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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

Haven’t you realized that al-l-l of societies problems are caused by sex?

And, knowing that, wouldn’t you like to cure al-l-l of humanity?

The answer is right here, kiddies. In this slender, little volume you will find the solution to wars, diseases, and man’s general inhumanity to man.

Of course to implement the solution requires a stout heart and steadfast determination, and a pretty goldarn, big boner…or a nice, wet, dripping vag.

Can you handle it?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Sue stepped out of the Uber and stared down the long driveway towards the hospital.

It was as big as the White House, but whereas the White House had a rotunda, this ancient hospital had wings and spires and bars on the windows.

Outside of that, there really wasn’t much of a difference. Big, green lawn and a black, spiked fence. Bushes across the grounds.

Of course there was a statement in there, something about politicians and sexual deviants being comparable, but that’s all in the mind of the beholder.

Sue walked up the short outer drive to the little gatehouse. A bored guard with a big belly and a rough look to his eyes stared at her.

Actually, he more than stared at her. He dissected her lush frame with his beady eyes. He showed his appreciation for her narrow waist and round hips with the fat, wet tongue that licked his blubbery lips. He reached down below the level of the window and squeezed his groin.

How did Sue know he was playing with himself?

Because she had worked with the mentally ill for the ten years since she graduated from college, and she knew a groin grope when she saw one. She also knew that mental institutions sometimes had trouble getting good people, and there might not be that much difference between the guard and some of the inmates.

“Sue Northrup. Here to see Miss Rathel.”

He brought his greedy eyes up, a little cowed by the authority in her voice. “Yes, ma’am.”

He picked up a phone and tapped a number. “Miss Northrup is here for Miss Rathel.”

The mutter of a far away voice, then the guard hung up the phone.

“Reception is just inside the front door,” he mumbled. Licked his lips. Tried to keep his eyes up and away from her large bosom.

He was a lech, and probably a little bit low in intelligence, but he was smart enough not to mess with somebody of authority.

Even though Sue had no authority yet. She was here for the final interview.

The guard pressed a button and the little door in the double gate opened up. She ignored him, felt his pig eyes scoping out her nice, round ass, and walked straight up the drive.

She only made it twenty yards, however, when a golf cart careened onto the drive and headed for her.

She watched the thing zip along and slowed her gait. She intuited that this was a ride for her, and she studied the handsome young nurse in the driver’s seat.

He was an easy six feet, slender, but with a wiry strength. He had curly hair, eyes that missed nothing but still laughed, and a slightly crooked Roman nose.

And she could tell he was checking her out as he closed the distance. Hell, she could feel his handsome eyes size up her breasts, judge her face, and appreciate her long, blonde hair.

The golf cart stopped.

“Miss Northrup, I presume?”

“You presume right.”

He indicated the passenger seat and she climbed aboard.

With a jerk the cart started up, and she was thrown back a little bit.

Miss Rathel is busy right now. She wants me to show you the grounds, then the interview. Sound good?”

His voice was easy and good natured, but there seemed to be a a hidden edge in it. Something that should be obvious, but wasn’t.

“Sounds great,” she enthused. She was nervous about the interview and wanted a moment to compose herself.

Work at the Femwood Asylum was prestigious; it would be a fantastic mark on her resume.

Also, she would get the chance to interview the truly insane, and even to avail herself of the most modern equipment.

“My name is Randy, by the way. And I am, just in case you wondered.”

It was a bit impudent for an introduction, but she wasn’t going to quibble. She wanted this job, and the more people that liked her the better her chances were.

“Call me Sue.”

“Will do, Susie Sue. Over here is the basketball court.”

They passed a court that was clean and neat with nets on the hoops. A half dozen inmates, she could tell by their uniforms with the big red FA on the backs, Femwood Asylum, were playing a lackluster game of basketball.

Well, sort of basketball. They were shuffling after the ball, then tossing it up, seemingly without regard for teams. They were appropriately drugged.

He showed her the garages, the woods in the back, and stopped by a small lake. They were alone here, and he turned to her.

“Don’t want to get back too soon. So what brings you to Femwood?”

“Cutting edge methodology,” she had rehearsed the answer and made it sound natural and sincere.

“Well, you’ll find that here, that’s for sure. Do you know what type of inmates we specialize in?”

“Persons with sexual problems.” There, that covered everything.

“Well, you’re half right. She looked askance at him, and suddenly felt their closeness in the golf cart. She felt something else, too.

She felt heat in her groin. Damn. He was turning her on!

And the look in his eyes, his confidence, seemed to say that he knew what he was doing to her.

“We specialize in men and who have committed sexual crimes, but not just normal sex crimes.”

“I didn’t think you could classify a sex crime as normal,” she spoke dryly.

He grinned. “Touche. But my point is that you’re going to be dealing with men, and women, who have done bad things to good people, and just because they could. You’re going to find every kind of neurosis and psychosis. Psychopaths, sociopaths, panty sniffers, transvestites, people who have tried to alter their sex with mommy’s kitchen knife…and all of them with the potential of becoming violent with you.”

“I’ve studied martial arts. I’ve worked violent wards before. I think I’m qualified.”

He appraised her with cool eyes, and once again she felt the heat stir between her legs. “I don’t doubt you are, but I would suggest you be very cautious with the inmates, and even some of the doctors.”

“What?”

“Just saying,” his smile was charming. That was the trouble Every time he smiled she felt like he was trying to get into her panties.

“But the best person you can hang with is me. I’m a nurse, it’s my job to handle the tough ones, and if that means getting physical…you want to keep me in mind.”

Yet something in his words, a certain degree of arrogance, bothered her.

She had been fending off horny men all her life, and his arrogance, coupled with the heat in her groin, made her suspicious of him.

“Well, I’ve done my duty, and Miss Rathel should be ready by now. Are you ready?”

“I am.”

Randy started up the golf cart, zipped around the corner of the big building and into a parking lot.

“This is where they make deliveries. We can get in here, and I’ll tell the front desk you’re here while you meet with Miss Rathel.”

He stopped at the bottom of a flight of stairs and walked her up to the back door. He had a ring of keys and they entered the hospital proper.

It was gloomy in the old building, and she could hear the mumble of voices in a common room.

Randy walked walked her bast one and she observed patients playing card games.

He turned down a short hallway and they came to a door, the top half of which was pebble glass, and the word ‘Administrator’ was chiseled into the glass.

Randy tapped, turned the knob, and ushered her into the room.

It was a tall room with narrow windows. It was painted a light yellowish color, and the lighting was good only because of the windows.

Across the room was a large desk with a shiny top. There was a vase of flowers on one corner, an open folder in the center of the desk, and a computer monitor on the side.

Miss Rathel wore a white lab coat. She was reading the contents of the folder, and Sue had a moment in which to inspect her.

Her breasts were very large. Her waist was moderate, and her ass was…big.

Sue knew this without seeing much of it. But from the shape of her body on top, and the fact that the woman spent a lot of time sitting in her chair and going over reports pretty much said it.

Her hair was auburn, medium length with the ends flipped up. Her face was strict with shiny, red lipstick adorning lips that had obviously had some botox work done.

She looked up. Her steely eyes took in all of Sue and her mouth twitched very slightly.

“That will be all, Randy.” Not ‘thank you,’ but a dismissal.

Then, as Randy turned and headed for the door, she smiled, and the room lit up.

She had a great smile. One that conveyed happiness so intently it was almost impossible not to be happy with her.

“Miss Northrup. We have been looking forward to your being with us.”

Even tones, no nonsense, but very personable.

But Sue knew that psychiatrists specialized in personable. It was how they got their patients to talk to them.

“I’ve been looking over your record here, and…” and she chatted, asked an occasional question, and Sue knew it was all just show. The interview hadn’t started yet.

Then Miss Rathel asked a question that indicated the interview had started.

“How do you feel about sex?”

“Are you asking me as a person? Or as to my willingness to work with people who are obsessed with sex?”

“Yes.”

Sue took a breath and began outlining her education, her history as a sex therapist, and Miss Rathel stopped her.

“No, I mean…how shall I put this…we use sexual methods to treat these people. Are you okay with that?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

But Miss Rathel’s eyes sort of glazed over, like the lids on a reptile. “If you had to grab a man’s testicles and stroke him until he calmed down?

That was certainly an unorthodox question, and spoke of an unorthodox treatment.

“I don’t see any problem,” said Sue. Inside her chest her heart was doing a jig. Actually, there could be problems with that sort of approach, but she was determined. And if she had to grab some sicko by the package and deal with him…she would make it work.

“And what if you had to administer enemas, prostate massages, other treatments like those.”

“No problem,” she stated firmly, trying to believe her self.

There were other questions, but now that Sue was figuring it out, she answered the questions quickly and with a feel of sincerity.

Even though some of the questions did bother her.

After a quarter hour Miss Rathel stood up. “Well, your answers are all in order. But we have to make sure. You will be receiving training on some very state of the art equipment, and you will be dealing with some very unbalanced individuals, so we have to be sure. come with me.”

Miss Rathel strode for the door to her office and Sue leaped up and followed her.

They walked down the long hallway towards the back of the asylum. Miss Rathel’s shoes made very powerful clicking sounds.

That was strange. Most medical people she knew preferred thick, soft soles to protect the feet through a long day of standing on them. But Miss Rathel clicked her heels like she was trying to scare away demons.

“I would suggest you wear heels. The patients have been trained to respect the sound of heels, and it will make your life easier.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

They turned onto some stairs and went down to the basement.

The basement was large, and they walked down a corridor lined with pipes. they came to a door and Miss Rathel pushed it back.

The woman was hanging upside down on the far wall. She was naked and her legs were spread. A man in a white lab coat had pulled her labia back and clamped them open. He was taking pictures of the woman’s pussy with a large camera.

Miss Rathel walked over to the man. “How’s it going, Harold?”

Harold was a large, bullet-headed man. He had thick pores and blubber lips. He was sweating profusely and his little eyes looked Sue over.

“Wonderful, Miss Rathel. Shirley is responding wonderfully.”

Miss Rathel leaned forward and gazed down into the woman’s hole.

Sue moved forward and saw what Miss Rathel was seeing.

Not only had the labia been clamped apart, but there were very small electrodes placed on her wet, innards. Little wires ran from the electrodes to a large machine on a rolling table next to the girl.

“This is Sue, Harold. She’ll be working with us. I think electrode 4E needs to be moved slightly to the right. And what about the anal probe?”

“Right away, ma’am, and the probe is next.”

“Excellent. Remember, without the probe all readings will be skewed.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Come here, Sue. Get a close look.”

Sue moved closer, looked down at the pink gash. It was very moist, and the girl was making moaning sounds.

“Hush, Shirley. Harold, Execute right side in line.”

Harold flicked a switch on the machine on the table.

“AHHH!” moaned the girl. Her hips tried to tilt and Sue could see the soft flesh rippling up the length of her labia, but only on the right side.

“Very good. I’m putting the anal probe in.”

Miss Rathel picked up a long tube with ripples on it. She spread the girl’s cheeks and lowered the tube. It touched flesh and the girl moaned, and Miss Rathel pushed it in.

“Ah…ah…ah…” the girl grunted as each ripple went through her anal ring.

Miss Rathel attached the electrode that led from the probe to the machine. “Okay. Make her dance, Harold.”

Harold’s fat tongue went out of the corner of his mouth. It was wet and fat, and he licked along his lips, leaving a line of slobber on them.

He glanced at Sue and leered, and she had the feeling that he wanted to put his hands all over her body.

Then he flicked a switch and turned a dial.

The woman hanging upside down began to dance. Her legs twitched and jumped and her tits, hanging upside down on her chest, bounced.

She drooled and a keening sound came out of her mouth.

“All right.”

Miss Rathel leaned down and patted the woman on the cheek. “Good job, Shirley. You’ll be done in no time.”

Then Miss Rathel turned to Sue. “Please removed the anal probe.”

Sue had no trouble with that. She simply gripped the base and gentle worked it out.

“Very good. But you’ll need to be faster. And put this in.”

It was a short, fat dildo. No electrodes, no ripples, just a thick plastic dick with one groove in it, at the base, to hold it in.

Sue was sweating now, but she maintained her composure and slid the second device into the upside down woman.

“Oh, fuck!” whimpered the woman was was being skewered.

When the dildo was in place Miss Rathel nodded. “Very good. Let’s step to the side and let Harold get on with his work. Harold, I think Shirley is done for the day.”

Sue followed the older woman to the side of the room and they watched as Harold began pushing his large thumb into the girls vagina. With each jab the girl cried out. Yet she wasn’t crying in pain.

“I think you’ll work out. However, the decision is up to you. You’ll have to learn how to perform these procedures, and that means you’ll have to have the procedures done to you.

Sue blinked. “Me? You want to hang me up and…”

“Just like Shirley there. Shirley applied for work a month ago, and she’s almost through her apprenticeship. She’ll be done in a few days, and you’ll be able to take her place.”

“Isn’t that rather unorthodox? Applying psychiatric treatment to people who have nothing wrong with them?”

“Of course. But that’s what it requires if you’re going to learn how to think outside the box. Of course, if you think it is too much, or have other objection to the training methods, then this interview is at an end and you will be escorted to the main gate.

That was the rubicon for Sue. That was the step that would either soar her to the stars, or dash her to the rocks below.

As she stood there, contemplating, ascertaining truths about herself and her commitment, Harold let Shirley down. The naked woman collapsed headfirst, but gently, on the floor. Harold helped her stand up.

She was a good looking woman. Quite attractive, especially when viewed right side up.

She hugged Harold, and thanked him, then walked across the floor to the door. She was weaving, staggering, but under her own power.

She had withstood this new and rather strange treatment, and if she could do it…Sue made up her mind.

“I think I can be of value here.”

Miss Rathel smiled.

Sue was put in  he charge of Randy, and Randy gave her a tour of the inside of the asylum and acquainted her with her own living arrangements.

“I have to live here?”

“Of course. If we have a psychiatric emergency,” he grinned, “then all doctors and nurses have to be available.

He showed her to a polite apartment. It didn’t have a bathroom or kitchen, and it wasn’t too roomy, but all Sue could do was sigh. She wasn’t here for comfort, but to learn. Besides, she’d save a lot of money in rent.

He showed her the kitchen, which was commercial, but had a station for those who wanted late night snacks or to fix their own meals.

The library was large, but a bit untidy. The librarian apparently wasn’t overly enthusiastic about restocking the shelves, and in the right order.

There was a large fiction section, however, and Sue was surprised to see a collection of Grace Mansfield books.

Mansfield was a popular author whose work in such things as feminization and female domination was so astute that many doctors perused her works for inspiration.

The final stop on the tour was the bathroom. It was a big, tiled room used by both men and women.

“Not much for privacy, is it?” commented Sue, noting the fact that there weren’t any cubicles, just panels of plywood separating toilets. There were no urinals, so the men had to sit, and that right next to the women, on the thrones.

“No need,” smiled Randy.

She looked at him.

Randy had been friendly and cheerful the whole tour, but there had also been something else. A subtle excitement under his words. Almost a manic happiness.

This being the end of the tour, his job being done, he sat on, of all things, a changing table in one corner of the room. She leaned against the changing table next to his.

“Do you think you’ll like it here?”

“I think so.” But she was actually unsure. It was rather primitive, dated in facility and…strange.

‘Vibes’ aren’t usually held up as valid, but they are sometimes the most truthful of observations, and this place had a vibe she just couldn’t figure out.

Still smiling, his smile becoming a little ‘fixed,’ he said, “If you have any special needs I can attend to them.”

“You can…what kind of needs?” she cocked her head in curiosity.

“Oh, you know. It’s difficult to get to town, we’re uh, working all the time, and if you have needs.”

It dawned on her like a slap in the face. He was coming on to her. Well, she knew how to handle that.

“Are you flirting with me?” Right in his face. Accusatorially.

“Uh, no. It’s just that many of the lady doctors have needs. I help Miss Rathel with her needs, and lots of the other doctors.

She had enough of this. She glowered at him. “Are you saying you want to fuck me?”

Panic flitted across his face and he broke into a heavy sheen of perspiration. “Oh, no! I couldn’t do that!”

The thing was…he was serious. His whole demeanor had changed from ‘helpful’ to ‘despair.’

Being a psychiatrist she couldn’t let a mystery like this exist.

“Why not?”

For answer he gripped his belt buckle and undid it.

Sue stepped back. “Stop right there!”

“You don’t understand!” and his face had a strange, twisted begging look to it. He pulled his pants down and Sue would have looked away, except…the gleam of metal in his groin.

Her mouth opened and her head moved forward very slightly.

“Is that…are you wearing…”

“It’s a chastity tube. Miss Rathel requires all the male nurses to wear them. There used to be a problem with the nurses having sex with the patients, and to solve this…”

He dwindled off and Sue gazed at his face intently. He was a mix of glee and fear. During his tours of the place he had exhibited only the glee, which was easily mistaken for happiness.

Now she saw underneath the surface.

“Come here,” she commanded.

He stepped toward her, and he seemed a little fearful.

She put out her hand and put it around his chastity tube.

It was the most secure tube she had ever seen. It was made of metal and the lock was inset. No way to cut it off, and it looked like the lock was unpickable.

Underneath the tube his balls were big, and the skin stretched so they were large and shiny appearing.

She looked up at him. “Every male nurse?”

He nodded. “And male doctors.” It was obvious he was enjoying her inspection of his sex.

“But not the patients.”

“Some. Some not. It depends on the patients.”

“What about the female nurses, doctors?”

“”Oh, no.”

“Why not?”

“He seemed confused. Because they’re, they’re in charge. they can do what they want.”

“So you offered to fill my special needs. Were you speaking of sex?”

He nodded to. “Miss Rathel wants us always on duty.”

His words were glib, innocent, and that was the moment that Sue realized there was something a bit off about handsome Randy.

“So how were you going to…see to my needs if you are…” she stood up and glanced down at his package significantly.

“Oh, I’ve got an excellent collection of dildos. Miss Rathel has personally inspected them all.”

“She has personally…”

She was nonplussed. She had worked at many institutions, but she had never encountered a situation such as this.

“Oh, yes!” and he nodded. Happy, glee exuding from him.

“Well, I will let you…” then she stopped talking. She was curious. How far did this strange situation go? “So if I asked you to eat me out, right here, to perform cunnilingus on me, you would so so.”

“May I?” He seemed so eager to please.

Sue was conflicted. There were ethics to be considered. Except ethics usually were designed for interactions between medical practitioners and patients. Nobody cared about interactions between doctors and doctors, or nurses.

But she had to see how far this went. Then she could look into such things as ethics violations, and decide whether this was something to be reported to the medical board.

“Okay.”

His whole body jerked as if a switch had been thrown. He knelt in front of her, quickly, but not hurting his knees. He gently lifted her dress, and she felt him fumbling a bit, then pulling her panties down with his fingers.

She placed a hand on his forehead and looked into his eyes.

Soulful. Deep, brown pools. Happiness. And the desire to service her with all his heart.

She leaned forward, and she leaned back a bit, finding the changing table and giving him access.

His tongue was a marvel. He lapped up and down, hot and wet and darting in and out, slapping her pussy with its manic intent.

“Oh, yes,” he mumbled as his lips caressed her labia and his tongue wedged in between her soft lips.

Sue found herself trembling. She hadn’t had sex in a while, and to now receive it in such odd circumstances…her pussy lit up with heat.

“Ummm,” he held her buttocks with his hands as his tongue dabbed and painted and pushed her clitoris around.

Oh, fuck! thought Sue. This is wrong!

But it’s hard to say something was wrong when it felt so good!

His finger slid over her rectum and she gasped, and suddenly she realized that if she let this continue she was going to have an orgasm.

She went to push his head back, away, but her arms were weak. Her muscles were turning limp as desire took her over.

He pulled her buttocks harder, grinding his mouth into her snatch, and Sue thought, Oh, well. In for a penny…

The shudders began taking her body, and her mind dissipated into a golden haze.

The next day Sue filled out paperwork, met doctors and nurses, and was accompanied by Randy everywhere.

Randy smiled at her, but he gave no indication, caused no embarrassment, with the knowledge of what he had done to her pussy.

And, God, he really had done her good.

He had done her so good that Sue, when giving him the occasional glance, actually blushed. And she wondered whether the ethics of the situation were such that she needed to explore the situation further. After all, one incident doesn’t make a habit.

She managed to restrain herself, though by the end of the day she actually needed to masturbate.

She lay on her bed in the little room and tickled herself to a gasper. Then she lay there and thought about Randy, and the hospital, and the strange vibes she was getting.

She hadn’t seen any patients, but she had read records and had discussions with the medical staff.

And the medical staff was hiding something.

Male or female, doctor or nurse, a question about a patient’s condition would bring forth a look, or a nervous giggle, but even under the most direct questions, there was not much information coming forth.

She got up and headed for the bathroom. She took a shower, was still hot, and awake, and decided to go to the library.

She was wearing just a lab coat, it was late and nobody was up, and her nipples were rubbed by the material of the lab coat. God, what was it with this place? She had been eaten, and she had jilled herself off, and now she wanted more!

In this state she entered the library and perused the shelves.

And focused on publications concerning the Femwood Asylum.

There weren’t many, but the ones that did exist were highly complimentary. They described case history after case history, praising the results, and yet…there was almost nothing said about the methods that Femwood used.

Sue sat back and considered the matter. She was due to start training in these methods, but the only thing she had to go off of was the nurse, Shirley, who had been hanging from a wall with electrodes on her sex organs.

She had seen Shirley that day, working in a ward, smiling and dealing with patients who gazed hungrily at her breasts, and one of whom had actually groped her. Stuck his horny hand right under her coat and it looked like he had jammed his hand right into her pussy.

Was that what she had to look forward to? Getting her privates abused by  the mentally feeble, or even deviant, patients?

Shirley had taken it all in stride. She had just turned, removed the patient’s hand and spoken to him cheerfully.

Was that the reasoning behind the ‘training’ Shirley had received? And which Sue was about to undergo? To ‘immunize’ one against sexual advances?

If so, it worked.

But did Sue want to be so immunized? Wouldn’t it be better to have more control of the patients? To make sure they didn’t do such things?

But the methods of the Femwood Asylum were lauded widely, according to the publications Sue was now reading.

So… “OH!”

She jumped up. Two hands had caressed her shoulders.

“Randy!”

“I’m sorry!” he blubbered. “I just want to please you!”

Then he was on his knees, not eating her, but hugging her legs. “Please…please let me please you!”

Sue was startled, and a bit stunned.

He performed cunnilingus on her, he was chastised. He wanted nothing more than to administer to her ‘needs.’

Calming herself from the sudden startlement, she held his head and brushed his hair with her hand.

“It’s okay, Randy,” she said. “Just don’t sneak up on me. Clear your throat or something.”

“I will! I will. Only, please…don’t tell Miss Rathel I scared you!”

This was a surprising statement and Sue tilted his head so he looked up at her, and she looked down at him.

If she hadn’t been a psychiatrist she would have missed it.  But she was, so she didn’t.

Randy had startled her on purpose. And he had brought Miss Rathels name into it on purpose. He was setting himself up. He wanted to be reported.

He was scared, that was obvious, but he was eager, too.

And Sue wondered at Miss Rathel. And she thought, What kind of a hold does she have on her staff that they would be like this? And, the next thought, Is this something I have to worry about?

The odd thing was that she actually felt his fear, she empathized with him. She let his fear touch her because…because…it had a certain delicious feel to it.


Part Two

Randy came to her room early the next day.

She had used his tongue mercilessly the night before, and had even considered making him go get one of those dildos he was so proud of. But she hadn’t.

“Miss Rathel would like me to accompany you to the training center.”

Sue followed him out of the room and down through the corridors. and she was mystified by his attitude.

When men and women, or men and men or women and women, engage in sexual activities there is always a subtle attitude that occurs. Call it ownership, call it common secrets shared, there are usually knowing glances, smiles or revealing quips.

With Randy there was none of this. He serviced her, and it was like there no effect upon him. He was just the same, old smiling, happy fellow.

He offered service without the usually emotional baggage.

Well, time to dwell on that later. Right then, she had to deal with her training.

Harold was there, and she had an instinctive dislike for him. The way he peered at her with his sneaky, little eyes. How he glanced at her body and licked his lips. There was just something that didn’t feel quite right about Harold.

But he apparently had nurse credentials, and Miss Rathel trusted him, so…she was going to have to.

“Gu morning.” He had a way of cutting off his words, of slaughtering syllables he didn’t like.

“Good morning, Doctor…I don’t know your last name,? She looked in vain for a name tag.

“Jus Harold’s ‘kay.”

He was warming up the box on the rolling table, checking wires, setting up a chart for observations and results.

“Take off clothes.”

She felt naked already, just being in his presence. But he wasn’t looking at her with a leer right then, just making checks in boxes on his clipboard.

“Go ahead, Sue,” Randy smiled cheerfully.

Sue gave a light shiver, then suppressed it all. She was a professional, after all.

Sue knew she had to take everything off from observing Shirley previously. She slipped her lab coat off, her blouse and pants, then pulled her panties down and slipped out of her bra.

Now Harold did stare at her.

It unnerved her. She was professional, but he wasn’t.

He stared at her boobs, long enough to make her clear her throat, then he looked down at her pussy. He frowned.

“What?”

“Gonna need shave ya.”

Oh, crap. She didn’t like shaving. When it grew back it tended to be itchy down there. And she hated the bother of shaving all the time.

But Harold, for all his seeming slow wittedness, was ahead of her. “You wan shave or Nair?”

“I’ll try Nair.” Good. She hated the razor. She hated the quick growing stubble.

“‘Kay. Come here.”

Sue stepped in front of the wall where Shirley had hung on days previous.

Harold said, “Sit down, face wall. Cross legs. Like Indian.”

Sighing, she did so, and Harold placed fur lined leather cuffs around her ankles. Sitting cross legged as she was, ‘like an Indian,’ her pussy was plainly revealed. The labia were parted and her pinkness felt the coolness of air, and even the brush of air as he moved in front of her and created small air currents.

“You go up now.”

He pressed a button on a remote that hung down from the ceiling.

Sue saw the motor in the meeting of wall and ceiling. It was a winch, and it started reeling her in. Or up.

“Oh!” she yelped in surprise.

Her legs went up and her back was on the floor. She was dragged up against the wall. Her legs were pointed up and Harold stopped the motor for a second. He arranged the ropes holding her legs so they went to the sides and around little hooks on the sides.

He started up the winch again and now she was not only pulled up the wall, upside down, but her legs were spread.

The good news was that it wasn’t uncomfortable. The leather straps were comfortable, and large enough so that the pressure on her ankles was distributed.

The bad news was that she was upside down, blood pounded in her head, and she had never felt so exposed.

Her pussy was gaping and there was nothing she could about it.

She had automatic reactions, her muscles quivered as she instinctively tried to close her legs, but there was no way she was going to beat the ropes that kept her up and open.

Harold moved up to her. He was so close his lab coat brushed against her.  The coat wasn’t particular clean, and he had an odor about him. A stale, semeny sort of odor. Like he had been jacking off too much and had neglected to clean himself.

At first it felt like he was taking measurements. She could feel his digits brushing against the soft, pink flesh of her open pussy. Then she realized he was putting Nair on her.

She gulped and waited. After a while she felt a burn and told him, and he started wiping her clean.

Then Harold started doing something. His fingers danced over her flesh and she could’t image what he was doing.

“Hey!” she gurgled, being unused to talking while upside down.

“Hey,” he commented back, a way of ignoring her while acknowledging her.

“What are you doing?”

“Measuring.” He said the words almost soothingly.

Then he was attaching electrodes.

Sue hung upside down. Her boobs hung the wrong way from her chest, and it actually felt good, a relief on over used muscles. And she could feel his minute attentions to her slit.

She could feel him brushing the flesh to put it in position. She could feel him pressing the little round patches to hold the electrodes in place. She could feel him hold them in place with a finger, then gently tug on them, making sure they wouldn’t come loose.

Oh, fuck! she wheezed in her mind. She was getting turned on. The way he touched her, being so exposed…she could feel the heat build.

Harold took note right away.

“You get wet.”

She wanted to tell him to shut the fuck up. That was really crude, but she controlled herself. The best way to get through this is just to do it.

He backed away from her and she took a big breath. Looking at him from her upside down position she realized that her mouth was on his penis level. Oh, gah!

And she could see what looked like wet marks, stains, on his penis area.

Had he done this to Shirley?

Oddly, she thought ‘this,’ but didn’t really know what, exactly, she was referring to, except the general procedure.

He stepped back to her and he felt her putting lube in her asshole.

“Hey!”

“Hey,” he repeated.

She sighed, and he slid a probe into her.

“Oh, fuck!” She didn’t just think this, she spoke it aloud as pleasure invaded her anus.

Harold moved the probe around, literally ‘swirled’ it. Made sure it was nice and deep and comfy.

“‘Kay.” he said. he stepped back and picked up the remote that controlled the machine and the wires leading to the sensors attached to Sue’s cunt.

He smiled wanly, flicked a switch and turned a dial.

Sue’s back arched and she felt a sizzle of pleasure the size of a thunderbolt shoot through her pussy.

A moment later, or an hour, she came back to herself. She was soaked with perspiration and he pussy was on wonderful, glorious fire.

Harold made a check in a box on his clipboard.

He flicked a switch and turned the dial.

The voltage that electrified her sexual senses was different this time, but it was no less severe. She felt different parts of her sexual apparatus groaning with sheer, unadulterated pleasure. Her buttocks started clenching and unclenching, and she entered a white hot, hazy state of mind.

The world wasn’t real. The only thing that was real was the sharp smell of her sex overheating.

Then she realized she was still hanging, upside down.

A mark in a box.

A switch and a dial.

“FUUUUCK!” It felt like her pussy had split in half. Her nipples cried out, and she realized that Harold had, while she was dazed, put electrodes on her nipples. In fact, he had fastened two little suction tubes to her nipples, pumped them up until they were in contact with the electrodes inside the suction tubes.

Then she felt him moving the electrodes around, shifting their position on her pussy.

It felt like he was putting his fingers into her, actually jacking her, and she tried to focus, to find some sort of outrage, but…it felt good. Too good. Her expression of outrage became a simple murmur. “More.”

He stepped in front of her, and she realized that he had undone his zipper and his meat hung there. Big and flaccid. For a surly fellow Harold was surprisingly well endowed.

“Wha…”

He plugged her mouth, flicked a switch, and turned a dial.

One would think that a shock might make the mouth snap shut, clamp down and possibly sever any meat invader. But this medical procedure was not set up for that. This medical procedure made her mouth open wider, relaxed her throat muscles, and Harold pushed in, made the muscles open even further.

Sue didn’t even think of gagging, she just thought of the way her labia were quivering, of how her clitoris was shuddering. How she couldn’t think of anything but…more.

Sue lay on her bed. She hadn’t eaten. She had staggered out of the lab, feeling like she was walking bow legged, feeling like she was still cumming.

The morning had been more dedicated to simple things like measurements and taking base readings. The afternoon had been dedicated to, for want of a better phrase, approaching orgasm.

Harold had expertly taken her to the limit, time after time, pushed her to it, then backed off. He had made her shiver and cry out in ecstasy. Her hips had begun bucking, smacking against the wall, but he wouldn’t let her get the big bang. He had pushed his fingers into her pussy, his cock into her mouth, and spoken only to say things like, ‘Gu girl. Do ‘gain. Yeah.’ But he had not let her have an orgasm.

A curious thing had happened. She began to have little mini orgasms. They weren’t caused by the machine, at least not directly. They were her own generation, a way of compensating for the fantastic frustration she was experiencing.

So after the session, after being let down from the wall, she had come straight to her room, too blasted to do anything else, and collapsed on her bed.

She lay there, trying to think, trying to remember that she was a doctor, trying to still the shivers of orgasmic pleasure, orgasms that were not the complete thing, but her own manufacture, that still shuddered through her body.

This was special training? The doctors did this to patients and cured them?

Well, probably not, at least not to this extent, or to this specificity. But she did understand that she was going to have to learn to use this machine.

And a curious thing happened to her thinking process.

On one hand she was semi-delirious, shocked, literally, and…on the other hand, she understood how this could be beneficial.

She had seen the studies concerning chemical castration. It worked, but…side effects.

With some men it worked, with other men it drove them to more severe ways of expressing themselves. Ways that were injurious to themselves, and the public.

Some had even tried to cut their own member off.

Now, after only one day of training, she was already coming around to the way Miss Rathel thought.

There were advances to be made if she could but figure out this sexual thing.

The potential in being able to make women, and men, feel this eternal orgasm that was building in her was incredible.

Somebody is sex crazy, you give them an orgasm that won’t quit, so why would they want anything else? Why would they go out and commit their sexual perversions if they were in a constant state of orgasm.

Yet, she admitted to herself, it wasn’t a pure orgasm. Not a man/woman orgasm. There was something that—

Her door opened. Outlined in the hall light was Randy’s figure.

“Sue?” he whispered. “are you awake.”

“Oh, God. Randy. Come hold me.”

He tip toed across the room, curious with these cement floors, and she figured he was in a stealth mode of thinking for some reason.

He crawled onto her bed and held her, and Sue sighed and sunk into his arms.

She couldn’t help herself. She felt his chastity tube.

It was wiggling. His dick was trying to get hard. She had never felt such violent gyrations from a dick before.

“Let me fuck you. I brought my strap on.”

Again, she couldn’t help herself. “Oh, yes. Do me.”

He didn’t have a chance to put the strap on harness on. He took the dildo  out of his pocket and before he could do anything she grabbed his forearm and pulled his arm towards her.

She was juicy. She had been made juicy all day, and it was hard to turn something like that off. The dildo sunk into her, hard, and she pulled on his arm and cried out.

At last! No more of the little bits and pieces, of being taken to an almost orgasm in the most incremental fashion possible. Finally, she was getting what all the little shocks had hinted at.

“I have to go soon,” Randy whispered into her hair. “But new doctors always need a good orgasm after the first session. After many sessions. But you will make it.”

“I will? What will I make? Where am I going? Where will this procedure take me?”

“Shhh,” he tasted her mouth briefly, “You’ll find out in good time. Just…stick it out. It only gets better.”

A minute later Randy stood up and put his dildo in his pocket.

“Randy?”

“Yes?”

Sue didn’t know why she asked what she did, it just sort of popped out of her. “Does Miss Rathel know you’re here?”

He smiled, leaned down and kissed her again, but didn’t answer. He left the room, but she had divined the answer. The look in his eyes, the smile on his lips. Yes. Miss Rathel knew.

What woke her she didn’t know. Perhaps some bit of intuition, perhaps the rigors of her training were causing a bit of mental disturbance, or spiritual froth, or something, but she was suddenly wide awake, looking up in the darkness, wondering what had woken her.

Her body was still having light jabs of sexual excitation. She had slept in spite of these because she had been physically exhausted. But now she couldn’t have gone back to sleep if her life depended on it.

She slid her legs out from under the sheets and placed on the floor. the floor was cold, but it was a sheerly physical sensation that she welcomed. It reminded her that all was not sexual, that there were other senses that needed to be fed.

She stood up, wavered slightly, and brought herself under more control. She didn’t have any slippers, only the regulation high heels, and she slipped her feet into the and pulled her lab coat over herself.

God, her nipples were burning, and the material of the lab coat made her give a jerk. Such intense sensations.

She buttoned up the dress. It was night, she would eventually go back to sleep. No need to get fully dressed.

She walked, as softly as she could due to the time, down the bathroom.

What had woken her? What had bothered her?

She lifted the coat and sat down on the toilet and let loose.

Oh, Lord, that felt good. The tinkle of the stream, the gentle plop, plop. The session that day seemed to have adjusted her whole system. Yet she felt somehow refreshed. Tired, weary, but good for that.

She used the toilet paper, then went to the sinks. She splashed water on her face, felt her boobs hang down, and stared at herself in the mirror.

She had rings around her eyes. Dark rings. Not enough sleep.

Damn.

Well, she would get over it. A few days and she would be done, qualified on the machine, and…what the heck had woken her up?

Frowning, her lips pursed, she stepped out of the bathroom.

She was standing at an intersection of two corridors. One way led to her bedroom, the other way led back to the bathroom. To right right was administration, to the left were wards, large rooms for day use, and…the basement.

Awake, nothing else to do, still bugged by not knowing what had woken her, she headed in the direction of the basement.

She didn’t intend to go to the basement, she was just strolling. Not that there was any reason why she couldn’t go to the basement.

She passed rooms where patients slept. Most of them slept. Most of them responded to the heavy dose of sleeping pills they were given before bed. But some of them didn’t care about pills. They laid on their bunks and played with themselves. If they were male they jacked rapidly, eyes closed, their faces twisted with desire. If they were female that frigged themselves with their fingers, or whatever objects they could find.

These light sounds accompanying her, Sue traipsed down the hallway. The light of the moon came in through the periodic windows, through the reinforced screens and bars, and gave a noir look to everything.

She descended to the first floor, then stopped. She heard a hum. It was the hum of the machine. She didn’t know it could be heard here, on the first floor. It must be a trick of acoustics.

She came to the stairway that led down and listened.

No trick of acoustics now, she could hear the hum of the machine, and grunts and groans of…of a man!

A man?

Sue realized that she was a woman, that she had only seen Shirley getting the training, but…was there a training for men?

There had to be!

Now impelled out of curiosity, Sue descended the stairs. She passed through a pitch black section, then the night time lighting of the building illuminated her again.

Still, it wasn’t much in the way of illumination. There were no windows down here, only the semi-lighting of the yellow bulbs in the high ceiling.

She walked down the hallway and came to the room she had been receiving her training in. The door was closed, there was no light seeping around the edges of the door. Not here.

Further down, two doors down, a door was ajar. Light shone through the slight opening, and this was where the sounds of a man were coming from.

But not just sounds. Not the sound of footstep, or the chatter of voices.

More like intense groans and moans. Cries of agony that weren’t agony. Cries that were more like the sounds She herself had made that afternoon.

She walked softly, mindful of her heels, and came to the door. She pushed it another inch open, and she had a complete view of what was happening in the room.

Randy was hanging upside down. Naked. Shaved. No chastity tube now.

His dick was very large. Much larger than the simple dildo he had used to pleasure her with earlier.

His balls were monstrous. They looked like they were expanded, inflated, shiny and the skin stretched.

His hands dangled down and short chains kept them fastened to the floor.

His legs were held up by a winch similar to the one that had hoisted Sue.

Miss Rathel was standing front of him. She was wearing nothing, and she was fiddling with a probe.

“You’re doing well, Randy. Soon you will understand and be ready to graduate.”

She greased up the anal probe.

“You’re doing well with the new girl. Just be gentle and help her along. Remember how it was when you first started? Do you remember the confusion? How you thought everything was wrong? You even told me at one time that you thought it was all evil. Your very words. ‘Miss Rathel, you are an evil person!’” she chuckled. “But now you know it’s not evil. It’s just therapeutic.”

She placed the probe to his anus and it slipped in easily. in fact, it was almost like his asshole sucked it in.

Miss Rathel picked up her clipboard and made a few notes.

“Really. Me evil,’ she muttered, checking her boxes. “You are so silly. How can sex be evil? It’s a necessary part of life, and if utilized correctly, it can eliminate virtually all undesirable mental conditions.”

With that Miss Rathel flicked a switch and turned a dial.

Randy shimmied, that is the only way to describe it, from his head up to his toes. When the shimmy hit his groin he was burbling and drooling, and semen started to pour out of his cock.

Standing at the door, Sue realized that Miss Rathel was draining Randy. She was doing something called prostate milking. She was relieving his balls of the terrific load of frustration that being held in chastity had created.

Down below Randy gibbered and groaned and his hips went to lurching.

He liked it. He liked the sexual thrills shooting through his frame, making his usually imprisoned cock stand up and cheer.

Miss Rathel stood, clipboard in hand, and watched with satisfaction. Everything was going well. Everything was…she spun around. Sue stared at her large boobs, her smooth cunt. But there was something about her pussy, something…weird.

What made Miss Rathel spin about she didn’t know. Likely it was that same intuitive feeling that had awakened Sue. but, whatever, she saw Sue peering through the space between the door and the jamb.

She relaxed and smiled. “Come in, dear.” She seemed completely unembarrassed about being naked.

Apprehensive, Sue opened the door and stepped into the room. She had been peeking, and that seemed a bit rude.

“Come in, we haven’t had much time to chat—it’s been so dreadfully busy here. Come over here. I’ll show how Randy is progressing.

Sue crossed the room and stood next to the woman, glancing at Randy as he expended his seed and moaned and thrashed against the wall.

Miss Rathel made a mark on the clipboard and turned the machine off.

Randy went slack. Semen had poured out of his cock and drizzled down his body. He had sperm on his belly, sliding down his crack, dripping all the way down to his head, onto his face, and onto the floor.

Miss Rathell lifted his cock up and examined it. It was still stiff, but no longer throbbing. His balls actually looked a bit smaller.

“Very good,” muttered Miss Rathel, then she let his cock go and made notations on the clipboard.

“Why don’t you get a couple of chairs and let’s have a little talk. Randy needs some time to recover, and I could use a break. Would you, dear?”

Sue went to a corner of the room where several folding chairs were stacked. She brought two back and opened them up.

“Ah, yes.” Miss Rathel plopped down and relaxed. “It’s been a long night.” Her sex was on display. Her boobs were truly prodigious.

Sue sat down and gave a wan smile.

“Well,” said Miss Rathel, “You’ve had an introduction to our methods, and I’m sure you have some questions.”

Sue took in her breath. “I’m curious as to the theory behind it. Certain things I understand, but without the complete theory my understanding is not complete.”

Miss Rathel placed her clipboard on top of the machine, which was next to her, and stretched in the chair. There was a small pop from her back and she let out her breath.

“Ah, yes. Theory. The theory is simple. And, surprisingly, we don’t have to get into arcane mathematical formula to understand what is going on here.

Harold does the ladies during the day. We have several other technicians, but Harold specializes in training staff. I do the night time work with the male staff. During the day I have to do administrative duties, so that leaves me with only the night for training. Do you think sex is over rated?”

That made Sue blink. “Over rated? I’m not sure what you mean.”

“I mean, is sex ever as good as they make it in the movies, or especially the more pornographic publications?”

Sue thought about it. She had had good sex, and bad, but… “Not really. It can be, is on a few occasions, but…no.”

“Exactly. So why isn’t sex good?”

“But what does that have to do with mentally people?”

“Everything! It is my suspicion, and theory, backed up by many thousands of hours of careful study, that men, and women to a lesser degree, become perverted, become deviants, commit their various crimes, because of sexual frustration. They live lives where sex is never as good as it can be, and they manifest these disappointments with their behavior and actions.”

Sue had never heard of such a theory, but, in a way, it made sense.

“The proof is that if we relieve those frustrations undesired behavior diminishes. Less than desirable actions are not enacted by the patients. The world,” she paused for dramatic affect, “is a better place.”

“Oh, my Lord!” Sue’s eyes began to shine with understanding. “So when you put me on the machine, and excite my sex…”

“It reduces frustrations. Less frustrations make for better people.”

“And a better world,” Sue breathed out. She was enthralled, absolutely fascinated by the possibilities here.

She looked over at Randy. He was hanging naked, drooling, but slowly coming back to awareness.

“With women we simply excite them, bring them to the edge of orgasm. Day after day, and they become overloaded, their sex stops withholding itself, they become eternally orgasmic.

“With men we must drain them periodically. Tell me, have you noticed how large Randy’s member is?”

“Lord, it’s big.”

“That’s the, uh, downside.” She smiled, almost as if in apology.

“With all the excitation taking effect his sex organs swell. His balls increase in size, and his capacity for producing sperm increases. When he began, when he first came to us, he had little grape-sized testicles. Now looked at them!”

Sue did. They were glorious, the size of grapefruits.

“When we are finished with Randy, when he reaches the point where he is virtually living in a golden state of orgasm, his cock and balls will shrink a little, but only a little. He will have those over-sized organs pretty much for the rest of his life.”

Sue looked at the older woman. Now she understood, and she looked down.

Miss Rathel obligingly spread her legs.

It was harder to see on a woman, but her sex organs were quite pronounced. Her tits were obvious, but her labia were large, swollen, distended and glistening with juices.

It was exciting. To see a woman in that state of excitation, with such large sexual organs.

Sue looked up at Miss Rathel. “Will my…will I…”

“Yes, dear. Your breasts will become quite large. My breasts weren’t nearly as large as yours when I began this undertaking. But I’m sure that yours…well, they be large.”

“And my vagina?”

“Your lips will expand, your clitoris will become like a small cock. And it will feel really, really good. You’re already experiencing the shivers and quivers of a fully excited body. We will continue with your treatments and you become more and more excited. A month or two from now you will be in a constant state of orgasm.”

‘But I don’t understand! How will I be able to function if I am cumming all the time?”

“Once you get used to it it won’t be distracting, but empowering. You’ll live a life with no frustrations. It truly is something to look forward to.”

Sue was struck silent for a moment, thinking, her head lost in cogitations of wonder.

Miss Rathel picked up her clipboard and studied it. It looked like her break time was over.

“Are you going to make Randy cum some more?”

“No. I think he’s fairly well empty. See how his penis has gone slack? Even his balls look a little tired.”

Sue nodded. Miss Rathel’s observations were accurate.

“Now it’s time to put his chastity tube on. We must hurry before he recovers—they recover quickly, you know. Would you like to help?

Sue stood up and Miss Rathel instructed her on the finer points of attaching a chastity tube to a man. It was easy, and within a minute Randy was imprisoned.

And just in time. He was starting to come around.

“Unh…”

“Good morning, Randy. Shall we continue with our session.”

Randy smiled. Upside down, it looked like a frown, but it definitely wasn’t.

“As for you, my dear, you should probably try and get some sleep. You’ll be up on your own wall shortly, and though I know sleep is sometimes hard to come by…”

“Thank you, Miss Rathel,” Sue smiled and walked out of the room.

Now she no longer tip toed. Now she placed her feet firmly and listened to the click, click, click of female power. With every step her large brests juddered, and she had never felt more powerful in her life!

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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