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PART ONE

“You like to gamble, don’t you”

Bob looked at Sue and blinked. “What?”

“You like to gamble.”

“Not really. I like to hold on to my own money. Where is this coming from?”

“Oh, I’m asking because I bought you a ticket in a weird sort of contest.

Bob was laying in bed, reading a book, and he turned and faced her. “What do you mean you bought me a ticket.

“It’s a raffle, sort of, I think. The ladies I was with, they convinced me to enter.”

“Wait a minute. How much did you pay, what are you supposed to win? Why don’t you clue me in from the beginning?”

Sue was quite beautiful. She had a classic body, 36 by 24 by 36, and long auburn hair. She made anybody look twice, but she did have a tendency to look before she leaped, and that always made Bob nervous.

“Well, I was talking with some of the women around here, and they told me about this contest that all the men are entered in. The native men, I mean. You’re always saying how I’m your lucky charm, so I entered you.”

Bob scratched his head. They were on a month long vacation on the island of Lesbos. They had arrived just two days before and they were having the time of their life. They swam in the beautiful Mediterranean, they visited ancient monuments, and the food, the food was incredible.

“How much did you pay?”

“It was free! Can you believe that? We, the women and I, went to a small shop downtown and talked to some of the older women. They arranged everything, and now you’re officially entered.”

“I am, eh?”

“Yes. And you know what you win if you win?”

He was smiling now, this had to be a joke. “What do I win?”

“You get to be an honorary Lesbo. Isn’t that wonderful?”

“Wait a minute, you know what a Lesbo is, don’t you?”

“Sure. It’s somebody who lives here, on the island of Lesbos. If you win they give you the key to the city, or something.”

Bob laughed.

“What’s so funny.”

“Honey, a Lesbo is a Lesbian.”

“It…what?” she looked confused. “But the girls said—“

“The girls are a bit ditzy. In fact, it seems that all the women on this island are a bit out there. So I get a free ticket, if I win, to be made into a Lesbian. Don’t you see how silly that is?”

“Well, you don’t have to make fun of me!”

“I’m not making fun of you. I’m…I don’t think you should put too much credence on this contest of yours. And be careful, they’re going to try to scam you. Somehow, I don’t know how, they’ll try to get money from you.”

“I thought I was doing a good thing.”

“You are, honey, and I thank you. You were doing something nice for me, and I guess I shouldn’t have laughed. After all, I might win something, right?”

“Right!” she grinned. Glad to be off the hook.

“How many people have entered this contest?”

“Forty thousand.”

“What?”

“There’s 80 thousand people on the island, and if half of them are men…then they are automatically entered. I had to enter you special because we’re just tourists.

Bob chuckled, “Forty thousand. Well, you’re the one with the luck, but I don’t think I stand a chance in forty thousand of winning.”

“But wouldn’t it be great if you did?”

“Sure, honey. Now come to bed. We want to be plenty rested when I win the contest tomorrow.”

A happy expression on her face, Sue came to bed. In a short minute they were kissing and fondling each other and making mad passionate love.

Bob, as Sue sucked on him and fingered his bunghole, couldn’t stop smiling. He stood a one in forty thousand chance of being made into a Lesbian.

Of course it had to be a big joke; the island was running a promotion of some sort. There was no way to turn a man into a Lesbian. Heck, first they would have to turn a man into a woman, then they would have to make that woman not love men. Ha!

“Oh, honey, do me!” Sue begged.

So he did.

They awoke to a cacophony of sound; people were being driven down the paving stone street.

Bob jumped up and looked out the window.

Actually it was just a few people, and they were carrying large TV cameras.

Bob got dressed and ran down to the street. He stood in the doorway of the hotel they were staying at and watched.

There were two TV crews, the crews consisting of two camera men and two announcers.

“What’s going on?” asked Bob of the owner of the small hotel.

“We celebrate Sappho’s birth today. No cameras allowed. These TV people tried to hide, but we always find them.” He paused in his explanation to yell something in Greek. it sounded like a curse.

“So the birthday celebration is really a big thing?”

The owner was a roundish fellow with a towel over his shoulder and a pencil mustache. Abderus Adamos. He looked at Bob, judged him, asked him, “Did you enter the celebration?”

Bob smiled. “I think I did. At least my wife told me she went downtown and entered me. Is there going to be parades and everything?

The hotel owner smiled. “Is good. You have extra luck if your woman enters you. Sappho like women.”

“What do I win if I win?”

The owner’s face shut down, became totally bland. “You find out if you win.”

Bob considered the man for a second, then turned his attention to the crowd shuffling the TV people down the street. “They’re sure not going to win anything.”

“Bob?” Sue came down the stairs, saw him, and rushed over. “What’s happening?”

“The media is being kicked out.”

“They are? Don’t they want to see who wins?”

Bob glanced at the hotel owner, but there was nothing on that worthy’s face.

They ate at a small restaurant on a corner. The fare was lots of vegetables, weird sauces, and a couple of what looked like seahorses.

“Isn’t this delicious?” asked Sue, digging in.

“Uh, yeah,” answered Bob, trying to figure out what was what.

Afterwards they walked along the waterfront, watched the men work on the boats, mending nets and sails.

Bob tried to ask the citizens of Lesbos about the celebration of Sapphos. He didn’t get much in the way of answers. Mostly just, ‘You’ll have a good time!’ types of statements.

Finally, however, he overheard a couple of the natives discussing something called Mytilene Castle.

Mytilene Castle was a huge structure built some 1500 years before. It had immense history, and Bob decided this should be the jaunt of the day.

It was great history, great architecture, and Bob got the impression that the celebration of Sappho’s birthday was going to be held there.

So they loaded up on Ouzo, the local liquor, rented a car, and headed for the east side of the island.

It was a wonderful trip. They saw parts of the island that tourists didn’t normally see. The weather was perfect, and they arrived at Mytilene Castle in the late morning.

They sauntered through the ramparts, explored the nooks and crannies, and acted like tourists.

And they drank the Ouzo.

Ouzo is a weird anise type of drink. Tasted like a bit of licorice. But, weird or not, it had a good kick.

At the end of the day they headed for the car. Time to head back for hotel and the celebration. Nothing was going on at the castle.

They climbed into the ancient Subaru and Bob turned the key.

Nothing.

He wiggled the key, pushed his foot on the gas pedal. He tried everything.

Nothing.

“Oh, crap.”

“What’s wrong?”

“Car won’t start.”

“Can we push it? Do the jump start thing?”

“We’re at the bottom of the parking lot. No way I could push this beast up the hill.”

They stepped out of the car and grimaced at it.

It didn’t grimace back. It was almost like the durned can didn’t even care if it started.

“What are we going to do?”

Bob took out his cellphone and called the hotel. There was no answer.

“Probably started their celebrating already,” he muttered.

“So what do we do?”

“Let’s see if there’s anybody in the castle. Maybe somebody knows a mechanic or something.”

They wandered through the castle, but it was getting late and there was nobody around.

Funny, there were a bunch of cars in the parking lot, but no people anywhere.

Finally, they stood on the wall of the castle and looked over the ocean.

“I think we’re going to have to spend the night in the car.”

Sue frowned.

They went back to the parking lot and got into the car.

And sat there.

It wasn’t cold out; it was sort of balmy and they kept the windows open. Sue lay on the backseat, barely fitting with her legs scrunched up.

Bob sat on the front seat, which was pushed back and reclined as much as possible.

They chatted a bit, they talked about and laughed at their situation.

Finally, they drifted off to sleep.

There isn’t a person alive who doesn’t wonder what happens while they sleep. Does the world stop existing until the awake? Are dreams real and the reality of being awake the not real? Do people stop existing for the length of their sleep?

Bob was not immune to such conjecture, and he lay in the car and his thoughts drifted.

It was like he was a cloud floating, thinking about dreams, then he started thinking about about the stupid birthday celebration for Sapphos. Sapphos, of all people.

Wikipedia had said she was a poet who wrote about women making move to women, and that started the whole idea of women who loved women being called Lesbians.

She wrote some nine volumes of poetry, but the church decided such evil should be destroyed, and nearly all her work was burned.

Bob sighed and tried to get more comfortable. The cloud had become the seat of the Subaru somehow, and he wiggled and closed his eyes and tried to get back to that cloud feeling.

He was laying there, sort of lost in cloud, not aware of the car, and he heard noises.

He lifted his head and looked out the side window.

A large crowd of people, all dressed in black robes, were marching on the path next to the parking lot.

“Sue?” he whispered, but she didn’t answer.

“Sue?”

He looked into the back. seat. Sue was totally zonked. He even reached back and touched her knee, but she didn’t react.

The people were walking slowly, some of them had lanterns, bright lanterns, but the sight of them was somehow muted.

Without thinking about what he was doing, Bob opened the door to the car. He moved quietly, stood up outside of the car and. watched the quiet throng.

They kept a slow pace, not raising their heads, just sliding along. It looked like they were heading down to the end of the castle.

Bob glanced back at the car. Sue was still sound asleep. Nothing was going to wake her up. He took a few steps to the side of the parking lot. In the back of his mind was the idea that he might ask one of these people to help him get his car running.

“Come along, a soft voice encouraged him. Arms surrounded him, and he was suddenly part of the throng.

“Hey…hey…”

“Shhh!”

“I’ve got a car…”

Light chuckles.

“I need help.”

“Come along. Come with us…”

Soft voices, gentle touches, the whisper of feet on stone.

High above the moon had peeked out from behind a cloud. Golden light illuminated the people, and he studied them.

They were women. They were of all ages. They kept their hands on his arms, pushed on the small of his back, kept him moving down the path.

The walls of the castle rose up around him and the moon began blinking through the crenellations.

Whispers.

Hands.

Then darkness.

“Watch your step.” The few lanterns gave a small glow and he was helped down some steps and through a doorway.

“My wife…”

“She’ll be fine.”

As he entered into the darkness of the castle passageway he felt a sense of well being. The voices bidding him to come along were a soft susurration, and he was moved down the dark passageways like a leaf sliding over the ripples of a river.

Then it was darkness. True and absolute.

The hands stopped moving him.

The air was as if bated breath, still, holding even voices in abeyance.

“Who are you?”

His voice was loud, yet muffled in a way.

Chuckles. “He asks…he wonders…let Sappho speak.”

Bob blinked. Let Sappho speak? She was dead hundreds of years.

Suddenly the room began to glow. Not a source of light, no lantern nor  torch, but he could see.

The people, the women, were all in the room.

“What is your name?” came the question, and Bob turned to confront an old lady.

Old, but not overly wrinkled. Still had teeth, and she smiled happily. Her hair was white, but not skanky.

“Bob,” he said.

“Well, Bob, you have won Sappho’s prize. Of all the men on the island, only you have found Sappho’s resting place. Only you will experience the love the of Tenth Muse. Only you will understand.

“My wife is in the parking lot.”

Chuckles.

“Your wife will love you, fear not, even after the change.”

“But I don’t understand!”

“What man could hope to understand…”

The entire congregation, for that is what it seemed, breathed out a phrase: “What man could understand….”

The old lady touched his cheek and whispered, “…the heart of a woman.”

“…the heart of a woman,” the crowd breathed out as one.

“What man could understand…”

“What man could understand…” filled the gloom and the stone of the castle.

“…the soul of a woman.”

“…the soul of a woman.”

“What man could understand…”

“What man could understand…”

“…those who give life.”

“…those who give life.”

The women touched him then, they closed in, smothered him with their bodies, and hands began to pull off his garments.

His shirt went easily, the buttons popping loose with no problem.

Then his buckle was undone and his pants were tugged on, began slithering down his thighs.

Bob objected, but only with voice. He was not the kind of man who struck women, even while they manhandled him.

“No! Give me my shirt! Let go! Leave me alone!”

Yet the woman kept tugging at his clothes, pulling his underpants off, and hands touched his penis.

It was a strange scene, reminiscent of rough sex, be it with soft hands, and he found himself naked, and the hands touched his manhood, touched his balls, his face, his asshole…he found himself responding. His penis grew hard and fat.

Then he was on top of their hands, laid out, supported, like he was being handed over a mosh pit!

Hands on his body, hands feeling him, his body struggling and moving deeper and deeper into the castle.

Through passageways, up stairs, to the ramparts.

Carried through the warm night, gasping for the breath to emit a scream. Trying to push hands away from him. Up to the high walkway the crowd carried him, held him aloft like a flag in a breeze, then they were moving faster, towards the edge of the ramparts themselves. He slid over the hands, was tossed, flailing and kicking, through the air. Under the moon, feeling the brushing air on his descent, the darkened depths of Mediterranean rushing up towards him, hearing voices yelling, laughing, celebrating.

Then he struck the water. He landed and penetrated, sunk under the surface, moved his arms and stroked for the surface, fought bubbles and clinging currents, and burst forth from the water…

…into wakefulness. Sitting upright in the Subaru. Gasping like a fish out of water, crying out…

“Bob? Are you all right?”

Sue leaned over the backseat and placed her hands on his shoulders.

“What’s wrong?”

“What’s…what’s…I don’t…I dreamed…”

“What did you dream?” She was half over the seat now and hugging him.

“I dreamed…I dreamed…I won the prize.”

Then he was fully awake, in the daylight, the morning sun playing gold across the castle.

And he hugged his wife and wondered what had happened.

Bob felt funny. Not sick, just sort of…off.

Still, it was morning, he was awake, and his phone worked again. He was putting in the number for the hotel when, on whim, he tried the car.

Vrooom! It started right up.

“What the fuck?” he muttered.

They drove away from the castle, found a little eatery and had breakfast.

It was a beautiful day, the sun was glowing, people were out and about, laughing and talking and having a good time.

“I don’t feel well,” Bob said, after they got back in the car.

“It was a long night. Let’s go back and sleep for an hour. You’ll feel fine then.”

Bob agreed with that, so he zipped across the island, turned in the car, and they walked into the hotel.

Abderus, the owner, was bent over the books. He glanced up and down, then slowly looked up and grinned.

Later, Bob would wonder what he saw, why he grinned so broadly. Right then all Bob thought about was a stop in the shower and a couple of hours of real shut eye.

“Ah, a long night, yes?”

Abderus came out from behind the counter and walked them to the stairs. He chattered, offered them coffee, but when he found out they were just going to take a nap he nodded his head. “A grand idea,” he announced. “Call down when you awake and I’ll have kafe and zymi sent up.”

“Zymi?” asked Sue.

“Fine pastry. Quite exquisite.”

Sue nodded.

Up the stairs and into their room. Sue was feeling pretty chipper. She had slept the whole night, and she put Bob in the shower, dried him off, and said, “You need a haircut.”

Bob glanced at the mirror. “Hunh. I just got one.”

But he needed one. His hair was shaggy, starting to curl up at his collar.

Sue put him to bed, then sat out on the porch and watched the morning turn even more beautiful.

Bob slept until four in the afternoon. Six hours. At one point he thrashed a bit and called out for somebody called Sappho, but outside of that, he was a babe.

Sue frowned, however, because six hours sleep was a bit much.

She sat down in a chair and watched Bob sleep. He was curled up in the blankets and she couldn’t see much of him. Just the top of his head and the toes of one foot and three fingers.

At four he awoke, and she could feel him being awake.

“Hey, sleepyhead.”

“Unh…wha…” His voice was still sleepy.

“You’ve been sleeping all day. Time to wake up and start the party.”

Bob moved the blankets and stuck his arm out, and that was Sue’s first clue that something was wrong.

Bob was not a big, bulky fellow, but he did have a certain male thickness to his limbs. His arm was not thick, however, it was slender, and the fingers…they didn’t even appear to be his.

“Wha…Sue?”

He pushed the blankets back, and Sue stood up and covered her mouth with her hand. Why she didn’t scream she didn’t know.

Bob wasn’t Bob. He was, but he was a different Bob. His limbs were thin and delicate. His hair tumbled down from his head, an unruly mop that looked to never have felt a comb. His lips were fuller and his eyes actually appeared larger, rounder, more doe-like.

But it was his body that shocked Sue the most.

He had breasts. His chest was thinner and that made his breasts look large. Heck, they were large. They were larger than Sue’s. With large areola and nipples that stood straight up.

His waist was thin and his butt was round. His legs looked long, but he had, in fact, shrunk in height. He had been five foot 9, now he was maybe five foot two.

And he knew he had changed. He looked at his hands, his arms, one hand went to his mouth in a curiously feminine motion and it looked like he wanted to scream, but he was only gasping.

“Bob!” Sue was panicked. She had been in the room all day, from when she had put him to sleep to just now. He hadn’t gotten up and left and been replaced by this…this creature.

This creature was Bob!

“What…what happened?” he managed to ask.

Sue was standing up. She was trembling.

“What happened to me? I’m…my voice is higher! What happened?”

“You’re a woman!”

“I’m a…I can’t…I’m a man!”

For a moment they were both babbling, examining his body, their minds not capable of rational thought.

Finally, Bob stood up. His breasts, though large, were not saggy. They were big and perky. Still, the weight on his chest made him put his hands under them, and he walked into the bathroom and looked at the mirror.

His hair was a tangle. His lips were plump and he touched them with his slender fingers. He felt his cheeks, which now had high cheekbones.

And, of course, his tits.

He actually had big boobs!

“What happened?” asked Sue, standing behind him.

“I don’t know! I just…I don’t know.”

“Should I call a doctor?”

“Yes! For God’s sake, yes!”

Sue picked up her phone, realized she didn’t know any doctors on Lesbos, and called the front desk. Abderus Adamos answered.

“Ah, Bob. You have slept late. I will—“

“We need a doctor.”

A moment of silence.

“I will be right up.”

“But we need a doctor!”

“And you shall have one. Please, a moment…”

He was already walking across the lobby. He was holding a landline and the cord stretched out. He placed it on the floor. “Please to hang up,” he said to a passerby. The passerby was startled, but complied, and doubtless thought that Lesbos was a strange place.

A tap, then the door opened. Abderus poked his head through the space between the door and the jamb and smiled.

“Did you call a doctor?”

Adberus entered the room and closed the door gently. He turned and grinned at Bob, who was naked.

“There is no need for a doctor, my friends. Bob has won the prize.”

“What? I want a doctor!”

“I can get you one. In fact, I will. But please be assured there is nothing wrong with your husband.” He asked for her phone, took it, and tapped in a number.

Bob, in the meanwhile, had realized he was naked. He took a blanket and wrapped it around himself. Oddly, he looked like he was wearing some kind of ancient robe. His hair draggled down his back and he sat down on the bed.

“Chloe, send up kafe and zymi. And call Adrian and ask that he come see me.” Pause. “I know he is a doctor,” he winked at Sue, “No, I am not sick. Just follow your instructions you silly girl.” A longer pause. Then Abderus spoke most cryptically. “Yes. Sappho’s Prize.”

He hung up.

“The doctor is on the way. Refreshments within the minute. Now, please, tell me where you went last night.”

Sue was sitting next to Bob now. She had her arm around him, and he was staring at the floor.

“We went to the castle on the east side of the island. Myklitos or something.”

“Ah, yes. Mytilene Castle. A wonderful place. And what wonderful things happened there?”

“Are you sure the doctor is coming?”

“Absolute. What things happened at the castle?”

“I don’t know. I slept all night in the back of the car. The car wouldn’t start.”

“Yes. Modern mechanicals don’t often work on the night of Sappho.”

She was irritated by his confident explanations, but she continued, “Bob said he didn’t feel well, and I don’t think he slept all night…but I don’t know.”

“Ah, yes. We never know where Sappho will appear,”

Sue opened her mouth to say something more, but there was a tap at the door, then it opened.

A shy, young girl pushed a cart into the room.

“Ah, Chloe.”

The girl was short and full featured, and she was trying to control a grin. She pushed the cart next to the bed and offered Bob a cup of kafe. She seemed in awe, and she couldn’t take her eyes off Bob.

“Please to take the kafe, Bob.”

Bob reached a hand forth and took the cup and saucer. His hands trembled, and the cups clinked, but he managed to take a sip, and as if that was the doctor’s instant medicine he sighed and the shiver went out of his shoulders.

“When will the doctor get here?” asked Sue.

Abderus turned to Chloe, “I trust you made him feel the urgency of the situation.”

“I…called him. He said he would be right over.”

She was staring at Bob, and her eyes were bright with adoration. “Is she…is she…”

“It appears so, my dear, now go do your duties.”

Chloe actually dipped a courtesy and ran out of the room.

Abderus chuckled. “Poor girl.” He turned to Sue. “Now, let me try to calm your mind. Bob has won Sappho’s Prize.”

“I don’t…”

“For one month he will be a woman. He will be honored as the embodiment of Sappho. And you, my dear, must allow the women of the island to so honor him.”

“Are you crazy?”

“Only in that I believe in the ancient ways. I believe in the mystique and people being touched by the Gods.”

Sue stared at him. “We’re leaving here today. We’re flying out. I’m not going to let Bob be tended to by an island quack.”

A serious expression came over Abderus’ face. “Ah, my dear, that will not be allowed. Besides, you would have a hard time explaining why Bob is a girl and his passport says he is a man. Customs will deal with you harshly for such a trick.”

“You’re holding us against our will?”

“Merely telling you how the world works, and, by the way, you will not be charged for your stay here.” He turned away from the surprised Sue and asked Bob, “Now then, tell me what happened to you last night.”

Bob sipped kafe and sampled a zymi. He was starting to recover. “Nothing.”

Abderus smiled. “Your wife was mentioning Myklitos Castle. Sappho usually manifests at historical sites. This is a first for Myklitos, however, so what did you see?”

Bob was silent for a moment, then began his tale.

“I followed a bunch of women in black robes, then I was in their midst. There was chanting, and an old woman spoke to me.

“About 60 years old? White hair and good teeth.”

Bob looked surprised. “Why,  yes.”

“That would be Sappho herself. What did she say to you?”

Bob told Abderus of the chant, and ended up describing how they had thrown him off the castle, how he had landed in water, was drowning and sputtering, and suddenly woke up in his own car.”

Abderus smiled wider. “Classic,” he murmured. “You are truly blessed, my friend.”

A tap at the door, then the door opened. A medium sized man with bushy mustaches entered. “Abderus! My friend! What is it that you call me so early?”

“These are my friends, Bob and Sue. Bob turned into a woman.”

Sue expected surprise, maybe even shock, at worse, a laugh. But the doctor, whose name was Adrian, merely nodded. He had no doctor’s bag, but he moved a chair in front of Bob, sat down and started examining him.

“Well, my dear,” he said to Bob, “To all appearances you are in fine shape.” He said this as he tapped on Bob’s back, looked into his eyes and ears, and carefully thumped on Bob’s chest.

“If you would like to come to my office I can do a complete examination, but, how do you feel?”

Bob blinked, “Why…I feel good. I just…I have breasts!”

“And do you have any signs of manhood?”

Bob physically jerked. He had been so occupied by having breasts that he hadn’t looked at his groin, and Sue had not had a good look at him under the blanket.

Then there was the simple problem of looking over his ample breasts to see his crotch.

He now looked, and gasped, and near fainted. Sue leaped forward and supported his back.

“My dick…it’s gone!”

And it was gone. No trace of penis or testicles. But what was in its place was a slit, puffy with labia, a rather large clitoris at the top.

Doctor Adrian merely nodded. Abderus gave a wan smile. Sue was on her feet.

“My friend,” said the good doctor. “You have been blessed by Sappho.”

He stood up, shook hands with Abderus and mumbled a few phrases in Greek. Then he looked at Bob. “There will be no charge for this visit. Please enjoy the island.”

And he sashayed across the room, out the door, and was gone.


PART TWO

Bob needed clothes. He needed his hair styled. He had a female body and none of his male clothes worked.

Well, he could have worn his male clothes, but they would have been bulky and over-sized and not appropriate.

He could have worn male clothes that were fitted to him, but Sue wouldn’t let him.

“But I’m a man!”

“Not in that body you’re not.”

“My friends,” Abderus butted in, “The solution is simple. Come.”

He took their arms and walked them out of the room. Sue resisted a bit, but Bob just wrapped the blanket around his torso, tried to cover up his breasts, and followed along.

Abderus took them to the ground floor, to the back kitchen, then across a cobblestone alley. They were in a clothing shop, and Sue and Bob looked around in surprise.

“Evangeline! Sweetheart! Come meet Sappho’s Prize.”

Bob and Sue looked at each other nervously, but a willowy woman came through the rows and racks of dresses and apparel and focused on Bob.

“Oh, sweet Sappho. You bless us again.” She hugged Bob, then kissed him soundly and squarely on the lips.

Bob’s eyes opened, but it wasn’t a lecherous kiss, it was a welcome home kiss.

“I brought Bob here as he has no clothes. I thought—“

“Thank you so much, Abderus. You are a sweet man. Bob was your name? It is Sappho now. Come with me.”

Abderus cleared his throat and Avangeline turned back to him.

“This is Bob’s wife, Sue.”

Evangeline immediately hugged Sue. “Welcome my dear, and excuse me for not seeing you. It’s just that…well, you will find out. Everyone will be awed by Bob and not pay you your rightful attention.” She turned to Abderus. “Is there anything else, you old coot?”

He laughed. “No, and bless you.” Abderus turned and went out the back door. Bob and Sue were left with Evangeline.

Cheerfully, she linked arms with them. “Now then, let’s see about proper apparel. And I will call my friend, Iris. She will help you with your hair and make up.”

“Wait,” blurted Sue.

“For what? The sun is laughing and we must—“

“We’re here on a budget. We can’t go buying expensive outfits.”

Evangeline laughed, showing white teeth. “She is Sapphos. She needs no money, and if you make yourself known that will include you.”

The next hour was spent choosing dresses, skirts, blouses, shoes, nylons, everything. Bob found himself wearing his first bra, and feeling decidedly uncomfortable.

At the end of the hour Iris appeared. She was a cheerful woman wearing culottes and a sweater and sandals. She immediately sat Sue and Bob down and began working on them.

She brushed Bob’s hair out, thick and luxurious, and curled it and put pink ribbons in it.

She snipped at Sue’s hair, and was efficient and attentive, but it was obvious that she was drawn by Bob.

Sue was starting to feel a bit jealous when Evangeline pulled her to the back. “Do not be jealous, my friend. Sappho is a blessing to us all, and for one to be overly obsessive, even if rightly so, is wicked.

Not a crime, but wicked, and Sue felt as if she was returning to a time when morality was measured by church and not civil law.

Finally, they were done, and Sue stared at Bob as if she had never seen him.

He was her size, but more statuesque. His hair was long and curly and decorated by pink ribbons. His eyes were lightly made up and his lips were plump and red and moist looking.

He was wearing a wrap around dress, somewhere between a dress and an ancient robe. The material of the dress was silk and his nipples were erect through the material. He wore no bra. Evangeline had put a few bras in a shopping bag, but he was so pert and thrusting he didn’t really need one.

Then the ladies asked if they could take them to brunch and introduce them to their friends.

Somewhat dazed by all that had happened, Bob and Sue walked down the street to a corner kafeneio. And there the most amazing thing happened…people.

They sat in a corner by a window and people started showing up.

Evangeline held on to Bob’s arm and introduced him as Sappho, or Sappho’s friend.

First were the friends of Evangeline and Iris. Then Abderus showed up and chatted briefly. He left after just a short while, however, for it was obvious that this meeting was for women.

Women and Bob.

But all the women referred to Bob as ‘she’ or ‘here,’ or ‘Sappho,’ or ‘friend of Sappho.’

Sue sat opposite Bob, or Sappho, and was pretty much ignored. Not in an impolite way, it was just that everybody wanted to talk to Sappho.

Oddly, Bob was adapting to being a female. He crossed his legs in the feminine fashion. She shook hands in a more limp manner, but somehow more caring.

She smiled and greeted strangers as if she had known them all her life, even standing to hug the occasional woman. Bob had never been much of a one for hugging, but the times, they seemed to have changed.

More people showed up. Friends of friends. Passersby struck by Sappho’s beauty.

And Bob found himself sitting closer with his feminine admirers. He draped his arms over their shoulders, kissed their cheeks and lips, and seemed almost to have forgotten Sue.

Sue felt like crying. But she also was experiencing a profound happiness. There was an ambience exuded by this new Bob, this ‘Sappho.’ And she was so very beautiful.

Eventually the party moved out of the kafeneio and wandered down the street.

Who paid for their stop at the little cafe Sue never knew, but it didn’t matter. One free meal to Sappho resulted in a hundred cups of kafe, enough pastries to run out, and even whole meals.

All wanted to be under the umbrella of Sappho. All wanted to experience her atmosphere of her goodness.

Down the street, into and out of shops, talking with hundreds of strangers.

Sometimes the conversations were mere scribbles, other times they were as deep and involved as a Shakespeare play.

Sue marveled, as Bob had never met these people, and suddenly he was inquiring after their children, asking how they had fared during the war (which war?) and discussing names for newborns.

Always Sue was on the outskirts, listening from afar. A glance from Bob, or Sappho, was reassuring, but, also…neglectful.

She was like the moon that watched the earth, but could never touch it.

Through the quaint village the procession became parade-like. Mostly women, but occasionally a man who would make his way through the crowd, would ask leave to kiss Sappho’s hand, then depart. Sometimes a man with a gaggle of children, mostly female children, would approach, hat in hand, embarrassed, and wait while Sappho hugged the children and kissed them and blessed them.

Into the night the affair proceeded. Now a thousand strong, tourists mostly shoved out of the way by the inhabitants of Lesbos.

Police came, hovered for a moment, then departed. The attitude of ’stop what you’re doing and come to jail’ completely superseded by a profound love that washed over all, invaded heart and soul, and made of the night a blessing.

Sue became tired. She had not slept all day, she reasoned, and she yawned and drank kafe to stay awake.

Then, out of the crowd, as if the crowd had parted, came Sappho.

Sue looked up at her husband. She experienced blessing and deep loss at the same time.

Sappho kissed her on the lips, and while there was the feel of Bob, there was not the same psyche.

Sappho said, “You must wait for me. Go to the hotel, enjoy the island, and we will meet to leave. I will need you then.”

Two women, in black robes, took Sue’s arms and led her away.

Sue looked back after Sappho, but she was disappearing into the crowd.

The two women walked her quietly through the streets. They spoke occasionally, but always in a foreign language.

They entered the hotel and Abderus was waiting. He led the way up the stairs, opened the door, and smiled as the women closed the door.

The women stripped Sue’s clothes off her, then took her into the shower. They washed her with scented soap and brushed her hair, and she was feeling drowsy as they lay her down.

Sue yawned, and the women lay down on each side of her.

A hand cupped her mons, and Sue found herself powerless to resist. The hand cupped her, shook her, and she felt like she had just swallowed a bottle of lightening. Suddenly she was awake, and the other woman bent her head to her breasts and suckled her nipple.

Sue groaned and arched her back.

A finger was inserted into her, and she tried to push away, but her pushes became pulls and her body was subdued by hugs, washed by kisses.

One of the women kissed her on the lips. It was an ethereal sensation that made her nipples hot. The other woman slid down her body and kissed her mons, her labia, her clitoris.

Sue raised her hips and pushed back, then her mouth was covered and she found herself stretched between the two women.

She hugged back, felt the full breasts, and wondered where Bob was.

But, wherever he was, the women seemed determined to take her mind off him. The more she tried to think of him, the more ardent they became, until Sue’s very body seemed to ignite in a series of orgasms. She cried out, and faded, and…slept.

Bob was Bob. And he wasn’t. He had all his memories, but the patterns of behavior that made up Bob were transmogrified.

Now he was moving softly, and it was as if somebody was moving him for him.

He didn’t have to think to move in a feminine way, for his body was femininity embodied, and it moved intuitively.

He knew when to touch a woman, when to kiss her, when to touch her head to the others and cry.

He remembered Sue, but he wasn’t alarmed by the fact of having sent her back to the hotel.

He knew she would have a crucial place in his…her…desire to give up the flesh for the ethereal, to return to being that ancient but dead spirit that had changed the world.

Through the town he was guided. He hugged and kissed and inquired after lives. He felt the children, the women, and only occasionally did he have to pay attention to a man.

And the men were polite enough to keep their penises to themselves. Should a man be erect he would keep distance, and perhaps a woman would take him in hand, or even down a dark alley to be blessed. Or perhaps not, and he would be left to enjoy his deprivation and wonderful frustration.

Down towards the docks, and now there were more women in black robes. Not all, for he was not possessed by only the fades of the afterlife, but he was a muse, the Tenth Muse, and he had duties.

And in the darkness of an ancient church he began handing out orgasms. A touch of his hands, a caress of a pussy. A kiss of nipples, and women would moan and fade away, only to be replaced by another.

Midnight came, bells tolled, and he fond himself in a room built of blackness, and black robes were put aside. The women of a mystique engulfed him, bore him down. Fingers penetrated his pussy, mouths sucked his nipples. Hands cupped his asshole and tongues licked him everywhere.

Her everywhere.

He didn’t know if he was male or female, only that he was, and was a receptacle, and a blessing.

They made him cum, and cum again, until he was dazed and entering the false unconsciousness of sleep.

And they came.

And the night transformed into a wallow of ecstasy, and he was now the receptacle, and the more he received the more was given.

And so the night passed.

Sue woke up, and so did her ‘bodyguards.’

She didn’t know what else to call them. They had guarded her, and held her in love. They seemed dedicated to her, and yet…she noticed that sometimes they would change, be replaced by other women in black robes.

At any rate, she arose, was treated to another communal shower, and taken to an obscure restaurant.

At the restuarant they ordered for her, and they chatted around her, and laughed when she tried to speak to them.

She was free to go where she wished, and the two women simply followed along. The only exception was when she saw Robert, Sappho, from a distance. Then she tried to move closer, to reach him, to break through the crowd of hundreds who accompanied him. With closed expressions the two women moved in, herded her, got in her way, and somehow she never made it to Bob.

The crowd would dwindle and disappear, and she would be left on a street corner, her two robed women by her side, watching her. At those times the women seemed most caring and compassionate. They touched her softly, and seemed to understand that she was sad, that she was deprived of her husband.

Then they would steer her towards a shop, or an eatery, and the attitude would once again turn friendly and happy.

She knew Bob was screwing women. She was Sappho. She had to be.

But was it really screwing? He had no dick, so he wasn’t putting his penis into another woman. So he wasn’t being untrue to her.

But in that intuitive way that women have, she knew that the women who touched Bob, accompanied him through the city, were taking him to bed at night.

But they, too, had no penises.

So the lovemaking was with fingers and mouths, and she couldn’t complain because the two women were taking her to bed.

Indeed, she looked forward to the end of day when they would lay her down and cover her with kisses and caresses.

It was a form of love she had never experienced, yet the purity of it rapidly converted her.

Women who felt as she did, moved as she did, understood the requirements of the bed as only women can.

So the days were spent alone, but not lonely.

As were the nights.

And though she missed Bob, she knew he wasn’t Bob. He was possessed by an ancient muse, he was Sappho, and giving out the blessings of that ancient spirit.

And while it hurt her…it was good. It was necessary. For the people of the island needed it. Required it.

Bob…Sappho, awoke, and knew her duty. To travel amongst her people. To let them know there was not hate and ignorance, but rather compassion and understanding.

She walked everywhere, for the dream of her alive would not admit to technology.

She walked through towns, over hills, through valleys. She slept in old farmhouses, cuddled with the women of the stead. She slept in ancient castles and churches, and nuns and strange women would sleep with her, and ask for blessings.

She traveled the island on foot, surrounded by a dozen, black robed women, and a hundred native inhabitants, and a dozen or so tourists.

All swept up in the spiritual attitude of the ancient ghost. All seeking an understanding of love that was more pure than the love commonly expressed by people with bodies.

The days passed. Clouds sailed overhead, appearing from the oceans and disappearing over the land. Breezes stirred, turned to gale, then squandered themselves on the bodies of those who braved the elements for a blessing.

Sue lost track of Bob. Or Sappho, as she was called. Her bodyguards said nothing, or said it in ancient greek, which wasn’t commonly understood by modern Greek, let alone her.

Tourists sometimes gave hint. Not if questioned, but by being overheard.

There was a worker of miracles on the far side of the island. Slept in a church on the shores of a cove. Walked through meadows and through small villages.

But when Sue thought of pursuing these rumors, of finding Bob, once again she was herded, guided, taken to bed until she forgot.

Until, one day a month later there was a growing gathering in the town.

‘She comes,’ said the whisper.

‘Sappho is coming,’ were divined of the rumors.

‘The miracle is due.’

Even the bodyguard’s acted differently. They giggled and shared secrets, and they even tried to share secrets with Sue. But Sue spoke not their language and was left in mystery.

Mystery, but knowing a miracle was coming.

Then, on the morning of the thirty-first day she awoke, and her bodyguards were gone.

The black robed ones had risen in the night and absconded.

Sue walked down to the front desk and Abderus greeted her from behind the desk. He called for zymi and she sat at a small round table with him and they nibbled at the pastries.

“It is almost over, my friend.”

She nodded, and didn’t know what to think.

She had been robbed of her husband, yet given gifts of the spirit. She understood loneliness. She had an appreciation for pure love. Yet…yet what? What question did she yet have left in her soul?

“I don’t know,” Abderus said, automatically knowing what she was going through, adjusting his statement to fit any possibility.

She started to cry, and yet she was not unhappy. She just needed to cry.

At six that evening there was a celebration in the village square. At the core of the celebration were the women. Sappho sat on a chair and spoke with women, offered kisses and hugs and blessings. Immediately around her, and stretching out onto the lawn, were women. Thousands of women. Women who had even come from the mainland. Beyond the women were a scattering of men.

Men who had avoided Sappho, men whose wives had followed Sappho for a month. Men who looked towards the celebration hungrily. After tonight there would be a return to normality.

Sue, accompanied by Abderus, came out of a side street above the park. She stood, his arm linked in hers. She could see Sappho, once Bob, sitting on the center structure. She watched the women swirling around her, touching her, loving her.

Abderus was quiet. Waiting. At last he said, “Look.”

He pointed, and Sue followed his finger. Sappho was looking at her. From a hundred feet away her gaze was strong enough to be a physical touch.

“Oh, my God!” whispered Sue.

“Go to her. She calls. Go.”

Sue began walking into the crowd.

It was a mad house, a torrent of emotion unleashed, and she walked slowly, crying, unable to take her eyes off Sappho.

Sappho smiled, and there was a glisten of a tear in her eyes.

This had been Bob once. This had been her love.

People resisted at first, but the closer she came, the more they stepped aside, made room for her passage.

Then she was among a clutch of black robed worshippers, and she was sped along, a hand touching her, a gesture guiding her.

She came to the grandstand and mounted the steps.

She could feel the joy in the crowd, and it was as if it was for her. And Sappho.

As she covered the last few feet Sappho arose. She spread her arms and Sue entered into her grasp.

It was not Bob, but Bob was there. He was encouraging and loving, and ready to come home. home to her.

Sappho waved to the people, a glorious motion that caused the swooning, and then…it all sort of dissipated.

The essence of Sappho waned, the ambience of the moment grew less, and Sappho and Sue walked down the stairs. They crossed the lawn, and the further away from the grandstand they got the less were the emotions of the celebration.

Women stopped hugging women uncontrollably, their eyes sought out mates. Children went to playing with their friends, or yawned and wondered when dinner was.

People began leaving the square. Ones and twos, remembering that there was a life beyond the miracle, there was a time beyond the mystical, that there was a life to be lived.

Sappho and Sue entered the streets and climbed the slight hills towards their hotel.

Abderus was waiting for them. He ushered them up the stairs and into their room. Chloe was waiting with a feast.

Then Abderus and Chloe left the room and the door was shut with a click.

Sappho and Sue sat opposite each other, and there was a deep, tired silence to them.

“Is it over?” asked Sue.

“Almost,” answered Sappho. “Just one last thing. You must reclaim your husband and send me on my way.”

“Will we ever see you again?”

Sappho smiled. “Not likely. And if you did, what of it? You have already claimed my love. No, it is better that you don’t seek me, better that you don’t frustrate yourself. It is better than instead of trying to relive what has happened, that you seek new life, new experience. Take what I’ve taught you and give to the world as you can.”

They ate then, and they talked, and they enjoyed this last moment of possession.

Sue asked many questions, for although Bob understood Sappho, Sue did not. Bob had been Sappho, even if it was Sappho that had been Bob. But Sue lacked this intimate knowledge. So she asked questions, and, in a way, learned more about Sappho, be it from a different viewpoint, than Bob.

At last, the night came to a close. Dinner was done, the clock was near to twelve, they could feel a hunger for each other. A hunger not of Sappho, but of their natural desire for each other.

“How do we do this,” asked Sue.

“You must reacquaint me with what it is to be a man.”

“How do I do that?”

“You must use your penis. Show me what a penis is, so I can reclaim my own.”

“I don’t have one.”

But she did. It was laying on the bed, a complimentary gift from Abderus, his last duty as a man subservient to the Tenth Muse.

Sue picked up the strap on and put it on. she buckled the harness and held the large cock.

“To make you a man I have to complete you as a woman.”

“For a month I have had nothing but women, but there is more, and the man within hungers for it. Remind me. Show me what it is to be a man. Complete me, and I will be returned.”

They stood next to the bed, and Sue smiled, “What if I didn’t? What if I kept you as a woman?”

“You could do that. Do you want me as a woman?”

There commenced a long silence. Sue sat on the bed with Sappho. They kissed, and Sue compared the soft warmth of Sappho’s lips to Bob’s urgent pressing lips.

Both were good. Both fed her.

Should she keep Bob as a woman? Should she return him to being a man?

Bob seemed content either way. He waited for the answer that only she could bring.

Her choice.

Sappho’s choice. To be a man or a woman.

They were facing each other on the bed now, legs crossed Indian style.

They leaned forward and kissed, and their hands fondled their breasts.

Then Sappho reached for Sue’s groin. She placed her hand under the mons and cupped it, and her thumb diddled Sue’s hole.

“What would you have, Sue? Make your choice.”

Sue wanted a woman. But…she reached forward and grabbed Sappho’s pussy. She pushed forward, lip locked the other woman, and pushed her back on the bed.

Sappho spread her legs, embraced Sue, and welcomed her.

Sue sunk her penis into Sappho’s hole. Sappho groaned, and held on, and Sue began to fuck her.

Long, slow strokes, loving strokes deep into Sappho’s slit.

Sappho raised her hips and humped up. “Fuck me,” she whispered. “Make of me what you want.”

Sue pushed deep, twisted as she pulled out, twisted the other way as she entered again.

And again and again. Humping and pumping

This was what Bob hadn’t experienced. He had experienced endless orgasms, but only with the female organ. Now his hole was filled. Now he was complete.

He began to groan as he felt the effects of a penis, now he began to understand the necessity that at least some men must have a way of continuing the race.

He would have chosen to be a woman if he could have, but he and Sue still have life to live. As man and woman they could have child, and it was necessary.

Not all women could be Lesbian; not all men could be gay.

Only a few, to sustain the pure love that mankind is capable of.

Only a few, and he was not one of them.

The orgasm lifted him up and he soared through golden skies, then floated down from the heavens. Down…down…into the waters…into…

He awoke, but not with a gasp or jerk. He simply opened his eyes and knew it was over.

He felt between his legs and smiled. He had a penis. He felt his chest. No sign of womanhood.

Next to him Sue snuggled. Happy, satisfied, ready to live.

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 opened looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

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

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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