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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!
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Author’s Note

If you’re like me, you’ve tried all sorts of physical exercise. Weightlifting, yoga, iceskating on your head…everything.

I prefer yoga. Doesn’t mean the other stuff is bad, just…I prefer yoga.

If you want a really hefty book on how sex and yoga can work together, and for the most sublime experience, check out ‘Silithia.’

It’s fiction, but you’re certainly going to agree with the sexual possibilities here.

That said, you’re going to have fun with this story. There’s absolutely nothing like taking a knucklehead and making him see the light. And what better way to see the light than through feminization!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Come on, babe, one more.just one more…”

Kelsy grunted and groaned. She was soaked with sweat, she knew she was done.

Jimmy, however, knew she wasn’t.

He started to do his usual thing, raising his voice and shouting. “Come on! Don’t be a quitter! Don’t be a lousy quitter! Do it! Do it now!”

Other people in the gym looked over. The women all frowned, and even a couple of guys got a distasteful look on their faces.

Jimmy had been watching too much TV. Or maybe he had just a bit too much testosterone flowing in his veins, because his yelling rose up and he was yelling in her face, actually spitting on her as he encouraged her to one more lift.

“DO IT! DON’T WIMP OUT! DON’T BE A BITCH!” Then, her face straining, starting to cry, he pulled out the big gun, the one insult that he knew would get her. He whispered, “Don’t be a cunt.”

That did it for Kelsey. She lowered the bar.

Jimmy didn’t want to take it. He was the spotter, he was supposed to help her, to catch the bar for her safety, but he didn’t want to. He put a hand under the bar and just held the bar there.

“Don’t quit, dumbie,” he snarled.

Kelsey started crying. She wanted out from under the bar of lead. She was done with this. “Take it!” she whimpered. “Take it!”

“Not until you—“

Samantha moved in and placed her hands under the bar and lifted. The bar went up and onto the supports, Kelsey lay there and sobbed, and Samantha turned on Jimmy.  “Are you fucking blind?”

“She was fine,” Jimmy responded, putting his emotion on the woman.

“Samantha turned away from him with a look of disgust.

“If I don’t do this she’ll be fat all her life!” Jimmy snapped.

Samantha turned, an incredulous look on her face, then, because she knew that Jimmy was clueless and hopeless, turned back to Kelsey. “Come on, honey. Let’s take care of you.”

She helped Kelsey up and walked her towards the juice bar. The juice bar was just off the gym and Samantha sat Kelsey at one of the tables. She got her a bottle of water and the two women sat quietly.

Slowly, Kelsey calmed down. She stopped crying, wiped her cheeks and said, “Thank you.”

“Nada, girlfriend.”

Kelsey sighed. “Normally, outside of the gym, he’s not an asshole.”

Samantha said nothing.

“He just gets wound up, and he’s obsessed with me losing weight.”

Samantha snorted. “What are you, ten pounds overweight?”

“I know, it’s not much, but I do want to be healthy and look my best.”

“Well, you can start by holding off on the weightlifting.”

“What? But Jimmy says weights will help me lose weight!”

“Sure, it can, but not the way he’s having you do it.”

A puzzled look crossed Kelsey’s face.

“Look, different bodies. The way he’s having you lift weights, low reps and lots of weight, will bulk you up. Muscle weight four times as much as fat, you muscle up and you’re going to gain weight.”

Kelsey’s eyes opened in surprise. “But…he’s having me do it wrong?”

Samantha nodded.

“But how am I supposed to do it?”

“Low weights and lots of reps.”

Kelsey was quiet then, her mind turning over her situation. She had hated weight lifting, and she really hated the way Jimmy turned into a bully when he was training her.

“And that might slim you down some, but you’re still going to have muscle…therefore weight. Of course it depends on what look you want.”

“I want…” she hesitated, “…your look.”

Samantha had a perfect hourglass shape. Maybe a tad heavy on the top. She wasn’t big, but she was sexy, could wear any clothes, and, put together with her face, she was a babe.

Samantha gave a half smile. “Well, you’ve been doing the wrong thing to get there, and…thanks for the compliment.

“No, you have the perfect body. It’s healthy—I see you working out—and it’s strong, and…you’re beautiful.” Then it burst out of her, “What do you do? I mean, I see you doing lots of things, but…what kind of training regimen do you follow?”

Samantha smiled. “Actually, I don’t work out so much as dabble. I see a body part that needs work I choose from a variety of things, focus on that, then move to another body part.” She shrugged.

“Well, help me learn your dabbling method.”

“Won’t Jimmy get pissed?”

“Let him. Besides, down here he’s already pissed.”

The two women chuckled at that.

“Well, okay. But here’s the thing, he’s going to give you a rough time. He’s a man, he’s got a one track mind. He is certainly not going to understand.”

“I can handle that. Besides, like I told you, when he’s not in the gym he is a different man.”

“Well, I hope so.”

The two women smiled at each other. It was the start of a great friendship.

“I’m sorry,” Jimmy said when they drove home. “I guess I got a little rough there.”

“It’s okay.”

“Well, it’s not. And I am sorry.”

“That’s okay, no sex for you for a month.”

“Ouch!”

Yet the quip, delivered like a punchline, made his weenie stand up. Even after his exhausting work outs his cock rose up.

Kelsey laughed. “There it is, the way to man’s heart. Deprive him.”

“Don’t you dare,” he chuckled. He adjusted his pants to relieve the pressure of the bump under the folds.

But Kelsey thought about it.

“You know, you’re worthless after a work out.”

He twisted his head around and looked at her. The street lights passed over his face. “What?” Now he was serious.

“We never have sex after you work out. All that weight lifting saps you, makes you less than a man.”

Now Jimmy was quiet. He turned back to the street and gripped the wheel.

Kelsey grinned on the inside. How do you like it when you’re on the other end of the insults?

Jimmy didn’t, but that, and the deal she had made with Samantha, made Kelsey like it.

“I’m going to be training with Samantha.”

“What?” he squeaked.

“She knows more about training women than you do. You’re good at training men, but your methods aren’t always good for a woman.”

“Is this because I yelled at you?”

“Maybe a little bit, but the real reason is that Samantha and I had a talk about what women need versus what men need, and I think she’s right.

Jimmy was now officially in a huff, but he let it go. He’d let that stupid cow train Kelsey, and then Kelsey would see. She’d end looking like a cow and…and Jimmy was so incensed that he was thinking of Samantha in unkindly terms, and passing over the fact that she was the best built babe in the gym.

“Well, okay,” he finally muttered.

Their conversation ended as Jimmy pulled into their driveway. He parked, and they got out of the car and went into the house.

He dropped his gym bag on the floor of their bedroom and started taking off his clothes.

“What are you doing?”

“We’re about to make love, baby,” he grinned. “I’m going to make you eat your words.”

“But I don’t feel like making love!”

“Yeah, but now you have to!”

“No, I don’t think I have to. And. I resent you taking me for granted.”

He stopped undressing and stared at her. Then he pulled his gym shorts off and said, “That’s just that bitch talking.”

She turned and left the room.

“Hey!” Jimmy followed her out to the living room. He put his hand on her arm and turned her around.

Kelsey went with it, and grabbed him by the shorts.

“OH!” he gasped.

She smiled, suddenly liking this turnabout. “No means no. Have you ever heard of that?”

He was trying to push down, peel her hands off his tighty whiteys, but she really had him by the pouch.

“Let…go!”

“Why, sure, honey. Just as soon as you promise to get down and eat my pussy…and then we’re still not going to have sex!”

“But…don’t…wait…”

She squeezed harder. “Promise. Give me your word.”

He actually might not have, he was just a stubborn man, after all. But she added, “Besides, you owe me for yelling at me tonight.”

“Okay! Okay!”

She let go, fell back on the couch with a giggle. She slipped her shorts and panties off and spread her legs. “And remember, NPA.”

“NPA? What’s that?”

“No Poke Attached.”

Jimmy didn’t want to, he wasn’t a big fan of cunnilingus, but he had promised. Besides, there was always the idea that if he didn’t do what she said she might grab him again.

He went to his knees and started gobbling. Though his package hurt he was excited. To be treated so roughly, then to be denied, he wanted it worse than ever. But he had promised.

“Go, bitch,” breathed Kelsey. “One more lick. You can do it, you…cunt.”

And when she arched her back and her eyes rolled back Jimmy had the hardest hard he had ever had.

Kelsey and Samantha agreed to meet at the gym Monday, Wednesday and Friday. With the option for taking off Friday if they had something really serious to attend to. Like a party.

And they had fun. Lord, they had fun.

Samantha loved yoga, and they often would spend their whole time together going through routines.

For such a sissy ‘sport’ it was actually an iron discipline. It took strength and mental focus.

Kelsey would groan and hold a position, her muscles working in some parts of the body, and forcing herself to relax in other parts of the body. It was a curious ‘whole body’ work out.

She would be struggling, holding, straining, working harder than she did for Jimmy and his weights, and then Samantha would crack her up. “Let’s go, cunt,” she would whisper, and Kelsey would bust out in laughter and collapse.

And Samantha was fine with that. Work outs should be more fun than work was her attitude.

After  Yoga they might swim laps in the pool, which Samantha swore would give them a layer of fat but who cared.

Then they might shoot baskets, working up a real sweat.

Sometimes, if the gymnastics class was in session, they would sit on the edge of the mat and try to follow the younger girls.

“Man,” wheezed Kelsey, “I used to be able to do this.”

“When you were young, dumb and not full of cum.”

Again, Kelsey would break down in laughter and lose her focus. It irritated the gym teacher, but only a little. Her focus was on the young girls training.

And, they would lift weights. High reps, low weight, and concentrating on a specific body part, and there seemed to be no end to body parts.

But the whole thing was fun, and over the months Kelsey lost the ten pounds she had had. And, even more fun, her bust began to stand up and out. Muscles were tightening up and her once saggy breasts became objects to be proud of.

Jimmy certainly noticed.

But it didn’t do him much good.

Kelsey had decided she liked denying him. It was more fun to tease, and make him go hard. She grew to love frustrating him, stroking him endlessly, then rolling over and going to sleep.

Jimmy complained, but he loved it. He was one of those guys who liked being denied.

“Come on, baby, one more time. I really need it!”

“Well, I don’t know. Samantha said sex should be indulged in infrequently. It’s a waste of energy.” Just saying that, knowing she was about to deny her lover, made Kelsey hot. She was liking this shift of power.

“That bitch,” Jimmy snapped.

Kelsey turned and looked at him.

“Ever since you met her things have been different.”

Kelsey sniffed. “Yeah, in a good way.”

“Are you sure she’s not a lesbian?”

Jimmy had said this often, it was the king of thing men said when their women refused to put out. At first this had disturbed Kelsey, and she had protested and tried to explain that Samantha was just picky in her choice of men. Over time, however, she had come up with a better way to handle Jimmy’s sniping.

“Oh, she is. And we spend all our time kissing and making out. She licks my pussy and I lick hers. We even had an orgy last week. Five girls, ten boobs, five snatches, moist and humping, and we all had dildos and one of the girls liked it up the backside, one of the girls loved giving head, one of the girls…

“STOP IT!” Jimmy covered his ears with his hands.

Kelsey just chuckled.

And the work outs continued.

Until the day of bad news…

Jimmy was not feeling well. He didn't feel well at work. He didn’t feel well driving home, and he didn’t feel like going to the gym.

Jimmy not going to the gym? That was serious! He always felt like going to the gym!

He arrived home, ate a quick snack, and picked up his gym bag.

“Honey? Are you feeling well?”

“Nothing that a few push ups won’t cure.” But he was bedraggled, pale, and didn’t look good.

“Ae you sure? There’s nothing wrong with taking a night off every once in a while.”

“Nah, I’ll be fine. You coming?”

“I’ll be in later. I’ve got to meet with Samantha.”

The snort was in his eyes, but he didn’t let it out.

He had mixed feelings about Samantha. She was good looking, and fun. But she had weird ideas about working out. He had tried to talk to her a few times, but she just looked at him, nodded, and did what she wanted.

“Okay,” he said. “See ya.”

And he went out the door.

Kelsey worried, but only for a moment. Jimmy was a big boy, after all.

Jimmy could see he was pale in the locker room mirror, but he knew that a little sweat and he’d be fine. After all, he’d taken his vitamins, his protein powder, and his special extra testosterone pills.

Man, that stuff was really working. He had really bulked up the last month. He flexed his biceps for the mirror and grinned when they flexed back at him. Man, what cannonballs!

He sauntered into the free weight area and waited for his turn. A few minutes later a big weight lifter nodded to him, wiped off his bench, and went to a different station.

Jimmy put on the max weights he could lift. He tightened the plates, lay under the bar, and prepared.

“UNH!” He pushed the bar up, held it for a second and squeezed his hands for that extra inch, then lowered the weight.

Again and again, sweat breaking out on his face, then he suddenly felt dizzy.

But he only had a few more reps to do!

He pushed on through, finished his set, and lay there and got ready for the next set. He dangled his arms and shook them, then got set. He pushed, and that was all he remembered.

Kelsey was just coming into the parking lot with Samantha. They pulled to the side and let an ambulance with lights scoot past them.

“Hope somebody’s all right,” Kelsey murmured.

When the ambulance stopped in front of the gym Samantha muttered, “One rep too many.”

The girls chuckled, unaware of the terrible irony.

The parking lot was crowded and they circled it, then found a place at the far end. As Kelsey locked her car she looked over the top at the gym. The EMTs were just loading some poor sap into the back.

She shook her head, then she and Samantha walked across the lot. They were just crossing the drive to the curb when the ambulance left.

They were chatting, laughing, and enjoying life when the owner of the gym, Ron Buck, who was standing with a group of weight lifters in front of the door, saw them.

“Oh, my God,” he stepped in front of the girls.

Kelsey blinked.

“I didn’t know you were here…”

What?

“There’s been an accident.”

Who?

“He collapsed on the bench…”

Her face was starting to come apart as she realized…

“They just took Jimmy away.”

Kelsey’s knees buckled, and it was only the quick hands of Samantha that saved her from banging them on the concrete.

“He’s at the Memorial hospital…”

Then Samantha was walking her back to the car.

“Come on, girl friend. I’ll take you…”

Jimmy was sitting up in a hospital bed when Kelsey and Samantha found him. He was pale and the nurses were connecting lines to him.

“Hey, babe,” he muttered.

She waited until the nurses were done, then almost fell on him to hug him.

“Hey, it’s okay. I must of got a flu bug or something.”

Samantha stood back and smiled that smirky smile of hers.

Jimmy was too under the weather to get aggravated at her smugness.

“So what happened?”

Jimmy told them that he had passed out lifting weights, doing the bench press. “Man, I was doing it, a little more, just one more, but…” he shrugged. “I woke up here.”

For the next half hour they discussed this situation, and Samantha was, except for an occasional question, quiet.

Jimmy finally looked at her, “Well? You got anything to say?”

“Jimmy!”

“It’s okay, Kel. This has been coming for a while.”

“What?” Kelsey asked, looking between the two.

“Jimmy knows, don’t you.”

“You’re talking.”

Samantha smiled. “Jimmy thinks I’m a lesbian and that I’m going to take you away from him.”

“You won’t taking anybody away from me.”

“You’re right, but not for the reason you think.”

“Huh?”

“I’m not a lesbian, I’m more bi. I like both men and women. But the reason I would never hit on Kelsey is because I value her friendship, she is a special person. Would me destroying her marriage make that friendship stronger?”

Jimmy said nothing, but he was frowning.

“So it’s hands off. If you ever get a divorce, maybe…maybe, but I’m not going to contribute to that divorce. No, Jimmy, your wife is safe with me. I would never destroy our friendship.”

Jimmy hadn’t expected that much honesty. At first he tensed, but as the moments passed, he relaxed.

Samantha, when he looked like he was over the bad part, stuck out her hand. “Deal?”

Jimmy hesitated, then put out his own hand. “Deal.”

Kelsey dryly said, “If you idiots are done arranging my life…”

They all laughed, and it was an easy laugh.

The doctor’s name was Philip Conway. He was a specialist in some word that was way too difficult to pronounce, but had vaguely to do with hormones, endocrines, and like systems within the body.

“A close call, Jimmy.” He was looking at a chart.

Kelsey and Samantha were standing to the sides of the bed and listening avidly.

“So what’d I do? Is it a sprain? Did I pull a muscle.”

“Yeah, you sprained your brain,” whispered Samantha.

Jimmy chuckled. He was the only one, but that was okay. the last few hours he had come to appreciate Samantha’s wicked sense of humor.

“Have you been taking supplements for your weight lifting?”

“Well, uh…”

The doctor cracked a grin, “I’ve been in sports medicine. Now, out with it, I want the whole laundry list, no matter how long it is.”

So Jimmy started.”

Vitamins A, B, C, D…and so on through the alphabet.

Protein powders, a special blend of eight different types.

The doctor didn’t bat an eye, just writing his notes.

Steroids, glucocorticoids, mineralocorticoids, androgens.

And on and on and on.

As Jimmy continued his listing Kelsey and Samantha’s jaws dropped.

When Jimmy was done Kelsey blurted, “You were taking all those pills and things?”

Jimmy nodded, but didn’t exhibit guilt. “Hey, you have to go the extra mile if you want to get somewhere.”

“Sounds like you were going a hundred miles,” quipped Samantha.

“All right,” Jimmy groused.

“Well, Jimmy, I’ve got good news and bad news.”

“Oh, crap. Don’t make me choose, doc.”

The doctor just smiled. “The bad news is that you have totally compromised your body systems. You’ve been taking supplements that were totally opposed. Also, your testosterone is so high that…well, it’s high.”

Jimmy pursed his lips in a frown. “Better hit me with the good news.”

“The good news is, except for a couple of things, we can rebalance your body and effect a cure.”

Kelsey grinned. “Isn’t that great?”

“I detect another shoe about to drop,” Jimmy murmured.

The girls looked at the doctor’s face. Sure enough, he was about to add something.

“To do that we’re going to have to put you on a regimen of estrogen. This includes progesterone and…” the doctor mentioned a half a dozen medicines that Jimmy didn’t understand.

Of course, he hadn’t understood most of the drugs he had taken, so what were a few more…

“So I take these things. That’s okay. I’m used to pills.”

At this point the doctor’s lip quivered. He was hiding something.

“Well, Jimmy, as I said, I think we can cure you, but, eh…”

“Yeah?”

“You’re going to be suffering a few side effects.”

“Like what?”

“You will gain in chest mass. And you may be suffering some shrinking.”

“Gaining? Shrinking? What is it.”

“Well, the official term is gynecomastia for the chest, and you’re going to, uh…get smaller.

“So I get more bulk in the chest but lose a bit of muscle mass.”

“Not exactly,” said Samantha, who had been listening and who did understand drugs.

“Hunh?”

The doctor clamped his lips, looked at his clipboard, and Samantha blurted it out.

“Gynomastectomia is when you get tits. And the shrinkage is going to be in your package.”

Jimmy blinked, his mouth half open and frozen, his brain totally frozen. Then, “What?”

“You’re going to get big tits and have a small dick.”

Jimmy looked up at the doctor. “Doc?”

“As crudely as she put it, that is the prognosis.”

Jimmy’s lips began to tremble.

“It’s okay, honey,” Kelsey grabbed his hand and held it.

“I’m going to…get…”

“Once you have cycled through this condition you should regain size in your penis. As to your chest, we can always do a mastectomy.”

“A mastectomy?”

“They cut your tits off. Poor Jimmy, he finally grows a pair, only to lose them.” Samantha wasn’t laughing, but she sure appreciated the situation.

Kelsey, to her credit, did give her friend a nasty look. Samantha shrugged and tried to look humbled.

“But it’s okay, honey, everything will grow back to normal.”

Unconsciously, Jimmy reached up and felt his pectoral muscle.

Tits?

They kept Jimmy over night for observation, but at noon the next day he was released.

Kelsey and Samantha walked on each side of him, they both linked arms with him.

“Man, am I glad to get out of that place.”

“It was pretty brutal, eh?” Samantha quipped.

“Don’t be a cunt,” snapped Jimmy.

“Sorry, it’s in my DNA.

“Samantha?” warned Kelsey.

“All right. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t be so mean. And I really am on your side, Jimmy.”

He gave her a look.

“Even if you turn into a girl.”

Then she laughed, and she was so infectious that both Jimmy and Kelsey had to smile.

At home Kelsey tried to get him into bed, but he insisted on sitting in the living room. The big screen was in there, after all.

So Jimmy put on a robe and flaked out, and the girls threw away all his drugs and protein powders and things.

“Man, he was taking a shit load of stuff.”

“Tell me about it,” Kelsey answered.

Samantha held up a big tin of powder and poured it into the sink. The running water swirled it down the drain.

“Well, he’s got enough new vitamins to replace them.” Samantha looked at the bag on the counter. It was packed with estrogen pills and other feminizing potions.

Kelsey giggled.

“Serves him right,” and both girls laughed.

Kelsey was pretty darned relieved that everything was going to work out all right.

Samantha was glad, too. Jimmy wasn’t a bad guy, underneath the macho swagger.

They popped the top on a couple of Cokes, a rare treat in their workout regimen, and headed into the living room.

Jimmy had fallen asleep on the couch. He still had the remote in his hand and the TV was talking softly. One leg had fallen off the couch, and the robe was half open.

“Hey, he’s pretty good sized,” commented Samantha.

Kelsey nodded, then was sad. He was going to lose all that happiness in the next few months.

Samantha walked over to the couch and lifted the robe so she could have a full view.

“Damn, that’s enough to make a girl give up being a lesbian.” Then she grinned at Kelsey. “Almost.”

Both girls chuckled and Kelsey came up and looked down on Jimmy’s dick.

“You know, I probably shouldn’t tell you this…”

“What? Now you gotta tell me!”

“Well, since I met you…Jimmy and I had a big argument and…we don’t do it anymore.”

Samantha stared at her friend. “It’s not my fault…”

“No. No. It’s just that, we had an argument, he didn’t want me to train with you, and I finally told him I wasn’t going to put out for him any more. At first it was a joke, but it made him really hard. And the more I teased him, the harder he got.”

“I get your idea. So he’s one of those guys.” Samantha had a very concentrated look on her face.

“What do you mean, ‘one of those guys?’”

“Well, there are certain guys who get off more on not getting off, than on getting off.”

“Hunh?”

“It’s simple, they like being denied. They like to live in the excitation phase of sex. They like to walk around all bonered up. It makes them feel alive, and they are so proud of how hard they are all the time. Believe me, they would rather be horny than get off.”

“Really?”

“Scout’s honor. I bullshit a lot, but this isn’t one of those things. Try it with him. Talk with him about it. The more you make him suffer, sexually speaking, and the more he’s going to like it.”

“But how does he…doesn’t he need relief?”

“Sure. And maybe he’ll give in and jack off every once in a while, but if he’s really one of these guys, then you’re going to need to drain him.”

“But what about my own desires?”

“Hey, it gets even better for you. He’s excited. He wants to do it all day long. So do it. But don’t let him cum. Whenever he gets close just push him away and wait for him to relax a little. Guaranteed, you’ll have yourself a workin’, jerkin’ sex machine. He will live for your pleasure, and you’ll never sleep in a wet spot again.”

Kelsey giggled. No woman likes to sleep in the wet spot.

Then they looked down at his penis.

It was half hard and laid down across his leg. His balls were big and red. Even sleeping, he looked horny.

And, according to Samantha, that was the way he liked it.


Part Two

Changing his lifestyle was difficult for Jimmy.

He was used to imbibing potent pills and powders and steroids of all manners and the result was that he was always jacked up.

Now he wanted to sleep a lot, and the weak ingredients of estrogenic drugs didn’t pump up his energy.

“Man, I’m always tired,” he groused, laying on the couch and watching The View.

He positively hated The View with all his heart and soul, but Kelsey liked to watch it, so he was stuck. And he wasn’t about to kick her out because of the TV.

Kelsey was his rock, and there was no doubt about that.

“Shut up and learn something,” Kelsey grinned.

“Argh!”

Then the front door slammed. “Honey! I’m home!”

“Oh, no,” grunted Jimmy, but he wasn’t serious. The fact of the matter was that, with all her snide, snarky, smirky smug attitudes and comments, Samantha was his other rock.

When he had an upset stomach she fixed him soup and put a cold compress on his forehead. She insisted on taking his temperature regularly, and she gave the most ludicrous advice about how to turn into a girl.

“But I’m not turning into a girl! Or transitioning! Or whatever else you want to call it.”

She would just smiled and say, “No, but your body is.”

Now she walked into the living room. She was holding a bucket of KFC and she put it down on the table so all could partake and said, “Doctor’s orders!”

“Oh, fuck!” whimpered Jimmy.

He loved that crappy stuff. It was terrible for his weight lifting regimen, and he normally would never touch the stuff. But now, nothing to do but stay in the house, not able to work out, he fell to temptation. He selected a piece with a big crust of extra crispy and began to chew.

“Damned, greasy poison,” he muttered.

The girls just laughed and picked at wings.

They munched happily for a few minutes, and Samantha turned The View to FOX news.

Kelsey groaned and Jimmy grinned. “At last!”

“Say, Jimmy?”

Jimmy glanced at Samantha. “Yes?”

“You aren’t working out now, but that doesn’t mean you totally can’t.”

“Hunh?”

“Well, the doctor said to take it easy, but when you go to the gym you can’t do that. It’s all or nothing for you.”

“What’s your point?”

“Why don’t you do Yoga with Kelsey and I?”

“Yoga? That’s for women!”

“The bull shat and you ate it,” Samantha observed. “You look in the history books, or just read book, knucklehead. There are many great male Yogis. The point is that you are wasting away, and your skin is looking a bit saggy—“

“Is not!”

“Badly saggy.”

He stared at her angrily.

“She’s right,” interjected Kelsey, and Jimmy looked hurt.

“Yoga can help pull that skin into place.”

“Yeah, but then I’ll have to stretch it out once again when I start lifting again.”

“Jimmy.”

Jimmy looked at his wife.

“The doctor said you aren’t to take any more of the steroids, so you’re not going to get that big again.”

This saddened him, but there was nothing he could say. The doctor had made that point.

“You would be surprised,” continued Samantha, “But yoga requires muscles to hold postures, and muscles to change postures. No, it won’t be like weight lifting, but it will help your body transition…” Jimmy glared at her so she blurted, “..and back again.”

Jimmy sat back, not very mollified.

“But you have to do something.”

Jimmy didn’t say anything. In his stubborn, male mind he was saying nasty things.

Samantha added, “Especially since your pectorals are getting saggy.”

That was an uncomfortable truth.

He looked down.

He had little breasts. They were like little golf balls on his chest. They were symmetrical, but…they were boobs.

Jimmy sighed.

“Just try it for week. If you don’t like it then nothing gained and nothing lost.”

Again he sighed, then he nodded. “Okay.”

Jimmy was surprised to find that he liked yoga. Some of the poses were irritating, and obviously easier for women than men, but he liked to stretch and hold and just feel his body.

And he really loved it when he started sweating.

When it was time for a work out Samantha would turn up the heater and the house would be alike a sauna, and Jimmy was in heaven.

The girls gloated over his back as he struggled to master the sometimes difficult poses.

And having a discipline to follow, Jimmy became easier to live with. He was a fellow who needed to work, and to work hard.

Of course, the first few weeks were the toughest, he was still bulked up, but he was starting to shrink faster and faster, and not just down there. In fact he was shrinking like a flower wilts under the hot sun.

And, his chest was developing.

It was only a couple of weeks, him doing yoga in gym shorts and the girls doing their yoga in leotards, before Samantha walked in and tossed him a leotard.

“What’s this?”

“It’s a yoga uniform,” Samantha misrepresented. “It will always help if you’re wearing the proper uniform.

“But…it’s for girls!”

“Oh, God!” Both girls groaned. Kelsey had known Samantha was going to bring in the article of apparel, and she was agreeable. In fact, she wanted more.

“And, Jimmy?”

“What?”

“It’s going to wear on you easier if you get rid of some of that hair.”

Jimmy stared at his wife.

“Just saying, and I have some Nair in the bathroom next time you’re in the mood.”

Jimmy grunted and tossed the leotard aside. He’d look at it later.

“Okay, I’ve got a great DVD here, Advanced Yoga by…”

Samantha popped the DVD into the player and shortly they were warming up.

That evening, before bed, Jimmy spent a longer time in the bathroom than usual.

Kelsey noticed, and was about to go in and make sure he was all right, when the door opened.

“What do you think?”

Kelsey stared at his naked body.

It was half as big as it had been, he had lost a LOT of weight. And he had a lot of wrinkles, but the yoga seemed to be pulling his skin back together. the most amazing thing was his boobs.

Yes. He had tits. They looked like tennis balls. Perfectly shaped, but…tennis balls. And they were starting to sag.

“What do I think of what?”

“I got rid of my hair!”

“Oh, my God! Come here!”

Jimmy strutted across the bedroom and stopped by the side of the bed.

Kelsey swiveled around, but she didn’t look at his body. She looked at his dick. It was half the size it had once been. It was hard, it was always hard, and the doctor had warned them that he would be suffering from a sort of priapism. Always hard.

Then she looked up and felt his skin. “Oh, babe! That is sexy1” She ran her hands over his flesh and he shivered.

“Why am I so horny?” he wondered, then he realized and bushed.

“Because we don’t fuck any more.”

“Uh, yeah.”

She looked up at him. “Would you like to? Maybe have a last blast before your weenie gets too small?”

His smile told her his answer.

She pushed back, pulled her peignoir open and spread her legs. “Eat me first, but don’t get me off. You get me off and I’ll be done.”

“Okay,” he murmured as he knelt and burrowed in on her.

Jimmy was getting better and better at cunnilingus, and shortly he had her on the edge. He was totally into it, he was slapping her clit with his tongue, running up and down inside the flaps of the labia. She was almost ready to squirt, and he would have gone ahead pushed her over, but she knew it, and she wanted this for him. She pushed his back and gasped for breath.

“God! I was so close…”

He knelt between her knees, his eyes soft and appealing. He was like a puppy dog begging for treats.

“Come on, lover, do me the way you used to.”

Jimmy moved forward, held himself up with his arms and pushed his stiff, little weenie forward.

He could get in, but not by much. It was like he could be in there, but not move back and forth or he would fall out.

This was turning on Kelsey extra. To feel the most sensitive part of her pussy being touched by the tip of that little weenie, to feel his frustration, to feel her own desire…she wanted it so badly! She hadn’t been penetrated in months and…she kept trying to raise her hips up and engulf him. But there just wasn’t enough to engulf!

Then, his arms getting tired of supporting his weight, he shifted, and lowered a bit, and his breasts touched hers.

She gasped, looked down to where there nipples brushed, and the look on his face…

“UNH! OH!”

Two squirts, measly, little ones, and he was done.

The orgasm was over almost before it was done.

The look on Jimmy’s face was terrible.

Yes, he liked to be horny, but to be this close, and then to feel the big O fritter away like butter on a skillet…just evaporate. It was terrible.

Yet the look on his face, Kelsey started laughing. She grabbed him, wouldn't let him go. “Oh, you poor boy!” And she laughed and laughed.

Samantha could tell something had happened when she came over the next morning. The smile on Kelsey’s face, the sadness on Jimmy’s…it was obvious that something had happened.

Jimmy went to the bedroom to change into his leotard.

“Okay, girlfriend, what happened?”

Kelsey almost broke down in laughter again, but she managed to keep it in.

“We tried to fuck last night. He’s too small, and when he did manage to get off…it was…small.”

Samantha was confused, “And that’s funny?”

“You would have had to see his face. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t take such joy, but…the look on his face.”

Samantha smiled. “Well, I do understand, especially considering the situation.”

At that moment Jimmy returned to the living room. He was wearing the leotard Samantha had given him, and it was…precious.

The leotard hid his loose skin, and his boobs showed through the material.

It was all the girls could do not to fall into hysterics.

He was…cute.

Someone, once, asked the frog what it felt like when he was boiled to death.

“Oh, it was great. I was sitting in this cold water, then it got warm and comfy, and finally, it got so hot that I just went to sleep.”

That’s what the next few months were like for Jimmy.

He wore the leotard, and after a week he realized his boobs were sagging, stretching the material.

“What do I do about this?” he asked, hefting his boobs.

“Wear a bra,” Kelsey answered, not even looking at him.

He blinked, and in his mind he was sure he would never do that. But when Samantha brought over a training bra the next day, he tried it on and…didn’t like it.

“It doesn’t work,” he told her on the next day.

“What do you mean? It doesn’t do anything. It just sits there.”

“Yeah, but I’m not sure how to say this, but…”

“He needs cups. He’s past the training stage.”

“We should have given him a bra a month ago.”

“That would have been easier.”

Jimmy looked back and forth between the two women.

“I’ll get him one with cups. Is that the right size otherwise?”

He was wearing it under his leotard to show her how it didn’t fit, and she placed a hand on his boob.

“Hey!” He pushed her hand away.

And she pushed his away. “Easy, slick. This is a fitting, not an orgy. Let me feel the fit.”

So she adjusted the s traps, felt the lack of support in the cup area, and frowned and figured out what he would need. Then she took her hands off him and they did yoga.

Except that he was terribly excited all the rest of that day.

Excited, over Samantha touching him. That sure screwed his bolt the wrong way.

He was liking her as a friend, but to get excited because she had touched him?

No…no.

The next day she showed up with a couple of bras. When he came into the living room wearing one both girls smiled.

“That’s what I’m talking about.”

He was supported. He was out there. He had mammary glands as big as soft balls, and they were standing up to be counted.

“This is weird,” he said.

“Nah. It’s sorry of sexy in a way, but you’ll need a bit more work to really pull it off.”

“Pull what off?”

Samantha looked at Kelsey.

“Go ahead. He’s your game.”

“I’m…say, what’s going on here?”

But Samantha just reached into her purse and took out a brush and some hair spray.

“Sit down and shut up.”

“Sit…? What?”

Kelsey chuckled and pushed him onto the ottoman. He sat and Samantha began brushing his hair.

Jimmy had always preferred long hair. Now, with his ‘accident,’ and with staying mostly in the house or work, he had not bothered to get a trim. The result was that his hair was extra long. Longer than he preferred, but just the right length for what Samantha was doing.

She brushed, twisted, flipped, and asked Kelsey, “You have some water?”

Kelsey brought in a spray bottle and Samantha got his hair slightly damp and kept curling and brushing.

“You hold the curl and I’ll spray the hair spray.”

Jimmy’s brows were dipped as he tried to figure out what was going on. Were they making his hair more…feminine?

Kelsey sprayed, and said, “We really need to pluck his eyebrows.”

“Hey!”

“Some day,” Kelsey finished.

Samantha laughed.

Then they stood back and pushed him into the foyer.

He stood there, stunned, and realized what he looked like.

His body was thin. Maybe a little chunky, but the estrogen treatment had given him more flare on the hips, and on the bust. And he did have a bust. A real bust.

His tits were protruding proudly.

And his hair was curled under and…he looked like a woman.

“What the fuck?”

The girls stood on either side of him.

“He’s quite beautiful.”

“Yes, he is.”

“I need to trim some of that hair. A little trim and I can really do him up right.”

“Don’t you mean her?”

“Do her up right.”

“And we need to do her fingernails.”

Jimmy was now shaking. He was distraught. The changes were too much and he felt like crying. Of course, that was probably the hormone treatment he was undergoing.

“Hey, honey, take it easy.”

“Yeah. If you were ugly we could understand it. But you aren’t ugly.”

“No, he isn’t.”

“I need to…I need to…”

“You need to do some yoga. Give us that. We’ve prettied you up, now let us enjoy you for a while.”

They walked him back into the living room. He was stuttering and shaking, but they assumed the first posture, helped him follow along, and…they did yoga.

That experience was a world shaker for Jimmy. To be feminized, to have breasts and wear women’s apparel, it was almost more than he could stand.

In fact, he probably wouldn’t have done anything more, except that after the work out he sat on the sofa between Samantha and Kelsey and they sipped Cokes.

And Kelsey gripped his groin.

“See? You’re excited!”

He was terribly excited. To sit between two women, like a woman, with his hair done up and wearing a bra under a pink leotard…his little cock was going crazy.

“Can I touch it?” asked Samantha.

Jimmy and Kelsey both looked at her.

“Hey, I won’t rip it off, but…you have to admit. It’s cute.”

Cute is what no man wants to hear about his penis, but…he was fresh from a world shattering experience, and this was one of the women who had instigated it, and… “I guess.”

Kelsey removed her hand and Samantha put hers in place.

She felt the little boner under the leotard. She moved her fingers and felt it wiggle, and she grinned. “Oh, man. That is super. You’re not wearing panties, are you?”

He shook his head.

“Okay. I’ll get you some. Take your leotard off so I can size you right.”

Jimmy’s mouth opened. The truth was panties don’t need much in the way of sizing, but he didn’t know that. Women’s clothes were always weird.

Kelsey compressed her lips, exchanged looks with Samantha, and said, “Yeah. She’s got to make sure she gets the right size. Take off your leotard.”

“Well, but…”

“Come on. Don’t be a stick in the mud.”

“Hell, I’ve seen a dick before.”

“Not one that big,” and Kelsey made a fanning motion in front of her face which, considering the diminutive size of Jimmy’s weenie, was ludicrous.

They began helping him, pulled at the leotard, and Jimmy began undressing.

His body got a little larger with out the restriction of the garment, but it was still getting thin. And she gasped when she saw how big his boobs were without the leotard on. They were bigger than softballs.

Then she knelt and examined his butt. And groin, and hips, and everything.

“I think a size ten might do it,” she said. Panties usually came in small, medium and large, but Jimmy wouldn't know that.

“I don’t know. Might be small.”

“He’ll grow into it.”

All the while Samantha was placing her hands on him, lifting up his penis, then his balls, reached a hand between his legs and cupping his ass.

“Or shrink into it. You’re right.”

Jimmy stood there and was consumed by feelings.

Samantha was just a friend. Or, maybe, she was more than a friend. Whatever she was, he was enjoying being fondled and massaged.

“What are we going to do with this little fellow?”

She held up his penis.

“We could push his balls up into that canal they came from, then use that stretchy surgical tape.”

“That’s a good idea. A long range solution might be to suture his penis to his perineum.”

“Oh, I like that. Honey? Would you mind if we sewed your cock between your legs? Just until things get back to normal?”

“Well, I…isn’t that sort of drastic?”

“You want to have a shapely figure, don’t you?”

“Well, uh…I guess.”

“Then we have to remove the boner bump this little fellow will make.”

“Well, I don’t think…an operation…that’s…”

The girls let him sputter for a while, then agreed to discuss it later.

The odd thing was that all the while his cock was thrusting and throbbing. Discussion of sewing his cock up was exciting more than anything he had ever done in his life.

Then, his cock pounding, his heart beating fiercely, they did their yoga.

The die was cast. The path had been set. Jimmy was enjoying what was happening to him.

It was inevitable, considering the reshaping of his body. Considering that he was now wearing panties and bra and a pink leotard. Considering that he was brushing his hair in a style every morning, and that Kelsey and Samantha had trimmed his locks, then, while they had him sitting so complacently, they plucked his eyebrows.

Not a deeply feminine pluck, if you will, but a gentle reshaping, a more unisex plucking.

He sat in front of a mirror that afternoon, studying his new look, and feeling his dancing cock.

The truth was…he liked it.

He liked the new, gentle look. He liked looking this face, the fat redistributed by his hormones, rounder, pretty.

And he actually thought about what make up might do to him. For him.

His lips were plumper, would they look good with lipstick?

His eyes had changed slightly, they looked bigger in his face, and they sparkled.

That was one thing he worried about. Or wondered about. The doctor had told him his eyes would change, and that of all the things about his body that changed, his eyes might not change back.

How would he look as a male with female eyes?

“What you doing, honey?”

“Imagining myself,” he answered honestly.

She picked up on it.

With his growing femininity she could feel him. Feminine intuition at work.

“With make up?”

He looked embarrassed.

“Want to try it?”

He shook his head.

But she knew he was on the edge, ready to go. And she liked it.

But she stayed her hand and just nodded.

The next few days she walked around the house with full make up on. Smiled at him with red lips. Looked out from dusky eyes that sparkled. And waited.

The next morning it came to a head, but not in the way Kelsey expected.

They were doing Yoga, the three of them, and Jimmy blurted, “How do you work with those long fingernails?”

A short argument, Samantha goading him, challenging him, and… “You won’t know unless you try it.”

He looked back and forth. He knew, instinctively, that Kelsey wanted to do his nails. Nails were part of the make up thing, and they had talked about that.

“Come on, stud. Sit down. We’ll work out when your nails are all pretty.”

He sat patiently at the kitchen table, one girl on either side of him, and watched as they painted first his toenails, then gave him long stilettos and painted them.

That session of yoga was amazing.

He felt amazing, and he stretched further, and he held  his posture longer, and he was fascinated by his new claws.

And that was the point at which he tipped over. When Kelsey asked him that night if he wanted a complete make over he didn’t hesitate. “Sure.”

“Okay. Samantha and I will give you one.”

Jimmy sat at the vanity table and watched himself in the mirror. He was wearing panties and bra and

“This is cleanser,” Kelsey explained as she scrubbed his face with little sponges. “It will clean your pores.”

He watched as the sponges turned dark.

Then Samantha applied primer.

“What we’re doing is making your face into a canvas. We need the perfect texture and shade for this to work.

They alternated, going through the various steps, and Jimmy found that he was fascinated.

Finally, his eyes done, his ears pierced, his face looking as timeless as the Mona Lisa, Samantha put lipstick on him.

He stared at himself, and was recognizable only as a woman. He looked exactly like a woman.

That afternoon they sat around and talked. They discussed female things, and Jimmy had never felt so good in his life.

Women were kind and patient, and it almost made him ashamed when he thought back to some of the ways he had acted as a man.

They went out to dinner. They chose a restaurant with a small room in the back, and Jimmy let the girls do all the ordering and interactions with the waitress.

Finally, the night waning and time to go home, Samantha leaned over to Jimmy and looked him in the eye.”

“What?” he said, trying to ape the higher voice of women, and succeeding pretty well.

“Do you know how women make love?”

“Uh…they lay down and a man—“

“No, no. Let me rephrase that. Do you know how to make love as a woman?”

“Well,” his mind was starting to tilt a bit. “They…” he stopped and rephrased… “They have to have a weenie and…” he stopped.

“And you call yourself a woman!” Samantha laughed and sipped her drink.

“Well, what are you really talking about?”

Kelsey took over. “Honey, if I wanted you to fuck me, how would you do it?”

“Well, I’d put my…if I had a weenie…in your…” he was getting more and more confused.

“Do you know what a strap on is?”

“Of course I…oh.” He turned to Kelsey. “Would you like me to wear a strap on? Is my eating you out not enough?”

Both women laughed, clinked glasses and sipped.

“Well…what?”

“Honey. We want to use the strap on on you.”

Jimmy did the big blink.

“Could we have another bourbon and Coke over here?” Samantha pointed in front of Jimmy.

Jimmy sat as if in a stupor. They wanted to…”

The drink arrived and Jimmy picked it up quickly and drank the whole thing.

“You’ve got to admit, honey, you’ve gone so far…you might just as well go the rest of the way.”

Jimmy said nothing.

“Have you ever thought about it?” asked Samantha? “Taking it up the rear?”

“Uh…”

“Come on. Be honest. Be a woman. Have you ever thought of a little anal sex?”

He nodded, and it was like his world was coming undone.

Kelsey laughed delightedly, and Samantha said, “I knew it.”

Jimmy looked down at himself. His breasts, his waist, his groin where his balls and cock had been shoved back and taped, then his high heels.

He was a woman.

He looked at Kelsey. “Did you want to…” then he looked at Samantha? “Did you both want to…do me?”

They both nodded, and eyed him with excitement.

At home Jimmy freshened his lipstick and waited.

The girls made up the bed, which consisted of making sure there were enough pillows and that they were placed properly.

“You should go first, being the wife,” suggested Samantha.

“Yeah, but you’ve done it before. Maybe I need some pointers before I do him.”

“It’s all natural. Just strap it on, have little foreplay, then show him where the sun doesn’t shine.”

“Yeah, but what about…”

They argued about who should go first for a while, then Jimmy cleared his throat.

They both grinned.

“Okay, me first,” said Kelsey. “But if I screw it up…”

“How can you screw up screwing?”

They both chuckled, then escorted Jimmy to the bed.

“Why don’t you do him on all fours, then I’ll turn him over and we’ll see which way he likes best.”

Jimmy got on the bed on all fours and the ladies moved up behind him.

“Back on the floor. Just stand on the floor and lean over.”

Jimmy followed directions.

“Okay, I’ll dab a little of this on…”

Jimmy grunted as Samantha smeared lubricant onto and into him.

“Man, look how he likes this.”

“His little weenie dripping.”

It was true, his cock, so small, was dripping tiny drops onto the bed.

Kelsey quickly put a towel under him, then moved up behind him.

The entry was quick and painless, and it was obvious that Jimmy was ready for this.

Kelsey held on to Jimmy’s hair and sawed into him.

Jimmy groaned. It felt good to be pulled a bit roughly, and he grew more and more excited.

For long minutes Kelsey enjoyed the sex. She liked being in charge. She liked the way Jimmy moaned and groaned.

Finally, she backed up, undid the strap on and handed to Samantha.

“Okay, girlfriend. Let me show you how it’s done.”

Samantha was rougher than Kelsey. She gripped Jimmy’s hair and pulled him back. She turned him and pushed him back on the bed. “Get up there, slick, if you know what’s good for you.”

Jimmy backed up and lay on the bed. Samantha was eyeing him like the one-eyed cat in the fish store.

She crawled up on him, and gave him head.

Jimmy looked down, then looked at his wife.

“Hey, honey. I’m just here to observe.”

“But…you don’t…”

“I don’t mind.”

That said, Samantha unmouthed his little pee pee and clambered up his body. She kissed him now, fully, as she felt his breasts.

Jimmy felt the surge of excitement. He was making love to a strange woman, except he wasn’t. She was making love to him, and he finally understood how short sighted men were.

He had been softly sexed up by his wife, but Samantha was showing him a whole new world.

Samantha spoke harshly. “Put me in him.”

She lay on him, squeezing his tits and watching him closely.

He felt Kelsey moving around under his groin, then he felt the strap on being pointed into him. Then Samantha shoved and he gasped.

“Oh, yeah,” muttered Samantha. “Let’s have some fun.”

She began to screw him hard, relishing the expressions on his face, kissing him on the lips every once in a while.

“He’s squirting!” blurted Kelsey.

“Nah,” said Samantha. “It’s his prostrate. He’s just leaking.”

It was true. He wasn’t having an orgasm, he was being drained. And while he didn’t get the orgasm, the relief of being drained was enough in itself.


Epilogue

They lay on the bed, all three of them, entangled about each other.

They were resting, eyes open, and wondering.

They had both screwed him, then Kelsey and Jimmy had screwed Samantha, then Samantha and Jimmy had screwed Kelsy.

It had been wonderful. Eye-opening. Earth shattering.

“Did you like that, honey?” asked Kelsey.

“Oh, yeah.”

“Good, because from here on out, whether you stay a woman or go back to being a man, that’s all you’re going to get.”

Jimmy thought about that. Yeah. He could live with that. But…

“One thing.”

“Yes dear?”

“Are you really going to make me have my cock sewed back between my legs?”

There was silence for a moment, then Samantha answered in a. lazy voice. “Absolutely”

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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