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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!
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A Note from the Author!

Witches get a bad rap. People have been picking on witches for hundreds of years, and what is a witch, really?

She’s a human being with extra abilities. With talents that the untalented people are jealous of those talents and who then attack the witch because of them.

And just like people, there can be good witches and bad.

One witch might curse you, and you’ll break a leg, or go limp, or suffer some other weird misfortune.

Another witch might bless you, make that beautiful girl love you, help your ding dong stay strong, and give you other wonderful presents.

So don’t hate them, love them, and realize this one, important factor: everybody has talent, so don’t attack people with talents, seek them out, learn from them, and become a person of talent yourself.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“He was a good man…” the preacher droned on.

Johnny stood with bowed head and let the tears fall from his eyes. They fell on the ground just in front of the toes of his shiny shoes.

“…loved by all, he…”

Next to him Shiela stood, a veil over her face. No tears came from her eyes, at least none that anybody could see, but the occasional sob was heard by everybody.

Around them, and around the hole in the earth, a hundred mourners stood. Some dabbed their eyes with hankies. Some just stood, eyes downcast, a miserable look on their faces.

“dust unto dust, earth unto earth…”

“Oh, Johnny,” Shiela gripped his hand suddenly, her slender but voluptuous body leaning against his arm.

Johnny supported her with an arm, and even though it was his father’s funeral, he felt her breasts against his arm.

Large breasts, with pink tips that her sexy outfits around the house didn’t hide.

Under that veil was her mouth, a red plumpness that he wanted to kiss. Always.

Damn, he was getting a boner just thinking about it, and that’s all he needed, a boner at his father’s funeral.

Fortunately, the preacher finished his spiel and everybody began to step forward and toss handfuls of dirt on the shiny lid of the coffin in which resided his father’s earthly remains.

“Can we leave now?” Shiela whispered, her veil brushing against his ear.

Johnny nodded and guided her out of the circle of his father’s friends. They walked between the rows of headstones, heads down, noting flowers on some of the graves, overgrown weeds on others.

They didn’t talk, and the chauffeur was waiting. He opened the door and Johnny and Shiela bent and entered the spacious automobile.

It was cool in the vehicle, the AC running on high.

Shiela sat, and took the veil off.

In the darkness of the limo her beauty shone. She had dark hair, red, red lips, her eyes were level and could melt Johnny on the spot.

The driver sat behind the wheel and closed the door. He pulled away from the low curb and wend his way through the cemetery. They passed people come to pay respects, and no one could see in through the tinted windows.

Shiela’s hand slid over Johnny’s thigh and rested on his groin.

He sighed.

“You had a boner during the ceremony,” Shiela chuckled.

“I’ve got a boner now,” he said.

“When we get home I’ll spank it for you.”

“Good.”

They sat quietly after that, Shiela occasionally rubbing Johnny’s groin, as the limo sped through the countryside.

They arrived at their big apartment at noon, just in time for lunch. But it was a lunch like no other.

The apartment was the whole top floor of the  Hansen building. It had seven bedrooms, four bathrooms, a billiards room a library and a huge kitchen. It even had a small swimming pool on a large side patio.

That’s right, that Hansen. Roger Hansen, who had just died and been buried. The financial genius who could have bought out Bill Gates.

His wife, Johnny’s step-mother, strode into the bedroom, pulling Johnny by the crotch.

“I’m sorry Roger’s gone,” stated Shiela, throwing the young man, he was only 20, on the bed. “Fortunately, we had plenty of time to discuss what he wanted done with his estate, and with you.”

Johnny wasn’t surprised by the fact that Shiela had unzipped him and grabbed him overtly by the penis. He went eagerly.

His step-mother was a MILF, that was for sure. Ever since he had come to live with his grand-father Shiela had been smiling at him, brushing up against him. Now she was even more open in her affections.

She leaned over him and unbuckled him, pulled his pants off and threw them over her shoulder.

“And we’re going to have to discuss our financial arrangements, and other things, but for right now I want you to know one thing…I’m in charge.”

She pulled his shoes off, threw them tot he side, then peeled his socks off and dropped them next to the bed.

“But…wait…”

“For what?” she asked, ripping at his shirt, buttons popping and shooting across the room. “I’m fucking hungry. I need sex a lot, and you’re nominated. Besides, once I fuck you I own you.”

She pulled his tee shirt off and he was naked.

Johnny was a handsome enough fellow. Brown, soulful eyes, long, brown hair, an oval face with even features. His body was his only weakness, being slender with just a trace of pudge on it. Youth had kept him relatively trim, but there was no way to hide the little love handles that soft living had brought him.

Still, he was good looking.

And now he was rich. And so was Shiela. They were listed as co-inheritors in the will, and her remarks about getting together on financial arrangements were right, and her comment about ‘owning him’ was ominous.

But, though he had noted the remarks, he wasn’t thinking about them right then. He was thinking about what his eyes were seeing as he lay on the bed and stared at Shiela.

The veil was gone and her face was pale with bright red lips. Her eyes were very, very dark. Almost like she had no whites. Her nose was lengthy, but not ugly. It just gave people the idea that she was looking down on them. She was a remarkable beautiful woman, about thirty years old, and commonly touted as a gold digger by the newspapers.

Johnny, as she grabbed his weenie and began to suck, wasn’t about to have an opinion. No man would, having his ashes hauled like that.

She could have been Hillary Clinton for all Johnny cared as she slurped on his hog.

Well, maybe not Hillary.

She clawed her way up his young body, losing clothes as she moved.

The short, block outfit was pushed aside revealing a thong and shelf bra. The boobs that peered over the top of the shelf were absolutely amazing. They were big with pink points, and they were flushed with excitement right then.

Her waist was tiny, and her hips round and perfect for grabbing.

She hovered for a split second, then, without using her hand, dropped down on him.

Johnny gasped. She was older, a MILF, but that cunt was tighter than any college girl he had ever sampled.

And she knew what to do with it.

“Don’t squirt,” she told him, and she went to town.

Johnny humped and pumped, he did his best to keep up, but he was outmatched.

Shiela simply knew how to fuck.

Knew how to fuck, he realized in the dim recesses of his mind, like a woman who had 10,000 fucks of experience.

In the end, all he could do was hold on to her hips as she took control and made him her own.

Done with the amenities of a dedicated bout of love making, though it was more sheer sex than love, Shiela sat at her vanity and brushed her long, dark hair.

Johnny hadn’t squirted. He was erect like he had never been, and couldn’t understand it.

“I didn’t…didn’t…”

“I know,” she smiled in the mirror at him. A smile without teeth, and very knowing. “I like my men that way. I want you always ready. I need sex a lot, and…” she shrugged. She was very unconcerned about how her statement revealed her lack of…was it morality?

“Did you fuck my grand-father that way?”

“Oh, honey, he fucked me that way. I owe everything I am to him, and don’t think that just because you’re my little fuck toy that I don’t miss him. I loved him, and I love you, but I’ve got my priorities straight.”

Her priorities straight? Johnny wondered what her priorities really were.

“Now then, we’ve got a lot of work to do. I’ve got the businesses on auto pilot for the foreseeable future, and I’ll be handling them from another realm, anyway. The most important thing we have to do now is see to you.”

“What about me?”

“You’re uneducated, slovenly, and you don’t even know how to use that delightful prick of yours.”

“What?” Not that he disagreed with her, but…that was pretty ballsy of her to treat him like that.

“But don’t worry about it.”

And, amazingly, he stopped worrying.

In fact, he had stopped worrying, really, when she had taken his hand at the funeral!

“Now, come here. Sit.”

She stood up and had him sit at her table.

She stood behind him and placed her hands on his face. She pressed gently on his cheeks and studied his features.

“Okay, we’ve got a lot to work with.”

She lifted his hair with her hands and held it out behind him. “Good. Best hair I’ve seen in a long time.”

She placed her hands on his shoulders. “But I don’t think…” she frowned, and kept that thought to herself.

“What are you talking about?” he asked.

“We need to work on you. And I don’t think I like the way…hmmm.”

She was back up at his face, her fingers long and slender, her touch cool, but leaving a tracing of heat where she touched.

“Well, first things first, I suppose. In my closet you will find a pair of high heels. The ones with buckles and padlocks. Bring them to me.”

Johnny normally would have. laughed at such a request. He had been raised rich, he wasn’t a servant, but something moved him. His feet just shuffled, a liquid sort of power slithered through his leg veins, and he found himself at her closet.

It was a big walk in, big as a small bedroom, and it was loaded with underwear, dresses, shoes, everything a woman would need to be stylish and well dressed.

He found the shoes easily enough, and he stared at them for a brief moment before the liquid in his veins moved him again.

They were dark leather. Not quite black, more of a midnight sort of grey. They were tall, would cover her calves. The laces were made of a thick material that was almost like wire.

At the top were little padlocks.

He picked them up and brought them to her.

“Put them on.”

“What?”

She smiled at his confusion. “I need to break them in, I hate sore feet, so you will break them in for me.”

“I’m not wearing women’s boots! They wouldn't fit, anyway!”

“Oh, you’ll like these boots,”

And he changed his mind. “I will?”

“Oh, yes. They will shape your calves, slenderize your ankles, and make you feel good all the way up to…” she grabbed his balls, “…here.”

He shivered. God, he was horny. To be used for a fuck, and to be treated in such cavalier fashion, it was…heady.

“Now, sit down and put them on.”

Since she was sitting on the vanity chair now, he sat on the floor. He was naked and his butt felt the thick carpet.

He slid one boot onto a foot, and up the leg, and…it felt good.

It felt like someone was massaging his calf. Hands in the boot slickered up and down, and he actually pulled and pushed the boot a couple of times to better feel this sensation.

In the mirror, put on fresh lipstick, Shiela smiled at him with one eyebrow lifted.

He put on the other boot, felt that same shaping sensation, and pulled and pushed it.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“You bet,” Shiela responded. “Now tie them tight and close the padlocks.

He pulled the long laces, working up the boots to the top. “But I don’t have a key!”

“I do. The key is in my heart. Now, lock.”

He closed the little padlocks, and they clicked, and he was locked into the high heels.

He stood up, and felt taller. Three inches taller, and he looked around in wonder.

“Like it, eh?”

“It’s…pleasurable,” he admitted.

“And it will get more pleasurable. Practice walking.”

Johnny had never walked in high heels in his life, but walking in the boots was educating. Within a few back and forths in the room he was striding like he had worn the heels his whole life.

He placed his feet in line, felt his ass sway, and it wasn't even like he was walking. It was like the heels were walking, and taking him for a ride.

And with every step he felt that shimmying sensation like his legs were being massaged. Up and down, and the thrill went up to his groin and made his penis pulse even harder.

Shiela frowned. She turned around and stared at his groin. “We’re going to have to do something about that. Be limp.”

His dick shrunk down to a nubbin.

“What the fuck?” he blurted. Oddly, though he was surprised that she could simply tell his dick to go down and it would, he was more upset that he had shrunk without cumming!

Shiela intuited, with a lopsided smile, what his real upset was. “Don’t worry. You’ll cum some day. Maybe. Maybe not. But you’ll always be horny.”

His dick stayed limp, but he felt that sensation inside his veins, that liquid sensation that had made him walk into the closet, but this time it was aimed through his body, all of body, from the tops of his fingers and toes, inward to the groin.

His penis didn’t get hard, but it felt like he was on the verge of cumming. He stumbled in his practice walking and gripped his groin.

“Don’t touch it, just feel it,” instructed Shiela.

Johnny suddenly couldn’t move his hands towards his penis. Couldn’t scratch his balls. All he could do was whimper as the desire filled him, without causing dick inflation.

“What did you do?” he sobbed. “I need to cum.”

“Control yourself.”

He stopped sobbing, but he still felt the roaring sensation of sexual stimulation focusing in his body.

Why wasn’t his dick getting bigger?

How could she make him feel this way?

And he knew it was her.

Being told to go to the closet, being told to put on the boots…it was her. And his mind flashed to their sex.

She had fucked him, and had had orgasms, lots of them. But he hadn’t cum, and now she…owned him.

“Who are you?” he whispered.

She stood up and came to him then. She placed a gentle hand on his face, just touched him, and he felt his heart pounding. Her simple touch to his face was ten times more potent than an intense grip of his dick.

He grew even more hornier, and his cock pulsed like it was going to explode…but it didn’t swell up.

It was just a limp, little noodle, under her nefarious control.

“Hmm. Maybe I should let you keep it. It is fun. For me, if not for you.” She grinned as if making a joke, but the horniness overwhelming Johnny wasn’t very funny to him.

His dick felt like it was going to squirt, his balls ached like they had too much semen in them.

He wanted to squirt more than he ever had in his life.

Yet, he was in her hand.

Hands, as she placed her other hand on his other check.

She held his face, and she would frequently hold his face like this. “Yes. I could reshape you, except for that. That might solve a lot of problems. Do you want to have an orgasm, Johnny?”

“Oh, God!” His legs trembled and it was only the sexy grip of the high heeled boots that kept his body upright.

“Good. Get dressed now. We’re going to the cabin.”

She let go of his face and began getting dressed herself.

The cabin wasn’t really a cabin, it was a mansion in the woods.

It was located six hours out of the city, and Roger had frequently talked about getting an airport built, or at least a helipad, but it was one of the things that would never get done now. At least, not by him.

The weather was good, and that was good, because Shiela’s car of choice was an Atom Arial.

The Atom was a two seater with no doors and no roof. It was just a frame, a motor, and two seats.

Johnny sat in the passenger seat and gripped the bottom of the seat with his hands, his hands turning white and remaining so for the whole trip.

Shiela sat in the driver’s seat, her eyes glittering, and shifted gears  gleefully. Her legs pumped up and down on the clutch and the brake and the gas. The wind tore through the little vehicle and sent their hair in streams behind them, blowing over the back rest freely.

Johnny glanced at the speedometer once, and didn’t dare do that again.

“Can’t you go slower?” he begged, his voice shredded by the wind.

“Why?” And if anything, she went faster.

She lane changed on a fierce zig zag, bouncing Johnny side to side, and back when she hit the gas.

When they drove the countryside she really opened it up. He was pressed back into the seat as if by a giant hand, and sometimes he felt like the blood wasn’t going to be able to course through his body, the artificial gravity of their turns was that much.

Then she reached the lone road that led to the cabin. If anything, she went faster.

“What if we hit a dog or something?” Johnny cried out.

Doggone,” yelled Shiela back at him, and laughed hysterically.

Then they were there.

The mansion was three stories. It had gables and chimneys, and even a turret on the far right.

There was no sign of a staff, yet everything was in good repair, but…gloomy.

The architecture didn’t help, being a bit gothic, and it was painted a dull grey color. The trim was black, and Italian Cypress trees, looking like minutemen missiles, stood guard around the structure.

The driveway was a large horseshoe, and there was a fountain in the middle of the horseshoe.

Beyond the driveway, stretching a hundred feet to the woods, was a thick lawn.

It was clean, but it needed cutting.

“Ah, home sweet home,” said Shiela, skidding to a stop. How’s your dick?”

Johnny looked down. “It’s…small.”

“But it’s not horny, is it?”

“No?” and there was a bit of surprise in Johnny’s voice.

“That’s because you were scared. If you want to maintain that horniness you need to live a life that is fearless. That’s why I drive fast, so I can stay horny.”

“I’d rather just cum.”

“Ha!” Shiela unfolded herself from the car and stretched. As he climbed out Johnny stared at her form. Lord, she had a perfect body. It was like an hourglass with too much sand on top.

“Come on, Johnson.”

Shiela strode towards the entrance like a general on his way to the battle front.

Johnny followed along, and now that he was no longer terrified of her driving his penis was starting to feel the heat again. The horniness washed over him, but, still, his dick remained small.

What the fuck? How was he ever going to get rid of that horny feeling? With it so small he couldn’t fuck, and he couldn’t even masturbate.

Shiela opened the double doors and stepped into the cabin. Johnny was right behind her.

The front room was massive. Big enough for balls. The dancing kind, not the kind between Johnny’s legs.

The floor was hardwood, well kept and polished, with a variety of rugs under the two couches, under the chairs, under the settees.

Two massive chandeliers hung from the high ceiling, and the ceiling was plastered, but with thick beams supporting the floor above.

The light was adequate, but barely. Even in the middle of the day it needed artificial light to be hospitable.

Johnny had never been particularly fond of the cabin, and he had avoided going to it for years.

Sure, when he was young, pre-teen, he had loved to walk in the spooky woods, to catch frogs in the shallow ponds, to try and lose himself in the depths.

But there was something about the woods that did not allow him to get lost.

Or perhaps it was that the big house, the house that he didn’t like, provided some sort of magnetism.

Whatever, his grandfather never seemed to worry about the fact that he would wander through the thick woods.

That ended when Johnny found out there were bears and boars in the thicket. After that day he stopped wandering.

His grandfather just chuckled, and did his own occasional wandering.

And when he was young he liked to run through the house. Even without friends for company, he felt a certain ‘kinship’ with the edifice. He raced through the halls, jumped on the beds, and didn’t care if he upset, and even broke, the occasional lamp.

The only place he didn’t go to was the basement. He looked down the long stairs into the pitch darkness, and there was something deeply unsettling to it.

But his grandfather went into the basement often, referred to it as his workshop.

“You don’t like this place,” murmured Shiela, leading the way up the stairs.

“I used to,” he admitted.

“Too bad.” Then, interested, Shiela asked, “Why, or when did you stop liking it?”

“I heard about the bears,” Johnny confessed. “And…the basement.” He actually gave a shiver just mentioning that weird place.

Shiela turned down the hall.

“The bears would never hurt you. They know better. But it’s just as well you didn’t go into the basement. It’s pretty dangerous down there.”

“Dangerous?”

“Enough talk,” smiled Shiela, turning into the master bedroom. “I need sex. It’s been a long ride, and I need to rejuvenate. Get your clothes off. But not your boots.”

Johnny was taken by surprise, but not really.

A blink as he complied, started removing his clothes, but acceptance of her gargantuan appetite for sex.

He stood in the high heels, looking down at them. Walking in them had rejuvenated him. He loved the massaging feeling of walking in them, and he loved feeling extra tall, of looking over the land as if he was the lord and master.

Though he was nothing to her.

She spread eagled him and tied his wrists and ankles to the four posters.

He didn’t resist, something in him wouldn’t let him, and she sat on his chest and looked down at him.

“Poor Johnson.” She made a tsk sound and shook her head. So young, and so scared.

“Why do you call me Johnson?”

“Because you’re my little, Johnson. At least, for a while. Then we shall see. We’re going to have visitors soon, and I want you to fuck me good enough to last. Nothing’s worse than getting horny amongst my friends. They would deny me until I think I am going to die.”

With that she moved forward, planted her pussy on his face. She ground down and pulled on her tits and fucked his nose.

Johnny gasped for breath, was smothered, but, the weird thing, it felt like his cock was growing!

And it was!

She moved off him after a minute, backed up, and sank down on him.

“Nice, eh? To break the spell of the shrunken cock you merely need to taste my cunt. One taste and you’re return to your original size, but only until I have had enough orgasms. We’re linked, you and I, and when I’ve had enough, so has your cock. Unfortunately, poor Johnson, your cock may have had enough, but you never will.

She laughed and began to ride him.

For an hour she bucked and twisted and took pleasure form his helpless body.

He cried out, and whined and begged, but she wasn’t about to grant him release.

“Not for a while, Johnson Boy. Not until I’ve figured out what to do with you, and done it.”

She bent then, and kissed his mouth, kept her hips grinding even as she took his mouth. Then she straightened up and went back to just riding him like he was a two dollar mule.

And, after a while, she felt the need for more. Apparently the orgasms weren’t enough by themselves, she needed more stimulation. She began to twist his nipples, causing him pain, making him buck harder and yell out.

Then she clawed his sides, digging her nails deep, and he would always wonder why he didn’t just bleed to death right then.

Then she reached under her and gripped him. She twisted his balls and he screamed.

But, in some nether portion of his mind, he liked it.

He didn’t think he would have liked it before, but she was breaking him down, introducing him to new feelings, new desires.

Finally, she stepped off him.

She wasn’t tired, she was energized. Her face was glowing, her body was flushed, she looked so alive.

She opened up a drawer and took out a plug.

“This is called a ‘pear of anguish.’ I think you will be very entertaining if you have this in. Besides, it will stop my friends from screwing your sexy, little ass. At least, until I’m ready for that.”

Johnny was exhausted, and he wasn’t. He was tired, but a nervous energy had suffused him. His eyes were bright and his skin glowed.

She pushed his legs apart and said, “Relax. Let this happen.”

He didn’t want to. He didn’t want that thing in him. But he found himself relaxing in spite of whatever he felt.

Then he felt her inserting the thing. Sliding it in smoothly.

That wasn’t so bad.

Then she began twisting the base, and the plug opened up, like a flower, inside him.

“Oh, fuck!” he moaned.

It hurt, but in the most delicious way. His rectum was tight, clutching the thing, but inside he could feel the expansion, pushing his tissues, opening him up.

“Don’t you just love that?”

His distaste vanished and he did, indeed, love the painful sensation.

“Now don’t start rubbing up against things. You might hurt yourself. Okay.”

He bit his lip and nodded, and tried to deal with the amazingly wonderful sensation of being fucked without being fucked.

Just plugged.

She released his restraints and pulled on his arm.

He moved like an old man at first, sore from the afternoon of wonderful abuse, and afraid of moving quickly with that big pear in his butt.

Shiela just laughed.

“Okay. I’ve got things to do, and I want you to look beautiful for the party.”

“Party?”

“I told you I had friends on the way. Well, they have friends, and their friends a have friends, and it looks like we’re going to have a big party. So I want you to take a shower. There’s Nair in my bathroom. There’s also body soap and cream and shampoo and conditioner. Make sure you let the conditioner stay in your hair for fifteen minutes before washing it out. Got it?”

He nodded.

“And you will follow instructions exactly.” Not a request, a command, and he found himself again nodding his head.

“Good. Now, get busy. And don’t get dressed. I’ll dress you when I come back.”

“Where are you going?”

“I have some things to do,” was all she would say. That and, “You can shower with your heels on.”

Johnny entered the bathroom. It was modern, with old architecture in the fixtures.

He put the Nair on, not even thinking about refusing. She had commanded, after all, and he couldn’t even think of revolt.

After fifteen minutes the burn started and he stepped into the shower. Then followed a delightful period of self-pampering.

He washed himself with special soap, and his now hairless body glowed with the feeling of fresh skin.

He shampooed, and he felt the body of his hair…thicken. His hair just felt thicker and shinier and…healthy.

He put the conditioner on and left it for fifteen minutes, then he rinsed it off.

His hair was lush, it felt light and slick and rich and…like a pussy!

He had a sudden vision of putting his cock in his hair and jacking it. then the vision shifted and he frowned. Somebody else was putting their cock in his hair.

He shivered, and finished rinsing and stepped out of the shower.

His body glowed, was alive and tingling. It felt so sexy.

He looked down at his high heels. His legs…they looked…different. But he wasn’t sure how.

Oddly, the water of the shower had felt like it was getting inside his boots, but sticking his finger between the odd leather and his own skin he felt dryness.

Well, the boots had certainly helped him keep his balance. He hadn’t slipped or even buckled an ankle once.

In fact, he felt like the Rock of Gibralter in the shower.

He dried himself off. Looked at his shrunken dick, it seemed even smaller, like a prune, or even a raisin.

So sad. Yet…he suddenly felt a certain sexy pride in it.

WTF? He had always been proud of the large size of it, now he was proud of the smallness?

But, nothing to do about it, and he walked out into the bedroom.

His clothes were laid out on the bed, and his mouth opened in shock. He was supposed to wear…these?


Part Two

“I see you like your outfit.” Shiela strode into the bedroom. She was dressed in lingerie, but she wore it like it was a gown.

He didn’t like his outfit, until she said that, then he suddenly did.

“It’s beautiful,” he gasped.

She picked up the panties and tossed them to him.

They were silky, blue, and a thong.

He pulled them on over his boots.

“Nice stems,” Shiela said, bending and feeling his legs.

“There’s something weird going on inside those boots.”

“I’ll say. But it’s okay. It’s supposed to be that way.”

“It is?”

She ignored him, and handed him a corset.

He looked at it. It was black, with stiff bones, shiny, steel clasps, and thick ties.

“I can’t wear this. It’s too small.”

“Don’t worry, you’ll stretch to fit.”

He misconstrued her words, thought he heard her say, ‘it will stretch to fit.’

“Come on, now. I’ll help.” She offered him balance as he stepped into the garment, though he didn’t need help with balance. His boots balanced him.

She helped him pull the corset up his legs, and he did need help with that.

Over his hips, up around his waist.It was a short corset, just for the waist. His hips flared under it, and his chest expanded over it. His chest being his pectorals. And it made his pectorals look like boobs.

Then she closed the clasps and began pulling the ties tight.

Oh, fuck!” he wheezed.

“Enjoy it,” she laughed. And he did.

He smiled as she pulled so tight he couldn’t breath.

For a moment he was being strangled by the body, then he figured out how to pull in a shallow breath, high in his chest.

Oddly, breathing that way made his pectorals look big, like real boobs.

Finally, she was done. He stood, his body now shaped like a girl’s. His waist was slender, and his bottom and top were full. Glancing at a mirror a thought went through his mind: 36 by 24 by 36. Except…the top measurement…it looks bigger.

Then she pulled him around and handed him the dress.

It was blue, silky, smooth to the touch, and…warm to the feel. The bottom went down to the top of his thighs and had a lace hem. The waist was a flat panel, and the corset made him flat enough to wear it without showing any of his love handles. The top clung to his pectorals—damn, it made it looked like his pecs were really boobs!—and he had little quarter panel see through shoulders.

Shiela gripped the top line of the bust and pulled it down. His tits—they really looked like tits!—were held up and pointed out. His nipples were hard, and they even looked bigger than they were.

She frowned and pulled the material back up. “Not yet,” she murmured. “You need a little more on top, first.”

“A little more…” he was confused.

“Okay, you’re good, now sit down and I’ll fix your hair and make up.”

He sat, and there was a piece of his mind that was not sitting, that was shrieking, objecting, but not knowing what it was objecting to.

Shiela brushed his hair out, and it was, as he had noted in the shower after the conditioner, longer.

He liked long hair, but usually just down to his neck. He liked it a little shaggy, a definite male appearance.

Now it was longer, it curled over his shoulders in waves, and he even felt it on his back.

Shiela brushed, and caused a part in the middle, then a part across the front. She brushed the hair down over his face, then cut straight across. Now he had bangs, and he stared at his face. His hair framed it, and Shiela began putting make up on it. She spread creams, brushed on powders, and shadowed his eyes a deep darkness. When she was done his face was pale, and his eyes were dark like caves out of which gleamed the spark of caveman fires and wild animals.

“Oh, I like this. I think it should be your look from now on.”

From now on? he thought. “I’m going to be a girl?”

“No. At least, not totally. I don’t think. I haven't made up my mind. Don’t you want to be a nice, soft, sexy, little girl?”

His mind screamed no, but his voice stuttered, “I…I…”

“Of course you do.”

“I do.”

Shiela smiled and rolled on red, red lipstick.

“Lovely, if I do say so,” murmured Shiela, stepping back and gazing at her work of art. “Stand up.”

Johnny stood up and stared at himself in the mirror.

He was a guy, he knew it, but now he wasn’t sure, for a beautiful young woman stared back at him.

Thin in the waist, large on top—was he getting larger? Were his pectorals swelling up? He better get out of this corset!

And his legs! They didn’t look male anymore. They looked female. Less muscle and the softer curves. Looking at the point where his legs disappeared up into the blue, silk dress he wondered if he still had a pecker. He reached under his dress to feel himself.

“None of that,” laughed Shiela, slapping his hand down.

“I just wanted to—“

“You will not touch yourself tonight. No matter how badly you want to. And, believe me, you will want to.”

That made Johnny so sad, even as his horniness quotient increased.

“But I need to get off.”

“You need to be horny. For now, until you get educated, you need to serve. To be prone to our whims. Only by learning to be one of us in this manner will you grow to your full potential. Remember, Johnson, the more you resist the longer it takes, and there is only so much I can do before your mind starts revolting. Give up quick, don’t revolt, don’t take the more painful path.”

Something in Johnny spoke up then, “Why don’t you just command me?”

Was that bitterness?

“Oh, honey!” Once again she placed a palm against his cheek. She looked into his eyes, all the way in, and she said, “I can only help. The final choice is up to you. I’ve done all that I can, I’ve followed what your mind really wants, but…it’s up to you.”

That made no sense to Johnny, but it was all she would say.

“Now then, the guests will be arriving within the hour, and I’m still horny. I don’t want you to fuck me, however. I don’t want to mess up our outfits. So I’m going to lay down and you’re going to use a vibrator on me. They’re in the bottom drawer of the side table. Use the biggest one.”

Shiela took off her panties and lay sideways across the bed, her legs open and her cunt exposed.

It was a beautiful cunt, now that he actually took the time to observe it.

It was shaved and the labia were large. The clitoris was as big as his thumb.

“It took a lot of work for me to make them that big. I had to hang weights from the labia, and I used a pump to jack up the clit. A pity, but at this point I don’t think you’ll get to experience that. I want to keep you with a dick for a while. I like that it is so small and can be hidden, yet can also grow to large size in an instant.”

Johnny pondered her words, not really understanding her as he selected the biggest vibrator from the side table.

It was a foot long and as thick as his forearm. When he turned it on his whole arm shook violently.

“I wanted to use your fist, but you don’t know enough about that. Now, dig in and do me proud. Don’t turn it on until you’ve got it in me.

Johnny placed the tool between her lips. He pushed forward, using his weight. She did have a tight cunt, after all, though how, using such massive toys, he couldn’t imagine.

Then he turned it on and Shiela began to scream in ecstasy.

Two hours later they walked downstairs, and found that the party had started.

A dozen men and women were gathered in the big room. Sound was issuing from somewhere, but Johnny didn’t know from where. He didn't remember the house having any kind of music system, but the music was in the air, so it must.

Oddly, it was playing mostly songs from the forties. Big band, Stompin’ at the Savoy, In the Mood, Sentimental Journey. Really great stuff, but not too commonly known these days.

And the people wore an odd mix of apparel.

A large lady with giant bosoms wore a gown from the 1890s. she would have looked fashionable on the Titanic.

A pair of fellows wore spats and striped suits from the thirties. They looked like gangsters, but with their pencil mustaches they looked a little too dapper.

One fellow wore a zoot suit. He looked Mexican.

Three ladies were like Shiela, lingerie only, proudly showing off their big bosoms.

Several fellows wore codpieces, and one of them was obviously a chastity tube.

One fellow had his cock out. It hung, a big, fat, but limp, sausage. If that thing ever grew up it would be a monster!

Feathers and silks. Hats and spats. short dresses and long. Suits of purple and lots of bare tits, or cleavage so deep they might as well have been.

“Stay behind me at all times. You will only hear my commands,” and Shiela entered the budding throng.

“Izmarka! You look wonderful!” Shiela kissed a woman with a long Cruella DeVille dress and white, flowing hair. The woman felt Shiela’s tits and smiled happily, “Same old Shiela.”

“Henny! Has your dick grown?” She gripped a man’s hanging penis and felt it. “It has!” She exchanged a deep kiss, lots of passion, gave his balls a squeeze, and moved on.

“Oh, this? This is Johnson. My pretty, little girl. Hands off, you scabby fuck!”

Laughter, though Johnny didn’t know what was so funny.

A hand grabbed his ass and he jumped. “EEK!”

Everybody laughing.

A butler with long tails passed through the throng. He was holding a large silver tray with foaming drinks on it.

“Take the pink one,” Shiela whispered to him, and she took a red one.

The liquor was heady, like nothing Johnny had ever experienced before. It went down his gullet like it was flying, ran into his stomach like it was crashing, and his whole body felt like it was a boner.

“Hedley! Are you still in chastity?”

Men with big noses, or big mouths, or big cocks.

Women with big bosoms, rarely small ones, and smiles that stated they wouldn’t mind devouring you and spitting out the bones.

More people arriving. And more and more.

Within a half hour the place was packed. Probably a hundred people, and still more coming. They were overflowing into the kitchen, the billiards room, a sun room in the back.

Doris Day crooning about dreaming a little dream.

And Johnny, at one point, glanced out the big window at the front of the room.

The front yard was empty. There were no cars. No vehicles parked, no autos coming down the long driveway and circling the horseshoe.

Where had everybody come from?

Hands touched him frequently. At first it unnerved him, but he got used to it. He had to, because it wasn’t going to stop.

A woman walked up to him while Shiela’s back was turned to him. She reached right into his pants and felt his tiny peeny. “Oh, I love it. Let me make you big.”

He smiled, and he felt crawling things in his panties, but his dick stayed the same size. He grinned nervously, not knowing what to say.

“Oh, damn!” the woman wandered off.

Then a man came up and placed his hand right on Johnny’s pectoral. O his…boob. “Nice.”
 

Johnny slapped the man’s hand away and the roared with laughter.

Another pink drink, and it was potent stuff. He felt happy, but confused., but happy.

A hand cupped his butt, then worked its way under the dress.

“How do you like my little Johnson?” asked Shiela, noticing the man’s interest.

Johnny hadn’t even noticed it was a man. The pink shit was strong! He tried to push the man away, but he was weak, or the man was strong. Or both.

“I love it.” It? “But did you have to put a pear in him?”

“It’s the best way to protect my investment.”

The man looked at Johnny closely, then smiled. “Roger’s line. I should have known. Are you grooming?”

“I would like to. I’m preparing him, and we can see what the council says.”

“Well, I like it. He has a good feel to him. Or should I say her?”

“It is okay. I still haven’t decided on the final outcome.”

The man placed a hand on Johnny’s chest, right on the swell of boob. He looked at Shiela with an arched eye. “May I?”

“Of course.”

Johnny felt a strange tingling sensation in his chest. His heart. His boob.

“I see,” said the man. “Yes, I think you’ve chosen wisely. He is good material. Lots of potential. If he can be brought to heel.”

“No problem, yet.”

He smiled. “Would you like me to put a little juice into him? You’ve only been using female energy. My male energy will go a long way.”

“I want him big.”

“Then big he’ll be.”

The man put both hands on Johnny’s chest. He cupped his boobs and stepped close.

Johnny felt that sensation worming through his chest again, but now not just the heart. Both boobs.

“Oh,” he said, growing weak at the knees.

“Hold him up, Shiela.”

Shiela stepped behind Johnny and reached around his waist. She held him up, and the man suddenly kissed Johnny.

Johnny had never kissed a man, never been kissed by a man, and if he was sober he might have objected. But he wasn’t sober, and his whole body was flushed with…with pink drink, and the man was doing something to him, squeezing his tits, but the harder the man squeezed the…they weren’t getting compressed, they were getting expanded!

His nipples suddenly felt like they were going to explode!

“Fuck!” whimpered Johnny right into the man’s mouth.

The man broke the kiss, stepped back, and strength flooded back into Johnny’s legs. He stood, and Shiela let him go.

“That should do it. But remember, I can’t make them small.”

“I don’t think anyone could now,” smiled Shiela. “Thank you, Kirzak. I owe you.”

“We’ll fuck sometime.”

“I’d like that.”

The man nodded to Johnny, then walked away.

Shiela looked after the man. “That was fortunate.” She turned to Johnny, once again placed her hand on his cheek, and whispered into his ear. “You’re a big girl now. But I think I’ll still refer to you as ‘it.’” She laughed, and moved off, and Johnny made sure he was three feet behind her.

The party lasted for hours, and it only got more bizarre the longer it lasted.

A woman appeared with a snake draped around her neck.

A woman arrived, and three black cats slithered around her legs, hissing at anybody who came to close to her.

And uglier people arrived. Men with noses that were four inches long with big, red bulbs on the end.

A woman with three breasts. Nice sized titties, too.

Conjoined twins, at the wrist. They moved through the crowd like they were dancing, and probably were.

A wolf with glowing, red eyes.

Johnny drank more pink. A lot more. Oddly, he wasn’t out of control, even though he kept getting drunker and drunker.

Shiela sipped at an occasional red drink, but grinned at the swirling mass that was Johnny’s mind. “Pretty good stuff, eh?”

Johnny grinned giddily. Being in high heels, being drunk, he should have fallen and broken both his ankles long ago. But he just got harmlessly higher and higher.

They danced, and Shiela kept a hand under his dress and held his limpness. She kissed his ear and said, “I am so glad we fucked earlier, otherwise I couldn’t handle it.”

“I like fucking you,” Johnny blurted.

“I know you do. And when this little soirée is over I’m going to do more than fuck you. Enjoy the anticipation, my little Johnson.”

“Can’t you call me Johnny?” That’s my name.”

“Never again. But don’t worry. You’ll earn another name, and it will be much to your liking.” Then she added, “If I’m right about you.”The next day, about noon, the party started to dwindle.

First, Johnny noticed there were less people. It wasn’t by much, but people were gone. He looked for the lady with the cats. Nowhere.

The man who had ‘supercharged’ his chest. Gone.

People he had noticed, either because of dress or bizarre facial characteristic, nowhere to be seen.

“People are leaving,” he muttered.

Yet there was no trickle, or exodus, through the front door.

In fact, the front door was locked. And he didn’t notice anybody going out through the back door.

Where had they come from? Where were they going?

He was truly drunk then, all of the pink drink, and none of the effects had dissipated, even though it had been over hours.

Some people came up and thanks Shiela for a wonderful time. Johnny stood in a daze behind her.

A few people said good bye to him. They squeezed his ass, cupped his mons through  he dress. Mons?

Shiela was watching, saw the concern jump across his face. “Don’t worry, honey, it’s almost over.”

What was almost over?

She laughed and turned to bid good bye to a huge man with a bald head and pointed ears. The bulge in his pants was very scary.

Slowly, slowly people departed. Then, about six in the evening, there were only a dozen people left. They were sipping their last drink, dancing their last dance, and making their way over to bid adieu.

Then there were none.

Shiela sighed, was smiling, and looked around. she nodded happily. “Success. You realize it was for you?”

“What was?”

The party. Sober up.”

Instantly he was sober, all the effects of the pink drink vanished as if they had never been. Johnny looked around in wonder.

“I want to put you forth, and you’ve got the lineage, but that’s a two way sword. Roger had as many enemies as he had friends. But getting everybody to know you, to see how well behaved you can be, and, of course…your change. I think we might have a chance of success now.”

“Change?” Johnny’s brows knitted.

He felt his face, it felt funny.

Shiela had a twisted smile on her face. “You still don’t know what has happened, do you?”

“I don’t understand any of this!”

“Well, come along. Let’s go upstairs. You can recharge me, and then I’ll let you sleep, and then you’ll know.

She gripped him, again by the cock, and dragged him along.

But this time she let his cock grow. It grew and it grew, and it felt gigantic.

“It is gigantic,” she murmured as she led him up the stairs. “But, don’t worry. I’ve got a little plan for hiding it. I want you harmless appearing, and if anybody saw your big weenie they might be scared.

Johnny just didn’t understand, so he followed along, helpless in her hand.

They entered the bedroom and Shiela slipped out of her panties with a sigh. Even these things, as flimsy as they are, can get tiresome.

She took off her bra and Johnny just stood there and stared and gulped.

“Well, honey?”

Johnny took off his dress, and she was right. There was a freedom in doing without clothes that had been on a long time.

Don’t bother with the boots and corset. Just get rid of the panties.

“What about the…the pear thing?”

“Oh, you can leave that it in. I’ll like it when you squeal. Hell, I’ll love it.”

Johnny sat down, with a groan, that pear had been in all night and he was feeling a bit sore now. He pulled off his panties and his cock was now enormous!

She had held it, and he had felt it, but to see it…he was amazed.

“On your back, lover. I’ll do the work. Besides, with that wonderful toy in your butt your ability to do the heavy lifting will be a bit off.”

He lay, and she once again put the restraints on him.

“I don’t have to do it this way,” she admitted. “But I really like it when you can’t move. I could just tell you to stay motionless, and you’d like that. But I just love the old ways.

“The old ways.”

“Old. Old, old. A few hundred years ago.”

He looked at her like she was crazy, but she just chuckled and began to abuse him.

And told him that he liked the pain.

So he did.

She rode him to multiple orgasms until she was refreshed. She whipped him until she was tired. She rode him again.

Her whippings hurt, but she was doing something to him, making it so the little cuts would heal fast, within minutes.

If she cut too deeply she would wait, sit next to him, brush his hair back and kiss his fevered lips.

Then she would whip him again.

She grabbed the pear of anguish and opened it wider, and grabbed the base and shook it up and down. It was like she was shaking his whole body.

Finally, she took it out.

He didn’t know exactly what she did then, but he had a suspicion it had to do with her whole fist.

At any rate, he was screaming in the ecstasy of pain, and writhing about her forearm, and his pectorals, now looking super big flowing out of the top of the corset, shook madly.

She removed her fist and crawled up his body. She kissed him, she sucked on his tongue until he thought it would come loose.

She sucked on his dick until he thought that would come loose.

Then she whipped him some more.

For hours.

Her getting fresher and fresher, more and more energy.

He was in a weird upa nd down land. Sometimes, perhaps because of whatever particular activity she was inflicting on him, he felt weak and drained.

Sometimes he felt rejuvenated, full of energy and ready for another party.

She whispered to him, “Sex is the secret, you know. Those who preach sex only for babies are cheating themselves. When the master imbued us he told us, sex is the secret, fuck as much as you can, fuck whoever you can. And he told us the secret of controlling those who are less than us.”

Johnny, his back arching until it felt like it was going to break, stared at her.

“Don’t let them cum. Keep them horny and puny until they learn, or until they are no longer a threat and a distraction. And the weak shall not inherit the earth.

She pulled her fist out of him then, with such force there was a loud popping sound and it felt like his anal ring had been broken.

“Oh, God!” cried out Johnny.

“Not God…whispered Shiela. “Not. Only our master. And you must acknowledge.”

And she continued to abuse him, and whisper to him, and tell him the secrets and truths of this earthly existence, until he was no longer conscious.


Epilogue

Johnny awoke many hours later. He didn’t really know when he had passed out, so he didn’t know how many hours he had slept.

But he didn’t feel badly.

He felt empty, but refreshed, all at the same time.

He was in her poster bed, and Shiela was not around.

The previous night was like a dream. It was a memory with teeth, but just a memory.

He stretched, and was not too sore.

Except for his asshole. That was pretty raw.

But he could move, he was recovered to some extent, and he slid out from under the covers and stood on his own feet.

His own feet!

The high heeled boots were gone, but they had done their job.

And the corset was gone, it had done its job.

His legs were slender, pale, feminine.

He was looking down at them over his tits. His big, massive tits.

And his hair hung in his eyes. His long, silky hair, with bangs over his eyes and waves over his shoulders.

His heart was pounding, and he was starting to understand.

He turned towards the vanity table and looked at himself in the mirror.

He had an hourglass shape, a little heavy on the top. A lot heavy on the top.

His waist was wasp thin, his love handles had left, and his hips were round, plump, able to be grabbed for heavy fucking.

But he didn’t want to fuck like a girl!

But he would have to, because his cock was gone!

Not even the limp shrimp was left, just labia. Big labia. So big and flappy that he might not need stretching to be as big as Shiela.

His clitoris poked out. It was big for a clitoris, but it was certainly no penis.

“Oh, my God!” he whispered in horror, his voice raw edged and begging. “What have you done? I’m…I’m a girl!”

There was no answer to his tortured voice, so he asked the mansion again, raising his voice.

“What have you done to me?”

Silence. The silence of empty halls and rooms.

“What have you done to me?” He was yelling now, and still increasing in decibels.

“WHAT HAVE YOU DONE TO ME? SHIELA!”

Nothing.

“SHIELA! WHERE ARE YOU! WHAT HAVE YOU DONE TO ME! SHIELA!”

His voice echoed off the walls and ceilings.

He was alone, and he was changed, and didn’t understand!

And there was nobody to explain it to him.

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 no 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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