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

Revenge is the greatest!

I love those movies that have revenge as the major motivation!

How about John Wick? All that revenge just for a cute, cuddly, little puppy!

Or Kill Bill? That was a righteous revenge pair of movies!

Or Gladiator or Death Wish or Sleepers or The Limey or The Punisher or…Gawd! The list goes on!

Next time you’re in the mood, google ‘revenge movies’ and see what pops up.

In the meantime, enjoy this tidy, little tale of a woman who decides feminization is a great revenge.

There’s only one, little problem…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Man! What a party,” Ruth observed as she plunked down in the passenger seat.

Ruth was John’s secretary at the law firm, and she was one gorgeous hunk of female.

John smiled. “It was pretty good.” It was hard not to notice how Ruth’s chest protruded.

“And we killed them at charades.”

“Did you see Bob’s face when you guessed ‘Master and Commander’ with one hint?”

“Oh, God! I thought he was going to have an accident!”

Ruth laughed at that. She side glanced at John and appreciated his manliness.

John was married. but if he wasn’t…she grinned.

“Are you sober enough to drive?”

“Absolutely. I had two drinks at the start, and Coke since then.”

“Excellent. We don’t want to be calling a lawyer to get a lawyer out of jail.”

“No way!”

John pulled away from the curb after checking traffic.

He drove slowly and carefully as he crossed town.

They discussed a couple of cases that had come up, and she told him how she was doing in law school.

“They’ll hire you when you graduate.”

John pulled up to the curb in front of her apartment.

“You think so?”

“I’ll be telling them to, so they’d better.

“John, thank you. That means the world to me, you saying that.”

“You deserve it.”

And she kissed his cheek.

Just a peck. Nothing sexual. Just showing her appreciation to him.

Then she slid out of the car and bid him good night.

“See you at the office on Monday,” she said, and she closed the door.

He waved and started up the car.

He was smiling and tapping his fingers on the steering wheel in time to the music.

Ruth was a good kid, worked hard, and really helped him out. Of course he’d put in a good word for her.

Then he happened to glance in the mirror.

She had left a red smudge on his cheek.

Quickly, he took out a handkerchief and rubbed his cheek. There.

And he put the handkerchief back in his pocket.

As a lawyer he had seen too many divorces to risk one himself.

An innocent smudge could blow up a marriage pretty darn fast. Even a totally innocent smudge like the one he had rubbed off his cheek.

He got on the freeway and headed for home.

He was still a little drunk, but only a little.

He did wobble and wiggle a bit, but fortunately no cop saw his slightly erratic driving.

And, in his favor, he was trying to really play it cool.

He was doing well at the company, Ruth was his private secretary, and the money was coming in. Not bad for a lawyer only three years out of law school, and it was only going to get better!

He turned on his street and saw the lights on in his house.

He smiled. Good job, just made a down payment on a killer house, and a wife who was the total knock out.

Just thinking about her put a rise in his pants, and he pushed his dingus down. God, that felt good.

Unfortunately, she wasn’t feeling well right then. Which was he had to go to the party without her.

He was expected to show up, and he wished he could have brought Lisa with him, showed her off, but he wasn’t going to make her go out when she was feeling badly.

He turned the wheel and guided his Lexus into the driveway.

He wanted a Mustang, but a lawyer had to present an image.

He grinned thinking of taking clients out to lunch in a hot rod Mustang. Hold on boys, I ain’t slowin’ down until you sign that contract!

Screams, and…Okay! Gimme the pen…gimme the contract! I’ll sign!

He chuckled and turned off the ignition and climbed out of the car.

He saw a shadow moving through the kitchen window and he headed up the path and through the front door.

“Lisa? You up?” he called into the kitchen softly.

“Right here, honey.”

Lisa came out of the kitchen, smiled and fist bumped him. Her nose was still a little red.

“It was great, a grand time, but how are you feeling?”

“Oh, I’m okay. The headache’s gone and the coughing is over. Oddly, I feel a bit of energy.”

“I would imagine. You’ve been sleeping pretty good for the last couple of days.”

“Well, I’m good, I’m at the tail end.”

“Excellent.”

“Now tell me about the party. Did you drink a lot?”

“Two drinks. Then Coke. I didn’t want to get plastered in front of the boss.”

“Why not? He gets drunk!”

John laughed, “Big difference between the chief and a brave.”

“So what…you guys played games? Talked? What?”

“Oh, we played charades.”

“Damn! I love to play charades. Who was your partner?”

“I picked Ruth, and we killed ‘em. I gave her one hint and she got ‘Master and Commander: the Far Side of the World!’ I thought Bob was going to die!”

John was laughing, and Lisa gave a chuckle, but there was a tightness around her eyes.

She knew Ruth, and even though Lisa was a world class looker, what woman doesn’t get jealous when her husband is pals with some other beautiful woman.

Besides, every romance novel she read seemed to have the head of the firm going after his secretary, with lots of heartache and sadness.

But John kept talking, and there didn't seem to be anything there, so she slowly relaxed.

And, after a while John yawned and said he needed to head for bed.

“Sure, honey. Sleep tight. I’m still wide awake, so I’ll just do some chores and see you in a while.”

“See you in my dreams,” he smiled and fist bumped her.

He walked down the hall and Lisa thought about it.

She was sick, and they didn’t kiss while she was sick, but…she sure hated that fist bump thing.

No, they didn’t want to risk him getting sick, but she wanted to kiss him and take him to bed.

And her mind turned over to Ruth once again.

Ruth. Beautiful. Smart. And she knew the law.

She had a lot in common with John, and…and Lisa shook her head. Damn! There was nothing there! Get over it, girl!

She heard the shower briefly, then she knew that John was sliding under the covers.

Damn, she missed the physical contact.

She sighed, then got up and did some dishes.

And she was still wide awake.

Well, what other chores could she do?

She could get the laundry ready for the morrow. And one of the items that needed to be cleaned, especially after the smoking and drinking of the night, was the jacket John had worn that evening.

She sauntered down the hallway and looked in.

John was already snoring, so she smiled and walked over to the chair where he had put his jacket and slacks. She picked them up and took them out to the garage and hung them up in the back of her SUV.

She started to close the door, then remembered: check the pockets.

All she needed to do was get his credit cards dry cleaned.

She went through the inner pockets first because that was where he kept his wallet. Yep, there it was. Good thing she had decided to check.

Then she went through the outside pockets.

Nothing in the chest pocket.

She put her hand in the right lower pocket and felt something. Paper and…handkerchief.

She pulled the items out and crumpled them in her hand, closed the car door softly, and headed back into the house.

She put his wallet in the key bowl by the front door, then looked at the paper and the handkerchief.

The handkerchief probably needed washing. It had just been stuffed into his pocket, not folded neatly like he usually did.

She put the paper down and opened the handkerchief, and her eyes opened wide.

Red smudge.

Right in the middle.

Red, like in lipstick, but they hadn’t been kissing for a few days because she had had a cold, and…and who had he kissed?

She took the handkerchief into the light of the kitchen and stared at it. It wasn’t her lipstick, but then whose?

It wasn’t much, but…it was still there, and her mind began to leapfrog through possibles.

She thought of all the women who would have been at the party.

One name kept popping back into her consciousness. Ruth.

Not seeing, her head whirring, she stepped back into the foyer and picked up the piece of paper. She opened it in the kitchen and read it, and her mind blew out and whirled away and there was nothing but the letters on the piece of paper.

I will always love you!

I will…will…

Tears leaped into her eyes.

Her heart felt like a giant’s hand was clutching it, squeezing it, breaking it.

John had been cheating.

It seemed like he had been a little late getting home.

He had lipstick on his handkerchief.

A love letter in his pocket.

Somebody would always love him.

Who?

Ruth…Ruth…Ruth…

In her mind’s eye she could imagine them at the party, touching, holding hands, brushing against each other.

Sipping out of the same glass.

Stepping into a back bedroom for a little smooching.

Her heart was breaking, sinking in her chest like the Titanic sank. All the way to the bottom.

She was having a hard time breathing, and she was aware that tears were streaming down her cheeks.

John was having an affair!

When your life has been shattered there are any number of ways to act.

One could throw screaming hissy fits.

One could grab a gun.

One could weep eternally.

One can be a victim.

And so on.

One can also die inside and go emotionless, which is what Lisa did.

She woke up the following morning and noticed that everything was normal. Her home had the same walls and ceiling, plants in the windows and parakeet in a cage.

The swimming pool was clean and sparkling in the morning light.

She watched the mail truck come and go, the neighbors walk a dog.

Everything was normal.

And she was was several feet behind her head.

Watching.

Watching herself make breakfast.

Watching her husband come in for breakfast.

Fist bumping.

Watching herself smiling.

And feeling like a skeleton dancing the whole time.

“Hi, honey. Sleep well?”

“Oh, great,” she lied, a bright smile on her face. “And it feels like I’m almost over this stupid cold.”

“Oh, man,” he grinned. “I can’t wait to get intimate!”

“You and me both, babe,” she wondered how many years she would get if she picked up a steak knife and stuck it in his neck. And smiled happily.

Was this crazy?

She thought about that, and thought it was, but it felt…right.

What else was she supposed to do?

They ate, and she did a wonderful job on the omelettes. Added the right amount of tabasco sauce, carmelized the onions, added the spices and herbs, and didn’t even think about the rat poison in the pantry.

“That’s delicious. You’re sure a great cook. I’m so lucky to have you.”

She smiled lovingly and offered the fist bump.

She probably could have kissed him, but the shock and the rage of finding out that he was a cheater made her afraid that she might bite his lip and tear it right off his face.

“Well, what to do today?”

“Oh, honey,” she smiled sadly, “I hate to say it, but I’ve been off work and I need to go check on a few things.

“That’s okay. I understand.”

“But you can have the whole day to watch football and drink beer.”

“Football good. Beer, yuck! I only had two drinks last night, but I’m good for a while.”

Two drinks, and then you put your willy in Ruth’s face and…and other places.

She smiled.

Now, truth, she actually didn’t plan on doing what she was about to do. It just came over her. A whim that she worked on without thought.

She got dressed, hopped in her car, and headed for work.

She worked at Fem labs in Pasadena. It was a small lab that specialized in make up. She was always helping to create new lipsticks, perfumes, and all the other things that help women look their best.

One of the things they had been working on lately had little to do with make up, and everything to do with make up.

Certain butterflies manifest bilateral gynandromorphism. A big word that means half the insect is male, and half the insect is female. They are sexually divided right down the ‘backbone’

What makes such a creature? How does it live? What are the reproductive capabilities of such a bug?

At first it was just an oddity, one that the scientists gathered in the lunch room and spoke about in various terms. Humor, awe, and wondering about why male v female in certain features.

Which probably wouldn’t have gone anywhere, except into a bad joke, except that Lisa and a couple of other scientists started looking into slugs and frogs and turtles, which animals can actually change their sex from male to female.

The actual reasoning behind their interest was quite normal for a bunch of geeks working on appearance enhancing potions: they wanted to know the how and the why of animals changing appearances to attract the other half of the species.

Why do male lions have manes?

Why do roosters crow?

Why are female hyenas bigger and stronger than male hyenas?

Why is the male Mandarin duck so gorgeous and the female so dowdy?

All of which leads to chemicals that will enhance human appearance.

And maybe even change it.

Lisa was working on a potion that would give women redder lips without the need for lipstick.

She had access to studies world wide which tested things like this.

Finer skin with no blemishes.

Longer eyelashes.

Methods of distributing fat on faces simply by brushing those faces with a special compound.

And more.

At the heart of all this research is a chemical called aromatase.

Aromatase is an estrogen which, when a female critter becomes a male, is turned off.

No more estrogen, and here come the testes.

Lisa had been postulating what would happen if the reverse process was accomplished.

What would happen if, instead of turning off the aromatase, the gene was reprogrammed to turn it on? And make more and more of it?

Mind, she wasn’t thinking about this except as a way to make chemicals that could be used to enhance female features, not to turn a woman into a man.

Or a man into a woman.

It was purely scientific speculation in search of profit.

But…what if she could turn the gene on and create more estrogen, and more and more, and…and now she had a scientific subject to work with.

Though John wouldn’t have thought of himself as a scientific subject.

And, again, it must be noted that she wasn’t thinking this out. She was just hurt, and the idea whimmed into her highly educated brain, and she went into her lab, worked for the day, and when she went home at five she had a small vial of something called XR-73.

X for experimental.

R for research.

73 for being the 73rd version of the chemical. And all of the versions had worked.

On insects, on fish, on hamsters, and…on a little monkey called Sarafina.

Sarafina, who had originally been called Sam. Who had shrunk in size, whose features had softened a bit, and who now acted totally different.

Female different.

So Lisa drove home whistling. Her mind filled with images of her husband doing nasty things to Ruth.

Humping, kissing, sucking, fondling…fucking.

And she smiled happily as she walked up the walk to the house, the little vial in her purse.

“Honey, I’m home!”

“Back here!” John yelled form the TV room.

Lisa sauntered into the room, leaned over the couch and kissed him.

John had been watching a sports wrap up show, and he grinned and turned. “Somebody is cured.”

“Oh, baby. I’m cured,” Lisa said, wanting to pound him in the face with her little fist.

John turned off the TV and stood and took her in his arms.

He kissed her passionately. Bending her half over, and his penis started pulsing.

He looked into her eyes. “Oh, baby. I will always love you.”

I will always love you.

Lisa felt a thread of delightful panic surge through her.

What was written on the note by his lover.

Ruth.

He kissed her again, and she kissed back.

She was crazy, insane, and she wanted to feel all the emotions that were screaming inside her.

He kissed, and she wanted to hit.

He fondled her breast, and she wanted to rip his gonads off.

He looked lovingly into her eyes, and she lovingly wanted to rake his skin off his body.

It was a turn on of incredible magnitude. To be loved by somebody you felt such strong emotions for, to feel that shimmy between love and hate, to experience sex as hate.

But she had to do it.

Not just because she was calmly plotting against him in her mind, but because it was exciting, and she had to get close to him, not alarm him, give him the potion in her purse.

He picked her up, he was always a strong man, and walked her down the hall.             

Into the bedroom, kissing her, feeling her, loving her, and tossing her onto the bed.

She squealed, and sounded exactly like old times.

But these were new times.

He slowly stripped her clothes off. He felt every inch of her body.

He ran his hands over her, excited her, stimulated her.

And she went with it, excited to see herself abused, perhaps wanting that abuse to further justify her giving him the XR-73.

And when he was in her she had never felt such perverse excitement. She had never felt so sexually powerful.

And, as he shot his seed she held on to him, shivering with sexual excitement, and thinking of what might happen when she administered the chemical.

Super amounts of estrogen pouring into his frame.

One fish, the bluehead wrasse, had changed sex completely within ten days.

What would happen to John?

And, as he sagged, and shifted his weight off her, she held his cheeks with both hands. She kissed him, she looked into his eyes. She said, “I will always love you.”

John, of course, like males everywhere after a particular good bout of sex, was ready to go to sleep.

She put it in his oatmeal the following day.

She got up early and fixed the steel cut treat. John loved oatmeal, especially with a few raisins, some cinnamon, and a big glob of honey.

And she opened the vial and poured in the contents.

A pure, unadulterated sex change drug.

John came out to the kitchen and smiled and kissed her, and she kissed him back, like it was the last kiss of her life.

“Wow. I don’t know what you’ve been taking, but take some more of it, will you?”

She placed the oatmeal in front of him, watched his eyes light up with happiness.

“John?” she asked as she sat across from him and watched him.

“Yes?”

“Can we go back to bed?”

“Now?” He lifted a spoon as he grinned.

“When you’re done.”

“We sure can. That cold must have really starved you for sex!”

“Oh, it did. I want sex more now than ever. I want it again and again and again.

John smiled and took a bite.

And, after breakfast, they did make love. Twice.

Lisa, was insatiable. She wanted more and more. She wanted to feel him inside her…for the last time. And every time was like the last time.

That was on a Sunday.

“Well, I’m off to court,” John stated. He was pulling on his three piece, looking very sartorial. “What are you going to do today?”

“I’ve got a full day of injecting chemicals into hamsters.”

“Oh, my God,” he chuckled. “I don’t see how you do it.”

“Oh, it’s fun. It’s always fun to stick something into somebody.”

He laughed at her nuance. “Gee, I’ll have to try it sometime.”

“How about now?”

“Honey! You’ve worn me out! I’ve got nothing left!”

“Well, you better rebuild, because I’ve got needs.”

“Okay, that’s it, where did you hide Lisa, and who are you?”

“Me Lisa!” she yelped as she tried to grab his package through his slacks.

“Hands off, you sex addict! I’m going to call the police!”

“Ooh, goody! Billy clubs.”

John shook his head, gave her a final smackaroonie, and headed out.

Lisa stood in the kitchen and watched him back out of the driveway and head down the street.

Then she headed back to the bedroom. She had some business to do before she went to work.

The business involved a vibrator. And she wondered why she was suddenly so horny. Had that cold really turned on a sexual drive? Hunh! Maybe she should look into patents.

It was a long day for John, and not for the normal reasons.

He had to appear in court, he had to take depositions, he had to write up briefs, and…he was horny.

He grinned, late in the morning, sitting at a thick table and pushing his boner down in his pants. Lisa must have really turned him on with her sexual desires of the day previous. He had never felt so horny.

At lunch he had to maneuver carefully through the lunch crowd. He didn’t want to slide up against someone with a big present in his pants.

After lunch the dinger was getting a little boring. Usually stiffies went down after a while, but this was the gift that kept on giving!

He drove home and was feeling excited. All day he had been erect, and now he was going to get to go home and divest himself of that problem.

He pulled into the driveway, got out of his car and sauntered, like a swinging dick, up to the front door.

“Honey?”

No answer.

Damn. And he really needed some sex!

He headed for the shower and washed off and…his hand got busy.

And there was a lot of soap.

And it felt really good.

And…UNH! He spewed his seed on the tile walls.

Ah…finally! His penis sagged and fell and hung. A worn out bag. Thank God!

He got dressed and went in to watch the news.

And watched and watched.

But Lisa was late in coming home.

And…his penis began to get hard again.

Lisa worked all day long. She took her mind off her marital problems, and filled test tubes and turned on machines, and filled out reports.

And, during all this activity, she felt horny.

What was up with her?

And, in one thought, midway through the day, she wondered, I didn’t take any XR-73, why am I horny?

She didn’t wonder at why she equated her horniness with the drug, or with her fragile state of mind.

Perhaps she should have, but she wasn’t thinking straight.

Or, rather, she was thinking too straight.

Too logical.

She didn’t realize that insane people are not guilty of random thinking, but rather constricted thinking. Couldn’t see outside of their own ‘box.’

She took a dinner break in her office. Ordered Chinese, and thought about calling John.

John, who she was lusting for even as she was destroying. And maybe that was why she was lusting for him.

So thinking, seeing him in her mind’s eye, running shrieking down a corridor, his wanger flopping about, then shrinking, then disappearing…she reached under the desk and pulled her dress up.

“Oh, God!” she moaned.

But when she was done…she was still horny.

“Hey, honey? Why didn’t you go to bed?” Lisa asked, waking John up. He was laying on the couch and the TV was yapping away.

“Oh, I don’t know,” he yawned, and realized that even though he was tired, and sleepy, he had a problem in his pants.

He stood up, and she looked down, and giggled.

“Somebody’s glad to see me.”

“Oh, yeah.” He slipped his feet into his slippers and blinked. And looked down.

“What?”

“That’s weird.”

“What’s weird?” she exulted.

“My feet don’t fit right.”

“What?”

She looked down.

His feet didn’t quite fill his slippers.

Normally his feet were just right. The toes ending an eighth of an inch before the tip of his slippers, now they were a half inch short. This gave a feeling of ‘roominess,’ and the straps on top felt loose.

Lisa controlled the smile that was trying to seep out. She kept her face down. “Optical illusion,” she commented.

“Pretty weird, and it’s not optical, it…it’s the whole slipper is bigger.”

“Well, you’ve got more important things to think about than what size your feet are.”

“Yeah, bu—“

She distracted him by grabbing him.

His breath wooshed in and he smiled.

“Now are you going to talk about feet? Or are you going to do something about it?”

“Oh, let’s do something about it.”

She led him down the hall, one hand on his leash, and she felt such excitement. Oddly, the desire to hurt him, to slash him, punch him, kick him, twist his balls off…was fading.

But the horniness was there.

She was still out of her head, but time was passing, and she was making love with him, and, besides, hadn’t she already had her revenge?

His feet shrinking were proof it was happening.

Now she just hoped he wouldn’t change into a frog or something. Just a simple sex change would be fine, thank you.

He followed her into the bedroom, her still leading, and he couldn’t stand it any more.

His second head was doing the thinking and he pushed her.

She let go and fell across the bed.

He moved in, feeling a red hot rage of lust surging up from his package.

No more games. No more sweet talk. He had to do this.

He pressed her down and lifted up her dress and pulled down her panties.

“Ah, ha!” she exclaimed. Wondering why she didn’t hate him as much, and looking forward to what he was abut to do to her.

He rode her for a long time, gave her multiple orgasms, then pulled out. He was still stiff, but he couldn’t finish it.

“Oh, my God!” he gasped, laying on the bed next to where she wa slaying face down.

“That was good,” she mumbled.

“I couldn’t…I couldn’t…”

“That’s okay,” she spoke with her head sideways towards him. “I had a good time.”

She was happy, and hated him in a surreal way, and was satisfied.

Who would have ever thought that hate sex could be so good?

He was facing up, towards the ceiling, and his member was still standing at attention, still throbbing, and he wondered.

He sat up on his elbows and looked down at his dingus, then he frowned.

Lisa picked up on his sudden frown. “What?”

“It looks smaller.”

Lisa felt excitement in her heart, and she pushed up, turned and sat and stared at him.

She didn’t know, it was probably incremental, but that was fine with her.

She had heard a saying, ‘Revenge is a dish best served cold.’ That spoke to being patient, waiting for your revenge, and when the person being revenged on finally realized what was happening…it was sweeter.

But now she had a different thought: Revenge is a dish best served slowly.

Let it happen slowly, over time, creeping in bits and pieces, chipping away at a man’s character.

Yes. She was fine with that.

She took him in her hand, in her mouth, and worked him, but there was nothing there. The harder he got the less able he was.

Or so it seemed.


Part Two

A week later John wanted to go to the doctor.

His feet were definitely smaller. They didn’t fit into his shoes; he rattled around in his Oxfords, even his socks seemed a bit loose.

His cuffs dragged on the floor. Not badly, but he could feel them whisking over the floor as he walked the corridors at court, and when he drove the car he had to pull his pant legs up so his cuffs wouldn’t get in the way of the pedals.

His whole jacket seemed loose. Except for the pectorals. He seemed to have some sort of swelling in his pectorals.

He didn’t remember doing anything to them, so…why?

He asked Lisa what she thought, but she wasn’t much help at all.

She either poo poo-ed, or murmured “hmmm,” or chuckled and said, “Must be your imagination.”

But it wasn’t his imagination.

He was shrinking! Just like a stupid movie, or something.

He even watched the movie, ‘The Incredible Shrinking Man,’ and it scared him. Because it was happening to him.

Grant Williams, in the movie, was enveloped in a fog, and began to shrink.

But John hadn’t seen hide nor hair of a fog.

Grant Williams got smaller and smaller, and fought for his life against the family cat.

That was a scary thought, but they didn’t have a cat.

Next to him, Lisa watched the movie, a small smile on her lips.

She looked at him, “We should get a cat.”

“No!” he gasped.

“To protect you from the rats.”

She was joking, be it a bit pointedly, but he wasn’t taking it like a joke.

But she could take it like a joke, because he wasn’t shrinking to shrink, he was shrinking to change into something else.

He made the appointment with the doctor.

“Yes, you’re definitely shrinking, John. Let’s take some tests and see what’s going on.”

The doctor was John’s age, played golf with John every once in a while, and he thumped John’s chest, tapped his knees, and looked in his eyes and ears and nose.

“Nothing on the surface,” said the doc. “I’ll schedule you for a blood draw and some other things.”

“So you have no idea what’s happening?”

“None at all,” the doctor answered honestly

John continued work, just because he was shrinking, and his hair was growing a little fast, and losing a little weight, was no reason he couldn’t put his shoulder to the wheels of justice.

But people were noticing.

Judges noticed, other lawyers noticed, and he saw a couple of cops whispering and looking at him.

His secretary, Ruth, noticed most of all.

“John, you’re shrinking!”

“And losing weight, and I’ve had to let Lisa trim my hair a couple of times.

Ruth glanced at his head. Yeah, she had trimmed it all right, but she had also given it a feminine twist.

“So what’s the doctor say? I mean, you don’t have a dread disease or anything, do you?”

“No. At least, I don’t think so. I’m just…getting shorter.”

And a little softer in the face, too, though Ruth.

“Well, we’d better get to work. I’ve got that injunction coming up, and…”

John talked, laid out the files and they began working.

And Ruth kept glancing up, almost startled, at how…’soft’ he was looking.

“Not a thing wrong, John.”

John and Lisa sat on one side of the desk, the doctor was studying the charts and reports.

“Blood pressure fine, A1C fine, no tumors or anything. Your system is actually well balanced. Everything is…hunh.”

“What?”

“Your estrogen seems to be a little high.”

I’ll bet, thought Lisa, concealing her smile.

“Isn’t estrogen for women?” John was confused.

“Men and woman both. To put it simply, both men and women have estrogen and testosterone, but it is the balance that makes one a man or a woman. More testosterone makes a man, more estrogen makes a woman.”

“So…what does that mean?”

“I don’t know.” He actually scratched his head. “I mean, your testosterone is down a little, no big thing…are you having sex on a regular basis?” The doc looked up.

“Oh, yes,” murmured Lisa happily.

The Doc tried to read faces. Lisa seemed happy, and John was nodding, but he didn’t look all that happy.

“Yes, John?”

“Lots of sex, but, uh, I’m not able to orgasm very much.

“Hmm. Would you like a pill to help you out?”

“Like Viagra?”

“Yes.”

“I’m hard enough. I’m probably too hard, but I just can’t get over the hill.”

“Hmm.”

“Come on, Doc. What’s with the ‘hmmm?’”

Actually, I don’t know. Usually a person who is transitioning will, when they start HRT, have lots of erections, then the erections tend to become less frequent, and while it becomes difficult to have an orgasm…it usually isn’t a problem. At least, not like what you’ve described.”

John sighed. “So what am I supposed to do?”

“I could give you testosterone pills. See if we can rebalance you.”

“Okay.”

Lisa kept the frown off her face. She didn’t want extra testosterone to mess with XR-73.

But, the doctor so ordered.

Lisa had nothing to worry about with the extra testosterone.

John started taking pills, and if anything, it sped up his change.

XR-73 just ran right over the testosterone and continued altering his body.

Two weeks later he was five foot six, the same height as Lisa, and his body was getting downright skinny.

Except for his chest.

His pectorals were growing, they were actually mounds on his chest. They looked like tits.

John got up every morning and stared at himself in the mirror.

His body could be seen as more feminine now, and he stared at the growing boobs, his slender waist, his rounding hips.

“Oh, my God,” he whispered.

Lisa came up next to him. She reached to his head and brushed his hair back. She was going to have to style it. Not just bob it, but to shape it, make it wavy. John had wonderful hair.

And he had wonderful nails. She was going to have to give him a manicure.

She smiled, visualizing long, fingernails on his now dainty hands.

“What?” asked John, staring at himself, but noticing the expression on her face.

“John, can I be honest with you?”

“Of course.”

“You’re going to need a bra.”

“No! That can’t…you can’t…I can’t…” he went on and on, and Lisa waited patiently for him to run down.

“Let’s face it, John. You aren’t shrinking, you’re changing.”

“Into…into a female?”

“Looks like. Now, do you want to go around looking like a woman in an overgrown suit, shoes that don’t fit, or do you want to adapt to your condition.”

“But…I don’t…you can’t…” he blathered on and on, and Lisa knew she was going to have to grab the bull by the horns. Or…the cow by the tits, in this case.

She walked into her closet and got out an old bra.

“This won’t fit well, but it will give you an idea of what bras feel like and what we’re going to have to do.”

John kept complaining, but she put the bra around his belly, fastened it in the back, and raised the straps over his shoulders.

John stared at his body.

Tits.

He had tits. No denying it now.

They bulged over the bra and his nipples were really standing out.

He looked down to his penis. Wearing the bra and nothing else he could see how much his penis had shrunk.

Every man is proud of his dong. That is just male nature.

He walked out of the bedroom, confusing Lisa with his single mindedness, and into the computer room. He picked up a ruler and measured his penis.

He was erect, it seemed like he was always erect, but he had lost a couple of inches.

He was only about five inches long. Erect. And it had lost girth. And there seemed to be less hair down there.

He went back into the bedroom and turned around in front of the mirror. His whole body was relatively hairless.

Lisa put her arm around his waist, and he stared at their similar height.

“This is crazy,” he whispered, his mind shrieking at the changes in him.

“Sit down here,” she said, gesturing to the vanity chair. “I want to cut your hair.”

He did, but she didn’t cut it. She trimmed it here and there, and styled it, curled it.

He stared, and didn’t move.

He didn’t know what was going on.

She wanted to put make up on him, but she knew it wasn’t time for that.

But she did smile, and kiss him, and sit on his lap and…and then she noticed that his lips were redder.

A thrill shot through her. R-73 was really working! His lips were redder and softer, and his eyes actually seemed bigger and more innocent.

If only his peeny hadn’t shrunk, too!

She was still getting off, but it was harder and harder with his little dinker.

“Honey?” he asked, almost a sob, “What is happening to me?”

“Whatever is happening,” she had her arms over his shoulders and her face an inch from his, “Make the most of it. I love it.”

And she did, and a curious thing was happening. Her insanity was waning.

Well, of course it was. She had been outraged with John. But this wasn’t John. This was somebody else. Somebody smaller and softer. And it was making her hornier and hornier.

John went to work and Ruth stared at him.

“Your hair…”

“Lisa styled it,” he admitted.

“And you’re wearing a bra.”

“I had to,” he confessed. “I was just…too…big.”

“Can you show me?”

John was very circumspect with women, even his secretary. He didn’t want even a hint of a rumor of bad behavior. He kept the doors open when talking to women, and Ruth knew to always be in the room.

But that had been when he was a man. Now…he wasn’t sure what he was.

He closed the door and unbuttoned his shirt and spread the material.

Ruth stared at his chest.

Man, world class boobs. He still had a lot of man to him, but those boobs…they were really out front.

She raised her hand, then stopped and looked at him. “Can I touch them?”

He nodded.

He was ashamed, and frightened, and…there was a part of him that wanted to be touched.

She cupped his boob, felt it, ran her thumb over his raised nipple.

John shivered and she quickly took her hand away.

Then he was in her arms, crying. It was too much…it was all too much!

There was no hiding his changes now. People might look at his reduced height and wonder, and ascribe it to a dread condition, a weird DNA, or something.

And they could blink and stare at how slender he was.

But…tits?

And long, wavy hair?

And the way his skin was softer, the pores smaller, the flesh so delicate.

No hiding that.

But, what could they say?”

Nothing.

All they could do was glance surreptitiously and think, transition.

Yeah, he was a good lawyer, but now he had to watch his pronouns.

And it was time to open doors and let him pass first.

Let ‘her’ pass first.

On the bench the judges said nothing. All they needed was a lawsuit from one of their own about sexual harassment.

So whatever fears John had were never realized. People just treated him the same…and different.

And he sort of enjoyed having people open the door for him. And he kept a grin inside when he noted somebody about to push his chair in for him and catching themselves.

And the changes kept happening.

John’s hair grew even longer, was halfway down his back, long and soft and wavy.

Lisa taught him how to care for his hair, and it became silky shiny and quite beautiful.

She broke him into nails gently, starting with just giving him a manicure, and coating his nails with a clear finish.

He would stare at them and wonder.

Once his fingers had been spatulate, widening slightly at the tips as guys use their fingers with more force.

But as a lawyer he didn’t have much excuse to work on engines, or to otherwise use his fingers.

They became longer, more slender, and one day Lisa sat him down, sat on his lap, kissed him thoroughly, felt for his little nubbin by squirming, and announced, “We have to do your nails.”

He was horny. He hadn’t come in months, and he was starting to do what she said.

The sad fact of the matter, as far as women are concerned, is that when they are growing up they tend to be shy and retiring. They do what they are told. Boys end up getting pushed around and learning to fight back.

But now he looked so soft, and he wasn’t feeling like fighting back.

Well, except in court. In court he was more mouthy than ever. Women do tend to have an advantage in how they speak. They get subtle and understand all the different ways to nag. And he was getting that.

Anyway, the point of all this was that she spread his hands on the vanity and began attaching long nails. And painting them. And putting on enamel that would be very tough and long lasting.

He stared at his longer fingers, and there was enough woman in him now that he loved it.

And he placed his hands under his white bra and cupped his tits.

And he looked out from under thick locks.

“I need make up,” he whispered.

Lisa was thrilled. He was turning into a woman. She had had her revenge.

Of course, she was hurting in the sexual satisfaction department. Her vibrator was getting old, and John had lost a lot of strength. He could no longer hook his fingers into her and tug hard enough to make her squirt.

And his penis, which was down to two inches, certainly wasn’t a help.

“Oh, my God!” Ruth stared at John. His eyes were scintillating under perfectly arched brows. His lips, which had been quite red, were now bright red, and full and moist and succulent.

His body was hourglass, his breasts thrusting forth provocatively.

His hair framed his face and he looked like an innocent angel.

“Do I look okay?” he asked in a breathy, somewhat frightened whisper.

“Honey, you are gorgeous.”

He smiled, and she fell in love.

“And you better keep the door open around me.”

That confused him, and he tilted his head slightly in question.

“Honey, if I get you alone I’m going to jump your bone. Or whatever you have down there.”

John smiled happily. Her appreciation made him happy.

“Well, let’s get to work.” Even his voice was softer, higher, more feminine.

Lisa was happy. And she was not happy.

She had had her revenge. John had changed into a woman. And he had never known what hit him.

Talk about slow revenge.

Of course the real revenge would be when she explained what had happened, what she had done to him.

Oddly, she was no longer looking forward to that.

At first it was all she lived for, but as John became softer she lost her insanity.

The change had happened, she had succeeded, why go further?

She was also unhappy for another reason.

With the loss of her rage, and the way he had become softer, and more reliant on her, she was having more feelings for him.

The original love, lost when she thought he had been cheating, was back.

If she told him what she had done would he still love her?

It was something to think about. And now that she was no longer out of her mind she was doing some mighty hard thinking.

And, on top of all that, she was sexually drawn to him. Heavily drawn to him.

She hadn’t been ‘porked’ in months.

Her vibrator wasn’t much fun as a solo diet.

And John, while he tried his best, wasn’t able to satisfy her.

She wanted a man!

So she was stuck. Horny, unsatisfied, guilty, afraid, she didn’t know what to do.

But she knew, in her heart of hearts, that she was going to have to tell him. If not for revenge, then just to be fair.

Now that was feeling more for him she knew that honesty improved a relationship.

She was going to have to be honest.

Ruth was going crazy.

Every time John walked through the door, every time she sat down to take dictation, she could feel her heart go pit a pat.

But she couldn’t make a pass at him. She wasn’t a husband stealer. First because she preferred women. Second, she just wasn’t that kind of person.

So she suffered in silence, and her heart hurt so much, but…there was nothing she could do.

“I’ve got to work late,” said John.

He was putting on nylons and had selected a pencil skirt and blouse with a very professional jacket. His boobs were quite massive on his slender chest, and his lips shone with gloss.

Lisa smiled and said, “I’ll wait up.”

“Sorry, honey. I’ve got that Jackson case coming up. I didn’t want it, but they gave it to me and the trial date is next week. I’m going to be pulling all nighters.”

Lisa smiled and understood.

But there was also that bit of jealousy in her.

She put it off. John wasn’t going to go out with anybody. Not the way he was.

So, though she had a bit of a niggle in her heart, she kissed him and slapped his ass and sent him on his way.

And worried.

Not big worries. Just those little twitches in her heart and soul that unsettled her and made her a wee bit crazy.

Not crazy, like before, but…there was something wrong. She just knew it.

John showed up at work and he and Ruth started in.

They filtered through boxes of evidence, wrote up documents, discussed strategies, and did some very good and thorough lawyer work.

Time passed.

They sent out for dinner.

They munched and sorted through the files.

Noise from the outer office disturbed them so Ruth shut the door.

Shut the door, so they were alone.

But she was a good girl. She forced herself to be a professional lawyer and worked.

About eleven o’clock they were going through depositions, and Ruth said, “Wait a minute! That contradicts testimony!”

John flipped through files, “What testimony?”

“The janitor…that file there. Right behind the time line…see?”

John bent over the document and his eyes searched.

Ruth was standing next to him, her boobs on his shoulder, and she pointed, leaning down so their heads were almost touching.

“AHA!”

They both snapped their heads up and looked at the door.

A little niggle of worry. Like a cocklebur stuck in a sock.

Lisa frowned and poured herself a drink. Her dinner, a TV dinner, sat untouched.

What was John doing? Was he really working? Or was he…doing something else?

She thought about other women, of course, but now that he was a woman…she worried about his preferences.

What if he wanted men? The changes because of XR-73 were supposed to be that drastic, changing the psyche of the animal. Uh, the person.

What if…?

Time passed.

She was hungry. She was a couple of drinks down. She was worried.

The way John had gotten dressed tonight. He wasn’t getting dressed for work, he was getting dressed for an assignation.

What was he doing?

Finally, about ten thirty, she couldn’t contain herself any longer. She went out to the car and headed for town.

For John’s office.

She arrived just before eleven, and she parked the car in the now empty lot.

Only two cars were there. John’s and…Ruth’s!

Could it be Ruth? Lisa had discovered the lipstick on the hankie, and the note, so many months ago. Since then, nothing, but…were they at it again?

Did Ruth want him as a woman?

Lisa entered the building and headed up the stairs. There wasn’t anybody in the building, but the outer doors were never locked.

She arrived at the law offices and tried the front door. the knob turned. She entered.

Nobody was there. But since the front door was unlocked there had to be somebody there; somebody hadn’t gone home, yet.

She walked down the hallway, her feet noiseless on the thick carpet.

She came to John’s office and opened it.

Ruth wasn’t at the front desk. The door to John’s room was closed. She could hear voices mumbling.

She walked to the door and turned the knob, took a breath and opened it.

Ruth was standing next to John, pressing her breasts against him, definitely…suggestive.

“AHA!” Lisa screamed.

John and Ruth looked up in shock. They were alone, working hard, and now Lisa was stomping towards them.

“You son of a bitch! Fucking Ruth! You bitch!”

“Honey…” John was surprised, taken aback by the accusation.

“Lisa!” Ruth blurted, her eyes wide.

Lisa stopped in front of his desk.

“This is why I gave you that secret formula! This is why I turned you into a woman! And now you do it again!”

Lisa kept screaming, but the damage was done.

John and Ruth looked at each other, then John stared at Lisa.

When Lisa ran down he asked in a very low voice, “You gave me something that changed me into a woman?”

“I’ll say I did! Changed your fucking DNA! Shrunk your dick and you’re going to end up with a pussy before it’s done with you!”

John whispered, “Why? Why would you do that?”

“Because you had an affair with Ruth!”

“But I never had an affair with Ruth.”

“You tell me that, but I have the proof.”

“What proof.”

The way John was reacting, calm and cool, tended to draw the fire out of Lisa, and she found herself answering, the rage suddenly seeping out of her, and she didn’t know why.

“I found that handkerchief with her lipstick on it.”

Ruth blurted, “I remember that. The night you were sick and he had to come to the party.”

“That’s right!” said Lisa vindictively.

“Except John told me he would recommend me for a job in the firm when I graduated. I kissed his cheek.”

Lisa blinked. “What?”

“I was grateful! I kissed his cheek! Right when I got out of the car when he drove me home from the party.”

Lisa blinked. Home from the party? He had given her a ride? And that was what had made him late?

“But what about the note in his pocket? The one that said ‘I will always love you?’”

John’s voice was like ice as he stated, “We were playing charades. Whitney Houston’s song. ‘I Will Always Love You.’”

Ruth added needlessly, “Written by Dolly Parton. Big hit in the movies. We were playing charades, and I guessed that one in two guesses.”

“Then…then…you didn’t…there isn’t anything…I…”

John shook his head. “Ruth and I are co-workers. We work closely together, and there has never been the slightest hint of improper behavior. Not on my part, not on her part.”

“Then I…I…”

“You changed me into a woman,” John leveled the charge at her.

“I…I’m sorry! I didn’t know!”

Lisa came around the desk and reached for John.

John pushed her back and she tripped and fell on her butt on the floor. “Please leave. I’ll collect my things some day when you’re out.” He turned to Ruth. “Can I stay at your place for a couple of days?”

Ruth was shaking her head gently, amazed at what Lisa had done. “Of course.”

John turned to his wife. “Good bye, Ruth. I never want to see you again.”

He then moved to her, helped her up, and walked her out of the office, and the law offices, and locked the doors.

Ruth, sobbing, crying hopelessly, stared at the locked doors.

What had she done?


Epilogue

John spent a few nights at Ruth’s apartment, then never moved out. Ruth, it turned out, was never a danger to John when he was a man. She preferred women, and now she was more than a danger.

Lisa didn’t contest the divorce. There was no need because John was generous. But he refused to have any discussion with her, and only worked through lawyers.

John, though he was generous with money, did hold onto the house, and he and Ruth eventually moved in. They live happily, and as far as everybody is concerned John transitioned and married his lover.

So be it.

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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