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

This is the third in a series.

Rod, or Roddie, has been made into a woman and trapped at a women’s summer camp.

Half the women are lesbians, and half the women prefer the other sex, but all the woman are upset when they find out that Rod has been wandering amongst them, a man in woman’s clothing.

Now they’re out for blood, and a few other things!

Will they castrate Roddie?

Will they make him a woman forever?

Rod is about to find out the hard way!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Lara walked back to her room on unsteady legs.

I’m not a lesbian, she thought.

But she had just spent a couple of hours being one.

Two hours of being pleasured by a woman who knew how.

Orgasm after orgasm. Fingers, mouth, and…dildos.

Good Lord, she had never been made love to like that.

She was dazed, her knees barely made it up the stairs, and she had to stop once and hold onto the wall to stop from simply collapsing.

She wasn’t a lesbian!

But…?

Her door was at the end of the corridor, and right beyond that was a balcony that opened up and gave a view of the convention center.

She passed her door and grabbed the railing, took a deep breath, sighed, and looked out over the world.

To the sides was the hotel complex in which stayed hundreds of women. She had thought everybody was straight, but now she knew better. Sure, lots of straight women, but…what the Director had just done to her. Whew!

She looked straight forward and saw the athletic field, and beyond that the moon glimmered in the light ripples of the lake.

And she thought of her husband.

Suddenly she felt guilt.

Yes, he had locked a vibrator onto her vagina piercings, and he had been zapping her mercilessly.

But she had had her revenge. She and a few of the girls at the convention had made him into a woman. He was transformed, complete with boobs, and his cock had been sewed to his perineum and his balls pushed up into their original nesting place.

She had watched while he dealt with the situation and tried to figure out what had happened to him, and she had even told women to make him as horny as they could.

Did that justify what she had done with the convention director?

Just thinking of Marsha, the Director, made her hot. Heysoos! She had just been loved half to death, and she wanted more!

But…she had a husband.

She loved him, there was no doubt about that, and he had had women teasing him mercilessly, and she had even buzzed the vibrator, which was in his fanny.

But here was the problem: he didn’t choose to be that way. He didn’t make advances on the women, they had gone after him.

She, on the other hand, had initiated the situation with the director.

So, no, her making love was not justified by what he had done to her, or by him making love to women…such as he could.

She sighed. A cloud covered the moon in the sky, and the cloud rippled over the water and shaded the rippled reflection in the water.

Rod. A wonderful man. Now a beautiful woman, sort of.

What should she do?

What could she do?

Now that she had discovered the joys of lesbian sex…she didn’t want to give them up.

What would Rod do when he found out?

And she wondered where he was right then.

Rod was in trouble.

He had been swimming in the lake and the women had found out that he was a man.

Not all of them.

A few, the ones who had aided in his transition, already knew, but they didn’t let him know they knew.

Then a bunch found out this afternoon when he was on the raft on the lake. And that’s where the trouble had its start.

Some of the women wanted to turn him over to the police.

Some of them wanted him to remain a woman so they could take advantage of him, to blackmail him into sexual pleasing them. He didn’t have a penis available, but he had a mouth and fingers.

Some of them were outraged that a man had come to the convention center.

While he had been in the locker room, changing from his bathing suit into a dress and high heels, they had been meeting in little groups.

He’s a man! Men aren’t supposed to be here!

I don’t want sexual satisfaction from a man!

We need to do something about him!

And the little groups broke up, and bitter women told their friends, and more little groups were formed.

Nothing is quite so fast as a rumor, or as vehement as a conspiracy, and by the time Tammy and her friends walked Rod into the dining hall there was a sharp feeling in the air.

The girls noticed it immediately, but Rod wasn’t as attuned as them. He had no real female intuition to tell him when things were haywire.

As the girls with him suddenly lowered their voices and looked around, he was cheerful and oblivious.

“Tammy,” he said. “You’re right. I need to just enjoy myself. I’ll eventually find out what happened, how I came to be a woman, but until then—what’s going on?”

He looked at his friends.

Then he looked around the dining hall and had an inkling.

Women were staring at him.

Some had contemplative smiles. He was the man without a dick. Yet he was pleasing women. How did he do it? Did he have superior oral skills?

Some women frowned. They were caught in their emotions. He was a man, so what was he doing here, and should he be pleasing women when he was acting like one?

Some women were puzzled. They inspected him closely, looking for the male flaw in his female persona.

And some women had slightly lowered brows, their jaws working as they licked their teeth. He was the one. He betrayed all womenfolk by pretending to be one. He had to be dealt with. They were going to have to do something.

Tammy and her group stood in line and were very aware of the hard silence jabbing at them.

They moved slowly, looking around, sometimes meeting curious gazes, sometimes enduring the daggers of discontent.

Now Rod was frightened.

He was brave enough normally. He would trade fists with a fellow if the cause was just, there was no fear.

But these were women! The more vicious of the species! He felt like eyes were ripping open his head and inserting thoughts into his cranium.

But what had he done?

He hadn’t volunteered to look like a woman! He hadn’t asked for the big boobs on his chest, or the permanent make up!

Why did they hate him?

Tammy let her girls and Rod to a corner of the room, apart from the others, and they sat and huddled.

Almost no talk in the dining hall. Sometimes a buzz, like the muted sound of a rattler’s tail. Mostly vicious looks that promised bodily harm.

“What’s happening?” asked Rod of Jenny.

“Too many people know,” she said.

“I thought everybody was going to keep it a secret?”

“Everybody lied to us.”

“Not everybody. Probably not many,” commented Tammy. “But enough, and they have friends, and everybody’s riled up.”

“Can’t we explain this to them?”

“Explain to a mob?”

Rod glanced around, and quickly looked back to the girls at his table. The cold eyes staring at him were frightening.

“What are we going to do?”

“I don’t think there’s a danger right now.”

“It looks pretty dangerous to me!”

“No,” Jenny agreed with Tammy. “Later. They know there’s enough women to protect you, but they’ll come for you later.”

“Come for me?” The question was in his voice. What will they do to me?

Tammy patted his hand. “Don’t worry. They’re talking, trying to get enough emotion to do something. But we’ll have a plan.”

Jenny leaned forward. “Okay, girls, how are we going to protect Roddie?”

Across the room a girl name of Lisa was speaking to a trio of friends. “I think the Director knows.”

“Why would she let a man into the convention center?”

“Maybe she didn’t know?”

“The Director knows everything. She has to know.”

Lisa was glaring across the room.

“Okay, so how do we find out for sure?”

“Break into the Director’s office.”

The girls all traded looks. They weren’t disapproving, more trying to figure out who would do it.

Lisa turned to Georgette, “You and me. Okay?”

Georgette was a skinny redhead, and she gave a nod. She couldn’t believe the Director had allowed a man into their camp. But whether she had or not, Georgette was pissed.

A man!

She was a lesbian, but she was also rabid on the fact of lesbianism. She felt that men should be barred from even talking to women forever. She had marched, and worn a black mask, and even thrown smoke grenades, and she wanted revenge on men everywhere.

She didn’t know exactly what men had done, but she was sure they were the cause of the world’s problems, and they needed to be handled.

In her apartment Lara removed her clothes. She stepped into the shower and soaped and luxuriated and couldn’t stop thinking about her tryst with the Director.

And her husband.

Poor Rod. Nobody was watching the security cameras now. Nothing to see, but tomorrow they would monitor him again and make some plans for playing with him.

She smiled. She hoped the girls were making him suffer.

She dried off and got ready for bed. She put on a peignoir, she liked sleeping sexy. She had a feeling she was going to be seeing the Director in her dreams.

She smiled, turned off the lights and got into bed.

Worming around into the most comfortable position for sleeping, she thought: Poor Rod…Lucky Rod. She giggled, and went to sleep.

Lucky Rod had friends. Poor Rod had enemies.

He and the girls finished dinner and left the dining hall. All the way across the room they could hear the whispering.

“There he is.”

“Who does he think he is? Dressing up like one of us!”

“He’s cute.”

Tammy and Jenny and four other girls walked quickly down the corridor.

“Jane, watch and make sure we’re not followed. We’ll be in the gymnasium.”

Jane, a lush blonde, nodded and peeled off. She took a position behind a slender sapling and turned to watch the dining hall. Unfortunately, she was already too late.

Lisa and Georgette had followed the group out of the dining hall. They darted across the corridor and hid in the shadows and watched as Jane was dispatched to keep watch. It was a simple matter to run down the next corridor, then up to the next intersection.

The girls ran lithely, softly, and peeked around the corner, and darted back just in time.

Tammy and Rod and group walked past the intersection.

“We can stay in the gym and make plans. We’ve got to find a place to keep Roddie hidden until everything blows over.”

“What about the Director?”

Tammy snorted. “I don’t think so. She’s old school lez. She’s liable to side with whoever wants to hurt poor Roddie.

The group continued on, talking in low voices that faded until they could no longer be heard.

Lisa watched from the intersection and made sure they turned towards the gym. They did, and she turned to Georgette. “Go get the others. Watch all four exits of the gym. Watch where they go, and tell them not to get caught.”

“Where will you be?”

“I’m going to find out what the Director knows.”

The two girls parted, one back to the dining hall, the other towards the administration building.

Lisa moved to the front door of the admin building.

The lights were on low and a lone girl was behind the counter.

Sleeping.

Lisa smirked and couldn’t believe her luck. She opened the door, tip toed past the sleeping women, and slid into the outer offices.

It was quiet, very peaceful. and she walked to the doors to the inner office, the Director’s office.

Again, luck was with her. The door wasn’t locked.

Lisa entered the office and looked around.

The lights were dim and she made her way around the room looking for whatever she could find.

The computer was on on the round table, and the security monitor was recording the campus. She flicked through several views, saw a few girls, then got the gym.

Yep. Tammy and the others were sitting on a gym mat in a circle and looked to be discussing matters.

You can run but you can’t hide, thought Lisa.

She walked along the wall, opened the cabinets of a standing credenza.

Odds and ends. Papers, bric a brac, nothing.

She came to the wet bar and smiled. There were half a dozen bottles of alcohol, good bourbon and rum and tequila.

Lisa opened one of the bottles and took a swig.

Gah! That was a harsh burn!

She opened the refrigerator under the counter and found a couple of six packs of Coke. She took a tall glass and poured bourbon and Coke half and half into it.

She wished she had ice cubes, but this would do. She sipped and smacked her lips, and turned towards the Director’s desk.

The surface was shiny but for the green blotter. The computer monitor was to one side and the keyboard was shoved under it. There was a key fob next to the keyboard. Probably to the Director’s car.

A vase of flowers, a cup with pens, a folder to one side.

Hmm. A lot of nothing.

She put her hand on the folder, pulled it to herself and opened it.

The dim lighting was too dark to read the contents of the folder, but it looked like Rod’s name, in big letters, was across the top of the folder.

She looked back at the door. There was a small desk lamp, the kind with a flexible, metal neck.

She decided for the risk and turned the lamp on.

Yep, it was Rod’s folder.

Rod. Roddie. A male name and a female name.

And a report, in progress, explaining the mystery of Roddie.

Fascinated, Lisa read of how he had tried to play a joke on his wife.

Lara. Lisa frowned. She didn’t know any Lara.

But the joke was that Rod locked a vibrator to his wife’s vagina rings.

Piercings! Oh, that kinky, little girl!

There was a picture of Lara, and Lisa stared at it for a moment. Good looking bitch. So she had a kinky side. Most people did.

She read further: Tammy and her friends had kidnapped Roddie, Rod, whoever he was. They had brought him back to the convention center and…they transformed him.

Lisa’s eyes went wide as read of the operation they had done on him.

His penis was sewed to his perineum, his balls were pushed up into the inguinal canal, where they had descended from when he was a young boy.

She looked at pictures and saw the peeny head protruding from between the legs just below the butt.

Now she had proof positive of Rod being a man.

Not much of a man,..but a man.

She gazed at the pictures of him on a table and Tammy bent over, injecting something into his chest.

So that was how he came to have boobs!

Then, the final piece of the puzzle. The end all be all of everything.

The vibrator that he had hooked to his wife’s vaginal rings had been inserted into his heinie!

Lisa’s mouth opened in stunned surprise.

She looked at the key fob.

Apparently they had been using Lara’s phone to turn on the vibrator, but there was a fob, and…she picked up the fob.

She wanted to press the button in the worst way, but she didn’t. She had to see this for herself. She had to know that this was ‘the’ fob, and that it really worked.

She stood up, picked up her drink, erased the little ring of moisture from the desk top, and headed for the round table.

At the round table the screen was still showing the girls in the gymnasium.

The girls and one fake girl.

They were still yakking away, making their little plots and plans, and Lisa smiled and used her thumb.

Rod was happy. As a guy he was moderately happy. He had friends, they went out and got drunk, had a hunting trip once a year.

But guy friends are surface friends. They vie with jokes and never get serious about their friendships.

Girls, on the other hand, were different.

Guys liked things and girls liked relationships.

Girls lived for their relationships.

Now he was in a group of girls. They were talking intensely, sharing emotions, being friends in a way Rod had never imagined.

And they were including him in their  camaraderie.

It was as intense as getting married, and he was feeling a warm glow in his heart, because it was like he was married to all of them.

And it certainly helped that they had made love to him on the raft, and even wiggled their fingers in him.

God, that had felt good.

Rod was going through major changes.

At the moment Tammy was saying, “We could just take him into the woods…”

“How about the basement? It’s huge, and there’s all sorts of things down there. They have costumes and scenery. They even have a pillory from one of the plays last year.”

The girls all giggled.

“I’d like to put Roddie in a pillory.”

All the girls snickered and Rod turned a few shades of red. Fortunately, his embarrassment couldn’t be seen in the dim lighting of the gym.

“What do you think about that, Roddie? Would you like to be locked up and have everybody…”

Rod grunted and sat up. He was having one of the breast orgasms, but nobody was even touching his breasts!             

“Roddie?” asked Georgette, seeing his eyes glaze over and the way he was wiggling his butt.

Tammy had been making notes on a spiral ring notebook and she looked up. “Roddie?”

Roddie felt the vibrations surge through his groin area. What went for his groin area.

His testicles were up inside his body, but his penis started leaking.

“Somebody’s using the vibrator on him.”

Rod didn’t hear anything, he was falling back, his back striking the gym mat and his large boobs shaking like mounds of jello.

“Unh…” he groaned.

The girls gathered around him.

Then the vibrations stopped and he became aware that his eyes were directed towards the high ceiling.

What had happened? Why was this happening.

In the Director’s office Lisa lifted her thumb. Two clicks. One to start the vibrator, and one to stop it. She had seen a note that saying the range of the fob was two miles. So she could do this to him any time she wanted.

On the screen the girls were all on their feet, huddled around Roddie.

Lisa stood up, took the glass back to the wet bar and dumped the last bit of Coke and bourbon into the sink, rinsed the glass and replaced it, and headed for the door. She was holding the fob in her hand and grinning.

“Is that Lara doing it to him?”

“I don’t think so. She would have left it on for a while. Somebody else is in control.”

“With Lara’s phone?”

“There’s a fob, too. Maybe somebody has the fob. Girls, I was in the Director’s office earlier, and things are starting to click in my head. Let’s get over there quick!”

The girls, Roddie being helped along behind, rushed for the door of the gymnasium.

Lara, unaware of what was going on, was having trouble sleeping. She was satisfied, but alive, and wired. The experience with the Director had left her electrified.

She slid out of bed and headed for the bathroom. In the bathroom she opened the medicine cabinet and took out a small vial. Sleeping pills.

Smiling, but wanting sleep, she shook out two pills and popped them into her mouth. Holding her hair back she drank from the faucet and the pills tumbled down her esophagus.

A moment later she was back in bed.

She smiled into the darkness, punched her pillow into shape, and left for the land of dreams.

The Director was also in bed.

She was a sexy woman, slightly older than Lara, and she was totally turned on by her experience with the younger girl.

Lord, such beauty. And she was a virgin to lesbian ways. It had been so incredible breaking her in to lovemaking lesbian style.

She thought of how many ways they had done it, tribbing, dildos, mouths…oh, God!

But being this turned on, while exciting, didn’t get her any sleep. And she needed sleep.

She slid out of her bed and went into the bedroom. At almost the exact same time as Lara, even sharing the same body motions, Marsha took two pills and headed back for bed.

Smiling, she turned on her back, spread her hair out, and closed her eyes.

She dreamed of Lara’s piercings and felt the warmth of good sex pervade her sleeping awareness.

Tammy, Rod and the girls burst out of the gymnasium and headed for the admin office. They were running fast, but Rod was falling behind. He had just had a sexual experience and he was weak. His boobs were big and flopping around on his chest and he was trying to hold them as he ran. He also was struggling in his high heels.

Most important, however, was the bits of conversation he had picked up in the gym.

They had mentioned his wife’s name. And what was this about a fob? The only fob he remembered from the past few days was the one that could be used to turn on the vibrator he had hooked to his wife’s piercings. But he had used the phone and put the fob aside.

Could there be a connection?

He didn’t know, but he sure wanted to find out. Trailing a little, he tried to keep up with the other girls.

Lisa was running towards her girls, who she assumed were watching the gym. Suddenly she heard the tramp of feet and ducked down behind a garbage can.

Tammy, Jenny and four more girls—the girls from the gymnasium!—ran past her. Then Roddie.

Roddie looked so ridiculously awkward, holding his tits and trying to keep up with the girls.

She smiled, then popped out from behind the garbage can and ran into the next corridor, where she almost collided with her group of girls.

“They’re heading towards the Director’s office!”

“I know, come on!”

Now emboldened by the fact of outnumbered Tammy’s group, Lisa reversed course and ran towards the admin office.

Tammy and the girls burst into the front office.

The girl on duty, who had been sleeping, jerked awake and stared at Tammy. “What are you doing?”

“We’re going into the Director’s office!”

“She’s out!”

Which was not a real intelligent thing to say, but the girl was befuddled.

Tammy rounded the front counter, brushed the girl out of the way, and the half dozen girls, followed by Rod, entered the outer office. they ran across the carpet and burst into the Director’s office.

It was calm and cool, and one of the girls hit the light switch.

“Check that computer,” Tammy snapped, and two girls ran around the round table.

“Georgette, see to the cabinets.”

Georgette peeled off and began opening cabinets.

Tammy sat behind the desk and stared at the open folder.

Good Lord! She didn’t know the Director had been keeping such a thorough record! This was dangerous. She was a medical professional, and if anybody found out what she had done it would be the end of her career.

She folded up the file and looked around.

No fireplace.

She was going to have to dispose of it somewhere else.

She walked around the desk.

“Just the security system,” blurted one of the girls at the round table.

“Nothing here,” Georgette commented as she slammed the cupboard doors.

“That’s okay, I’ve got what we need.”

She still didn’t know who had the fob, but just getting the files was a major point. She was safe, though she did wonder what the Director had planned to do with the file.

Maybe just lose it. But, maybe…blackmail?

“What is that?” asked Rod. He was standing in the doorway and gasping. he reached for the file.

Tammy pulled it back.

“Nothing, Roddie.”

“You mentioned my wife’s name, you know her. What is going on.”

“Nothing. This is something else!”

“And what’s the big concern over a fob?”

Tammy nodded to Jenny, and the two girls tried to get around Rod, but he stayed in front of the door.

“You know something about this! About how I came to be a woman! You’ve got to tell me!”

“I will, Roddie, but not right now! We have to—“

“There they are!”

In the front office the girl on watch had been poking her cell phone, calling the Director but getting no answer. Now she was brushed aside by Lisa’s group of some twenty women.

Tammy looked through the outer office and realized they were badly outnumbered. Three to one.

Rod spun in confusion and gawked.

“Get him, girls!” screamed Lisa.

Tammy stepped back, pulled Rod, and Georgette slammed the door and locked it.

Little fists began pounding on the other side of the door.

“Let us in!”

“Unlock this door!”

“We know the truth about Roddie!”

Rod spun to Tammy, “What truth? What do they know?”

“They don’t know anything,” Tammy blurted, searching the room for an exit.

“If they know what happened to me then I’m going to unlock the door.” He turned and reached for the door lock.

Tammy grabbed his arm and spun him around. “Don’t be a fool! They’ll tear you apart!”

“They will?”

Now Rod was getting frightened. Everybody was screaming and shouting, they had just broken into the Director’s office, and what was  in that file?

In the far corner of the room was a small exit door. Strictly for emergencies. It had a bar and a plate on the bar that would set off the alarm.

Tammy didn’t care about the alarm, she cared about getting away and destroying the file. She ran for the emergency exit.

The other girls, not knowing what to do, followed their leader.

Rod, not knowing what to do but desperate to look at that file, ran after the girls.

Tammy pushed on the bar and the result was immediate. BWOOP! BWOOP! BWOOP!

The racket filled the convention center and woke up everybody. Everybody who hadn’t taken a sleeping pill, that is.

The girls piled through the door, followed by Rod, and just as Rod stepped onto the asphalt parking area in back of the convention center Lisa and her girls burst through the door and into the inner office.

“After them!” she screamed.

As she passed the Director’s desk she saw that the file was missing.

Damn! She should have thought of that! She should have taken the file with her earlier.

She burst into the night and stared across the parking lot.

The parking lot was next to the delivery door for the kitchens, and Tammy was leading her group across that lot and towards the athletic field.

She was running for the woods! She could hide in the woods all day and not be found!


Part Two

The alarm system had woken up everybody in the complex. Women were flooding out of their apartments, half dressed and panicked.

“What’s going on?”

“What’s that alarm?”

Two of the staff ran for Marsha’s apartment and pounded on the door. They used their fists and created a loud booming sound on the door.

No answer.

“Where is she?”

They assumed she was out because she hadn’t answered the door. They had no idea she was sleeping the good sleep on the other side of the door.

“Get her! Get that file!”

The girls heard Lisa, but they were focused on Roddie.

There he was, just forty yards ahead of them! The traitor ‘woman!’ The man who had penetrated their sanctum!”

“Get him!”

“Get Roddie!”

Ahead of Roddie Tammy suddenly realized that Lisa and her girls would get Roddie. That would be just as bad as if they got the file.

If they got Roddie they would have the living proof, not just a bunch of pictures and papers!

She stopped, and the girls stopped with her.

Roddie caught up. He was gasping and he felt like his ankles were going to break. His chest was sore where his boobs had been bouncing, and he bent over and tried to get more air into his lungs.

Tammy grabbed his arm and pulled him upright. She jammed the file into his arms. “Get away! Destroy the file! We’ll hold them back!”

She pushed Rod and he staggered across the lawn towards the far line of trees.

Trees, a short hill, and he would be so lost they would never find him!

And if Tammy thought he was going to destroy that file…not a chance. At least, not until he had read it.

He moved his arms and legs, his boobs bounced, and he tried not to let his heels sink into the turf.

Lisa saw Tammy in the darkness, standing with her friends, and she angled towards them. She couldn’t see Roddie, but he would be nearby.

“Get them!” she yelled, and the two groups came together.

Women are not known for fighting. They don’t have the muscle, they don’t practice making fists and punching things.

Still, for all that, they were the more vicious of the species.

Woman tackled woman.

Women rolled on the ground in groups of two and three.

Hair was pulled and fingernails broke as everybody tried to scratch everybody.

Tammy was yelling fiercely. For a moment she held her own, then the numbers of Lisa’s group were felt.

Three girls tackled Tammy and drove her to the ground.

Tammy shrieked in rage and pulled hair and one of the girls landed on her knee and gasped and rolled away.

Lisa was kicking somebody, but it hurt her more than the girl she was kicking. For all the fierce look of high heels, the pointy toes, there isn’t much substance and the toes bent, and the toes inside the shoes bent.

Georgette had closed with Jenny and the two rolled, biting and scratching and calling each other cunts.

For a long minute the two groups fought, then the fight went out of Tammy’s group. They were getting the worst of it, and there was no point in getting beaten up over…over…Rod?

And some of the girls started to wonder why they were fighting.

Sure, Rod was a traitor to women everywhere, but why were they fighting with each other?

Slowly the racket lessened, then women got up. Tammy’s group huddled in the center of Lisa’s larger group, and women sobbed and inspected their ripped clothes and scratches.

“Where’s Roddie,” blurted Lisa.

“Go find him,” Tammy snapped back.

“Where’s the file?”

“Somewhere you’ll never find it!”

Lisa was pissed. She had control of the situation, but she didn’t have the file or the man. She needed both! Roddie was living proof, and the file would be evidence as to who did what to him and why.

“Has anybody seen Roddie?”

Nobody had, but one of Lisa’s girls said, “He was with them. He must have kept going.”

“Big, brave man,” scoffed Lisa. “Can’t face a few women.”

Tammy: “Let him go, Lisa. What’s the point?”

“The point is that we’ve been betrayed! And we need to get him and punish him!”

“Punish a man? Hah! They’re already pretty sorry creatures.”

Lisa ignored Tammy at that point. “Okay, head for the woods, spread out and search. We’ve got to get him.”

Upstairs in the convention center the staff were getting frantic. There was no sign of the Director, and people could hear her phone ringing in her apartment. She had to be in her apartment! But what had happened to her?

The alarm bells were still clanging, and nobody seemed to know how to turn them off.

“I’ve got a master key!” yelled one of the staff who was charged with security. She produced a card and ran it next to the card reader.

Click!

They opened the door and pushed in.

The apartment was dark, no lights except for a night light in the bathroom.

The women charged down the short hall, past the bathroom, and into Marsha’s bedroom. The light switch was flicked and everybody stopped and stared.

Marsha lay on her bed, tangled in bedsheets. Her head was turned to the side and her eyes were open in horror. White foam was coming out of her mouth and she was obviously dead.

The director of the convention center had gotten drunk, taken a couple of sleeping pills, and the combination had killed her.

The security person, whose name was Julie, put out her hands and motioned everybody out of the room. “Out! This is a crime scene now. Out!”

The alarm bells clanged on, and now there was nobody in charge of the women’s retreat.

Tammy and her friends were walked back to the dining hall and held at a table.

In the woods Lisa and a dozen women were searching.

There was no sound, and certainly no sign of Roddie.

He had either stopped moving, or had gotten too far away.

But Lisa didn’t think he had gotten away. He was somewhere around here. Every once in a while, in the light of the moon that made it through the canopy of branches, she could see where the spikes of his high heels had penetrated the earth.

Suddenly one of the women ran up to her and handed her flashlight. “I have a few,” she explained, being a little out of breath for having run to the convention center and back. She handed the lights out.

“Excellent,” Lisa murmured. She turned on the light and stared at the earth.

There. Right in front of her, were the little indentations made by Roddie’s spikes. She followed them for two steps, then…they disappeared!

She turned and inspected the earth.

The trail just disappeared!

Rod had vanished!

Julie was in charge of security, but this situation was like none other. The Director dead, the alarms going off, and some of the women were babbling about a man running around in a dress!

What the hell was going on?

But, first things first, she turned to one of the guards under her. “The alarm switch is in a closet behind the front counter in the admin office.”

“Got it,” and the woman dashed off.

A moment later the alarm ceased, and there was still no silence.

Every woman in the convention center was out in her jammies, or half clothed, and chattering away in small groups.

“What’s the alarm for?”

“Why are those women being held in the dining hall?”

“What is going on?”

Julie picked up on the conversations and blinked. Women held prisoner in the dining hall? That had to have something to do with all this uproar!

She called a couple of women to her.

“Let’s got to the dining hall. Start gathering the women, tell them to be calm and report to the dining hall. Let’s get this sorted out.”

Slowly, calm began to come over the retreat.

Women returned to their rooms to fully dress, and then to head for the dining hall.

Out in the woods Lisa was stymied. There was no trace of Roddie! It was like he had vanished into thin air. Was running in his heels, then, suddenly, gone!

The women gathered next to the tree where the tracks ended.

“Where’d he go?”

“He couldn’t have gotten away!”

“He’s a magician!”

Lisa was listening, asking questions, and couldn’t figure it out.

They had been chasing him, and he couldn’t have gotten away…but…then it hit her.

The fob!

She had it in her pocket and she pulled it out.

If he was truly gone then this was useless. But if he was within two miles then…maybe…she pressed the fob.

“OOOOH!”

Crash, bang, slap!

“FUUUCK!”

CRACK, BAM!

Rod fell through the branches and the last branch barely broke his fall. As it was he landed right on top of Lisa. They collapsed on the ground.

Rod was a dazed mess. The fall through the branches had ripped his dress half off, his hair was a mess and his face was dirty. The only thing that held up were the high heels on his feet.

Lisa struggled to get out from under him. Other girls moved in and pulled Roddie to his feet.

At least, they tried.

He was contorting, wiggling, trying to stand up.

“Noo! Stoop it! Stop it!”

He had his hands down on his buttocks like he was trying to pull his buns apart.

He had, at last, by reading the file at the top of the tree by the moonlight, seen what had been done to him!

He wasn’t having sex! It was that stupid vibrator! They had put it in his heinie!

Suddenly the papers that had been in the file started filtering down through the trees. They fell on the women like big flakes of snow.

Rod howled on the ground and rubbed his butt on the earth like a dog trying to get rid of worms!

Lisa stood up, grinning, and brushed herself off. She felt her neck and grimaced. Damn fool had fallen right on her!

“Stop! Stop! Turn it off!”

Finally, not out of any mercy, but just because she was tired of his yowling, Lisa hit the button on the fob.

“Oh, fuck!” Rod sighed, collapsing on the ground.

“Okay, girls, grab him.”

No rest for Rod, they pulled him to his feet.

“Wait!” he mumbled. He was exhausted and bruised from his fall. His torn clothes were very comfortable, either.

“What’ll we do with him?”

Lisa thought briefly. She wanted to hide him away. Everybody was probably awake at the complex, so where could she stash him?

“Take him to the basement where that theater stuff is. Don’t let him leave. Chain him if you have to.”

“You can’t do that!” Rod protested. “That’s unlawful imprisonment!”

“You imitated a woman! There’s got to be a law against that,” snarled Lisa.

One of the woman slapped his arm.

The women pulled him through the woods, back out on the athletic field, and headed for the basement.

Lisa sheared off and headed for the dining hall. She could see all the lights on in there, and it look like women were streaming in through the doors.

The dining hall was packed. Women were seated at every table, and the walls were lined with them.

Over at the table where Tammy and her friends were being held a security guard was talking.

Good. She was just in time. She headed for the table.

“Here she is now!” one of her women blurted.

Tammy tried to stand up but was shoved down.

The head of security turned to Lisa. “So what is all this?”

“Where’s the Director?” countered Lisa.

“She died.”

That stopped Lisa, but only for a moment. She turned and pointed at Tammy. “That woman did illegal operations and made a man into a woman, then she snuck him in here.”

Julie turned to Tammy. “Is that true?”

“I want to talk to a lawyer.”

“Ha! That’s proof.”

“No,” said the security guard. “I think we need to head over to the main office and have a meeting. We need to—“

Lisa ignored her and climbed on top of a table. She held her hands up and yelled, “Attention! May I have everybody’s attention!”

The hub bub died down and all the women turned to her.

“Ladies! We have been invaded! A man has been changed into a woman and has infiltrated our convention! That woman, there…” she pointed at Tammy, “made it happen! She operated on the man so he could fool us! All the evidence is right here!” She held up the file.

“No! That’s—“

Georgette had gave Tammy a slap on the back of the head.

“Hey!” Tammy turned angrily.

“Shut up!”

Tammy looked at Julie, but Julie was totally out of her depth.

She ran a crew of five security guards, she made schedules and acted more like a host. She had no idea what to do in this situation.

On the table Lisa yelled, “Now it’s up to you! We have to decide what to do with the man!”

“Where is he?” somebody yelled.

“Who is he?” countered another.

“He’s the girl known as ‘Roddie.’ His real name is Rod, and he’s been spying on us! What are we going to do with him?”

For a moment there was silence, then somebody yelled out. “Cut off his pee pee!”

Girls all started to grin.

“Put him on a pole and twirl him around!”

Laughter.

Lisa was satisfied. She had gotten control of the situation. Now she just had to guide it a bit and make sure it all turned out the way she wanted.

Women began to raise their hands, to stand and speak, to give speeches for women’s rights, and how no man should be allowed to do the things Rod had done.

Though, to be honest, nobody really knew what he had done.

Finally, about an hour later, Lisa held up her hands.

“Okay! We have some great ideas, and I think we should have a vote on them.

“Where is Roddie?” asked someone.

“I have him, and tomorrow morning he will be put on display. You can all talk to him, get his side of the story. This will help you understand better how we should deal with him.

With that the meeting was at an end.

Women began to stand up and walk back to their rooms.

Tammy and her friends were finally released. There wasn’t much they could do about it…because Tammy was in on the big plot to fool women with Roddie. She could talk till she was blue in the face, but the woman would pretty much ignore her.

“I’d like that file,” said Tammy to Lisa.

“Not a chance. That’s proof.”

“Proof that could help me. When you think about it, the proof doesn’t do you much good. Not now.”

“I’ll think about it.

A few minutes later Tammy and her group left, and shortly after that the dining hall, except for a few clusters of women still chatting, was empty.

Rod sat in a chair in the basement. He wasn’t tied, but a dozen women stood around and glared at him.

His dress had been so ripped and torn the women had finally divested him of it, just ripping off the loose material until he was only in panties, bra and high heels.

The basement was huge. It contained everything needed for running a hotel complex, a retreat, including beds and other furniture, spare pieces of lumber, lamps and boxes of books, used sheets and so on.

It also held the scenery used when the complex hosted theater groups. Scenes from everything from Shakespeare to Neil Simon. Bits of furniture particular to a play, costumes, lights, electronic equipment…everything.

And, it had an actual pillory. Apparently some group had put on The Hunchback of Notre Dame, and they had left the actual machine.

It was across the basement, and it was an ugly looking thing. It had a short dais to cover up the wheels they rolled it around on. There was a thick beam standing up with two planks laid across it. the planks had holes in them for the Hunchback’s hands and head. Just looking the thing gave Rod the shivers.

Rod looked around and tried to ignore the torture device.

He knew what had happened to him.

He had played the trick on his wife, locked the vibrator to her piercings. Then she had trapped him. Apparently three women had waylaid him at his tent while he was playing with the remote that was vibrating Lara’s pussy.

Now that he had read of it, he sort of remembered it. He had been given a shot and…and woke up a woman.

They had sewed his cock down, pushed his balls up, and given him a gigantic pair of vacation boobs.

And the coup de grace, they had put the vibrator he had bought for Lara up his own butt!

Oh, how the Gods loved irony.

Then they had made him up with permanent make up and put him in one of the rooms at the convention center.

And he had woken up, thoroughly confused and discombobulated.

And the women had played the game, pretending they didn’t know anything. And maybe most of them didn’t, but Tammy and Jenny and their freinds, they knew.

He didn’t know how he was supposed to feel about that.

He was horny. They had made him so horny, but he could get no relief except for when Lara had pressed the button and turned the vibrator on.

Oh, Lord. That had driven him out of his mind.

But then things seemed to have turned left.

The girls had discovered his ‘condition,’ these were girls who were not in the loop, and they had had bad reactions to him being a woman.

Tell the truth, he didn’t really understand what had happened. He just knew that many women were angry with him.

But, when you think about it, what else could they do to him?

His weeny was about as chastised as it could be—short of complete castration.

And they wouldn’t castrate him.

Would they?

On thinking on it, he wasn’t sure.

Anyway, here he sat, and he couldn’t overpower the dozen women who guarded him.

And he wondered where his wife was right now. She had to be within a couple of miles to activate the love buzzer in his butt when he was out at the lake.

Suddenly there was a clatter at the end of the space they were in, and Lisa stomped down the stairs.

Well, maybe she didn’t stomp, but she was not a gentle personality.

“Okay, girls, gather around. We have a plan.”

The women went to her and she spoke in a low voice. There were a couple of giggles, and a couple of glances his way.

Great

Well, at least something would be happening. He didn’t care if they called the police or whatever, he was just glad for something to be happening.

After a minute the girls came sauntering back towards him, and they were sauntering a little too nonchalantly.

“What?” asked Rod as they approached.

They reached him and leaped at him and grabbed his arms and legs.

Rod didn’t bother struggling because…what could they do?

He did feel funny, however, being wrestled to the ground.

Then two girls went over to the pillory and pushed it towards him. The wheels needed oil and they made a creaking sound.

“Hey!”

Now he was alarmed. They were moving the pillory towards him, and he didn’t want to be put in a pillory!

It was too late, however. He had missed his chance to struggle.

The pillory rolled right up to him, and the girls, with much effort, managed to get his hands and head on the bottom plank, and the top plank closed over him.

Rod was screaming and kicking and crying, but they just locked the pillory and that was it.

“Let me go! This is cruel and unusual! This is against the constitution!”

Lisa walked up to him, laughing through a sneer. “Okay, Mr. Big Bad Man, it’s time to teach you a lesson.”

“I didn’t do anything! Let me go!”

“Okay, girls, let’s go.”

The girls began pushing the pillory. They pushed it to the far end of the basement and the ramp that led to the outside world.

Rod tried to struggle, but quickly gave it up. The wood was much stronger than him.

He felt the ramp tilt the pillory, then he was pushed up and into the night.

The night was balmy. He could see because the lights of the convention center were on. He was in the parking lot behind the convention center, where he had been running just a couple of hours previous.

“You better let me go,” he said. “I’ve got a lawyer.”

That didn’t impress the women and they pushed him across the parking lot, down a corridor and into the dining hall.

They set the pillory at the head of the dining hall.

Rod could see, but only with a downward slant. The air felt cool on his semi-nakedness.

The girls retreated laughing and making jokes about him, then it was quiet.

He was alone.

Oh, there was a woman standing guard at a table, but she shortly put her head down and went to sleep. It had been a long night, after all.

They had put a stool under Rod’s butt, so he was sitting, though leaning forward in a tiring position.

He sat, and said nothing. There was nothing he could say. So he waited for the dawn, or perhaps the next in the series of mishaps that life was creating for him.

Morning. Another wonderful day in paradise.

Women across the convention center came out of their sleep. They stretched and yawned and smiled.

Like as not they thought about the happenings of the night previous.

Roddie was a man.

Roddie had snuck in, and now he was their prisoner.

Oh, what joyous things they could do to him.

At the end of one wing Lara stretched and sighed.

She was feeling a little muggy, having taken two sleeping pills on top of the alcohol she had imbibed.

Why she didn’t die like the Director did is a mystery. Perhaps it was because the Director was a few years older. Perhaps it was just a trick of DNA.

Whatever the reason, Lara got out of bed and had no idea that the Director had died.

She got dressed and headed for the dining hall.

She was walking behind a trio of women when she first heard of the activities of the night before.

“They’ve got him in the dining hall. In a pillory.”

“A pillory? what for?”

“I think they want to know where his wife is. Her room was canceled and nobody has seen her. I think her name is Lara.”

Lara was stunned. Lara? Her name? Could they be talking about her? The Director had canceled her room and given her another, but…could it be?”

She turned and headed for the Director’s apartment. She retraced her steps of the night before, but when she arrived there there were several security personnel standing at the door. A pair of EMTs rolled a gurney out of the Director’s suite. On the gurney was a covered form.

Lara moved up next to the security person. “Is that…”

“It’s the Director,” said the security guard sadly.

“What happened?”

“Don’t know. They found her dead last night. Maybe poison.”

Stunned, Lara retreated.

The director dead. Somebody in a pillory in the dining hall. Was this all her doing?

She had to know more, but she couldn’t afford going into the dining hall. Somebody might recognize her.

She headed to the back door of the kitchen, snuck in, and was ignored by the kitchen workers. She stood to one side of door that led into the hall and looked out.

The hall was packed. Women sitting, eating, gathered in groups, discussing…things.

And, at the head of the dining hall was a pillory.

And Rod.

Roddie.

His head and arms were trapped in the pillory and several woman were talking to him.

Then a woman stood on the low platform of the pillory and raised her hands. “Okay! Okay! Voting is over!”

Voting? What the heck?

“Roddie will be displayed here for the remainder of our convention time. He will then be relieved of his manhood…“ there was laughter, “…and turned loose.

Lara lost her balance, fell against the wall with her shoulder.

They were going to castrate him?

In the hall: “What do you think of that, Roddie?”

“This is against the law! I have rights!”

“You don’t have the right to dress like a woman and spy on us!”

“I didn’t! You read the file! I was tricked and trapped!”

“No matter. You still have to pay the price!”

Then the woman left the platform and walked away.

And then the fun started.

Lara watched in dismay as women lined up to see Rod.

They smashed fruit in his face, put fingers in him, felt his package, which was non-existent, and generally abused him.

Horrified, Lara backed away, turned and left the kitchen.

Rod stood in the pillory. Women passed around him. They felt his boobs, mushed watermelon in his hair, and put fingers into him.

And they put other things into him, too.

Not too large, but…not too small.

It was amazing how many women had brought dildos and vibrators and even strap ons to the convention.

Lara came to watch after a couple of hours, hoping he was alone, but he wasn’t.

Now she was ashamed of the things the women were doing to him.

She was a woman, women were kind, but not now. Now the women seemed to be possessed of a mean spirit, and they vied in outdoing each other in their treatment of Rod.

Poor Rod.

Poor Rod stood in the pillory. With all the stuff being mush into his face, the bananas and tomatoes and stuff, he wasn’t hungry.

He did have to go to the bathroom, but they wouldn't let him, so he went in place.

First he peed, which made the woman laugh and lined up behind him to smack his fanny.

And when he was done they felt the head of his peeny and made remarks about his size.

But, the odd thing, Rod liked it.

He had been scared, but now he wasn’t.

The women weren’t only smashing fruit on him, some of them were kissing him. Some of them were fondling his breasts. Most of them were feeling where his peeny had been sewed to the perineum, and they marveled and asked him how it felt.

“Not bad,” he said, “when you get used to it.”

“How do you pee? When you’re not standing up like this?”

“I have to sit down. But I have to say that the worst thing is how horny it makes me.”

All the women wanted to know about that.

“How does it make you horny?”

My clothes, almost all clothes, rub the head of my penis, and it feels so good.”

Some of the women rubbed their dresses over his head, and he groaned.

They laughed, and started to commiserate with him.

“Poor Roddie, all horny and no place to go.”

He chuckled, be it in a rueful way.

“We’ll help you,” and some of the women bent down and licked his peeny head.

That was even worse, and Rod wiggled and tried to push back, but he wasn’t capable of much motion.

By mid day the fruit treatment had dwindled away. Now the women wanted to touch him, to feel him, to ask him how it all felt.

Unfortunately, Lara was out of the kitchen now, and she didn’t see how Rod was winning the women over to himself.

The day passed, and Lara waited for her chance.

Finally, after dinner, after everybody went to sleep, she had one.

There was only one woman on guard, and she had her head down on a table by the side door.

Lara took off her heels and walked the length of the dining hall. she was carrying a pot of water and a kitchen towel.

Rod was half dozing, but he stirred as she squatted next to him.

“Um…who?”

“It’s me, Rod. Don’t make any noise.”

“Lara?” he smiled. “I was wondering where you were. Did you come to rescue me?”

“I can’t. I can’t open that big padlock on the side of the pillory.”

“Oh, well, that’s okay. I’m sort of enjoying myself.”

“You are?”

“All these women, they like me.”

“But they’re going to cut your penis off!”

“Oh, yeah. That.” He was silent for a minute, then said, “I don’t care.”

“You don’t!”

“Not really. I get more sexual sensations from that love buzzer. They put it in my butt, you know.”

“I know.”

He tried to look at her. She was biting her lip as she washed his face and body.

“I guess you were in on it.”

She nodded, then realized he couldn’t hear a nod.

“I was. I’m sorry, Rod.”

“Don’t be. I’m having fun, and…I guess you out practical joked me.”

She couldn’t see his grin in the dim lighting, but she knew he was smiling.

“I will get you out of here, Rod.”

“Oh. Well, could you wait till the last day? Let me have some fun first?”

This was a new Rod. A gentle and understanding Rod. Making him a woman had definitely changed him.

“I can, but…you risk the castration.”

“Oh, well.” Then, “I’m sort of looking forward to it. I like having tits, I like feeling this way. I love the way the women are treating me.”

“But they smash fruit in your face and…and tease you!”

But it’s all in fun, and they aren’t so mean lately. It seems like they’re getting used to me.”

For a long moment Lara was silent, then, “Rod, I have a confession to make.”

“Oh?”

“I made love to the Director of the camp.”

“You did?” But he wasn’t judging, or mad, just wondering. “How was it?”

“It was wonderful. Rod, if you…when you get out of this…I’m going to want to make love to more women.”

“You are?” Pause. “Oh. Well, good.”

“Good?”

“Sure. People should enjoy their lives. And if somebody can give you more pleasure than I do…that’s okay.”

With that Lara started crying. She cried softly, but was afraid of waking up the guard. She crept through the hall and outside where she cried louder.

Rod was changed. He was still a man, at least for a while, but…he was the soft, gentle kind of man that…maybe she didn’t need to make love to a lesbian. Maybe, if Rod went ahead and was castrated, maybe he would be woman enough for her?


Epilogue

Rod and Lara lay on lounge chairs and watched the ocean.

They were on a cruise ship, enjoying life and thinking about how odd life was.

Rod had been rescued the day before he was to be castrated, and a lot of women were arrested.

Rod had eventually sued everybody involved, and the women’s organization had paid him a tidy sum.

And, oddest of all, to accomplish all the legalities involved in suing a large corporation, he had to sue his own wife first!             

But whereas the women’s corporation had paid him tens of millions of dollars, Lara hadn’t paid him anything. Yet.

But, someday, he was fond of threatening.

“Waiter, another Margarita!”

A young man in a monkey suit brought him a platter with a couple of Margaritas on it, and he and Lara sighed and sipped.

After a moment Lara asked, “Are you still thinking about getting rid of your junk?”

“Oh, sometimes. But now that I’m out of that scene…not so much.”

“I still have the desire to make love to women.”

Rod smiled and looked at her. “I’ve still got boobs, and we can tie my junk back between my legs. Would you like to do that tonight?”

“Oh, yes!”

The couple leaned towards each other, kissed, then sank back in their chairs and watched the rolling ocean.

END
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Sissy Ride: The Book

PART ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

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

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

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

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

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

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

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

I typed:

Who is this?

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

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

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

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

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

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

I typed:

What do you know about me?

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

DING!

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

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

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

DING!

Watch this!

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

I clicked on the link.

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

Mommy Compilation part four!

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

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

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

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

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

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

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

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

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

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

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

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

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

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

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

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

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

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

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

that is my reward for helping you.

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

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

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

I had never thought about being a woman.

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

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

I typed:

I’ll do it.

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

HURRY!

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

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

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

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

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

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

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

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

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

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

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

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

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

I put them in my bra.

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

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

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

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

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

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

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

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

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

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

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

Then I saw the dress.

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

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

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

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

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

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

Then I realized the solution.

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

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

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

‘My’ dress.

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

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

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

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

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

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

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

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

I had my own set of tits!

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

DING!

Lipstick.

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

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

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

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

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

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

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

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

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

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

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

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

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

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

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

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

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

Still, nothing connected.

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

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck!

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

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

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

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

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

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

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

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

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

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

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

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

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

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

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

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

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

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

Then it was done.

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

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

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

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

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

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

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

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

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

And then, finally, it was over.

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

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

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

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

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

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

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

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

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

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

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

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

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

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

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

What had I done?

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

Three days.

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

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

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

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

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

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

I called Tanya then.

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

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

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

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

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

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

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

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

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

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

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

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

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

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

DING!

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

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

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

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

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

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

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

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

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

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

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

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

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

“Are you all right?”

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

DING!

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

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

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

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

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

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

DING!

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

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

DING! DING! DING!

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

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

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

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

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

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

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!
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