his ear. “When it comes back I’ll make it worthwhile. All of us will. But you just have to do this for us.”

Jim couldn’t speak, but he sure could wonder.

“There! What do you think?”

The three women stood back and admired his large breasts.

“You’re a class act, doc,” said Marg to Jane.

So Jane was a doctor.

“Best plastic surgeon on the east coast.”

“What about his dingle?”

The three women stared down at his limp cock.

Amazingly, Jim could still feel the horniness, the excitement of a full cock, even though his cock was definitely not full.

His penis was totally limp now. It was like a deflated worm. Not even a sign that it had once been large.

“What are you going to do with it?”

Horny as he was, through the haze Jim felt Jane lift his slack member and hold it up, then she pushed his balls down and pulled his penis down between his legs.

“I think this will be best. Somebody’s going to feel him up, and this way all they’ll feel is a bulge of mons.”

“We can give him underwear that will give him a camel toe.”

“I wouldn't advise that. Somebody’s going to realize his pussy is just latex.”

The ladies nodded. Samantha pushed his balls back into his groin and lifted them. “Are you going to push these puppies up out of sight?”

“I think that would be best.”

“Okay, shall we get started?”

Jane nodded, placed her satchel on the bed, laid a sterile sheet down, and took out a few surgical instruments. She placed them in a nice, neat row right next to his waist.

Moving slowly but surely, she opened his legs and pulled his penis down, then she sewed his penis right over his perineum. When she was done his dick was pulled tight, his balls were pushed up into the canal they had originally dropped from, and it looked like he had a pussy. His mons bulged, but it was just a pulled down, flattened out penis. The tip of his cock stuck out between his legs just below his asshole.

“Wow,” muttered Jane. “You know…that makes me horny.”

“I’ll say,” agreed Samantha. “Tits and a pussy. I never thought of myself as a lesbian, but this…how he looks.”

“That’s not it,” stated Jane, putting her tools away.”

“How can you say that?” I already see the woman in him!”

“Because it’s the fact that he’s a man underneath it all.”

Samantha and Marg looked at the older woman.

“I’ve seen it before. I’ve experienced it first hand. If you put a woman in his place, copied his posture, even made her look like him, you probably wouldn't be affected. I mean, maybe you would, but you would be predisposed to women before this. You would have had lesbian feelings and tendencies before this. It’s the fact that you have a man in your power, and you have even given him the appearance of something frail and delicate.”

“You’re saying women are frail and delicate?”

“No. I’m saying that that is many people’s perceptions of them. What you’re in love with, right now, is the fact that you have reduced him to a perception of frailty, and you are in charge, you are the power.”

Jane closed her doctor’s bag and put it aside. “Let’s have a drink, then finish him up.”

The girls agreed and went into the main room.

Jim lay on the bed. He was drugged and drunk, and…it was okay. The Rohypnol was making him compliant. It was making everything easy peasy, and he watched the room go around.

It was moving slower now, like the merry go round was losing its juice. He tried to move his head and it moved an inch. He was looking to the side. He moved it back to center, then the other way.

He twitched his fingers. He wiggled his toes.

And these things on his chest. These weights…these pillows…these…tits.

His nipples were burning. And his cock. He was so horny, but something was wrong down there. He couldn’t get erect. He couldn’t feel that old surge of power when his peeny went for a ride.

What had they done for him?

“When are the others going to arrive?” asked Jane, sipping her rum and Coke.

“Friday night. I figure we can keep him hidden if any show up before then.”

“Okay. Let’s move him to my suite. The girls are going to come up here.”

“Fine. But you aren’t just trying to get him to yourself, are you?”

Jane laughed. “Well, maybe a little. But does it matter? After all, in between feeling his new titties and stroking his non-existent pussy I can tutor him in what it takes to act like a woman.”

“Doesn’t it just make you want to castrate him, construct him a pussy?”

Jane gave her a wry look. “You’ve really got it bad for him, don’t you?”

“Well, I did fuck him half to death before you got here.”

Samantha asked, “Do you think we’re going to get away with it?”

Both Jane and Marg nodded.

“When we’re done grooming him he’ll be a perfect doll.”

“He better. We’re all betting a lot on it.”

Jane drained the last of her bourbon and Coke and said, “It’s not the money, it’s the satisfaction.”

“How mad do you think Jim will be?”

“If we play it right, if we catch him coming down and indoctrinate him thoroughly, if we convince him while he’s still half drugged, I think he’ll be fine with it.”

“No, I won’t…” Jim said from the doorway.


Part One

Jim moved his head to the right, to the left. Back and forth. Gaining more and more awareness.

But it was a weird awareness. It was him looking at the world through a stained glass.

He felt like Alice after she took the pills. Big and tall, little and small. No penis. but he moved his hands and felt the giant tits on his chest.

He wasn’t recovered enough to feel his groin, but it was coming.

He raised a leg an inch, then the other leg, back and forth, getting higher and higher.

He rolled on the bed and felt his chest slid over, droop sideways on him.

He felt his tits with his hands. Touching his nipples caused a surge of excitement to run through him.

He cupped his flesh, then reached down and cupped his groin.

His penis was there, but it was gone.

Confusion assailed him.

How could that be? He felt his dick, but it felt small, stretched, skinny, inadequate.

He was still horny, he was so fucking horny he groaned. then he clamped his mouth shut, feeling his lips in a whole new way.

The woman, Jane, had given him shots around the mouth. Botox, and his lips were plump and shaped in a perfect M.

He felt his mouth. It was numb, but coming back.

He sat up, and felt the tip of his penis underneath him. It felt—he hated to think this, even though there was the thrill of a sexy thought to it—like a clitoris pointing down.

A clitoris? His mind grappled with the woman making his dick into a clitoris. He realized it wasn’t so, but he couldn’t quite figure it out. He had a dick! Maybe he couldn’t feel it too well, but it was there!

Even though he felt a soft, smooth area where his dick was supposed to be.

He stood up, wavered, stumble to the door. his tits were heavy on his chest.

Tits? How did he have…but he remembered the girl named Jane doing something to his chest.

The drugs and drink had ransacked his memories, but some things were still there.

He almost fell, but managed to catch himself. The light were off, but the light from the living room illuminated his journey. He staggered to the door and placed his hand next to it, and he listened.

And when he had heard enough to confuse him more, he stepped into the doorway and said, “No, I won’t.”

The girls turned to him in surprise.

He moved into the room. “What’d you do to me? I’m fucked up. And my body…what’s wrong with my body?

He almost fell again, but Jane managed to get an arm around his body and lift.

He remained standing and the other girls surrounded him, held him, and guided him to the couch.

“What’d you do…” he mumbled. “What’s happening to me?”

“Hush, Jim. Be quiet. Sit down.”

He sat with his head bent down, looking at the floor, mumbling, wondering, not sure.

“What’ll we do?” asked Samantha.

“This could ruin everything! I thought he was going to be under!”

“He is under,” explained Jane. “This is just surface talk. Watch. Jim, raise your right hand.”

Jim raised his right hand. He looked at it. how did that happen? He hadn’t intended to raise his hand.

“Jim. Stop wondering. You’re fine. You must need some make up.”

Jim felt his puffed up lips. They were a little swollen, but they would shrink a little bit, and be perfectly female with an hour or two.

Jane and Samantha stared in wonder.

“Jim, get up and do an Irish jig.”

Jim stood up, a little bit unsteady, but then he began to move his legs and do an Irish jig. It was very Irish, and very good, and Jim normally had two left feet.

“Jim, where’s your bra?”

Jim looked around in confusion.

“It’s in the bedroom. There’s a suitcase under the bed and it’s got all your clothes in it. Go get dressed.”

Jim walked slowly into the bedroom. the girls followed him.

He got down on his knees, his large boobs hanging, and pulled out the suitcase. He opened it and found lingerie on top of several outfits.

“Put on your panties, Jim. You’r a woman, and you love panties. You love the way they make you feel so sexy.”

Jim stood up and slipped his legs through the leg holes and pulled the panties up snug. He leaned down, his boobs again hanging, and picked up the bra.

Jane knew how to size people, and how to shop. The bra fit Jim perfectly. It was a half bra, and his nipples peeked over the top of the bra.

“You love your bra, Jim. Come here.”

Jim stepped over to Jane. She touched his breasts, hefted them, then ran her thumbs over the tips.

Jim shivered.

You need a garter belt, Jim.

Jim reached into the suitcase and found the garter belt. He put it around his waist, then reached into the suitcase of nylons.

He sat, shivered as the tip of his penis rubbed against the sheet, and rolled the stockings up his legs.

He attached the nylons to his garter belt and stood up.

He was looking more and more feminine, and the girls caught their breath. They could see him now.

“Choose an outfit, Jim.”

Jim dug through the suitcase, then stopped and just looked at it.

Jane put a hand up that everything was okay to the other two girls. “What’s going on, Jim?”

Jim muttered something.”

“Speak up, Jim. Face us and speak up.”

Jim stood up and turned. He spoke softly. “I love that Chinese dress.”

Jane and Samantha were blank, but Marg ran into the other room, picked the cheongsam and brought it back. She handed it to Jim and he started putting it on.

“Perfect,” whispered Jane. “He’s already making decisions as a woman. He must have some latent desires.”

Jim stood up and his body was perfectly female. His boobs thrust the dress out, the portholes revealed his feminine flesh. the only thing was his face, except for the lips, was male.

“Beautiful,” whispered Samantha.

“Jim. Go sit at the dining room table.”

Jim dutifully went to the table and sat down.

“Okay, Samantha, you do the extensions. Marg, the make up.”

“What are you going to do?”

“Sit and drink and discuss womanly things with Jaime.”

Samantha retrieved the things she needed and began weaving extensions into Jim’s hair.

In front of him Marg sat on his lap and painted his face.

He had brunette hair, and Samantha added to it, matched the color perfectly, and he grew long locks that waved over his shoulders.

Marg primed him and laid the foundation, then worked on his shadows. She raised his cheekbones, softened his chin, and made his eyes look large and lustrous.

Her favorite part, though was applying the lipstick.

“I’m going to use lip stain. It’ll last a week, and all he needs for a touch up is a little gloss.”

Jim sat patiently and let her ‘sculpt’ him.

To the side Jane sat and sipped another Coke and bourbon. “Don’t you just love high heels?”

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

“I love high heels.”

“You walk on a straight line, heel in front of toe, and that lets your ass sway just perfectly.”

“Uh huh.”

“Say it.”

“I walked on a straight line, heel in front of toe, that lets my ass sway.”

“You make your heels click.”

“I make my heels click.”

“You have nothing between your legs.”

“Nothing…” he seemed a bit sleepy.

“Wake up!”

He opened his eyes wide and looked around.

“You will talk in a higher pitch, and you will be slightly hesitant. Very woman like.”

He framed his answer in a higher pitch, and he paused a bit here and there.

“Make your voice crackle a bit. You’re a woman.”

“I’m a woman.” His voice was softer, higher pitched, and had that slight crackle that women affect.

“Excellent, Jaime. Your name is Jaime now.”

“My name is Jaime.”

“Your name is Jaime and you love to be a woman.”

“I’m Jaime, and I love to be a woman.”

“You love make up.”

“I love make up.”

“You have always been a woman.”

“Always.”

Samantha finished his extensions and Marg moved back off his lap.

He was a woman.

Not just his body, with its new curves, not just in his face with its make up and softer look.

But in his persona.

The Rohypnol was doing its work, and Jim, now Jaime, was convinced that he was a real woman.

Samantha brought him high heels and he slipped his feet into them. It gave him height and made his curves more sinuous.

The three girls walked him out to the living room, and if there had been anybody else in the room, male or female, they wouldn’t have been able to tell which of the four was not a real woman.

“Jim, this is important. There is going to be a lot of drinking, and I want you drink Coke. If somebody gives you liquor, you must take one sip, and throw the rest out with out being caught.”

“Throw the rest out.”

“Without being caught.”

“Without being caught.”

Then you drink Coke. You will act drunk, as if you have had a lot to drink, but it is just Coke. Got it?”

“Got it.”

The girls looked at each other and grinned in triumph.

Then Marg said, “One last thing, Jim. Jaime.”

Jim turned and looked Marg in the eye, and it seemed as if he really was awake, really paying attention.

“If somebody wants to fuck you, say you’re having a period.”

Samantha asked, “You think somebody will?”

“There’s a possibility. You know our sisters. And we’re going to have to keep track of him at all times. One of us has to be with him at all times. Agreed?”

The other two agreed.

“Okay. We’ve got two days to train him. Jane will keep him stoned on Rohypnol, and Samantha and I will train him in dress and mannerisms and all the ways there are to be a woman.”

“Okay.”

The three woman looked at each other. Then they held up their pinkies and entwined them, and so swore.

Being on Rohypnol is a weird experience. A lot of stuff you forget, but a lot of stuff you remember, but can’t do anything about.

The girls educated Jim, Jaime now, on how to wear dresses, how to put on make up, the fine points of lingerie.

Sometimes he had no idea what or why he was doing, but the instructions were embedded in his mind and he remembered better than if he was conscious.

Sometimes he watched himself, as if from far away, doing things, learning how to sit, how to move with his knees closed, how to respond to men opening doors or holding chairs, and he just…went with it. Recording and complying and not wondering.

The girls were thrilled with his progress, and by the second day they were taking him through the hotel, going up and down stairs, teaching him things about walking in high heels.

He walked, and remembered, and inside his chest he felt a thrill. That was the thing he remembered the most, the thrill of standing in an elevator filled with people, the excitement, on a restaurant dry run, of sitting at a table and being accepted for a woman.

When Friday came he was good to go. He was unmistakable from a real woman. He went to lunch, they rode in a taxi, they walked through a mall and the girls even took him shopping.

“I like that,” he said when they pointed at a peignoir.

“Why?”

“The colors match my face, and it will really show off my boobs.”

There was a high five behind him as he felt the material and touched it to his face.

But this was all the dry run. It was Friday, and women were due to show up.

Jaime was also about to come off the Rohypnol.

Truth, the girls would have preferred to keep him on Rohypnol the whole time, but there was a slight stilt to his speech, a small hesitation as he struggled with his ability to think freely.

Jane timed his withdrawal for Friday at six o’clock. The girls would be getting off work, winding up affairs, and taking the hour or two to come in from the city. This left Jane, Marg and Samantha an hour to work on Jaime sans drugs.

Withdrawal took about an hour, and it stared a half hour before six, and ended, so to speak, at six thirty.

They sat in the Jane’s apartment two on the couch and two in chairs facing the couch. They were sipping bourbon and Coke and chatting, and the girls were watching Jaime out of the corners of their eyes and waiting.

At first Jaime was totally into it. Chatting away, contributing to the conversation, but with a slight pause here, a difficulty there, then he started to withdraw. To sink inside himself. To introvert and understand what he was doing.

The girls chatted, he sat as if stupefied.

“How you doing, Jaime?” asked Marge.

“I’m…fine.” Puzzlement on his face. Realization that maybe he wasn’t quite fine.

They continued their little meeting, and Jaime opened his mouth as if to speak, his eyes focused but bewildered.

Then he reached up and felt his breasts.

And put them down.

The girls waited, expecting something, but he was still figuring things out.

Then he reached up again, felt his breasts, and a look of wonder crossed his face. “I have tits.”

The girls went silent. This was it. It was going to happen fast now.

Jaime looked down at his lap. “Where’s my dick?”

Minutes passed, and he started looking around, seeing the room as if for the first time, and recovering a sense of freedom. He was Jim…not Jaime. But he understood why they were calling him Jaime.

And, about 6:14, he looked Marg in the face and asked. “What did you do to me?”

He wasn’t belligerent, he was curious. Slight upset in the background, but he was coming back to himself. And the booze was really helping.

Samantha fixed him another drink, handed it to him.

He took it and sipped. And looked at the three women. He remembered their names.

“What did you…why?”

Marg was sitting next to him on the couch, she took his hand and held it, and was glad when he didn’t fight or fling or hand away. He was listening.

“Jaime, we are members of a very special sorority. The sorority is called Pi Pi Pi, or Triple Pi, or familiarly as Tri-Pi.”

“A sorority.”

“Samantha offered, “Every year we get together. We party hearty, talk about the good old days, and…play jokes on each other.”

“You play jokes…am I a joke?”

Jane nodded. “We are going to fool the other girls. We’re going to fool them, get them to make you an honorary Tri-Pi.”

“And that’s a joke?”

“A man being accepted as a woman in a sorority that prides itself on being all woman. Yes, it is hilarious.”

“So I’ve got tits and…and did you castrate me? What did you do with my…my stuff.”

Oddly, he wasn’t as upset as they thought he would be, he was more just curious, wondering. His eyes looked upward and his head tilted a little, and he…thought about it. As best he could considering he was still somewhat under the influence of the last of the Rohypnol.

“Honey, we didn’t castrate you,” Marg reassured him. “Jane just sewed your penis and balls up. They’re still there, but the women will not see a penis bump in your dress, and if they grab you it will feel like a regular female mons.”

Jaime felt his crotch and began to understand. “Why aren’t I hard?”

“We gave you a shot called depo provera. It will stop your penis from erecting for about a week, maybe two. When that time is over we’’ll have freed your penis and testicles and you’ll be as able as ever.”

“Oh. But…I’m really horny.”

“That’s because Marg didn’t let you have an orgasm. We wanted you horny. It gives you an edge. The girls will really believe that you’re a woman with that edge.”

He sat, sipped a bit, and the girls waited.

“I need to work.”

“Jaime, we handled your job for you.”

“You did?”

“Yes, we called down and told management you quit.”

“But how will I pay for this next year of college?”

“Don’t worry, we’ll take care of that for you. And we’ll give you some money to boot, make your next year easy.”

Jaime smiled.

He didn’t need much work. The girls just reminded him, and they practiced how to pass him off among themselves. If one of them was busy there would always be one of the others to be at his side, to rescue him from mistakes, to shift him away from suspicious girls, or anything else.

DING!

The girls smiled and they all stood up.

“Hey, bitches!” Gen walked into the room. She had a swagger and large tits and a grin that brightened the room.

Full mouth kisses, tits squeezed, she went around the room, and when she reached Jaime she stopped and asked, “Who’s this?”

“You remember Jaime Nelson?”

“Jaime Nelson,” she frowned.

Marg moved up next to her. “She was expelled in her freshman year, just after a month.”

Intrigued, Gen studied Jaime. “What for?”

“She’s the one who put used panties in the dean’s office.”

Now came a crucial point. There had been a girl named Jaime Nelson, and she had been expelled, but for being a little slow. She just wasn’t up to tri-pi mental standards.

But Gen, showing up half blotto, her mind trying to figure it out, and…wanting to be accepted by the group!…and she accepted it!

“Do you remember? She had her period, snuck into the dean’s office, took off her panties and replaced his big painting behind his desk with them. Just pushed, and the period goo stuck them to the wall.”

Gen, brightening, “I think I do!”

And she kissed Jaime, a full mouth kiss, and this was an important point, too.

Men kiss differently than women. Men are more aggressive, women are softer, take their time, really enjoy it. The three girls had worked with Jaime for long hours teaching how to respond in a feminine manner.

Fortunately, Jaime remembered his lessons, her lessons, and gave without being masculine.

“Oh, yeah!” gushed Gen, breaking apart, eyeing Jaime hungrily. “I remember you!”

DING!

Two women arrived, and one of them was Patsy Schaffer, a notorious cynic. But the girls, and now Gen, told her about the panties, and everybody laughed and said they remembered, and…it was working!

DING!

DING DING!

DING DING DING!

The penthouse was filled with women. Beautiful women with large breasts. Aggressive women. Pushy women with red lips and groping hands. Women who were sexually hungry and had looked forward to this party all year long. And they were met with:

“This is Jaime Nelson! You remember freshman year when Jaime…”

“Oh…yes! I remember you!”

“Jaime. She pulled the panties prank on the dean…”

And along with that hard introduction came the suggestion. “Jaime never graduated…it was because of that prank…and we think she should be accepted…honorary Tri-Pi!”

The party grew wilder and wilder. Booze flowed like the rivers of Babylon. Women lost their tops, and even their bras.

Pinches and gropes.

Full mouth to mouth kisses and hands searching for pussies, attempting to penetrate right through the cloth.

Jane, Samantha and Marg were on high alert at all times. They didn’t drink as much, and one of them was always with Jaime.

Jaime was having a good time. It seemed that all these women wanted to kiss him, and it seemed that they were all hot and horny.

And truth, they were. Perhaps on some subtle level they realized that he had the weenie, and…they wanted him, as a man, even though he was a woman, so they wanted him as a woman.

As with all groups of women, a few were not just kissy kissy, but were full blown lesbians.

One such lady was Debbie York. She was lesbian from the get go, and she always looked around these tri-pi meeting for other women so inclined. On this festive occasion she focused on Jaime.

Jaime was beautiful. She had fantastic knockers and her lips were plump and red and downright inviting. The problem was that Jane, Samantha and Marg were always by her side.

That was understandable, they were acting sponsors for the girl. But Debbie wished the three would back off and give her a chance.

And, at four in the morning, that chance arrived.

The party was starting to wind down. A few of the women had paired off, and Jane, Samantha and Marg were lax in their attentions, a little drunk, then they noticed…Jaime was gone.

Debbie tugged on Jaime’s hand. She knew the girls would be after her, looking for Jaime any moment, so she took Jaime out on the balcony, around the corner of the patio, and pushed her down on a lounge chair.

Debbie lay next to Jaime. They kissed, Debbie’s hands groped, and Jaime’s hands felt the other woman’s large breasts.

Debbie’s top disappeared, and Jaime put his big, red lips on her nipples and sucked.

Debbie gasped and reached for Jaime’s groin.

“Don’t,” gasped Jaime. “I’m on my period.”

Debbie, maybe in the throes of lust, maybe just not accepting Jaime’s words, maybe just blind form alcohol, kept going, and…stopped.

Somebody was calling for Jaime from the sliding doors around the corner, but Debbie covered Jaime’s mouth with her hand. “Shhh.”

Jaime complied. She figured the period excuse would work, but it hadn’t.

As soon as the door slid shut Debbie pulled Jaime’s dress up, pulled down his panties, and gasped!

There was no pussy, just a smooth slob of stretched flesh.

She felt along the edges of the slab of flesh and felt stitches.

She followed the flesh and felt the clitoris…but, no! That was no clitoris! It was too big, and it was in the wrong place, the wrong angle, unless Jaime’s asshole was an upside down pussy!

Jaime had no instructions past the period excuse, and she just rolled over and moved in compliance.

Debbie’s mind was roaring. Jaime was a man! Jaime had a dick that was sewed back between his legs, and his balls, it felt like they had been pushed up into his groin somehow.

But she had tits!

At first she thought that Jaime was a shemale. But, no. That didn’t explain the fact that Jane and Samantha and Marg had pushed her so hard. Surely one of those girls would have known that Jaime Nelson wasn’t really a woman, and…and it all came together in her mind.

Jaime was a plant. She was a joke being played on the whole sorority.

But what a joke!

Debbie started to chuckle, then had to restrain herself from laughing hysterically. This was one of the best jokes in the history of Tri-Pi.

Jaime smiled happily. She was drunk, she was a woman, and it was more fun than being a man.

Debbie leaned against Jaime, smothered her laughter between Jaime’s boobs. Then she sat up, ran her hand around, between Jaime’s cheeks, and began to really have fun.

A half hour later Debbie and Jaime entered the room. They were holding hands, and Debbie was having trouble controlling her laughter.

Jane, Marg and Samantha knew, with a glance, that Debbie knew.

At this point the party was half dead and half alive. Women were rolling on the couches, making out, kissing and groping and poking their fingers, and even a couple of strap on dildos, into their partners.

“Hey, Betsy, let me have your strap on!”

Betsy, wasted from an hour of screwing Patsy, unstrapped the weapon and handed it to Debbie.

Jane tried to move in.

“Back off, sister,” snapped Debbie cheerfully. And her warning was plain…if you don’t want your joke to be revealed.

Debbie led Jaime through a gaggle of girls and into a back bedroom. She left the lights off and it was gloomy. Too gloomy to see the little head of his penis sticking out below his buns.

Debbie put Jaime on all fours, “Here we go, sister.” She greased him, moved forward, and Jaime grunted, and his eyes went open, then…it felt good!

Real good!

And the way it was moving back and forth back there…Good Lord, whatever Debbie was doing, it felt wonderful!

A few minutes later Debbie came to the door, refused to let Jane, Samantha and Marg enter the room, and passed the strap on to Patsy.

Patsy was notoriously bi and always horny. Grinned, she fastened the strap on and sauntered into the darkened bedroom.

Jane, Marg and Samantha stood outside the room and looked at each other.

They knew Jaime was making the ultimate sacrifice for a man, but he wasn’t yelling. And none of the girls came running out screaming ‘I fucked a man!’

So…they stood, and waited while the women entered the room, had fun, and left.

And Jaime, his butt in the air, his shoulders collapsed on the bed, his arms laying on the mattress, had never felt so full, so wonderful, so feminine.


Epilogue

On Saturday night, amid much drunkenness and fanfare, Jaime was voted an honorary Tri-Pi. She accepted the honor with grace and gratitude, and even spoke of how she had wanted this all her life.

That night was a repeat of Friday night. To welcome Jaime to their ranks she was placed in a darkened bedroom and greeted in the Tri-Pi fashion. It was strap on city in the penthouse that night, and Jaime moaned and groaned and thought how wonderful life was.

On Sunday morning it was revealed that Jaime was a man, and such a silence one had never heard from Tri-Pi. Tri-Pi was a group of gabbing girls, never running out of gossip and chatter, but now they were struck dumb. Silent.

Then, slowly, the claps began. And built. And within a minute everybody was on their feet, cheering and screaming and admiring the greatest practical joke in the history of a sorority known for its practical jokes.

And during the celebration Jaime was again taken into the bedroom, but now some of the women insisted on seeing his little teeny peeny, his male clitoris, and they even sucked on it. But Jaime wasn’t about to cum, he just got hornier and hornier!

For the next two weeks Jaime lived as a woman, going out to lunch and shows, drinking expensive liquor and having a great time, and Jane and Samantha and Marg took full advantage of him, taking him into the darkened bedrooms with their strap ons and making wonderful love.

Jaime was usually outfitted with a strap on during these sessions, and he gave as well as took.

Two weeks later Jaime got a boner. A real, live boner. It was sooner than Jane had expected, and she rushed to cut the stitches and relieve Jaime’s, now Jim’s,  dick’s sudden cramped pain.

Upon being bless with a hard cock again, Jaime, or Jim, took full advantage and screwed all three women. Sometimes separately, and sometimes all together.

The interesting thing was that after being confined for so long he was having trouble cumming. He would make them cum, but he was used to not cumming, and…he sort of enjoyed being stopped up.

And, he went back to school. On a scholarship the girls had arranged.

But he didn’t show his usual interest in girls now.

And over Christmas, spending some time with Marg, himself dressed as a girl, he brought up what was bothering him.

“I don’t care about cumming anymore. Not like a male. But I came like a female a few times, and I really liked that.”

“What are you saying, Jim?”

“I’m asking…can you give me some more of that Depo stuff? Make my dick soft and sew it up again? Can you get me some permanent implants for my chest? Can you make me a girl?”

Marg smiled. “You’re asking a lot, but I think Santa is prepared to deliver.

Jaime smiled and bent over the bed again.

END
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Sissy Ride: The Book

PART ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

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

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

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

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

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

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

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

I typed:

Who is this?

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

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

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

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

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

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

I typed:

What do you know about me?

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

DING!

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

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

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

DING!

Watch this!

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

I clicked on the link.

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

Mommy Compilation part four!

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

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

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

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

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

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

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

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

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

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

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

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

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

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

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

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

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

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

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

that is my reward for helping you.

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

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

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

I had never thought about being a woman.

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

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

I typed:

I’ll do it.

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

HURRY!

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

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

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

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

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

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

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

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

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

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

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

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

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

I put them in my bra.

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

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

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

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

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

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

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

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

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

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

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

Then I saw the dress.

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

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

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

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

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

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

Then I realized the solution.

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

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

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

‘My’ dress.

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

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

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

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

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

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

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

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

I had my own set of tits!

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

DING!

Lipstick.

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

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

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

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

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

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

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

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

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

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

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

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

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

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

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

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

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

Still, nothing connected.

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

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck!

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

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

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

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

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

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

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

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

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

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

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

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

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

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

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

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

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

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

Then it was done.

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

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

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

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

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

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

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

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

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

And then, finally, it was over.

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

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

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

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

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

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

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

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

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

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

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

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

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

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

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

What had I done?

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

Three days.

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

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

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

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

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

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

I called Tanya then.

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

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

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

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

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

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

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

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

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

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

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

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

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

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

DING!

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

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

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

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

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

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

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

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

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

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

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

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

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

“Are you all right?”

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

DING!

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

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

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

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

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

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

DING!

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

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

DING! DING! DING!

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

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

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

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

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

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

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!
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Read it on kindle or paperback
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