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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Author’s Note

I’m a big fan of monster movies. I especially like the ones back in the fifties. You know the ones, where the girl is running through the woods and has to trip?

What? You say that still happens in today’s movies?

Well, I never knew. I’ll have to watch some modern movies.

Anyway, this alien invasion is about women capturing men, and the only way men can escape is by fooling the aliens into thinking they are women. And sometimes even that doesn’t work!

Enjoy, and…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Lane was afraid she new who he was. What he was.

At first it was just a suspicion, then he noted that she was keeping pace with him.

He walked on the floor of the factory, his skirts swishing, his breasts protruding, his hair down his back.

His eyes were shadowed and his lashes long. His lipstick was as red as red could be.

How could she have seen him?

He went to the next machine and began his inspection. Pull levers, wind the machine down, take it off line.

Check the pressure gauge, check for leaks, and out of the corner of his eye he saw her.

She was beautiful, but then they all were.

Large breasts, the skin tight suit that revealed every nook and cranny on her body, hair to the waist.

He stayed bent over, twisted the locking screws and began the procedure for checking the various tolerances.

The odd thing was that he didn’t know what the machine did. He had been trained, and he followed his training, and that was the way it went.

Ten minutes later, sweating bullets for the inspector on the catwalk watching him, Lane began the powering up procedure. Levers and buttons, watch the gauges. And, RRRRR! The machine was up and running and doing whatever the machines did.

He stood for a moment, terrified, forcing himself to be calm, to not reveal that he had seen the woman, and that he had any reason to fear.

She was leaning on the rail, he could see her reflection in the large glass on a gauge. He couldn’t tell if she had the large, slanted cat’s eyes that aliens had.

Lane sighed, tried to look normal, and headed for the locker room. It was the end of his shift, and the sooner he could get out from under the eye of the alien Overseer the sooner he would be happy.

“Hey, Lana,” Rhonda greeted Lane, passing him on the way to take over his circuit.

They bumped fists and smiled.

Hers was natural, his felt like a rictus.

Teeth presented and perspiration down his back and between his breasts.

To be discovered now, after all they had done to hide him. It was a terrible thought.

He entered the locker room and headed for his locker. If the Overseer followed him into the locker room he was toast. HE would know that she knew, and he would have to run for it.

Run against drones and women armed with paralyzing rays.

Women who moved likes cats sneaking up, who were beautiful, but would fuck a man with a dick in a heartbeat.

Which wouldn’t have been bad, except when the fuck was over they kept the man’s dick.

Lane pulled his work suit off and hung it in his locker. No sign of the Overseer.

He didn't take a shower because his penis was taped up and he couldn’t risk the tape getting so wet it wouldn’t hold.

He used a sponge and wiped his frame, spritzed with perfume to hide his male scent, then slipped his panties on.

And bra.

Then, his goodies covered up, his apparent femininity on display, he took his time and put on his dress, applied his make up, brushed his hair, and put on his raincoat.

No Overseer. She must have decided he wasn’t a man. Maybe she had been following him out of sure coincidence.

Though he doubted that.

The Overseers could smell a man’s cock a mile away.

Unless, of course,  he was perfumed and his cock was hidden by gaff, and the man had breasts implanted, and the man had been trained to look like a woman.

Like Lane had.

“You going to the games tonight?” asked Sally, from the next locker over.

“Watch aliens fight for the honor of castrating a man?”

“Aw, it’s not castrating,” Sally smiled. “It’s sex.”

Lane smiled back. “I know. But every time an Overseer wins a man, and takes his manhood, it’s that much less likely that people like you or I will ever get a man.”

Sally sighed. “I suppose you’re right. Still, watching the games provides some sort of release. I mean, those Overseers are strong!”

“Tell me about it!” Lane sat for a moment and talked with Sally about the games. This was what normal women did, and he had to appear normal.He had to appear exactly like a woman at all times, or he would end up a prize for the games.

Finally, after ten minutes, more women came in, the shift from section B2. They moved in, laughing and tired, and they were all too willing to discuss with Sally the glory of the games and how tough the Overseers were, which gave Lane an opportunity to make his way to the exit.

He stepped into the night and pulled his raincoat tighter. He did this for warmth, and because it emphasized his breasts.

He gazed fondly down at his 38Fs. These babies had saved his bacon any number of times! The Overseers saw those and they moved on. No man here.

He walked across the yard to the gate, joining dozens of other women. He made sure his hair went down over his shoulders. It might get wet, but anything that allayed the Overseer’s inspection was okay.

Out the gate and down the street. Part of the crowd of women heading for home. Up ahead a line of women were getting onto the bus.

And he remembered when the aliens had first come to the planet.

He had been a man in appearance then, and men walked the streets freely. They were in charge. They worked the good jobs, married and had children, and life was good.

Then the Overseers had come.

Earth had no defense for the advanced weaponry, and the aliens moved in with a vengeance.

Men were collected and taken away, imprisoned in big camps to await the Overseers pleasure.

Women replaced men in the factories and farms, and Lane had gone underground. And underground was no picnic.

He had lived by the good graces of earth women.

Fortunately, he was in demand.

He could never tell what kind of woman he had to beg for food, or to trade his services for a night of sleep.

Many women wanted men, because now there was a shortage of them. These women would feed him, hide him, and all for a night of love making.

Sometimes Lane wasn’t attracted to those women, but he did what he had to to survive.

Fat women, ugly women, cruel women who want to beat him with a whip then screw him.

And the occasional beauty.

And he had to be careful that they didn’t try to lock him up and keep him, chain him to a wall in a basement and save him for themselves.

These women he had to detect and make his getaway while they were still sleeping, for one never knew when they would turn him in. For spite or reward, he was a wanted man.

And, worst of all, were the ones who just wanted him because they wanted alien ‘brownie points.’ A bit extra food, a better job. And they would try to drug him, or even club him on the back of the head, and call the Overseers.

But finally Lane had found Anna.

Anna was good looking, kind, and she wanted to save him not for sex or for reward…but just because it was the right thing to do.

Anna had helped him get implants. She had helped him look like a woman. She had showed him how to talk and walk and hide his junk.

And Anna was the one he ended up falling in love with.

“Have your pass ready,” called the bus driver.

Lane took out his pass and waited. He only had three more people to be scanned before it was his turn.

Then it was his turn. The bus driver ran the scanner over his pass, didn’t blink, didn’t suspect a thing, and Lane climbed onto the bus.

It was quiet on the bus. A long day tired the girls out, and only a few engaged in dull conversations.

Lane made his way to the rear door and sat near it. If something happened he wanted to be able to get out quick.

And it was this habit that enabled him to see the Overseer.

It might not be the same one, but it might be.

And it might even be a different one.

Maybe somebody had revealed him, and even now there was a warrant out for him.

He turned his body and shifted, hid his face behind another passenger’s, and the Overseer moved on.

Had she been looking into the bus for him? Or just glancing? Or somebody else?

Lane didn’t know, and he sat slumped, tired, and sagged back as the doors closed and the buss lurched into motion.

The city was now ‘alien-ized.’

Once it had been rows of houses where families had played in the yards, where men had turned on the barbecues and the kids had played baseball in the streets.

Once old people had walked dogs and babies had learned to toddle along.

Now the houses were in the process of being replaced. Flying machinery came down, scooped up a house and took it away.

More machinery came and leveled and packed the earth. Packed it so tight plants couldn’t grow out of it, and only jackhammers could make a dent.

Then alien structures were dropped down and secured.

The aliens preferred domes. They planted alien plants in boxes around the domes. They had their own version of barbecues and eyed the human females with slanted eyes that seemed to pierce the soul. To weight the human spirit down with a mere glance.

And the men grew scarcer and scarcer.

Taken away in the night.

Arrested and bundled off to camps.

Prizes in the games, won and loved, and in the loving their penises were somehow devoured.

The alien women were strong, and they threw the men down at the end of the games. They rode them, and had climax, which was a violent spasm of the vagina that dissolved a man’s root.

Some of the men would die on the spot, some would stumble out of the stadium, bleeding, crying out for help.

The aliens were done with them. They had had their reproductive jollies, and what was the worth of a man with no manhood?

Many of the men walked towards the edge of town, into the woods, where they disappeared.

A few of the men were rescued by earth women.

The aliens thought that was funny, rescuing a man with no penis. ‘What was the point?’ they could be heard saying, then they would laugh at what was, in their culture, a timeless joke.

The bus rumbled through the outskirts of the city, into one of the areas set aside for humans.

It passed ramshackle houses, hovels built of cardboard and slats.

The smell of cook fires filled the air and seeped into the passing bus.

Dirty kids watched from sidewalks.

There were almost no children under 6, because it had been six years since the aliens had started collecting the men. And if a woman got pregnant now they would be taken away and interrogated as to where the man was who had done that to them.

The bus slowed down and stopped.

To one side was an old bus terminal. The doors and window gone, individual women had their own camp in there, and a couple of women guards, armed with spears and clubs, watched from the gaping doorway.

The door opened and Lane slipped down the stairs and headed into the darkness. He hoped and prayed there was no Overseer trailing him. To last this long and then be captured…that wouldn’t be fair.

He turned into an alley and steps around debris and past a group of women arguing over the carcass of a cat.

What cruel twist of fate had delivered that morsel of food to the cook fires?

As he turned onto the next street he caught a glimpse of a shadow. The shape of a helmet, the glint of a visor.

Oh, fuck.

He turned nonchalantly onto the next street, then sprinted for the next one, turned, twisted, ran through the alleys of the human slums.

Finally, gasping for breath, he lifted a flap and entered his domicile.

Anna was bent over the small fire and warming herself. She stood up whirled. “Lana? What’s wrong?”

Lane put his finger to his mouth. “Shh.”

Now panicked, Anna threw a blanket over the fire. It would ruin the blanket which, though threadbare and tattered, was very valuable. But for Lane to be caught by the Overseers was worse.

They stood in the darkness and listened. Then Lane moved the door covering slightly and peered through the slit.

Long minutes passed, then he saw the Overseer pass. She was tall, as were most Overseers, maybe six foot five. Her breasts were big and her tiny waist hid her enormous strength. Those shapely thighs could crush a moose.

Her helmet turned side to side as she inspected the shacks and hovels of the street.

Lane closed the thin covering and pinched it tight with his fingers. He prayed, his heart stopped, but…the Overseer moved on.

He sagged, careful not to lean against the wall as it might collapse.

“An Overseer?” asked Anna, her voice trembling.

“Yes,” he whispered.

He came to her then, held her in the dark.

Two human bodies pushed together for warmth, for reassurance. Humanity did still exist, be it in dark shadows and out of the sight of an alien race.

“Come on,” Anna said, pulling him towards the fire. “I’ve made you a soup.”

They sat down next to each other and Anna pulled the blanket off the fire. It wasn’t too badly scorched, and the fire started up. Beside the fire a  bit of gruel simmered in a used number 10 can. Anna had found some oven mitts and she held the can while Lane fed himself. Then she ate.

Finally, their hunger not assuaged, but at least at bay, they huddled in the corner of the hut on a pile of leaves covered by a ripped tarp.

“So what happened?” she asked.

Lane kissed her lips softly. “I don’t know. I was working, same as usual, then I noticed one of them watching me from the catwalks.”

“All day?”

“Just the last couple of hours of the shift.”

Anna was silent for a moment, then, “Do you think she knows you’re a man?”

“I don’t know. If she suspected why didn’t she come get me right then? Nobody’s going to stop them from an on the spot search.”

They thought for a moment, their bodies on the side, their faces close enough to warm each other with their breath.

“Have you been using perfume?”

“Regularly. And I’ve been careful not to sweat. I don’t think she smelled me.

“Let’s get you out of that gaff.”

“Oh, yes!” he sighed in relief.

Anna shimmied down under the blankets and tugged his gaff off. His penis sprang up, right in her face, and she took a moment to enjoy it with her mouth.

“Oh, God!” whined Lane.

She giggled. “Glad to be out of your knickers, eh?”

“Glad to be in your mouth.”

They were silent for a moment then.

“Do you think we can do it?”

“Maybe. If I don’t sweat.”

“And you can’t cum in me, I can’t risk getting pregnant.”

He rarely came, and then only far away from their home. They couldn’t risk the odor getting out.

Anna moved up, held his breasts, sucked the nipples, and pushed him over on his back.

She sat on him, lay on him, and he sighed. He was home.

They lay, not moving, just enjoying.

“Should you go back to work tomorrow?”

“I’m afraid to,” he answered candidly. “If she’s suspicious…it’s only a matter of time.”

“Oh, honey,” she hugged him, snuggled onto him, “We can’t risk that.”

Their mouths met and mashed for a long moment, then he asked, “Can you leave?”

“Leave this shanty town? I suppose. We might have trouble in the next one, our passes are for only this town.”

“Do we have enough money saved up to buy new ones?”

“Maybe. If not, just one of us could get a pass, and the other one…”

“Would have to not work until was could get another pass.”

“I’ll work,” she said.

“No. I’m used to it.”

“But you’re at such a risk working! We would be going through the same thing again.”

“Not if we’re careful.”

They were silent, neither saying anything, but his penis was talking.

It was wiggling inside her and she giggled. “Stop that.”

“Tell the sun to stop shining,” pushed her shoulders up, bent his head, and availed himself of her lush breasts.

She moaned, careful to keep the sound down, then fell on him, held him super tight.

“Oh, I wish those bastards had never come to our planet.”

“Is there a God?” wondered Lane.

“Are you close?” she asked.

“Don’t worry, if I get close, when I get close, I’ll get out.”

“And finish me with your hands?”

“And mouth.”

She smiled against his chest and began licking his nipples again.

“I wish we could afford to get your body modified some more.”

“What? Give me a big honker? What else is left to modify?”             

“Again they were silent, thinking of the operations he had had to endure to hide himself from the aliens. That was right after the Overseers had arrived, when they still had money for such things.

“I’m getting close,” he mumbled.

“You poor boy,” she hissed throatily, her own desires climbing. “To hold still and not move, then to be kicked out.”

“Some day we’ll do it right,” he said.

“Oh, I don’t know,” she giggled. “I sort of like having you so desperate.”

“Oh…fuck!”

He pulled back, and only a single drop escaped his raging hard on.

Anna bent quickly and licked it, and held his penis in her mouth, didn’t move, kept the smell of semen from escaping.

Those damned Overseers!

Suddenly the flap over the door was swept back.

Anna and Lane started, looked to the side, towards the door.

It was an Overseer!

“No!” cried out Lana.

“Oh, shit!” Lane tried to get out from under his girlfriend and the blankets. He had to fight!

It was dark, but in the gloom the Overseer didn't move.

Lane managed to crouch, he was waiting for the alien woman to shoot him with a paralyzing ray, to call for more Overseers, but the large woman just stood there.

“Come on, you bitch!” he growled and gritted his teeth.

“Don’t fight,” came the voice. A normal voice, sounded earth-like, no trace of that weird, guttural alien sound.

“I’ll kill you!”

“Keep your voice down,” the alien took off her helmet.

Anna and Lane were frozen. Aliens rarely took off their helmets, and then usually only in the safety of the plant. They had learned that earth snipers could be patient, and accurate. But that was years ago, when men still fought back.

Then the woman shook her head and her hair was loose.

Not dark blue-ish, no weirdly slanted eyes.

No unearthly gleam from the alien depths.

“You’re n earthling!” Anna gasped.

She smiled, gave her hair a shake, and said, “At your service.”

“Oh, my God!”

Still, Lane wasn’t relaxed. Too many women would sell a man for an alien penny.

“You tracked me here?”

“It was hard. You’re good. But I’m Womanus Maximus, and my intuition is strong.

“Womanus Maximus?” asked Anna. “I’ve heard rumors…”

“They’re true. I’ll tell you more, but we have to see about getting him out of here.”

“Where?” blurted Lane.

“Too hard to explain, and don’t talk. I can hear the male in you, and if I can…they can.”

“But…you’ve got to tell us more!”

“I will, but let’s get close to the fire. I want to be gone in fifteen, and I want to be warm before we go.”

She moved forward and both Lane and Anna started, but she only squatted next to the fire, then sat Indian style, with crossed legs, and put out her hands.

“Sit next to me, be quiet, and I’ll tell you what I can.”

Unsure of themselves, yet offered a sprig of hope, Lane and Anna each sat on one side of her. The fire, small as it was, offered a bit of heat, and they pulled blankets over their shoulders.

“My name is Shantu. My Womanus Maximus name, that is. I never use my old name now.” She smiled wanly at the two.

“Before the aliens came I belonged to an organization. The Silithian Organization.”

“Silithia!” gasped Lana. “I’ve heard that name.”

“Yes. There was a book written on her. She discovered the secrets of a long life, she found how to evolve into something more than just mere woman. No offense.”

Lana was too interested to take offense.

“Mankind was to be evolved into four parts, this the natural progression of mankind as he evolves. On the bottom were the breeders. Men who refused to evolve. Considered alpha male by some, we were going to use them for breeding purposes, make them put aside their warlike nature, subvert it into sex for the purposes of procreation.

“The next stage of evolution were men who were not alpha, who didn’t want to wage constant war. These men we feminized, we turned them into women, and it was a blessing.”

Lane thought about that. He had been living as a woman for years, hiding his form and his natural way of thinking, forcing himself not to go bat shit crazy and attack the Overseers. He guessed he wasn’t alpha, dressed as a woman as he was, not fighting back though he wanted to.

“The third stage of evolution was being a woman. Women could be trusted to not enter into the chaos that men brought. They could understand and be enlisted for the transition to Womanus Maximus.

“Womanus Maximus is the final stage. Our bodies grow to their natural height and shape. We have impeccable intuition. We’re big and strong and we trust our intuition.”

“You’re as big as an Overseer!” blurted Lane.

“Shhh. Control yourself. And, yes. I’m as big as an Overseer, and that’s how I can pass for one.”

“But why would you want to?” asked Anna.

“So I can rescue men.”

Lane and Anna went silent. Hope flared in their chests, but it was yet a faint hope.

“I’ve never fought an Overseer, we’re too weak as a species to risk it. But I can pass for one, and I search among the survivors for men.”

“You’ve found other men?”

“Men like you. Men who can control themselves, who have the guts to act like women and bide their time.”

“Bide my time? When is there going to be time?” he asked bitterly.

“It will come. But we’re all going to have to band together, to sacrifice. There’s a lot of aliens, but Womanus Maximus is gearing up for war.”

“War,” breathed Lane, wanting to fight the aliens with all his heart and soul.

“What kind of sacrifice?” asked Anna.

Shantu was silent for a moment. Then: “We need more men. The aliens have decimated us. While we are individually strong, our numbers are so weak…it will take years to—“

“Repopulate.”

Shantu watched Anna and there was a strange tension in the room.

“You’re going to take Lana and make her into one of these ‘breeder’s’ you’ve been talking about.”

“Careful, girl. We’re not going to ‘take her.’ We just…”

Anna’s voice rose. “You’re going to take Lana away from me.”

Lane stared at his girlfriend. There was a shrillness to her voice that he had never heard before.

“Keep your voice down.”

“I won’t let you take him from me! HEL—“

Shantu spun and slapped a hand over Anna’s mouth. She was amazingly strong and she wrestled the girl to the floor in a heartbeat.

Lane jumped up, but didn’t know what to do. He didn’t understand why Anna was acting this way. He didn’t know whether he should fight the Womanus Maximus, or…or what?

Thoughts of getting out of this city were foremost in his thoughts, but what was happening here?

Shantu put her face next to Anna’s ear and hissed. “We won’t take him from you, but he’s going to have to help us repopulate the planet. Women are a hundred to one compared to men. How can we fight the aliens with those numbers? How can we beat the Overseers if we don’t breed, all of us, and raise a new crop of men, of alpha men, who have even more desire to fight than Womanus Maximus? You will have to do your part, and if that means sharing your man, so be it. But we will not sunder any relationship. We will not divide men and women who have made their choices. We will respect their choices. Is that clear?”

Anna had stopped struggling under Shantu’s immense strength, and now she was listening. Her eyes were wide and she stared up at the Womanus Maximus.

Lane understood now, and he understood that he was merely a pawn being fought over. He didn’t like it, but…he understood he had to play his part.

“Are we okay?” asked Shantu.

Anna said nothing.

“Look, I can twist your head off, but I don’t want to. We don’t need just alpha men, we need women who can aspire to be Womanus Maximus. We need you, and you’ll find that the little sacrifice of sharing your man will pale compared to the abilities you will gain. Do you understand?”

Anna gave a subtle nod of her head in the grip of the bigger woman.

“Okay. I’m going to let go, but if you act the fool…” her warning was dire, and Anna watched her. Not happy, but resigned.

Shantu let go of Anna’s mouth.

Anna said nothing.

Shantu backed up, but it was clear that she was ready to move if Anna tried to yell.

“Okay. Good,” Shantu breathed out.

She helped Anna sit up, and the two women watched each other.

“Anna, it’ll be okay,” said Lane.

But in the space of the room it was as if he hadn’t even spoken.

Anna glanced at him, then back to Shantu.

He was a pawn. Oddly, Lane felt that Shantu was giving him more choice than Anna.

But he felt such strong feelings for Anna. She had saved him, helped him, kept him safe…and for years!

“So how are you going to get us out of here?” asked Anna. She was like a cat ready to pounce, quivering with energy, and there was still the question of which way she was going to pounce.

Shantu was willing to give her the benefit of the doubt, and she said, “I’m going to put you two in chains and march you to the rear gate. I’ve got an order from the Overseer commandant from two cities over. You’re fugitives and I caught you. I’ve done it before, and I can bluff us past them.

“You can?” Lane was a bit doubtful.

“Trust me. What’s your names, anyway?”

“Lane and Anna,” said Lane.

Anna said nothing. Lane knew deep currents were running in his woman right then, and he was afraid she was going to snap.

“Okay. Give me a minute to fill in the warrant.”

They watched as she produced two official looking forms, complete with alien writing, and filled in their names.

Anna looked like she was about to say something, but didn’t. Just watched like a cat watches a mouse.

Then Shantu stood up. Her head brushed the roof and she handed two sets of manacles to Lane and Anna.

“I’ll take them off as soon as we’re out of the city.”

“How do we know you aren’t tricking us?” Anna glared at the larger woman.

“Because I wouldn’t go through this whole thing. I would have just arrived with others, or shot you with a paralyzing ray.”

Lane put on the alien handcuffs easily. His hands were trapped, he couldn’t move, but he had a strange degree of affinity for the Womanus Maximus.

Besides, he didn’t have many other options.

Run and hide? Not a good long term plan.

Anna stalled, but finally slipped her hands into the cuffs.

She was not a happy camper.

“Okay, are you guys ready?”

Lane nodded. He looked at Anna, begging in his eyes. He wanted this to work.

Anna stared at him, and finally nodded.

“Okay, I’ll go to the street first, you follow, then you march in front of me. Head for the rear gate.

“Why not just go out one of the side entrances? There’s no guards.”

“Because they watch those ways. They let people traverse and examine them closely. By going out an official exit they won’t suspect us.”

“If we’re prisoners,” mumbled Anna.

Shantu nodded.

“Yes.”

“Okay,” said Lane, trying to project a happiness he didn’t feel. Oh, he was happy to leave, but he was scared of what was going on inside Anna’s head.

“You ready?”

Lane looked at Anna, and Anna, thank God, gave a sharp nod.

“Okay. Here we go.”

The Womanus Maximus lifted the door covering and led the way.


Part Two

Shantu held the leashes as an Overseer would, jerking them every once in a while, even causing a stumble or two.

“Sorry,” she whispered at one point, when there wasn’t anybody watching. “I’ve got to make this look real.”

“It’s okay,” said Lane.

Anna kept a flat face and Lane could tell she was pissed.

Pissed at being under the leash? Or pissed at the prospect of being Lane’s only lover? It wasn’t clear.

The headed down side streets mostly, trying to stay out of sight.

Humans watched them from the sides. Looking out into the drizzly rain and watching the Overseer bully the two humans.

Half a chance and these women would tear Shantu apart, never giving her a chance.

They were about a hundred yards from the outskirts of the encampment, and Shantua turned them towards the street.

And onto the main street.

More traffic there, and a few Overseers. Shantu growled at Lane and Anna, nodded towards other Overseers as she was too busy to stop and chat.

They arrived at the back gate and an Overseer came out of the little hut. She was carrying a paralo gun, but it was holstered. Her helmet was on and the visor up, her slanted eyes gleamed out from the helmet.

“Sugree hasda nonawha?”

Shanta didn’t speak the Overlord language, but it was obvious what the alien was asking: ‘what you got here?’

Shantu answered in English and held up her papers. “Got to take these earthlings out. Help me speak their language, uh…please.” She managed to garble the words appropriate enough for a terrible accent.

“No problem. We can speak English.” She took the forms and glanced at them.

“I wonder why they want these two? We could discipline them here.”

“What is the earth saying? Mine is not to reason why…”

The alien gate keeper chuckled, a terrible sound like grating and breaking marbles. “Do or die. Your English is good, but watch your zerkles.”

“Will do. Thanks. Okay?”

“Sure. Have a great trip. If you wait a half a bus’ll be by.”

“That’s okay.”

“All right.”

Shantu started to walk Lane and Anna past the Overseer, and that was the moment Anna had been waiting for.

Nobody was going to take her man from her! “She’s not an alien!”

Everything happened in a flash after that.

Lane blurted, “Anna!”

The Overseer pulled her paralo ray half out of the holster. A snarl in her eyes.

Shantu stepped forward and grabbing the alien’s wrist and pushing it down.

They struggled for a second, The snarling eyes of the alien reflected on Shantu’s visor, then Shantu gave way.

She realized that though she wasn’t too weak, she wasn’t strong enough. It was an even match, and she needed to change strategies.

She let go of the alien’s wrist, the Overseer pulled her gun out and started to raise it, Shantu grabbed a pen from her pocket and brought it up under the helmet.

The point penetrated under the chin and went straight up.

The ray gun crackled and struck Shantu in the foot.

The alien woman dropped the gun, it clattered on the ground, and she grabbed Shantu’s wrist.

Shantu kept pressing upward. The point of the pen was gauging through the soft flesh, pinning the tongue to the pallet.

Then came a long moment of the alien gurgling in horrible alien syllables.

Then, quicker than a rattler on speed, Shantu pulled down, twisted her wrist, and stabbed the woman in the side of the neck.

It wasn’t long, then. The alien listed to the side, now trying to pull the pen from her neck, and fell sideways.

Shantu waited, started jerking the pen back and forth, and the alien stopped moving.

Lane stood, not moving, watching.

Anna stepped forward. Maybe she thought she had a chance of attacking Shantu from the rear.

But Shantu turned, stood up, wiped the pen off on Anna’s shirt, and slipped it back into her pocket.

It was not a pen for a pen…it was a weapon of last resort.

Anna looked at the blood on her shirt. It was dark and messy.

“Better run,” said Shantu. “They’ll track the blood smell on you.”

Anna’s eyes went wide. “No!”

Shantu shook her head. “We can’t use a traitor.”

“But I didn’t…I—“

Shantu turned her around and placed a boot on Anna’s ass. She pushed, and Ann flew back into the city proper.

Shantu then picked up the paralo ray gun.

“Wait!” blurted Lane.

“For what?” asked Shantu in disgust. She picked up his leash and pulled it, and within two yards she was running.

Lane, secured and pulled, had no choice but to follow.

They ran down the road, into the night, and behind them Anna turned and sobbed.

“Lana!” she screamed “Come back!”

No chance of that happening.

Shantu and Lane ran for a hundred yards, until they were out of sight, then Shantu slowed down, and Lane noticed she was limping.

“What happened?” he asked.

“She got me in the foot.”

“Can you keep going?”

“Yes, but not fast.”

“Can’t we go back and get Anna?”

“No.” she whirled on him and snarled, “And put that out of your mind. Any loyalty you have is misplaced. She would have sold you out rather than give you up. And she wouldn’t even have been giving you up. She would only have been sharing. She made her choice.”

Lane knew she was right, but it was a hard pill to swallow. He had lived with Anna for years. She had done so much for him, and she had been kind, he could trust her.

Then he couldn’t.

They began an odd rhythm. They would walk for a hundred yards, Shantu occasionally stamping her foot. Then they would trot for a hundred yards. Then walk, then trot.

It provided more speed than a fast walk, and it was endless.

After a while Shantu loosed his cuffs and tossed them into a drainage ditch.

Lane was getting tired. He wasn’t well fed and healthy, and shortly he was just hanging on.

Still, Shantu kept them moving.

An hour later they left the road.

There was nothing to indicate a trail through the woods, but Shantu seemed to know where she was going.

They stopped trotting because of the roots in the path and the limbs that slapped them in the face. They kept walking fast, however, and now Lane was truly beaten.

He was staggering, slipping in mud, trying to see where he was through brief flashes of lightening.

“Keep going,” Shantu encouraged him. “My foot is coming back.”

“What does it feel like,” he asked when they stopped under a big oak for a moment’s rest.

“My foot? It’s just numb. About fifteen more minutes and we’ll be able to make good time.”

Lane had no idea how he could make better time. His legs were shaking and he had slipped several times, struggled to his feet, and staggered on.

Fifteen minutes and Lane learned how to make better time.

Suddenly Shantu turned, squatted and put her arms around his waist.

She straightened up, picked him up and put him over her shoulder.

She ran, her foot had recovered, and Lane suffered bouncing on his belly on her shoulder.

She ran, gulping air down in time to her steps, and muttered. “They’ll be after us.”

That was the night from hell for Lane.

He bounced painfully on her shoulder. He gasped for breath. His legs were sore, and his heart was breaking.

He had left Anna behind.

They reached a cliff and Shantu looked up. “Great.”

“What?”

“We can climb.”

“Whether that was good or bad Lane didn’t know, but he held on and Shantu began running up a steep incline.

Then began to grip rocks and pull, and dig her feet in, and the world turned from a horizontal run into a vertical run.

The rain was tapering off now, and the moon shone from low in the sky.

Lane could see how steep the hillside was, and he gulped and closed his eyes.

It didn’t bother Shantu, however, and she kept climbing like a billy goat.

An hour passed, and they reached the top.

Shantu finally stopped. She put Lane down and they turned and looked back over the distance they had traveled.

Miles of thick forest.

Beyond the forest was a black ribbon, and it took Lane a moment to realize that was the road they had come down.

And, at the far end of the road, which went off to the right, were the glows of the city.

Thousands of lights, mostly the outside lights of the alien factories.

The dim twinkling of campfires.

Along the road was a cluster of headlights snaking slowly along.

“Good. They aren’t even in the forest yet. God hopes they’ll miss it entirely.”

“The forest?”

“Where we turned into it. They’ll probably pass it, lose trace of us, and have to backtrack. Eventually they’ll find our trail, and then it’s going to be a race.”

Lane stared out into the night. An occasional raindrop fell. The wind spurted every once in a while. But it was calm.

She turned to him. “But there’s one thing I could do that would help.”

He looked at the woman. She was a foot taller than him, and so big. No wonder she could throw him over her shoulder like a sack of flour and run with him.

Womanus Maximus. Hunh.

“I’m not supposed to,” it was as if she was warning him, but of what he didn’t know.

“It could even be dangerous, but I know what you are now.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Sit down,” Shantu said.

They sat on a flat rock a few yards from the edge of the cliff.

“Sit cross legged. Like this.”

She sat Indian fashion, and he managed to also. His legs hurt a little, but it actually felt like a good kind of pain to fold them, to give them surcease from running or even dangling over Shantu’s shoulder.

“Good. Now, I want you to relax. Stay like that, but try to let all the tension out of your body. Pretend your legs are empty and asleep and resting so comfortably.”

He did, following her orders out of reflex at first, then what she said made sense, or maybe…maybe it was her proximity.

She was edging forward, her knees touching his, then widening and his knees were touching the insides of her legs just above the knees.

“What are we doing? Should we be running?”

He was getting nervous. She was too close.

She smiled, and his nervousness waned. She had a presence that calmed him.

In spite of himself, she was calming him down.

“The secret of the Silithian method for achieving Womanus Maximus is a sexually oriented yoga. I have done this yoga, much. You have not done it at all. But if we can get you into the lotus position I can help you…I can give you some of my energy.”

“You can?”

“Yes. Now, I’m going to help you put your feet on top of your thighs, it is called the Lotus position, and if you can do that…”

He tried, but couldn’t. He could get there, then one foot would slip off while he worked on the other one.

“Okay. Take off your dress.”

“My dress?”

“We need you totally unrestricted. You can do this. It might hurt a little, but only for a while. Take off your dress.

Lane didn’t blush. He had been used by enough women that he wouldn’t. He pulled his dress over his head and put it aside.

“Okay, here we go.”

He lifted his foot, then she took over. She lifted and pushed it back into the joint of his hip and his leg.

It hurt. It felt like his joints were bending ways in which they weren’t meant to bend.

Before his foot could slip off, however, she lifted and pushed the other one up, trapping the first one.

It hurt more, and he groaned and tried to move.

Shantu pushed down on his legs, leaned forward and kissed him.

Lane had been kissed by many women, but never like this.

It was like there was a magical world in Shantu’s lips, and this magical world was pulling energy out of him.

She moved her mouth back an inch.

“Breath deeply, through the nose, then exhale through the mouth.”

“He hurt, but not as much, and something was happening.

Shantu kissed him, a yoga kiss, a sexual yoga kiss, and he felt more magic. Some ethereal power investing in him, but it was a hint, only a bare hint.

She grabbed his penis and held it.

“What?” Startled.

“Shhh.”

She kissed him, jacked him, and…and he became hungry.

Which was what Shantu was waiting for.

He went to breath in through the nose and she suddenly lifted from his mouth and blew directly into his nostrils. Put her lips on his nose and blew.

Her energy shot into him, a massive uplifting of spirit, ten night’s rest, pain and tiredness a memory that couldn’t quite be grasped.

Then she collapsed onto him. Fell forward, pushing him back.

His legs popped out of the Lotus position and he sprawled, and she lay on him. Her heavy breasts on his belly, her hands holding his cock, which suddenly felt like it was about to burst with semen.

For a moment he wanted to pursue the orgasm, to make it happen.

She squeezed his cock. She whispered tiredly, “Don’t jack off.”

He stared at her.

She was exhausted, she could hardly keep her eyes open. “Don’t jack off or all that energy will go away.”

He nodded.

She turned her head and cuddled onto him.

She looked to be sleeping then, but she managed one more command. “Wake me in half an hour.”

Then she was asleep.

He lay on the ground, her on top of him, and her weight didn’t squash him.

It didn’t squash him because he was imbued with energy. Lots of it.

He felt like he was a young man, able to run all day long and party all night.

Her breath was soft, and she didn’t dream.

She was warm, like a blanket, and he gloried in the feel of her flesh on his.

The rain came again, but just an afterthought to the earlier storm. They were more washed clean than soaked, and the minutes passed.

How long is a half hour?

Thirty units of sixty. 1800 units.

Or a bit more than 2100 heartbeats.

At first Lane didn’t know how to keep track of time, but he could do the basic math and he began to count heartbeats.

He counted, and watched the headlights on the far away road reverse and come back.

And reverse again, then stop.

The Overseers had found the path through the forest.

He thought back over the path, it would still be difficult to follow.

Then he realized he had lost count. He tried to estimate where he had been, added a hundred counts, and continued counting.

The night was quiet.

He felt so good. He felt so energized.

So she had given him her energy.

She had run for miles, many of those miles carrying him over her shoulder, and she still had enough left to give him some.

And it felt like a lot!

How much energy must a Womanus Maximus have?

He lost track again, began the count at where he thought he was, and watched the far road.

Every once in a while he caught a glimpse of a light, and it looked like they didn't know where they were going.

But as they narrowed down options and got closer, the trail would be easier to follow.

He reached 2100 heartbeats and whispered, “A half hour.”

Shantu’s eyes popped open. She whispered, “Pretty close.”

She sat up and looked back across the forest.

“They found the trail about five minutes ago.”

Shantu stood up, stretched, helped him up. “How do you feel?”

“Good,” he met her gaze levelly.

“Excellent. Can you do your own running for a while? I’m still pretty empty.”

He nodded, and she led the way.

What map she was following he didn’t know, but she had an unerring sense of direction.

She took a couple of weird turns, but explained that was to throw off their pursuers. She didn’t want to leave them a straight line to follow.

The first miles were easy, mostly downhill, then the terrain turned into rolling hills.

They jogged, and for a while he had more energy than her.

Then, as the dawn approached, she had more energy than him.

Sunlight creeping over the hills and vales. Sending shadows stretching. Lighting up the world.

Lane was starting to slow down now. hours of running had depleted even the massive boost of energy Shantu had given him.

They were crossing a stream when suddenly Shantu leaped on him and drove him down into the water.

He struggled and spit, and Shantu whispered into his ear. “Take a deep breath. Last as long as you can.”

The look in her eyes was quite intent, and he took several quick but deep breaths and lay down.

He was on his back, staring upward, and a shadow hovered above him.

A drone. An alien drone.

Shantu must have heard something, the whir of a motor maybe.

She was next to him, lying on her back, immersed, looking up.

The drone held position for a few seconds, then drifted off, then darted back.

Then drifted again, and didn’t come back.

Lane lasted as long as he could, then raised his head and gulped air, then laid back down.

He did that two more times, then Shantu raised him up.

“Okay,” she said.

They stood up and looked around at the sky.

No drone.

“That was close,” Shantu muttered, then she turned to him. “You’re about done, and I need some of your energy.”

He anticipated another adventure like before, sitting in the yoga position and her stroking him, but it wasn’t like that.

They walked to the bank of the stream and she suddenly turned, grabbed him, and threw him on the ground.

“What?” he blurted.

She smiled, grabbed his most precious part and stroked him.

“Oh,” he said.

But she didn’t stroke him and energize him, she stroked him until he was erect, then she sat on him.

“Don’t move,” she said, and she perched on him and gazed into his eyes.

“Oh, no,” he said in a breathy whisper. Anna hadn’t wanted him to move. Anna hadn’t wanted him to cum. But she had not given him energy, more like she had taken it by not letting him cum.

When would his time come?

But, whenever his time was, it wasn’t right then.

She sat on him, her big knees up and her elbows resting on her knees, and her chin resting on her hands.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“I’m going to take your energy in a moment.”

“I’ve got to cum.”

“Nope.”

Then, in spite of her words, he tried.

But he couldn’t.

And he realized that somehow, in some manner, he couldn’t.

And he understood that she wasn’t letting him. She wasn’t letting any energy escape.

He began to buck and to cry.

“Shhh,” she whispered. “You can play with my tits, if that helps.”

He reached up and fondled her massive breasts, and, miraculously, it did help!

He lay there feeling her great womanliness, the sensations in his cock reaching the breaking point, then…then…

“AHHHH!” and he passed out.

He hadn’t cum sperm, he had cum energy, and she drank it up.

He awoke on her shoulder. Bouncing up and down, yet somehow feeling loosey goosey. Like he had cum, but…but he hadn’t.

But something had come out of him.

Dimly, he realized, her energy. She had taken what he hadn’t used back, and some of his own, too.

Oddly, he was cognizant at that moment of helpless bouncing around that he had a lot more energy than he thought he had.

How funny.

He slept.

And awoke.

Tumbling through the air.

Landing and sliding through the leaves.

They were in woods again, and Shantu was behind him, on all fours. She was gasping like a dog run out.

She had run out of energy.

Even a Womanus Maximus can run out of energy.

He crawled back to her. He was weak, but he crawled to her.

“Come on,” he begged in a low voice.

“Done,” she said.

Then Lane heard the sounds coming from behind them.

Voices calling out. Feet tramping. Limbs breaking as giant women forced their way through the earth forest.

He gripped her under the arms and pulled, and she moved slowly, but so slowly.

“Over here!”

Then alien voices.

Sometimes the guttural Overseer speak, sometimes English.

“Just ahead!”

Lane pulled Shantu under a big, thick bush. He held her then, closed his eyes and prayed.

“They were here.”

“See the drag marks.”

Then the bush was shaken, parted, and helmeted heads looking in at them.

“Go away,” Lane told the helmets.

First Shantu was pulled out by the legs. Then he was pulled out.

Shantu lay on the ground, not moving, almost looking to be sleeping.

The aliens crowded around her, then a medical person came and attended to her.

And another one came and looked at him.

Lane looked around dismally. There were a dozen Overseers, all standing around and looking pretty happy. As happy as a blank helmet can look.

He was given a shot of some sort, as was Shantu, and within five minutes they were able to stand up.

A very tall Overseer stood in front of them and raised her visor.

She had the alien eyes, sort of like a weird cat’s. She was bigger even than Shantu, and she took off her helmet.

She was beautiful, if you liked alien faces. And even if you didn’t.

She looked at Lane first, and smiled. “So, one more prize for the games.”

Then she turned to Shantu. “And what is this? Big and strong, so not earthling. Are you one of these Woman Maxers we’ve heard rumor of?”

“That’s Womanus Maximus,” Shantu answered calmly.

“Womanus Maximus. How quaint. And how did you achieve your size and abilities? Oh, yes, we know you can do things, we can smell it on you. You must tell us.”

“You must kiss my ass.”

The big Overseer blinker her slanted eyes and pondered. After a moment she asked, “Why would I want to kiss your ass?”

The earth insult had totally missed the alien psyche.

One of the Overseers standing nearby said something in the alien tongue, and the Overseer facing Shantu nodded.

“Ah, I see. An insult. Well, we shall see how insulting you are when we smell your brain and find out all our secrets.”

Shantu didn’t blink.

“Can I see him? I want to see him!”

Lane turned and looked towards the edge of the clearing. He recognized the voice easily. It was sharper, a little nasty, but it was Anna.

Anna walked across the clearing.

She glared at Shantu, who ignored her, then she turned to Lane.

“Why did you leave me? Didn’t you know I’d come after you?”

“You’re with…them?” Lane’s mouth was open in surprise.

“Of course I am. They asked me to help them catch you…they didn’t even really know about you being a man, but I told them. You’re not going to get away. And they promised me a cushy job! They might even let me have sex with prisoners before they go to the games.”

“Anna, you can’t. That’s being a traitor! They did everything to us! Took away our lives, our culture, and you’re going to work for them?”

“A girl’s got to live,” she whined.

Then she stepped closer and reached under his dress.

The aliens watched the earthling interplay, and they seemed amused.

Anna whispered to him in a sultry voice, “Be nice to me, Lana. Be nice and I’ll be nice to you. It’ll be a while before they make you a prize, and in that while we can have so much fun.”

“And then they cut off my penis.”

“Oh, honey, no! It doesn’t work like that! They explained it all to me.”

She was stroking him as she spoke, and he was getting quite hard. he didn’t want to, but he couldn’t stop himself.

“They make love to you, and the enzymes in their pussy dissolve your penis. I’m told it’s quite pleasurable. You’ll cum many, many times before you are entirely dissolved.”

“And then what?”

“And then I can take care of you, as a woman. A real woman. You can wait on on me, I’ve told them all about how men on earth save their sperm, and they’re interested in that. Don’t you want to have babies with me? They can save your sperm and we can repopulate planet earth with thousands of your children. Won’t that be wonderful? It’ll be like we’re Adam and Eve all over again, but it’ll be Anna and Lana.

Lane stared at her.

The aliens watched.

Shantu observed Lane with hooded eyes.

“Honey,” said Lane, “You can go fuck yourself.”

A moment while the disbelief rose and the rage built, then Anna slapped Lane’s face.

“Don’t you say that to me you fucker! You’re going to play by my rules now! What I say goes! You better get down on your knees you son of a bitch! You better do what I say!”

At that point, seemingly satisfied, the aliens moved in.

Shantu and Lane were cuffed and the long march back began.

The Overseers marched first, with Shantu and Lane towards the back. Behind them came Anna.

Her voice drifted over the heads of all.

“You fucking bitch! I’ll teach you! I’ll teach you!”

They marched back over the hills towards the city of Aliens, the games, and the end of Lane’s penis.


Epilogue

Sam Worthing stepped into the cabin. He placed the logs in the holder then began poking the fire.

He was a burly sort of a man, handsome, clever, and pretty much kept to himself.

Shiela entered the room. She was a beautiful woman, heavy in the chest and kind in the eyes. Shiela. She was the love of his life and his reason for living.

“Hey, babe, chopping down trees again?”

He smiled. “With my bare hands. Not.”

“Want a drink?”

“A bourbon transfusion?” he smiled. He loved bourbon and drank it a. lot. Oddly, he never really got drunk.

Shiela chuckled and headed for the kitchen and began pouring the bourbon and Coke into glasses filled with ice.

As she poured she gazed out the kitchen window.

They were in Montana, in a cabin that was a virtual palace. A cabin that Sam had built himself, using only basic tools to craft the logs and peg the joints.

Montana, where the aliens had not come.

She often wondered why, but Sam said his presence tended to discourage violent people, and she guessed that included races.

So they lived a secluded life, and she had the most wonderful man in the world for her very own.

She sighed with happiness, picked up the glasses and walked back into the living room.

Sam was sitting on the bricks in front of the fireplace. He was staring moodily into the flames.

And Shiela felt her heart drop.

“Sam?” She held out his drink and he took it.

He said nothing, just sighed.

“What is it?” she asked after he had taken a deep sip.

He looked at her, his dark eyes troubled, yet glinting with a glee that she would never understand.

“Honey?” he said. “I’m sorry…”

“Sam?”

“But I’m going to have to wake up.”

Shiela stared at him, then placed her glass on the bricks and fell into his arms.

“Oh, Sam, no!”

But Sam just stared into the fire and waited.

END


Author’s Note:

What do you think, kids? What are these alien games like? And what’s going to happen to Lane’s penis?

Most important, is earth really done for? Or can Womanus Maximus come up with plan B?

And what is this stuff about Sam waking up?

Tell me if you want part two in the comments at:

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com
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THE classic of feminization.
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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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