

Feminization at Femwood Asylum!

A man is changed into a real woman!

Grace Mansfield


Copyright © 2023

All rights reserved. No part of these books may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the written permission of the author.

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

I’m always curious as to when science will be able to change a man to a woman, or vice versa. I mean a real woman. Not a reconstructed vagina, not implants for boobs, but an honest to goodness sex change into an honest to goodness woman.

That’s what this story is about. It’s a bit wild and wooly, and there are some interesting points about psychiatry, but I’m still waiting.

When will science be able to give a guy a pill at night and have him wake up a woman the next day?

I mean, it will happen, but when?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“He’s been in solitary confinement for how long?”

Miss Rathel sighed heavily. “Four years.”

Miss Rathel was a buxom woman, a bit chunky, which made for a big, beautiful bosom. She had an even face with hardly any wrinkles, and eyes that normally sparkled.

They weren’t sparkling  now, for she was admitting how the Femwood Asylum had failed.

Sue shook her head and asked, “Why is he…” then she stopped. Speechless because of the mere idea of locking a person up in a little cell and leaving them alone for four years.

Sue was a looker, and she had talent.

As a looker she was about five foot six and 140 pounds, but twenty of those pounds were in her amazing breasts. She had blue eyes and blonde hair and looked like a surfer girl, bright and cheery.

As a talent she drew people to her. People loved her instantly, and it was only a strict control of this talent that enabled her to walk around in the world. This ability came about because of a pill she had. taken in Mexico. An old brujo had given here the pill and she had not just gone on a trip, she had realized the truth about herself. A truth that made people love her.

She also happened to have a talent as a psychotherapist, as people loved her and wished to tap into her compassion.

Right then, however, compassion was at a low ebb.

“But why?” she finally blurted.

“Jeremy Watson came to us when he was twenty years old. On the surface he was a handsome man. Under the surface he was troubled. Very troubled.”

“What did he do to get sent here?”

“He didn’t get sent, he came and asked us to lock him up.”

Sue was boggled, she kept giving little shakes of her head. “Why?”

“Jeremy has diphallia.”

Sue caught her breath. She had seen men with aphallia, which is no penis, but the condition of diphallia, having two penises, was a once in five million occurrence, and she had never seen one.

“This would not be a cause for being locked up, but Jeremy, or Jer as he likes to be called, was manifesting satyrism. To be blunt, he had two dicks, an abnormally high libido, and he was fucking everything in sight.

Sue had a quick mental flash of a naked mental patient running down the street, a dick in each hand, laughing maniacally and pushing every woman he came across over, fucking madly, then running on. Switching dicks. When he ran out of juice in one he used the other.

She stifled a giggle, and the image, and maintained a professional composure. “So why are you telling me this?”

“Because you cured Augustus Jones.”

Sue was silent for a moment. She bit her rather full and juicy red lip, then pointed out, “Augustus Jones didn’t have a physical abnormality. He didn’t have an organic problem, but a mental one. One which could respond to my ‘sweet talking.’ A man with two penises, that’s organic. That’s a physical problem. Has he considered surgery?”

“He doesn’t want surgery. And this is one of those reverse compensation things. He is always turned on, always stroking one dick or the other. He doesn’t want to give that up.”

“But he does consider himself a danger?” Sue asked with raised eyebrows.

“He’s a confused man. Sometimes yes, sometimes no. Sometimes he totally lucid and logical. Other times…”

“Other times his organic condition manifests as a split personality\?”

“Bingo.”

And there it was. Two penis, and the mental result was being of two minds, or a split personality.

It was all logical. Terribly logical, and Sue was fascinated by the possibilities.

“The only problem I see is that I am heavy into my research.”

The research she spoke of was a grand plan to cure humanity of its mental illness. All crimes, in her opinion, were caused by frustration. She was working on methods to relieve that frustration. She could end war and plagues and such on planet earth, but only one person at a time. She needed to develop a method which would cure all people all the time.

“I understand, and I almost feel guilty asking you to take on this case. I know you’re busy with your patients, and…but…this case has bothered me ever since Jer came to us. He needs a cure, and half the time he wants a cure, but the other half of the time he wants to be a sex crazed maniac.”

Again Sue had a mental vision of a man running down the street fucking indiscriminately, putting his dick in anything that moved. Or even didn’t move.

“Could I interview Mr. Watson first?”

“Absolutely.” Miss Rathel evidenced a bit of relief. She knew that Sue’s compassion ruled her, and that when she interview the conflicted person known as Jeremy Watson she would be compelled to help.

“Very well.” Sue wasn’t happy, but that was the curse of a completely well balanced personality, a person who could emanate love freely: she loved everybody and she wanted to help everybody. “If I can see his files and…where is he being sequestered?”

“Harold has his records, and he’s in the North wing in the basement.”

“The North Wing?”

Miss Rathel kept a composed face. “He was in other wings, but that was the one he prefers.”

“In spite what goes on there?”

“Miss Rathel nodded. “In spite.”

“Well, this gets curiouser and curiouser. I’ll read his files and interview him tomorrow morning.”

“Wonderful. And…thank you.”

“Don’t thank me yet. I haven’t accepted his case yet.”

“Then thank you for at least considering.”

As Sue walked down the corridor away from the Administrator’s Office she was really biting her sensual and provocative lip.

“Uh oh,” Said Randy, falling in beside her. “Somebody’s got the bluesy wuesies. Hey! That’s pretty good. Susie Sue’s Bluesie Woos.”

Sue couldn’t but smile at her assistant. Randy was always a peek of sunshine on a cloudy day.

Randy was a man, but certainly didn’t look like it. He was a true submissive, and preferred to present as a woman. While all the other nurses and doctors wore white coats, or scrubs, or other official looking uniforms, Randy, on this morning, wore a green summer dress with multicolored flowers. His face was impeccable made up and his high heels gave him a bit of height.

“Good morning, Randy. How are they hanging?”

Randy placed a hand under each of his tits and hefted. “Most excellent.”

Randy was on an enhanced hormone treatment and his boobs were getting quite large. It helped that he was receiving treatment from Sue, as Sue’s methods, the Femwood methods in general, all tended to enhance the sexual characteristics of a person.

Women who had no frustrations tended to have enlarged breasts, larger labia and clitoris, and they exhibited more sexual moisture in their vaginas.

Men who had no frustrations tended to have larger penises and balls.

Sue, herself, had once been a skinny, dorky, flat chested girl with no pleasant features. While she had received some therapy herself, mostly to acquaint herself with the Femwood methods, her main influence was the pill the old woman in Mexico had given her. Somehow, without going into the (sometimes) terrible experiences that are at the heart of neurosis and psychosis, she had been relieved of her frustrations, and had begun exuding the loving compassion that was her hallmark.

Randy had received therapy, but since he identified with being a woman, and since he was submissive, he had started growing his breasts. When this was realized about Randy he was put on HRT. Hormone Replacement Therapy, and was becoming more and more womanlike day by day.

“So what has got your pretty, little tail in a twist?”

Sue glanced up at her assistant. “Well, aside from the fact that I need some special attention from you…”

Randy grinned broadly. Nothing pleased him/her more than pleasing Susie Sue, as he called her in private.

“…I might have a new patient. How about you go ask Harold for the records for Jeremy Watson. I will be in my room, naked, my legs spread, my breasts heaving, and my soul needing your love.”

“Oh, honey. Your wish is my command!” Jeremy ran off. Literally ran, his high heels sounding like dancer with castanets.

She continued to her room. As she closed the door and took off her lab coat. Then wiggled out of her panties.

She didn’t take her bra off as here breasts were so big. She would, except when sleeping if she felt like it, never be without a bra again. The pill, and her therapy had grown her breasts so they were some of the largest in the Femwood Asylum.

She sat on her bed and sighed and placed her arms behind her head.

Jeremy Watson. The man with two penises. And because he had two penises he had double the libido. Double the lust. And double the fucking power.

He would fuck with one dick until it was exhausted, had spewed his load, then he would fuck with the other dick. Back and forth, always fucking, never running out.

What a life. Always horny, never a time of true rest. Never able to take a break and just enjoy life. Always compelled by sex.

Sue loved sex, but she could stop, would stop when satiated.

But Jer would not be able to stop.

And the complications of being a split personality…if he really was manifesting that condition.

True multiple personality types were always in conflict, the sides of their mind in eternal argument, eternal conflict. One saying yes, the other no. One seeing the green light, the other the red. Back and forth struggling desperately, sometimes manically, and…no relief.

Talk about frustration.

And Sue blinked.

Frustration. Talk about frustration.

And she realized that this might provide some desperately needed data for her pet project, curing mankind of all frustrations and returning him to a state of loving grace.

Jeremy Watson was obviously in a state of heightened frustration. He was twice as horny, as perverted, as deviant. If she could cure him, then normal frustrations would be that much easier to cure.

And if she could cure him in spite of the fact that he was organically manifesting…

Sue’s mind was starting to pop now.

He was organically manifesting, but all problems stemmed from the mind. So if she could cure his mind, then maybe that would alter his actual organic structure.

After all, women grew larger breasts and men grew larger dicks and balls, so why couldn’t that be reversed?

Heck, Randy began growing breasts just from the therapy, so…

She began cogitating over methods, how to alter them to fit the circumstances.

If she could adapt the machine for two penises, she would need double the electrodes, might even need more jacks on the back of the machine. Maybe…

Sue was laying on the bed, legs spread, thinking a mile a minute when Randy entered the room.

He placed the box of fils on the floor next to Sue’s desk and sat down on the bed. The key to his chastity device was on the edge of Sue’s desk, so he unlocked himself.

Sue’s eyes were far away, she was thinking deep thoughts. She wasn’t even aware when Randy placed a hand on her thigh.

Randy moved tentatively. If Sue was really somewhere else and didn’t want to be disturbed, he would either see it in her response, or she would wake up and talk to him.

But she just opened her legs further.

Randy smiled and moved his hand up to her pussy.

She was thinking in terms of alpha waves and sines. She was computing in her head, adjusting the machine to affect organic changes. She really was somewhere else. Somewhere that was growing brighter and lighter and more happy.

Randy had his fingers inside her now, and he was licking at her over sized clitoris. He was lapping, wiggling his digits, pushing in and out, feeling the rim of her vagina bump against his knuckles as he increased the numbers of fingers he was doing her with.

Sue arched a little, still thinking, but feeling the love.

Randy’s cock, it was quite large, was big and stiff and it throbbed with desire.

Normally, he wasn’t allowed to cum. It wasn’t in his particular therapy. But not, Sue distracted by her thoughts, he felt excitement. Maybe Sue was too preoccupied and he could get away with a squirt!

Sue mentally flicked a switch and turned a dial…in her mind she could see Jeremy Watson convulsing as both dicks came at the same time.

Could he cum with both dicks simultaneously?

She thought not because that would give him a moment of relief, and it didn’t sound like, for all his cumming, he had ever experienced a true moment of resolution. He was stuck in excitation.

Randy groaned, and clamped his mouth shut. He needed to get inside Sue. He had to be inside if he was going to climax. But would Sue let him?

Sue went through the four stages of sex: excitation, plateau, orgasm and resolution. Jeremy was stuck in excitation and orgasm, or perhaps his plateau was orgasm. But if she could get him t cum with both dicks at the same time…

Randy moved up. Sue was sopping wet. He had rarely seen her so wet, and he sipped his penis into her smoothly. Her eyes were far away, and though she seemed oblivious to him,  she gave a small groan and tilted her hips in acceptance.

He was in! He was going to get to cum! He began slide in and out, gently, touched all of her pussy with all of his cock.

Sue moaned and saw the dicks spew. The man stopped running down the street, jacking both his dicks, back and forth in reverse harmony, the sine wave of the machine hit and disrupted his two fisted action, and suddenly, suddenly…

Sue came. As she envisioned Jeremy Watson cumming, and Randy climbed the mountain, reached the top, prepared to jump over the cliff, and…Sue pulled down, tilted her hips the wrong way, and Randy slid out of her.

“No! No!” He wailed, pounding his fist onto the mattress.

Sue pushed him off, ignoring his frustration. “Thanks, Randy, I needed that, and you’ve really given me a great idea. Calm down and put your chastity tube back on.”

She slid off the bed and headed for her little shower. It was nothing more than a mobil shower she had set up for herself, but it worked. She took off her bra for a minute, soaped and rinsed, and stepped out.

Randy was still laying on the bed, sobbing.

“Oh, Randy,” Sue grinned as she toweled off. “Don’t be such a baby.”

“Please, Sue. Please. I haven’t cum in months! Not since..not since…”

“Not since you realized the truth. And you know…you don’t get to cum unless you give me more truth.”

“But I told you everything?”

“Then why are you frustrated?”

Randy went back to crying in her pillow and she put on her bra, sighed with relief, and continued getting dressed.

And she considered Randy.

Randy had provided her with much insight, and she wondered what more truth he had to give her?

He was frustrated, so he did have more truth hidden inside him. But what was it?

And that led to one more realization: men loved to be frustrated.

There was natural desire, but that wasn’t frustration. Frustration was when the natural desire was blocked.

But it was also like they liked being it when…and she realized this: frustration, for some men, is like having their dicks pulled.

Frustration, for some men, was like a form of foreplay.

Thus immersed in her thoughts, she said, “Clean up and go back on duty,” and she sat down to read Jeremy Watson’s files.

Sue had no idea when Randy left, she was fascinated by what she was reading.

He didn’t have a criminal record, and she knew he had good reason for this.

Committing a crime would result in him being thrown in prison, and prison would result in unwanted attention.

So he was a private person with enormous sexual appetites.

And he turned himself in. Why?

Why not just enjoy being a sexual predator who doesn’t get caught? Which was assuming, of course, that being oversexed makes one a predator.

Hmm. He turned himself in because he was worried he might commit a crime.

He turned himself in to experience frustration and get more turned on. that was a definite possibility.

He turned himself in to live free. Yes, but he would have gotten tired of this life after a while, living in a room and never leaving, and asked to be released.

But he had never asked to be released.

After she finished reading the files Sue just sat back and…didn’t think.

His case was straightforward, but so weird it didn’t leave much to think about.

She thought her initial impulses about treatment might be right.

But, she needed more data. She needed to beard the lion in his den.

It was time to go see Jeremy Watson.

The Femwood Asylum often reminded Sue of the old Oz books. The ones where L. Frank Baum has the land of Oz divided into four sections and a fifth center to rule them all.

The administration office was in the front, but centrally connected to the other sections.

The West Wing was for violent sexual predators. There were guards there. Security was high. She had cured Augustus Jones there, and he was still there in his little basement cell, because she wanted a place nobody visited.

The South Wing was for the lightly disturbed. They came and they went. They required little supervision. Visitors encouraged, for the most part.

The East Wing was for people far gone who just needed to be watched over. People who were not capable of caring for themselves. Dementia, Alzheimer’s, and just people who were, for whatever reason, too incapacitated to be trusted with a fork or a fire.

Then there was the North Wing. The most sexually depraved. People who masturbated in public. People who stuck things up their butts and went running naked down the street. People who jacked off their toes until they came. And, yes, it was possible to become sexually obsessed with a body part and have an orgasm.

This was the wing where the most howls were heard, where people languished in snorts and screams and had to be restrained from beating their meat or screwing their holes until they bled.

The North Wing. An evil fantasy land where people reveled in being degraded and depraved. Where lust was the law and to be normal was a crime.

Love was a crime.

And this was the environment that Jeremy Watson preferred.

Sue walked slowly down the main corridor in the wing, second floor.

She passed rooms where there was no sound. She passed rooms where she heard the fap, fap, fapping of fists beating meat. She passed rooms from which came howls

Howls of pain, of mental anguish, of people restrained because they kept banging their heads against walls.

Such a sad place.

When Sue had her methods refined she intended to come through here and cure every single tormented soul.

Right then, however, she only had one person in mind.

Jeremy Watson. Two dicks. Diphallia.

She came to the lest room on the left. She tapped on the door and walked in.

Jeremy Watson, Jer, was sitting on his bed, his legs in the lotus position. He was naked, and, sure enough, he had two dicks.

He had his hand wrapped around one and was beating it slowly. Just taking his time and feeling the slither of palm on flesh, breathing slowly. His eyes were half open, and had probably been totally closed until Sue knocked on his door and came in.

The other hand was holding a limp cock. Just holding it.

“Hello, Jeremy.”

Jer spoke softly. “Who are you?”

Sue took this as an invitation to get closer, and she crossed the room and stood next to his bed. She looked down. His nipples were hard. He was breathing lightly but regularly. His cock, the one he was beating, was stiff and red. The other one just sat in his other hand and waited its turn.

“My name is Sue Northrup. Doctor Sue Northrup. Doctor Rathel asked me to come have a talk.”

“Why?”

Hmm. Good question, but she was here to do the question asking, not be asked the questions.

“Well, actually, I’m curious as to why you don’t want to be released.”

“Oh.”

Jeremy kept beating on his meat.

Sue waited, and it was obvious he wasn’t going to answer.

“So why don’t you want to leave Femwood, Jeremy?”

“It’s peaceful,” he grunted out as he stroked. Surprisingly, both of his penises were large. He only had two balls, but they were also of abnormal size. And whereas most people have balls of differing sizes, one large and one smaller, and whereas these balls dangle to differing lengths so a person can walk without being bow legged, Jeremy’s balls were both large, round and shiny red, and it wasn’t till he moved that Sue could tell that one did hang lower than the other.

But there wasn’t any hair on his groin. This was likely because he had rubbed it all off with his constant jacking.

Sue looked around for a chair, saw one, and sat.

Jeremy ignored her, kept breathing rhythmically, beating regularly, and appeared to be in a sort of conscious meditation.

“Maybe it’s me, but it sounds a little noisy from where I sit.”

“Don’t sit there.”

Sue saw it then. Two personalities, and he was in the bad cop side.

That was fine. She had dealt with recalcitrant patients.

“I can come back when you’re in a good mood and ruin your day. Would you like that.”

He blinked. The careful twist of her question undid the mood he was in.

He didn’t stop masturbating, but he did take notice of her.

“Tell Miss Rathel I don’t wish to be bothered by you.”

Sue started giggling. It was a totally inappropriate reaction to his rudeness.

“What?” he groused. His working hand stopped moving so frantically. It just stroked softly, not enough to bring him to a peak.

“How do you find the shrieks of the truly disturbed not disturbing?”

“There is harmony in chaos.”

“Show me.”

He sneered and started beating faster. She had made a mistake. Very easy to do when first talking to a person with multiple personalities.

“I’ve got a theory.”

He ignored her, speeding up his hand, breathing harder. It was obvious he intend on spewing on her.

“You have a split personality. Call it a right ball Jer, and a left ball Jer. I can call you Jer, can’t I?”

But she really wasn’t asking a question.

He slowed down. “What if you’re right? What will you do about it?”

“Label your balls and try to get them to work together.”

“Hunh!”

“Why aren’t you screaming and carrying on?” As if sitting and beating one of your two dicks was not carrying on.

He stopped. He stared. He got off the bed and walked to the door.

For a moment Sue thought he was going to leave, maybe go to Miss Rathel and complain about her.

Instead, he opened the door, stood in the doorway and screamed.

“Aieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee!”

Except is more like two notes, an a over e. But one was sharper, or the other was flatter. At any rate, it was an eery sound, strangely harmonious for being discordant. Sue recognized it as ‘overtone’ singing. Or polyphonic overtone singing. When a person can sing two notes at the same time.

So Jer was likely singing a major note, The e on the bottom at first, but quickly becoming the overtone to the a.

It wasn’t loud, but it was harmonic and queerly grating at the same time. It was like pleasant fingers scratching on a blackboard.

The sounds of howling and screaming from down the hall quickly trailed off until there was only the sound of Jer. And was he really singing? Or was it a curious shriek?

Regardless, it was a scratch on the eardrums that felt good.

Sue watched until Jer ran out of breath, which took a surprising amount of time.

Then he simply turned around and walked past her, back to the bed, back to his lotus position, back to his two fisted meat beating.

There was no sound in the corridor. The loonies were quiet. They had been pacified by Jer’s melodic overtone singing.

The minutes passed, and still Sue waited. The only sound in the room being fap, fap, fap.

After five minutes somebody down the hall asked in a curiously timid voice, “Mimsy were the borogoves.”

Which was answered by another voice. “What the fuck is a borogove?”

And: “I’ve got your borogove right here.”

Within five minutes every person in that section of the North Wing was screaming, and louder than before.

Sue closed the door and walked back to Jer. “That was entertaining.”

“Don’t you want to know how I did it?” he asked smugly.

“Of course not.”

which puzzled him, ended his beating, and he unfolded his legs into the simple Indian cross legged style and asked, “Why not.”

He was not intrigued enough to leave his ‘bad cop’ mind behind. Sue took quick advantage of that. She correctly intuited that he was not the ‘good cop,’ a timid personality who was submissive.

She growled at him, “Why should I talk to a person who jacks off.”

He was immediately reduced to whining. “I like to jack off!”

Okay. She had him now. Controlling the tone of her voice, using appropriate emotions, Sue went to work.

“Why don’t you want to leave here?”

“It’s safe,” he sniffed.

“You’re taking up good room. We could help somebody who is actually ill, and not faking like you.”

“I’m ill! I’m sick! I really am!”

“All I see is a spoiled brat indulging himself.”

“I’m not!”

“Furthermore, what’s up with the double dick shit?”

Therapy has many modes. In this mode, as rude and even cruel as it sounds, she got answers.

“Double…this is the way I was born!”

“Nonsense. No one is born that way. One of those dicks is fake!”

“No! They’re both real!”

“I don’t believe you.”

“Go ahead, grab them, tug on them! You’ll see!”

Sue stepped forward. Part of her examination was verbal, getting him to express things about himself. The other part of her exam was physical.

She grabbed one of his penises and pulled it lightly. She put an expression of surprise on her face, then laughed. “It’s the other one.”

“No! Grab them both!”

She did. She now had both hands full of prick, and she pulled.

“Oh!” Blurted Jer.

Sue turned his dicks this way and that. One was a chub when she started, but they both quickly rose to a good, hard stiffness.

She twined them, slapped them, palpated them, and subtilely inspected them. Yep, real dicks. They had the soft spongy innards, the corpora cavernosas. She could feel the hardness of his urethra. She felt how each dick was fully formed, and didn’t seen malformed in any way.

“Huh!” she grunted. “You’re a freak.” She said this softer, she delicately led him from protest to patiently explaining to her about his weird sexual apparatus.

“No!”

“But…can you cum with each of them?

“Yes.”

“So why take turned beating one off, then the other?”

“I don’t want to run out.”

Sue had pushed him pretty good, but she was scared he was going to revert to his bad side. Still, she had to go as far as she could. She began pulling on his penises.

She pulled on one and pushed on the other, then pushed on one and pulled on the other.

In a way, it was milking a cow, but with only two nipples.

He smiled and relaxed.

Yes, sex was the key. If she could manipulate him away from either side, then maybe he would achieve his true personality. He might even be cured of his condition.

Sue softened her voice and spoke to him, just like one would speak to another human being. No extra personalities to get in the way.

“I know you don’t want to leave, and you don’t have to. But what you feel like if I could make it so you didn’t have to jerk off all the time?

He frowned. “That’s impossible.”

Uh oh. Nothing’s worse than a rigid mind.

Still: “Nothing is impossible.”

“Then scratch your nose with your elbow.”

She smiled. “I could, but I’d have to break my arm, detach it, to do that.

She could see Jer doing the mental gymnastics to envision that. It made him smile.

“Would you like to see your back without a mirror?”

Jer began twisting his head, corkscrewing it up, as if to look at his back. then he laughed.

“This is fun. You’re better than Miss Rathel. Let’s talk!”

And there was the entry point into the twisted personality of Jereme Watson.


Part Two

“We’re going to have to run you through some tests,” Sue said. She was sitting on a chair facing Jer.

Jer was sitting in the lotus position, whacking on the penis on the right. He was nonchalant, but slightly interested in what Sue was saying, so he paid attention

“I’ve had tests.”

“You had an examination when you came to Femwood. You have never had an in depth look.”

“At my dicks?”

“At your dicks.”

He sighed.

“What?”

“It just seems so ridiculous. I’ve had two dicks all my life. What are they going to find that’s different?”

“We won’t know until we’ve actually looked.”

“Why are you doing this? I mean, why not just let me alone. I’m not hurting anybody.”

“But you’re not helping anybody. You want to live in that weird sort of ‘no man’s land’ all your life?”

“Sure.”

“And I ask you when the good cop is here and you’ll answer in the opposite.

Jer laughed. He liked the ‘good cop/bad cop’ analogy that Sue used to describe his split personality.

Truth was, he liked Sue. She tended to keep him on the good side of himself, and he didn’t know that, in addition to her considerable empathic psychiatrist bag of tools, she was letting her own personality out a bit and making him like her.

“Okay, so when are we going to do these tests?”

“This afternoon.”

Jeremy nodded and sighed. He wasn’t looking forward to being a lab rat, but he had sort of known a day like this would come.

“Okay, let’s continue with your history. Tell me about your father.”

That afternoon A medical doctor came to Jer’s room and conducted the examination. Sue could have done it, but she wanted impartial eyes, a a person without any connection to Jer to do the work. She didn’t want to taint any of the results.

So that afternoon the doctor listened to Jer cough, tested his reflexes, looking into his orifices, took samples, and did everything that a doctor is supposed to do.

The only real result, in that immediate moment was that after she had taken all the samples she muttered. “Elevated hormonal levels.”

“How so?” asked Sue.

“Don’t know. Results in a week.

And, a week later, the results were brought over by the doctor personally. She sat down with Sue and they went over them.

“His blood is fine. Quite healthy. The BUN/creatinine is 12. Sodium serum is 13.7…they went item by item and discussed them individually.

“Normal on almost everything, but the variance is peculiarly…well, this is weird…”

“What?” asked Sue.

“Well, half his readings are more in the female range.”

“Female range. How do we account for that?”

“There’s a couple more tests I would like to do, and I would an MRI of his groin area.”

Sue put in an application for an MRI, and Miss Rathel called her in for a long and intense talk.

“It’s too expensive!” Miss Rathel claimed, but in the end Sue managed to schedule an MRI.

On a day a week later Jer was taken out of the asylum and delivered to a hospital. He went through the MRI, and a few other tests, then was returned to the asylum.

When Sue visited him that night he was in a distinct ‘bad cop’ attitude.

“The MRI was too loud! The people didn’t treat me right! The car ride over there was too long.”

Sue commiserated, and even rubbed his dicks for him. Finally he settled down, and they agreed to have talks on a more regular basis.

“You’re going to see him more?” Randy didn’t like it. Sue had a lot of work to do on her big program to administer to larger groups of people, and Randy was constantly being held off, told to wait on that program while she worked with Jer.

Randy wasn’t the only one upset about Sue given Jer so much attention. Harold wanted help in treating some of the patients. With Sue so busy on two projects he was getting swamped, and he didn’t like it.

And, down in the basement, Augustus Jones was upset. He wanted more treatments by Sue. Sue was the one who turned the keys for him, and he wanted more time.

Even Miss Rathel was frowning. She had suggested Sue take over Jer, but now Sue was asking for more money, taking more time, and…didn’t that woman know there was a hospital to be run?

Then the results from the extra tests came in and everything changed.

Sue was working on recalibrating the machine she used for therapy when Randy rushed in.

“Sue! Miss Rathel wants to see you.”

“Okay, just let me—“

“Now!”

Sue looked up.

“I’m sorry, but the results from the tests you gave Jeremy Watson are in, and apparently there’s something big going on.

She put her screwdriver down and followed Randy to the Administration Offices.

“Good morning, Miss Rathel.”

Miss Rathel didn't greet her back. She was staring at a folder with the results of Jer’s tests. She had the contents of the folder spread out and her head was moving back and forth.

“My, God. I don’t…how could this happen…Good Lord!”

Sue sat down in front of Miss Rathel. Randy stood behind her and slightly to the side.

“Ma’am?”

Miss Rathel gave a jerk and looked up. She had been so into the reports that she hadn’t even noticed that Sue had arrived.

“Look at this!”

Miss Rathel turned a couple of pieces around and shoved them across the desk. Then she sat back to watch Sue’s reaction.

Sue read, and her mouth opened. Her eyes went wide. Her brain melted down in so much mush, and the world totally changed for her, and for Jeremy Watson.

Behind her, Randy moved up and read over her shoulder. And Randy’s jaw dropped, and his eyes bulged out.

Sue looked up. “This is…is—“

“Not possible,” responded Miss Rathel. “But it is.”

“But what are we going to do?” asked Randy, totally stunned by the reports.

Miss Rathel took a moment before answering, then simply said, “That’s up to Sue.”

But all Sue could do at that moment was look up at the older lady and mumble, “Oh, my God!”

“Good morning, Jeremy.”

Jeremy wasn’t much for ‘good mornings’ or ‘good nights’. He usually sat in a yoga pose and stroked his pole, and didn’t notice whether there was day or night outside his draped window.

“Um,” he grunted.

He squirted his left dick and went to the right.

Sue pulled up a chair and sat down. “We have some interesting results for your tests.”

“Um.”

“It turns out that you’re not a man, not in the strictest sense of the word.”

“Um.”

Then, a pause while he slowed down his meat beating, and said, “I’m not a woman.”

“No. Not really, unless you consider certain facts.”

Now his rhythm was slow. There was a twitch around the eyes and he was thinking.

“Want to know what you are?”

“No.”

Sue wasn’t going to let him get away with that, however. “You’re an intersex.”

Slower and slower went the hand. The eyes started blinking rapidly. The mind was already trying to dispute the facts, and he didn’t even have the facts.

“You see, Jer, you don’t have two penises. You have one penis and one clitoris.”

He stopped stroking, just held his penis and stared at her.

Apparently your vagina has closed up for some reason, except the clitoris kept growing and…better to show you.”

Sue opened the drapes of a window and held up an X-ray to the light. “The MRI shows more detail, and we can look at that, but the X-ray outlines it better, so you can see this lines here, Fallopian tubes. Here’s your uterus, and here are…”

Sue was watching the X-ray, tracing her finger as she spoke. When she turned back to Jeremy he was sobbing. Quietly, with no sound, just his back humping up and down as he sobbed.

Sue went to him and used all her empathy. She held him, hugged him, and let him cry.

Finally, he whispered, “I had a feeling, something was…but I didn’t know.”

When he was finally cried out Sue touched his right penis. “This is actually an overgrown clitoris. It looks like it has responded to stroking by looking more penis like and less vaginal like.”

She touched his left penis. “This is your real penis. You might, or might not, note a difference in orgasms between them.”

Jermey nodded. “The…the clitoris one isn’t as sharp, but it’s bigger and sort of takes over me. The real penis is a sharper blast, more intense, but doesn’t last as long.”

They discussed the differences for a while, the Jeremy asked, “So what am I going to do about this?”

“That’s going to be up to you, but there are basically three choices. You could have the penis and balls removed, full castration, and we could work on your female parts, perhaps reduce the clitoris, open up the vagina, that sort of thing. Or, we could remove your female parts.”

“A…you call it a hysterectomy?”

“Yes. A hysterectomy. However, either of those choices has potential problems.”

“What problems?”

“We are talking surgery. We are talking about cutting out organic functions. Surgery always poses risks. And since this is a developing situation in a unique circumstance we can’t even foresee what the potential problems will be.”

“And the third possibility.”

“Don’t do anything. Leave it all alone and you live as you are.”

“But if I stay the way I am then I stay in the hospital, I never see the world. I just…masturbate.”

Sue nodded.

This realization was actually a big thing for Jer. It was the first sign that he might want to leave the hospital. But it was also a logical development, too.

“There is a potential fourth possibility.”

Jer stared at her.

“I’m involved in therapy which tends to change certain body characteristics.”

“What characteristics?”

“I used to have very small breasts. I was flat. Flat-chested. Therapy, and other things, enabled me to grow larger. It changed my appearance and made me,” she paused, realizing what she was saying, “better looking. This has happened to other people I have treated. Randy, for instance grew a sizable penis. Now he’s growing breasts. There are other people who have experienced similar gains.”

“So if I let you psychoanalyze me, then I might….something might…”

“We don’t know what will happen. But nothing bad has happened to the people I have worked with. On the contrary, and you may discuss this with Randy when you see him, people seem much happier. They feel like they have been returned to a truth of themselves.

They continued discussing options, and how Jer felt about it all, and after an hour Sue stood up. “I’ll leave the X-ray here, but you really need some alone time to process what I’ve told you.”

Sue left the room, and Jer was in a deep state of mind as he studied the X-ray on his bed.

“You’re really going to try and change his sex?” Randy was leaning forward over the breakfast table. His eyes were intense, and Sue held in a smile.

“Easy, lad. It’s just a theory, and a lot of it depends on how Jer Watson responds to his treatment.”

“Not so much a theory,” he glanced down at her tits, then looked significantly down to where his own therapy enhanced weenie was struggling in a chastity tube. then he said, “But he’s abnormal. Wouldn’t you rather find out on a normal person first?”

“Randy, we’re miles away from any testing. We’re taking readings, analyzing responses, taking measurements.”

“Measurements like body measurements.”

“Well, yes.”

“So why can’t you measure me?”

“Randy, you’re in the middle of therapy. We can’t suddenly change your therapy.”

Finally, after much intense questioning and even beseeching, Randy backed off.

Backed off, but didn’t give up.

“So what kind of treatment are you planning?”

Sue probably shouldn’t have answered, but Randy was her number one, and they worked well together, and eventually he would be helping with the patients.

“The key here is that Jeremy is of two minds.”

“Huh?”

“He’s got two sexual apparatuses, so to speak. This speaks of conflict and frustration. If I can figure out a way to harmonize his physical actions…”

“With regard to sex?”

“Exactly. If I can do that, I think I can…hmm.”

“What?” he asked as Sue’s eyes took on a far away contemplation.”

Sue mumbled, “If I can free up the female part of him, expose the vagina, I could run two probes into him and manipulate both the male and the female.”

Randy followed along. He was familiar with Sue’s way of thinking. “Good cop and bad cop…they might merge.”

“That’s why he’s always doing yoga,. He’s trying to become one with all…and all becomes one.”

“But he’s focused, really, on his sexual organs.”

“Trying to unconsciously merge and return to the truth of himself.”

Sue blinked. “I think I need to do some research. There’s things I need to…” She stood up and walked away.

Randy sat and watched her ass sway as she left the room.

He loved Sue, but he loved himself more, and he really wanted to enhance his femininity.

She wouldn’t do the therapy on him that would rid him of male parts and give him female parts.

But she would work with a fellow who was in hiding, a fellow with sexual abnormalities. A fellow was not really a fellow at all, but…intersex.

There comes a moment in everybody’s life when they have a choice. Sometimes the choice is good. Sometimes bad. In Randy’s heart, at that moment, the choice was a little black pimple that was under his skin, gnawing, pushing, upsetting him, making him think bad thoughts.

Sue should be therapizing him. She should. Not some stupid intersex person.

Randy sat at the table for a long time.

Sue took Jer down to the basement in the West Wing. This was where she had worked with Augustus Jones. Gus, who was still in a nearby room and who received therapy on a regular basis.

But Augustus’ therapy was no long demanding intense sessions, or even as many sessions.

“Augustus, as we discussed, we’re going to move you, and your therapy is going to be taking on new shape.”

Gus frowned, but agreed. He was a changed man, and he trusted Sue.

“Randy, wold you help Gus?”

Randy did, but Gus didn’t have that much to be moved. A couple of boxes of books, a painting he liked, a few knick knacks. Randy was back in a few minutes and he stood and listened as Sue told Jeremy what they were going to be doing.

She showed him the chains he would be restrained by, the various tables and benches he would be restrained on, the various sex tools, which looked surprisingly like sex toys, in the cabinets.

“This is the anal probe,” she showed him the silvery dick-like thing that would go up his ass. “It measures your physical responses and sends out little electrical impulses to stop you from cumming.”

“But I like to cum!”

“Of course you do, but for this therapy to work we need to have you as frustrated as possible. You’re going to need to be twice as horny as anybody else.”

“Of course,” he muttered, “Double the dick and double the frustration.”

“There it is,” agreed Sue. “But the real work is going to be the flesh sleeves we will put on your penises. We need to stimulate both penises, increase your frustration, and then one or the other of your sexes will become the dominant.”

“What if it’s not the sex I prefer?”

“We’re talking truth here, Jer. Whatever sex you manifest ove the other, that’s the dominant, and that’s the one you prefer…in your heart of hearts.”

“But what if I’m not happy?”

“Then we stop. There are wave forms we can use in the machine that will reverse the procedure, give you back what you have lost, and even enhance whatever your choice is.”

“So if I start turning into a man and don’t like it…you can make me into a woman like…like you?” Jer gulped and eyed Sue’s large breasts.

Sue smiled. She was used to people staring at her breasts, and even liked it. “But you will probably like what you turn into.”

Jer nodded. “Okay. I guess.”

“Excellent. Randy, will you help Jeremy get undressed and put him on the chair?”

The chair was the main piece of equipment Sue used in her therapy. It was a wide seat, like on a farm tractor, but had a slit up the center. A dildo pushed through the slit and that was the anal probe that would stimulate and measure all of Jer’s responses.

Randy helped Jer get undressed and situated him on the big seat.

“This isn’t bad,” Jer bounced a couple of times on the apparatus and the seat contained him quite comfortably.

Sue got down behind him and attached the probe. She made sure the electrodes were in place, and placed the anal probe at his rectum.

“All right, we’re going to insert a couple of inches and made sure it is seated properly. This is going to feel good.”

Sue pushed the probe up into him and Jer blinked and grinned. “That does feel good.”

Sue smiled. “Our aim is to please. Now, we’re going to use two flesh sleeves because you’ve got two dicks.”

She placed electrodes on his penises, covered them with rubbers, then placed the flesh sleeves over them.

“Hunh,” muttered Jeremy.

“Comfy? Everything all right?”

“I guess.”

Meanwhile, Randy strapped his arms and legs down, strapped his chest in place, and even put a strap around his neck.

“These are so you won’t pull the electrodes off. That might give false readings, and that would make the machine self-adjust.”

“We don’t want the machine to adjust itself?”

“It will be self adjusting all the time, but if it gets false reads it will make the wrong adjustment, and then…it could be dangerous.”

The machine ready, Jeremy ready, it was time.

Sue flicked a switch and turned a dial.

Chugga chugga, the probe went deeper into Jeremy and his eyes lit up. “Say, I like this therapy!”

Sue smiled at him, flicked a switch, turned a dial, and took some more readings.

Normally it took half an hour to calibrate the readings for a first time therapy, but because Jer had two dicks it took twice as a long. An hour later Jer was sitting, drooling, stunned at the pleasures that had been coursed through his body. The machine read Jer’s body and the flesh sleeves went chugga chugga, and the probe stimulated his rectum, and the real therapy began.

For hours Jer sat in the chair and grew more and more frustrated. Both his dicks, wanted to cum. Even though one was a clitoris, at this stage it still responded like a penis, and it was stiff and hard and throbbing like the penis.

Heck, Jer had thought it was a penis all along, so why shouldn’t it react like a penis?

As time passed and the readings came in Sue realized that there was a problem. She knelt in front of Jer, who was dazed and drooling and grunting with pleasure.

“Jer, Double the dicks, it’s taking twice as long per session. We need to keep you in the chair longer. Is that okay?”

Jer’s head lolled a bit, but he focused On Sue. He nodded. He could certainly stand a little more pleasure than he had signed up for.

“Okay.”

Sue turned to Randy. “Randy, go have some dinner. Relax. You can relieve me at eight o’clock.”

Randy left the room and headed for the cafeteria. The dinner was meat loaf, peas, potatoes and a cup of Jello. He sat down and fed himself slowly.

Randy was not in a good place. He should have been receiving the therapy, not Jeremy. He should have been int he therapy chair, drooling and crying with happiness. He should have had his sex organs being manipulated into changing.

He put a spoonful of meat loaf in his mouth and just sat there. Chewed slowly, too long. Swallowed.

Who was Jeremy, anyway? A double dicked freak with no redeeming qualities. He just sat on his bed and jacked off all day and all night.

Randy, on the other hand, helped out at the hospital. He performed nurse duties, helped Sue with her research and projects. And…he loved Sue!

That alone should have qualified him for time in the therapy chair!

Not only that, but he had already shown how he could change! He had grown a massive penis, but had managed to begin the transition to full womanhood. He was getting therapy already, and was successful! He was taking HRT and his boobs were big!

Now if only he could get rid of his big cock and grow a vagina!

But, instead, Jeremy fucking Watson was getting the attention that he wanted, that he deserved.

Thus, he spent a long dinner grousing in his mind. He took a nap, and dreamed of how unfair it was. But when he returned to take a shift in watching over Jer, he was his normal self. On the surface.

At three in the morning Sue came back and they unhooked Jer, who was near delirious with sexual happiness, but more frustrated than a goat with three balls.

As they moved him to a bed and restrained him he kept jerking his hips and mumbling, “gotta cum…gotta cum.”

Sue gave him a shot and he calmed down and slept, but even in sleep he seemed to be mumbling and perhaps having dreams.

Dreams of what? Fucking two women at the same time with his double dicks? Squirting his hoses frantically, and never stopping?

Well, Sue would find out when she spoke to on the morrow, right before she hooked him up again.

Jeremy in bed, Sue and Randy headed for her room. Randy usually gave Sue sexual pleasure after a hard day, but this night, almost morning, she was too tired for even that. He barely started eating her pussy before she was asleep.

Jeremy crawled up next to her and cuddled for a while. Sue usually liked him to return to his own room after servicing her, but he wanted to cuddle, and she was asleep, and…why not?

In this rebellious frame of mind Randy lay next to his love and had thoughts that were not good.

Jeremy was getting his therapy. Jeremy was receiving all the attention, and how could Sue do that to Randy?

After an hour, Randy got up and returned to his own room, and now he was sobbing and holding his caged cock.

“It’s all his fault! It’s Jeremy’s fault! Double dicked son of a freak!” He sobbed to himself as he walked through the dark hallways of the Femwood Asylum.

Then he lay in bed, feeling his breasts and his penis cage, and stuck a finger up his asshole.

His need to cum was being circumvented, instead of resulting in healthy frustration, and then into the desire to change, or to expose his truth, it was focusing on that bastard Jeremy.

The next day Randy showed up for breakfast bright and cheerful, with a bit of extra make up around his eyes to cover the bags. He knew he might have to use sleeping pills if he didn’t get more rest, but that was okay. He could make it through the next few days.

Sue was smiling and chipper, and she didn’t notice Randy’s under mood. And there was no reason to. Randy was doing his job.

Besides, Sue was focused on Jeremy.

“We’re going to increase the current today,” she told Randy. “He’s broken in.

“But if we increase the current aren’t we going to have to have him in the chair even longer?”

Sue nodded. “Double the dick, double the current, double the time. But his readings, and his charts from yesterday, he can handle it. The rough part is going to be us. We’re going to be up long hours. Can you handle it?”

“Of course I can!”

And he thought: For you, Sue, I can handle anything, if you’d only give me a chance!

“Okay, are you ready?”

“Yes, ma’am!”

“Then let’s go!

An hour later Jeremy was in the chair. He had been apprised of what they were going to do, and he was looking forward to it, and now the therapy began in earnest.

One week later, Sue and Randy dead on their feet, Randy even using sleeping pills, Jeremy was measured.

His penis penis, the male part of him, was thick and hefty. Normal.

The clitoris penis was..shrunken! By a whole inch!

The therapy was working!

Day after day they kept Jeremy in the chair. Week after week his penis was shrinking.

Unfortunately, Randy’s moods were growing darker and darker. And he was now taking pills not only to sleep, but to wake up.

Still, Sue was so tired, and so giddy with success, that she never took a look at Randy.

And then came…The Day!

Sue was exhausted. She was a rag. Her eyes were dark circles and she was even showing signs of physical exhaustion. She would stagger a bit, mumble to herself and repeat things.

She was paying the price for success.

Jeremy was at one inch for his clitoris. Big for a clitoris, but okay.

At the end of her shift Sue could barely walk. She moved across the room and Randy went to her side. She collapsed and he caught her.

He looked back at Jeremy. He was drooling away, frothing at the mouth, his real penis was pouring forth oodles of pre-cum, but he was all right for the moment.

Randy carried Sue through the asylum to her room. He laid her down on her bed, and considered. She was too tired. He had to take care of her.

He walked to the medical center downstairs, picked the lock, which he was getting good at considering how many sleep and awake pills he was taking, and picked out a syringe.

“You’ll thank me for this, Susie Sue,” he whispered, and he injected the drug into her sleeping form.

She would be out for at least twelve hours, and maybe her natural sleep would take over.

Then he returned to watch over Jeremy.

Jeremy was humping. He got more sleep than they did, and he was responding wonderfully.

Randy watched Jeremy, dazed and confused, absorb the therapy, and he went to the machine and turned dials.

Double the dick and double the current, double the time and…double it again. Double, double, toil and trouble.

Randy ranted in his mind, getting even with Jeremy for stealing Sue’s attentions, for stealing his therapy.

Jeremy began to shake and shiver.

Only one dick was receiving the flesh sleeve now, the other was too small. But between the probe and the single flesh sleeve Jeremy began to go into convulsions.

Then there was a sudden twitch of Jeremy’s body, and the skin below his clitoris suddenly parted. There was a little blood, but not much, and he had a vagina!

Randy stared at this natural opening and gasped.

And this was the final straw.

Mumbling, raging, confused by being on drugs, he bent to the machine.

“Gonna steal Susie Sue, eh? Not on my watch!”

The machine was set up for male therapy, but it had a probe all set up for female therapy, the main difference being the angle of the probe. It was simple to set the electrodes, place a rubber over the dildo designed for vaginal therapy, and start it up.

Double the probes.

Double the therapy. Double the time, double double everything, and Jer

And Randy, sitting and watching, slowly let his head tilt to the side. He slumped. He slept.

And the machine kept chugga chugga chugga-ing.

Through the night, through the morning, and into the afternoon.

Sue awoke and lay there. She felt wonderful. Totally rested. She felt…she jerked upright. Light through the window, she had missed her shift! Why hadn’t Randy woken her up! What had happened?”

A deep sense of foreboding in her soul, Sue leaped out of bed and pulled her lab coat on. She didn’t have to wipe away Randy’s slobber from her pussy, so he hadn’t even put her to sleep the right way.

But, and here she started to wonder, what had Randy done?

She ran down the hall, carrying her high heels, in too much of a hurry to slow down.

She descended the stairs and ran down the corridor.

She entered the room where they were treating Jeremy, and stopped.

Froze. Paralyzed. Was suddenly petrified and terrified and horrified.

Randy was asleep in a chair, slumped over and snoring.

The machine had two probes rising up into Jeremy.

But Jeremy was no longer Jeremy. Jeremy had developed a vagina. And his real dick was bigger than ever. And he had boobs.

But the most amazing thing, he was younger!

He was now about 18 years old, and with a giant pussy and a giant dick! A hermaphrodite!

OHMYGOD!

Sue ran to the machine and shut it down. She pulled off electrodes and removed the probes.

Jeremy was passed out. The changes had been too much, and he was sound asleep, and didn’t even wake when Sue pulled the probes out of his asshole.

Randy stirred, sat up straight, saw that Sue was undoing the strap around Jeremy.

Now rested, back in control of himself, somewhat, he panicked.

“Oh, my God!” He leaped to his feet and ran to Sue.

Sue turned to him, her eyes were burning coals, “Get out.”

“But, I didn’t mean…I didn’t…”

“Get out.”

Whipped, Randy turned and left the room, and he was a beaten soul. He knew what he had done, and there was no excuse.

Sue retrieved some water and began wiping Jeremy’s face down.

Jeremy still didn’t wake up.


Epilogue

“How is Jeremy?” Miss Rathel  and Sue were sitting on the big couch in Miss Rathel’s office.

“Jeremy is confused. The intensity of the therapy, he doesn’t have a clear recollection of events. He’s even having trouble remembering what he was here for.

He does remember his Diphallia?

“No.”

“Prognosis?”

“Too early. I’m afraid to treat him at this point. I need to know more before I make a plan.”

Miss Rathel sighed and thought for a while, then asked, “Where’s Randy.”

He’s sitting in his room waiting for your decision.

“Can you treat him?”

“I don’t want to. Why should I treat somebody who has betrayed us, our methods, the whole institution of medicine?

“We have to do something with him.”

“I say turn him loose. Send him back into the world.”

“That’s harsh.”

“So’s what happened to Jeremy Watson.”

“But at the present Jeremy is one sex, and doesn’t remember being two sexes, or even being double dicked.”

“He is dazed and confused, and that’s giving him the best of it.”

“Okay. Let’s get back to work.”

“And Randy?”

“I’ll consider what to do with him.”

Sue nodded, she turned to leave but Miss Rathel called her back.

“Yes, ma’am?”

“You can’t fault yourself.”

“I disagree. Jer was my patient. I should have been more aware. I should have had my ear to the ground when it came to my staff.”

“We’re doing cutting edge work here. We are pushing the envelope on a new future. there are bound to be casualties. Randy is more of a victim than a traitor, but I understand that he can’t be trusted. You can be trusted, and there isn’t anybody else to sort out this mess.”

Sue stared at the administrator.

Miss Rathel stood up and came to her. She held Sue’s hands in hers. “Don’t lose hope. Don’t lose faith. Do you understand?”

For a long moment Sue resisted, then she broke. She collapsed in Miss Rathel’s arms and cried.

“It’s okay. It’s okay.” Miss Rathel patted her shoulder and held her. “But if you quit now Jeremy will be the way he is with no hope. If you quit we won’t be able to find and cure people who go haywire.”

“People like Randy,” sniffed Sue.

“People like Randy,” agreed Miss Rathel.

“With that Sue stood back, dried her tears on her sleeve,  and nodded.

“Thank you.” She turned and left. She had patients to help, a world to fix.

Miss Rathel stood for a long moment and just stared after Sue. She whispered, “Don’t give up, girl. Not now…not ever.”

Then she returned to her desk. She had a hospital to run, and the world was depending on her.

END
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PART ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

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

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

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

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

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

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

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

I typed:

Who is this?

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

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

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

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

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

No. There had been request for money. The internet always wants your money.

I typed:

What do you know about me?

I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’

DING!

I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style.

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf.

DING!

Watch this!

A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt.

I clicked on the link.

A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor.

Mommy Compilation part four!

Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known?

And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history.

And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source.

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do.

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away.

I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world.

I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up.

And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages.

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird.

But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock.

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high.

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

When I know that you are wearing that bra I will jill off.

that is my reward for helping you.

It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull.

I had never thought about being a woman.

But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it?

Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know?

I typed:

I’ll do it.

Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged:

HURRY!

Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship.

But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny.

I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it.

I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it.

I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat.

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched.

I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily.

Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something.

Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra.

It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight.

And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs.

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings?

I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor.

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger.

How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing?

I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off.

I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size.

I put them in my bra.

‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie.

I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling.

God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now.

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight.

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

Now I realized that I was into the game. Heysoos! What was happening to me? But I was too horny to stop.

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I got up and went back to the bedroom. I went through my wife’s closet. Blouses were so thin my bra would be too visible, the fakery would be too easily seen.

Sweaters were too tight. I was afraid I would stretch them out.

A jacket? I had visions of myself, stacked, showing cleavage through the open front. But, no.

Then I saw the dress.

Fuck! A dress? The Mystery Messenger had said a shirt, but I didn’t think she would complain if I put on a dress.

It was purple. Just a little loose at the neck. Stretchy. It wouldn’t get all pulled out of shape.

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

Oh, God! I thought I was going to cum right there! Then I realized something. I was dripping so much I was going to leave stains.

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

Damn! What would a woman do it she had a cock that was dripping…then I laughed. A hard bark. I was imagining really strange things.

Then I realized the solution.

Still holding my dress up I went to the hamper and pulled out undies. Panties. A match for the bra I had on.

I put the panties on, then opened a drawer under the sink and pulled out a Kotex.

I put it in the panties where my dick would drip, and pulled the panties up. I let my dress down.

‘My’ dress.

And realized I had gone too far. The Mystery Messenger, Mistress Mandy, ‘MM’ I would think of her from here on out, had only said a shirt. But now I had on a dress and panties. And…a Kotex.

Which thought made my dick surge so hard I was afraid I was going to cum in my panties.

Could the panty liner catch a load of sperm? I didn’t think so.

I quickly fumbled up the dress, reached into my panties and squeezed my cock. Hard. I waited, and slowly the urge to squirt faded.

Sighing, I went to the kitchen, poured another drink, then went back to the computer.

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

Nothing for a while. I started the Mommy Compilation video over again.

I watched those big breasts bounce and sway as men ground into women, and I felt…proud? Happy?

I had my own set of tits!

Whoever this MM was…she had called me rightly. There was something so horny and intoxicating about wearing woman’s clothes.

DING!

Lipstick.

My mind just sort of popped. The only thing that kept me from passing out was the fact that I was sedated by whiskey.

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

I didn’t sip now, I gulped. I needed the liquid courage.

Putting on lipstick? That would be like the final line to cross!

That was so far out there I didn’t think I could do it!

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

I could. Oh, my God, I could. I could see my lips, round and red and waiting to be kissed.

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I ran, actually ran, to the bedroom, to the back bathroom. I opened the medicine cabinet. Nothing there.

Then I realized I was drunk and not thinking. My wife wouldn’t leave her lipstick in the medicine cabinet, especially when she had a make up table.

I went to her table, and there, sitting to the side, all by itself, almost like it wanted to be noticed, was a thin, gold tube.

I sat down and opened the tube. It wasn’t the roll on stuff, but a little applicator.

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

One coat made them red. Two coats filled in the cracks. Three coats. I wanted this to be perfect.

They were. Beautiful, luscious red. A light metallic sheen to them. And they looked plumper. I looked at the tube.

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

Lip stain? A dull thought shot through me. What was the difference between lip stain and lipstick?

Still, nothing connected.

I stared in the mirror for a long time. My lips were larger, so that was what the plumper was. And I was so-o-o sexy.

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

I wasn’t big boned, but I could use a corset or something. Still, though I was a bit angular, I was so fucking turned on I couldn’t believe it.

I picked up my glass and took a sip. There was only the lightest trace of lipstick on the glass. It must have dried fast.

I went back to the computer room. I sashayed through the house. I sauntered through the rooms.

My chest swayed, and I tried to put some sway into my ass. And I got an idea. Heels.

I had often admired how my wife’s ass swayed when she wore heels.

I returned to the bedroom and searched my wife’s closet.

In the back, a pair of three inch stiletto heels. She never wore them anymore. They had open toes and a sling on the heel.

I put them on, and barely fit. My toes stretched the front strap, and the heel strap, but I managed to stand in them.

I was shaky, had to work to keep my balance, especially with all the liquor I had been drinking.

I stood for a long moment, just practicing standing, and I saw it. On the top shelf, in the back of the closet, was a box. My wife’s wig. She hadn’t worn it for ages. Had only bought it for one occasion, a bad hair cut.

I took the box down and opened it. A blonde wig. Long and curly.

I tried to remember how she had put it on, and fitted it to my head. It took a while, but I managed.

I walked out of the closet. Red lips, big tits, long hair, and my ass swaying like it was a hammock.

Fuck!

And my dick was pushing my panties out and spoiling the look of the dress.

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

I put on the lipstick, then I put on high heels.

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

I thought about this. In my addled state I wondered. Is jacking off at the same time cheating? Did I dare?

Of course I dare. I was drunk and horny and I needed to squirt in the worst possible way.

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

The idea of cuming together, separately, was erotic, and I lifted my dress out of the way and grabbed my cock.

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

I took a quick sip, prepared my message, and watched the digital clock on my computer.

The numbers changed. I sent the message, and began stroking.

Oh, God! It felt good, within ten seconds I was holding myself back.

I could imagine her, whoever she was, diddling her pussy. Maybe using a dildo, definitely a vibrator.

She would be playing with her tits, maybe even sucking a nipple.

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

Time passed, I was on the edge…on the edge…

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

Semen spurted across the room. A long rope of sticky, white fluid. My hips locked up and I couldn’t move, white heat filled my mind and everything got dim. I had never experienced such an explosive cum in my life!

Then it was done.

I sat for a minute, drained and not wanting to move, but I had to send a message.

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

I blinked It was like a lifeline had been cut. My whole world had been invested in that messaging. And now it was…over?

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

No response, and the message window disappeared. She had officially cut the line.

Stunned, satisfied, mystified, I knew I had to take pictures.

I reached into a drawer and took out my good camera. No stupid cell phone for this babe.

I put it on a tripod and set it up in the living room. I used the timer and took a series of pictures. I posed. I kissed at the lens. I flaunted my tits. I never felt so sexy.

And the nice thing, my bump was gone. My boner down, the dress was smooth and not showing any hint of my package.

And then, finally, it was over.

It was time to get undressed and be a man again.

Truth, after I had cum I was ready to change back. I guess that was a good thing. It meant that I just wanted the sex, I didn’t want to remain a woman. which shows how people can delude themselves.

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

I uploaded the pictures to my computer and put them in a file, and I hid the file.

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

Then I washed my glass out, odd, the lipstick stain, as light as it was, was very stubborn. Didn’t want to come off.

Then I washed a bunch of glasses. They were just sort of dusty, and I imagined myself a woman, just sitting around and doing housework.

Then I washed the cupboards off, cleaned a few more things, and realized the time.

It was two in the morning! And I had been prancing around like a woman for hours! Hunh! Maybe there was a part of me that did want to be a woman.

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

I went to the bedroom, thought about sleeping as a woman, then decided against it. I wasn’t that horny anymore, though I did have an inner buzz of excitement running through me.

I took off the wig and put it away. I took off the dress and hung it up. I took the water condoms out of the bra and put them in the sink. I didn’t pop them, I wanted to wear them again. I probably wouldn’t, but…I just left them in the sink.

I took off my panties, and the liner was soaked from the pre cum I had emitted earlier. I smiled at the thought of how much juice I had shot. God, what a night!

Finally, I looked in the mirror at my lipstick. Lip stain. My lips were still plump. This stuff really worked.

I decided to just hop into the shower and wash the stuff off.

I turned the water on hot, hopped in and soaped up.

I rubbed my lips, soaped them good, rubbed them some more, and grinned. I would be clean now.

I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and looked in the mirror.

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

I grabbed a washcloth and soaped it up and scrubbed my lips some more.

They stayed red. In fact, because of all the rubbing they were a little redder.

A little worried, I went back to the computer and powered up. I researched lip stain.

Long lasting than lipstick. It doesn’t just apply a color over the lips, it stains the skin.

My jaw dropped and I stared at the screen. The site I was on had dozens of red lips on it. Lips on women. Red lips where they should be. Not on a man.

What had I done?

I researched some more. Most stains came off within a day. I looked up the particular brand I had used. Three days. One day to lose most of the color, but three days to lose all the color.

Three days.

It was Wednesday night. That meant Thursday, Friday, and Tanya was due home on Saturday. Saturday afternoon.

Yes. It would work, though there might be a little redness left. but i could talk fast and cross my fingers…it was workable.

But, first, I was going to have to call in sick. I couldn’t be seen at work with lips like these.

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

I was dressing up in your clothes, my love. Why do you ask? I giggled.

I called up work and put on my best fake cough. It was pretty easy, and they bought it. Heck, in this day of COVID the slightest wheeze was an excuse to lock down and quarantine.

I called Tanya then.

“Hey, babe! How you doing?” she greeted me.

“I’m good, but I miss you!” At least I missed you until last night, and then I was a bad boy.

“Oh, I miss you, too. I can’t wait to feel your big dick in me.”

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

“I couldn’t help myself,” she giggled. I masturbated last night.”

What!? She never did such things. She was the original Miss Goody Two Shoes.

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

This talk was turning me on. And I was already turned on by having dressed up the night before, and by looking at my red, red lips this morning.

“Oh, I had a big bang. The kind that just sort of take your breath away and leave you dazed and confused.”

“Geez, hearing you talk like that has given me a boner. I’m going to have to jack off.”

“Don’t you dare! You save it for me! When I get home I’m going to jump your bone seven ways from go.”

“Oh, so you can beat off, but I can’t?”

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

“You’ve had your needs filled too often, and you’re going to get your needs really filled when I get home. So no jacking off!”

DING!

I stared at the computer screen. MM had sent me a message? Right while I was talking to my wife!

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

“Uh, yeah!” My mind was caught between two conversations, I was fumbling the ball.

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

“Yeah I can’t wait to fuck you,” I said.

“You sound kind of funny. Is everything all right?”

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

I said: “I’m just looking forward to making love to you.”

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

“You just said you were looking forward to making love, and then you asked ‘what.’ What’s going on?”

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

I tried to separate the conversations in my head. I pushed the MM aside in my mind, turned my swivel away from the screen, and said.

“Sorry honey, I just cut my finger. Paper cut.”

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah. No big deal. And I can’t wait to see you.”

DING!

I ignored the bell. “I’m going to go crazy on you.”

She giggled. “That sounds like fun. But can you handle a real woman?”

As opposed to a computer message woman? “Oh, yeah. I feel like real woman right now.” I blinked. Was there something revealing about what I had said?

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

I searched my mind. I didn’t want to read messages. Oh, yeah. I remembered the song. I hummed a bit of it.

Tanya sang: “Man, I feel like a woman.”

DING!

But now I was successfully in the groove. I put aside the thoughts of the constant messages and focused on my wife.

For a long minute we talked, and even talked dirty, to each other. then it was time to hang up.

DING! DING! DING!

Her last words were, “Well, take care of yourself. You do sound a little strange.”

“I’m fine. And I look forward to this weekend so much.”

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

I hung up, and I was aware that MM had opened up by calling me ‘lover,’ and that my wife had hung up calling me ‘lover.’

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

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

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!
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Read it on kindle or paperback
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I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





