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

Actually, it’s only a matter of time before all men are sissies.

I’m not kidding. Apparently the chemicals in our food, our water, air, and wherever, are destroying testosterone and enhancing estrogen.

So that hunky man of yours who’s so macho…it’s only a matter of time until he takes an interest in lingerie and dresses and make up.

And, what’s even worse, there are people who claim it is a government conspiracy!

They think women are easier to handle than men.

Silly politicians.

If they think we’re easy to handle just wait until we get them in dresses!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“You’ve lost that lovin’ feeling.”

Rob sighed. Then, “Nah.”

He and Shiela were in a tent. Rain was pattering on the covering and occasional rumbles of thunder warned of incoming rains.

“Yeah,” she responded.

They were lying on the air mattress, but in their separate sleeping bags.

“Come on,” he complained. “We’re here to camp, not play some soap opera game.”

She was silent for a minute, then: “You didn’t even zip our bags together.”

“I didn’t think about it. That means nothing.”

“It means everything. Used to be after a day of hiking and fishing and swimming you’d be all over me. I remember once I forgot to pack my bag and we spent the night in your bag. All night long, flesh to flesh, you were all over me.”

He suddenly sat up and reached to the side for the cooler.

She watched as he poured whiskey into a glass, then Coke. There was a bag of ice cubes in the bottom of the cooler and he scraped some together.

“Oh, you made me a drink, how nice.”

He looked at her. It wasn’t for her. It was for him, and she knew it. It was so he could stand listening to her nag.

But he was caught, so he handed her the drink and made himself another.

They were both sitting up now, and they sat, semi-cross legged on the edge of the mattress, and sipped.

He didn’t looked at her, but she was wearing him down.

“You know how I know?”

“No,” he grunted.

“Because you didn’t zip the bags together, you didn’t make that drink for me, and I’m sitting here with my boobs out and you don’t even notice.”

Now he turned to her and looked.

Shiela was, indeed, sitting with no shirt on. Her breasts were large, pendulous, and Rob had spent many a night reveling in her charms.

Now he stared, and realized he was caught.

He didn't have any sexual desire.

“Are you cheating?”

He blinked. He was true blue, and he hadn’t expected that little shocker. “Oh, God! No!”

He was so quick and vehement that she didn’t doubt him. But that left her with the question: why wasn’t he boning her?

“Okay, honey, then perhaps you’d better tell me why you aren’t interested in sex with these?” she lifted her boobs with one hand and pointed them at him.

Sproing.

He was hard.

But when he reached for her she pushed him away and said, “Now that I have your interest, come clean, bub. What’s the problem? Has your pencil run out of lead?

He frowned, sipped his drink, and considered his wife.

She was an incredibly beautiful woman, and for him, the most beautiful woman in the world.

She had an oval face with full, red lips. Her eyes were even and blue. Her hair was blonde, shiny blonde, and went down her back.

“Let’s get friendly and I’ll tell you.”

“Ha! Let’s tell me, then get friendly.”

“I don’t want to talk about it.”

“Then I don’t want to fuck.”

Stand off.

But it was a stand off that she would always win.

He might not want her now…well, a minute ago, but he would want her tomorrow, and the day after and the day after. The longer she denied him the hornier and more malleable he got.

She smiled. She knew she had him.

“Well, okay. We’ll see how you feel in a week or two.”

She watched him, her lip quivered slightly, and he knew she was laughing at him.

Damn! It was unfair. Women always had the advantage.

“Okay!” he finally muttered.

Yet he said nothing for a minute.

“Well?”

“I don’t know what’s wrong. I just don’t have the desire.”

“Until I make the first move, until I suckle your grapes and chomp on your salami.”

“Come on,” he said.

“It’s true. And that’s not the way it’s supposed to be.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. You’re the man. You should be the aggressor. You should make the first move.”

“But I don’t have the …the drive.”

“So I’m ugly.”

“No! God! You’re the most beautiful woman in the world!”

Again, his passion showed he truly felt that way.

“It’s just…I don’t know.” he sounded a little miserable, like it bothered him. But, of course, did it bother him enough?

“So I’m boring.”

He let out a big breath. “No! you’re not. It’s…it’s…”

She waited.

“Look, if you’re bored, then who’s fault is it?”

“I give up.”

“It’s the person who’s bored. They’re the ones that are bored, so they are the ones that are boring. You can’t blame somebody else if you’re bored.”

“Sure you can. There are boring people in this world.”

“Yeah, but they’re not in this tent.”

She liked that. And he had made points with his argument. And he was trying, that was for sure.

She took his glass, which was as empty as hers, and dug through the cooler again. She put ice and whiskey and Coke together and handed it to him.

They actually clinked glasses, the little talk was working, and sipped some more.

But the talk had pretty much ended. He had been as honest as he could, as honest as he understood, and he had a boner.

What else could a girl want, eh?

They were sitting on the mattress cross legged, but now facing each other.

Her chest was enticing him.

His chest was bristly, and she thought, not for the first time, that she wanted him to shave his chest.

Hell, shave his whole body.

She wasn’t fond of hair.

That said, she raised her hand and ran her fingers through his hair.

And touched his nipples.

Turn about being fair play, he touched hers.

Then they kissed, long, slow, focusing on the moment.

Then they sat back and regarded each other.

“Are we going to fuck?” he asked.

She wanted to, but she liked the way he had responded when she had threatened him with no sex.

“Not yet,” she smiled. “Here, hold my glass.”

He held her glass and she wiggled out of her jammies, sat back down cross legged, and now her pussy was on display.

Her legs were spread and her labia was a slit downward. Her lips were deliciously loose, making her pussy always looking swollen and wanting.

He was watching her, his head facing downward, and she held in a grin as she took her glass from him.

“What?”

“Nothing,” he said, looking up at her face. “Except I want to fuck you.”

“So you’re interested now.”

“Yes,” he gulped.

“Too bad. I’m not.”

“What?” his voice gave a slight squeak.

“I like the way denial got you interested, so I think we’ll deny you a while longer.”

“Oh, honey…”

He leaned forward, but she held him off, showing her quirky grin.

“So I’m not boring, but you’re bored.”

“You know I didn’t mean it that way.”

“Well, you sorta did. The question is, what are we going to do about it?”

“Take advantage of the moment?” he stated hopefully.

“Ha! You’re bored, and I have to take charge and create the fun.”

He sighed. The fact of the matter was that she was sort of right.

“Okay, I’ll tell you what, let’s play a game.”

“What kind of a game?” His eyes narrowed slightly.

“An interesting kind of game.”

“Not truth or dare or anything like that.”

“No. Well, maybe. I don’t know. Let’s just play and see what happens.”

He said nothing.

She sighed, “Okay, once again I have to start the ball rolling. Once again I have to interest you, un-bore you.”

He groaned.

She smiled. “Go shave your chest.”

“What?”

“We’re right next to the stream, there’s nobody around, and it’s a beautiful night.”

The rumble of far away thunder.

“Quick before the storm arrives.”

“But the water is cold!”
“Not that cold.”

“But…” he made up excuses.

She said, “And if you refuse then it will be a month before we screw.”

“What?” Big squeak in his voice.

“And this is just the first part of the game.”

“What is this game? I have to do everything you say?”

“Yep.”

She hadn’t thought that, of course, but now that he stated it, it was  a perfect game.

“That’s not fair! When do you do what I want?”

“When you do what I want enough that I start to get interested.”

He figured that out, wasn’t happy about it, but…she held the upper hand in this game; he knew she wasn’t going to put out, and she would hold him to a whole month. And that might be just the start.

He looked down at his chest.

He wasn’t super hairy, but he was hairy enough.

“I need to get drunker.”

“Not a problem. I will bring you drinks in the stream. Now put your sandals on and get going.”

He stood up and stripped his pants off.

Yep, he was hard. Hard as a frozen elephant turd.

She reached out and touched him, and he turned, and wanted to jump her, but she was just teasing.

He picked up his razor and headed for the stream.

Shiela made another drink for them, then followed him.

Rob was sitting in the water. He had lathered up his chest, placed the soap on a nearby rock, and was scraping away.

“I’m glad I got a new razor,” he muttered.

She gave him his drink and he quaffed half, then set the glass on the rock next to the soap.

She watched as he pulled the razor, swished it in the water, lathered up.

She could see his bare chest shining through, and she felt a warmth in her crotch. Oh, yes.

“Do your legs while you’re at it.”

“Really?”

“It’s making me horny.”

He smiled.

But his boner had gone down. Standing in the stream, paying attention to the razor, his excitement had waned.

Soon his chest was done and he was standing. He bent over and she couldn’t keep his eyes off his erect tool. And his baggy testicles. And when he bent over his cheeks parted and she could see his brown button.

He brought the shaver up his soapy legs and she was surprised. Without the hair his legs looked, well, feminine!

“We’re going to have to put you in nylons,” she commented, watching his flesh in the moonlight.

Sproing!

She blinked.

His cock had jumped up like a spring unsprung.

He smiled, and kept working.

“Do your groin,” she said. Now she didn’t know what impelled her, but she was getting truly excited, and the way he had responded at her quip…that was interesting.

He faced her, the razor in his hand.

“I mean it. Shave your balls and everything. I want you clean all over.”

He shrugged, and started shaving his groin.

And his penis started going down.

Even with him handling it, moving it out of the way, lifting it to get at his balls.

Finally, he was done. He had a few places he couldn’t reach, so she called him over.

She stood in the water with him, and he sipped his drink as she scraped his back and other hard to reach places.

“This is sexy,” she said, her tongue sticking out of the corner of her mouth.

“Oh.”

She blinked.

After all this, and he sounds so bored.

Not thinking, just determined, she sunk to her knees and turned him to face her.

She reached into her glass and clawed the biggest ice cube in the glass out.

He didn’t see her, he just thought he was going to get a blow job, and he grabbed her head.

He was going to get a blow job, all right. Suckee suckee fuck fuck. but, first, she had something else for him.

She placed her mouth over him and began to move her head.

He groaned, and his penis, which had been slack, grew to half a chub.

Then she shoved the ice cube into his ass.

His eyes went open, he yipped, but, most amazing of all, his cock popped. Stiff and straight, and…he came.

Right in her mouth!

Spurt after spurt!

“Oh, God!” he moaned, his hips moving. “What did you do to me?”

She couldn’t answer. Her parents had told her never to talk with her mouth full.

But her mind was exploding.

As the goo slid down her throat she thought about how he had responded, how his peeny hadn’t even gone through the growing stage, it had just…snapped. Popped. Was big. One second a half a chub, the next second all grown up.

And it was because she had put an ice cube into him.

Oh, she doubted it was just the ice cube. Probably helped, but no, it wasn’t he cube.

It was the fact of having something jammed into him.

As Rob held on, as his legs shivered and trembled and grew weak, as he held to her head for balance, she realized something very important, and definitely interesting: Rob had an anal fixation.

And maybe more.

The camping trip lasted through the weekend and labor day, and Shiela took advantage of the time to explore potentials.

First, as she played with Rob, using ice cubes, fingers, and even her vibrator, she realized that he did, indeed, have a love for the anal.

No matter if he had just cum, a little anal play and he was stiff again.

And, the true joy, once he had squirted he couldn’t cum for a while, and for that while she could use his peeny to her heart’s content.

The gift that kept on giving had finally dried up.

No more premature ejaculation.

No more ‘wham, bam, thank you, ma’am.’

No more one trick pony, and her left to wait for him to go to sleep so she could jill off.

No. Now he was hard, and couldn’t cum again, and she could ride him for hours. Literally hours.

Until he begged off because he was sore.

Not her poor pussy, used up and torn up and hurting.

His weenie, used by her, sat upon by her, and she screwed and never had to worry about him abusing her, because she was abusing him.

And, best of all, now she didn’t have to worry about him being interested.

As long as she had a thumb up his butt he was interested. As long as she was exciting the brown button he was standing up and begging for more.

Tuesday morning they drove home, and for the first time in a long time Shiela drove.

Rob couldn’t. He was exhausted. He slept in the passenger seat, and Shiela giggled because even asleep he was hard.

And he mumbled and looked so cute.

But, best of all, she had done this to him.

He had been bored, but now he wasn’t, and she was determined that he never would be again.

They were home by noon and she parked the truck in the driveway, gave him a shake, and said, “Time to unload the truck.”

He was groggy, but he came awake. For the next hour, yawning, a little out of it, he unloaded the truck, but everything away, and he didn’t even complain that he was doing it all.

Being fucked silly he didn’t have any protest left in him.

One more advantage to the new situation.

When he was done he threw himself on the bed and closed his eyes.

“No, you don’t!” Shiela pushed him off the bed.

He fell, his eyes opening, and swore.

“Are you saying that to me?” she asked.

“No, no.”

Yes, yes, but even half asleep and exhausted he didn't want to upset his chances for a little nookie.

“Good, because you said you’d do the lawn when we got back.”

“The lawn? But I’m tired! Let me take a nap!”

“Not a chance. If you sleep now you’ll be awake all night.”

He grinned, stood up and reached for her.

“Yeah, all night.”

She pushed his hands off and said, “Honey, I’m going to the store, and if you mow the lawn I’ll bring you back a big surprise.”

“Really?” He was a sucker.

“Sure. And I guarantee you’ll love it.”

“But what are you going to get? What store are you going to?”

“Ha! No clues, no hints. You just mow the lawn and think about the surprise.”

“Come on! you got to tell me something!”

“I’ll tell you something, for a price.”

“What price?”

“Will you pay it?”

“Sure. Of course. Now come on…what are you going to get me.”

“First, you put on my panties.”

“What?”

“The purple ones. They’re a little stretchy in the front, so you might not suffer too much fall out.”

“Why should I wear your panties?”

“Because that’s the price you have to pay for your hint.”

“That’s not fair!”

“I’ll wear your underwear, if you want.”

“Aw, that’s not all that sexy.”

“Nope. But you wearing mine is. Will you promise to wear my panties if I give you a hint.”

He finally nodded.

“It’s going to make your dick really big!”

“That’s no hint!”

“Why’s your pants bulging?”

He looked down. It was true, he had a large bulge in his crotch.

He looked up, a little embarrassed, “Well, I didn’t cum after yesterday morning, and you really worked me over, rode me all day. Sure, I’ve got an erection. Who wouldn’t?”

“I wouldn’t,” she quipped. She went to the dresser drawer and took out her purple panties.

“Put them on.”

She put a little command in her voice, and she was surprised when it seemed to hurry Rob up.

He stripped off his pants, and she felt her heart beat a little faster at his bare skin. She made a mental note, pick up some Nair, put him on a schedule.

She tossed him the panties.

He put them on, and she near swooned. She actually felt a moment of disorientation as she stared at his package, overflowing, bulging the panties out.

“Okay. Mow that lawn, and I’ll see you in fifteen.”

He nodded and pulled his pants up and headed for the garage and the lawn mower.

Shiela drove slowly. she hadn’t been in this section of town for a while, but she knew the store she was looking for was here. Aha! there it was!

She pulled into the parking lot, got out and strode across the parking lot.

A couple of seedy looking men at the end of the parking lot stared at her.

Good looking, high breasted, tight waisted, and looked like she knew how.

She entered the store and was the only woman in there. Well, except for the overly chubby gal behind the counter. The girl with purple hair and  black fingernails.

She walked down the aisles and after a few minutes she not only had the item she wanted, but ideas for a few more.

But today she was just looking for one thing. She’d come back later if that one thing worked out.

She placed the item on the counter and the girl rang her up, then said, “You’re going to want lubricant.” She held up a bottle of lube. It was a big bottle.

“Absolutely. Thanks.”

The girl rang up the lube, tossed it in the bag, and Shiela was on her way.

Rob had just finished the lawn when she pulled into the driveway. He had emptied the grass catcher and was putting everything away.

Shiela got out of the truck, came into the garage, and kissed him.

“Hey, baby,” he smiled. His pants bulged.

“How’s the panties.”

“They aren’t that comfortable, but they sure make me horny.”

“Good. I’ll let you wear a bra, too.”

He looked about to say something, a protest, but she pulled his hand and led him into the house.

He stumbled after her, his testicles hanging out the sides of the purple panties. His peeny rubbing uncomfortably in his dainty underthing.

She led him through the house and into the bedroom. She turned and pulled down his panties.

His pride sprouted out, and she kissed the tip of it, then she turned him around and pushed him over.

His top half lay across the bed and she reached into the bag and took out the bottle and the item.

“What are you doing?” he asked, unable to see behind himself.

“Making your dreams come true.”

He lay on the bed, his naked upper body feeling smooth against the bedding, and wondered.

Then he gasped. She was reaming him, spreading lube into him, around his ring, filling him up.

“What is this?” he gasped, but when he tried to stand up she just kept her finger in him and pushed on his back.

“God! that feels good!” he moaned.

“You think that feels good, wait until you feel this!”

She inserted a butt plug.

He jerked forward and stopped thinking.

His world was filled with pleasure.

She held it in, wiggled it a little, and he thought he was going to explode with happiness.

She let him stand up, but she kept her hand on his toy and turned him around.

They looked at each other.

“What…what did you do?”

“Do you like it?”

“I…I…”

“Your peeny likes it.”

His penis was rigid as a baseball bat.

And it was dripping.

“Your going to need a pad,” she said.

She let go of his rear end, and he didn’t reach back and pull the plug out.

He stood and stared at her. His legs were quivering, and for a moment he thought he was going to collapse. but he managed to stay standing.

She held him, and he was breathing in big gulps.

“Honey, I realized what you needed to get you interested.”

He nodded, absorbing her words, but unable to think well enough to speak a coherent thought.

“So you’re going to wear this for a while. Every day. Once a week I’ll make sure you get off, and then I’ll ride you until I’m satisfied. Do you understand.”

His butt ring was quivering and he could feel the plug filling him.

“There’s going to be some other changes, too.”

“There…there is?”

“Yep. Me doing this to you is me taking charge of you. So I’ll be wearing the pants in the family. Figuratively. But you won’t. Literally.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Don’t worry, honey. You will. Now let’s get you presentable.”

Presentable meant he wore purple panties, with a liner in them, and the plug, and that was all.

Once he was properly accoutered Shiela told him to go clean the pool and got herself ready.

For her ready meant Nair, a bath with scented soap, her hair washed and her finest and flimsiest lingerie. Then she put on a cheongsam.

A Cheongsam is a Chinese dress. It goes from the neckline to the ankles with a slit leg. This one was red with little butterflies fluttering, and a small porthole over Shiela’s ample boobs. The porthole gave a glimpse of her beauty, but that was all.

She put her golden hair up in the French style, letting strands tickle her neck. She sat down and made herself up, slipped on some high heels, and sauntered out of the bedroom.

Rob had cleaned the pool and come in to watch a little TV. He sat up when Shiela walked into the room.

“I thought I told you only panties when you’re in the house.”

He stood up. He was dazzled by her beauty. He advanced on her, ignoring what she had said.

“Honey, you’re beautiful.”

He reached for her, but she slapped his hands away. Then she slapped his face. Not hard, just enough to make him blink.

Stunned, he touched his cheek, and she repeated, “You’re supposed to be in panties only.”

“Is that why…oh…sorry.”

He was flamboozled, and he quickly took his outside clothes off.

She smiled as she inspected him. “You need to use Nair and really depilate your body.” She stroked him, careful not to push him over the edge.

He groaned and his knees shook.

“But go make me a drink, first.”

She let go and stared at him.

He had no choice. He had been given a command, and he started to move, then stopped. He faced her.

“I’ll get the drink, but…but…”

“But what, honey?”

“But why are you all fixed up? We’re not going out, are we?”

“Sure. We’ll hit all the hot spots, me like this and you in your pretty, purple panties.”

He tried to figure that out, and she finally remarked, “No. We’re not going out. But I’m tired of your eyes seeing me. You lust after me like a high school boy. So I will dress like this, and you will dress like that, from here on out.

“But, honey! What about when we make love?”

“I’ve thought about that. We had our fun this weekend, but it’s time to get realistic.”

‘Realistic?’ he mouthed without speaking.

“I will be getting some very fine lingerie and wearing it to bed. My breasts will be on display, my body will be easily discernible. Unfortunately for you, you’ll be wearing a sleeping mask.”

“A sleeping mask?” he finally managed to blurt.

“Yes. You don’t need to abuse my flesh with your rude eyes anymore. From now on you will not look upon my nakedness. When I am undressed you will be wearing the mask, and if you should take it off, if you try to get a glimpse of me, then I will spank you, and I will make you sleep outside in the old doghouse.”

“But…but…honey!”

“Yes?” she smiled happily.

“Aren’t we married?”

“Of course we are. And I will be taking advantage of your peeny.”

“After I’ve cum,” he realized.

“Precisely. No more will you deposit a mess in me, and if there should be an accident, well, I am a firm believer in cunnilingus.”

“You would make me eat you after…after…”

“Absolutely.”

He tried to regain some of his masculinity, but it was difficult with a plug up his ass. “I don’t think I like this.”

“Oh?”

She approached him, a dragon lady on steroids, a raving beauty, a lush thing that he could not see under the clothes of. She grabbed him by the pouch and shook him.

He shivered and cried out.

“You don’t like this?”

“But…”

She turned him and grabbed the base of his plug.

“You don’t like this?”

She gave him a good shaking. Later she would think about it, and it was like shaking a maraca. She had him by the handle, and with every shake it looked like every cell in his body was rattling.

He fell to his knees finally, and she let him go.

“Oh, God!” he whimpered.

She leaned down and put her hand around his chin and tilted his face towards her porthole. “And I don’t want you to masturbate. If you do that you’ll be wearing a chastity tube, and I mean quick. And I will keep you in it for a year.”

“A year?” he gulped, unable to take his eyes off the cleavage he was glimpsing through her porthole.

“A year. I might do it anyway, so be careful.”

She pushed his chin then, effectively pushing his face, and he fell over backwards. He sprawled, and stared up at her.

She was rewarded by the sight of his panties bulging, and there was a drip spot, right through the liner. She smiled.

“Now, honey, I believe I told you I wanted a drink, then you had some things to do.”

She turned and walked away.

Shiela sat on the lounge by the pool and considered the situation.

Rob was definitely interested now.

But so was she.

What had started out as just a way to get him to be more affectionate had turned into a power trip for her.

And she liked it.

She was in charge, running things, and Rob wasn’t even trying to resist. So he must like it.

But, at this point she realized it didn’t matter if he liked it or not.

She was getting all the sex she wanted, tons and oodles of it, and so what if Rob didn’t get to cum as much.

And she realized that him not cumming was key to the whole thing.

Yes, she was going to have to let him cum, but not a lot.

So she needed to schedule him, maybe drain him. She knew about that from girlfriends she had that swore by it.

Drain your man, use him, and he will last all day and never get off…never suffer that lack of interest that Rob had shown.

Was that why he had been so disinterested? Because she allowed him sex too often?

Probably.

Well, that was okay. She now understood what was happening, and she could rectify the situation.

Now she could have the work around the house done, and done quickly and properly.

Now she could be eaten whenever she wanted, and screw—correction, she would do the screwing—as much as she wanted.

Yes, this was going to work.

If course she was going to have to go a lot further. She needed feminize him completely.

She needed to train him.

And she knew, at that moment, while Rob was rinsing Nair and hair stubble off his body, what she really wanted.

She wanted a sissy.


Part Two

“Where are my real clothes?” Rob stuttered.

He was standing in his closet, and the closet was empty.

Shiela sat at her vanity and made up her face. She smiled. “Don’t sound so upset, dear. I told you we were going to make some changes.”

“But I have to wear something!”

“I bought you some more clothes. Clothes more fitting to your new status in life.”

Rob stood, naked, a bit wet from a shower, and stared at her. “Honey. You may want me to be a…a sissy, but I’ve got other things in my life. I need to wear clothes that are acceptable by society.”

“Aren’t you always going on how people are sheep? Sheople, I think you called them? How people are in a box, always do the same things? Well, I’m out of the box, and I’m taking you with me. I don’t give a hang what society wants, it’s what I want that’s important.”

“But I don’t want to be a woman!”

“And I don’t want you to be one, either. I just want you to dress appropriately.”

“Shiela!” He tried to raise his voice, but it just came out at a higher pitch. It was adorable.

She turned to him, pivoted on her vanity chair, and said, “I bought you a few bags of clothes at the Goodwill. They’re in the garage.”

He sat on the bed, squirmed a bit to get the most ‘comfort’ out of his plug. “Shiela. Look. You started having me wear nothing but your lingerie around, panties, and then…then a bra, but I have to go outside!”

“Why? You work at home. You’re not dependent on your image, and…look at you. Look at how excited you are.”

He couldn’t help but look down.

He hadn’t squirted in a week, not since the camping trip, and he was now officially desperate.

He looked back up. “Yeah. I need sex.”

“You’re getting sex.”

“Running around naked is not sex.”

“It is the way we do it.”

His face twisted a bit and he titled his head in confusion.

“I hate to tell you this, my little sissy boy, but when you cum that’s the end of sex. Sex is the build up. It is the storm before the calm. You’re in the middle of the storm that is sex. You are horny and loving it. You are getting fucked without me even touching you. Come here.”

He couldn’t help himself. He was losing his backbone. He couldn’t stand up to her. He wanted sex that bad, and he equated following directions as getting closer and closer to sex. He stumbled across the room to her vanity table.

She took him in hand and stroked.

He sighed. Was she going to finish him off?

Then she stopped stroking. Held him, his testicles with one hand and his shaft in the other. She squeezed, and he knew that he wasn’t going to squirt.

“Oh, please,” he begged.

“Honey. Sissy pants of mine. Go out in the garage and bring me back the two bags. We’ll go over your clothes options and have a nice discussion.”

“I don’t want to talk…”

She held his shaft and slapped his testicles.

He jumped, and his eyes went wide.

It hurt, but in the best way possible. For a second he even though he might cum.

“Now go.”

He walked through the house. Naked, dripping, stiff, hungry, unable to not comply with her wishes.

He found the bags and returned with them.

She reached in and picked out a small bag. “These are training bras,” she said, holding up new packages of bras. “They will fit you better, at least until we get you some bosoms. I don’t want you super big, at least not yet.

“I got you some more stretchy panties. They’re called sissy panties, and they have enough pouch, but they are so delightfully feminine.” She held out a package of panties.

“We also have garters, nylons, and a couple of tummy shapers. But the real joy are these.”

She held up a handful of thin blouses. They buttoned on the front, on the wrong side, and they looked a little like male shirts, but they were blouses, with pearlescent buttons and slightly delicate, rounded end collars.

“And this.” She took out several pair of pants, but they weren’t the most masculine pants. They were slender, more form fitting. They had only one pocket on one cheek, or no pockets. They were smooth in the front with side zippers.

Finally, shoes. Mary Janes. Flats. Heels.

He stared in shock. Yes, it was possible that the clothes could be construed as male, but…not really.

“Now, I would like a little fashion show. So I suggest you go make us a drink—alcohol does seem to help you accept the inevitable—and get back here and strut your stuff.”

“Strut my…”

She motioned with her head, a quick jerk towards the kitchen, then turned back to her vanity table.

A drink. That was the only thing that stuck in his mind, and he walked back through the house. Shaking his head. Every few steps a drop of pre-cum would splatter on the floor.

Watching him in the mirror, Shiela smiled. This was going pretty much as planned. Resistance, but that resistance was crumbling as she assumed a more dominant tone.

A minute later he was back. He handed her a bourbon and Coke and sat down on the bed.

She turned to him.

“All right, my sweet, little, sissy man, put on a bra. Choose which color you would prefer.”

Stunned, his head feeling loggy and full of…stuff…he bent and picked up a bra.

He picked up a white one for the simple reason that he couldn’t confront all the pretty colors and patterns.

She smiled, felt heat down there, and watched as he struggled with the fit.

Finally, he had it, and he looked up at her.

Misery.

But, a flash of something in the eyes. Something deep and dark and glittering.

They say the eyes are the windows to a man’s soul, and she realized she was looking through windows right into the true heart of him.

He might protest, but…there was something there. Something that wanted this.

She smiled. “Lovely, Try on the yellow tap pants.”

They were mustard yellow and they slid up his legs like a banana getting dressed. He pulled up the zipper on the side and looked down at himself.

His bottom half, from the beltless waist of the tap pants to the narrow leg ends, was changed. The shape of his legs was visible, very feminine, and the bulge was pronounce.

“Oh, honey, that’s wonderful. You look marvelous. But we are going to have to do something about your peeny.”

“What’s wrong with it?” he pressed on it and groaned.

“It’s so…so…male!”

“But I’m male!”

“Not quite,” she corrected. “Come here.”

He approached her, stood in front of her, and she pulled the zipper down and rolled his pants down.

His dingus stood out and she contemplated it sourly. So much joy, but it had to be handled. There was more joy in having him sissified.

“Okay. I’ve got an idea.”

“What?”

“Me to know, you to find out. Now, try the purple blouse. Yellow and purple don’t go together, except, sometimes, they do.

He put on a pale blouse. Cut sort of like a man’s garment, but not really. He figured out that the buttons were reversed, and buttoned up.

“Oh, that’s sweet.” She pulled down on the mid section, helped the blouse puff out in the right spots, and tucked it in.

“Now be careful how you move. It’s a bit short and might come out. You don’t want to be showing bare flesh. Sit over here.”

He sat, and he felt so weird. It felt like every hair on his body was standing up, but he had no hair!

Except for his scalp and eyebrows, and this was what Shiela wanted to work on.

She took scissors and trimmed his hair and shaped it. “That’s simply lovely. Don’t you like looking beautiful.”

He grunted. But he was feeling a very warm feeling, being worked on like this.

Then she plucked his eyebrows.

“Not a lot,” she said. “After all, a sissy likes feminine things, but he is a delicate balance between male and female.”

“Like a ‘unisex?’”

“Hmm. I would say so. But a little more.”

She took her time, brushing his hair and just making him feel good. Then she said, “Close your eyes.”

He did.

“Now relax, try not to make yourself rigid, especially on your face.”

He sat there and gasped when she started cleansing his face.

“I’m not going to do a lot of make up. Just a bit to cover imperfections, and to heighten your color.”

Now he was super boned, and excited, and her moving her hands over his face, using brushes and creams, made him feel like he was going to orgasm.

She giggled. “Don’t look now, but your ding-a-ling is loving it.”

He blushed.

She put just the barest make up on his eyes, gave them a sultry look, but not garishly. Then she painted his lips with a very pale pink.

“Okay, open your eyes.”

He did, and he was stunned. He was still male, but barely. A blink and he would appear female, but not quite. He was more like an in between man, half male and half female, yet neither.

And he liked it.

For a long minute he stared, and he turned his face this way and that, and opened and closed his mouth and eyes and preened.

“Oh, my God,” he whispered.

He turned to her, and even she was surprised by the innocence emanating from his innocent eyes. “Do I have to be naked all the time?”

She sat on the hamper next to the bathroom door and pursed her lips. “Well, I want you naked, I like seeing you in the bare essentials, why?”

Now he was really embarrassed.

“You got me so many clothes.”

She nodded. “Aha. Yes. I can see…okay, so let’s try a half and half thing. If I’m in the house you’ll half to be naked, unless I tell you otherwise. After all, what if I have friends over?”

His breath caught at the idea of somebody coming and seeing him.

“But when I’m not around, or when I feel like it for whatever reason, then you wear your pretty clothes.”

He grinned. Then closed his mouth. He didn’t want to mess up his pink lipstick and he didn’t know what the moving of his facial features would do.

“However, if we do this, then you have to let me handle your penis as I see fit.”

What Rob was thinking will forever be a mystery. He probably wasn’t thinking, was just excited, but he nodded, and there went his control over his manhood. It was a gigantic step, and it would be a while before he realized what he had actually given up.

He sobered, “So what are you going to do about my dick?”

“Please, dear, call it your peeny, or your ding-a-ling. I don’t like it when you use crude man terms.”

“Oh, okay. But…what?”

“I’ll let you know…later.”

He frowned, but that was all she would say.

Rob’s life changed. A lot.

He would get up in the morning and have to see to his feminine appearance. He loved it, and it was exciting, but it took time. But over time he learned patience, and that was a good thing.

When Shiela was home he didn’t have to get all the way dressed, just panties, or maybe panties and a bra.

When she was out he would frequently put on his sissy clothes.

And he found that he loved dresses. He loved the feeling of air on his legs, the freedom of his cock swaying under the material.

But it seemed that his poor ding dong was always erect. It was even starting to bother him.

“Rise and shine, honey.”

“What?” he woke up and stared at Shiela.

She was already dressed, made up and ready to go.

She tossed him the outfit she wanted him to wear. Culottes and a sweat shirt. “Come on. We have an appointment. We have to have your peeny taken care of.”

He swung his shapely legs out of bed and she smiled. “But first jack off.”

He blinked. And grinned. “Really?”

“Yep.”

He looked at the bathroom and started to get up.

“Here.”

“Here? In front of you?”

“You’ve come in me, so what’s the big deal.”

“I don’t know. I just…”

“Lower your panties and start stroking, honey, this is liable to be your last cum for a long time.”

His face bright red, he did as she suggested.

He was surprised when he squirted after just a few seconds. “Wow,” he sighed.

Shiela had caught his mess in a small hand towel, and she placed it in the hamper. “Okay, honey, get dressed. And be quick. The doctor managed to squeeze us in this morning, and I don’t want to be late.”

Rob put on the culottes and the sweat shirt. The culottes were dark blue and the sweatshirt was pink with a silhouette of a beautiful woman on it. He slipped on some Mary Janes, black and classic, and brushed his hair.

“Just lipstick,” murmured Shiela.

Puzzled, she usually demanded more, he applied his favorite pink lipstick, then turned and followed her out to the car.

Rob didn't go out much. Usually just for a drive, but when he did Shiela usually drove.

They went through town towards the section with medical buildings. Fifteen minutes later they were walking into the doctor’s office.

Shiela had already taken care of all the paperwork, and they were ushered directly into a back room.

They sat in plastic chairs and Shiela whispered to him. “Try not to talk. Just agree with anything the doctor says, and we’ll get through this.”

“Okay.”

A nurse came in, and she didn’t even blink at Rob’s pink appearance. She was apparently used to soft men. She took his vitals, told them the doctor would be in shortly, then left.

They sat, and two minutes later the doctor walked in.

“Hello, Shiela, so wonderful to see you again. How long has it been?”

So she knew the doctor from sometime before. Probably college, but, who knew.

“And is this pretty boy the one?”

“Absolutely. Lovely, isn’t he?”

“He’s a dream.”

The doctor took his hand and held it for a moment and studied his face. “Good bone structure, he should adapt well.”

“I hope so.”

The two women smiled at each other.

“Well, I suppose we should get to work,” sighed the doctor. To Rob she handed a sheaf of papers. “Just sign on the yellow shaded areas.”

He took the papers and the women ignored him. They partook of small talk, and he glanced at the papers as he went through them. Signing his name.

Operations. He was giving consent. And something called HRT. He didn't understand all the medical terms, but he saw the words breasts on one of the forms.

He looked up at Shiela, but she was busy with the doctor.

So she was going to get him breasts. They had talked, or rather she had talked and he had listened, but here it was.

One of the operations he really didn’t understand. It involved testicular retraction and something about his penis being sutured to…what was a perineum?

But he signed.

He knew he was supposed to, and he didn’t want to make Shiela angry.

He handed the papers back to the doctor. The doctor smiled and placed them on a counter. “Very good. Would you like to be unconscious for these procedures?”

Somewhere along the line Rob had lost his ability to stand up for himself.

“I think he’d like to sleep a bit, if that’s okay.”

“Of course. I prefer it that way. Why don’t you  take off your clothes and put on this gown. Then hop up on the table and lay back, Rob. Or should I call you Robbie? Or…?

“I think Robbie is fine,” said Shiela.

Rob got up on the table and lay down.

The doctor smiled at him reassuringly, then injected a solution into his arm.

Rob tried to stay awake, but he didn’t stand a chance. He drifted off within seconds, and it felt pretty good.

“All right, here we go.” The doctor moved a surgical tray up to the table and spread his legs.

His penis laid there, limp, and the doctor picked it up put a piece of surgical tape on it and taped it to his belly.

“Nice big one. You sure you don’t want to do this another way?”

“I think this is best. If we don’t like it then we can always undo the surgery.”

“True.”

The doctor didn’t have to shave him as he was already shaved. She did have to swab the areas with disinfectant. She coated the area between his anus and his balls, then made a little mark with a grease pencil.

She moved his balls around, and pushed them up into the canal from which they descended. They fit perfectly, and she stretched the skin tight so they wouldn’t fall, and did a couple of stitches.

“He’ll have sacs for a while, but the skin should shrink a bit, then it’ll look pretty normal.”

She then made a tiny cut in the bottom of his penis, right below the head. She made another cut on the perineum between his legs.

“Simple work, but you have to be very precise.”

She placed the penis against the perineum and sutured his penis to the perineum.

“Is this going to be a problem when he starts getting erect?”

“Oh, no. He’ll be uncomfortable, and he’ll probably walk a little bent over, but he’ll be fine. I find that most men actually love this procedure. When he closes his legs the head of his penis will stick out between his legs below his cheeks. You won’t see anything, but it will be constantly rubbing, and it will drive him crazy.”

When the doctor was done Shiela could see how well the penis was fixed. It wasn’t going anywhere.

“Okay, now for the fun. How big do you want them?”

“I’m not sure. I’ve always thought he should have moderate boobs. Nothing glaring, as he does have to be a man sometimes.”

“Does he? Why?”

That made Shiela think. Yes? Why did he?

“Using liposuction and putting his own fat into his chest is the best procedure. There’s no bad effects to having your own body material used. But it is best done all at once.”

“Can you do it and I watch and I tell you when?”

“Absolutely.”

The doctor wheeled a liposuction machine to the table, turned it on, and began making little slits in Rob’s body. She slowly sucked the fat out of him.

He wasn’t a fat person to begin with. He was slender, but he did have a few little things that could be better shaped. He lost all love handles and his waist tightened up. A few other places contributed fat, and then the doctor began putting the fat into his chest.

Rob slumbered.

Shiela watched.

Finally, she said, “I think that’s probably good.”

“Excellent. We’re about out of fat, anyway.”

The doctor shut down the machine and cleaned up Rob’s body. When she was done he had moderate breasts on his chest.

“Are you going to do his lips today?”

“I should. As long as he’s under.”

This was very delicate work, and the doctor used a small needle and carefully plumped up his lips.

“He’s quite beautiful,” the doctor murmured.

“And you’re making him more beautiful.”

“Tell me, how is life with a real sissy?”

“Oh, I love it. Of course we’ve only just started, but we’re talking no more sleeping in the wet spot. We’ll be able to share clothes. And if I raise my voice to more than a whisper he gets a little worried. Makes him wait on me hand and foot.”

“You’re a lucky, lady,” said the doc, putting her needles away. “And he’s a lucky man. While he sleeps let’s talk about the hormone plan you want.

An hour later Rob stirred. The sleep drug left his system and he moved sluggishly, and his face felt funny. His lips felt weird. And his chest…what had happened?

“There you are,” said Shiela. She was reading a magazine in the corner. “How are you feeling?”

“I don’t know,” he responded slowly, showing his confusion. “My face, my lips feel funny.”

“They’re a little more feminine now.”

“They are?”

“Oh, yes. We plumped them up a bit.” she chuckled. “You’ll be buying more lipstick now.”

He didn’t understand, the world was still connecting to him, he said, “And my chest…”

“You’ve got the most wonderful set of boobs. You’re simply going to love them.”

“I will?”

“Sure. Are you ready to sit up?”

“I guess.”

She helped him up, and he felt the difference in his waist, and observed that his chest was much larger.

“I thought you said small?”

“These were the smallest we could do. We didn’t want you to look undernourished,” she smiled.

“Oh.”

They weren’t that big, or that small. They were right in the middle.

He felt his waist. “I’m skinnier.”

“You’ll fit in dresses much better.”

He didn’t say anything then, as he was slightly overwhelmed by what had happened to him.

She handed him a bra. “I brought you a bigger bra, one that should fit.

He felt his sagging boobs, realized that he did need a real bra, not just a training bra, and he put it on.

She helped him stand up, and get dressed, and they walked slowly out of the doctor’s office.

After a lifetime as a man Rob, or Robbie, as he was now called, had expected that it would be difficult to making a medical transition. It wasn’t.

He was used to his new body within two days, and it became easy to walk around, and even exercise.

Even getting used to having two large pillows on his chest was easy.

And it was fun. The doctor must have given him something to make his nipples stand up, and he was constantly horny.

Nothing new there.

What was not easy was getting used to the fact that there was nothing between his legs…and having his penis head constantly stimulated.

He still peed the same, he just had to sit down to do it.

And he had to be careful when he wiped himself.

But he had nothing keeping his legs apart! It made his walk funny, and his thighs rubbed, and, of course, his penis head was rubbed.

And it didn’t help when he put on his stretchy, sissy panties. The rubbing still occurred, and seemed a little worse.

Shiela, however, loved it. Now he had a much more feminine frame, and his clothes fit him even better. And when he walked around the house naked she couldn’t believe how his butt was round, his chest jiggled, and his lips looked so kissable.

A week after the operation the surgery connecting his penis to his perineum was fully healed. He could wear anything, didn’t have to worry, and he was fully into his new life.

Except for one thing.

On Saturday afternoon a week after the operation Shiela walked into the computer room.

Robbie was working, and he looked up.

He was beautiful. He had opted for a redder lipstick, and he was wearing a very nice half bra. His boobs peeked over the top and she loved how his nipples were always so erect.

“Hello, honey.”

“Hi, uh, Ma’am.”

She liked it when he addressed her in a more professional manner.

She placed a drink in front of him, and she had one in her own hand.

“What can I do for you?” he asked, a little surprised to be waited on. Usually it was him doing the waiting.

“It’s time to consummate our marriage.”

“I thought we did that a few years ago.”

“Oh, we did. But everything is changed, and there is a different consummation that we need to do.”

He sipped his bourbon and Coke and sighed.

“Honey, now that you’re a sissy, and now that you can’t cum like a man anymore…”

He was well aware. The horniness had started the day after the operation, and it was driving him crazy. If he so much as walked he felt the rubbing, and he wanted to get hard, but he couldn’t.

“…it’s only right that you learn to cum like a woman.”

“Like a woman?”

She nodded.

“This involves anal sex. I’ve got a strap on, and I can penetrate you in a way that you will love.”

He was scared, but he wasn’t about to speak back to his wife.

“We’ll massage your prostate, and that will drain you of manly juices. I think you’ll really like it. You’ll like it so much you’ll want it all the time, but I think once a month will be sufficient.”

“It will?”

“Oh, yes. Now finish your drink and come on back to the bedroom.”

He glugged, enjoyed the cold fire coursing down his throat, and followed her into the hallway and towards the bedroom.

Robbie stood nervously in the center of the bedroom.

Shiela looked up at him and smiled. She was fastening a strap on around her hips.

“That’s awfully big.”

“You can take it. You’ve been wearing a big plug for the last few days, and…you can handle it. Put on a negligee and let’s get sexy.”

He put on a pale green, see through negligee, and she came to him.

She kissed him, told him what to do, and arranged him on the bed.

He was bent over, supported by pillows at the waist, and his butt was up in the air.

“All right, honey,” she took out his plug and lubricated him, using several fingers to ream him and push lube into him.

He groaned.

Shiela had been preparing him for this, and it felt so-o-o good.

He pushed his back end up to help her.

She spread his legs a bit and moved forward.

“You ready, honey?”

He was.


Epilogue

The two lovely ladies sat on deck chairs on the cruise ship and stared at the water. They sipped fancy drinks with little umbrellas, and felt the ocean lift them slightly, and lower them, in eternal embrace.

One of them, however, wasn’t a woman. One of them was a sissy.

He wore tight pants, women’s high heels, and had light make up on. He looked like a woman with a slightly masculine look. Or maybe a man with a slightly feminine look.

Whatever, he was happy.

END
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Sissy Ride: The Book

PART ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

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

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

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

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

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

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

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

I typed:

Who is this?

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

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

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

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

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

No. There had been 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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