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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!
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A Note from the Author!

You know the old saying, ‘Common sense isn’t really all that common!’

Jeff proves that when he takes a video of him and his wife having a little fun.

He really shouldn’t have.

Lana, you see, comes up with the perfect payback, and Jeff discovers life after sex!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Jeff loved his wife. And well he should.

Lana worked out daily to make sure that her boobs were high and tight. She was into the latest fashions, which showed off her body.

Her face was smooth, no lines, but with plump lips and expressive, blue eyes.

Her hair was a shimmy of blonde that fell over her shoulders.

She was the total package, and she loved Jeff.

“Ha! You going out with that skank still?” Jeff laughed at his co-worker.

Barney frowned. “You shouldn’t talk that way.”

“Hey, I can talk that way because I have a babe waiting for me at home.”

“Uh oh,” muttered Sam, throwing a card down. “Here comes the big talker again.”

There were five of them and they liked to play cards during lunch. They sold cars, made money, and tossed it around during breaks.

And it seemed like they were always doing one up man ship type stuff.

Who drove the fastest car, who sold the most cars, who had the sexiest girlfriend. Or wife in Jeff’s case.

“I’m no big talker,” boasted Jeff. “I’ve got a babe at home, and she puts out plenty. I get sex every day and twice on Sunday.”

“Probably a hand job,” snickered Sam.

“Hey!” Jeff complained.

But the others were tired of his contest badgering. Sure, he had a looker for a wife, but the way he talked she was better in the sack than all their girlfriends put together.

“Hand job? He’s lucky if he gets that! She probably makes him jack off.”

Barney got in on the ragging. “Hey, honey, I feel like it. Can I jack off on your toes?”

Jeff frowned. “What the hell! I get plenty, not like you guys.”

They laughed. Another hand was dealt.

“Yeah. You’re a big talker, Jeffie. But let’s face it. It’s all talk.”

“Yeah?”

The other guys were smirking as they checked out their cards.

“Yeah?” Jeff took a couple of paces and stared the his friends. “You guys wouldn’t be saying such stuff if you knew!”

“But we do know,” quipped Sam. “We know that you have to ask your wife for permission to masturbate.”

More chuckles. Then Barney raised his voice and mocked Jeff. “Please, honey. I haven't cum for a year. Can I play with myself?”

They were laughing harder now, and Oscar said, “Not tonight, honey, your hand has a headache.”

Now they were busting their guts.

“Please, honey, can I at least look at it?”

“You looked at it last year.”

Jeff stomped out of the break area. They were his friends, but some times they went too far.

He went into his office and sat down in his swivel.

Fuckers. They were the ones who were probably begging for hand jobs.

What made it worse was that he and Lana hadn’t been having much sex lately.

Nobody’s fault, they were just too busy. She had her period, then he had been sick for a week, and…they just hadn’t gotten around to it.

But, man, he would like to show those bozo’s a thing or two. He’d like to show them what really went on in his bedroom. Then they’d—

He stopped thinking. An idea had burst over him. What if he did show them? He could set up a camera, then he’d show them. Lana would never know, and…damn it! He could do it!

Grinning, he tilted his swivel back and put his feet up on his desk.

Man, he was going to show those bozos. They weren’t going to mess with him after this!

He began to plan how he was going to do it.

“Hey, honey! How was your day?”

Lana smiled from the kitchen sink where she was peeling potatoes. “Everything’s fine here. How was your day?”

“Oh, so so. I sold a couple of cars. Good day.”

“Excellent. I bought some orange sherbet for you. I know that’s your favorite.”

“Mmm. Great. Well, I’m going to go take a shower.”

“Okay. Dinner in a half.”

“You got it.”

Jeff headed back to the bedroom. As soon as he was there he got out his video camera. He cut a piece of duc tape and covered the red light that shown when he was recording. He adjusted the camera for low light, then he made a space on the top shelf of his trophy wall. All his bowling trophies were there, and he placed the camera behind a big one. The camera was fully charged, and all he had to do was turn it on. He had a remote to do that, and he set the remote on his bedside table.

He checked everything, stuck his head out the door and looked down the hallway to make sure Lana was still peeling potatoes, then stripped his clothes off and hopped into the shower.

Oh, man1 Oh, man! He was going to get the proof! He was going to make those guys eat their words.

They ate dinner, and it was delicious. Lana had cooked a mess of short ribs, made a big plate of mashed potatoes, and then there was the sherbet. Mmmm.

After dinner Jeff served the drinks, and he kept serving them. He knew that if Lana drank a little extra she’d get real horny. Just the way he liked her.

They sat outside on the patio for a while and watched the sunset, they watched a little TV, Jeff rubbed her feet and kept bring her drinks, and by eleven o’clock he knew it was time.

And he knew that she was feeling pretty good.

In fact, she initiated the love making!

“Let’s go, honey. It’s time to have some fun.”

They sauntered down the hall, stopping to kiss a bit, to grope each other, and they were really in the mood when they walked into the bedroom.

Lana turned down the bed, and while her back was turned Jeff clicked the remote. He didn’t hear a thing, but he was sure the camera was now recording everything.

She unbuttoned her dress, doing a little strip tease, showing off her body.

He undid his pants and slid them off.

She was clad in bra and panties, and she had never looked so delicious. Her breasts so large, her buns so perfectly shaped.

She hefted her tits at him, blew him kisses, and acted just like the wanton slut he wanted her to look like.

Boy oh boy! Was he was going to show those idiots who the man was? Or what!

He took off his shirt and she came to him, rubbed her body up and down against him, pressing her big tits against his chest.

Then she pulled his underwear down and went to slurp city.

Jeff groaned as he felt her velvet lips running up and down on his meat pole.

When she straightened up he pushed her back on the bed and went down on her. He made grunting sounds, which encouraged her to get vocal, and he hoped the camera was getting all their carryings on.

Finally, on to the bed, and he had rally prepared her. Doggy style, cowgirl style, reverse cowgirl style. She even did him Amazon style!

For a half hour they played, getting raunchier and raunchier, and, finally, she had an orgasm or four, and he had one, and they were done.

They lay on the bed on their backs. Gasping. Looking at the ceiling.

Then Jeff turned his head slightly and looked up at the trophy shelf and smiled.

Lana began to breath deeply, then she gave a couple of sighs, and slipped into a deep sleep.

Jeff waited a few minutes, then he slid out of bed, went to the chair under the trophy shelf and stepped up. A quick reach and he had the camera.

Lana lay quietly. Breathing softly.

Grinning, he headed down the hallway to the computer room. It only took him a minute to download the video, and then transfer it over to his cell phone.

Satisfied, gloating—he was going to show those guys!—he returned to bed and slipped under the covers. Shortly he was dreaming sweet dreams.

The next day Jeff kept his high excitement under control. He greeted Lana good morning, they ate a quick breakfast, then he was off to the daily grind.

In his pocket was his cell phone with the evidence of what a hot wife he had, and what a spectacular lover he was.

He arrived chuckling, and went to work. He couldn’t stop thinking about how clever he was, and how impressed the guys were going to be. He was so thrilled he sold a car before lunch. Very difficult to do.

Lunch came and he was in the upstairs room playing cards with the guys. And he kept snickering.

“All right, Jeff. What’s so darned funny.”

“Oh, nothing,” he kept a straight face with just a hint of humor and self satisfaction on it. He wanted the guys to ask for this. Better to look like he was a bit reluctant; he didn’t want to look like a complete lech, though that was what he was.

A minute later Barney threw his cards down. “Okay. Out with it, Jeff.”

“Oh…nothing. I just, well, you guys don’t want to know.”

“With a teaser like that…” Oscar commented wryly. “You’d better tell us what’s up.”

“I just happen to have a video of the hottest thing you will ever see.”

The guys perked up. Even Ted, who didn’t talk much, was interested.

“You got porn on you?”

“Oh, just a little bit.”

“Well, come on. Give.”

“Let’s see!”

So Jeff sighed and took out his cell phone. He had a big screen iphone and he turned it so everybody could see it, then he started the video.

It was a little dark and for a minute nobody could tell it was him. Besides, his face was towards his wife’s pussy.

“Whoa! Somebody’s eating lunch.”

“What a chow hound!”

“Look at that guy go!”

But after a minute Barney said, “Wait a minute, who’s that girl?”

They all peered, and for a moment Lana’s face was quite visible.

“Holy shit! Is that…”

“It is!”

They all glanced at Jeff. The mood had changed subtly. Everybody was still locked in, but there was a hint of wariness in the air, and a tinge of…disgust.

Jeff didn’t notice that, however, he was basking in a combination of earlier praise and his own fantasy of what he was seeing.

In his mind he was ‘da man!’

On the screen Jeff and Lana were on the bed, and things got wilder. They made ribald remarks and explored positions. It was obvious that Lana was scratching his back, and Jeff said, “I can show you the scratches.”

The guys ignored him, just watched, and now there was no hoots nor hollers.

And the video ended.

Silence.

Jeff: “Eh? What’d I tell you? Is she hot or what?”

“Yeah, she’s good looking,” but Barney wasn’t enthusiastic.

“She’s a looker all right. Oh, jeez, I got to see Jim in Parts.”

And the guys filtered out one by one.

Jeff scratched his head. What was wrong with those guys? Didn’t they like good porn? Hadn’t he proved what a lover he was?

Sighing, he put away his cell phone and headed back to work.

Lana was smiling when she got up that morning. Damn! She and Jeff had really gotten it on! She blushed thinking of all the nasty things his tongue had done to her. Even though she had just had a handful of orgasms, she was getting wet down there.

She got up and showered and dressed, then had breakfast.

Jeff seemed quite happy, too.

Well, that was one of the secrets of a good marriage. Make sure the sex is out of this world good!

After Jeff had gone to work she did the dishes, collected the laundry, and was looking forward to seeing her friend, Sally, for brunch.

She saw a shirt in the computer room as she passed through the hallway and did a quick detour to pick it up, and saw the video camera sitting on Jeff’s desk.

Hunh. She didn’t remember  him filming anything. In fact, the last time he had the camera out was to film a drunken barbecue. That had been fun, and she picked the camera up to return it to the bedroom shelf it usually sat upon.

And noticed the little square of duc tape over the red light.

She frowned. What was that for?

She picked at the duc tape and got an edge up, then peeled it off.

She flicked the little bit of duc tape into the trash can and smiled. There. Nice and neat.

She opened the side screen to. make sure it was fully charged, and…frowned.

The scene that came up was dark, but strangely familiar.

She peered, tilted her head slightly, and tried to make it out.

Well, maybe running a few scenes would tell her. So she pressed the replay button and watched. She had a half happy smile, the residue of great lovemaking, on her face when the video started. In a minute, though, the smile had erased. Deleted like it had never been.

Jeff had filmed their lovemaking.

At first she just watched. Puzzled, but her face a mask.

In her mind the question WHY?

She played it to the end, sitting down in his swivel to watch it.

Why? she asked herself. Why would he film them?

She was sitting, pondering, cogitating, and suddenly looked at his computer.

On a whim, her hands moving intuitively, she pressed the space bar.

Jeff had forgotten to turn his computer off and it woke up. On the screen was the video she had just watched.

Why? Why had he transferred the video to his computer? It was a weak ‘why,’ because people often downloaded videos.

But this was of them having sex, so she had more than a passing interest.

She reached forward and clicked his mouse. The Airdrop program opened up.

Airdrop, used to move things from the computer to a cellphone.

But why would he…unless…he was going to…and a sinking sensation opening up in the pit of Lana’s belly.

He had downloaded their sex video to his cell, and why would he do that unless…unless he planned to show it to somebody.

Lana was frozen for a long moment, her mind trying to come to grips with betrayal.

He couldn’t, he wouldn’t, he didn’t…

But the proof was right there.

At least, most of the proof.

She didn’t know for sure he had shown the video to anybody, even thought the circumstances…she had to know that he hadn’t just put it in his phone for his own enjoyment.

But Jeff wasn’t one of those guys who used his cell phone for reading and Facebutt and all that sort of thing.

He used his cell for work.

She sat, her mind going into a very dark place. Her heart turning into vinegar. Her mind blanking out and carrying only her unanswered questions.

Her cell phone rang.

She looked at it dully.

Sally.

She picked it up.

“Hey, girlfriend! I’m here. Where are you? We had an appointment and…”

Lana began to cry. Big, vicious sobs that threatened to explode her heart with every spasm.

“Lana? Lana?”

“Wha…wha…wha…”

“Are you at home?”

“Wha…yu…yu…yeah.”

“Stay there. I’ll be right over.”

Sally Rogers was a good looking woman. An old college friend, she and Lana shared so many likes, and back in the day they had even shared a boyfriend or two.

Now she sat in the swivel, Lana sniffing softly beside her, and watched the video.

She watched silently, and it was hot, but it was also…wrong.

Sure, couples sometimes filmed themselves doing the dirty, but this was something more. This was downloaded to his computer, then transferred to his cell. At least, that was the conclusion.

“You don’t really have any proof,” Sally murmured.

“But I know. And you know. He did it.”

“Sure looks that way. But…” Sally turned to Lana. “We need proof. Corroboration. A smoking gun.”

Lana drew in air and had a difficult time breathing it out.

“Okay, kid. Here’s what we’re going to do. We’re going to go into the kitchen. I’ll make lunch and we’ll have a drink or four, and we’ll discuss this. Okay?”

Lana was just a puddle, and she nodded helplessly.

“Then come on,” Sally took Lana’s hand and pulled her out of her chair. She led her through the house and into the kitchen.

“Sit here,” Sally said, and she opened the liquor cabinet. She perused the various bottles and picked out a roundish bottle with a horse on the top. Blanton’s Single Barrel Bourbon.

“That’s Jeff’s.”

“So?” Sally looked at her friend with a dour expression, one eyebrow raised.

“He only drinks that when he makes salesman of the month.”

“Good.”

Sally placed the bottle on the counter, put together two glasses with ice cubes and poured half a glass of bourbon. She then aded Coke and handed one glass to Lana.

Lana drank it quick. The whole thing. Sally grunted and made another one. “Drink this slowly. I want you relaxed, not blotto.

Lana nodded, drank a couple of big gulps, then controlled herself. She put the glass on the table and muttered, “Why did he do that?”

“Why do men do anything? They’re pigs with no morals.”

“But he’s my husband! I love him!” Then she thought about it. “I did love him.”

“Oh, hell. You still love him. But your relationship is going to change.”

“You can say again.” She looked at her friend. “No. Don’t bother. I got it the first time.”

The girls sat for an hour and discussed the situation. Slowly, Lana began to think. She was going to have to teach Jeff a lesson. And it had to be a good one.

“The way I feel right now,” she said at one point, “I never want to screw him again.”

Sally just laughed. “That’s a good start, but you need to set him up for that.”

“Set him up? How?”

“Well, you have to make sure he’s horny, horny all the time, or he’ll just shrug it off.”

“Yeah, but right now I don’t want to even make him horny.”

“That is a problem. You’ve going to have to want to make him horny.”

Lana grunted in disgust.

“Look, girlfriend, you’ve got the upper hand here, if you want to take it.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, first things first, you need your proof.”

“Okay.”

“Once you have proof here’s what you’re going to do.”

As Sally explained her plan Lana’s mouth opened up, her jaw dropped, and her eyes widened.

“I don’t know if i can do all that.”

“Sure you can. Answer me honestly now, when I was telling you all this stuff…you felt a glint of excitement.”

“Well, I was just…”

“And I saw you scratch your pussy.”

Lana stared.

“But you weren’t scratching your pussy, you were rubbing it. You were getting sexually excited.”

“How do you know that?” Lana protested.

“Because I’ve done to men what I just told you. And it excited me. Changed my whole outlook.”

Lana was silent then. Could she go through with it? Could she do that to Jeff?

He certainly deserved it, and she wasn’t feeling very generous towards him right then, but the things Sally was saying were pretty extreme.

Still, Jeff had—

“First things first,” Sally interrupted her, “We need the proof. We get the proof and yo have the upper hand and you can do what you want. He’ll have to do anything you say.”

“But what if he doesn’t?”

“Then you take him to court. You take everything he has and ruin him.”

“But—“

“Lana!”

Lana stared at her friend, and finally gave a nod of her head.

What she was going to do might seem cruel, but…it was necessary.

And it might even change Jeff for the better.

And then she could decide whether she was going to keep him or not.

“Okay.”

Sally smiled at her, then picked up her phone.

“Who are you calling?”

“Barney.”

“Barney Olds?”

“That’s the one. He’s one of Jeff’s work buddies, and if Jeff showed it to anybody, it would be to him.”

Sally tapped the call button, then worked her phone quickly. By the time Barney answered the phone she was recording the conversation.

“Barney here,”

“Hey, Barney Olds. This is Sally.”

“Sally! How you doing?”

“I’m doing fine, but I have a question for you.”

“Shoot.”

“And you have to answer it. No hanging up. No fifth amendment. Just a straight answer.”

“This sounds ominous.”

“The question is…did Jeff show you a video of him screwing his wife?”

Dead fucking silence.

“The one with the bad lighting, he starts out with cunnilingus and…” Sally went right through the video high points. There would be no mistaking what video she was talking about.

“Look, Sally. That’s his video to talk about.”

“It was, until he started showing it around. Now give me my answer.”

“I’m not going to—“

“Yes, you are. Or I’ll tell everybody about the Christmas party and how you tried to hit on me. Your wife will love that.”

“Hey! Come on!” His voice sounded weak. “I was drunk, and nothing happened.”

“Barney. Talk.”

A few seconds of silence, then, “Well, maybe there was a video, but…”

“But what?”

“But we didn’t really want to watch it. I mean, fer chrisakes, it’s his business. It’s his wife. None of us guys is going to say a thing about that!”

“I appreciate that, Barney. You’ve always been a straight up guy…but you did see that poorly lit video and you could tell who was who.”

“God, yes! It was obvious. And his wife is good looking, but that’s just not the kind of thing you show to people.”

“Thanks, Barney. I won’t say a word about this conversation, and I suggest you forget it, too.”

“It’s already forgotten.”

“Okay. Bye.”

Sally and Lana sat there for a long few minutes after the call was terminated.

“So he did it,” Lana sighed.

“Got the proof,” Sally lifted the phone up.

“So now it’s time to teach Jeff a lesson.”

“It is. Are you still having doubts?”

“Not after listening to that conversation. Right now I just feel like divorcing him.”

“Yeah, but there’s still love.”

“Barely.”

“More than barely, and besides, revenge is best served if you keep him. Once you have him under your thumb, once you can make him do whatever you want…then your revenge is realized. If you just get rid of him then you give up everything and…” Sally just shrugged.

“Okay. When do we start this plan?”

Sally smiled.

Jeff didn’t make sales that afternoon. Damn. The day had started out so well. A quick sale in the morning hours, then everything sort of went poop.

And those guys at lunch didn’t help! The way they acted was like they had never seen a porno before. Heck, all afternoon they treated him weird, and they wouldn't even meet his eyes.

What was wrong with those bozos?

Thus disgruntled, Jeff headed out to his car and for home.

Fifteen minutes later he parked the car and walked up the walk to his front door.

He sighed. At last. A man’s home was his castle, and he needed to relax a little, forget about those bozos and—

He froze. He was standing in the foyer and staring across the living room.

The living room was a big one with a fireplace on the right, big sliding doors to the pool on the far wall, and a big white space on the left wall.

He and Lana used that white space for movies. He had a projector and they watched all the latest hits.

They ate pop corn, lounged on the couch or the recliner, and watched everything bigger than life.

Nothing was better than watching some starlet’s tits twice the size. And porn, man, the porn was super-sized on the big wall!

And now porn was playing, but it wasn’t professionally done porn where you could see the pimples on a girl’s ass. It was dark porn, taken in a dimly lit bedroom with a home video camera.

It was the porn of him and Lana that he had taken just the night previous!

Him down on his knees, eating her out like there was no tomorrow.

It was on the bed, exploring different positions, groaning and yelping and laughing and…it was him and Lana!

He looked to the right…Lana was sitting on the recliner. She had a drink next to her, and on the couch was her friend, her bestie, Sally Rogers.

They were both wearing bra and panties and sheer peignoirs, and looking very sexy.

Jeff gulped. His mind passed on sexy and went into panic mode.

“Hey, honey, come on in.”

“Uh…uh…”

He wanted to run, to hide, to shrink into a ball and roll away.

“Nice cinema,” quipped Sally. She lifted a glass, looked like bourbon and Coke, and toasted him. “But who’s the guy with the long dick?”

“Honey,” he faltered. He had taken a step down from the foyer and just stood, a piece of the video playing out on his jacket.

“Just a second, Jeffie, here’s a good part.”

He turned his head slightly and watched as Lana pushed his legs back and settled down on his dick. She was fucking him Amazon fashion.

“Uh, Lana…”

“Shush, honey. There’s a drink on the table there. Sit on the end of the couch and watch. This is really good stuff.”

Stunned, moving like a zombie, Jeff picked up the drink, quaffed half, and sat down, perched on the end of, the couch.

The movie seemed to last forever. He heard their voices. He watched the sordid details. He relived what he had already lived through.

That morning it had been fun, but now it was…terrible.

Every second was like a dagger in his soul.

Finally, however, it ended.

Jeff sat, drink in his hands, hands between his knees, his head looking down.

Sally was closest to the projector and she turned it off.

Then she got up and turned the lights on.

Now Jeff was revealed in the harsh glare. He was mumbling something, but didn’t know what.

“Well, that was something,” commented Sally, sitting back down on the other end of the couch.

“Lana, honey, I didn’t mean…I didn’t mean…”

“Don’t apologize, honey. It was wonderful. Sally and I have been watching it all afternoon. It just gets me hotter and hotter.”

“Makes me wet. I think I’m going to need a sponge job down there.”

Jeff stared at the women.

First he had been proud and happy with the video. Then the guys had sort of shunned him, and now he felt ashamed. But the girls weren’t acting like they were upset at all. In fact, they were smiling. Grinning.

“Jeff, if I had known you were such an agile fucker I would have snuck you off and screwed you long before this.”

“And I wouldn't have cared,” said Lana. “I mean, anybody with a dick like yours…he’s got to be shared. It would be selfish for me to just keep you all to myself.”

“You’re not…you’re not upset?”

“Upset? Honey! That was hot! In fact, I want you to make another video.”

“Oh, goody!” exclaimed Sally. “Can I be in it?”

“Absolutely! We can film both of us with Jeff! He’s got dick enough for both of us, right Jeffie?”

“Well, uh…I guess…”

He was flushed. His mortification was morphing into blushing. He felt his penis growing.

“We could film him doing you…and then we could film him doing me, and then we can double team him. Wouldn’t that be great?”

Jeff now how a monster boner. His face was red, but not in a bad way.

“Jeffie! Show us your weenie!”

“Yes! Take it out and scare us!”

“Well, uh…”

“Come on, Jeff!”

And they started chanting: “Jeff! Jeff! Jeff!”

He stood up, pride starting to show up in his face. He unzipped his pants.

“You really want to see it?”

“Oh, baby! We do! Take it out!”

“Come on, Jeffie! Give us a sneak preview!”

Jeff let his cock out. He held it, and it was big and throbbing.

The girls both got out of their chairs and knelt in front of him.

“It’s like King Kong,” whispered Lana.

“No,” disagreed Sally. “It’s Godzilla!”

“I can’t wait to have it fuck me. And I want to see it fuck you!”

“I’m already screaming for mercy.” Sally eyed the big hog eagerly. Then she said, “But how are we going to make sure he stays up for the whole movie?”

“I can stay hard,” said Jeff.

He was ignored.

“We can give him some Viagra.”

“That would do it. He’ll be hard for hours!”

“We can do a double feature!”

“You got it!”

“But I don’t have any Viagra. Do you?”

“I do!”

Sally’s purse was conveniently handy and she dipped her hand into it and brought out a small vial. “Right here!” she crowed.

Lana took the vial and opened the top. She shook a pill into her hand and handed it to Jeff.

Jeff took it and tossed it down the gullet in one motion.

He swallowed.

The girls smiled.


Part Two

The show was over for the girls. They stood up and walked past Jeff.

“Let’s get some drinks and go out on the patio.”

“Sure.”

They entered the kitchen, and Jeff just sat on the end of the couch with his mouth open.

What the…?

He stood up, was aware of his penis sticking out, so ready and hard, and…”Hey?” he called out.

Lana was pouring bourbon into two glasses. Sally was pouring Coke. They picked up their glasses and walked out of the kitchen and past him again.

“What is going on?” he blubbered, thoroughly confused. His penis was still hard, so hard it almost hurt, but…what was going on?

The girls walked out of the sliding doors and sat on two lounge chairs. All the time they were chatting. “He sure did look ridiculous.”

“Did you see how fast he got his penis out?”

They both laughed.

Now Jeff’s penis was shrinking fast. He tucked it into his pants, started to walk away, but didn’t know where he was going. His mind was a mess.

He saw the bourbon and Coke still on the counter and poured himself a drink.

Then, not having anything else to do, and totally mystified by what had happened, he walked out to the pool area.

“You girls want to tell me what is going on?”

“Sure,” answered Sally with a big smile. “You’re an asshole and you’re about to pay the price. Anything else you wanted to know?”

“But…what was all that stuff in there about…about having a threesome.”

Lana and Sally just looked at each other laughed.

“Honey,” said Lana, “You are so stupid.”

The odd thing was she wasn’t speaking angrily, just matter of factly.

“Did you honestly think you were going to get away with that video?”

“Well, uh…” Now Jeff started thinking, and his face turned bright red, and he was face to face with what a dope he had been.

“Has it been long enough?” asked Sally.

Lana looked at her cell phone. “Nah. Give it five more.”

“Has what been long enough?” Jeff was having trouble speaking. Then he segued into apologies.

“Look, I’m sorry about that. I had too much to drink and I filmed that, and…I guess…I’m sorry.”

“Oh, you had too much to drink at lunch today when you showed Barney and the others that video.”

Lana was staring at him. She wasn’t making a show of emotion, but suddenly he felt like the dog poop she scraped off her high heels.

Unbeknownst to Jeff, Sally had her cell phone leaning on the little glass table between her and Lana. It was recording everything he said.

“Well, uh…I just had a lapse in judgement.”

He raised a finger and pulled at his collar. Suddenly his neck was sweating. He usually didn’t perspire there, but given the situation that was understandable.

“You think?”

“So who all was there this afternoon, Jeffie?”

“Uh…I don’t…just a couple of…” his voice died away. His forehead was sweating and he wiped it off.

“We know Barney was there, but who else? Sam?”

“Uh, he might have…look. It’s all over. I’ll destroy all copies of the video and—“

“No you won’t. I’ve got a copy on the cloud that you will never find and never destroy.”

“But….honey…” he was searching for words, moving his hands, and his armpits were sweating. Why was he sweating so much?

Oddly, the situation was making him sweat, but he was confused. Something else was going on and he didn’t know what.

“Why can’t you just delete the video?”

“It’s good evidence for court.”

“What?” Jeff squeaked. He loosened his tie and unbuttoned the top of his shirt.

“Now who else was there? Who else saw the video?”

Jeff was conflicted. He didn’t want to talk, but the girls were so insistent.

And it was so hot. It was a summer day, sure, but his whole face was flushed, and he felt like he was in a sauna.

“Who?”

Jeff started to answer, then caught himself. He blurted, “What evidence? What court?”

“When I take you to court and become the sole owner of the house, our cars, all our savings, everything. And, by the way, I think I should be able to get pretty good alimony.”

“Honey?” Now he was begging, and he took off his jacket and tie and shirt. Fuck! It was so hot! And he felt a little dizzy.

“So…who, Jeff. Who saw the video.

Jeff found himself answering in spite of all desire and common sense.

“Sam, Oscar, Barney and Ted.”

Lana nodded.

Jeff wondered why he had blurted out the answer. He hadn’t intended to say anything, why had he…

Sweat was pouring off him, and the dizziness was such that he sat down on a chair. Before he fell down.

“Has it been long enough?”

“Yes.”

Both girls focused on him.

“Jeffie,” said Lana. “We’ve given you some Rohypnol. For the next few hours you are going to do everything we say. You won’t remember much of it, but don’t worry. We’ll keep a video recording you can share with your friends.

“Lana?” His voice sounded furry, far away, and he suddenly didn’t care about the excessive heat he was feeling.

“Now, repeat after me, Jeff. I want to be a girl.”

Jeff said, “Now, repeat after me, Jeff. I want to be a girl.”

Lana and Sally burst out laughing. Sally said, “Just the part about you wanting to be a girl.”

“I want to be a girl,” said Jeff. He felt like he was looking at himself through a far away lens. And the heat had subsided and he just felt good. Like he might have had a bit much to drink, but he wasn’t stupid or anything. He was just…watching.

“Please feminize me.”

He repeated, “Please feminize me.”

“I want you to…”

“I want you to…”

“I need boobs.”

“I need boobs.”

“And about my cock. I want you to…”

“And about my cock. I want you to…”

On and on they went, and Jeff repeated dutifully.

Finally, Lana turned to Sally. “Do you think we have enough?”

“Absolutely. We’re safe in any court with this video,” she nodded at her cell phone. “I can edit out our part in it and make it look like he was saying everything spontaneously.

“All right. Are you ready to go to work?”

“Girlfriend…I was born ready!”

Laughing, the girls stood up and lead Jeff into the house.

Lana threw a sheet over the dining room table and told Jeff, “Get up and lay on your front.”

Jeff, smiling like the idiot he was, climbed onto the table and lay down.

“Spread your legs, Jeffie.”

Jeffie, smiling at the ceiling and wondering about a single strand an enterprising spider had left in the little chandelier, spread his legs.

Lana was a licensed nurse. She got out a small tray with a couple of scalpels on it.

She made a slight incision, not deep enough to draw but a drop of blood, on the underside of his penis. She made a similar incision on his perineum, the little area between his balls and his asshole.

She pressed the two incisions together and began suturing.

Lana was holding a flashlight and she stared as Jeff’s penis was attached to his body.

When Sally was done his penis was pulled back between his legs. It held his balls up and they were pressed up inside his body. The head of his penis extended a half inch below his crack.

“He’ll have to be careful when he wipes.”

“He’ll have to learn to wipe like a girl.” They both giggled.

“Okay. How big do we want his boobs to be?”

“Big.

“It helps that he used to lift weights. He’s got stretchy skin over his pecs.”

“What do you want me to do?”

“Just hold the flashlight and watch me perform magic.”

Sally began injecting fluid into Jeff’s pectorals. They watched as Jeff grew boobs. First, little bumps. Then big bumps, then they started to swell and grow larger and larger.

“You know, these are going to look pretty natural.”

“I’m going to give him a shot of hormones. It’ll make it look like he’s been taking estrogen for months.”

Finally, Jeff had himself a sizable pair.

Sally injected material to make his nipples totally erect, and when she was done they were even bigger.

“We need to put him a bra. Those are big.”

“Sit him up, I brought one. Should be the right size.”

“Sit up, Jeffie. And hold your boobs so they don’t sag.”

Jeff, smiling like an idiot, sat up and cupped a boob with each hand.

“Are you having fun, Jeff?”

“Oh, yeah.”

Lana picked up Sally’s cell phone and asked him questions. All of which required him to say only ‘yes.’

“Did you beg us to sew your penis back?”

“Yes.”

“Do you like your new tits?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want us to keep going with your make over?”

“Oh, yes.”

Lana frowned briefly, then smiled. He hadn’t said ‘yes,’ he had said ‘Oh, yes,’ and he had sounded happy, even excited.

Were there deeper things going on here?

Sally came back from her car. She was carrying a suitcase. She put it on the table and opened it up.

“Here you go, Jeffie.”

She held a bra to him, got his boobs into the cups, then fastened it in the back.

Jeff looked down at his boobs and smiled. His flesh bulged out over the top of the bra, and he could see his stiff nipples poking at the material.

And he looked over his boobs to where his front was perfectly smooth, like a female mons.

“Where’s my dick?” he asked of no one. It didn’t sound like he cared.

Lana handed Jeff a little, pink razor. “Jeffie. Shave everything. Just like a woman.”

Jeff took the razor and began scraping at his body. He didn’t have a lot of hair, anyway, and he shaved his legs, his chest, everything he could reach. When he was done Sally took over and got the hard to reach places.

“This is sort of fun,” remarked Lana.

“I know. It’s like he’s a big Barbie doll.”

“To think, we could have been doing this all these years.”

They both giggled.

Lana washed his hair and began styling it in a more feminine manner. Sally trimmed his nails and glue on fakes. By the time Lana was working the hair dryer Sally was done with his nails. they were bright red and extended a full half inch.

“Now, be careful when you do your housework, Jeffie.”

“I will,” he said dutifully.

They had been working for an hour now, and they took a short break, sipped some bourbon and Coke, then got back to work.

Jeff sat at the vanity table and they made him up. They cleansed his pores, plumped his lips, put on primer…did everything they could to prepare him for his new look.

They shaded his eyes, gave him false eyelashes, put on Dior Rouge Dior Forever Liquid Transfer-Proof Lipstick. He would be looking feminine for days now, and would only require a bit of touch up here and there.

Finally, they rolled up stockings and attached them to a garter belt, and put him in a sheer, pink dress. The dress had a plunging V which showed off his cleavage. It was mid thigh, so his legs were really on display.

And, finally, they put him in high heels.

Amazingly, a simple command to be graceful made him graceful. He didn’t wobble or act like he was going to fall and break his ankles.

He was done.

And more than cute…he was beautiful.

He didn’t look like a man at all.

He sat demurely on the couch while Lana and Sally inspected him.

The girls took pictures then, and more video. They had him get up and saunter and sashay around the house.

They had him pose at the sink, washing dishes. They had him dust the chandelier of that one strand of spider web. They had him polish woodwork and even scrub the grout in the shower.

“Oh, Lord,” breathed Sally, feeling very wet and excited. “What have we done.”

“Sally, have you noticed…”

Sally looked at Lana.

“It’s like he really wants this. There isn’t a sign of resistance, of protest.”

“Do you think he really wanted to be a woman all the time?”

“I’m starting to wonder.”

It was now three hours. Jeff was in the middle of the Rohypnol, and he was as happy as could be.

Ding dong!

The girls looked at each other. Sally glanced at her cell phone. “It’s time!”

Lana and she went to the front door and opened it.

The four men were there. Barney, Sam, Oscar and Ted.

They looked ill at ease, but entered the house.

“Hi, fellows, have you met Jeffie?”

The four men saw Jeff and  their mouths opened and they gaped.

“Hi,” said Jeff, and, as he had been told, “Would you like some drinks?”

“Get them seated first, Jeffie.”

“Oh. Okay.” He had a bright smile on his face as he tugged on Barney’s hand and pulled him into the living room. The others followed along, dazed, dumbstruck, slobberknocked.

“Sit here, and Sam, you sit there, and…good. I’ll go get you your drinks.”

Lana and Sally were still in their lingerie, but the guys, outside of the first unavoidable glance, had ignored that fact. They were more stunned by the change in their friend.

He was a woman! He had tits! And when he moved and the dress clung, he had no package!

Had he had it cut off?

“So, boys,” asked Sally, breaking the ice. “How did you like the video?”

“I, uh…”

“It was…uh…”

“I don’t…think…”

They all mumbled and were embarrassed. And they kept sneaking glances towards the kitchen where Jeff was prancing around and pouring them drinks.

“What did you do?” blurted Barney.

“Nothing that Jeffie didn’t want,” answered Lana with a smile.

“Surely you fellows have noticed that he’s a bit…soft? Like…pink?”

“Well, uh…”

“After all, showing a video of him with his wife, what was he really trying to say? That he was a stud? No real man would do that.”

Lana took over. “It’s like he was trying to hide his feelings by proving he was a man.”

The four friends looked at each other. It made sense.

Jeff came back into the living room. He was walking with a sexy sway and holding four drinks in his red tipped hands.

“Here you go, fellows.”

They stared at his red lips. They shivered when his fingernails brushed against their flesh. They drank quickly.

“Better make some more, Jeffie. The boys look a little thirsty.

Jeff headed for the kitchen and made more drinks, and more, and within a half hour everybody was drunk as skunks and feeling like a party.

“Jeff! I didn’t know you wanted to be a girl!”

Jeff had been coached well, and he giggled and looked down demurely.

“I can’t wait to see Fred’s face on Monday morning!” Fred was the general manager.

“He’s going to shit kittens!”

“Hell! He’s going to shit tigers!”

The men laughed hysterically, imagining the scene when Jeff showed up for work dressed as a woman.

“Hey! Where’d you hide your package?” blurted Barney.

“You didn’t get it cut off, did you?”

“Jeffie, turn around and bend over. Pull your dress up tight.

Jeff turned, bent, and gathered in the silky dress. Right below his crack the head of his penis could be seen through the thin material.

“Whoa!”

“Wow!”

Ted reached forward and touched the head.

Jeffie jerked and straightened up.

“Come on, Jeffie. Bend over and let the boys feel your clitoris.”

Jeff bent over and now the men each felt the head of his penis.

“Wow! He’s got no balls!”

“Why should she?” quipped Sally. “She doesn’t need balls to…” she paused for dramatic effect, “suck your cocks!”

They were drunk, and they were…drunk enough. Laughing, punching each other on the arms, they stood up and unzipped their flies.

“Go on, Jeffie, show them how it’s done.”

Jeffie went down the line. Slurping sloppily, sucking dutifully, and even seemed to enjoy it.

Whatever qualms Jeff might have had about being a woman were non-existent, and Lana once again wondered about him.

“Okay, guys, you can’t just get licked, you need to squirt. Jeffie is thirsty.”

Now it became a contest between the four drunks to see which one of them could deposit a load on Jeff’s tonsils first.

Then their turns came they humped their hips back and forth and held to Jeffie’s head. Barney, was the first to really take advantage of the situation. He leaned over and gripped Jeff’s tits and squeezed them, and that got him so excited that he opened his mouth, froze up for a second, and began spewing.

“Oh…yeah! Yeah!”

The others wanted to be first, but they weren’t poor sports. They all cheered and clapped Barney on the back.

Jeff felt the splatter in the back of his throat. He had passed the peak of the drug’s effectiveness, and he was starting to be aware of things.

Still, he didn’t fight or protest. He just swallowed and licked his lips.

And, unbeknownst to the guys, Lana had set up the video camera. The duc tape was over the red light and it sat on a high shelf and recorded everything.

It was a high quality camera, so it captured wide angle, but editing could focus on the minute details.

“Okay, guys! Who wants to dip their wicks?”

The guys, drunk as they were, froze.

They didn’t mind getting their dongs shlurped, but…fucked?

Still, they all—except for Barney, who sat on the couch and looked drunkenly stupid with his limp cock laying on his thigh—had big erections.

“Come on, guys, don’t be shy. Who wants to be first?”

They looked at each other, embarrassed, but…horny. And the horniness won out.

“I never fucked a guy before,” said Oscar.

“Hey, a night of firsts!” chirped Sally.

Lana took Jeff into the bedroom and arranged him. She put him on all fours, his butt in the air on the side of the bed. Then she called the men in, one at a time, and filmed them—they were too drunk to care that they were being recorded now—as they took their turns.

And, the party was over.

The boys being too drunk to drive, Lana herded them out to one of their cars, put them all in, and drove them to their homes.

Sally stayed back with Jeff, and sat and contemplated him.

It had been five hours now, and she could see glimpses of awareness in his brown eyes.

It was a happy awareness, and perhaps it was this that impelled Sally to ask, “How you doing, Jeffie.”

He smiled dopily, look around as if trying to figure things out. “I’m okay.”

Yes. He was coming out of it.

“Well, you sure are a mess.”

He was sitting on the sofa now, and his thighs were caked with dried and drying semen.

“Yeah.” That goofy smile again.

“How does your asshole feel?”

“Really good.”

She wasn’t priming his answers now. This was the real Jeffie coming out!

“Well, you did well, for a scum bag bozo who filmed his wife and betrayed her.”

His smile faltered, but didn’t go completely away. Still, the basic shame of the man was there, right below the surface.

“I’m sorry.”

“Yeah. I’ll bet you are. But there’s one thing left for us to do.”

He stared at her, his eyes glazed, but…waking up.

“Come on, Jeff. It’s my turn.”

Just enough awareness in him that he wondered, “But you don’t have a dick!”

“I’ve got a strap on. And I think you need one more fuck to remember everything by.”

“Okay.”

Jeffie followed Sally cheerfully down the hallway.

Lana arrived home a while later, and she knew, from the look of happiness on Sally’s face, and the jutting plastic boner between her thighs, what she had been about.

“You fucked him!”

“I’m sorry,” Sally smiled, not sorry at all.

Lana laughed. “You bitch!”

“Takes one to know one. Here…” She took off the strap on and handed it to Lana.

Lana looked at it, a happy and sad look on her face. “How far we have come.”

Sally nodded.

Then Lana fastened the strap on and headed back to the bedroom.

Six hours had passed, and Jeff was tired. But he was also wired. He had vague memories of what had happened. Far away memories, but ones that he couldn’t deny.

He watched the video on the wall. It was big, larger than life, and showed him begging to be made into a woman.

It showed his transformation, and how happy he was.

He stared in fascination as his tits grew. And the scene of him having his cock sewed back out of the way totally floored him.

“I’ve…I’ve…my cock is gone!”

It was trying to get hard, but attached as it was to his own body it could only try to straighten out and erect, then it dwindled quickly. Trying to rip out his own sutures was a bit painful, more painful than the attempt to bonerize.

He looked down at his mons. Flat. A little pudgy, like a woman’s, but no slit.

But he could feel his man clit. He felt it when he sat down, rubbing up against his crack. Caught between buns that rubbed on it when he walked, and stimulated when he bent or sat down or did anything.

He was going to be a very horny person, and with no way to get rid of that horniness.

He looked up at the girls. “What did you do to me?” he whispered.

“Nothing that you didn’t want done,” answered Sally, smirking.

“But…how can I go to work?”

“Barney has already called Fred and told him you’re going to be coming in as a woman. As long as your sales are up no body’s going to care.” Lana shrugged.

“But…but how…”

“How what?”

And Jeff broke. “How will I cum? I’m so horny! And now I can’t use my dick!”

“Oh, I wouldn't worry about that,” smiled Sally. “There’s this thing called draining, and since you like it up the butt so much already…”

“I don’t!”

“That’s not what the video shows. It shows you liking it, loving it, asking for more.”

“But I was drugged!”

“Now what kind of excuse is that?”

“It’s not—“

“After all, you have no proof. And you looked pretty convincing on video when you begged us to transform you.”

“But…but…”

Lana leaned forward and placed a hand on his nylon clad leg. “Jeffie. You can protest all you want, but we’ve got the evidence. Now, you have a choice. You can shut up and do the housework, and be a pretty, little thing, who we will drain every month or so…”

“Or?” He stared at her and his eyes were fixed and glittering as he saw the trap close.

“Or you can fight the evidence, go back to being a man, and give up all this…this stuff you love. And I will sue for divorce, and I do have proof. I will, as I stated before, take you to the cleaners. The house, the cars, all our savings…everything! Now the choice is up to you…”


Epilogue

Jeff, now Jeffie, was a car sales…person.

He went to work wearing dresses and fully made up.

He was making more sales than he had before, quite a bit more sales, and his fellow sales people, Barney, Oscar, Ted and Sam, were jealous. but they weren’t willing to make the ‘sacrifice’ that Jeffie had made.

His penis was still sutured between his legs, and once a month he was drained of his lust.

He elected to have breast implants when the temporary boobs wore off.

And he is quite happy living at home.

Of course, he does most of the housework, and he listens and is fascinated when his wife and her best friend go into the bedroom and…do things.

But, that’s okay.

He’s happy.

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 no 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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