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

Don’t you just love actors? They play dress up and they wear make up, just like real people! They pretend to be bank robbers and firemen and spies and everything! They even pretend to be…women!

But how far does an actor have to go to fool people into thinking they really are women?

Now that’s an interesting question!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I’m sorry, John, but there’s nothing I can do.”

John sat, stunned, and stared at his accountant. “But…but this can’t be!”

“I’m sorry, but your last manager took you to the cleaners. He put 90% of your money in his pockets, and paid everybody out of your 10% profits.” The accountant was a chubby fellow in a bleak suit and glasses.

“But…this can’t be! I can’t be broke!”

“You are, and there’s only one thing I can think of that will enable you to pull out of this hole.”

“What?”

“Write offs.”

“Don’t I have write offs?”

“Your ex-manager took your write offs for his corporation. You don’t have any.”

“So what’s going to happen?”

“You’re going to have to sell your production company.”

John stared at the wall behind his accountant blankly.

He had started his own production company, and thought it was doing the work, but now he knew the sad truth.

His production company didn’t own the rights to any of his movies, but it was liable for the taxes on all his movies.

John ran his fingers through his hair and stared at the floor. Broke. In debt. Owed money for taxes and costs and…he had nothing.

“What do I do? Declare bankruptcy.”

“Bankruptcy is always a bad idea, and you really need to figure out your write offs.”

How much in write offs?”

“$20,000 will put you in a different tax bracket, and you might be able to stay alive.”

“And the latest movie?”

“If you can avoid the IRS penalties and fees the creditors will still have confidence in you, and they will probably keep backing you.”

“$20,000 in write offs,” said John dully. “Where can I get that?”

“I don’t know, John, but you have a week to try. I have an appointment with the IRS a week Friday.”

John rubbed his face, murmured blather, and tried to think. but it was hard to think when one was facing bankruptcy and the end of a very promising career.

John drove home slowly, not really seeing the road, just sort of managing to avoid crashing as his mind tried to handle all his thoughts.

$20,000 in write offs. Where was he going to get that?

He picked up his cell phone and hit a number, then hung up the phone. He heard ringing replace his car music.

“Yo! John Boy! How goes it?”

“George, I’ve got a huge problem.”

“I’ve got one between my legs.”

“No, I’m serious.”

“Okay, buddy, hit me with it.”

John explained the situation, finishing up with, “So I’ve got to have $20,000 in write offs.”

“Oh, man. I hate to say it, but I have no solution.”

“Nothing?”

“Look, it’s one thing to borrow money, but how do you borrow write offs? Especially from people who need them for themselves. Especially from people who are in the same situation as yourself.”

John was almost home and he tried another call, this one to Carl Dixon, a writer he knew.

“Hey Carl, I need to get some write offs.” He explained the situation and Carl listened and ran it through his weird mind.

“Wow. I can’t think of anything. That’s wilder than any script I could come up with.”

“Well, thanks, anyway. Let me know if something comes to mind.”

“I will.”

He pulled into the driveway and looked at his house. Split level, windows around the back, a swimming pool and a view of Hollywood that made the mouth water.

He had bought it when he was flush, but now…now he was wondering if he should sell it.

But that would just deplete his resources, he didn’t need more money, he needed more money spent.

He stepped out of his car and put his hand on the plastic and sighed.

He had bought it when he was rich, and now…now he was almost richless.

His step dragging, he walked up the pebbled walk and into the house.

“Hey, honey. How’s it going?” Shiela Cleveland met him in the hallway, right before the step down to the sunken living room, and planted a kiss on his mouth.

A good kiss. A world class kiss. A kiss that made boners that made babies.

But it didn't work.

Shiela backed away from him. “What’s wrong?”

Shiela was built like a movie star, a perfect hourglass but a bit heavy on the top. Her face was like a movie star’s, blemish free, pert nose with a slightly lifted tip, clear, blue eyes that looked right through you, and shiny, brunette hair that hugged her shoulders with soft waves.

She looked like a movie star because she was one.

Not big time like John, but she had steady work and the demand for her was slowly rising.

John stared at her and sighed. He didn’t want to say anything, wanted to go curl up in a ball and sleep until he won the lottery.

That would be a long time, indeed.

But Shiela was his girlfriend. More, she was his soul mate, and he had to confide in her.

“I’m going to go broke if I don’t get $20,000 in write offs. I need to go into a lower tax bracket, and…”

He explained everything.

Shiela listened, and they wound up sitting on the plush couch in the living room.

He finished, and she said, “Wait a minute.”

He waited, and she returned with a couple of amber filled glasses.

He took one and sipped, and sighed.

Bourbon and Coke. His favorite.

But he didn’t want to get drunk. He wanted to figure out a solution, and he was smart enough to know that drinking stops your thinking.

“Honey, I can’t—“

“Yes, you can. You have to…”

“I have to?”

“You have to if you’re going to consider my solution.”

“You have a way to solve all this?”

“Piece of cake,” she said airily.

“Wait a minute! Are you serious? you can get me $20,000 in write offs? Within a week?”

“Not a problem.”

She was so confident, and John shook his head, blinked, and felt his heart become just a tad lighter.

What if she really did have a way?

“Okay. Shoot.”

“All right. You’re going to have to do some very fancy stepping, but the plan is very simple.

“First, you buy the movie rights to a book I know of.

“Second you have a script made of the book. That should be easy. Don’t you know that Carl guy?”

“I do.” His mind was leaping, trying to figure out where she was going.”

“Then you film the movie. Keep the cast small, hiring your friends who won’t demand pay right away. You direct it yourself. You do everything you can all by yourself.”

“But, wait. If I’m making a movie and not paying for it…where are the write offs?”

Shiela smiled broadly. “In your tits.”

John was never sure exactly how Shiela did it, but she did.

Doctor’s make appointments months in advance, but the very next day, by ten o’clock she had an appointment for him for three o’clock.

“How?” John asked, a bit dazed by her efficiency.

“The girlfriend’s network. I know a girl who knows a girl…you’d be shocked at how much work gets done in the real world because of women who know women.”

They hopped into John’s Maserati and headed down to the Beverly Hills Cosmetic Surgery Institute.

The building was on Sunset in the big building at the western turn of that famous street. They went up to the fifth floor, entered a suite, and almost sat down.

The girlfriend’s network was really working overtime, because a sexy, young nurse, who was a wonderful advertisement for breast surgery, called them into an exam room.

They waited nine and one half minutes, then the doctor breezed in.

“Hi, John, You don’t mind me calling you John, do you? Why don’t you hop up on the table here and let’s check you out.”

The doctor had curly hair, a triangular face, and couldn’t stop grinning.

John hopped, and the doctor looked in his eyes and nose and throat and ears, thumped on his chest and listened, and kept saying, “Hmmm.”

Then he brought out a tape measure and began measuring John’s chest.

“Male chest…good, but you’ll need big ones. I can hook right to the rib cage…won’t sag that way…yes.” He backed up and looked at John. “I can give you breasts, but they’ll have to be big.”

“How big?”

“We’ll take them,” blurted Shiela.

“Shirley told me you have a payment problem.” The doctor focused on Shiela, intuiting that she was the brains behind this operation.

He sat and stared, and John realized that the man was a cosmetic surgeon because he loved money.

John opened his mouth, but Shiela jumped in front of him.

“You know John’s a movie star.”

“Pretty popular, too,” smiled the doctor, not giving a thing away.

“So we need to get $20,00 in write offs, which will lower John’s tax bracket, which will reduce his taxes, which will allow him to distribute his latest movie.”

“Okay.” the doctor drew out the word, not sure where Shiela was going.

“So you charge us $20,000, give John his tits, and come next Friday we have the write off to keep the IRS at bay.”

The doc pursed his lips and thought. He swiped a curl of his hair and scratched his cheek.

“And when do I get paid?”

“The movie will be released in a month. We should be able to pay you in two months. Give or take.”

The doc nodded. His eyes glazed over and he raised his head. He was looking at the ceiling but didn’t know it.

Then he stood up and walked to a small counter. He drummed on the counter, then turned around.

“I’ve got good news and bad news.”

They watched him, hope burgeoning and dying simultaneously.

The bad news is that I never make deals like this. I work in Hollywood, I know actors, and…this is a bad deal for me.”

John and Shiela shrunk inward. Failure.

The good news is that I hate the IRS more than I hate your deal.

Hope flared.

“You have a deal.”

It was hard not to yell ‘yippee,’ but they settled for grins and shaking hands.

“So when can we do this?” asked Shiela.

“I can give you a couple of vacation boobs today. Vacation boobs are temporaries, I just inject some solution into your chest and voila, you have boobs. They’re perfect for women…or men,” he glanced at and smiled at John, “who want to see what they feel like before they get the permanent breasts. In this case it will allow us to stretch your skin a bit. And we’re going to need to stretch your skin for the boobs I’ve got in mind for you. Then, next week, we can give you the real thing.”

“I’m not going to want them forever,” said John, nervously.

“You might,” murmured Shiela. When John looked at her she just grinned.

“So, shall I put you on the schedule?”

“I guess.”

“That’s a boy!” He patted John on the back. “Read a book or something and I’ll have the nurse come in and prep you.”

John read one of the books Shiela had picked out for a potential movie. He thought it was probably going to be a piece of crap, but it turned out to be surprisingly intelligent.

It was called ‘Sissy Ride: The Book.’

A man is messing around on the web and a mysterious hacker starts talking him into things. Before too long he is in too deep, his neighbor finds out, his wife is coming home, and….the thing was wild and crazy and…fun.

Thinking about the story made John blink. It was logical, but it was extreme, and he wondered if this sort of thing really happened.

“What part are you reading?” asked Shiela, looking up from her cell phone. “I’m sort of towards the end,” he said.

Shiela smiled and looked at his crotch.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered. He had a king sized boner.

“And the nurse was due to come in any minute. In fact—tap, tap—and the door opened.

“Good afternoon, John. Are you ready to get started?”

Shiela was covering a snicker.

“I guess so,” he squirmed and wished for his dinger to go down.

“Excellent. Why don’t you put on this gown and then lie on the table.”

John’s face was totally red now. “Uh, I’ve got a problem.”

The nurse knew what it was at a quick glance. “Did you want to masturbate before we get started?”

“No!” God, he was embarrassed.

“Then don’t worry about it. I’ve seen a penis before, and I’ll see one again. And your wife is in here so you don’t need to worry about my attacking you.” She was grinning.

“Well, uh…”

“Put on the gown, don’t be embarrassed, and I’ll give you a sedative. That should relax you.”

“Does this happen often?” asked Shiela. “You seem…nonchalant.”

“All the time. There is something very exciting about a man getting his first pair of boobs.” She looked at John, “Get undressed. Please.” Back to Shiela. “It’s like the dear boys are looking forward to playing with themselves or something.”

The girls were chuckling, and John took off his shirt. And his pants.

“Undies, too, John.”

And his underwear.

He put on the gown and wanted to pull it tight in the rear, but that would make his dingus stick out further.

“You’re embarrassed about that?” The nurse lifted an eyebrow. “That’s something to be proud of.”

That gladdened John, but crawling up on the table and laying on his back reduced him again.

He stared at the ceiling and was aware of nothing but the tent in his gown.

“All right. Let’s give you a little shot. Then you’ll get all relaxed and be able to think again.”

The nurse injected something into his butt, and he lay there, and within a minute he was smiling.

“Isn’t it funny how silly boys can be?” remarked the nurse. She pulled down his gown and squeezed a tube of cream on his chest. “They are so proud of their little toys, and yet so embarrassed at the same time.”

“Do many men get their breasts enhanced?”

“In 2020 nearly 200,000 men received breast augmentation.”

That was a blinker. “Really?” blurted John.

“Really. Now this is depilation cream. We used to shave men’s chests, but this tends to get the roots and lasts months longer. It will give you the smooth look you want when you have those sexy curves.”

It felt good as she swirled her hands over his chest, but, courtesy of the shot, his boner was going down, and his mood was going up.

“Pretty good stuff, eh?” asked the nurse.

“Can I have more?”

“Nope.” She looked at Shiela. “Would you like a shot?”

“I don’t think so,” Shiela said. She found the whole process amusing.

A few minutes later John’s chest was naked.

“Can you do the rest of John’s body?”

The nurse glanced at John, smiled, and said, “Let me give you a tube to take home. The doctor should be in any minute.”

Shiela stood up and came to the exam table. She ran her hands over John’s chest. “Oooh. Smooth. I like it.”

“I know. Hairy chests are so cave man.”

“Some men like it…”

“But not women.”

“No. Not usually. Feel how hard his nipples are. Is that going to be a problem?”

“Oh, no.” The nurse rubbed a hand over John’s other other nipple and the two women felt the little stand up fellows.

“Sort of sexy,” whispered Shiela. “I hope they get bigger.”

“Oh, they will.”

John was feeling good. Real good. And he arched his back and groaned.

“Uh oh. His peeny is coming back to life.”

“Don’t worry. It’s only temporary. The shot I gave him is pretty effective.”

“Can you make it so his cock is limp most of the time?”

“Ask the doctor. There are lots of things that will reduce him.”

“I love his penis, but sometimes it’s inconvenient. I wish I could have him soft all the time, then give him a pill when I feel like it.”

The nurse looked at Shiela and tilted her head slightly. “You know that is one of the things we do here?”

“Really?”

“Oh, yes. Most women feel the same way. Men can be so obnoxious with their penis, and it’s so pleasurable to have them under control. They’re better behaved, too.”

At that moment the doctor tapped on the door and entered.

The nurse turned to him. “Shiela was just asking about our Depo Provera plan.”

The doctor washed his hands and looked over his shoulder. “Wonderful plan. I use it myself. Tends to level me out. It will be good for John’s breast enhancement.”

“Really?”

“Of course. It’s a form of estrogen and it will help shape his body and make his implants look more natural. Make them a little bigger, too. And we need that.”

“What about making him erect when I want him to.”

“Viagra, or Chialis. He may have a little trouble cumming, though. But that’s okay.”

“It is?” John blurted. He had been listening, but in his goofy state of mind everything sounded peachy keen.

“Oh, sure. You’ll go through a few emotions, but once you’re used to it everything settles down and it’s quite pleasant.

“Oh.”

Shiela frowned in thought. “You know, I think that’s a good idea. You agree, right, John?”

“John was really in the grip of the shot the nurse had given him. Everything was fine with him, and he said, “Sure.”

“Okay. Can I add a thousand to the bill?”

“Of course.”

John smiled and stared at the holes in the acoustical tiles in the ceiling. He began trying to count the holes, but his vision kept slipping.

“Okay, John. Let’s get started.”

John lay there and the doctor made a bunch of little marks with a grease pencil around his nipples, then a larger circle. Then he started injecting a solution into his chest.

Shiela watched in fascination as John grew boobs.

She watched as they became lemon, then raised up into oranges. They looked big, but she understood what the doctor mean about his chest being too male. He was going to need bigger implants.

“How’s it feel, John.”

“Tight,” John’s eyes were closed and he was watching a light show in his head. He had never been so stoned, without being stoned. He could still think, but everything was so goofy.

The doctor did the other breast, evened them out, then looked at Shiela. “I assume you want the nipples to be appropriate in size?”

“Oh, yes.”

The doctor smiled and injected solution right underneath the nipples. They rose up nicely, and it looked like John was quite excited.

John gave a snore.

Everybody smiled.

“Glad somebody’s having a good time,” quipped the nurse.

An hour later John was all done. They woke him up and Shiela walked him out of the building. He wasn’t as goofy anymore, but he was dazed.

“Man, that’s strong stuff!”

Then he realized that he was holding his arms, folded, to hold up his new tits. He looked down at them.

“Wow.”

“They’re quite beautiful, John.”

“Yeah,” he muttered. “I’d like to see them on a girl.”

“That could be arranged,” Shiela commented with a smile.

“Oh, yeah.” He didn’t know what she was talking about.

“I think we better stop and get you some bras.”

“Bras? I need to wear a bra?”

“Absolutely. You don’t want to have baggy, old saggers, do you?”

“Well, I just never thought…”

Shiela waggled across town and stopped at Jeanette’s Bras right before the 405 freeway.

“Do I have to go in?” John was getting less dazed now, and more embarrassed.

“How are we going to fit you with a bra if you don’t bring your boobs?” Shiela wisecracked.

“Well, can’t you just buy them? Like…off the rack?”

“Nope. Those are for poor girls. And they fit like shit. We want something that fits your body, makes you proud.”

So they went in.

An hour later they came out. John had been measured and fitted and felt and…and nobody blinked at a man with tits! Apparently all of those 200,000 men who had gotten augmentation had gone to Jeanette’s for their bras.

John was wearing an uplifting contraption that made his boobs point forward. He had felt they were big before, but now they were super big!

“I can’t wait to see you in the permanent boobs,” said Shiela, hugging his arm. She was feeling a little wet over the situation.

“Me, either,” John spoke dourly. He wanted his manly chest back.

But it was not to be. He had started the journey, and now he had to finish it.

The next day they called Grace Mansfield and arranged a video conference. They all sat down, Grace in Florida and John and Shiela in Hollywood, and the discussion began.

“Grace, I’m a big fan, and you know John here, I’ve started him reading one of your books.

“Mr. Drew. I love your movies!” On the cell phone Grace was obvious as short and compact, well stacked, and with long, dark hair. She was also cheerful, sometimes too cheerful, like she thought the world was a joke.

But writers are often like that.

“We’d like to secure the rights to ‘Sissy Ride: The Book.”

“Make a movie out of one of my books?” Grace was stunned, but recovered quickly. “I’m amenable. What are we talking about price wise?”

“We were thinking about points.”

“Points?” Grace blinked. “What are points?”

“Points are percentage points of the profit. You won’t see anything up front, but when the movie goes into distribution you’ll get two percentage points of the profits.”

“So if the movie makes a thousand I’ll get $20.”

Shiela returned with, “And if the movie makes a million…”

Grace did the numbers in her head and breathed out… “$20,000”

“And a million projected is pretty…small. John’s movies have been making more. Much more.

“Two million…$40,000. Ten million…$200,000.”

Grace’s head was in the clouds doing mathematical computations.

“So is it a deal?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“Excellent. We’ll fax you the contract, you can fax it back, and we’ll start making your book into a movie.”

“Twenty million…$400,000.”

Shiela hung up and pushed papers into the fax machine. She tapped a number into the device and the contract started going to Florida.

John sat back. “Seemed like a nice girl.”

“Not too bright, though. What do you think she’ll do when she finds out we’re not going to distribute it, it’s all a shell game?”

“Well, at least she’ll have a nice story to tell.”

“Okay. It’s time to play dress up.”

John frowned. As an actor he was used to putting on costumes, to getting made up. But this was different. This wasn’t so much wardrobe as figuring out what he would be wearing for real life.

Dresses. And lingerie. And…make up.

“I called Chris and she agreed to do your make up.

“I assume she doesn’t want to be paid in points?” John spoke dryly.

“No,” Shiela laughed. “Union rates, but she’s willing to be paid in a month or two.

“What about wardrobe?”

“I’ll handle that. And I want a million dollars up front.”

“I’ll write you a check.”

They laughed.

Shiela took John’s hand and led him back to the bedroom. She kept looking back at him.

“What?”

“I love the way your breasts jiggle.”

John looked down at his massive chest. “And the doc wants to make them bigger.”

“Honey, they have to be bigger. You know that. How’s your dick?”

“It’s…soft.”

“Good. I want to put you in a gaff. We need you soft for the next month.”

“Heysoos,” he muttered. “I wish I’d had one last rodeo.”

“Come on, cheer up. It’ll be over before you know it. You’ll be back to the big, old stiff I know and love.”

He nodded, and she thought, Maybe.

The fact was, she really loved him this way.

It had only been a day and he was already acting differently. Without the source of his male pride he was just a more gentle man. And he had been a gentle soul to start with, so now he was super gentle.

He was, in a word, mentally feminine.

In the bedroom Shiela ransacked her closet.

Fortunately, being in Hollywood, and being an actress, she had lots of clothes. Lots and lots and lots.

She brought out nylons, a black dress with excellent cleavage, and a wig.

“A wig?” John mused, looking at the thing, holding it up and twirling it was watching how the hair stood out.

“Only until your own hair grows out.”

He smoothed the wig with his hand, “But we’re only going to be shooting for a month.”

“Oh, yeah. My mistake.” But inside she was wondering, Is it?

“Okay, Chris will be here soon, but there’s no reason we can’t get started with your nails.

“Nails?”

She laughed, sat him down at her vanity, and knelt to do his toes.

John watched as she worked on his nails.

As an actor he received manicures regularly, so his hands weren’t in bad shape. In short order his toes were painted and Shiela was working on his hands.

She glued long ovals onto his own nails and stroked bright, shiny red onto them.

“Now I know why girls call them claws,” he muttered.

“Claws, talons…” she shrugged. “Meow.”

He held up one hand and turned it this way and that. The nails were bloody red, lacquered to a fierce shine, and they looked sharp.

“So how do I pick my nose with these?”

“Girls don’t pick their noses. They use tissues.”

“This is going to be tough.”

Shiela leaned forward and kissed him. “Don’t tell anybody, but you’re turning me on.”

“Getting a wee bit wet down there, eh?”

“Dripping. Put a towel on the floor.”

He showed his teeth, “And you wanted me soft.”

She reached over to a small bottle and showed it to him. “Let me fit you in the gaff and I’ll give you one of these.”

They stared at each other hungrily.

KNOCK KNOCK!

“Come in!” yelled Shiela.

A moment and Chris Champagne walked down the hallway.

Chris was a babe, and she had changed her name when she had moved to Hollywood, and never changed it back.

“So, here’s our blushing boy.”

“Hi, Chris. You ready to do the magic?”

Shiela and Chris shared a quick hug, then Chris walked around and studied John.

“Wow, you got some nice ones.” She reached out and cupped his boob.

“Hey!”

“Get used to it, boober boy.”

“Boober boy?”

She ignored him. “Let’s me get the wig set up, then we’ll do the make up, then we can pop the wig on him. Do you want him pierced?”

“Absolutely.”

“Pierced?”

“Especially his tongue. We can fasten him to a door knocker.”

“What?”

The girls giggled.

“Okay, here we go.”

Chris brushed his hair back and put a strip of adhesive across his scalp line, then she started in on the make up.

She was quick and efficient. She cleansed his skin and put on the primer. “I assume you want make up for shooting? Not just for a little day to day activity?”

“Lay it on him. We’re shooting stills this afternoon. You want to go to dinner after the shoot?”

“Absolutely.”

“Hey! I can’t go to dinner with…with…”

“With make up on? Why not? I’ll tone it down so you don’t look like a clown. You’ll love it. Nibbling on salads like a rabbit with those bloody claws.”

John muttered a dirty word and the girls just laughed.

“Come on. The camera is a’waitin’.

Chris put foundation on, blush, brought out his cheeks, shifted the whole focus of his face.

“You oughta think about liposuction,” she observed at one point. Get your chubby cheeks in real shape.”

“I don’t have chubby cheeks.”

“For a woman you do. And while you’re at it, you should take some of the flab out of your love handles, put it in your butt, reshape your body.”

John snorted.

Shiela pondered. Why he got his real boobs, he’d be out for the operation…maybe she should talk to the doc. It certainly would help him look more feminine.

Chris painted his lips, and she was done.

Shiela had pierced his lobes and given him big hoops, then she had put on his wig and adjusted it and given him bangs.

Chris had transformed his face so that there was no way anybody would ever tumble to him as a man.

“Holy, moley, Batman!” John whistled. “What happened to John?”

“John took a walk on the wild side. Are you ready for the dress and the gaff?”

“I guess.” He wasn’t. but…in for a penny in for a pound.

John took his underpants off and Chris watched avidly. “How comes he’s not hard? When I dress men up they usually get hard.”

“Doctor gave him a shot to help him keep his manhood under control.”

“Really?”

“Yep. Depo Provera.”

“I thought that was banned.”

“Not anymore.”

John was sitting on the side of the bed, waiting for Shiela to hand him the gaff.

“So he can’t really feel anything?”

“He can feel everything, and it feels good, just as good as when he’s hard, but he can’t get hard.”

“Wow! I need some of that for my boy friend. His dick is so obnoxious. Always wanting to poke me, and then so disrespectful. Did you know his penis spits at me?”

The girls were playing with him, John knew that.

“No! Really? Well, John won’t be getting hard unless I give him a pill, and then he might not even be able to spit.”

“Oh, Lordy. Take two and call me in the morning.”

“Hardy har har,” muttered John.

“Can I feel his dick?”

“Hey!” said John.

“Of course,” smiled Shiela.

Chris reached down and picked up his slack member. It lay in her hand, an unmoving slug.

“Wow.”

“Okay, enough already.”

But Chris wasn’t done. “Can I suck on it?”

“No!”

“Sure.”

Chris put her mouth on him and sucked.

“I can deep throat him,” she bragged, her voice garbled by the dick in her mouth.

“Can you get his balls in your mouth, too?”

“Sure.”

John sat, totally humiliated, and sighed.

Then Chris backed off and Shiela handed him the gaff.

A gaff is like shrunken underwear, very tight, designed to hold everything in place.

“Lay back, John.”

John lay back on the bed and Shiela pushed his testicles into the little cavities from which they had descended when he was a baby. She pushed his penis back between his legs, and the penis helped keep his testicles up. Then she pulled the gaff up tight.

John groaned. Just because he was limp didn’t mean he enjoyed having his package reduced and crammed into a small space.

“Come on, stand up.”

Chris helped him stand, and it was difficult.

“How’s it feel?”

“Uh, terrible.”

“You know what I mean. Can you last through a shoot like this?”

“My dick…it’s…uncomfortable.”

Shiela pulled off the gaff and sighed in relief. Relief was short lived, however.

Chris pulled his dick between his legs and taped it up with medical tape. Now he was really condensed, and the Shiela pulled the gaff up again.

John’s peeny was pulled back so far he had to walk a little bent over.

“You’re going to have to retape it so I can walk normal.”

“No way,” the girls chimed.

They put him in a corset first, then into the black dress, and it was built to accentuate. Suddenly his breasts looked even bigger!

“The way you are makes you pooch out your butt.”

“Baby’s got back.”

“That’s the way woman walks.”

“Especially in high heels.” The girls looked at each other delightedly.

Shiela brought out a pair of high heels. “They’re a little big for me, but they should fit you perfectly.”

The heels were black and had little straps behind the heels and over the foot.

“Take a step.”

John took a step and almost fell over.

“Come on, you can do it.”

“I can’t.”

“Every girl can wear heels. They learn when they’re 12 years old. If a twelve year old can wear heels, then so can you!”

They worked with him then, back and forth across the room, and he actually did pretty well.

“They’re a little loose,” he said, at one point.

“No prob.”

Shiela pulled the top buckles tight and inserted little padlocks. “Your poor, little tootsie won’t be slipping and sliding now.” She put her hands on her hips and smiled large.

And it was true. He was buckled in with nowhere to go.

They walked him out of the bedroom and down the hall to the foyer. He had a mirror in the bedroom, but this one was wide enough for all three.

They stood in front of the mirror and John was amazed. If somebody didn’t know, they wouldn’t be able to tell which was not a girl.

“Holy Swiss Cheese,” he whispered, observing his thin waist, his large breasts, the way the corset made his hips flare out. His hair flowed down over his shoulders and his lips looked red and kissable.

In fact, the girls took turns sampling him, pecking at his lips, getting all excited, loving the way he looked.

“You ain’t no manly man no more,” chortled Chris.

“Nope, you is a womanly woman.”

The girls cracked up, and wanted to kiss him some more, but it was time for the shoot.


Part Two

They went next door to shoot stills.

The house next door was up for sale, there was no realtor lock on the back door and John still had a key from the last owners. So they went in, set up lights, and John began posing.

Shooting stills is fun, and it’s hot work.

Chris kept having to powder John to keep him from showing perspiration.

Shiela worked the camera, and she was constantly moving around.

John struck a pose, held still, she shot it from several angles, then moved to another pose, another position, a redo on the lighting, or pushing furniture around, whatever was needed to make the shots look like they were real and not in a make do studio.

“John! Bend forward, we need to let your boobs hang.”

“Why?” asked Chris.

“So people won’t doubt they are really his.”

Chris moved forward to powder him, and pulled his dress down and stepped back.

Click.

“Hey!” John protested. But the girls were in hysterics, and started demanding more.

“We want cheesecake!” yelled Chris.

“Come on, John, don’t be a party pooper.”

Both girls sang:

“Every party wants a pooper

that’s why we invited you.

Party pooper, party pooper!

Hardy har,” grumped John.

But Chris kept pulling at his clothes, and the girls were having so much fun, and nobody was ever going to see these shots…John started getting into it.

He flipped up his dress and showed his ass. The lighting made it look like there was no package, and even the gaff sort of blended into his skin.

He pulled down his dress and bounced his boobs at them.

“This is great, John. Look, these are much more natural. I can do a little photoshop and we can actually use some of this stuff.

So John got more and more into it.

Then, while Chris was dusting him, he grabbed her, bent her back, and smooched her good.

Click. Click.

“Oh, my God! That’s hot!”

Click. Click.

Finally, near dinner time, they were done. They took everything out of the house and stored it in John’s garage.

“Who’s for dinner?” asked Chris.

“Me!” agreed Shiela.

“Viagra,” said John.

The girls looked at him.

“Really?”

“You’re going to spoil it all now?”

“Spoil for you…I need my dick back!”

“Why?”

“I miss it!”

Shiela sighed and went and got him a pill. She gave it to him and he popped it dry and grinned.

“Oh, baby. You’re gonna get it tonight.”

Chris sighed. She wanted some, too. But John was Shiela’s.

They headed down town to Charley Coyote’s.

Charley Coyote’s is the hot spot in LA. A five star restaurant during the day, it was the swinging place to be at night. It was so hot the A list actors had to stand in line and hope to be admitted.

Fortunately, the staff knew John and Shiela well, and they managed to duck under the rope and beat about 100 people in the line.

They walked across the dance area—it was still a little early and only a few people were dancing—and out to the patio eating area.

They sat around a glass table in a corner of the patio. They were walled by wrought iron and roses. A single bumblebee hovered over open flowers and swooped in for a drink.

“Good evening!” Juan, the waiter, said with a grin and an accent. “Drinks first?”

“You betcha. Margaritas with salt. Cold. Slushy. Filled with alcohol.

“We don’t serve alcohol,” he said blandly, which made everybody laugh. Then he showed his teeth. “Well, maybe a little. And where is your funny husband tonight, senorita?” he asked Shiela.

John blinked, but wasn’t noticed by the young Mexican waiter.

In his mind he was John. In his body he…wasn’t. Juan knew him well, and yet had not recognized him!

“I left that drudge at home. You know Chris. Do you know Jane?”

Juan greeted John/Jane and smiled and asked, “Do you know what you would like to eat? Or do you need a few minutes?”

“Three steak salads.” Shiela glanced at Chris, who nodded. She didn’t bother looking at John.

Shiela was feeling big, and powerful, and in charge. Suddenly she knew what it felt like to a man when he walked into a place with a babe on his arm.

It felt good, like she was in charge.

John looked at her, but didn’t object.

The drinks arrived quickly and John was cautioned not to gulp like a man.

And how to sit, and how to place his hands and how to…everything.

“Come on,” he complained.

“Honey, you have to learn all this for the movie,” Shiela said smoothly.

“Oh, man,” John muttered, then he blinked, and started to sit up, but instead leaned forward.

“What?” asked Shiela.

“Viagra,” he gritted his teeth.

Chris guffawed, then leaned over to Shiela. He’s getting a stiffie, and it’s got no place to go.”

“Is that it, John? Are you getting a bad, old stiffie?”

The girls thought it was hilarious, but John was wiggling and moving around and trying to get relief.

But his dick was taped between his legs and it felt like it was going to break in two.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered.

But the salads arrived and the two girls looked at each other.

“What do we do?” asked Chris.

“I’m not going to do anything.”

“Oh, please,” John begged. “I need relief.”

“It looks like he’s really hurting,” whispered Chris.

Shiela contemplated John. “If you want to take him out and jack him off…be my guest.”

John stared at his wife open mouthed.

Chris started to laugh, caught herself, and grabbed John’s hand.

“Come along, Jane. Mama Chris will help you out.”

She led him out the back door and to the Maserati. John was walking bent over. He couldn’t believe how much it hurt.

Chris led him into the bushes in front of the car. There was a high school athletic field beyond a wire fence, and she quickly lifted his skirt and pulled down his gaff. She ripped the tape off his dick and he gave a half scream, then sighed in relief.

“Oh, God!” he whispered.

Chris watched him, her lips twisted in a smile. “John, I can’t tell you how hot this all is.”

“Oh.” He could feel his testicles descending.

“Yes,” she said, and she reached between his legs and gripped him.

He looked at her.

“She said to masturbate you.”

“Well, yeah, but…”

“So…squirt.”

He stood in shock as she stroked him.

She watched him, saw his emotions travel the gamut.

She kissed him. A long, slow, passionate kiss.

He began to move his hips back and forth, and she smiled into his kiss.

“Oh, God!” he cried out.

But he couldn’t cum.

But at least he was free.

After a few minutes Chris realized he wasn’t going to climax. “Well, I guess we should go in.”

He looked down at his dingus. It was big and firm in her small hand. “Uh…”

“Yeah, what do we do with this?” She shook it.

They stood for a moment in thought, then she reached down and pulled his corset up and pushed his weenie under the lip of the thing.

It was a tight fit, but she managed to get it to stick up under the garment.

It was tight, but not painful. Felt pretty good, actually.

“Okay,” she said, pulling down his dress. “Let’s go eat.”

They walked back into the restaurant, her holding his hand and smiling.

They sat down at the table and Shiela gave them a searching look. “Did he squirt?”

“Nope,” and there was a certain amount of satisfaction in Chris’s answer.

Shiela smiled broadly. “I didn’t think so. Did you sit on his dick?”

“I didn’t think you wanted me to do that,” Chris explained.

“Oh, it’s fine with me. After all, he’s not going to squirt, and I like him like this.”

“Like what?” asked John. He was feeling weird. A little drunk and a little stoned.

“Like horny, like soft. Like a real, pink man.”

“A real pink man…I don’t feel…I’m okay…but…everything is weird.”

Shiela blinked and realized: “Oh, crap. You’re not supposed to drink and take the viagra at the same time.”

“I’m not? I mean, I feel okay…just…weird.”

“You look okay.”

“Why don’t you eat. Put some food into your belly.”

He looked at the steak salad. “Rabbit food.”

“Girls who wish to be slender food,” responded Chris. “Can I fuck him later?”

“Sure. We can take turns on him. His dick should be up for the night.”

“But I can’t cum?” asked John as if he was trying to figure things out.

Both girls smiled.

So they ate, and the girls kept ordering drinks, and John went on feeling weird.

And then they went back home.

John woke up the next morning with girls on each side of him. they were snuggled, and he felt their breasts pressed against him. And his boobs.

He felt okay. In fact, he felt pretty good. Except that his dick felt like it had been through the meat grinder.

He remembered the hours of the girls working over him. Sitting on him, sucking him, playing with his balls.

They had even put their fingers up his backside and told him that was what it felt like to a girl.

He had squealed, but…it had felt sort of good.

Maybe there was something to this ‘being a girl’ thing.

He slipped out from between them and headed for the kitchen. He made a mess of pancakes, and the aroma drifted through the house and woke the girls. They entered the kitchen, Shiela in a peignoir, and Chris in a short nightie. They snuggled up against him, kissed him, and sat down and demanded food.

“Come on!” Shiela complained. “If we’re going to service you all night the least you can do is feed us!”

They all sat and absorbed the pancakes and butter and tons of syrup.

“What’s on the agenda today?” asked Chris.

“We need to make him up and shoot the first scenes.”

“So fast?”

“Yep. We have a tight schedule.”

Chris frowned, but went along with the program.

They set up in the next door house and for this scene John had to be a man.

He had to kiss his movie wife good bye, and return to his computer room where he perused lots of filthy porn.

Chris dressed him like a man, and he hated it. She had to bind his chest to hide his boobs, take him out of his wonderful woman wear, and put on male make up.

Still it went smoothly, and by late afternoon the shoot was done.

Chris was a little unhappy, however.

“What’s the prob?” asked Shiela as they all sat down to dinner.

“You guys are moving fast. You’re not even taking time to memorize lines. You just make it up on the go.”

“So?”

“It makes me feel like this whole thing is a gag. That you’re not really making a movie.”

John and Shiela exchanged glances.

“Okay. I knew it. So what’s really going on?”

With a sigh, John told her about needing a write off, how this whole thing was an excuse for him to have boobs, which were a write off, and how if he managed to pull this off, he would be able to distribute his earlier movie.

“So that’s it,” Chris pondered, and her eyes took on a far away look.

“So we’re really going to pay you,” John leaned across the table, looking like a man.

Still, there was something so soft about him now. This whole thing was changing him.

“Look, Chris,” said Shiela, “who do I demand for my make up on set?”

“You do.”

“And I’ll continue doing that.”

Chris sat back and grinned. “Oh, boy. I get to black mail you!”

“Within reason,” responded Shiela.

“Okay, John has to demand me, too.”

“You keep sitting on my dick and I’ll demand you, all right.”

They all chuckled at that.

“Okay, I’m in, but…”

“Yes?”

“Who are you going to get to be the neighbor girl in your script?”

John and Shiela had figured they could splice in some shots of neighbors, staring, gawking, acting shocked, but they hadn’t thought about the woman who was to discover the hero’s secret in the movie. The neighbor lady who blackmailed him.

“We, uh…we’re sort of doing this one step at a time.”

“How about me?”

Now John and Shiela looked at their friend, scrutinized her carefully, like producers inspecting actors for a role.

“We don’t really have any choice,” John reached forward and tilted Chris’s chin so he could see her in the light.

“She’s certainly good looking enough. Can you act?”

“Be a mean bitch and blackmail John for his dick? I think I can do that.”

John snorted. “Sounds like typecasting to me.”

“Hey!” protested Chris happily.

And it was settled.

They shot the movie all week.

As Chris had observed, the dialogue wasn’t written in cement, so they improvised, made up jokes, and the thing actually started to look pretty good.

Friday came and they had enough in the can to satisfy any IRS auditors that a movie really was happening. The doctor gave them a hefty bill for boobs, and John’s accountant rubbed his hands together and began filling out forms.

Then he looked up at John.

He was amazed. John was Jane. A woman. He traveled the streets as a woman. He walked and talked like a woman. For all intents and purposes he was a woman.

“What about this movie thing? The IRS might want to check on it and—“

“It’s half in the can right now. We’ve got plenty to show the IRS, should they ask.”

“Well, they probably would, so…make it look good.”

They continued shooting the movie, and now they were really getting into it. It was a lark, they were free to create in the manner in which they wished, and it was fun.

And the IRS did demand to see the footage.

That was okay, that was why they had filmed it all. Except… “Nobody sees this stuff,” demanded John. “It is not a finished product, we’re still working on things like backers and we need to sell it to a major studio. If it gets out then we won’t be able to pay taxes again. Ever again.”

The IRS agents nodded somberly, and walked out with the raw film.

And when the door closed Shiela and Chris and John whooped it up.

They poured bourbon and Coke, they had champagne, they called friends—friends who could be trusted with John’s secret life—and partied.

A Hollywood party takes on a life of its own.

People smell a party, photographers show up and try to peer over walls, clothes tend to get lost, there’s enough booze to swim in, and a grand time is had by all.

Especially by John.

He drank, was dressed like a man, and he whooped it up like it was Christmas.

And, as the night progressed, he grew sad.

He danced, drank, and…sat down in a far corner of the patio.

Shiela came up and sat down next to him. She had observed his good cheer leaving, and she cared.

“What’s going on, John.”

“Oh, I don’t know.”

“Come on. Don’t make me get out the thumbscrews. Tell mama all.”

He sighed heavily. He looked at his chest, which was big, but bound and hiding.

“I like these tits.”

“You like your tits.”

“I do. I love to walk in high heels and feel them jiggle. I love it when my ass sways.”

He looked t her seriously. “I even like it when I feel men’s eyes on me.”

“Do you want a man?”

He shook his head.

“I’m an actor. I just want people to cheer for me and appreciate me.”

“So why not keep them?”

“Because somebody would find out.”

“Who?”

“I don’t know. Some paparazzi. Some photog with a long range lens on a Costa Rican beach. They’d find out…they always do.”

And that was the sad truth of Hollywood. People always found out. The bigger the secret, the more chance it would be ferreted out.

“I’m sorry, John.”

He looked at her.

“I really am. I love you with boobs. I love you like a woman. It’s like I’m a dirty lesbian…with all the benefits.”

They grinned at her phraseology.

“Well, I guess I’ll make an appointment to have them removed.”

“Wait a couple of weeks. We can go somewhere if you want. Enjoy them. Wouldn’t you like to be a woman for a while longer?”

“Yeah. I sure would.”

So it was decided. A couple of weeks and he would have his implants removed.

Except…One morning a week later he woke up to frantic ringing of the phone, and when he walked through the house, still sleepy, he heard pounding on the front door.

“John?” Shiela asked, a little frightened.

John shook his head and shrugged.

Then the flash of lights lit the room. There were reporters at the rear picture window and they were snapping pictures like mad.

John ran back to his room and grabbed a robe. Crap. He had been in a bra, and if somebody got a picture of him in a bra…!

Now covered, he walked down the hallway and looked out the window in the kitchen.

Reporters. A horde of them. With cameras. They were creating a dull rumble.

No way John was going to open the door and face that crowd.

He tapped the intercom to the front door and asked, “Yes?”

“John!” The voice must have been speaking directly into the intercom, but it was hard to hear because of the rumble of the other reporters.

“Yes?”

“What do you have to say about the pictures of you as a woman?”

John closed the intercom and turned and leaned against the wall. Oh, my God!”

Shiela came out of the hallway. “What is it?”

“I don’t know. Somebody said pictures of me as a woman.”

“They know?” Shiela’s face was pale now.

They went into the living room and closed the curtains so they couldn’t be seen. They turned on the TV and watched in horror.

Stills from the movie.

Him prancing around in lingerie. Him being kissed by Chris as the neighbor. Him in panties and bra. Him. Him. Him.

He sank back.

“The IRS,” breathed Shiela.

“They leaked the film.”

“Oh, my God!”

The sun came up, and John got rid of the reporters by doing two things, calling the police, and turning on the sprinkler system.

They ate breakfast, stirring mush idly and watching it congeal.

The IRS had leaked their movie to the world.

There was no way he could keep his secret.

What would happen to his career?

Chris showed up at noon. She had to brave the sprinkler system and pound on the door and shout out who she was before they let her in.

“They leaked the film!” Chris complained as she took off her wet clothes.

“Yes, they did,” muttered John.

“What are you going to do?”

“I don’t know.”

And he didn’t. He imagined his career over. He imagined being sued. When a guy is under the boot in Hollywood every body sues him. That’s just the way of the town.

But, at four that afternoon he received a text.

“Call me.” It was his agent.

John didn’t want to call anybody. He wanted to shrink into a hole and shovel dirt on top of himself.

But he had a pretty good agent, and the fellow deserved answers, so he picked up his cell and tapped the number.

“Johnny Boy!” His agent chortled gleefully.

“Hey, Sam. I guess you’ve seen the news.”

“I have, and why didn’t you tell me you were going to do this?”

Sam sounded pretty darned happy for a guy who was about to jettison his biggest up and coming talent.

“It was for taxes. I needed a write off and—never mind.”

“Well, it’s the smartest thing I’ve ever seen.”

“What?”

“I’ve got invites from all the news agencies, they want interviews. The View wants you on. All the late night programs. I’ve got offers for movies, magazine people want interviews, and…”

Sam went on and on, and John listened in amazement.

“Finally, he cut in. “Sam, are you kidding me?”

“Nope. I’ve been pushing the idea that you are a dedicated actor who will do anything for a part, but there are offers, from some of the big companies, for you to do a trans movie. And…”

Sam went on and on, and finally John made his excuses and hung up. He turned to Shiela and Chris. “Did you hear?”

“Oh, my God! You just landed on the total A list!”

“Welcome to the big time!”

“What are we going to do about the movie and the IRS?”

And, “You might not have to take those tits off.”

And they were all smiling.

John sued the IRS, and won.

He and Shiela hit the news circuit and gave interviews, with him dressed as a woman.

He didn’t mention that he was trying to get a write off, merely held to the story that he would do whatever to make a part good.

Chris moved in and got her jollies riding John and laughing when he couldn’t cum.

And maybe John couldn’t cum, but he sure could go…to the bank. He was worth millions, possibly zillions, and he fixed his production company. He cleaned up the first film and began producing sequels.

Zowie! He was having fun!

And he was having fun looking like a woman.


Epilogue

“You’re sure about this?” asked John.

“Oh, I am so very, very sure.”

They were standing in the bedroom. He was wearing lingerie and a peignoir. His breasts were big and beautiful, and the nipples were very, very stiff.

Shiela was wearing matching lingerie, and she was tightening the straps of a strap on. A big penis jutted out from her junction.

She smiled and turned to him and his heart caught at the sight of her big, black dick.

“You’re going to put that in me?” he gulped.

“Come on, Johnny Boy. this is going to be easy.”

“But it’s so big!”

“It only look big on the outside. Once it’s on the inside you’ll want even more.

A tap at the bedroom door. “Okay in there?”

“Come on in!”

Chris walked in, wearing lingerie and an even bigger dick.

“That’s too big,” muttered John, eyeing the big dingus.

Both girls smiled, then Chris turned to Shiela. “You can do him first. Stretch him out for me.”

“Will do, girlfriend.”

The girls hugged, their penises battling, then turned to John.

“Up on the bed, Johnny Boy,” said Chris.

“On all fours.”

“And you’re sure I need to do this?”

“Johnny Boy,” sighed Chris in exasperation. “How are you ever going to be a real woman unless you experience everything.” She held her penis up and shook it.

“Oh, my—“

“Come on. Up on the bed now,” Shiela pushed him, and he turned and crawled onto the bed.

John groaned as they greased him up. They both insisted on lubricating him, and he felt their hands competing to push enough lube into him.

Then Shiela moved up behind him, put the tip of her big weenie to his button, and said, “Here we go, honey.”

She pushed, and John’s eyes widened.

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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