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Author’s NOTE

Hey! Hey!

I don’t mind a little zinger, but do you remember back in school when kids were mean? They’d call you fat and pull your hair and kick your butt and laugh at you?

I do. That all stopped, of course, the moment I became well endowed.

Then the insults were of a different nature, and I didn’t mind being called ‘Madam Boobs-a-Lot.’

But those times when I was almost brought to tears by that stupid ‘Fatty, Fatty’ rhyme…I tell ya.

So this is my revenge on all those idiots who get off on their stupid name calling insults.

Fatty, Fatty, Two by Four,

couldn’t get through the bathroom door

but those who call me by a name

will end up with a dick that’s lame!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


PART ONE

“Come on, honey! Lose that weight!”

Rita looked up at Rick. Her face revealed her frustration.

“What do you think I’m doing!” She pushed the bar, her face contorted with effort, and slowly, the bar rose.

It was well over a hundred pounds, too much for her, but Rick was such a bully when it came to weight lifting.

Rick stood over her. He was at the head of the bench spotting for her, and not doing a very good job.

He thought it was funny when Rita struggled.

And, in his little heart of hearts, he thought that women should probably stay home when it came to getting muscles.

Heck, he had tried to convince her otherwise, but she was stubborn.

Of course it didn’t help that he called her ‘Fatty, Fatty,’ from the old school yard chant of  ‘Fatty, Fatty, Two by Four’ a couple of times.

Fatty, Fatty, two by four

couldn’t get through the bathroom door.

when the door began to break

Fatty had a tummy ache!

She was twenty pounds overweight, getting wide in the hips, and he hated a slovenly woman. And he didn’t understand that so did she.

Finally, she got the bar up. Her arms were shaking, she was crying in frustration, and he finally took pity on her and lifted the bar up and slid it over on the hooks.

Rita was shaking when she stood up. “You son of a bitch! You are a fuck louse as a spotter! You knew I couldn’t lift that much weight, and yet you made me do it.”

“Ah,” he grunted, spinning plates off and putting heavier plates on the barbell. “You did it, so what are you complaining about?”

“I’m complaining that I have an asshole for a husband.”

Around them in the gym guys and gals were listening.

One of the trainers came over and tried to throw water on the fire.

“It’s okay, guys. We’re all here to get in shape.”

Rick, however, wouldn’t let go. “Yeah, get in shape. Not be fatty two by four.”

Rita said a word that wasn’t very polite. At that moment Shirley came over and put an arm around her shoulder.

“Come on, girlfriend. Let it alone.”

“Yeah, let it alone.” Rick was under the bar now, and he started to lift.

Shirley took Rita out to the juice bar and they sat at a little table and Shirley ordered a couple of smoothies.

“Hey, men can be idiots. You know it and I know it. Don’t let him get to you.”

“Easy for you to say. Tom supports you, he watches out for you. Rick is…” she left the statement unfinished and looked away.

“Hey, it’s okay. You realize that you’re doing okay? You lost ten pounds in the last two months, your ass is no longer bigger than the horse’s, and—“

Rita snickered. “I don’t ride a horse.”

“Yeah, but if you did, your ass would be smaller.”

Now the girls were smothering laughter. Then Rita sobered up.

Seriously. I love him, but he’s a bully, and his sense of humor leaves something to be desired.

“Sure it does. You know, I had the same problem with Tom.”

“What? You’re kidding! Tom is always so polite, and he helps you!”

“He didn’t always.”

“What did you do to change things around?” Translated as…’how did you train him to be a better person.’

“Well, that is a super secret of the sissy society.”

“What does that mean?”

“I simply made him be a sissy for awhile. Once he realized that he was the weaker one, he shaped up. See guys don’t always realize how cruel they can be. They’re around other guys, they bump chests and smoke cigars and act like assholes.”

“Hunh.”

“So I made him a bet.”

“What kind of a bet?”

“I bet him that I could lift more weight than he could.”

Rita frowned. “What kind of a bet is that? Rick can lift more weight than me any day of the week.”

Shirley smiled. She was a good looking woman with hefty breasts and strong face. Her golden hair swirled down around her shoulders, and her grin was infectious. “You have not been doing your homework. In fact, hardly any woman understands what I’m about to tell you.”

“Okay, give. Tell me.”

“Let’s say you weigh 100 pounds, and Rick weighs 200 pounds. I mean, that’s not your weight, but that will give you an idea of what I’m talking about, and you can do the real math later.”

“All right.”

“So let’s say that Rick can lift two hundred pounds right now, and you can only lift 100 pounds.”

“Sounds like he can lift more than me.”

“Yeah, but here’s where it gets sneaky. You guys are in different weight groups, not to mention different gender groups.”

Rita frowned.

“Rick has been lifting for a couple of years, how much more can he improve?” Shirley didn’t wait for an answer. “He might improve ten per cent. Okay?”

Rita nodded.

“Now you’ve been lifting for a couple of months. So you can improve maybe fifty per cent. So he goes to 220 pounds, and you go to 150 pounds.”

“Wait…” Rita was starting to get it.

“So Rick lifts twenty more pounds, and you lift fifty more pounds, who is lifting more?”

“But that’s…that’s…”

“That is the facts. Men may complain, and there is a certain amount of wiggle here, but what you have to do is frame the bet so that he ends up measured by your standard. Tell him that you have a weight disadvantage and you need a handicap, that a handicap is required for the contest to be fair.”

“Wow.”

“But, here’s what I did, I didn’t just do it for one lift. I did it for a whole bunch of lifts, and I figured every one out. In the beginning, he looked at the lifts and thought he could beat me. And he could, for three of the eight lifts we agreed upon. But I knew I could beat him on five of the eight lifts.”

“You cheated.”

“Is a handicap cheating in golf? No. It just makes the playing field even.”

Now Rita was silent. She was relatively new to the weight lifting game, but what Shirley said made total sense, and it would be Rick’s fault if he didn’t figure out the numbers.

Shirley leaned forward, made sure nobody was listening, and said, “And there’s one other thing I did. It’s pretty sneaky, but I managed to pull it off, and it’s what made the real difference.”

“What did you do?”

“I put estrogen in his energy drink.”

Rita actually jerked back and stared at her friend. “You didn’t!”

Shirley nodded. “And he eventually found out, but by then my plan was working and he couldn’t reverse the program in time to beat me.”

Rita stared at her friend, and she said the only thing she could. “Oh. My. God!”

Shirley nodded and smiled.

That night Shirley was thinking. She was thinking about what a butt Rick could be, and she was thinking about what Shirley had told her.

In her mind she could see Rick slenderizing, slimming down, little by little.

He wasn’t one of the big, bulky types, but he was solid. A little estrogen and he might not be so solid.

She lay in bed and giggled and visualized him with boobs.

Her Rick, her big, manly man, with tits.

“What are you laughing about?” Rick asked from the other side of the bed.             

“Oh, nothing.”

“Come on,” he said, going up on one elbow and reaching for her boob.

Rita sighed. He insults her, then wants sex. What was wrong with that picture?

“You’re not still mad, are you?”

Thoughtfully, speaking on two levels, Rita mused, “I go to the gym and work out so we can be together, and so I can lose a little weight, and you called me Fatty Two By Four again.”

“Aw, I was just talking. I was talking of everybody, I wasn’t speaking of you, specifically. We’re all there not to be Fatty Two by Fours.”

That was the moment Rita blinked.

He was prevaricating, manipulating, trying to schmooze her down so he could get a little sex.

She turned towards him and reached for his cock. It wasn’t a big one, but it fit nicely into her hand. She stroked him, and he sighed, and with her other hand she grabbed his balls. She squeezed and he gasped.

“Is this what you want?” she whispered sweetly.

“Uh, yeah, but maybe not so hard.”

“Oh, I’m sorry. By the way, is this the ‘Fatty Two by Four’ you were speaking of?”

Like all men, Rick was inordinately proud of his meat. He didn’t think of it as undersized, he just enjoyed it and thought the world should be jealous of him.

“Oh, yeah.”

He leaned forward to kiss her, but she put her hand on his chest. “Just enjoy, Fatty.”

“He grunted, and moaned, and tried to increase the friction.

“You are fatty Two by Four, aren’t you?”

“No…no!” he hissed, bending his hips to thrust harder.

He was on the edge now, ready to go, if he could…just…get…a…little…

She let go and turned her back on him.

“Hey!”

Rita smiled.

“Finish me off!”

Rita whispered, just loud enough for him to hear. “Fatty, fatty, two by four, couldn’t get through the bathroom door.”

Rick was silent now. He was frustrated and his cock was throbbing and he wanted to finish himself off.

“Going to jack off?” she quipped.

“I should…”

“Fatty, fatty, two by four, jacked his load onto the floor.”

Her ridiculing him brought his boner down, and he rolled onto his back and said a dirty word.

“How do you like it?”

“I like it fine,” he groused petulantly.

“I’ll bet.”

“Okay, be a bitch.”

She rolled over and grabbed him again. “Maybe I should finish you off.”

He grinned.

“If you wear my panties to work.”

“What?”

She stroked him slowly, she cuddled against him, letting him feel her large boobs on his chest. “God, that would be so sexy. You wearing panties. Your big fatty falling out the door.”

He was blinking. He wanted to cum, he was still close, but this talk of panties was getting to him.

“I’m a guy. I can’t wear panties!”

“Then you can’t cum.” She rolled away.

Now Rick was getting pissed. Guys will get that way if you don’t let their little ding dongs spit.

“You should stop being a bitch!” he snapped.

“Oh, sweet talking me, eh?”

They lay there, facing up. Him pissed, her pleased.

Women were the more vicious of the species, after all, and if Rick wanted to play the insult game…

“I’ll tell you what,” said Rita. “Let’s play a game.”

Rick turned his head and stared at here in the dark. “What kind of game.

Boys were always up for games, and Rita held in a snicker. She was working off things that Shirley had told her, and they were working.

“I’ll bet I can lift more weight than you by the first of the month.”

It was the fifteenth, which gave her two weeks.

“What?”

“Of course you have to give me a handicap.”

“What kind of handicap?” he asked suspiciously.

“I weigh less than you, so we figure out improvement by percentage.”

Rick thought about that. It was hard thinking, because Rita was once again stroking him, and men, when they have two heads, only think half as well.

He tried to figure out his weight, and her weight.

“What kind of lifts?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” she knew very well, “just the standard eight, I suppose. Squats, presses, that sort of thing.”

Rick fell right into her trap. He grinned. He knew those exercises well, and he was good at them. He didn’t bother to think the percentages through, just agreed because, well, because he was good at them.

“Deal.”

“And if I win then you have to wear panties.”

He had already made the deal, he was breathing hard and couldn’t think, and he acceded easily. “Okay.”

Then he had a thought. “And if I win…” he was thinking ‘when’ and not ‘if,’ “Then you don’t wear panties at all.”

She actually halfway expected that. Shirley had warned her of some of the things her man had brought up, and men were men, after all.

“What’s the matter, chicken?”

No. She wasn’t chicken, she was just thinking it out. After all, she wasn’t trying to think with two heads, and she could figure things out.

“Okay.”

“And the two weeks after that you go without a bra!”

Again, she was already figuring that out, and her ability to actually think, opposed to his boner trying to think…she knew she could beat him.

“Okay.”

Rick chuckled. He loved it when Rita walked around and let it all hang out.

“But if I win the second contest then you have to wear a bra.”

His mind jumped the tracks. “What for? I don’t have boobs!”

“Hey, sauce for the goose and all that. You’ll wear a bra, and I’ll get you some breast forms so you’ll feel good about it.”

“Feel good about having tits?” He was incredulous.

But he was also hard. Real hard. Her stroking him, him being on the edge.

She stopped.

“Okay! Okay!”

In the dark she smiled, and she stroked him again, and she backed off. She could go further later, but right now she had gotten him started. That was the real point of her quick hands on this fine evening.

“Now get me off!”

So, having won, knowing that she could build him up, edge him to the moon over the next couple of weeks…she let him squirt.

“New protein powder additive,” she stated the next morning.

His normal can of the stuff was half empty, so she had poured in a half a can of estrogen powder. She mixed the new mixture into their morning smoothies and poured him a glass.

Protein powder was designed to be tasty, so he gulped it down, rubbed one biceps and said, “I can feel it already!”

He was gloating, thinking of their bet.

She just smiled and snuck a testosterone blocker capsule into his morning  pills.

For two days Rick didn’t feel anything, but the powder was strong, and she was giving him a killer dose, and on the third day he showed it.

He was on the bench, doing bench presses, hoisting a couple of hundred pounds over his chest.

“Damn!” he muttered. “I’m feeling weak!”

Rita was on a fly machine next to him, working on lower reps and heavier weights. She was taking her time, squeezing her grip at the end, like Arnold, and she said, “You aren’t coming down with anything, are you?”

“God, no!”

“Good. Because I’d hate to win just because you got wimpy or something.”

He frowned. That was pretty close to an insult, and he didn’t want to get into the ‘fatty’ thing again.

“No…no. I’m fine.”

But he wasn’t fine. He was hurting. And the next couple of days it didn’t get any better.

Rick got up and shuffled into breakfast. He yawned. He watched as Rita mixed his protein powder and prepared his pills.

“Man, I don’t feel great.”

She kissed him and patted his cheek. Then she grabbed his groin.

He came alive, and that helped.

But he didn’t realize—there was no way he could realize—that the mixture of protein powder and estrogen supplements was confusing his system.

That day he worked late, just made it to the gym, and didn’t have the energy to do his full work out.

Still, he worked out, but he was rationalizing the whole time.

Just a day or two of being off the mark. I’ll be back tomorrow.

But the days kept getting worse.

Rita, unbeknownst to him, was coming down during the day and working out with Shirley. She was losing fat, and gaining muscle by the pound. Then she would go home, rest a bit, and when Rick got home she would feed him something weak, yogurt and oatmeal kind of stuff, and take him to the gym.

The oatmeal gave him an enduring kind of energy, but not an explosive energy. And the yogurt was filled with estrogen.

Then she would put out a measly work out, and he would chuckle and think he was pulling ahead…as he did his own measly work out.

And, to top it off, Rita was giving him sex every night.

She’d suck him, and fuck him, use her hands, get him super excited, and squirt him.

She didn’t worry about her own desires, because an odd thing was happening.

The weaker he got, the more powerful she felt, and power is the ultimate sex.

And the first testing day approached.

Word had gotten out at the gym, mostly courtesy of Shirley, and there was a small group of men and women waiting to see how the big male to female contest went.

Rick received a few high fives, but he was feeling punk, and it showed.

When Rita exited the locker room she got a cheer. Her body was looking fit with a capital F.

“Okay, guys and gals,” Shirley held up her hands. “My man Tom is going to keep the scores. Jerry over there will call the exercises and weights and count reps. We’ll do a handicap at the end to find out the real winner.

“What handicap?” asked one of the fellows.

Rick, full of himself and proud of his new knowledge of handicaps, explained, “She’s got a smaller body, so we’re taking that into account. If I weigh two hundred and she weighs one hundred, then she only has to improve her weight by half as much as I do.”

That was the moment he blinked. But he still didn’t get it. But…it sounded funky.

“Okay! Ready to go?” Shirley called.

Both contestants were, so the contest began.

For an hour they worked the machines, rested when appropriate, and lifted the iron.

Rick went first, and by the end of the contest he did show an improvement. But not much. The weird thing was that his body didn’t look as fit as normal. He had love handles, his butt was flabby, and… “Seven per cent improvement!”

The guys cheered.

“Okay, now my bestie Rita…” Everybody was silent while Tom worked the figures.

“Eleven per cent improvement!”

The girls cheered, and the guys sort of snickered.

And Rick about died when one of his friends quipped, “Well, I guess we know who the fatty is.”

He glared at his friend, who shrugged good naturedly, but…Rita had won.

And, to make it worse, Rick had no idea that Shirley had actually been slowing Rita down. She knew the curve could peak, and she was adjusting Rita’s work outs so her graph would stay just ahead of his.

“Okay, Rick,” Shirley turned to the unhappy hubby. “You know what this means!” She held up a pair of pink panties.

Rick looked at the floor. He took them, but he muttered, “I’ll put them on tomorrow morning.”

But that wasn’t good enough for the guys and gals in the gym.

“Panties! Panties! Panties!” Everybody chanted.

Rick was caught.

Shirley yelled, “If you don’t go put them on right now we’ll put them on for you!”

Rick’s head snapped up. His eyes opened. He looked around and realized that he was caught.

He stood up and went to the locker room, and when he came out a. minute later everybody started laughed.

Rick usually wore a jock strap. It made his bulge look bigger. But now the panties let his cock slide out the leg hole, and it showed in his tight shorts.

Rick’s face turned as red as a spanked tomato as everyone pointed and giggled.

And, to make matters worse, he heard somebody say—he wasn’t sure who it was except that it was a girl—it’s not that big, is it.”

And: “Poor Rita.”

Rick drove home, and he was in a mix of high dudgeon and embarrassment.

He had lost. The honor of the guys was broken. The only good thing was that Rita was kind.

She had to be. She knew he was going to be feeling emotional because of the estrogen, and down because of his defeat, and she didn’t want him trying to get out of the next contest.

“Seven per cent is amazing. I really got lucky, I guess.”

Rick glanced at her and sniffed.

“Next week you’re going to wipe me out, maybe we better cut down on your protein powder.”

“No,” he blurted. He figured he needed more.

Rita concealed her smile. She leaned against him and reached for his cock.

“I’ll bet this is seven per cent better, too.”

He smiled as she stroked.

“And, what do you think? Am I going to be eleven per cent better?”

“Oh, baby,” he muttered, and he licked his lips.

And so was disaster averted, and the contest was continued.

Rick worked out harder, which exhausted him more.

Rita did him daily, which exhausted him more.

Rick asked for more protein powder, and he got it, and didn’t know that it was more estrogen.

Rita found her afternoon work outs going through the roof.

“Now listen, you did good,” said Shirley, “But you’ve got to be careful.”

“How so?”

“You’ve got to pace yourself. You’ve got to beat Rick by a little, save  a little for when the contest gets a little hairy. Don’t beat him by a lot and make him feel so bad he quits.”

So Rita pumped that iron, and memorized weights so that she could beat Rick by tiny amounts.

During the third week Rick finally took notice of his decreasing weight. “That’s funny,” he said, stepping off the scales. “I should be gaining weight at this point.”

“You look fine,” Rita said.

But he didn’t. Not only was he showing a bit of flab as muscle turned to fat, but his penis looked a wee bit smaller.

In fact, it stopped falling through the leg holes in his panties. He could pull his panties up, they were a bit stretchy, making them snug, and his cock actually fit!

Not that he noticed. Typical male, he thought as long as he had a dick everything was fine.

By the middle of the third week Rick was so tired he almost didn’t want to work out.”

He wasn’t making much improvement, but on some of the exercises he was actually lifting lesser weight.

“What the fuck,” he mumbled, shaking his hair, which was starting to look a little long, and he tried to lift more. Which tired him out more. Which made him lift less.

Rita, of course, kept complimenting him. Especially his dick.

His penis was staying hard. That is what happens when a guy takes estrogen. The penis might shrink a bit, but it gets hard and stays hard, and even feels harder. Until it doesn’t. That’s just the effect of the hormones.

Some authorities say the penis is making a last ditch effort, that the possessor of the penis is trying to stay a man.

But…who knows?

But what Rick did know was that he was getting harder, and it felt. good, so something must be working! Right?

And Rita made sure she worked him every night. Laying in bed, him tired and trying to sleep, she would do everything in her power to get him off.

“Come on, honey. Where’s my big, fatty man!”

He tried not to think of his love handles, of his reduced weight, and to think of his cock. And he could because her hands were doing the deed.

“Unh…unh…” he groaned and thrust his penis into her pussy. And was embarrassed when it fell out.

Damn! Was he really getting that small?

But Rita appeared not to notice. She just grabbed him, stroked him back up, and guided him into her.

Until he shot his load.

Which, like his shrinking cock, seemed a bit pitiful.

In fact, the only bright side to this journey was the fact that he liked the panties.

He would wake up, exhausted, and put them on, and they never failed to get a rise out of him.

Rita smiled.

The third week wound down, and the contest was just ahead. Everybody in the gym was talking about it. Everybody in the gym was checking out Rick’s package.

His tiny weeny was poking the material of his shorts, and it was obvious that he was getting smaller.

The girls giggled, and made jokes.

“He ain’t no fatty no more!”

“Fatty, fatty, one by two, nothing to show, ooh ooh oooh!”

The guys, of course, were embarrassed for him.

While girls can chit chat about everything, guys can only talk about cars, or sports, never about their personal problems.

So nobody said anything, and the day of the contest came.

Shirley had bought a pair of breast forms, big honkers, and she placed them on a table between the locker room doors where everybody could see them.

Guys snickered, girls giggled, and Rick’s face was flaming red.

And he was now pumped up. In spite of being tired, and his muscles wasting away, he was angry, and ready to lift!

When the gym cleared out a bit, but only a bit because everybody in the place now knew about the battle of the weight lifting sexes, Shirley raised her hands and tooted on a whistle.

“Okay, iron heads! Are you ready!” She sounded like a ring announcer, and she loved the way everybody looked up at her and waited.

“Yes!” a hundred weight lifters roared.

And the contest was begun.

Rick did well on the squats, the deadlift, and the power clean. His legs still had some male muscle, and he was able to translate that when motion was required.

The rest of the drills he didn’t do so well. In fact, he was lifting less, and it required more effort.

On the bench press, reverse bent over row, pull-ups, military press, and dips he had some gain, and some loss.

Shirley glanced at Rita, who was frowning.

Rita knew she was going to have to really blow it to win by a little.

She let Rick have the exercises that he had improved at, but gave away a lot of strength on the others.

Honestly, she could have improved by fifty, maybe sixty per cent.

Instead, struggling to make it look like she was barely making it, she posted a three per cent. To Rick’s one per cent.

The gym was strangely silent at that point. Everybody was embarrassed for Rick, and curious.

What the heck had happened? Rick not only lifted less, it looked like he was losing bulk! And his fanny…his fanny was getting…wider.

And his arms seemed skinnier. And…and his neck was thinner and…and even his dick was smaller!

When the contest was over Shirley merely said, “You can take the breast forms with you. Put ‘em on tomorrow.”

Rick walked out of the locker room and across the gym. His hair was wet, and now everybody could see that it was getting longer. He hadn’t had a haircut for a month, but…it seemed to be growing longer faster than it should have.

Rick walked out of the gym like a broken man. He had never done this poorly in a contest. And weight lifting was his passion! His forte! How could this be happening?

“Oh, man. I barely beat you. I can’t believe how poorly I’m doing.”

He looked at her. Her face was solemn, and she called her help and understanding. Maybe even pity.

Rick, being the manly man, sort of, put his arm around her waist. “We both sucked,” he said. “But we’ll do better.”

“Tell me again how no pain means no gain.”

Rick’s favorite subject, and he launched into a lecture. He was unaware that Rita had realigned him, re-enforced his way of thinking.

He had to lift harder! Lift more! That was the only way to achieve success!

So they went home, Rick programming himself down the same path that had been used to minimize him, and when they got home Rita pulled him into the bedroom and rewarded him for being such a positive inspiration.

“Oh, honey, you are so good!”

She couldn’t say big anymore, because he wasn’t.

She pulled his panties off and pushed him back on the bed, then she got a sly look on her face. “Let’s try on your new boobies!”

On one hand, Rick didn’t want to. He didn’t want to have boobs. He didn’t want to be girly. He didn’t want to suffer any more of that subtle emasculation that Rita was preaching.

On the other hand, the only real pleasure he had been getting for the last two weeks was his panties.’              Rita fondled his package and complimented him, and just putting his panties on caused him to have an erection.

Rita held up the bra. It was pink, matching to his panties. “Oh, my God! Have you ever seen anything so sexy in your life?”

Rick sat on the bed and watched as she glued the breast forms onto his chest. Damn. His dick was reacting.

“Glad I shave all over,” he muttered, watching the glue dry as Rita pressed the mounds against him.

Rita just smiled, and kissed him.

This was making her so fucking hot!

She let go, and Rick felt the weight sagging on his skin.

“Woops, you’re going to need a bra. We don’t want your skin all stretched out.”

Rita helped him into the bra and he stood up and faced the mirror.

He had lost weight. His mass had reduced, and in all the wrong places.

His arms were skinny and his butt was big, and wearing the bra and panties he was…excited.

What the fuck? he thought. What the fuck?

But Rita stood next to him, and she cupped his tits. Even though he couldn’t feel through the breast forms he could imagine the sensation, and his little cock grew harder.

Rita notice and cupped his mons, let the little penis poke the panty material through her fingers.

“Oh, baby,” she breathed. “Rick the prick.”

Rick grinned.

He felt weird inside, but the excitement of seeing himself en femme, even for a little, and the way his cock felt in his panties as Rita stroked him…

Rita bent to her knees and sucked him right through the panty material.

“Oh! fuck!”

Little droplets squirted through the front of the panties and Rick sagged. Rita actually had to hold him up.

And that was the night that Rita perceived the real problem.


PART TWO

“I need a dildo,” murmured Rita.

“What’s that? A little louder?” Shirley snickered. They were at the smoothie stand and Rita was waiting for Rick to finish his work out.

His more weight, higher reps, all he could stand work out.

“I’m serious. Rick has shrunk.”

“I know. All the girls are talking about it.” Shirley grew more serious. “Do you really think a dildo is the answer?”

Rita sighed and looked into the distance. “I don’t know. Sex—and I know Rick’s got a smaller dick—just isn’t as much fun as it was.”

Shirley sipped her smoothie and listened.

“I mean, this last week he doesn’t even get hard, and when he does he barely fits in, and he goes limp pretty fast.

Shirley gave a wan smile. “Poor boy.”

“So what do I do? What did you do?”

“Oh, what I did was finish the program.”

Rita studied her friend.

“Is Tom still a sissy?”

“In some ways. But he’s also a better man. He does what he’s told, he doesn’t give me shit. He leaves the toilet ring down.”

Shirley shrugged. Then: “Be honest. If you backed off now, how long before Rick started lording it over you, chanting that stupid ‘Fatty, fatty rhyme?”

Shirley nodded. “One win and it’s over. One win and I’m back to being property, a second class citizen.”

“You take it all the way, and control him, and he’ll never go back to that. He’ll know who’s boss. He’ll be a good husband.”

“If I take it all the way.”

“If.”

“If only men didn’t need this to be intelligent.”

“But they do.”

The sound of weights clanging in the big room washed over their conversation.

Rick wore tits. No way around it, no way to sugarcoat it, he had boobs.

He wore them to work, and that was okay because he was the boss and his workers didn’t mind if he stayed in his office all day.

He wore them around the house, and Rita love it. Seeing him all feminine, with his long hair and his swaying butt gave her a sense of incredible power.

Sometimes she would sit and watch him walk past. And she dreamed of him in high heels. If you got the booty then you should work it.

He especially wore his tits at the gym.

A few of the fellows looked at him strangely, most of them stayed a little back from him, and he grew used to a certain sense of isolation.

But the isolation wasn’t bad, because the girls were finding excuses to talk to him. They admired his chest. They asked him how the bra felt.

“If your nipples itch put a little vaseline on them.”

“Loosen the back strap and they won’t weigh so much.”

“When you going to go for the heels, Rick?”

Rick was lost in his own world. He was silent, adjusting to his circumstance.

He was quiet when Rita played with him.

Rita played, and it felt good, but his dingus just wasn’t rising to the occasion.

“I’m not satisfying you, am I?” he asked one night.

She smiled and stroked his limpness. “That’s okay. I’ve got a dildo on order.”

“You do?”

“Sure. Would you like to see me get off on it?”

Rick did. And his prick temporarily rose. But then it fell and the only real pleasure he got was in anticipating seeing his wife do herself.

The fifth week Rick worked out lackadaisically. After all, nothing was working, so just lift the iron and see what happens.

He was getting skinnier.

He had run through the big can of protein powder and Rita was giving him pure estrogen now. His body was no longer confused, and it was reacting to the estrogen quickly and efficiently.

“I’ve lost twenty pounds,” he said sadly. “I should see a doctor.”

Rita didn’t object. Seeing him drop in weight so fast had worried her.

So they went into the doctor’s office and Rick got an exam.

The doctor, a liberal thinking woman, noted his fake chest and knew what was happening.

Rick was transitioning.

She smiled, didn’t mention that he had high estrogen counts and low testosterone, and prescribed a few extra vitamins. A more efficient testosterone blocker. Stuff to protect the calcium in his bones. that sort of thing.

And she said: “Healthy as a horse, Rick.”

And she thought: A horse on Hormone Replacement Therapy.

And the night of the third contest arrived.

The gym was packed. People had even come in from other gyms to see the show. A woman was kicking the ass of a man. How glorious!

Shirley raised an air horn and tooted it. She spoke through a bullhorn.

“Friends and Fiends! Welcome to the battle of the weightlifting sexes! in this corner is Rick the Prick!”

Lots of laughter, and Rick smiled wanly. His chest, now that his body was shrinking, was enormous. His hair was so long Shirley had styled it before the contest. His butt was large and round and even his face looked a little softer.

“And in the other corner we have “Rita, who is sweeta!”

Cheers, and the woman were noticeably louder than the men.

Shirley took the time to explain the contest, pointing out the handicap and that the final results would be tallied at the end of the contest

At the other end of the gym management watched proudly. They had never had so many sign ups, and there was even an article in the daily newspaper!

And, the proprieties observed, Shirley tooted the horn again, and the contest was begun.

It was even worse than the last time.

Rick was in the negative points. Badly.

And his balance seemed a bit off as he compensated for his large chest.

The guys cheered a little, but he was looking pretty lackluster.

The girls cheered a lot, and it was only the fact that Shirley had talked to a lot of them that kept the catcalls and insults down.

And it helped that some of them knew what Shirley and Rita were doing.

Heck, many of them were planning to do the same to their men.

And many of the men, it could be seen, were wearing panties.

You could tell which men were wearing panties because they were the ones usually erect.

Rick lifted first, and Rita had to control herself. She could have lifted twenty per cent more than Rick, but Shirley counseled her to control herself.

Besides, she was actually feeling a bit guilty. Rick had fallen for everything, he didn’t have a chance.

Still, she knew she had to take this game to the end, or Rick would just revert.

In the end, Rick lost nine percent, and Rita gained one per cent.

It was becoming a blow out, but Rick didn’t care. He was lonely, his dick wasn’t working too well, and he was tired, and…and the crowd cheered.

Rick raised a hand, and let it flop. He was a loser. He felt like crying.

The girls lifted Rita on their shoulders and marched her around the gym.

It was in this conflux of emotions, Ricks lows and Rita’s highs, that the big misunderstanding occurred.

Rita was lowered to the ground in front of Rick, and Shirley said, “Okay, nylons and heels for you. And if you lose again you have to wear a dress and make up!”

Rick waved a hand. He was already defeated.

Rita was pushed back by the admiring throng, and Rick turned to his friends, and he said, “And to think…I used to call her Fatty, fatty.”

Silence. What everybody heard was Rick’s sour grapes. They heard ‘Fatty, Fatty!’ And it sounded like he was calling Rita names!

The gym went silent. The girls rumbled like an angry volcano. Rita turned around.

Her eyes were flashing. “What did you say?”

“Nothing,” Rick said. Too tired to fight, not understanding that he had been misheard.

“No! You said something! You called me Fatty!”

Rick flashed. He was so tired, and so worn down, but he had hormones working in him, and he was starting to feel the emotion of the loss. “I did not!”

“You son of a bitch!”

“Fuck you!”

Guys and gals were egging them on. Everybody loves a good fight, right?

“Fuck me? Fuck me? You couldn’t fuck anybody with that little dick of yours!”

Rick tried to hold on, but he wanted to burst into tears. This whole thing was getting out of hand.

Then Shirley threw in the wrench. “Why don’t you do it for real?”

“Do what for real?” snapped Rita.

“Yeah, what?” Rick was close to blubbering.

“Play for real tits. If Rick loses next time…he has to get implants. Big ones. Chyna 2000s.”

“And what do I get when I win?” He said it, but it was mostly residue, false hope, not the fight of a real man.

“If I win I’ll be your servant for a year! I’ll wear what you want, do what you want. I’ll be your sex slave!”

And, the hormones raging, the emotions bursting, Rick said, “You’re on!”

The seventh week passed slowly. Rick and Rita spoke to each other, but in mostly subdued tones.

In truth, they both wanted to call off the contest.

But Shirley pushed Rita to hold to the course, and there was just enough machismo male in Rick to make him stubborn.

Rita loaded him with hormones, some of them doctor prescribed, and  worked out during the day.

Rick drank his ‘vitamins,’ worked all day, then tried to keep up at the gym.

But he was now falling like a rocket turned around and blasting for earth.

Hormones, in the beginning, work slowly. There is a gently dropping off, a slight downward curve.

As they begin to take effect they start having more effect. Until, by the end, the body does a terrible nose dive.

Rick lost more weight. his ass flared out. His chest, now getting thinner, made his boobs look bigger.

He didn’t comb his hair, he brushed it, and he explored twisting the handle to make curls, and things like that.

And he lifted less, appearing to even give up.

Rita watched him, and though she felt a certain degree of sadness, she also felt an exultation.

She was winning. She was in control. She had the power.

And power was every bit as exciting as sex.

“Hey, honey, my dildo is here!” She pranced around the bedroom and held the tool up high.

Rick felt a quiver of excitement. He couldn’t cum, but he could watch her cum. He was laying on the bed and he put his magazine down.

Stupid magazine, aimed towards weight lifters. He thought that maybe he should be reading fashion magazines.

“Well,” his dick shivered, “Let’s see.”

Rita threw herself on the bed, rolled over and kissed him deeply, the first real kiss in weeks.

She lay on her back, arranged pillows, and aimed the missile at her groin.

Rick stared, was actually a bit shocked at how wanton she was.

She touched it to her hole and shivered.

Rick’s mouth opened.

Rita went to town. She drove that shaft into her and tickled her insides. She leaned over and kissed Rick, as if he was the real lover shoving into her.

Rick got into it. He played with her breasts, sucked her tits, and before long she was gasping, her eyes were open and staring, and she began grunting.

“Oh, fuck! Unh…unh! Oh…Heysoos! Ohhhh!”

She pulled the toy out, turned her face to him and grinned. “Now that’s how a big dick does it.”

She didn’t mean it as an insult. Well, not too much. She was just teasing, and forgot that women are the more vicious of the species.

But Rick was…not shattered.

He was changed.

He had never seen anything so exciting in his life. His limpness was actually hard, and he stroked it with a couple of fingers. He even got close to cumming.

“Oh, fuck,” he whined.

“Can’t get there?” asked Rita. And she actually cared.

“Nu…nu…no…I—AHHH!

Rita-she didn’t know what possessed her—touched the vibrator to his back hole. It was fully lubed up from her, and it only went in a little.

But a little was a lot.

“AHHHHH!” Rick came. He came hard. He came harder than he ever had as a male with a working dick. The force of the orgasm washed over him, blotted him out, wouldn’t seem to end.

Then he was back. Stunned, shocked, changed.

“Wow!” said Rita, giggling. She cleaned off the vibrator and put it away. “Remind me to do that to you again!”

And though it would take a while, he would.

They only had a week left. One week and somebody would be getting big, old honkers, or they would be a slave for a year.

The night arrived, and Shirley, once again, was in her element. She blew the airhorn, called for attention and began speaking.

“This started out as a lark, but it has become more! For the honor of the men…Rick the Prick!”

A few cheers, and a few boos.

“For the honor of the ladies I present…Sweeta Rita!”

The ladies lifted the roof with their bellowing cheers. Girls pounded on tables and screamed. A couple of the girls actually pulled out strands of their hair.

To the side a local television station had set up a camera, and the hair heads could be heard saying the stupidest things.

“This will decide the fate of humanity!”

“Can a small town girl David open a can of whoop ass on a big town Goliath!”

Shirley pulled Rita aside and whispered. “Okay, girlfriend. This is it. No more. Do your best.”

And the contest began.

Rick started to go first, but the crowd wouldn’t have it.

“He always goes first!”

“We want Sweeta Rita!”

Shirley stood up and asked for a vote. Everybody wanted Rita to go first.

It was obvious from the first that Rita had been holding back. She lifted enormous amounts of weights, did tons of reps, and her totals went through the roof.

Rick was done for. He watched his wife out lift him, and he knew he had been taken for a ride. She had been holding back, but now she wasn’t.

He hardly tried. His muscles were like noodles. The crowd grew silent as he gave way, and as he failed it became obvious what was happening.

He was submitting.

He was like a beaten dog that had to turn up his belly.

He had nothing left, and Rita had it all.

Rick wound up down twenty-five per cent.

Rita was up almost fifty per cent.

It was the blow out of all blow outs.

And Rick knew it.

Everybody congratulated Rita. People came up to her and treated her like a rock star. People asked for autographs, the TV station asked for an interview, the gym offered her a lifetime membership, for her and Rick, if they could use her likeness in promotions.

Hours later she finally managed to leave the gym.

She walked across the parking lot, carrying her gym bag, and people called to her.

She waved, and reached the truck.

Rick was sitting in the passenger seat, head down, his hair over his face.

Rita hesitated, then, seeing the look on his face, perceiving his attitude, she walked around to the driver’s side.

Rick always drove, he was the king. But now he was the king no longer.

“Hi, honey.”

Rick was silent.

“Are you okay?”

And he finally broke down. The tears gushed from his eyes. His body shook, and he leaned into her.

Rita had known this might happen, Shirley had told her it might happen, but it was a shock when it did.

And she realized, as she held his quivering shoulders and soothed him with words and murmurs, that Rick had been broken.

But that was not bad.

Because now Rick could be remade, better, a better husband.

“It’s okay, honey,” she said, brushing his hair. “Everything will be all right.”

After a half hour Rick was composed enough to sit quietly and Rita drove home. Still, he sniffled a bit, and gave out the occasional sob.

They arrived home and Rick went to bed.

Rita, however, was feeling great.

She had won. And Rick was changed.

She spent some time reading about herself on the computer, answering a ton of emails, and making plans.

She was the golden girl of a new age. The Age of Truly Emancipated Women.

Rick went in for surgery two weeks later. He stayed home a week after that, and finally showed his face at the gym.

He was a female now.

He was even skinnier, and his boobs were huge, and he wore panties and bra, nylons and heels, and a dress.

His hair was perfectly coiffed and he had a trace of make up on. Eyes and lips, a bit of mascara, and his eyebrows were sculpted.

The guys said hi to him, but they were just being polite. They knew that he was no longer one of them.

The girls all clustered around him, and that saved his bacon.

A man needs community.

A woman is community.

Rick had graduated from needs to is.

And he changed his weight lifting regimen. Instead of power lifting, he worked on lesser weights and more reps. His boobs were big and heavy, and he focused on female weightlifting modes and yoga.

Now that he was female he had to become more genteel, cultivate a different look, and act the part.

His penis stopped working almost completely. That made it easier to conceal in his tight panties and dresses and things.

All in all, Rick was making the transition surprisingly well.


EPILOGUE

A couple of months after the big contest, the Battle of the Weight Lifting Sexes,  Rick and Rita came home.

Rita drove the big truck, and Rick was content to sit in the passenger seat and stare out the window and make small talk.

They pulled into the driveway and Rick suddenly said, “Rita?”

Rita had flourished since her big win. All sorts of opportunities had opened up for her, she was making deals that were making them rich, and she still worked out for hours every day.

“Yes, honey?”

“Would you like to make love?”

She turned to him, tilted her head. “And how would you like to do that?”

“Oh, I don’t know, I thought maybe you could use your vibrator on me.”

She smiled. “Well, actually, I bought something you might like.”

They entered the house and retired to the bedroom.

“Why don’t you hop up on the bed and make yourself comfortable,” she said.

She opened the bottom dresser drawer and took out a mess of straps and a dildo.

“Oh my gosh!” Burbled Rick happily. He jumped up on the bed and assumed the all fours position.

Rita put the strap on on. She screwed in the big dildo and it jutted out from her groin.

“Wow! Do you think I can take all that?”

“I’m sure you can, honey. Now pull down your panties and let me lube you up.”

Rick followed her directions, moaned as she greased his man pussy. A minute later he was moaning and writhing as she plumbed his depths.

END
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.
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FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


Here are the first two chapters from…

Sissy Ride: The Book

PART ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

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

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

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

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

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

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

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

I typed:

Who is this?

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

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

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

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

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

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

I typed:

What do you know about me?

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

DING!

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

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

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

DING!

Watch this!

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

I clicked on the link.

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

Mommy Compilation part four!

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

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

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

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

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

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

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

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

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

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

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

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

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

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

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

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

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

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

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

that is my reward for helping you.

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

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

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

I had never thought about being a woman.

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

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

I typed:

I’ll do it.

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

HURRY!

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

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

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

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

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

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

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

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

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

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

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

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

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

I put them in my bra.

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

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

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

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

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

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

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

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

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

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

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

Then I saw the dress.

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

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

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

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

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

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

Then I realized the solution.

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

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

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

‘My’ dress.

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

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

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

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

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

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

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

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

I had my own set of tits!

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

DING!

Lipstick.

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

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

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

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

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

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

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

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

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

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

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

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

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

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

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

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

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

Still, nothing connected.

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

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck!

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

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

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

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

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

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

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

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

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

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

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

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

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

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

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

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

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

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

Then it was done.

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

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

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

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

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

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

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

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

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

And then, finally, it was over.

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

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

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

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

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

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

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

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

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

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

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

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

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

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

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

What had I done?

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

Three days.

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

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

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

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

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

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

I called Tanya then.

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

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

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

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

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

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

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

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

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

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

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

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

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

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

DING!

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

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

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

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

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

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

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

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

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

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

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

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

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

“Are you all right?”

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

DING!

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

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

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

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

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

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

DING!

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

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

DING! DING! DING!

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

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

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

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

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

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

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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