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Author’s Note!

I love those old monster movies. Frankenstein, Dracula, the werewolf. And I have a special place in my heart for Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde.

Imagine being changed into a monster, not being able to control it, committing your perversions without care or worry.

That’s sort of the idea behind this story.

And what could be more monstrous than being forced to turn into a sex hungry woman?

I mean, it’s the guys who are suppose to be crazy, right?

Anyway, this story is a little raunchy, so make sure you’re ready for a little overkill in the ding dong department. Heh!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


PART ONE

“Jesse, you have got to help me!”

Jesse Jekyll looked at his student.

Amanda Hyde, even in a lab coat, was the bomb. Her face was so sweet, an oval of beauty with chocolate eyes and long, brunette hair. Her boobs pushed the lab coat out almost to the chest of his own lab coat.

“Amanda, my dear. I would love to help you, but this is your doctoral thesis. As your advisor I am limited in how much I may assist you.

Amanda sniffed, then threw herself into the arms of her mentor. “But I’m so close. I’ve done all the paperwork, all that’s left is a simple lab test, then…then…”

Jesse was a bit put out by her throwing herself at him like this. He had professional ethics, after all. But professional ethics are something not so strong when it comes to the morality of the flesh.

Jesse held her and tried to think of a way out of this dilemma. He didn’t want to compromise his professional integrity.

Amanda intuited this. She knew if she poured on the waterworks he would come around. He was, after all, a man. And never was a man who could resist charms such as hers.

“Please, Jesse.”

“But…I can’t!” he was almost begging, his inner back bone warping under the pleas of this most desirable girl.

“Well, can I at least explain what I’m doing? And you can…you can…offer advice!”

Jesse shouldn’t, and he knew it, but his boner boning, his backbone weakening, he nodded. “I can do that, my dear.”

They walked across the campus to the labs. Amanda held Jesse’s hand, hugged his biceps, and let him feel her breasts against his arm.

Jesse put aside his misgivings. Aside from how help he could actually give a student, there was the moral dilemma of spending time alone in a lab after hours. Definitely something he wasn’t supposed to do.

They walked over the quad, under the shadow of spreading branches. There was a hint of snow in the air, and by the time they reached the labs Jekyll was sheltering the girl with his great coat. She was under his arm, taking advantage of his body warmth, and he justified it as his duty to protect the young girl.

They entered the labs, passed a lone janitor swabbing the floor, and made their way up to the third floor. Jesse unlocked the lab door, drew the blinds, and turned on the lights. They were at the back of the building so even the dim slits of light wouldn’t be obvious.

“Okay, my dear,” Jesse tried to be authoritative and even grandfatherly in his attitude. He knew being with this girl at such late hour would be hazardous.

“Well, my thesis is simple. As you know males have XY chromosomes. Females have XX chromosomes. If I could eliminate the Y, and duplicate the X, I could change the DNA. It would then be possible, through simple injections, to change men from men to women, and back again.”

Jesse nodded. “Okay, present your DNA sequence and relate it to the actual chemicals you wish to use.

For an hour Amanda explained her thesis. She took Jesse down the various strands of DNA involved, pointed out how chemicals could change them, and even got out the specific chemicals she planned to use in her experiments.

Jesse listened patiently, asked questions occasionally.

Amanda’s reasoning seemed pretty sound.

He stood beside her at the table and moved chemicals around. “If you use potassium in conjunction with palladium it will cause a reaction later in the chain when you heat up the noble gases.”

He moved bottles in the sequence to demonstrate.

“But the inherent instability of Erbium will be reduced by the inclusion of…” she moved bottles.

“But then…”

How it happened they weren’t quite sure, but one of the bottles tipped, collided with another, and both bottles broke.

“Damn!” whispered Jesse. He held his breath even as the fumes rose up. But he was too late. The mere fact of in drawing his breath prior to holding it caused him to ingest the sweet smelling cloud, and he fell to the floor.

Amanda jumped back as she drew in her breath prior to holding it, and jumping back saved her bacon. But she watched in panic as Jesse crumpled to the vinyl floor.

Quickly, holding her breath, she turned opened the windows. She turned on the ceiling fans and they blew the deadly mixture out the windows.

Amanda gasped, then bent to her professor’s slumped form.

“Jesse! Jesse!”

Jesse opened his eyes. “Wha…what happened?”

His eyes were dazed, his pupils large, and muscles in his face were quivering.

“You broke a couple of bottles and took in the fumes. Are you all right?”

Jesse felt fine. In fact, he felt right as rain. But he had several tics in his face. Whole bunches of muscles were twitching as he was helped to his feet.

“Come, sit over here,” Amanda led him to a chair and he sat down. Oddly, his muscles were twitching, his legs felt like…like dancing!

“Oh,” he said. Calibrating the effect of the fumes, whatever they were, on his frame.

“Here, drink some water.”

Amanda held the water to him and he sipped. Then he spat the water on the floor.

“PEW! What are trying to do, kill me?”

“No…no!”

“Then get me some whiskey!”

Amanda stepped back. Whiskey? But he was the professor, and he did know the antidotes for various chemicals. “But where do I—“

“There’s a bottle in Professor McGonigles desk. Bottom drawer.

McGonicle had a desk in a side room. Amanda ran into the room and tried to open it.

“It’s locked!”

Jesse walked into the room. For a man who had been poisoned he looked pretty spry. And his face, it was twisting and turning. It was almost as if his face was reshaping.

“Break the damned thing. I need a drink!”

He grabbed the handle of the bottom drawer and gave it a jerk. It was an old desk, made of metal, and should not have been able to be opened, but Jesse felt very strong, and he pulled the drawer out of the desk. A bottle of amber liquid rose up in the air and would have smashed against the wall, but Jesse was too quick. He snatched the bottle out of the air. Grinned, and twisted the top off.

“Remember this as a lesson, Amanda. Only the cheapest of whiskeys have screw on caps. Real bourbon will be corked.”

He tilted the bottle and drank greedily. Liquor poured down his throat as if from a spigot. Half the bottle, then he lowered it and heaved a 100 proof breath. “Damn! Now that’s good for what ails you.”

He handed the bottle to Amanda. “Have a sip.”

Amanda took the bottle, but would have passed it back. She wasn’t much of a drinker, but Jesse lifted her hand, guided the neck of the bottle to her mouth. “Go on. Put a little hair on your chest.”

She drank, and choked, and wiped her mouth. “I don’t think I need hair on my chest, Jesse.”

Jesse guffawed. “And you know why you don’t have hair on your chest, my dear? His eyes seemed to be growing larger, softer, and his nose, which was a honker, suddenly didn’t seem so honking big.

“Why?”

“Because grass never grows on playgrounds.” HAW HAW HAW! He laughed uproariously, slapping his thigh. Then he took the bottle and drank some more. In under a minute he had drunk 3/4s of a bottle of cheap bourbon.

Amanda stared at him.

He was shorter, and his clothes seemed to hang on him. Except for his chest, which seemed to bulge over his pectoral muscles. Oddly, his hair was looking a little long and unkempt. A college type, he did have longish hair, but not this long.

“Now, which bottles broke? I want to know what mystical potion I have been victim to.”

Amanda and he resurrected what they had been doing. They had the remains of the broken bottles, and it was fairly easy to replicate what had happened, though not in the proper proportions.

“Liquid to vapor does present some challenges, but I think, if we consider the mathematics involved in the mishap then…”

He blathered on, as if his mind was turned into overdrive, and described various intense formula. And all the while he seemed to grow shorter. His pants hung on him, except for a certain bulge at the zipper level.

And his chest seemed larger, almost like he was growing female parts. But how could he be growing both an erection and boobs?

“Damn,” he said, at one point, reached a hand into his pants and stroking himself. “Take note of side effects. Breasts, enlarged penis. A desire for sex.”

Amanda took note, but she was growing frightened.

Jesse now had unmistakeable boobs. And his cock was pressing outward. And his whole body seemed to have shrunk.

She hesitated, then blurted, “Your body is smaller.”

“So?” he seemed puzzled. He could analyze the world in logical formula, but he couldn’t analyze himself.

“So maybe your dick isn’t getting bigger than in comparison to your body, which is getting smaller.”

“My body is getting smaller?”

“Yes.”

Jesse was now officially confused. His mind was turning over chemical formulas at a frantic pace, but his real world logic was…dissipating.

“And you have breasts. And—“

Jesse now considered himself. His sense of himself hadn’t changed, but he had never had a real good sense of himself.

But now he looked at his chest, and his penis was throbbing. Big or small, it was urging him, and he was suddenly aware of how Amanda was shaped. Big breasts. Red lips.  Everything a man could want.

Not that he felt a like a man, not with the changes he was undergoing, but…he felt an urge. A horniness, a sexual drive.

He unbuckled his pants, and undid his zipper, causing Amanda to gasp in surprise.

“Professor!”

Jesse pulled down his pants, leaning forward to do so, and he noted two things. His chest leaned forward with him.

And his penis, though amazingly hard, was…shrinking.

“Oh, my Lord!” he blurted.

Amanda watched in amazement, her mouth open in surprise, as his dick seemed to grow even smaller.

Jesse looked up at her, saw her open mouth, and like any horny male, he saw the target.

“Ms Hyde!” He grabbed her hair and pulled her towards his waiting cock.

“Mmmph! Mmmph!” Amanda protested.

She was a tease, and she had had a cock or two in her mouth during her lifetime, but never in such flagrant and fierce manner. Still, her mouth was open, the cock went in. She reacted in her normal manner and proceeded to suck.

But his cock was shrinking so fast that by the time she closed her mouth…it was too small.

It was a button. It was more like a clitoris than a cock. And his balls had shrunk to almost nothing.

And his skin was no longer was baggy saggy in the ball department. In fact, it looked more like a landing strip.

She pushed Professor Jekyll away. Damn! She wanted real dick. Not this little shrimp!”

But Jesse was now in full attack mode.

Like a male he pulled her lab coat off, ripped her dress off, and tried to fuck her.

But, like a female, he no longer had anything to fuck with.

He had a hole, but no dingus.

He had driven Amanda to the floor, but now he was on his knees, between her legs, inspecting his groin and finding nothing but a cunt.

Amanda experienced a flash of frustration. If she was going to go on her back and spread her legs she expected a little something for her effort. But this was a little nothing.

Jesse took off his lab coat. He had already divested himself of his pants, and now he took off his shirt.

He had boobs. Large, double D boobs. He wasn’t a big man, rather skinny, actually, and his boobs looked gigantic on his slender chest.

He stood up, looking at himself, making logical conclusions in his dazed mind.

He wasn’t a man anymore.

He was horny.

He couldn’t fuck like a man, so…he was going to have to fuck like a woman.

“Excuse me, my dear,” he spoke in a higher pitched voice. “But I need to go.”

He turned and started for the door.

“Wait!”

He turned. “What?”

“You’re naked!”

“So what? I mean, I am? Good Lord, I am! What will I do?”

Amanda was on her feet now, pulling her ripped clothes over herself. Then she realized they were too ripped. She plucked a lab coat off a rack and pulled it around herself.

Jesse, seeing how she was draping herself, followed suit.

They looked like two girls with tight, wrap around coats. This emphasized their boobs.

Jesse started to leave.

“Wait?”

He turned around again. “What?”

“You can’t go out like that!”

“Like what?”

“You’re a mess!”

Amanda moved to him, opened her purse and brushed his face, added color, rolled on lipstick.

Jesse was stunned, but the logical part of him knew that he had to look the part. Whatever that part was.

Then Amanda made herself up.

Jesse kept looking at the door. He was impatient. Amanda cautioned him. “We need to go somewhere. To hide. We need to figure this out.”

“Figure what out?” Jesse asked, and that should have given Amanda the clue: Jesse wasn’t interested in hiding, he wanted to sate his hunger. He was a gorgeous women with a male’s drive for sex.

“Never mind. Come with me.”

Amanda took Jesse by the arm. She wanted to get back to her dorm. She wanted to examine some of her chemistry books. She wanted to find out how and why Jesse had transformed.

She held his arm tightly, feeling his large boobs with her arm, and guided him down the stairs.

The janitor was in the same place. He was mopping a floor, and it seemed as if he might have fallen asleep leaning on his mop.

They walked around him and into the night air.

They walked across the quad, and as they walked Jesse’s mind was spinning.

He was a girl. A buxom girl. A girl with…needs!

He wanted to examine his pussy. On the surface, scientifically, but underneath he had an itch. He wanted to touch it, feel it, explore it.

His dazed mind wondered what women did with their pussies.

They always walked around so sexy, and as a professor he could only lust a little. But now…now he could find out.

“Let’s go somewhere,” he blurted.

Amanda looked at him. She was terrified of what had happened, and she was holding tight to Jesse.

Where had his dick gone? She had played with the idea of fucking him for a grade, that sure would have made her college career easier. And she might have, except that other women would know, women always knew. they had a sixth sense about such things.

“We need to go to my dormitory and figure things out.”

Jesse pushed on Amanda’s arm and slicked his arm out of her grasp.

“Hey!”

“I want to go somewhere.”

Jesse started walking towards Third Street. That was a place that had pizza parlors, bars, and the night life was wild.

Amanda hurried after Jesse. “Wait a minute!”

But Jesse wouldn’t wait. He had places to go, people to see. His body was young and fresh and…hungry. He needed to satisfy it.

He reached the lights of Third Street and hurried into the first place she came to. It was a pizza parlor.

Amanda came in and grabbed his arm. “Come on!”

“Not until we’ve had some pizza. I’m hungry.”

Amanda had used boys like this, gone somewhere and just demanded, and the boys always caved in. Of course they did, they wanted to get into her panties.

Knowing this, seeing how Jesse was going to be, she sighed. “Okay. One pizza. Then we go home.

Jesse smiled and looked around the place.

It was carnivalesque. The Doors were singing ‘Who do you love,’ over an obnoxious sound system. Half the tables were filled with chattering boys and girls. The smell of pizza and beer filled the joint.

“May I help you?” asked the counter girl.

“A pizza with meat and two pitchers of beer.”

“Wait…” started Amanda, but Jesse already had his wallet out and was passing bills across the counter. She hissed to him, “You can’t drink a whole pitcher of beer!”

“I know. That’s why I ordered two.”

Jesse grabbed her hand and dragged her to a back table.

“Professor Jekyll! What are you doing?”

“Scientific research, dear.”

They sat in a wooden booth with red padding on the benches, and a moment later a large pizza, dripping with juices and laden with meat arrived. As did two pitchers of beer.

Amanda picked up a knife and fork and cut a little piece of pizza off and put it in her mouth.

Jesse folded a quarter of the pizza and jammed it in his mouth. He drank half a pitcher.

“Man, this stuff is good!” He belched.

The next table over had four hulking football players. They were eyeballing Jesse and Amanda and now one of them slid over. “Hey, girls. How’s it going?”

“Please leave, neanderthal!” Amanda snapped.

She knew what college boys wanted.

But Jesse grabbed the boy’s arm and pulled him closer.

As a man he didn’t want men. Not at all. But as a woman, his juices were flowing.

“Have a seat, big dick.”

The kid’s mouth opened, then he grinned.

The other three boys slid over and now Amanda was jammed up against the wall.

Jesse reached down and grabbed the boy’s dick. “Hmm. Feels a bit bigger than average. Definitely bigger than mine, should I still have one. What do you think of my tits?”

“Uh…uh…” the boy was dumfounded by how forward Jesse was.

“Gentlemen,” stated Jesse, as authoritative as a professor, which made sense because under his too tight lab coat and his beautiful face and big boobs he was one, “I would like to see your penis’s. Strictly research, you know.”

Now four boys’ mouths were hanging open in stupefaction. Girls played hard to get, but this one was playing easy to get.

“Well?” Jesse asked when, after a moment, none of the boys had dropped their pants.

“We can’t show you here!” stuttered one.

Jesse blinked, his long lashes fluttering. “Well, where?”

“In the bathroom?” asked one.

“Very well.” Jesse pushed his way out of the booth and dragged two of the boys by their hands. They entered the bathroom, closed the door and Jesse smiled.

The boys were helpless under the onslaught of his sexual rage. He gripped their buckles and undid them. He undid their zippers. He pulled out their weenies and examined them.

One was about six inches, the other was about eight inches. Both of them throbbed, and the eight incher had a bit of pre-cum dripping.

“Well, this is certainly delightful, said the professor, dropping to his knees. He took the six incher in his mouth and sampled it. He made sure the eight incher stayed close by by holding onto his balls and squeezing.

Jesse had never sucked a cock before in his life, but it wasn’t hard.

And he wasn't bothered by the thought of being a gay. He was a woman now, and women were supposed to do such things as suck cock.

The six inch boy groaned, then Jesse moved to the eight incher. He sucked voraciously, figuring out new tricks and methods in the moment.

The eight inch boy’s knees started to give way.

Jesse, whole holding the six incher boy’s ball, used his other hand to reach under the eight incher boy’s balls. He snaked his hand up and stuck a finger into the eight incher boy’s anus.

“AIIIEE!” The eight incher boy, a slender digit wiggling up his ass, squeaked. His legs straightened right out.

Jesse angled his finger and explored the prostate.

“ACCK!” The eight incher let loose with a full load. A big stream of baby batter filled Jesse’s mouth. He had to swallow quickly so as not to drool.

When the boy was done Jesse extracted his digit and said, “Tasty. Not as sweet as I would expect, but…definitely packed with vitamins and minerals.”

He turned to the other boy. “Would you like to ejaculate in my mouth?”

“Uh…yeah!”

So Jesse attended to the other boy, sucking and inserting his finger and pressing on the prostate. Shortly the six inch boy was spewing his load into Jesse’s curvy, plump-lipped mouth.

Jesse absorbed the load, smacked his lips, and said, “Interesting. One would think the larger the cock the larger the load, but it isn’t so. Further, the speed of ejaculate is quite a bit faster than I would have expected.”

Jesse returned to the table, smiled at the two remaining boys, and finished off his pitcher of beer. He folded another corner of pizza and ate it, drank half of the second pitcher, and turned to the remaining boys. “What with all the semen, would you mind if I fucked you?”

Amanda: “Professor! You can’t…”

“Sure she can, honey,” one of the boys said. He wanted to get off, and Jesse’s ‘wing man’ wasn’t going to get in the way.

Jesse once again led the way to the bathroom.

The bathroom was sort of stinky, and it looked like somebody might have barfed in one of the stalls, but Jesse didn’t mind. He was hungry, and this was all for science, so he opened up his lab coat, sat on the counter and spread his legs.

Jesse hadn’t ever fucked as a woman, but his body had taken over. He knew what to do and when to do it.

The first boy whipped out his schlong and stepped up to the plate.

Jesse moaned as his pussy was opened up. He was, as a woman, a virgin, and it felt so fucking good he couldn’t believe it.

Better than when he was a man putting his own penis in a girl.

“Oh, yeah! Baby!” The boy was big and hairy and his lips were a bit red and slobbery. Fine with Jesse, he pulled the boy’s head down and the boy began to suck on Jesse’s amazing nipples.

It took longer than when Jesse massaged the prostate, but it wasn’t a bad long. It was a good long, and Jesse sort of wished he could have made the boy last longer, but shortly the boy was surging forward, thrusting his hips and filling Jesse’s snatch with white goo.

“Oh, God! God!” muttered the boy.

“Don’t bring religion into this,” said Jesse. “I’ve a scientific mind.”

The boy stepped back and Jesse reached down and scooped a bit of his semen with a finger. He tasted the semen. “Hmm. Perhaps it is my imagination, but there seems to be a slightly different taste. Obviously, this needs looking into. You,” he motioned to the other boy. “Hurry up, sloppy seconds for you.”

The boy didn’t care, and he rammed and jammed, and he had a nine incher, so it was particularly delicious to Jesse, who grunted and worked his muscles and took everything the boy had to offer, including a big spurt of baby batter.

Back in the eating area, Jesse finished off the pizza, and even ate some of the pizza the boys’ had ordered.

And he quaffed the rest of the pitcher of beer.

But he was growing restless. He had had the four boys, he understood the glory of cock sucking and fucking now, and he was still curious. He simply had a driving desire to explore more sex. Strictly for science, of course.

“Well, guys, I thank you, but it’s time for me to be going.”

The guys were pretty well fucked out, so they waved their hands, moved aside so Jesse and Amanda could get out, then, like men everywhere after sex, they put their heads down and went to sleep.

“Come on,” said Amanda, as they exited the pizza parlor.

Jesse, however, had other plans. He slipped his hand out of Amanda’s and turned in the other direction.

“Hey!”

Jesse walked twenty feet and turned into a bar.

Technically, he looked a little young to be going into bars, but what old man is going to kick a voluptuous babe out of his establishment?

Jesse stepped up to the bar, elbowed two men aside and said, “I’ll have a Blue Jacket, and the fellow on the right will pay for it. And a White Lady, and this other gentlemen will pay for that.”

The bartender looked at the two men. They were big fellows, one looked like a wrestler and the other looked like a firefighter. They had butch haircuts, tats, the wrestler had a mustache, and the firefighter had a rough looking beard.

The cop guy said, “And why would I buy you a drink, missy?”

“Because as soon as I’ve drunk enough I’m going to scientifically asses the quality of your semen.”

The two men blinked, and smiled.

“Furthermore, one of you, if you promise to be respectful, can screw my ass.”

Smiles became grins.

“And what if we both want your ass?”

“Oh, Lord. Be still my aching heart. Where are my drinks?”

The bartender, now moving fast, and maybe hoping to get in on the action, threw together gin and Curacao, dashed in some bitters, stirred and added a wedge of leman.

Jesse drank the Blue Jacket down. Behind him, watching with an open mouth, Amanda shook her head.

The bartender then mixed gin, lemon juice and Cointreau. He shook the concoction, added a maraschino and placed the glass before Jesse.

Gulp. It was gone.

Jesse belched. He then linked arms with both men and smiled up at them. “Do you guys mind splitting me?”

They didn’t, and they escorted Jesse back to a store room. Shortly the sounds of grunts and groans could be heard. Then a small scream as Jesse discovered that men weren’t always gentle when they skewered a girl in the ass.

And, later, Jesse staggered out, got another drink from the bartender, and drank it down.

He then treated the barkeep to his special anal massaging blow job, and the customer all leaned over the bar and cheered when the young man blew his load.

Jesse was drunk. It was obvious. And he wasn’t finished. Not by a long shot. But Amanda grabbed his arm and pulled, hard, and took him out of the bar.

“Bye, big hunks! See you tomorrow!”

The patrons all cheered, and made mental notes to come back on the following night.

Amanda pulled Jesse down the walk.

Then Jesse slipped out of her grasp again. He stepped over to the curb where two cops were sitting in a car. “Hey, fuzz!”

They jerked in surprise and looked at him.

“You could arrest me, take me into the park, fuck me, and let me go. What do you think about that!”

The cops didn’t think much. They just held in their smiles, got out of their cruiser, and handcuffed Jesse. In being handcuffed Jesse lost control of his lab coat, and it opened up to reveal his buxom charms.

The cops pulled the lapels closed, their hands moving around to make sure everything was secure.

On the curb, Amanda was frightened. She wasn’t a fan of the police. But she followed the cruiser as it turned around and headed for a far edge of the quad.

She ran as fast as she could, and arrived just as the cops got into their car and zoomed away.

Jesse was laying on a bench, his coat opened and his body, all semen smeared, on display.

He looked over at Amanda and sighed. “Isn’t it glorious?”

Then he was up and heading back to Third Street. The night had just begun!


PART TWO

It was morning on campus. The sun rose over the ivy shrouded, brick buildings.

Birds sang in the trees. Early risers jogged, headed to Starpuke’s for coffee, or otherwise started the day.

On the edge of the quad was a three story structure. The sign attached to the building over the porch read, ‘Pi Pi Pi.’

It was ‘triple Pi,. the most notorious sorority on campus. These were the wild girls, the ones who went too far, the ones who ordered birth control by the case.

Inside the sorority house it was silent. A few snores, the slither of bed sheets as the girls got their first masturbation of the day into gear.

One of the girls was in the kitchen, trying to figure out whether she wanted flapjacks or pancakes. Such is the college education.

Upstairs, on the third floor, Jesse groaned. He was sleeping on the floor, naked, his sperm smeared lab coat for a pillow.

He felt like shit that had been stepped on with golf shoes. His belly groaned for all the pizza and other things, including semen, that he had eaten.

He had barfed at some point, deliberately so he could empty himself of alcohol so he could imbibe some more.

“Oh, God!” he mumbled, and he opened his eyes.

He didn’t know where he was. There were girl’s clothes hanging on chairs and closet doors. There was a bed with a pink, frilly cover. There were pillows all over the place.

“Fuck,” he whispered as his agony swallowed him.

“Are you okay?”

Jesse jerked, and his whole body hurt, but he was suddenly scared. Looking over the edge of the frilly, pink bed was one of his students, Amanda Hyde.

She was naked, her large chest plain to see hanging over the edge of the bed.

He sat up, his head feeling like he had just slammed it into the ceiling, and tried to arrange his lab coat around him. It was the only thing he had, and he dimly remembered wearing it.

Then he began remembering other things. He remembered the pizza parlor, and drinking, and sucking and fucking and taking it up the…

“Take it easy, Professor. You’re in Tri Pi. Nothing to worry about.

But Jesse couldn’t help the panic flooding through his mind.

He was in Tri Pi? The most degraded whorehouse on campus?

“But…but…”

“Oh, relax. Nobody cares if a man sleeps over.”

“But I’m a professor!”

“So?” Her eyebrows knit in confusion. Whether an overnighter was a freshman or a dean didn’t matter.

“But…what time is it? I’ve got to go home! I’ve got to get ready for class!”

Amanda giggled. “That’s not what you were saying last night.”

Holding his lab coat around him Jesse looked around. He had to get out of there.

“Okay, take it easy. Let me get you some pants and you can head out.”

“Pants? You have pants?”

“We have pants from every kind of man there is. You would be surprised at how many men panic and jump out a window without their pants.”

Jesse cowered in a corner of the room, and Amanda retrieved a pair of jeans. A few minutes later, turning down an invitation for breakfast, Jesse left by the back door. He was bare foot, and he held the lab coat tightly so as not to expose his hairy chest.

And he wondered.

He had been a woman. And now he wasn’t. Now he was back to being himself. But how had that happened?

And he turned over the events of the night previous in his head. He had had sex, a. lot of sex. And he had drunk and smoked cigars and celebrated until the dawn was breaking.

Now he was tired, as well he should be, but he was also awake, and he had duties as a professor. He had to teach classes.

He shuffled across campus and headed for his own apartment. When he finally entered his abode he sighed and put his back to the door. He had made it.

But…he had to teach.

Sighing, he showered, cold water to brace himself, and got dressed.

Then he headed for class. He was only a few minutes late, but even that was out of character for him.

He was a professor, dammit!

And so the day went. Jesse yawned and taught, and dreaded every mouthful of chemical formula that left his mouth.

Students snickered at his slowness of intellect, but he didn’t care.

Not only was he tired, he was hung over, and he kept remembering things he had done the night before.

What had possessed him?

But he knew. His lust for sex had driven him, made him do all those terrible things.

Things that were terrible, but which, even hung over and tired, excited him.

A couple of times he had to lecture sitting down behind his desk, his dick was so hard.

But, regardless of his inner turmoil, the day passed. He was quite relieved when the day ended and the last student left his class.

Then Amanda stepped through the doorway.

“Oh, uh…hi.” He was red-faced, his mind swirling with recriminations and guilt.

“Hi, Jesse.”

“Professor Jekyll, if you don’t mind.”

“God, you’re so funny. After what you did last night?”

“Please, don’t mention that. Not ever.”

Amanda smirked a little bit. She enjoyed having a bit of sway over Jesse.

“So I need to talk about my thesis, and what happened last night.”

“I think you’d better look into getting another advisor.”

“Not a chance! You’re the best!” And besides, now I’ve got something on you, she thought.

Jesse groaned, put papers and files into his briefcase.

“So I figure we should go out to dinner tonight and talk over what happened.”             

“It really wouldn’t be appropriate.”

“Tough. I want to talk, and it’s my paper that’s at stake. So we’re going to go to a steakhouse sand have a bite, and then we’re going to work on my paper.”

Jesse sighed. He was, in essence, being blackmailed. He really had no choice.

“Very well. I need to go change.”

“Into a dress?” Amanda snickered.

“No!” blurted Jesse.

“Well, I’ll come with you. You can change and then we can go to dinner.”

So they walked over to Jesse’s apartment. Amanda sat on the couch and waited, and Jesse went into his closet and selected some casual clothes.

Suddenly Amanda heard a ‘clonk!’

“Professor?” she called.

“Oh, fuck…not…not…” His voice was soft, but even from the other room Amanda could detect the panic in it.

“Professor?” She stood up and went to the door of his bedroom.

“Unh…fuck! Unh…ow!”

Amanda walked into the bedroom. She looked into the walk in closet.

Jesse was writhing on the floor, naked, and his dick was shrinking.

And his tits were growing.

His hair was getting longer. Even his nails were longer.

“Jesse! What are you doing?”

“I’m not…doing anything…it’s being done to me!”

His pecker turned into a clit and his snatched deepened. His face was soft and smooth and round. His eyes were bigger, and panic filled them.

“But…why?”

“The formula…last night…I thought I was okay, but…”

“But you’re changing again!”

“Oh, God!”

The change happened faster this time. It still hurt a little, but Jesse was learning to change pain into pleasure. Shortly he was writhing and pulling on his tits and fingering himself off.

Amanda was once again fearful. How could this be happening?

Jesse stood up. Naked, he was a babe. “Are you ready to go to dinner?” he asked with a lascivious grin.

“But…wait…” then Amanda realized what she was going to have to do. “You need to get dressed. And we need…we need…”

Jesse wanted to rock and roll, but it was still early, the sun had barely set, and his desires were only just beginning.

Amanda called a few of her sisters at the sorority and asked for their help.

Fifteen minutes later the girls of Tri Pi were working over Jesse. Sandy was doing his nails, Shirley was doing his hair, Laverne did his make up, and girls showed up with lingerie and clothes.

Jesse sat in his kitchen, the object of their attention, and he was feeling good.

It felt wonderful to be pampered and fawned over.

Although he was having surges of urges. He sighed, “I wish some of you girls had dicks. I’m starting to need it in a big way.”

The girls all laughed, except for one.

Bertha had shown up with a bag, and something in the bag, but as the girls worked over Jesse and brought out their make up and such, she just watched. When Jesse talked about dicks, however, she had an evil smile. She reached into her bag and brought out…a strap on!

“Oh, my God!” breathed Amanda.

Yet, it was a solution. Maybe she could keep Jesse from running through town and fucking everything with a dick. Maybe.

Bertha was a chunky girl, a lesbian, and she eyed Jesse with glee. She strapped on her dick and advanced on Jesse.

“Here you go, girlfriend.”

The other girls, while not lesbian, but a few of which were bi, stood back and grinned. By now they all knew that this ravishing woman they had been working on was actually Professor Jesse Jekyll, a stodgy, old fart kind of a guy.

Some girls dream of fucking their teachers. Some have to fuck their teachers for a good grade. But this…seeing the innocent professor bend over…this was good.

Bertha grabbed Jesse by a nipple and pulled.

“OW!”

She threw him over the end of the couch and moved between his legs.

This Jesse was ready for. And he craved. He lifted his butt and spread his legs and Bertha moved in with a wicked grin.

“Oh…yes!” howled Jesse.

Jesse had thought that getting fucked by men was the ultimate. It had been better than his small experiences as a man fucking a woman. But when Bertha socked it to him, when she plunged to his depths, he knew he had found the Mt. Everest of fucks.

As a woman, Bertha knew what women wanted, and she delivered.

Some of the other girls decided to get in on the act, and now Jesse was engulfed in a tsunami of sexy bodies. They held him down and filled his orifices with fingers and tongues. They licked and sucked hi breasts, and he dissolved into an hour of intense life where he experienced nothing else, could think of nothing else, then sex.

But, at last, all the girls cummed out, and they did get off on screwing him, everybody was laying around, sated.

Jesse, however, wasn’t sated. He wanted more. He wanted to go out to the pizza parlor and the bar and…he sat up. “I’ve got to get out of here.”

The girls all looked at him. “Heysoos,” said Bertha. “Don’t you ever give up?”

“Nope.”

He stood up and gathered his pants and lab coat.

“Hey, wait a minute, you’re not going out like that!”

Jesse looked at himself. All he saw was monumental boobs, a face in the mirror that was a dream and…what else was there?

But the girls knew what else there was. They sat him down, and broke out the make up. They fixed his nails, made up his face, brushed his hair, and by the time they were done girls had gone to the sorority house and brought back lingerie and dresses.

Jesse tried a few things on, and was amazed at the difference. He was no longer a woman in heat, he was a beautiful woman in heat.

He preened in front of the mirror and felt himself getting even hotter. Hell, he wished he was somebody else so he could fuck himself.

The girls smiled and nodded. They had done for one of their own. Then the whole crowd of them exited the apartment and headed for Third Street.

As soon as Jesse hit Third Street he became wildly wanton. He walked up to men, even took them away from other girls, and dragged them into alleys, behind dumpsters.

He bent over and let them take him.

He unzipped them and climbed on them for a little monkey love.

The men, of course, couldn’t say no.

All night he fucked, and by dawn there was an unfortunate aspect to his sexual endeavors.

Many of the men he had fucked were of the married variety.

The girls of Tri Pi didn’t care. They were sluts, they didn’t care if they fucked a married man.

But Jesse didn’t just fuck an occasional married man, he fucked them all. And he left them wanting him more and more.

What married man, putting up with his wife’s nagging, wouldn’t want some sexy vixen doing him mercilessly, and only wanting more.

Thus, by dawn, when Jesse was taken back to his apartment, where he changed into himself and slept for a couple of minutes, the women of the town were in high dudgeon.

And while Jesse woke up and became a man and went to teach classes, the women of the town networked. They spoke on Facebutt. They coffee klatched. They discussed this wild harlot that was fucking all their men.

One woman in particular, Charity Smith, was particularly upset. She was a drab sort, a little heavy, skanky hair, tiny boobies, and she didn’t even have a man.

Truth, she would have been upset if a man kissed a woman. She was just that dried up, prune-y kind of person.

At noon she met with her knitting circle and they discussed the terrible woman who was shattering public morals and making a fool of all married women.

“I tell you,” said Charity, picking a hair off her chin., “If we don’t do something that who will?”

The women all nodded. A few of them were married, and they were upset. But the ones who weren’t married were really upset.

“Well, first, we’re going to have to find out who this evil woman is.”

And, again, the ladies all nodded righteously.

That night Jesse woke up just as the sun went down.

Amanda was snuggling against him. She had actually screwed his cock that afternoon, and had found it quite delightful.

Jesse stirred and moaned, and the change started. He groaned, and Amanda held him, and his dick shrunk and became a clitoris. She placed her hands on his chest and his tits grew into her cupped palms. His waist thinned and his hips flared. His face softened, fat was redistributed and his manly features faded into more feminine features.

Finally, he was changed. He was woman, and he was ready to roar.

Amanda got up and helped prepare him. A few of the Tri Pi girls came over, and they assisted, and then he was ready to go. He walked out the door, crossed the quad, and was unaware that a crowd of stern faced women were waiting for him.

Jesse headed for the bar. He needed to get his itch scratched, and that was the place. He walked in, pushed up to the bar, and asked for a drink.

The bartender grinned. He had been blown every night, and he loved it, and so what it if cost him a drink? Let the boss consider it overhead, the price of doing business.

Several other men moved in and surrounded Jesse.

A few minutes later, having sucked down three drinks, Jesse headed for the bathroom. Men followed him, and shortly he was doing them. He fucked and he sucked, and he was fucked and sucked, and more men passed through the bathroom.

Finally, Jesse was ready to move on. He exited the bathroom and a hand went over his mouth. The hand held a handkerchief, and it had been soaked in chloroform.

Jesse knew the smell well, and he struggled.

Men in the bar, seeing what was happening, tried to get back into the hallway, but large women with big thighs and large, flabby biceps stopped them. Women with round bellies pushed them back, and Jesse was pulled out the back door. He was semi-conscious, flailing his arms helplessly, then he was unconscious and knew no more.

Jesse awoke in a warehouse. He was hanging from the rafter by two ropes. One on each arm.

His legs were tied and the ropes went to the sides.

He was standing, spread-eagled, and a dozen hard-faced women sat in chairs and watched him.

“What…what…” He was dazed, but he knew he still had an hour or two before he changed back. He had to get free before then.

“Who are you?” asked Charity. “What’s your name?”

Charity was wearing a print dress, rather drab, over a corset.

Why the corset? Because she had read up on how to interrogate people, and this was as close as she could come to the dominatrix look.

She snapped a belt. She hadn’t had time to go get a whip, so this would have to do.

“My name is…is Amanda.” He chose the first name that popped into his mind.

“Okay, Amanda, tell us why you’re fucking all the men in town?”

“I…I didn’t mean to…” Jesse was blathering, confused, not sure what to say. That these women were hard core feminists he understood. But how hard core? How far were they going to take him?”

SMACK! Charity hit him on the buns with her belt.

Then began an hour of torment. Of pain. Of women shouting questions and hitting him no matter what he answered.

Jesse howled, and cried, and begged, but to no avail. Not only is woman the more vicious of the species, but these were scorned women. Their wrath had bounds, and certainly no reason.

Then the sun began to come up.

Jesse groaned, his body was striped, and his clitoris began to grow.

the women had stripped him naked to punish him, but now they were shocked to see a nub appear between his legs, and get bigger and bigger. His chest began to shrink, and manly hair began to grow.

The women stepped back and stared in horror.

Jessie grew a little taller, a little heavier, and his features morphed into his own.

“He’s a man!” Charity Smith yelled.

Then the women were fascinated. They came forward, crowded around him, and began to feel him.

“This is a real dick!” said one of the old ladies.

“And real balls, feel them!”

A couple of the ladies spanked his balls, then one of them gripped his cock and looked him in the eye. “What did you do with Amanda?”

“She went home,” managed Jesse. His head was hanging and he was exhausted. He hadn’t drunk much this past night, only a couple of drinks, but he was exhausted from being tortured.

“What are we going to do with him?” asked Charity.

The ladies backed off and considered Jesse.

“Is he…is he one of the professors at the college?”

“I believe he is. Chemistry, or something.”

Chastity stepped up to Jessie, lifted his head and growled. “Do you work in the chemistry department?”

Jessie nodded, and he went to sleep. He had to. It was the end of the night and he needed five minutes before he went to class.

The ladies considered him, and one of them murmured. So he’s got a dick. What’s the big deal?”

Several of the women nodded.

“And he’s a sex maniac. Been plenty of those around.”

One particularly unattractive woman murmured. “My husband used to be a sex addict. These days he’s not too excited.

One of the women started fondling Jessie’s balls. “Not too big, but big enough.”

“Big enough for what?”

“Big enough to satisfy us.”

The ladies all looked at the woman who had spoken. Their faces showed deep thought.

“I know,” said the women. “But our men are fucking this Amanda person, and Amanda doesn’t seem to mind, so would this guy mind servicing us?”

Jessie snored lightly.

“Clean him up a little and he’s not too ugly.”

“Yeah, I could use his dick.”

“A lot of us could.”

For fifteen minutes the women discussed Jessie and his penis. Then Jessie started to stir.

He was tired. He was sexually exhausted, hung over, and his body hurt from the constant change from male to female and back again.

“Oh,” he groaned. “Let me loose. I gotta go to class.”

“Not so fast, bozo,” Charity snapped.

Jessie stared at the thick woman.

“You been fucking our husbands.”

“When you’re a woman, of course,” added some one.

“So now you’re going to have to fuck us.”

Jessie’s eyes snapped open. He looked around at the women. They didn’t have much expression, but Jessie could see desire in their eyes. He shivered.

“Okay, let’s get him down.”

“I’ve got a mattress in my van.”

Other ladies turned to the one who had spoken. “You have a mattress in your van?”

The lady blushed. “Well, just in case, you know?”

There was some snickering, then attention was turned back to Jesse.

One of the ladies released him, and he was laid down on a mattress.

One would think, after a night of fucking, that a man couldn’t get his dick up. But the truth was that his fucking had been as a woman, and a woman doesn’t stop being horny just because she has come. It depends on the woman, of course, but Jessie, while a male sexually in his mind, had female underneath that. And the female sex drive kept his dick up and hard, even after he came.

Charity was first. After all, she had found him.

Jessie lay and she rode him like a two dollar mule, slapping his ass and yelled in victory.

Then another woman climbed on top of him.

Jesse came, and, an hour later, he came again. He was able to cum about once an hour, and he did, and the women vied to see who could make him cum.

For hours the ladies rode him, and when they were done they called all their friends.

At the university Jesse didn’t make his class. The students were concerned, and by the end of the day Amanda decided to go over to Jesse’s apartment.

She sat in the apartment, waiting, and, at last, the door opened and Jesse walked in.

Jesse was beat. He was wearing the dress he had been wearing the night before. It was cum splattered.

His make up was messed up but he didn’t seem to care. He just walked past the open mouthed Amanda and collapsed on his bed.

Amanda blinked and wondered, but she didn’t leave. It was almost night time, and she knew Jesse was about to change into a girl.

And, within five minutes, he did.

Now Jesse wasn’t just tired. He was super exhausted complete depleted, fatigued, and tired.

He groaned and sat up in bed.

He looked at the bed and wished to collapse, but the hormones driving him, changing him, wouldn’t be denied.

Amanda smiled as she watched him change. She rubbed his weenie, thinking that her ministrations would help the change. She sucked on his nipples and tried to get his boobs to grow faster.

Then, when he was changed, she set about fixing him up. Lingerie, clothes, make up, she prepared him for the night.

As she prepared him for the night Jesse told her about his day, what had happened, about being forced to fuck women all day.

“I can’t do this anymore,” Jesse groaned. But his blood was flowing and his hormones were kicking in, and he slowly started to wake all the way up.

Amanda smiled and fed him, brushed his hair, and walked him out the door.

“Why are you doing this?” Jessie groaned. “Don’t you know what’s been happening to me?”

“From what you’ve been saying, it sounds like you’re a man all day, and a woman at night. You’re forced to fuck a bunch of old ladies during the day, then, at night, you go out and fuck a bunch of guys. Does that pretty much cover it?”

“Yes!”

“Excellent. Well, let’s go.”

She walked him out of his apartment and escorted him across the quad. Tri Pi girls dropped and trooped along, and they made bets as to how many men Jesse could fuck this night.

And when Amanda told them about Charity Smith and her grumps, they wondered how many of the old ladies Jessie could fuck.

Then they were at the bar and drinks were being poured down Jessie’s throat. And soon cum would be poured down his throat, and injected into his various orifices.

Jessie had woken up now, and was enjoying himself. He was looking forward to a night of debauchery, then a day of debauchery.

Almost twenty-four hours of pure, unadulterated sex. Enough to satisfy any satyr or nymph.

Jesse was neither Satyr nor nymph, unfortunately, he was just a schmuck who had tried to be a good guy and help a girl with her college thesis, and his reward was to be the subject of scientific research.

For after Amanda made sure he was set for the night, and after she had contacted Charity Smith and made sure the women would be ready for him at dawn, she went to work on her thesis.

She had to figure out the exact combination of chemicals that had caused Jesse to change sexes.

Heck, if she could figure that out then she could sell the formula to a pharmaceutical company and be set for life.

For as Jesse had once, like any other male, dreamed of endless sex, Amanda had, like any other girl, dreamed of money.

In the bar Jesse was in the back room, sitting, spreading, sucking, fucking, He was happy, and so would all men be once Amanda had the formula.

END
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]
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Here are the first two chapters from…

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!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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