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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Author’s Note

I always thought it would be funny if you could give a person a pill that make their farts appear as green smoke.

Can you see it? The parson is talking about the devil and suddenly he is consumed by a big, smelly cloud. Everybody sees it, gasps and runs out of the church, coughing and choking.

Or, how about a teacher. Study your lessons, children, or you’ll end up like me! POOF! A green cloud shoots out from under her dress and poisons half the room. Hell, the whole room!

Or how about the president? Wouldn’t you love to see the stuff the Pres is made of?

And why am I blathering on about this? Because Jim is about to give somebody pills that make their farts smell sweet. And he shouldn’t, because his comeuppance is about ten times worse!

Read on, see if you agree. And…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“We’re going to have a wonderful time,” Lacy said, putting her earrings on. They were little triangles with tiny diamonds on the three points.

“Of course we are,” said Jim, putting his cufflinks on.

Lacy stood up. She was the quintessential knockout. Tiny waist, voluptuous boobs, a delicate face with full, red lips, blue eyes that seemed to look right through you, and long, blonde hair that cascaded down her back.

“Because I’ve got a surprise for you.”

“Oh?” he smiled and turned his face towards here. He was a handsome fellow. A bit slender,  but chocolate eyes and he wore his hair long. “Tell me.”

She didn’t tell him, she showed him. She picked a bottle off her vanity table and tossed it to him.

Jim caught it with one hand. He looked at the label and frowned. It was a green bottle with some veggies on it. “Beano. What the heck is Beano?”

Lacy smiled, stepped up to him and straightened his tie. Her eyes went down to his tie, and she calmly stated, “It’s an anti-flatulent.”

“What? He was confused.

“Flatulence. You know? Farts.”

“What does this…” and it hit him. “Anti,” he said. His eyes focused on hers, and hers glittered with good humor.

“Anti-flatulence. It stops you from farting.”

He blinked and tried not to show any expression, but he failed. “Honey, you know I hate these dinners.”

“I know you do. And I know you’ve been eating beans for breakfast and lunch. Do you know what it’s like sitting next to you when you’ve been eating beans?”

“But I manage to do it without tooting!”

“It’s the smell, honey.”

“But it’s the only way I can fight back against those pompous idiots!”

“I know, but when you blast them out you blast me out, too.”

“But I squeeze your hand and let you know it’s coming!”

“And I appreciate that, but I simply cannot hold my breath long enough. You puff out a windy and it just sits there, gathering in a cloud around us.”

“And people start coughing and they cover their noses and it’s hilarious! And we act like it’s somebody else, so we don’t get blamed.”

“Jim, I understand all that, but I simply can’t deal with it tonight. So I put Beano in your Beans. I thought that was a nice touch. Beano in the bean. But the result will be the same…you will not fart. Your flatulence will be under control. I will have a pleasant evening, and that is that.”

“But you can’t!”

“Already done it.”

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered.

It was true, he had been eating beans all day, and if she really had put Beano in his beans, he wasn’t going to be farting.

“Now then, husband of mine,” she smiled broadly. “Why don’t you go mix one for the road. I’ll be down as soon as I put my rings in.”

Lacy had six rings she liked to wear in her labia. She loved the feeling of the piercing jewelry, and it was particular wonderful when she shook her booty and a little tinkling sound erupted from her ‘gina.

Jim stared at her. He was distraught, and he was trying to figure out to do. He so loved farting around those stupid people. But if she really had put Beano in the beans, then he was going to be fartless this evening.

Slump shouldered, he turned and left the bedroom.

Lacy chuckled and sat down. She didn’t have any panties on and she lined up her labia rings on the vanity. One by one she put them through the little holes that were kept open by special donut shaped jewelry.

She ran a ring through two rings and secured them with a little screw ball. Then another one.

Her vagina came together.

She loved doing this. She loved the hungry look on Jim’s face when he heard the rings slap against one another and make the light sound.

He couldn’t not think of her vagina, he couldn’t not think of the rings, holding her pussy closed.

No panties, but a form of chastity that would drive him crazy. He wouldn’t get any until she undid the rings.

It was good discipline for him.

Downstairs Jim got out the bourbon. He poured a quarter of the fluid into each glass, added some cubes and Coke, and…and…and he grinned.

He froze but for a laugh and knew that the game wasn’t over yet.

He ran to the half bathroom in the garage. That was his personal domain, and he kept a few things in there. If he was up late at night he could use that bathroom, and not wake up Lacy.

He opened the cabinet and took out a small, purple lined bottle. The label said: Pilule Pet Pour Parfumer vos Pets a la Violette! It was a pill that made farts smell like violets.

He ran back into the kitchen and opened three capsules and poured the powder into a cup.

He could smell the odor of violet, very faint, and he grinned. Maybe he couldn’t fart, but that didn’t mean somebody else couldn’t.

He poured the powder into the glass for Lacy and stirred.

Just in time. Lacy sashayed down the steps and into the kitchen.

“Okay, baby. Bottoms up.”

He set the example by pouring his bourbon and Coke down his throat.

“My,” said Lacy. She lifted her glass and drank.

They stood in the kitchen for a moment.

“I hope you’re not mad.”

“Well, I am, but I’m not, either. I mean, I know you get fed up with some of my pranks some time.”

“Just this time, honey. Next time you can fart your heart out.”

“Well, thanks. I guess that is a good option. Off again on again.”

“Absolutely, and…what kind of bourbon are you using?”

“I got some sweet stuff called Jefferson's Reserve Very Old Small Batch.”

“Hmm. It is sweet. Tastes a little bit like…oh…I don’t know. Maybe violet.”

“Yeah, I taste a bit of that,” he lied. “Goes down pretty good, eh? Want another one?”

“No, we have to go. But that is good.”

She placed her empty glass on the counter, Jim offered her his arm, and they sauntered out the front door.

Jim, of course, had the bottle in his pocket.

It was an art showing. Thomas Harrison was putting on a show, and he was a popular painter. He specialized in weird stuff. Clocks that danced over the moon, women with vaginas in place of faces, Devils forking through fields of screaming humans. Weird, but very artsy, and people really liked to talk about sick and demented artists like him were.

Jim drove slowly. He didn’t know how effective the fart medicine was, so he wanted to give it plenty of time to work.

Halfway there Lacy said, “Oh, my stomach is growling.”

He held his smile in. “You didn’t eat my beans, did you?”

“No. But…well, I’ll be all right.”

“Okay.”

He parked the car in a lot behind the gallery and they walked into the back of the building. There was already a crowd there, and Jim saw that they were passing a food prep area. A chef was pouring champagne into flutes on a tray. Just as they passed him the chef turned to an assistant. “Go get another case of bubbly. I’m out.”

Then the chef walked over to another part of the kitchen and started working on hors d’oeuvres.

Jim turned to Lacy. “Did you want the restroom?”

Lacy fanned herself and nodded. “Yes. how weird. I’m hot.”

Jim stayed where he was and she headed across the room to a small corridor that led to the bathrooms.

Jim wasted no time. He reached into his pocket and took out a pill. He pulled the capsule apart, careful not to spill any of the contents. Then he reached over the counter to the tray holding the flutes with champagne. He shook each half of the capsule over a couple of glasses, got rid of the empty shells and took out another capsule.

He worked fast, and he had all the champagne ‘spiked’ before Lacy came back.

He glanced at the tray. Twenty-four flutes. Twenty-four people were going to be flute tootin’ before the night was out. This room was going to smell like purple flowers!

“What are you grinning about?” Lacy asked.

“Oh, nothing. I was just thinking of a funny story I heard. How are you doing? Your stomach all right?”

“I think it is. It’s weird. I don’t feel sick or anything, just like my stomach is some how bubbling.

“You look fine.”

“And I feel fine. Well, come on, let’s start gandering.”

The couple walked slowly around the room.

“That’s beautiful,” Lacy said of one painting. It was just a cow, but with a very human face. It was a wonderful metamorphosis, and a state upon the sheeple personality of mankind.

“It is,” Jim peered closer. He smiled and said, “Cow looks like it’s getting ready to fart.”

Lacy laughed and punched his arm lightly, then she blinked.

“What?”

“Nothing.”

Then Jim smelled it. Violets. Purple flowers. Sweet, but at the same time pungent.

He looked around. “Somebody wore too much perfume.”

He could tell by the look in her eyes that she had farted. And he could tell, by the way she walked, that she was squinching her ass cheeks, trying to stop another one from coming out.

They moved to the next painting, and Jim noticed many people walking about, holding glasses of champagne. Nothing on their faces, but there would be.

The next painting was gorgeous nude with a moron’s face riding a mule painted with purple stripes. the title was ‘The Corporation Lady.’

“That doesn’t appeal to me,” Lacy said.

“Nice body. That’s appealing.”

“Is that all you think about?”

“Oh, no. Sometimes I think about breasts, other times I think about butts. And sometimes I—“

“Okay, okay.” Then she got that funny look on her face, and…he heard the rings tinkle.

“Is that you?”

“Oh, um…yes.”

She was embarrassed, and she was never embarrassed, but he knew what it was. It was the humiliation of farting. The farting was causing her vaginal jewelry to clink together.

Lord, she really was puffing up a storm!

They looked at the painting for a moment longer, then she pulled him away. “Come on,” her face was determined. And he could smell the light aroma of purple flowers.

He looked around. “Whoever is wearing that stinky stuff must be following us around.”

“Nobody is wearing anything.”

They went to another painting. This one of a man kneeling before a woman. The man was Cyrano de Bergerac, and the lady stared down at his nose with delight. The nose was pointing right at her…

“I like that,” grinned Jim.

“It’s crude, tasteless, and…cute.” Lacy chuckled, then, once again, there was a light tinkling sound.

That was the moment Jim realized that she must be really tooting up a storm. Her rings shouldn’t ring unless she was moving, but she wasn’t moving. Only the gas coming out of her ass was moving.

“I think we better go,” whispered Lacy.

But Jim happened to see the artist at that moment. “Come on! There’s Harrison!”

Jim pulled Lacy across the room, and he could hear her tinkling softly. But that ringing was probably from motion, not farts.

“Mr. Harrison!”

Thomas Harrison turned and smiled. He was a medium sized man , large shoulders, with a goatee and a beard. He looked every inch the artist. He was wearing a house painter’s overall and a smile.

“Hello!”

“Can’t tell you how much we love your work.”

“I can’t tell you how much I love hearing that.”

More people were angling over to them, and Lacy was suddenly caught. She knew how much Jim wanted to talk to the artist, and maybe she could hold it. She squeezed her cheeks ever tighter and prayed.

Phhht.

She turned and saw a small woman, older, gray-haired, and red-faced.

“Oh, excuse me,” the woman murmured, and she hurried away.

Lacy stared after her, then her eyes opened. Violets!

She looked around the gallery. People standing and gawking at the works of art. Most of them sipping champagne. Nothing at all unusual about that.

Behind her she heard Jim ask, “Where do you get your inspiration?”

“Various places. Sometimes a conversation, sometimes a walk in the woods, I’m never sure of the how and the way, but…” the conversation drifted off as Lacy moved away.

She was farting a purple smell. That was unusual by itself. But…so was somebody else!

At first she wondered if there was something going around.

Then she was thinking, of all things, of a tumor. People said they smelled odd things when they had a tumor.

But what were the odds of her and the old lady smelling the same smell? Of having the same tumor?

Then she turned and gasped. Another whiff of violent. Strong.

A woman looking very embarrassed.

What the hell was going on?

Across the gallery Jim was deep in conversation with Harrison. She wanted to ask him if he smelled something funny, if he—it hit her.

Farts.

She had rendered him fartless.

Now everybody was farting.

Somehow…Jim had done it. She didn’t know how, but…it had to be him.

Too much coincidence.

And it was just like him.

Him and his sense of humor.

She walked over to a corner of the gallery with no people in it. She stood and waited, and she didn’t have to wait long.

The pressure built up, she felt like she was going to poop, it was getting worse, then it came out.

PHHHHT! And her rings chimed loudly.

A big, fat one, and it only took a second for her to smell it. The odor wafted up like fog on a sunny day. It filled her nostrils and she started to gag. Not from the smell, that was pleasant, but from the idea of what she was breathing.

Fart.

Foul And Rude Thunder.

Fast Acting Rectal Tremor.

Airborne poop, if you wanted to know the truth.

She walked away from the corner, and hoped nobody went there for a few minutes.

She looked around the gallery, and she noticed more women with puzzled and conflicted expressions on their faces.

And now there were men. The men were probably slower to react to whatever they had been given—and she knew they had been given something—because they were larger, their bodies took longer to assimilate…what? How had Jim…and she figured it out.

Actually, it wasn’t difficult to figure out.

The champagne. Everybody was drinking the champagne.

She saw some people drinking and not acting like something mysterious was going on with their butts, so it wasn’t everybody.

She heard one women toot one out.

One man was laughing at his wife, then he got a funny look on his face.

Lacy walked slowly around the gallery, then returned to where Jim was still talking to Harrison.

Inside she could feel the rage building. Like a storm. Like a tsunami. Like an atom bomb with a slow fuse!

“How about the painting of the cow with the face?”

Harrison chuckled and whispered, “Ex-wife.”

The two men laughed, then Jim turned to Lacy. “Honey, he’s been telling me about…”

Jim blathered on.

Harrison looked around the gallery and suddenly realized that people were leaving. Unhappy. With unsettled looks on their faces.

Lacy took it all in, and where she should have popped, reamed Jim a new one, all of the sudden she was calm. Like she was the eye at the center of the storm. Everything was whirling, but her, and she saw the truth of everything.

Jim. She loved him, but he had just done a very asshole thing.

You don’t give people stuff they don’t ask for, wouldn’t ask for, and would never want.

You don’t.

And, there were possible medical consequences.

“…wasn’t that funny?” Jim finished blathering.

“Oh, it was,” she nodded, taking in his face, laughing a little too hard, unaware of what he had done, just…laughing.

And she knew that this was a moment in time where Jim had to face his consequences.

As if to remind her she heard here rings jungle and she waited for the smell.

Harrison was looking around. Now the gallery was only half full. Sales were down. People were leaving. His moment in the sun was evaporating.

He scratched his head and worried.

What the hell had happened.

Then he found out.

“Jim? Did you put some kind of fart juice in the champagne?”

Harrison whirled, focused on Jim, his eyes burrowed into Jim’s face like drills.

Jim’s mouth opened. He was stunned. It was a joke, and he never expected to be called on it. It was for him to laugh about, not for others to…to…

“No,” he said. “I would never do that.”

But he was lying. The way he blinked, the way he was suddenly sweating, he was lying.

Harrison was suddenly looming over him, and he hadn’t taken a step.

The noise was down, people weren’t talking.

Harrison: “You can tell me now, or you can tell the police.”

Jim looked at Lacy, but she was no help. She was just as serious as Harrison. “Look, babe, I wouldn’t…I didn’t…”

“You put something in the champagne, and it makes farts smell like violet. I’ve been smelling it all over. And since you were mad because of what I did this afternoon…”

“What did he do this afternoon?” asked Harrison in a low voice.

Lacy farted.

Harrison blinked.

Lacy explained, “Mr. Harrison. I’m sorry. Jim is a joker, and he thinks it’s funny to eat beans all day then go gross out everybody around him. But I don’t like it, and I put a powder in his beans today, an anti-inflatulent. Obviously, he decided to get back at me by…he gave me a drink before we came, and it smelled of violets. Then, when I went to the bathroom when we arrived, he was by the kitchen, where they were pouring the champagne.”

“No!” Jim protested.

Harrison turned back to Jim, now he was standing nearly on Jim’s toes. “You think shit is funny?” His voice was low and powerful.

There were still people in the gallery, and they looked over at Jim and Harrison, but they couldn’t hear what was being said.

“Look, I didn’t mean—“

“You didn’t mean to ruin my art show? Drive potential customers away? Ruin my life?”

Lacy held to a pillar and let out a blast. The odor came immediately afterwards.

“Look, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean anything—“

Harrison was reaching into his pocket. He took out a vial of pills. He unscrewed the cap.

“What’s that?” asked Jim nervously.

“It’s how you’re going to stay out of jail. Avoid a little negative publicity. Make up for what you’ve done to me.”

“But I didn’t mean anything! It was a joke.”

“So’s this.” Harrison shook out three pink pills.

“What’re those?”

“My guests didn’t know what you gave them, and now you aren’t going to know what I’m giving you.”

“Mr. Harrison…” Lacy started.

Harrison growled at Jim, “Stay here. I’m going to talk to your wife.”

Lacy followed Harrison a few feet and Harrison turned to her and whispered intently.

Lacy listened, then smiled. Then grinned. She nodded.

And she farted, and apologized, but Harrison just waved his hand that it was nothing to be embarrassed about.

They returned to where Jim was sweating profusely.

Harrison held out his hand.

Jim looked at the three pills. “I’m not going to take them.”

“Very well.” Harrison turned to Lacy. “I’m sorry, dear.”

He took out a cell phone and began tapping 91…

“Wait! What are you doing?”

“Calling the police.” He narrowed in on Jim. “I’m sure they’ll bring ambulances, maybe hazmat. They’ll want to talk to you. As a potential terrorist they’ll find it easy to get a warrant and go through your home and find out what you gave to my customers.”

“No…wait…you can’t…”

“Then take the pills.” He held his hand out again.

“But…what do they do?”

“They make your shit smell sweet,” Harrison spoke wryly.

“No…I mean…”

“What will it be? The police, the FBI? You branded a terrorist? I’m sure you’ll serve some jail time. Or…these three pills.”

“But…but…”

Harrison started to move his finger down to press the last number on his cell phone…and Jim grabbed the three pills.

He threw the pills down his throat in one motion. He gulped. “There. I did it. Okay. Now…don’t call the cops.”

Harrison smiled and put his phone away.

Jim sighed in relief.

Harrison turned to Lacy and offered his hand. “Thank you for coming this evening,” Harrison gave a slight bow and kissed the back of her hand.

“If you need attention in the following months, you may reach me through the gallery. i actually have an apartment upstairs.”

“What?” Jim blurted. “What are you talking about?”

But Harrison ignored him. He smiled at Lacy, turned and walked away.

Lacy stood and watched the painter retreat. She heard her rings jingle and sighed. This was going to be a long night.

“Lacy…”

“Come on,” she responded. “I think you’ve worn out your welcome.”

Lacy set off, her high heels clicking, her rings ringing, leaving an invisible cloud of violet smoke behind her.

Jim followed along. Blubbering. Apologizing.

People stared at them; the whipped man following along after his domineering wife.

Lacy strode out the back of the gallery and across the parking lot.

“Honey! There’s no danger, and it was just a joke, and…”

She opened the door and got in. The driver’s door.

He stood by the open door and stared, and she held her hand out for the key.

“Honey…”

She shook her hand and her lips were grim.

Defeated, he took out the keys and put them in her hand.

She started up the car, and he barely got into the passenger seat before she hit the gas.

Jim awoke late in the morning, and immediately remembered the night before.

He had been laughing, it was so funny, everybody smelling sweet when they were fart bombed…then it all went wrong.

What had he taken? What was in those three pills?

He turned on his side and sighed.

Lacy knew, but she refused to tell him.

Harrison had told her, but she just smiled a grim smile when Jim asked her, and walked away.

“Good morning, honey.”

He turned back over and stared at his wife.

Lacy was stretching, her back arched and her boobs bulging.

He eyed her breasts hungrily. She had been so pissed off the night previous that she had refused to do anything with him.

Was she still mad? She didn’t look like it. She was smiling as she stretched.

She turned to him. “How’s my big practical joker this morning?”

“Oh,” he said. So much for sex.

However, she reached down and grabbed him. “Does him feel like a little jungle dance?”

“Yes,” he whispered quickly, hope surging in his breast.

“Then lay on your back and let me take advantage of this bad boy.”

Now grinning, Jim turned onto his back and Lacy climbed on top of him.

He was erect. It felt more like a morning woody than a sexual interest erection, but that was fine with Jim. Start with a pee woody and travel over to a sexual intent woody was fine with him.

She grinned as she began grinding on him.

And she kissed him and reached down and massaged his testicles.

Oh, yeah, he thought. This is good!

But after a minute it wasn’t so good. After a minute he was straining just to keep a boner.

It was just getting softer and softer.

“What’s happening down there?” asked Lacy.

“I don’t know,” he said helplessly.

She frowned, but not seriously. “Well, you better get it up or…”

He flopped out of her.

“What the heck?” She rose up a bit and stared down at Mr. Limpit. “Honey! This simply won’t do! You’ve got me hot and bothered and I need to finish!”

“I’m sorry! It’s not my fault! I…it just…gave up!”

She stared at him, then smiled. “It’s okay. These things happen. It’s not like you’re not a real man.”

There was a curious light in her eyes when she said the last sentence.

“Hand me my vibrator, will you?”

“Really?”

“I’m not going to wait for you to come around.” She giggled. “Come around…get it? ‘Cum’ around?”

“Not funny.”

“Maybe not, but given me my vibrator.”

Reluctantly, a bit ashamed of himself for not being able to make her cum, he reached to the bottom drawer and handed her her vibrator.

Then he lay there and listened to the hum of the machine, the groans of Lacy, and, finally, the sounds of her climaxing.

“Oh…fuck! Fuck!”

She handed him the vibrator and said, “Man, that’s better than the real thing.”

“Hey!”

“Oh, you know I’m kidding.”

But he didn’t think she was.

Clad in robes they headed for the kitchen and breakfast. It was a little late in the morning, but it was a beautiful day.

Lacy cooked the bacon and did the toast and Jim scrambled the eggs and watched them sizzle.

Without looking at Lacy he murmured. “You need to tell me what’s in those pills I took.”

“Nah,” she buttered the toast and got out the jelly.

“But it might be something dangerous.”

“Oh, it is.”

“Then why won’t you tell me?”

“Don’t want to.”

“Why?”

She turned to him, her good humor at having chad a great orgasm. now a bit off at his pestering. “Did you tell me that you had fart bombed me?”

“Well, yeah, but that’s different.”

“How? You tell me how that’s different and I’ll tell you what’s in those pills.”

He opened his mouth to speak, but, really, there was nothing he could say. There was no difference.

He sighed grumpily and put eggs on the plates.

They sat down and began munching, and he eyed her.

She smiled at him.

“You’re enjoying this.”

“I have to say…I am.”

“But, look, my joke is over. Yes, I made a terrible decision, I shouldn’t have done that, but it’s over now. Can’t you take a little mercy on me?”

“Nope.”

And now that he had caved and was begging she stopped being grumpy.

“I have to say, honey, I like you like this.”

“Like what?”

“Like begging and whining. It somehow makes me feel more powerful, like I’m in charge.”

He grunted unhappily.

“I think I’ll go see Harrison and get some more pills.”

“What?”

“Sure. He’s got a sense of humor, he’d love to prolong this practical joke.”

“What practical joke? What did you do to me?”

“I didn’t do anything. You took those pills of your own accord.”

Finally, getting nothing but frustrated, he got up and washed his dishes.

“Wash mine, too, if you please.”

He glared at her. He didn’t feel like being the maid, yet that was what she was making him feel like. Still, it was a simple request, often made, so he picked up her dishes and washed them.

She watched him, leaning back in her chair, her hands clasped behind her head, which made her breasts quite pointy and stick out.

He turned, ready to say something, but…what was there to say?

From the look on her face he knew she wasn’t going to tell him what was in the pills. She was enjoying this too much. She was actually grinning.

But in spite of the situation and his grumpiness, he stared at her boobs.

He hadn’t squirted. His penis had gone to sleep. But that didn’t mean he wasn’t horny. In fact, he was hornier than before. Even though his prick wasn’t standing up, was just sort of laying there lethargically, he felt desire.

Desire without the tool. Fuck! What could he do?

Nothing. So he made a grunt and walked past her and headed for the bedroom.

She snickered and followed him.

In the bedroom he took a quick shower, played with his limp dick for a while, but it just wasn’t feeling up to snuff.

He came out of the bathroom drying himself off, and stopped. Lacy was sitting on the bed, a broad grin on her face.

“What?”

“Oh, nothing,” but she was obviously smothering laughter.

He frowned, and picked out some underwear.

“Would you like to wear my panties?”

“What?” he turned to her in confusion.

“I thought maybe you might want to wear my panties.”

“Why in hell would I want to do that?” He stared at her like she was insane.

But she wasn’t insane, she was just laughing.

“Oh, I don’t know. Just thought you might. Let me know if you change your mind.”

“Change my…are you drunk?”

“Only on love, my sweet.”

“I doubt that.”

She stood up and came to him. She reached down and grabbed his limpus and fondled it. “Don’t doubt it, honey. I love you with all my heart. And I can’t wait to see you in panties. And a bra. Yes. A bra. I think you would look marvelous. And I could style your hair and…”

“Hey!” he pushed her back a little and looked into her beautiful blues intently. “What the hell is this?”

She moved forward and kissed him, and groped him, and then lowered herself and sucked on his nipples, then lowered herself further and took him in her beautiful, red mouth.

Jim was conflicted. He didn’t know what to think. What the hell was she doing?

Yet one does not turn down a blow job. Nope. Not never.

He sighed as he felt her mouth.

She was deep throating him, not that there was that much to deep throat. He was still limp, and she had his whole member in her mouth and was rolling it a round like she was chewing gum.

And something nagged at him…

She was mouthing him, and it felt so good, never felt better…

But he wasn’t getting hard. The best blow job in the world, and he wasn’t stiffening up…

She chewed on his limp pecker like it was a piece of delicious steak, getting into sucking his cock like she had never…before…

Not getting stiff…no boner…no fat and chubby wanger that…

BOING! But the moment of ‘boing’ wasn’t his pecker erecting. It was his mind awakening.

“Holy shit!”

She looked up at him happily as she chewed on his manhood.

“Those pills!”

Here eyebrows arched and she was smiling around a mouthful of cock.

“They make me…”

He fainted. Actually fainted. He just fell back, out of Lacy’s mouth, and it was fortunate that the bed was behind him.

Lacy yelped something, then he was banging onto the bed, then sliding down to the floor.


Part Two

“Jim! Jim!” Lacy was alarmed and she had a wet wash cloth and was washing his face.

And he finished the sentence he had passed out on.

“…limp.”

They made him limp!

That’s why he only had a pee boner earlier, and why it had gone soft when he tried to use it for sex!

He stared at Lacy, totally aghast.

“Those pills stop me…they make me…I don’t get a boner anymore!”

Lacy was recovering quickly from the scare of him fainting.

She wasn’t back to full humor, but she was presenting a timid smile.

“That’s what those pills do! Admit it?”

“Okay.” She was worried, but her smile was brightening as he came to himself and started acting normal. Normal for a guy who’s just discovered that his dingus was going to be on vacation for…for…

“How long?”

She knew what he was talking about. “I don’t know.”

“But…you’ve got to know! What are those pills…what chemical…how long do they last?”

She shrugged, and now she was grinning broadly again.

“How could you do this to me?”

“What? Give you a pill without knowing what it does? First, I didn’t give it to you…”

“I know, I gave it to myself, but this is different!”

“Oh, I don’t know. Both pills are for assholes.”

She snickered and was losing control of herself.

“That’s not funny!”

But it was, and she suddenly fell back on the floor and held her belly.

“Oh, my God! The look on your face!” she rolled on her side. “Oh, hah! Hah hah!”

Jim scrambled to his feet and looked down on his wife. He whispered, “I can’t believe you did this to me.”

She was crying tears of laughter now. “Oh, believe, baby. I never thought practical jokes were funny, but now I know…Hah hah!”

“Lacy!”

But the more he protested the harder she laughed.

“You…you…” then it hit him. “That’s why you made remarks about me wearing panties and…and bra!”

“Sure.” She was on her knees, still laughing, rubbing the tears from her cheeks. “You aren’t going to be manly down there, so I thought you might want to be female.”

“How can you do this to me?”

“I didn’t—“

“I know! I did it to myself.”

Minutes passed. Minutes in which Jim’s mind went bonkers and he thought a million disassociated thoughts.

“So how do I find out what those pills were? how long this thing lasts?”

“Go see Harrison?” she shrugged.

That was a sour moment. He didn’t want to see Harrison, and the way Harrison had acted last night he didn’t think the artist wanted to see him.

But he would have to. He would have to find the man, humble himself, and find out what had been done to his poor peeny.

He tossed off his robe, looked at his little worm in the mirror, then started getting dressed.

“What are you going to do?” She was still chuckling, but she was back up on her feet now.

“Go see Harrison,” he muttered, buttoning his pants. His pants which held his now worthless cock.

“Excellent. I’ll get dressed and go with you.”

“What for?” he eyed her dourly.

She grinned, “I’m enjoying this joke. I want to see how it plays out.

He said some unkind things, but she just laughed. She understood his frame of mind. Besides. It was funny.

They arrived at the gallery at 11:17.

Jim parked the car and they got out and walked across the parking lot.

Jim was in his slacks of the night before and an unbuttoned dress shirt. He was wearing sneakers and looked a bit less than radiant.

Lacy, on the other hand, was wearing a summery wrap around, one which revealed her ample chest and long legs. She had managed to apply some make up and her eyes glistened with humor.

Jim tapped on the door with his keys. Metal on glass is very distinctive, and it wasn’t a minute before Harrison was visible in the hallway.

He was wearing a purple robe with a gold dragon embroidered. The robe was open and his manhood hung there. It was big, and it looked like an awesome weapon.

Harrison stopped by the door, his penis swaying to a stop, and lifted an amused eyebrow. “We’re closed.”

“Open, you bastard!”

“It’s ‘Please open the door your graciousness.’”

“Don’t fuck with me you—“

Harrison turned and walked away.

Now Jim was stuck. “Wait! Wait!”

Harrison turned around and contemplated Jim and Lacy. He smiled at Lacy, but his expression was wry towards Jim.

“Please open the door.”

Harrison tilted his head expectantly.

“…your graciousness.” The words left Jim’s mouth like poison darts, and Lacy snickered.

But they did the job. Harrison came back to the door and unlocked it. He held it open and said, “Come in, wonderful friends.”

Jim and Lacy entered the gallery, walked down the short corridor and stopped in the big display room. Harrison locked the door and joined them.

“What can I do for you this fine morning?”

He was grinning in his beard. He knew what he could do for them, but he was going to eke exorbitant payment for anything he did.

Jim was trying to control himself. Which was easier than expected because Harrison’s torpedo looked…big. And frightening. It was a club, and nobody wanted to get hit by that club.

Trying to control the shaking in his voice he said, “What was in the pills you gave me?”

“A concoction brewed by a mystical alchemist. I see you have encountered the effects.”

“Effects? That…they…”

Harrison raised an eyebrow, he was the master of raised eyebrows, and Jim brought himself under control.

“So…how long do they last.”

“As long as I am unhappy.”

“Listen, you…” he paused, controlled himself.

Lacy, meanwhile was staring at Harrison’s chub. She liked what she was seeing.

“I’m listening.”

“Okay…okay….what do I have to do to make you happy?”

Harrison smiled broadly. “Oh, many things. Come, let’s sit down in my studio and discuss the terms of your submission.”

Submission? Jim thought. And, I ain’t submitting to anybody!

“And I have some champagne left over from last night. Good champagne, freshly opened and never tampered with.” He turned to Lacy. “Would you like a snifter of the golden juice, my dear?”

“Hey!” Jim protested. The guy was flirting with his wife…right in front of him!

But Harrison ignored him. He held out an arm for Lacy and walked her to the stairs.

Jim stared, then hurried to catch up.

“Come along, little Jimmy,” threw back Harrison.

Jim growled, but had no choice. He followed his wife and the artist up the stairs.

Harrison, despite city regulations, lived in his studio. He slept on a ragged sofa, had a small TV at the foot of the couch, and a refrigerator at the head of the bed. The rest of the studio was easels and paint, pallets with paint left to dry and crack, brushes in scores of mason jars, boxes of paints, and paint spatters everywhere.

“My humble abode,” cracked Harrison.

Jim and Lacy looked around the place. Lacy smiled. “No pretensions.”

“I lost those in the war,” he joked. But…was he joking?

“Oddly, it’s refreshing, and this from a girl who’s got lots of pretensions.”

“Oh, your pretensions are just pretending, my dear.”

He took her hand and kissed the back of it. When he bowed slightly his penis swayed and she couldn’t help but look down at it.

“Hey!” exclaimed Jim.

Harrison turned to the fridge. “Be quiet, little Jimmy. We’ll have our little discussion, but if you bring a beauty to my place of residence I am allowed to appreciate said beauty.” He turned to Lacy with a grin. “Am I not?”

“Oh, you are.”

Harrison opened the fridge. There was a box of champagne bottles by the side of the fridge, but two were missing, and those two were cold in the refrigerator.

Harrison unwrapped the foil and expertly popped the cork. The cork flew to the high ceiling and ricocheted.

He took a couple of flutes, looked at Jim, picked out a third one, and poured golden bubbly into the flutes.

He handed the little glasses to Jim and Lacy, motioned them to the couch, his bed, and pulled up a high chair for himself.

They sat, and sipped, and stared at him.

He smiled and leaned against the little back of the chair. His penis hung over the edge, and  now it was showcased and truly awesome.

Not hard, but still showing dark veins, and his balls were bloated and as big as baseballs.

Lacy couldn’t help but stare at him. At his dingus.

“Could you put some clothes on?” grumbled Jim.

“No. I like showing off my pride to beautiful women. And I want her to know what she is getting into. Are you ready to start negotiations?

Jim didn’t like it. He was angry, but couldn’t speak. Harrison held all the cards. “What did you give me?”

“That will remain a state secret,” Harrison spoke loftily.

“Why? Why can’t you tell me?”

“Because, as I said, it was concocted by an alchemist, and he hasn’t patented it yet.”

“What? This sounds like artist bullshit!”

“Yet you are stuck with it.”

Pause.

“There are, however, things you can do to get usage of your pathetic, little ding dong back. At least, for a while.

“What?”

Harrison smiled brightly, then put his smile away.

“First, there is a pill I can give you that will give you temporary erections. I can dispense these pills and once you have taken one your cock will be hard for an hour. Don’t dilly dally, or you will miss the window of opportunity.”

Lacy snickered.

Jim looked at her. “This isn’t funny.”

“No, dear.” But she couldn’t keep the smile off her face.

“The question now is what will you  give me for these pills.”

Jim stared a curious mixture of hope and despair.

“For every pill I give you your wife must pay the price. So you may only enter paradise if your wife says so.”

“Wait? What!” Jim’s eyes were bulging and his face was redder than a baboon’s butt.

“Wait for what? You have a beautiful wife. I would like to make love to her—I hate sex with attachments—and if she is willing, then…” he shrugged happily.

Jim stood up, blustered, threatened, spent a long time telling Harrison what kind of a sick, demented pervert he was.

Finally, however, all good things must come to an end, he sat down and wrung his hands.

“What say you, my dear?”

Jim looked at Lacy.

Lacy had been silent throughout his tirade. She had studied Harrison, his face, his hairy chest, his big, swinging dick.

“Honey, you can’t be thinking…”

She turned to him. “I might have to, if we ever want to make love again.”

“But you can’t! He’s a beast! Look at him! He’s loathsome!”

She looked, but she didn’t see a beast. She saw a monster cock waiting to be fucked.

She looked at Jim. “Honey, we’re talking about your sex life here. I might have to sacrifice my pussy. I don’t want to live a life never feeling your cock in my vagina again.”

“But…but…”

To Harrison: “Can I think about it?”

“Of course, dear lady. Take as much time as you wish. Take the rest of your life. But there is one other thing.”

Jim waited. This was going from bad to worse. Each shoe that dropped was bigger and heavier.

“You have robbed me of customers, which is money, which isn’t too big a thing. But you have also robbed me of adoration. I live for the worship of the crowd. It is like being a God, and for this you must pay.”

“Pay what?”

Harrison began to speak, and Jim’s mouth dropped open.

As did Lacy’s.

But Jim’s mouth stayed open, and he ended up gasping in shock. “You can’t…you can’t make me…”

“Call it the down payment. You do this for me, and I will give your wife a pill. After that for each pill your wife must pay the price.

Lacy was blinking at the ingenuity of it all, and actually having a hard time not laughing.

She had teased Jim, but this was magnificent, nefarious, unbelievable.

When Harrison was done with his demands he simply smiled, said he had to see a canvas about a brush, and ushered them out.

Jim sat in the passenger seat and was in shock. He would have pouted, or sulked, or been outraged, but he was too much in shock.

Lacy drove, turning the wheel with an agile hand, thinking about the size of Thomas Harrison’s manhood.

Good Lord! She could chop a tree down with that ax!

And he was offering to put it in her.

What would a thing that big feel like?

She felt warm between the thighs. She felt slick and moist and ready for sex.

She was actually sad that she was going to have to wait a couple of weeks to sample that massive log.

A week, then Jim had to make his down payment. Then, she figured it would take her a week or two to get Jim so horny he would agree to have her go see Harrison, she would find out.

Would it hurt? No…the question was how much would it hurt?

And, once ensconced within her, how good would it feel?

She had had a friend once that said there was a direct correlation between the size of a man’s peeny and the amount of pleasure a woman got.

Well, she was about to find out, and if her friend was right…she would be blowing up the volcanos in paradise.

“You aren’t honestly thinking of..of screwing that bastard?”

She sighed. “Well, he’s a bastard to you, but he’s quite polite and well mannered to me.”

“But you’re my wife!”

“I am. And if you say no, then I won’t do it. But I’m willing to do it for a chance to make love to you again.”

“You’re enjoying this! Aren’t you?”

“I see the humor, but…no. I’m not enjoying this.” Not yet. Not until that wonderful bastard sinks his pole into me and stirs my heart.

They arrived at home, and the discussion continued.

And it continued through the week.

“I’m sorry it all turned out this way,” Lacy lied.

“But you can’t…”

And she played with him. She sucked his weeny every chance she got, and she made him hornier and hornier.

By the time the next weekend rolled around, he was near crazy. He wanted relief. He needed relief. And since it was him that was on the chopping block this first time…he finally agreed to Harrison’s first demand.

“Put this on, wait fifteen minutes, then, when it gets hot, rinse it off.”

“And all my hair,” he grumped.

Lacy held his chin, tilted his head so he had to look into her eyes. “Honey, I know it’s hard, but if you ever want this to stand up…” she held his penis and shook it, “then you have to do this. And if you have to do this, if I’m going to help you, then you need to put on a happy face.”

He sighed, and went into the shower.

Twenty minutes later he was sitting at her vanity table, and she began working.

“We have to make this real,” she murmured as she painted his toes a bright red.

He looked down as his tootsies betrayed him.

Then she shaped his nails, prepped them, and glued long red talons on his fingers.

He stared at his hands. Now they were long and elegant.

He felt a pulsing deep in his groin, but no erection. He felt that a lot, the heat and the desire, building and building, but…no stiffie.

She pierced his ears, which were little ‘owies,’ and hung a dangle of little, silver hoops on his lobes.

He looked at himself in the mirror, mid-transformation. He stared at the piercings in his nipples.

Harrison said he wanted him to get breast enhancement, but he would settle for nipple piercings. He had actually sent over a couple of pieces of jewelry.

He was sporting large barbells, and the balls glittered in the light. It made his nipples stand out, stand up, and…it contributed to his horniness.

Lacy cleansed his face, primed it, and began painting it. She gave him slightly blued lids with a streak of white shine. She bronzed his cheeks and took the male emphasis out and put the female emphasis in.

“You look beautiful as a woman,” she murmured.

He was feeling so weird. The hairs on the back of his neck were standing up and screaming.

And, yet, he could feel that throbbing that presaged a boner, even though he couldn't get a boner.

God, was he horny!

He watched himself in the mirror, and his heart was pounding. He hadn’t wanted to do this, but now that it was happening, it was exciting, and it made him even hornier.

She applied plumper to his lips, made them full, then painted them red.

He smacked, and thought about how many times he had watched his wife do this.

It was so damned exciting, but…could he go through with it?

He had to.

Especially since Lacy had spent so much time on him.

He had to fuck her. He simply had to.

She drove and he sat in the passenger seat. His hair was blowing int he wind, getting sexually tousled.

People stared him, thought he was a female.

He was wearing nothing but a robe and piercings and make up.

He was so scared he couldn’t believe it.

He had to do it.

They arrived at the gallery at six, and Harrison was waiting for them.

He had the high chair set up and waiting, and he positioned Jim on it. He arranged Jim’s legs, touching his legs, but with no sexual intent. Merely a desire for…a mood.

He opened Jim’s robe, and Jim hung free.

Jim hadn’t wanted to do this, but…it was Harrison’s choice.

His penis hung down, not small compared to Joe Normal, but small compared to Harrison’s giant hog.

Harrison hung the robe so people could move to the side and see the piercings, the glittering silver on Jim’s nipples. He adjusted the lights, set up a white screen for extra light in one area, so people could really see Jim’s slack penis.

He began to paint.

Jim sat silently, and tears began to form in his eyes, to creep over the lids and slide down his cheeks.

People wandering by, curious about the gallery, entered, and stopped, and called their friends.

By seven o’clock there were more than a hundred people in the gallery, and Jim knew that he had paid Harrison back for the money he had cost him.

Harrison said nothing, ignored people, focused on the brush strokes.

At eight o’clock he asked Lacy for a drink.

“Jim, too?” she asked.

Harrison shook his head. “No. I like him this way.”

Jim was sobbing, his shoulders shaking, and tears streamed down his flesh and ended up splattering on the floor.

People whispered, pointed, and Jim heard some of the remarks.

“That’s not a very big penis,” cut him to the quick, and added to the tears.

Such humiliation, such mortification.

“He needs breasts and he could be a woman…” That was an interesting observation, but it didn’t stop his tears.

“Those piercings must have hurt.”

“He’s beautiful.”

“He should give up being a man.”

“I think he has.”

Jim listened, and experienced terrible things in his soul, yet…it was enlightening.

He began to welcome the tears, and that brought them to an end.

Fortunately, Harrison was almost at the end, too.

He twisted his brushes, started to hear people comment on his style.

“Look how he turns the brush there.”

“Brilliant technique.”

He’s really caught the emotion.”

Then he was done.

He simply stood up. “You’re done.” Walked away.

Jim stood up, was helped by Lacy, and walked through the crowd. He walked out the back door, and people whispered and he was starting to cry again.

But not tears of humiliation. Tears of…of gratitude. Of happiness.

Lacy walked him across the parking lot and put him into the car. She pulled his robe tight and whispered, “I’m going upstairs for a while.”

He looked at her, and he was too emotionally fragile to say anything, to object. He nodded. He figured she had to get the pill.

She closed the door and walked back into the studio.

She walked through the still buzzing crowd and up the stairs.

The door was unlocked and Harrison was waiting. He was in a robe, his cock hard and dripping.

She closed the door, locked it. “Do me fast. Jim is waiting.”

He lifted her, he was strong, and carried her to the couch. He bent her over the end and moved in behind her.

She gasped as he did her, thrilled by the size and the illusion of violence.

He handled her with an authority that bespoke of violence, yet was strangely gentle.

He opened her up, he screwed her, then he was done with her.

He didn’t even look at her when she pulled up her panties and lowered her dress.

“I like your vaginal rings,” he whispered.

“Thank you,” she responded in an equally low voice.

“See you next time.”

“You will,” she assured him.

She walked down stairs, his semen soaking her panties.

She walked across the galley floor, dripping big drops of sperm on the tiles. There were a few people there, and they stared, and quite a few of them noticed how her face was flushed, and how she left a trail of drops behind her.

She reached the car and slid in behind the wheel.

Jim was asleep.

Good. She could take him home, wash out her cunt, and promise him the pill tomorrow. Tomorrow, when she had had time to recover from the wheel barrow that had been shoved into her, and the cement load of man juice that had filled her.

Tomorrow.


Epilogue

Months later…

Lacy lay on Harrison, breathing hard. She preferred the top position, and Harrison didn’t mind. He didn’t have submissive issues like Jim.

Jim who wore a dress around the house, wore make up, and licked at her heels.

She pushed up, got her legs under her and pulled off his behemoth.

“Ah,” he grunted. “That was good.”

She smiled at him in agreement as she got dressed.

“And how is little Jim doing?”

“He’s okay. He wants to get breast augmentation.”

“And how are you with that?”

“Oh, it’s fine. He’s a better woman than he is a man. I’ve got a question.”

“Yes?”

“How long are those pills going to last?”

“Six months.”

She did the math. “He’s going to start getting hard next month.”

“Probably.”

She sat, feeling the gush of fluid moving around in her pussy. God, that felt good. Even screwed half to death, the aftermath turned her on.

She put her heels on and sat up. “Do you have any more pills?”

“Yep.”

“Can I have them?”

“Yep. I suggest grinding them up in ice cream, chocolate ice cream. He’ll never taste them.”

She nodded and smiled. “I will.”

He stood up and went into the small bathroom. He came back and handed her a vial of pills.

“Three every five and a half months. Should last six months. I can get you more when you run out.”

She took the pills, smiled, then grabbed his beard and pulled him down and kissed him.

He held her, groped her, and said, “You make me so fucking horny.”

She just smiled and headed for the door.

Thomas Harrison’s painting, ‘Woman in a Man’s Body’ sold for 3.5 million dollars.

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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