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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

Got a good one for you this time. (I know, they’re all good!)

A man and his friends walk into a bar…

That’s always a good start.

And the start leads to transformation, feminization, sex change, and…I’m not sure if this is a satire or a horror or a paranormal or…but whatever it is, you’re in for a treat!

As always…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Of all the gin joints in all the towns in all the world, she walks into mine, thought Dex, swizzling his gin and tonic, his eye catching the woman’s image in the mirror behind the bar.

First off, she was built. She had bumpers like a fifty-three Cadillac. A waist like a queen wasp, and a rear end that kept moving side to side.

Second off, she had a face. An arching eyebrow that laughed at the world, eyes that sparkled with hidden humor, lips that smiled, and held within them yet another smile.

Third, she was built…he smiled and watched the other customers, his friends, wait, swivel their heads, and scope out that mighty, fine ass.

She passed him, reached the last stool along the bar, and perched herself like a pigeon come to roost. Her sexy, nylon legs were twined, with one heel on the rung, the other leg gently moving back and forth.

Mike, the bartender with a gut, a mustache and a leer, walked down and leered and asked for her order.

The bar was silent now, and the guys heard her plainly. “Death in the Afternoon.”

Death in the Afternoon. Also known as the Hemingway Champagne. absinthe and champagne. A drink for ladies…who liked to bullfight.

Henry, down the bar, stood up and sauntered. Dex held in a grin. Henry had obviously told the fellows around him ‘watch this.’ Henry had an inflated opinion of himself, of his abilities, of his appeal to the finer sex.

Henry passed behind Dex. A lop-sided smile on his face, one hand sliding back along his pompadour.

“Hey, beautiful.”

Oh, fuck, not even a real line. Henry was was not only going nowhere, he was going nowhere fast!

She turned her head, her regal, patrician countenance, looked down at the glob of shit on her heel, and said, “Excuse me?”

Henry should have said nothing. Just turned and ran. Scooted with his tail so far between his legs it tickled his nose.

Instead, like a Kamikaze pilot bent on crashing and burning, “How about a little company.”

Dex would forever remember her response. It would be embellished on the inside of his cranium for all time.

“You pathetic, little dicked excuse for a man.”

She turned back to her drink.

Henry was frozen, and he finally realized he had bitten off more than he could chew. His face a mask of…fear? Was that actually fear on his face? He turned and walked, his legs as stiff as crutches, back to his stool.

The others were looking at him, gauging him, estimating the damage.

It was plenty. He reached between his friends, grabbed his bourbon and socked it down. Like he was throwing a baseball down his throat. Then he simply walked out.

But it wasn’t the words she said, it was the way she said them.

She didn’t just put down a man, she put down every man that contributed to his birth, every father, grandfather and great grandfather, back to Adam.

Her tones were more than icy, they were liquid nitrogen frozen in outer space.

And her eyes were amused the whole time.

Hmm. Interesting. thought Dex.

He watched her in the mirror, studied the tilt of her long but elegant nose, analyzed the M curve of her red lips. Saw that she was wearing nothing but a black dress. Chic. Svelte. Stretchy. Clingy.

No lingerie.

Dex, of course, had a boner.

And, as she approached the halfway mark on her flute of Death in the Afternoon he stood up and walked towards her.

The guys behind him, hunkered like vultures, their heads turned and watching him breathlessly.

He pulled the stool out next to her and sat on it.

He leaned forward and raised a finger to Mike. As if Mike wasn’t watching the play with deathless fascination.

Mike tried to look cool as he approached them, but he tripped on the rubber mat on the floor behind the bar. Recovering himself, he asked, “What’s up, Dex?”

He actually made it sound nonchalant and cool.

“What’s she having?” he jerked his head ever so slightly at the woman, who had noticed him, and was now paying attention with everything but her eyes.

“Death in the Afternoon.”

“Absinthe and what, Champagne?”

“Yep.”

“What kind of champagne.”

“Uh, it’s good stuff.” Which meant it was the house champagne, and probably as palatable as pee.

“Is it a sissy drink?”

“Nah. Hemingway drank it.”

Blandly, Dex asked, “Who’s Hemingway?”

Poor Mike, he actually started to explain. “He’s that writer guy that…aw, fuck. You want one?”

“Yeah, but give me a better champagne.”

A couple of seconds and Mike placed the milky flute in front of Dex.

The woman was staring fixedly at the mirror, at herself, but Dex could feel her eyes on him. Peripheral vision.

Dex lifted the flute, sampled it, made a face like he was trying to puke up a hair ball, and said, “You drink this shit, lady?”

That was the electric moment. That was the moment he made up for poor Henry—and he knew the guys would tell Henry about it and make him feel better—that was the moment it was all up to Miss…fancy drink nose in the air God would I like to fuck her beauty.

A long moment.

She snorted out a laugh. Snorted so hard she had to be careful the absinthe didn’t come out her nose.

She turned to him, a big grin on her face. “That is the best fucking pick up line I have ever heard.”

Dex grinned. He wasn’t in danger of being ejected, he had passed the first test. Now he had a chance.

“Hell, after watching what you did to Henry I figured I was going to go down in flames. I mean, he really didn’t deserve that.”

Her smile didn’t go away, the humor was there, but it condensed into a slanted smile. “All men deserve that.”

Dex matched her smile. He was reading her, watching whether she was a feminist, a man hater, or something worse, something a little psychopathic and to be avoided.

Slap and tickle he liked, needles in his dick he didn’t.

“All men, eh?”

“Sure.” She leaned forward a little, her breasts grazing the shiny bar, and raised a finger for Mike. “Two more, and give us some good, fucking champagne this time, you two timing, low life, piss brain.”

It was the way she said it, not insulting, but making fun of him. Everybody in the bar grinned, even Mike laughed.

Two timing, low life, piss brain? WTF?

Dex let the laughter seep out of him. “How can you scare the shit out of us and make us laugh at the same time.”

“Practice. What do you do, whatever name is?”

“Dex, and I mostly hustle. I’m an okay gambler, as long as I don’t shoot too high. Dare I ask what your profession is, madam?”

His insouciance kept her interested in him and she turned fully to him, placed her hand on his knee, and said, “Fun.”

He blinked, but managed to ask, “How’s the pay?”

She placed her hand inside his thigh and slowly moved it up. “I do it for fun, and if enough men have fun the pay is quite good. Are you willing to have some fun?”

He gulped as she touched his head, “I’m having more fun than a barrel of monkeys fucking another barrel of monkeys…what’s your name?”

“My name is Izzie, and there is almost no chance that you will be able to put your squalid, little penis into me.”

“Almost. So maybe…”

She laughed, took her hand off his thigh and turned back to her drink. She tossed it down, waved to Mike and turned back to him. “Okay, Dex, straight talk.”

He waited.

“I am a witch. I mess with men’s minds. I wouldn’t say I hate men, I love them, but as lovers I don’t have much use for them.”

“Are you a lesbian?”

“Sometimes. And sometimes I fuck a man, but this place, you, don’t look like you’re enough fun.”

He tilted his head slightly, grinned, and threw out the challenge. “Try me.”

She nodded slowly, then looked around the bar.

There was an old man at a booth next to the door. There were Dex’s three friends down where Henry had been. They were whispering and sneaking glances at Izzie. And there was Mike.

Izzie stood up on the rungs of her barstool. Her spikes were hooked and she was now a couple of feet taller than Dex. She looked over his head at the men down the bar.

“You guys. Show the old man out.” She turned to Mike. “Mike, give the old man a drink in a cup, then stay behind the bar. You’re not in this, and we need somebody to keep serving us.” Back to the four locals. “Lock the door and come to the back booth.” Back to Mike. “Bring us a tray of whiskeys. If you want to give these guys rot gut that’s okay, but I want the good stuff.”

“But I always serve good stuff!” Mike protested, but it was obvious, even to a drunk, that he was lying through his false teeth.

Two of the barflies went over to the old drunks table, gave him a red solo full of whiskey and showed him to the door. They locked the door after him.

Mike poured a dozen whiskeys and put them on the tray and headed for a table in the back.

Izzie was there first. She sat on one side and pushed up against the wall.

Dex moved in next to her and she gave him a scorching smile.

The three of the regulars piled in opposite them.

Mike placed the tray on the table. “Call me when you’re done. I’m going to read a book. And I better get paid for all this.”

The guys reassured him, but Izzie ignored him. Mike walked back to the bar, poured himself a beer, sat on a stool, and produced a paperback. The title of the paperback was ‘Silithia,’ and it was written by some girl named Grace something or other.

Periodically, as he read, he could be heard softly exclaiming, “Heysoos Xristo! Fuck!”

At the table the four guys had their attention on Izzie.

There was Dexter, and across the table was Hammy, Roger and Denny.

The three men were working class. They wore work shirts, two Ben Davis shirts, and all in Levi’s. Appropriate, because Ben and Levi were partners in the original mass produced jean wear. The other one was wearing a tee shirt, and three of them had ball caps.

Izzie was wearing skinny black pants, and a loose fitting, large sleeved shirt. It showed cleavage, and it was hard to talk to her without glancing down. She had some real mountains.

She reached into one of her large sleeves and pulled out a little pouch. It was purple, a bit worn, had a string to close the mouth and a little pattern of diamonds in the shape of a cat.

“Who are you?”

“What are we doing here?”

The men asked questions, but were pleased to be let in on the party. They stared at her hungrily.

Izzie opened the pouch and shook out four little pills. They were brown, and they looked home made, they were a little misshapen.

“Here you go, boys, wash them down with whiskey.

The four men were not virgins to drugs. They had taken just about everything available at one time or another. But they were also a little older and wiser now. They had all puked their guts out, and two of them had spent the night in jail, and one of them had had his license suspended.

“What is this stuff?” asked Roger. He wore a cap so worn the original logo couldn’t be seen on the front panel.

“Yeah. I don’t wanna get drunk!” As if a pill could get him drunk, and not stoned.

Izzie smiled. “I thought you were men?”

That did it for all but Dex. The other three popped the pellets, slurped their shots, and sat back satisfied. They had proven their manhood, so there!

Dex held up the little ball. “It’s not a matter of  being a man. It’s a matter of being careful.”

Izzie linked her arm through his, rubbed up against him with her large breasts. “What’s the matter, Dex? Scared of a little pill?”

Dex now didn’t want to grin, but he forced himself to, and he felt her hard nipples grazing his forearm as he said, “Nope. What’s in ‘em.’”

“If I tell you will you eat it, no matter what?”

Now he was caught. Sort of. He tried, “Maybe.”

She laughed, and it was a merry sound in the dim lighting of the bar. Then she sighed.  “It’s  a slice of marsh snake, part of the eye of a salamander and the toenail of a frog. I sprinkled a bit of wool scraped off a bat, then I put in drippings from the tongue of a dog. Speaking of tongues, I put in a bit of drool from between the fork of a snake’s tongue and acid derived from a worm’s corpse. I mixed the potion using the leg of a lizard and the wing of an owl. I heated the whole thing up so it would mix well, then I added frozen monkey blood to cool it down. Now then, stop your quibbling and pop the pill, or the door is right down there. Follow the old man out. We’ll give you a cup of whiskey to hide your cowardice in.

She didn’t speak meanly, she didn’t ice up her tones to freeze the blood. She just spoke calmly and matter of factly.

Dex took a breath. Yeah, this was dangerous. He looked around the table.

The others watched him. None were judging him, just curious as to how he would respond.

“No.” He placed the pill on the table.

“Oh, fuck,” stated Izzie. She picked up the pill and tossed it into her own mouth. She swallowed and grinned at him. “See?”

Now Dex felt bad, but not that bad. Just sort of sorry.

“Aw, Dex is all sad now.” She reached up to his head, turned it to him, and pulled him down to her lips.

Their lips met, and it was as good as Dex had thought. Better. Her mouth was sweet and hungry. There was a moistness that made it feel like he was jumping into a spring shower. There was a warmth as of cook fires and matches on a dark night.

And she spat the pill into his mouth. She hadn’t swallowed it, just rolled it around, and now it went shooting down his mouth like it was propelled by a fire hose.

He gulped, jerked back, and she laughed.

And laughed and laughed.

“Your face! You should see your face!”

“What’d she do, Dex?”

He held a hand to his mouth. “The pill.”

The others got it then, and they looked between Dex and Izzie.

Dex was caught. She had tricked him, she had forced him to ingest a foreign substance of what he knew not. He didn’t believe she had put all of that weird stuff in it, but…what was it?

And, on top of that, if that had been a guy he would have punched in the nose so hard his nose stuck into his face, not out of.

But, if it had been a guy he wouldn’t have been kissing, so…he sat back and looked grumpy. Then, as an after thought, he drank his whiskey. Then picked up two more whiskeys and tossed them down the gullet.

Izzie watched him, her laughter waning, but her smile as big as ever.

Then one of the guys turned to her. “Who are you, lady?”

“I’m Izzie. I’m a great and powerful witch, and I have bewitched you all.” She sat back, folded her arms behind her head, which pronounced her breasts even more. “Until tomorrow morning you will do as I say, you will become what I wish.”

Denny muttered, “That was Shakespeare.”

Everybody stared him, not understanding his non-sequential remark.

Izzie said, “So there’s one of you that’s not an idiot. You can remain a man, but you’ll be an idiot.”

“What’s Shakespeare?” asked Hammy.

Denny frowned at her pronouncement, but turned to his friend, “That stuff she was saying. It’s out of a Shakespeare play. I had to read it in high school. Double, double, toil and trouble. A bunch of witches were cursing MacHeath or somebody. I think.

“Your name is Hammy, correct?”

Hammy was a chubby fellow, his named was Hamsmith, which accounted for his nickname name. He nodded and frowned. She was beautiful, but he didn’t know if he wanted her attention anymore. “Uh, yeah.”

“Hammy, you will be my little piglet. You will squeal when we pork you, but you’ll love it.”

“What?” he asked in confusion. This whole thing didn’t make sense to him.

“Lady, you’re crazy,” muttered Roger.

“Crazy like a fox, and you’ve chosen your role in our little play. Which leaves you,” and Izzie turned to Dex.

Dex tried to grin, but he was still a bit irritated. He wished she had kissed him without spitting the pill into him. His mouth achieved a sort of smily grimace.

“You lost your courage. You were like a scared, little girl, so that’s what you will be.” She looked around the table, from man to man, and intoned, “One a were-pig and one a were-fox, one an idiot and one a box.”

Each of them pondered, and Dex realized what the box thing meant. He was supposed to be a girl; he would have a box. A pussy. A cock holster.

Not on his fucking life!

“I’m sorry I ever met you, lady. You and your fucking cuckoo shit.”

Oddly, she didn’t get upset. She merely pulled up one loose sleeve and revealed a wristwatch.

Dex shook his head. That was weird, he hadn’t seen a wristwatch on her arm earlier. She had even hugged his arm, and he would have felt it. But he hadn’t.

“Where’d that come from.”

“Before you walk out on me, have another drink. Just give me five minutes, don’t leave for five minutes, and I’ll tell you the truth.”

“The truth? About what?” he eyed her suspiciously.

“The truth about all this. Come on, Dex.” Now she was sweet and syrupy, again hugging his arm, looking up into his grey eyes with her glistening, dark pools. “Give me five, and I’ll kiss you again.”

“Well…”

“In fact, I’ll more than kiss you. You wanted a fuck, didn’t you?”

“Well…”

Boy, was his attitude changing. He might like her anymore, but he loved her body, and the idea of putting his penis up her ‘gina was pretty damned appealing.

She pulled his head down again, and this time she did kiss him. Really kissed him. And when Izzie kissed a man they stayed kissed.

The other three stared enviously. Hammy and Roger had their tongues out like they were drooling, and they were breathing hard. Denny’s eyes were sort of bugging out, and one eye started twitching.

Dex went from irritation to enjoyment during that kiss. He had had a hard on since she arrived. Sometimes extra hard, sometimes not quite as hard, but hard nevertheless. Now he entered boner city. There was nothing in the world except her lips, and he wanted them to eat him alive. He wanted to give himself up to her exquisite….exquisite…what?

He was confused. He drew back and blinked, and shook his head.

“Take a drink,” Izzie suggested.

He picked up a whiskey, and his hand felt smaller.

“Mike, more bourbon!”

Mike said something back, something signifying his assent, then he put down his book and started pouring shots.

Dex looked at his hand. Before it had surrounded the little shot glass, but now it seemed like the glass had grown bigger.

Or his hand smaller.

But that was impossible. Glass wasn’t like a shirt that could shrink in the wash, and a glass would break if you tried to put it in a washing machine, anyway.

Mike arrived and placed a tray of whiskeys on the table.

“Drink it, Dex,” Izzie whispered. “Then have another.”

Dex couldn’t stop himself. He didn’t want to stop himself. He wanted what she wanted. He drank the whiskey, but it was difficult. It wasn’t like a shot he could just pour down his gullet, it was more, like a glass that he had to sip and sip and swallow in pieces.

Pieces of whiskey, and he giggled.

Then he picked up another glass.

Roger had glass in his hand. He looked a little smaller, too, and he glanced back and forth and around the room, his little eyes small and black and slanted like an Asian’s. But he wasn’t an Asian. He was a smaller man than he had been, and his ears looked to be bigger than they had been.

Hammy snorted, laughing at Roger, then realized that he had snorted. “Oh, ‘scuse me.” But he was confused. Why had he the need to apologize for such a normal sound as a snort.

Everybody snorted at one time or another. Liquid down the wrong pipe, a bit of snot trailing down the sinuses, and…”snort!” He did it again.

“Why’s your head so round?” asked Denny.

The question came out of the grown up’s mouth like a little boy had spoken it. His eyes were shiny and he had a bit of drool seeping out of the corner of his mouth. “What’s happening?” He sounded so innocent.

Dex looked at his friends, studied their features, which were the same, but not quite. He turned his face towards Izzie. “What did you do to them?”

She just shook her head, her mouth a bit turned down at the corners, her eyes reflecting her complete and total and utter innocence.

Roger drank his whiskey. Not downed like a shot, but sipped, and he looked around, then his tongue, looking as sharp as a knife, darted out and licked his jowls.

“Snort!”

“You guys are funny looking!”

Izzie leaned forward, held Dex’s arm, his smaller and thinner arm, his arm that was so hairless and delicate. Her face was next to his as he stared at his friends. “Aren’t you glad you didn’t leave?”

He turned to her, and his hair flowed down the side of his face. He licked his lips and tasted lipstick. Hers? Or…or…

“Look at Dex! He’s so funny!”

“Grrr, you’re funny,” but Roger shrank back as he said it. He looked so small now, and he didn’t have his hands around the whiskey glass now, he had his paws around it. Holding it, balancing it, and his sliver of a tongue darted into the glass and reamed it for alcohol.

“Snort!”

Denny stuck his finger up his nose, wormed it around, then brought it out. Looked at it with a happy grin, and licked it.

“You’ve got such pretty breasts.”

Dex stared at Izzie, what the heck did she…did she…then he looked down.

He was shorter, smaller, no longer six feet tall. Now he was about five foot tall, but his pectorals had swollen, become tits, and they were laying on the table. So big, and him so short, and…he shivered. He felt his nipples against the clothe of his shirt.

Roger didn’t turn all the way into a fox. He was a…a were-fox. He was a couple of feet long, but still sat like a human, though he could have scampered like a little dog, if he wanted.

And he wanted. He suddenly looked around, dropped the shot glass, and leaped onto the floor. On all fours, his body just misshapen enough to guarantee his gait, he ran under the tables, leaped over chairs, and stopped in a corner to pant and look around.

Hammy was next. His body, normally a bit thick but muscular, was now round and…not muscular. Whereas Roger had a light, reddish cast to his flesh, the beginnings of fur, Hammy had bristles, and they itched.

He fell to the floor and pulled his clothes off. It was awkward because it looked like he had hooves in his shoes, and his hands were black and sharp and pointed. His face was round, his nose was pug and tilting upward.

“It’s the bristles,” he snorted.

“What did you do?” Dex blurted, astonished and aghast and alarmed.

Well, almost alarmed. There was something very nice feeling about his soft flesh, the extra fat, the curves that seemed to swoop forever.

“You’re a girl,” snickered Denny.

Dex wanted to leap to his feet, to do something, but he was scared. At first Izzie held to him, then he lost the rest of his male bravery and cowered against her, almost as if his friends were a physical threat to him.

Izzie turned his chin, which was small, a bit narrow, and delicate, and didn’t have nay of his normal stubble on it.

She kissed him soft, so soft. Not like he was a man, and he didn’t feel like a man. He didn’t feel greedy for her mouth, he just wanted to merge with it, to understand it, to accept it.

He wanted to submit to her.

“Have some more whiskey, she said.

Dex took a shot and drank it like he was drinking from a big glass.

Izzie placed several shots on the floor and whistled.

Roger skittered his paws on the floor, approaching warily, but grinning.

“Whiskey,” he growled in a high voice. He stuck his tongue in a short glass and lapped.

Hammy sat on his tail, able to balance his roundness, and held a shot glass in both hands. He sucked the liquid noisily.

Izzie put a whiskey glass into Denny’s hands. He was having trouble controlling his big body with his little mind, but he managed to drink the fiery liquid without spilling too much.

“Ooh, hot!” he giggled.

Then Izzie fed Dex. He had finished his drink, but she picked up another one and held it to his mouth. “Come on, baby. You’re all grown up now.”

He drank, and realized, as she lowered the glass, that her arms are around him. Her hand was holding his tit. Fondling it, and she leaned down and took his nipple in his mouth.

His shirt had somehow turned stretchy, like a dress, and it was easy for her to pull down the top of the dress and pull his breasts out.

He looked down and laughed in delight.

He loved big tits. And now he had big tits. Really big tits.

At the bar Mike had given up trying to read. The book was shoved aside and his palms were on the bar. His mouth was open and his eyeballs were bulging. “What the…what the…” he kept repeating.

“Mike,” Izzie called. “More Death in the Afternoon. With your best booze. Big glass. Two big glasses. Me and my girlfriend feel like a little drinking. Right, honey?”

Izzie kissed Dex again.

Dex was helpless in her arms. He leaned back as Izzie pushed, accommodating her, not struggling.

Then Izzie had him on his back on the bench. She was exploring his mouth with her tongue, and she reached down between his legs.

He had had a boner. A big boner, but now it was gone. Now there was a big, empty space there. A wet space.

His hardness had been changed into plush wetness, and it felt so good. It was just as hot, no, hotter, than a dick.

He felt Izzie’s fingers dash into him, circle the rim and bring him to a shuddering moan.

She sucked on his nipples, then she suddenly moved forward, somehow moving her legs up him in the cramped space of the bench. She knelt on her knees, one knee on each side of him.

He looked up at her, and loved her. The way she towered, the way her breasts stuck out over him.

And he was right, she wasn’t wearing any underwear. No panties. No bra. No nothing but the lips between her legs.

Lips that wanted him, except…except he no longer had a penis.

How could he fuck her with no dick?

But, God! how he wanted to!

He was burning up! He was sloshy between his thighs. He wanted to…he wanted to…no he didn’t. He didn’t want to do to…he wanted to be done to.

He wanted Izzie to have a dick! He wanted to be poked!

He cried out with frustration, but it did no good.

Then Izzie lowered herself onto his face.

He was a woman, and it was okay. He could perform Cunnilingus. He could eat Izzie out!

Feeling a desperate urge, associating eating with fucking, with putting his man dick which he had no longer into a pussy with his tongue becoming a dick and doing the penetration.

He was confused, and he spoke, cried out, wailed, and his tongue did the job.

Izzie cried out and arched her back. She held her own tits, pulled on the nipples, and rode Dex’s face.

Roger sniffed Hammy’s between the legs.

Hammy snorted at the half fox.

Denny drooled into an empty glass of whiskey and sucked up the drool.

And the night unfolded.


Part Two

Izzie sat at the table and giggled.

Roger the were-fox had his elongated snout half up her pussy, his paws were pushing on the bench, trying to get traction.

Hammy was snuffling and snorting and having a gay old time. Izzie was going to have the cleanest tootsies in town.

“Denny, don’t cum,” she commanded the madly masturbating man. She turned to the others. “That goes for all of you. Don’t you dare cum. Get as close as you can, but I want you all at fever peak when my friends get here. Got that?”

‘Snuffle, snort and yes,’ came the answers.

Dex was going crazy. He had always had a cock, he was used to the stroke for broke and it ain’t no joke, but now he didn’t have a cock, and she was just teasing him, bringing him along slowly, slowly, delighting in his frustration.

“Please,” Dex whined. “I’ve never had a female orgasm!”

“And you may not tonight. And then again, you might. I’m not sure how I feel about you. You make a very pretty young woman, but I’m still a little bit miffed at your manly manners.”

“I’m sorry! I’ll do better when…when you change…” and Dex stopped.

Izzie’s eyes crinkled up in merriment as she saw him get it.

“You are going to change me back, aren’t you?”

“I don’t know. Maybe. Depends on how brave you are as a woman. If you get brave enough, then maybe you won’t be so arrogant as a man. It’s a balance, you see.”

“What’s a balance?”

“A brave man is a cowardly woman. A brave woman is a cowardly man. somewhere in between it the proper balance. That’s why you see so many screwed up marriages.”

“It is?”

“Sure. You get a big, bully man and he victimizes his wife. Or you get a woman who dominates her hubby, make him wear panties and make up and things. It’s all a. matter of seeking a balance.”

“But I’m wearing those things now! I…” again, he stopped. “Where did these clothes come from?” He looked at Roger and Hammy. “Where did their clothes go?”

“Into the mist, my little twist. Now spread your legs.”

Under Izzie’s control, Dex had no choice. He spread his curvy, little stems apart and Izzie snapped her fingers. “Hammy. Give Dex an almost orgasm. Don’t let him cum, though.”

As a were-pig Hammy was a man, and he was a pig, and he was combined. His belly protruded and his head was fat and round. He had hooves instead of hands and feet, and he had a pig’s appetite for sex.

Dex was his friend, and a man, and he didn’t go for men. But right then…Dex wasn’t looking too manly.

Hammy jumped up on the bench, almost into Izzie’s lap, and turned and pushed his snout between Dex’s legs.

Snuffle snort, wheeze and gasp.

A pig’s tongue is five inches long, and it is very tough. Add to that that it has three times the number of taste buds, and Hammy was a very anxious were-pig.

He scrabbled his hooves, leaned his weight, and pushed his tongue forth.

“You like it,” said Izzie, her statement really a command, and Dex liked it.

“OH…EEE…YES!”

Hammy’s piggy shoulders hunched forward, he made gobbling sounds, and he pinned Dex to the table with his lust.

Izzie laughed happily. “Denny, bend over the table, let Roger have a taste.”

Underneath his idiot brain, Denny was aware. He was stupid, but he took his pants down and bent over and felt the Roger extend his fox tongue.

A fox’s tongue is actually about as long as a pig’s. The difference is that a fox’s tongue has a sandpaper texture, and it is only an inch wide. So while Hammy’s tongue was slapping away, only getting inside of Dex a little, Roger’s tongue was inserting rather deeply.

Denny may have been stupid, but he could feel pleasure, and when that sandpaper tube started slithering back and forth inside his heinie he cried out and raised his butt and gave better access.

To the side Mike was snapping away, videoing everything. He had a big dong under his dirty apron, and he kept grunting and pushing his hips against the bar.

“Oh, my horny, little friends,” laughed Izzie. “Mike! More Death in the Afternoon!”

Mike hurried over and held out the drinks.

“Hammy, down.”

Hammy, showing disappointment, pushed back and away and jumped to the floor.

Dex sat, his face stunned, his eyes dull, and Izzie put the drink in his hand and moved his hand to his mouth.

Dex sipped the drink and slowly came back to reality. Such as it was.

“Okay, Dex, time to really have some fun. You just got tongue fucked by a were-pig. Did it feel good?”

Suddenly Dex wasn’t feeling so happy. Izzie released her control on him and he felt revulsion wash over him.

Oh, my God! I was doing it with a pig! He looked at his friend, Hammy, sitting on the floor and squealing his desire to be back up licking at Dex’s pussy.

His pussy.

Too much to take in.

But what he did understand was that a were-pig had pleasured him, and he had liked it. He shivered, and it was not so much disgust with the were-pig, it was for himself.

He turned to Izzie, “You’re sick. Don’t make me do that again.”

Izzie was now smothering laughter. “Oh, don’t worry. I won’t. I’ll make you do something better.”

“No!” Dex didn’t want to do anything!

“Would you like me to fuck you?”

Dex blinked once and stared.

“I’m going to give you three things to do. I’m telling you right now that they will cause you more pleasure than a simple were-pig’s tongue slapping up and down over your pretty, little vagina. Now, you will like what you have to do, but you won’t want to do them. But you will want to do them. You’re going to think about it now, and in one minute you will ask me what those three things are.”

Dex muttered, “No. I’m out of here.”

He slid off the bench and his friends rubbed up against his legs. He had on a dress, up to the mid thigh, and his skin was exposed. Reggie, on hands and knees with soft, red fur felt good against his bare calves.

Hammy, however, was bristly. Pig’s bristles are stiff enough to be used on hair brushes, and the feel of them scraping against his bare flesh was painful, and it even felt like they were cutting into the skin.

“Stop it!” sobbed Dex in a girly, high voice.

He ran for the door, and realized he couldn’t run very well in high heels. Not only that, his boobs were bouncing!

Three strikes and he couldn’t get out! Izzie yelled at Roger and Hammy, “Stop him!”

The were-pig and the were-fox were both faster than him, and they got in front of him, and though they were a little small than him, they tripped him and butted at his legs and he stumbled and they stood in front of the door and growled at him.

He turned to Izzie, “Let me go!”

“Come back here right now, or I’ll send Denny after you.”

Across the table Denny wheezed a retarded laugh and his big chest huffed up and down. While the others had grown smaller, Denny had grown larger, there was no way Dex could have resisted Denny’s big muscles.

Dex trudged slowly back towards the table. He eyed the hallway to the back door, but Mike had put the night chain on it. He was caught.

“That’s a good girl,” Izzie spoke cheerfully, and she patted the bench next to herself.“Now sit down and learn what your first task is.

Dex broke. He sprinted down the hallway to the back door. Crying and screaming he pulled on the back door, but the chains held.

He picked up a broom that was standing in a corner and bashed at the lock on the chain. No go.

He cried and screamed and his long hair got in his eyes, then two big arms went around his waist and lifted him up.

“OOF!” he grunted.

Denny was amazingly strong, and he carried Dex back up the hallway.

“Denny! Let me go! Let me go!”

Denny plopped him onto the bench and Izzie frowned at him.

“Dex, since you’ve been so bad I’m going to up the ante. If you don’t accomplish the three tasks I’m about to give you, you’ll remain a girl. I won’t change you back.”

“What? No!”

“You brought it on yourself. I granted you a bit of free will and the first thing you do is try to run away. Not nice.”

Dex sat and sobbed softly. He had been a man, big and strong and brave, and now he wasn’t. Now he wore heels and lipstick, he had big breasts, and he was scared.

Did all women feel this way?

He doubted it. They couldn’t, not and live their lives. So as a man he really was a cowardly, little girl.

“Okay, Dex, the first thing you’ve got to do is kiss an idiot.”

Dex’s head swiveled towards the woman and he shivered. “No!” But his ‘no’ was almost a whisper.

“God loves drunks and idiots, and it is only right that you show appreciation for your friend’s condition.”

“But…but he’s a man!”

“And you’re a woman!”

“I’m a man inside!”

“Do you really feel that brave?”

“Nu…nu…no.”

“Then you must kiss Denny, and you must kiss his penis…until he squirts.”

“What? NO!”

That you’ll remain a woman. Welcome to the other sex, sister. It won’t be so bad. In fact, you’ll grow to love having a pussy, even when I’m not around. You’ll get to wear the prettiest dresses, and you’ll put on make up every day and—“

“STOP!”

Izzie stopped, and watched, and waited.

Denny shuddered, he shivered, he quaked.

Kiss a man? That was more revolting than having his pussy lapped at by a pig, even if the pig was really a were-pig.

“Okay,” his voice broke. “Okay.”

Izzie waited, then said, “I’m waiting. And you better make that kiss good. You’ve got to kiss him until he’s hard enough to suck. Got it.”

Dex nodded.

“Okay, Denny, stand over there. Dex, get busy.”

Denny stood at the side of the table. He was grinning broadly, drooling, and scratching an armpit.

Dex stood up and faced his friend.

“But—“ he spoke to Izzie, but at the smile on her face he gave up. No way out. He stepped up to Denny.

Men are revolted by the idea of kissing men. Unless they are pink men, homosexual, or just preferring to feel the whiskers and the groping hands.

Denny was totally revolted. His stomach was queasy at the thought, but he had to do it. He couldn’t stay a girl forever!

“Heh heh heh!” chuckled Denny. He might be an idiot, but he had sexual desires. And Dex wasn’t a big, ugly man any more, he was a pretty woman with big breasts. In his idiot mind there was no consideration for the fact that Dex had once been masculine.

Dex looked up at the big, blubbery lips. He picked up a napkin, groaned and his hands shook, and he reached up and wiped the drool off Denny’s mouth.

Then he put his hands on Denny’s biceps and leaned up and…kissed him.

Denny suddenly wrapped Dex in his big arms and smooched his friend’s lips. His pressed his mouth down and kissed, and he might have been an idiot, but lust is lust and a his kiss was pretty damned good.

Dex struggled, wanted to run away, but there was no way to defeat Denny’s big arms.

And he gave up.

A kiss is a kiss, and he was getting kissed, and, like a horny man, he gave into the kiss.

It was good. It was smash mouth, lip licking good, and the heat built.

Denny kissed, and he held on with one hand and reached up with the other one and pawed Dex’s breasts.

Even that felt good! Felt better! The big hands squeezing, the palms rubbing over the nipples.

Denny’s fat tongue poked into Dex’s mouth, and Dex closed his eyes and lost himself in the sensations of—

“Ahem.”

Dex turned, breaking the kiss, and looked at Izzie.

“I don’t mean to interfere with you two lovers, but Denny’s got a boner.”

Sure enough. Denny’s pants were bulging out. Dex looked down. He was caught between lust and lust. He wanted to kiss some more, but he was there to suck cock, so…he knelt and undid Denny’s zipper.

Denny had a big cock to start with, and becoming an idiot just made his cock bigger. It was a hog and a half, hard and straight, with two, big, massive balls to back it up.

Denny stared at the cock, his eyes to the single eye, and shuddered. Suddenly he remembered he was a man! And men didn’t suck the cocks of other men! Not unless they were gay or something.

Then he remembered, he wasn’t gay, he was…a girl. And girls were supposed to suck cock.

His head moved beyond his control, moved forward and his mouth opened. “Oh, fuck,” he mumbled, the last word getting a bit jumbled as the pig penis filled his mouth.

Denny reached down and grabbed Dex’s head and began slamming his hips back and forth. And that was the good news.

Dex was so freaked out it might have taken him hours to finally get Denny to shoot his load.

But Denny fucking his mouth sped the process up.

The stuff smelled like bleach and had the texture of snot, but it went right down Dex’s throat so fast he didn’t even have time to think about it.

Besides. He was a girl now, wasn’t he?

Denny’s knees were shaking as he sat down. He wiped his brow and grunted, “Good.”

Izzie reached across and patted Denny’s hand. “I know it was. You can go to sleep now. And wake up a man.”

Denny’s head went to the side, his body went to the side, and a mighty snore erupted from him as he slipped into sleep.

“He’s not changing back!” protested Dex.

“He won’t, not unless you complete your three tasks. Just think, if you don’t make it then you will have doomed your friends. Hammy will keep changing, and he will become a real pig. The same for Roger as a fox. The same for Denny remaining an idiot.

Dex sat down. He arranged his dress, just like a girl sitting would, and sighed.

“Now, have a shot of whiskey and screw up your courage. You’re about to go places.”

Dex didn’t hesitate. He took two shots, quick, and slammed the glasses back down. “Okay.”

“Your next mission, should you choose to accept it,” Izzie broke into laughter.

“Not funny,” commented Dex, throwing down another whiskey.

“Oh, it is. Your next task is to have anal sex…”

Dex gasped.

“…with Roger’s tongue.”

Dex’s mouth opened. “No!”

On the floor Roger was sitting like a dog, a human dog, sort of. He had fur on his back now, and his paws were growing little claws, and his snout was even longer, more narrow. He even had a big, bushy tail.

At Izzie’s words he sat up straighter and his fox’s mouth grinned wide and his little tongue licked at his jowls.

“Yep. Now lay down and spread your legs.”

“No!”

“Okay,” and she sat back, folded her arms under her huge breasts and smiled at him.

Dex saw it then. A lifetime as a girl. And, in a way worse, his friends, his poor friends, just because of him, would be doomed.

Izzie tilted her head.

Dex’s head slumped.

“Where do I do this?”

“Right here. Just lay on your back, your head up here. Roger can jump up.”

The table was long, and Dex got up on the bench, then the table, and lay on his back.

His head was down by Izzie, who reached out and brushed his hair. His legs were spread, and his boobs stopped him from seeing down there.

He felt the motion of the table as the were-fox jumped up, then he felt that five inch tongue, that was an inch wide, slither into him.

He cried out, and found himself gripping Izzie’s arm.

“Easy, Dex. It’s okay.”

Then, while Roger lapped at his back door, sticking that prehensile tongue into him, he shivered, and Izzie kissed him.

Dex wouldn’t have gotten through that moment, except for Izzie kissing him.

His anus was twitching as the sliver of tongue went round and round, up and down, licking and lapping.

Roger’s tongue, very fox-like, had barbs on it. It was rough, and he felt it like the were-fox was trying to pull him inside out.

And it felt so fucking good that Dex…Dex forced himself to concentrate on Izzie’s lips.

He blotted Roger out of his mind and focused on Izzie’s beautiful, curvy lips, how they held his lips, how their lips meshed, the soft, wet heat of them.

Dex didn’t have an orgasm, but Roger’s tongue must have been tapping on his prostate, because he started to leak semen. A golden feeling washed over him, but he attributed it to the kissing of his mouth by Izzie, rather than the attentions of Roger the were-fox.

He had to.

Or go insane.

Then, his back arching with pleasure, his whole body feeling satisfied, but still horny, Izzie broke the kiss.

“Down, Roger,” she said, and the disappointed fox leaped off the table.

“Go to sleep now, and when you awake you will be yourself.”

Roger immediately jumped down on the bench next to Denny. He slept with his head resting on Denny’s ass.

Dex didn’t get up. He just curled, and slid to the side, and onto the bench, huddled up against Izzie, sobbing, but with happiness. He felt so good.

For a long moment Izzie brushed his hair, felt his boobs, kissed him, and then handed him a whiskey.

“Drink, sweetheart. Your third task is here.”

Dex looked up through wet eyes, noticed that his eyelashes were longer, his boobs bigger, his mouth felt…puffy.

He knew: he was going to change into a girl all the way if he didn’t keep going.

And he had done two tasks, so what was the big deal?

He nodded.

“All you have to do, sweetheart, is to get down on the floor, on all fours, and make yourself available. Hammy will take care of the rest.”

Dex leaped away from Izzie and stared at her in horror.

“Him? Doing…doing me? A pig?”

“He’s a were-pig, honey. Don’t hurt his feelings.”

Dex turned and looked down at his friend on the floor.

Yes, Hammy was still human, but not by a lot. He was fat, his ears poked up, he had a squiggly, little curled tail.

And he had a pig’s boner, and Dex had never seen a pig’s dick. Let alone a were-pig’s.

It was nine inches long and curly, sort of like his tail. It was a corkscrew spike, and it was thick and pulsing and dripping.

He looked up at Hammy’s face.

Hammy still had humanoid features, but they were rounded, blunted, porcine-like.

If Dex didn’t do this his friend would be stuck in a pig’s body forever! At least until he died, which the porky figure might prefer.

Not many people would think that becoming a pig was better than being a human. Snuffling through the garbage, waiting to become pork chops. Not a great life.

So Dex had to do it.

He slid off the bench, knelt down in front of the bench and…

“On the table.”

Dex looked up.

“Hammy can jump up. He’s an agile, little fellow, aren’t you Hammy?”

Hammy managed to nod his fat head, and his piggy features looked so very happy.

Dex stood up and climbed on the table. He crouched down on all fours. He lifted his dress and his bare pussy was exposed.

The table bounced as the were-pig jumped up on it. But it didn’t collapse, and Hammy moved forward.

Dex felt it going in. He felt the corkscrew reaming him, filling his insides, and it seemed like it took an hour for the thing to become seated, then the were-pig started thrusting and pulling back.

The ridges of the corkscrew cock rippled against his labia, then, inside him, it felt like the corkscrew flattened out, then the were-pig drew back.

That was the moment that Dex should have gone insane. Indeed, there was a large part of him that just wanted to chuckle into forever, but Izzie reached under him and cupped his breasts.

The pig hunched and humped.

Izzie whispered in his ear and distracted him, and he…liked it.

The incredible feel of the coils bumping through his velvet tunnel.

But he did cry, and he knew if it wasn’t for Izzie massaging his tits he would have buckled.

But he didn’t, and when the were-pig spewed he was okay.

The were-fox, the were-pig, and the idiot slept, curled around each other like brothers in a litter.

Dex lay in Izzie’s arms and sniffled and she dried his tears.

“Very good, honey. You’re the kind of man I want after all.”

Dex nodded. Shattered, but happy. Now that it was done he liked it. All of it. He would have done it all again, and with no back off.

But now it was time to collect his reward.

“Would you like me to grow a dick and fuck you? Or would you like your dick back so you could fuck me? Or would you like us both grow dicks and do a super trib type fuck?”

“Super trib type of fuck?”

He was asking a question, but Izzie knew what she wanted. “Excellent. Now close your eyes and I’ll help us grow dicks.”

Dex closed his eyes, and felt her hand in his groin. He felt her fingers pulling at his pud, stretching out his mons. He felt the clitoris being manipulated, and growing bigger. He felt the return of a boner.

Yet he still had a pussy! He was still a young woman!

He opened his eyes and stared at Izzie.

Her dress was up and she had a huge cock, bigger than his.

She smiled happily. “Okay, honey, lay here and spread your legs.

Tribbing is when two women open the legs like scissors, then push them together, pussy to pussy. They rub until they have orgasm.

Izzie moved up on the table and they scissored their legs and pressed their pussies together, except they didn’t have just pussies. They had cocks and pussies.

Slowly, gently, lovingly, they slid their penis’s into each other’s holes. He was in her and she was in him. They folded a bit so they could reach out and touch each other’s breasts, and they began…wiggling. That is the only name for it.

They couldn’t hump, but they could…fold over. Their sex organs slipped and turned, were stopped by the limits of anatomy, then they adjusted their positions and turned the other way.

For a moment during a big wiggle one could reach the other’s breasts, and they sucked and nipped and pulled nipples with their teeth, then wiggled the other way.

Back and forth, the excitement, doubled by their double sex organ fuck, they went.

Harder, faster, wetter, loving.

And the orgasm, when it came, occurred at the exact time for both of them, and it was a double powered orgasm.

Actually, quadruple powered.


Epilogue

Dex looked at his friends. They lay entwined, but human. All traces of fur and fang, of paw and claw, were gone. They were human.

Dex was still a girl, but his penis had shrunk back into his body, the only sign of it being a swollen clitoris.

And, of course, he as messy with semen. His pussy was slick with what felt like4 quadruple the sperm.

Izzie yawned and stood by the door.

Sunshine was coming through windows, and the boys were due to wake up soon.

Dex looked at Izzie. “What about me?”

“What about you?”

“Aren’t you going to change me back?”

“I tried, but you don’t want to change.”

Dex was silent. Then he opened his mouth to speak, and closed it.

He was a woman. Forever. And darned if that wasn’t how he wanted it.

“What will I do?” he finally asked.

Izzie took his hands in hers. “You’ll come with me. You’ll be my little fuck chick. Sometimes you’ll be able to be a man, but all the time we’ll be together. Sometimes I’ll do you, and sometimes you’ll do me, and sometimes we’ll do each other. But all the time we’ll have fun.”

Dexter thought about that. He looked back at his sleeping friends. “Bye, guys. You’ve been good friends, and better lovers. I’ll see you again sometime.”

He contemplated them fondly for a second, then added, “And say good bye to Henry. Poor guy missed all the fun.”

Then Dex turned back and took Izzie’s outstretched hand.

Izzie touched the chains on the door and they fell away, then she and she, and sometimes he, and sometimes, at her whim, a were-pig, or fox, or duck or whatever she wanted him to be, stepped into the sunlight.

END
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Sissy Ride: The Book

PART ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

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

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

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

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

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

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

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

I typed:

Who is this?

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

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

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

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

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

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

I typed:

What do you know about me?

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

DING!

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

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

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

DING!

Watch this!

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

I clicked on the link.

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

Mommy Compilation part four!

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

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

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

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

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

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

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

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

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

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

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

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

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

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

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

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

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

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

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

that is my reward for helping you.

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

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

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

I had never thought about being a woman.

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

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

I typed:

I’ll do it.

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

HURRY!

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

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

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

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

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

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

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

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

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

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

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

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

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

I put them in my bra.

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

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

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

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

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

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

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

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

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

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

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

Then I saw the dress.

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

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

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

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

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

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

Then I realized the solution.

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

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

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

‘My’ dress.

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

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

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

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

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

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

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

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

I had my own set of tits!

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

DING!

Lipstick.

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

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

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

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

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

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

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

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

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

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

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

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

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

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

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

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

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

Still, nothing connected.

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

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck!

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

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

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

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

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

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

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

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

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

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

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

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

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

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

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

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

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

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

Then it was done.

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

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

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

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

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

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

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

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

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

And then, finally, it was over.

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

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

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

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

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

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

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

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

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

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

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

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

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

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

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

What had I done?

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

Three days.

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

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

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

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

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

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

I called Tanya then.

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

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

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

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

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

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

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

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

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

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

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

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

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

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

DING!

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

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

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

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

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

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

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

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

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

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

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

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

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

“Are you all right?”

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

DING!

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

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

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

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

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

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

DING!

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

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

DING! DING! DING!

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

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

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

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

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

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

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!
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Read it on kindle or paperback
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