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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Author’s Note

Nothing like a little good, old fashioned forced feminization!

I mean, why wait for the little dears to make up their minds? Better to just take the bull by the hornies and lead him to water.

They’ll be so glad you did!

And, remember…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Sam sighed and pressed the computer key. His computer started to do things, so he backed off and turned to his second computer. He powered up that computer and started checking sites.

Sam was a firm believer in AI (Artificial Intelligence), and his personal AI was harvesting addresses, blitzing media sites, putting out his opinions on things LGTBQ+.

As those opinions spun through the net the responses would come, and his AI would handle them all. Within 24 hours people would be responding by the tens of thousands. Two days and he’d have a million hits. Three days and he would be pulling in corporate sponsorship deals.

He would be a major influencer, selling hundreds of products, and getting healthy fees. Heck, he would be able to sell beer, better than Mulvaney, and he wouldn't get slammed for being a male imitating a woman. He wouldn't get slammed because it wouldn’t be him that was being sold, it was his virtual self. His AI had created an image, showed his transition over the months, and established his identity.

He kicked back and the swivel rolled to the small refrigerator. He pulled out a Coke and popped it.

He rolled back to his computer, sipped the Coke and watched his AI take over the net.

This was going to be good. He would get rich, or rather his AI would, and he would get the money.

That was the good thing about Artificial Intelligences. They did all the work and he got all the money.

And by the time anybody tumbled to the fact that he was man fooling the world, he would be out and about with millions of dollars.

Let them sue his computer. Heh!

On the screen he followed graphs as they measured the media sites he was infecting, putting the girly image the AI had created all over the place, and collecting clicks by the tens of thousands.

He pulled up a graph. Yep. The statistics were rising by the minute.

He smiled and muted the sound and turned on his third computer, the one with the games. Shortly he was wiggling a joystick like he was masturbating, and shooting aliens and things as fast as the finger could twitch.

And he couldn’t stop smiling.

“We have an alert,” the woman trotted into Jena’s office.

Jenna was the director of the the Ladies’ Sissy Society in her area. She looked up, sighed, and sat back. “Report?”

“We picked up a fellow, Sam Harding. He’s hacking and spamming and doing just about every thing he can to become an influencer.”

“What fields?”

“LGBTQ+. Strong emphasis on transgender. “

“It figures. That’s the field with the most profit.”

“Is he succeeding?”

“Yes.”

“What’s the projection for time of success?”

“Three days.”

“And on the fourth day he’ll disappear. Lord. these guys…where do they come from?”

“Hunger and despair.”

“You’re right on that. Well, we can’t let him succeed. We’ve got our own people creating profit there, and we need that profit if we are going to change the world.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Jenna nodded. “Okay. Put team three on it. I’ll want reports. Anything else?”

“No, ma’am.”

“Okay. Get to it.”

With that dismissal the runner trotted out of the office.

She didn’t trot far, just down the hallway to her own office. She had her own team waiting, collating reports and preparing the mission.

“It’s a go,” she snapped.”Team three. Let’s hit it.”

Her team worked the computers, hit the phones, and within seconds the mighty machine of the Ladies’ Sissy Society was kicking into gear.

Leslie Overhatch was a tall girl, well endowed, with a most beautiful face. Her eyes were level and grey with arching eyebrows. Her nose was straight with a very slight lift at the tip. Her mouth was full and her lips were generous.

She was happy, had a gleam of humor in her eyes, and was quite intelligent.

Of course the women of the Ladies’ Sissy Society were all highly intelligent.

Her phone rang and the text dinged at the same moment.

She had been about to put a meat loaf in the oven, but knowing what the simultaneous call and message meant, she put the pan on the counter and grabbed her phone.

“Yes.”

“We have Class A emergency in your sector. Are you ready.”

By this time Leslie had read the text and she was ahead of the caller.

“I’ll be at Mission Center in 15.”

“Excellent. Details will be waiting for you.”

Leslie hung up the phone and popped the meatloaf into the fridge. Within thirty seconds she was out the door and running for her car. She knew that the other members of her team would be contacted, and they would all meet at Mission Central.

Within two minutes was was on the freeway and had her pedal to the metal.

While Leslie, and two of her prime operators were heading for Mission Central, Sam was sniping aliens on his super powered gaming computer. In between kills he sipped form his Coke and glanced at the graphs on his AI computers.

Things were working perfectly. Initials contacts were made, identities established, and he had a herd of bots making comments, bolstering his position as an influencer.

One thing he was always curious about was why more people didn’t do this sort of thing?

With the advent of AI such things were easy.

Heck, in the last year alone his AI had written dozens of books, self published, and produced media advertising that had enabled him to buy his super computers.

And that didn’t count all the other things he was dabbling in.

He wrote reviews by AI, tested products by AI, he even had a screenplay going the rounds in Hollywood.

Of course, none of that compared to the potential money once he tapped into and influenced the LGTBQ+ community.

He could sell a book and a thousand people might buy it, but that was chicken feed compared to when he was able to influence the millions of people in the LGTBQ+ community.

And, in a few days, when everything was popping, he could tell his AI to put it all on automatic, and start sending money to foreign banks, offshore accounts, into stocks and bonds, and…he would be richer than a lot of countries.

And no one else did this.

Silly people.

He turned back to his computer and picked up the joystick. Time to kill a few thousand faceless minions.

Leslie arrived at the warehouse at the same time as Shirley. At that, they were behind Wendy, who had the truck loaded and ready to go.

As Leslie walked into the warehouse the other two girls joined her and they headed for the briefing room.

They entered a conference room, about 12 by 20, and found three folders waiting for them.

They sat and, without a word, began going over the contents of the folders.

Subject: Sam Harding

Address: 541San Felicia Way.

Phone number, Email, bank accounts, maps and so on.

Leslie had a big map in her folder. She unfolded it and laid it out.

Sam’s house was marked with a red X. It was a three bed, two bath, ranch style with a double garage.

Entry routes wee marked, and the girls each moved their fingers, checking for alternatives, emergency exit routes, and the fastest way out of town.

“All right, ladies,” murmured Leslie. “Are we ready?”

“Yes.”

“Let’s go.”

They folded up maps and charts, put everything in the folders, and left the room.

In the garage Leslie headed for the passenger seat. Shirley drove, and Wendy was ready in the back. She had duc tape, cuffs, ties, emergency medical equipment, drugs for putting the subject to sleep.

She also had food for three days. They always hoped the missions wouldn’t take that long, but one could never tell.

Most men grew to like what was happening to them, but a few were stubborn.

Here’s hoping Sam Harding wasn’t stubborn.

Sam yawned and crumpled up the can of Coke and tossed it on top of the trash basket which was already overflowing with crumpled up cans of Coke.

He had just died on the sniper game, and the AI was sailing smoothly on the other computers.

The graphs were rising. Advertisements were being enacted. Subscriptions were skyrocketing.

His AI crafted ads were specific; no LGTBQ+ person could resist their call.

He stood up, stretched, and headed down the hallway. Man, this was exciting, and though he wanted to stay up and watch the festivities, he knew he would need rest. He had to keep a stable mental and emotional outlook for the next few days. If there were any emergencies he had to be in the best frame of mind to handle them.

He entered his bedroom and took off all his clothes.

In the mirror he smiled. He was slender, about five foot six. He wore his hair hippie long, and he wasn’t ugly.

For a geek, he didn’t look too bad.

He went into the bathroom and brushed his teeth, used the waterpic, and inspected his face.

No pimples, nice complexion, his eyes were brown and sparkled with intelligence.

He frowned. So why couldn’t he get a girlfriend?

But he sort of knew.

He spent too much time on the net. He was socially awkward. Besides, all the good looking girls went for the big studs, the jocks who could run around and throw the ball a mile and didn’t know how to trisect an angle using only a compass.

Idiots.

Certainly not smart enough to influence the world and make a billion dollars.

They might have the girls, but that wasn’t everything.

And, who knew, maybe being a billionaire would get him some girls? A billion dollars did have a lot of sex appeal, after all.

Then he frowned, and that little part of him that he kept hidden away sparked.

He looked into the mirror and imagined himself with longer hair, all curled.

He turned sideways and imaged his chest protruding.

Long legs and round butt, but mammary glands.

He smiled, and felt guilty, and…and he knew that that was the real reason he couldn’t get a girlfriend.

He wasn’t interested in being a manly man. He was more interested in girly fantasies.

Down below his prick suddenly perked. It stood out, and he looked down at it.

It was a good size, it functioned well, as his hand could testify. But…but between being a geek and having unmanly fantasies, he lived a lonely life.

But that was all going to end. And within just a few days.

He turned of the bathroom light, crossed his bedroom and slid into bed.

It had been a long day, and he was tired. Within a minute he was sighing, and a minute after that he was snoring.

In the computer room the AI was working like it was getting overtime.

Shirley was in the driver’s seat. She was young in the Ladies’ Sissy Society, and very good looking. She had clear, grey eyes and a spread of light freckles over the bridge of her nose. she wore her hair bundled up on top, and she had practiced the obligatory martial arts courses the LSS provided for women who went on the missions.

She was anxious to do a good job.

She cruised up Los Altos Avenue, watching the radar detector carefully. All they needed was some small town cop to pick them up for speeding.

But she did have to speed; they were in a hurry.

She turned on Arbuelo and San Felicia Way was right ahead.

It was a cil de sac that turned to the right at the end.  About 15 houses, and a very quiet neighborhood.

Of course it was. Houses this rich the people had to be too old for kids. They probably went to bed at eight.

Except for San Harding.

“If he can afford a house here why does he need a billion dollars?” asked Wendy form the back.

“The rich are always greedy for more,” murmured Shirley.

Leslie added, “The more money you have the more you want. It’s like a disease.”

“A disease where you abuse your fellow man,” snorted Wendy.

There was no argument from the other girls.

It was two in the morning and there were no lights on in Sam Harding’s house. They cruised up the street, peering at the house. Then back.

“Go to the next street, we’ll take a look with a drone,” Leslie commanded.

They parked on the next street and Wendy opened the door, placed a drone on the the edge of the road, and closed the door. She picked up the joystick and launched. Shirley and Leslie swiveled and watched the monitors.

Wendy was an older girl. Brunette, stacked, the face of an angel. She was a computer expert, and quite schooled, by the US army, no less, in infiltration tactics. She had thought she would be in the military for life, then she found out about LSS. That was it for her. From training to combat a corporation’s enemies she went to fighting for world survival on a real basis.

Right then her face was lit up by the monitor, and she worked the joystick while staring at it.

The drone soared up to a couple of hundred feet. Roofs were laid out before it like a checkerboard that had exploded. Is cruised over the misshapen board, and a lot of trees, then swooped down to 541 San Felicia.

The three women watched as the drone moved into the backyard, showed 360 degrees, revealed nothing in the heat bands, then went up to the windows.

It circled the house slowly, up over the fence, under the branches of a tree, along the front, then the last side.

“He’s sleeping in this bedroom.”

The drone hovered silently outside a bedroom in the rear. The monitor showed the heat signature of a body laying as if on a bed.

“Vitals are down, he’s really sleeping. I’m bringing the drone back.”

“Okay. Shirley head back. Park on the left side, ready to go. Enough room between the telephone pole and the van to get him through.”

The drone arrived and Shirley put the van in gear.

“Pull up the floor plan again.”

A floor plan appeared on the monitor as the truck pulled over.

Very quickly, the three women glanced at it, and Leslie said, “Wendy, front door. Shirley and I on the side door.”

“You don’t want to go through the sliding glass doors?”

“No. Everybody ready?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Let’s do it. In and out, two minutes. The clock is now ticking.”

The three women stepped out of the van, the inside lights were turned off and there was no indication of their presence in the shadows.

They were all dressed in black. They had wore ski masks and had night vision goggles.

As they walked up the driveway Leslie touched Shirley’s arm. “Don’t get hit in the goggles.”

“No prob.”

Then they were in the deep shadows next to the house.

Wendy went to the front door and stood behind a thin pillar.

Shirley and Leslie darted to the left and the side yard.

They would be traveling right past the bedroom that was their target, but the right side yard was too exposed.

Seconds ticked and the two women slithered through the shadows, across the backyard, past the picture window, and arrived at the back door.

Shirley kept watch and Leslie picked the lock in ten seconds. They were in.

The house was silent, not even the ticking of a clock.

The two women crossed the kitchen area. Wendy was waiting in the foyer, stepped out of the darkness, and they continued across the living room to the back hallway.

They heard the hum and whir of the computers. The light was off in that room, but they glanced at the set up.

Three computers, linked, lots of back up machinery, everything professionally done.

Wendy gave a sigh, and Leslie smiled. Wendy was the geek, and what she wouldn’t give for a set up like this!

They continued down the hallway and came to the room where Sam was sprawled on the big bed.

It was dark, the drapes were drawn, and if it wasn’t for the night vision goggles they wouldn’t have been able to see a thing.

But, they had the goggles, and they moved around the bed.

Sam soughed. He was in deep sleep.

Wendy held a syringe. It was the kind with no needle showing, but when she touched it to his skin the needle would shoot out, deposit contents, and retract, all in the blink of an eye.

At the ready, Wendy looked up at Leslie, who nodded.

Wendy’s hand flashed down and back up.

Sam’s reaction was instant. Didn’t matter that he was in a deep sleep, he was instantly conscious and struggling. But Shirley and Leslie pressed on his arms.

Sam flailed, yelled out in terror, then slept.

From sleep to sleep in two seconds. Not bad.

The women of the Ladies’ Sissy Society were in peak condition. They trained constantly, and they were ready for the heavy lifting.

They rolled Sam to the edge of the bed in a blanket, one motion. Leslie came to the other side, each of the three women lifted, and they totted Sam easily out of the bedroom and down the hall.

“See you later, sweetheart,” Wendy murmured to the computer room as they passed it.

They went out the front door and down the drive.

There were no lights from other houses. No sign of late night dog walkers.

They slipped between the telephone pole and van and slid Sam into the interior of the van. Ten seconds later all three were pulling off their headgear, and the van was gliding quickly down the street.

Sam was going to be unconscious for a couple of hours, so they relaxed and chatted as Shirley headed out to the 101.

There was no sign of cops, relatively few cars, and they were moving  in a sedate fashion.

“Well, that was easy,” remarked Shirley.

“Wish they were all that easy. Did I ever tell you about the time we caught a rapist in a chimney?”

“No!”

“Well, we were…”

And the miles whiled away.

Out to Morgan Hill, a quick scurry through back streets—they had a police scanner on now—and out into the country.

While Los Altos was the bedroom for Silicon Valley, the rolling hills behind Morgan hill were the country estates, and they were huge and sprawling. In addition, they sometimes had large steel sheds, and it was to one of these properties that the girls drove.

They headed down a country lane, passed two houses which were sleeping, and backed into a long driveway. They into a circular driveway with a big Oak in the center. To the side were a couple of cargo containers. A couple of yipping dogs emerged from the shadows of a ranch style house and paraded next to the van.

Shirley stopped next to one of the cargo containers and they all got out and stretched.

A woman came out of the shadows. “Everything all right?” She was an older woman with sharp eyes.

“Right as rain. Let’s unload the cargo.”

The old woman unlocked a door that had been set in the cargo container and turned on the lights.

Leslie, Wendy and Shirley pulled the sleeping Sam out of the van and carried him into the cargo container. The old women closed the door.

The interior of the container was more like a bedroom than a place of interrogation. Of course, they weren’t really interested in Sam for interrogation.

The computers of the LSS had picked up Sam’s computer, and they knew what he was about.

No. This was about changing Sam’s mind.

The container was 20 feet long by 8 feet wide and 8 1/2 feet tall.

The floor was made of hardwood, but this floor was covered by a thick, pale green rug.

The walls were covered with drywall and a very light maroon paint. There was electricity, plumbing, and the end of the container was a big vanity table.

In the center of the room was a big chair with straps and legs that opened up.

There were also a couple of beds, a kitchenette, and a bathroom. All was in plain sight, no privacy here.

They laid Sam on the floor and unrolled the bedding from him.

He slumbered, in boxers, and was not an impressive figure.

He was five foot six and slender, almost skinny. Probably ate nothing but chips for breakfast, lunch and dinner.

He was not muscular. Not in any sense of the word.

He was handsome, but not in a manly, muscular way. His face was slightly round, his eyes had long lashes, and his hair was long.

“Looks like he’s halfway there,” murmured Wendy.

“Probably. Men with high drive often have these softer features.”

“Makes our job easier.”

Wendy and Shirley lifted his legs and Leslie pulled his shorts off. Al three women stared.

His body was relatively free of hair, and he had only a scruffy patch over his groin. But the surprising thing was how small his penis was.

It was soft, and about as big as half a pinkie.

“Poor guy,” commented Leslie, meaning it.

“Probably never fucked a girl in his life.”

“How does he even masturbate.”

Shirley reached down and held his weenie. Even asleep, a dick is a dick, and it started to respond. but it didn’t respond much.

Even hard it was just pinkie-sized. The head was about as big as a small grape, and his balls were minuscule.

The girls were saddened, and they now understood some of what drove Mr. Sam Harding.

They lifted him up and placed him in the chair. They fastened straps over his legs and arms, and over his middle and neck. Then they put the chair back in a sleeping position.

“Well,” said Leslie, “Good job. Shirley, first watch, Wendy, you and I get some winks. Wake me when he wakes.”

With that the first part of their work was done.

The terrorist was secured, and now the real work could begin.

Sam was having dreams. Not necessarily good dreams. He was running through fields, like the monster ran from the villagers.

But these villagers weren’t carrying pitchforks, they were screaming and holding up shears.

“Get him!”

“There he goes!”

And they kept opening and closing their shears high in the air. Making snipping sounds.

Sam bungled through the wrecks of burnt buildings, through muck filled swamps, and he yelled back, “But it’s all I’ve got! Don’t take that from me! It’s all I’ve got!”

Then he was awake.

At least his body was awake. His eyeballs stared and images were sent to his brain, to his mind, and…and slowly, slowly, he began to make sense of them.

He was in a long room, about the shape of a cargo container. But that was ridiculous. He had gone to sleep in his own bed, and…and there was a memory there, but he couldn’t quite pin it down.

He turned his head slightly and absorbed the contents of the room.

A kitchenette, a bathroom in plain sight.

A bed with…he fixed on the sight of the two women laying in the bed. They slept spoon fashion.

Then a body came around in front of him. A hand reached out and opened his eyelid. “Good morning, sweetheart.”

He realized it was a woman speaking to him, and he moaned and moved his head back and forth, trying to shake it, trying to bring back awareness.

“Leslie!” the woman shouted. “He’s awake!”

One of the women on the bed, the one on the outside, stirred, then swiveled to sit up on the edge of the bed. She put her face in her hands and mumbled something, then stood up.

Sam’s eyes were wide as he struggled the woman named Leslie.

Leslie walked toward shim, and he couldn’t help but notice how beautiful she was. And how naked.

Not a stitch on.

Not even a bra or panties.

His eyes grew larger. He couldn’t help it. He had never been close to a woman so…so naked!

Statuesque, large breasts, long, blonde hair like a golden waterfall, red lips, and eyes. Pale blue eyes that looked right through him.

“Good morning, Sam. Are you hungry?” She raised the back of his chair a little, lowered his legs a little.

He said nothing.

“”You were given a drug, and…you’ll be hungry. If not now, then in a few minutes. Shirley, why don’t you fix Sam some mush.”

The other woman, a little younger but also quite beautiful, headed for the kitchenette. In a moment she was stirring a pot and the smell of oats with cinnamon mixed in filtered through the room.

Leslie pulled up a chair and waited.

Sam grew more aware.

He was naked.

He was strapped down.

He started to get erect.

And blushed.

He had never shown a woman his small penis, and now…now…

“No shame, Sam. A man is measured by his deeds, not his ding dong.”

Ding dong.

She had called his penis a ding dong. Making fun of it, but…but she had somehow managed to not make it sound mean.

She wasn’t making fun of him.

In fact, the expression on her face, she seemed concerned.

“What am I doing here?”

The woman smiled wryly. “Not much of anything. Just sitting there and waiting our pleasure.”

“What are you going to do to me?”

“Make your dreams come true.”

Sam went silent. He turned his head this way and that, took in more detail, but…there was nothing really to see. Just three women, one of whom was sleeping, the other was cooking, and this one, in front of him. So gorgeous.

But waiting. And Sam had the feeling that he was a mouse with his tail nailed to the floor, and she was the cat, waiting, watching, wondering.

Leslie leaned over to a nearby table and poured water from a pitcher into a cup. She held it to his lips.

He was afraid, wanted to shy away, but he sipped.

The water felt good, soothed his throat, which was a trifle sore.

He moved his head back, and the woman put the cup of water on the little table next to the pitcher.

Then she sat on him. Just threw a leg over him Her bare pussy rested on his mid section, and his teeny cock grew hard and pressed against her.

“What…what…” Instead of being enthralled, he was terrified.

She leaned forward, her large breasts rested on his midsection, she folded her arms on his chest, and her lips were now inches from his own.

“Tell me, Sam. Does this make you nervous?”

“Uh…um…uh…”

She smiled.

“Of course it does. A beautiful woman—I’ll bet you haven’t been with many of those—decides to lay her naked body on you…”

“Why…why…?

“Because, Sam, you’ve been a bad boy. Now, normally, society handles bad boys by putting them in prison. They put them in prison with these big, hulky, hairy, big-dicked men. Men who want to make them their bitches. Men who—is that your cock wiggling around down there? Do you like the thought of big dicked, hairy men bending you over?”

Twitch. Twitch. Twitch.

“Oh, you do!”

“No!” Sam tried desperately. “It’s you! You’re making me…do that.”

“Oh, nonsense. It’s the idea of being forced to bend over by convicts.”

“No!”

“So you don’t like me laying on you like this.” Leslie rose up a bit, her breasts swayed before his eyes. His cock was still twitching, itching to get into her pussy.

“I…I…”

“Oh, you do like it?”

She lay fully upon him again.

“Well, which is it, Sam?”

Behind Leslie, Wendy was getting up. She was naked.

And the woman making mush! She was naked!

Now he was awake. Now he wasn’t missing any details.

And he sobbed, “Why are you doing this?”

“Why are we giving you pleasure? Don’t you like pleasure? Would you rather we whip you? Spank you? Flog your little penis until it squirts?”

“Stop it,” tears were coming down his cheeks.

“Stop what,” and she kissed him. just a peck on the lips, but…it was his first kiss. Ever.

Well, except for his mother, who kissed him on the cheek and must have known about his shortcomings but never said a word about it. And a kiss from his mother didn’t qualify as sexual.

But this sure did.

Just a peck, feeling those red, full, plump lips pressed against his.

He went into nirvana, and when she drew back, right out of nirvana.

Leslie climbed off him. “Got his mush?”

Shirley approached with a bowl. Now she threw here leg over him, sat so that her pussy was pushing down on his dick, but there was no entry.

Oh, he was stiff enough, and even an inch long pecker can’t find a hole, but she had tilted her hips in a way that refused him, and drove him crazy.

So close and so far.

She spooned mush into his mouth.

He was surprised; she caught him by surprise.

But he had a mouthful of mush, and it tasted good, and he was hungry, and…she was feeding him!

Spoon by spoon, shoving another spoonful into his mouth when he opened it to object.

She spilled a little of it on his chin, and she leaned forward and licked it off his face.

She she plopped a spoonful on one of his nipples, and she bent down, her hair in his face, and sucked on that nipple till he groaned.

“Oh, excuse me, Sam. I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable,” and she pushed another spoonful of the goop into his mouth.

Then she was done. She handed the bowl to the first woman, Leslie, and she leaned on his chest, inches from his face, her breasts on his chest, and she whispered, “There’s a secret ingredient.”

He tried to turn his head, but couldn’t look away.

“I make my mush with cum.”

He gagged, but…he couldn’t throw up. The stuff was down his gullet, and he had no way to get it back into the pipe.

Shirley laughed and said, “I’m just kidding. But if you’d like some cum, I can get somebody in to jack off on your face.”

He gave a dry heave.

She climbed off him.

And the third women settled down on him.

She was a little older, but that mature look was even sexier. She looked like a woman who had no inhibitions, and who wanted him.

She was a cougar, a MILF, and her pussy was resting right on his cock.

Then he gasped.

He had slipped inside her.

“Oh, Sam! You naughty boy!”

She ground down on him, then climbed off. “Later, maybe, if you do everything we want.”

Then the three were standing in front of him. Naked, smiles on their faces, observing him almost whimsically.

“What…what?”

He was crying.

Leslie stepped between his legs and took him in her hand.

He was small, but she fondled him, stroked him with here fingers, but didn’t let him erupt.

Shirley and Wendy stepped on each side of him. They played with his nipples, sucked on them.

He was in heaven, but his mind was so wrought up he thought it was hell.

And Leslie said: “Sam. We know what you’re doing. We know about your computer programs, how you’ve got your AI taking over the web. We know that you chose the LGTBQ+ audience for your marks. And we know that you will blow up the net, rake in the cash, and within a few days you’ll be flying off somewhere. We don’t know where, not yet, but we imagine you’ll buy an island, or a castle, and you’ll live like a monarch. You won’t of course, be abusing women. Not unless they like a man with a tiny weenie.”

Sam was crushed. He was sure he was inviolate. Nobody could catch him!

But they had caught him.

“What are you going to do to me?”

Leslie smiled manipulated his balls, made him gasp with the pleasure.

“Give you the opportunity of a lifetime.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Sam. We could cut your body into pieces and drop the pieces into shark infested waters in the seven seas. We have you, and there is nothing you can do about it. But what good will that do?”

Sam was silent. His heart had virtually stopped and he hung on her words.

“Another Sam would come along, one we might not catch, and all the things we fear, the things that you planned to do, would happen anyway. So it does us no good to chop you up and serve you to the fishies.”

“Then…what are you going to do?”

“Sam, if you can’t beat ‘em, join ‘em. How would you like to be one of us?”


Part Two

“What do you mean?”

Leslie got brutally honest. “You’ve got a small pee pee. Probably never had a girlfriend, and if you did she was in it to make fun of you. Your life as a man must really suck.”

Sam just blinked. Tears dried up. His mouth opened. And there is something about the truth that just cannot be denied.

“Stop it,” he said.

“On the other hand, if you were LGTBQ+ you would have friends that would never make fun of you. They’ve been mistreated, and they would treat you with dignity and respect.”

Sam shook his head. He was a man. No matter the size of his penis, he was a man.

“So we’re going to play with you for a couple of days. And you’re going to make up your mind. You can stay a man, and we’ll take your computer apart, beat up your AI, and make you a pauper. Or, you can decide to change, to become something else. You’ll work for us, and you’ll even retain control of your AI, but you will be dedicated to finding people like yourself, people who would exploit mankind for their own benefit and not care who gets hurt.”

“What happens if I find somebody like me?” He wasn’t thinking of buying into their proposal, he was actually curious.

“Then my friends and I do to them what we’re going to do to you.”

Sam licked his lips. He was scared, but it was just talk, and he still had some kind of hope that he could get out of this.

“You realize that you’re guilty of kidnapping, and that there are laws against what you say you’re going to do to me.”

Shirley chuckled, but Leslie simply said, “We have people with police scanners, and even people in the police department, watching out for us. Furthermore, once we’re done with you this location will be abandoned, and you will speak of three women in a room, who no longer exist and there is no way to track them down.”

Sam stared at her. His mind was working, but he thought of nothing that could help.

“So you’re going to run me out of business.”

And here it was. “We will break you, castrate you, leave you naked in the center of a skid row in a city on the other side of the country.”

Her statement, so cold, pierced his heart and he could hardly breath.

“But you don’t have to make up your mind right away. You’ve got two days before we lower the boom. Shall we get started?”

Leslie stepped back and the other two moved in. Shirley had a spray can and she began spritzing his body. She went up and down his legs, and Wendy followed after, spreading the spray, and it turned into a gel on his flesh.

Into his groin, around his balls, and he squeaked at the quick and rude way they just treated him.

Over the belly, then Shirley grabbed his dick and pulled. Hard.

“Ow!”

“Lean forward, please.”

She squirted the spray over his back, and Wendy smushed it down into his crack.

When they were done his whole body surface was covered with the goop, except for above the eyes.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“Depilation,” murmured Wendy causally. “Tell us when it starts to burn.”

The two girls stood back and watched him. Wendy had a smirky sort of a smile. Shirley had a level gaze that showed no pity.

A few minutes his skin started to hurt and he said, “Yipes!”

They quickly grabbed wet rags and cleaned his body. They got every bit of the stuff off his body, and he was left a bit sweet smelling.

“You know,” said Wendy as she washed his underarms, “It’s not bad being a woman, if that’s your druthers. You can be anything, gay, lesbian, anything in between, but if you did happen to choose a female body you would find that the sex is incredible.”

“We’ll show you later, of course,” said Shirley as she wiped his balls and deep into his crack.

Sam protested, “How can you treat another human being this way?”

“The same way you were going to exploit millions of people with your computer programs. The difference is we’re not doing it for money.”

“Yeah, but—“

Cash. Hard coin or crumply paper. By itself it means nothing. But it represents people’s labor, it can be used to trade for goods, for survival. People eat, build homes, live their lives, but you would take it all and leave them destitute.”

“Yeah? What about billionaires!”

“We have people working on them, and we’ll take care of them in due time. But right now we can take care of you.”

The girls stepped back and Sam looked down at his smooth body.

His little penis was hard, his body was shiny and sort of sexy looking. He didn’t have tits, but a man’s body can look sexy with the right kind of cosmetic.

“All right, what next?” mused Shirley.

Actually, she knew, but she wanted to work on Sam’s mind.

“How about letting me go?”

Shirley reached for his peeny and stroked it. It barely fit between her fingers. “And give up all this fun?”

“Let’s do his nails.”

“My nails? Leave my nails alone!”

“Nope.”

There were trays pushed back against the walls, and each girl moved a tray forward.

Sam stared at the trays. They had little files and bottles of polish on them.

The girls each took a foot and started to work on Sam’s toes.

“Hey!” He jerked and tried to kick. He couldn’t move his feet that much under the straps, but he could interrupt the girl’s work.

Wendy smiled and picked up a needle from the tray. She held it over his big toe. “If you try to kick, you will kick right into this needle.”

Shirley picked up a needle.

The girls then prepped his toes, and he watched in horror, unable to fight back.

“Oh, God!” His eyes were once again filling with moisture.

“Take it easy, Sam. It’ll look pretty when we’re done.”

Sam doubted that, but all he could do was watch. Then he stopped watching and just put his head back.

The girls painted his toenails, then they coated his nails with lacquer.

“This is long lasting stuff, Sammie boy,” mentioned Wendy. “It would cost a lot if you went to a beauty parlor.”

Her speaking so cavalierly of him going to a beauty parlor went a long way. His mind was feeling a bit scattered now.

They finished his toes and went to work on his hands.

Again, he tried to struggle, but, again, the girls held the needles over his fingers.

Then Shirley tired of it. She looked at Sam. “Sam. I’m going to put the needle down. If you do anything I’m going to stick it right in your balls.”

She glared at him, and Sam gave up any idea of resisting. These girls were mean!

They chose ovals that overextended the tips of his fingers by a half inch.

“You should practice picking up pennies when you get a chance,” suggested Shirley.

Leslie, while this was going on, was checking computers, liaising with upper management, and making sure they were allowed to do their jobs quietly and efficiently. Every once in a while she would come over and look at Sam, ask him how he was doing, pat his shoulder, and that sort of thing.

At one point she put her fingers around his dingus and said, “You’d probably be a lot happier without this.” She looked up at him. “We can cut it off, or we could just give you a shot, chemically castrate you. Most men want to hold on to their dicks, probably it’s a little reminder of earlier times, but it’s a personal choice.”

Sam groaned. His penis had been hard for a while now, and it was feeling quite sensitive. Every time one of the girls touched it, grabbed it, or even brushed against it, it felt so good.

The girls finished his hands and discussed his face.

“I don’t think highlights would look good if you make his face dark.”

“So I make him into a surfer girl. I don’t think that’s his look.”

“What about if we bob his hair and keep the it the same color. That would create a softer face.”

“I want him to have long hair. Extension,” murmured Leslie from a computer station. “What do you think.”

“I could weave him, but do we have matching extensions?”

“Sure. Besides, we could give him a dye job.”

“He sure has soft eyes.” Then Wendy looked closely into his eyes. “Are you sure you aren’t a girl at heart?”

He shook his head frantically.

“Hmm. I think you’re a girl at heart, and…”

Leslie came over and put a hand on his chin. She turned him this way and that. “He sure does have the DNA. Girls, take a break. Let me talk to Sam alone for a second.”

Wendy and Shirley headed outside and Leslie hoisted herself up on his lap.

“That feels a lot better without the hair,” she remarked. Then she leaned on his chest, and once again her face was inches from his.

“Sam. I can see it written all over you. And the more they work on you the harder you get. Why don’t you just admit it. You want to be a girl.”

“I don’t!” His voice was almost a wail.

“Most men do want to be women. I don’t know why. Maybe they want to be like Mommy. Maybe they have a case of boob envy that’s gotten out of control. But, whatever, you reek of suppressed desires. The sooner you give in to them the better off you’ll be. All this won’t seem like torture, but fun.”

Sam tried to move his head back, but, of course, couldn’t.

Leslie kissed him softly on the lips.

She reached down and held him.

She kissed him again and again, and in between lip locks she murmured things like:

“You’re a beautiful woman.”

“You could be a woman and still be attracted to woman. You’d technically be a lesbian then.”

“Kiss me back, honey. Don’t let me do all the work.”

And, finally, he did. With a sob in his throat he kissed her, and the kisses turned long and hot.

His breathing came in gasps, and he thought he might cum, the way she was manipulating his little sausage.

But she let go before that could happen.

She let go and leaned back. “No cumming until you decide what you want to be. We’re going to keep working on you as a girl, you have to learn what it is like, but…you do have choices. If you can make them.”

Then she got off him, went to the door and called to the other girls.

They wove extensions into his hair. His hair was already a bit long, but now it trailed down over his shoulders.

They made him up. They shadowed his eyes, applied liner and mascara, and painted his lips a beautiful, bright red. He could taste the somewhat waxy texture of the lipstick, and he tried to chew it off.

“You do that and we’ll put lip stainer on you,” threatened Wendy.

Then came the coup de grâce.

Leslie came in and lowered the table.

Sam stared up at the lights. He felt so odd. His face was preserved in cosmetics. His penis was so damned hard. And Leslie came in and pushed needles into his chest.

At first he didn’t understand, then he figured it out.

She was injecting something into the area around his pectorals.

“What are you doing?” he gasped, knowing the answer.

“Giving you a pair,” Leslie answered, concentrating fiercely on the injections, making sure they were spaced correctly, and that the right amount of solution went into Sam.

A pair of…tits?” His voice was a hoarse whisper.

Leslie smiled without taking her attention off what she was doing.

These used to be called ‘vacation breasts,’ they were for woman who wanted to see what they looked like before they got the big bazoombas. But we used a different, more permanent solution. It doesn’t dissolve, it holds its shape much longer, and…you’ll be very pretty.”

“But I don’t want tits!” Sam wailed.

“Give it up, Sam. It’ll feel so much better when you admit what you want, what you are.”

“But this is cruel and inhuman!”

“What you were planning to do with your little AI program, that was cruel and unusual.”

“You can’t do this!”

Sam began sobbing, but it was really just the last of his resistance. When Leslie was done she walked around him with her cell phone. She captured his face, his body, then raised him to the sitting position and kept videoing.

Sam’s sobs were drying up a little now.

Still, he was going through major emotional changes, and he couldn’t stop completely.

But underneath, inside his heart, he was experiencing something. A fascination beyond rejection. An interest in spite of his protests.

Shirley walked to the right side and pulled down a white screen. Wendy set up a projector on the left side.

They turned his chair and he faced the screen.

“Did you ever see ‘The Clockwork Orange?’” asked Leslie.

He shook his head, felt his waves shifting, the ends brushing his shoulders.

“It’s a wonderful, little saga of a crude, little punk who undergoes some radical reconditioning. This is going to be somewhat like that, but not cruel or like torture, like it is in the film. You don’t have to watch, of course, but your eyes will get tired of trying to keep everything out.”

They turned the lights down and the projector on, and Sam sat and watched the movies.

Actually, it wasn’t the movies, it was clips, scenes, and it consisted of images from various types of porn, BDSM, bondage, and hypnotism.

The first reel came on, and it was a production from a website called ‘Hypnotube.’

Sam watched as beautiful woman’s faces drifted towards him. Then there were cocks, big cocks, presented subliminally. Then everything calmed down and the beautiful woman faded back.

Sam gripped the arms of his chair so hard his arms began to hurt. He forced himself to let go.

The images started again, bringing him to a peak, then, when he thought he might even squirt, they faded.

Again and again.

The girls watched him, seemed satisfied, and Wendy put a headset on him.

Now he could hear everything. Grunts, groans, moans and hypnotic commands.

For hours he sat there, being reprogrammed.

At first he thought he could resist it.

He was man.

But his image of himself as a man was defeated by the fact that he had long fingernails, breasts, and hair to his shoulders.

He could taste his own lipstick and his eyes fluttered with mascara.

Somewhere along the line he began to cry out, but he didn't know what.

Then the movie stopped and Shirley fed him. She spoon fed him, sitting on his lap, naked, and he felt like a little boy being spoon fed by his mother.

Then she got off him and Leslie moved in.

“How you doing, Sam.”

He whispered, “How long?”

“How long what?”

“How long are you going to do this to me?”

“Until you change your mind. Or until we figure you’re not going to change.”

“What happens if I don’t change?”

“Then we snip you, and prepare to leave you somewhere. It’ll take a couple of days, because then one of us will have to take over your computer set up. You might like to know that your great plan to influence the LGBTQ+ community into giving you money is working. You’ve made millions, and it’s just starting. You’re rich beyond your wildest dreams. You’ve succeeded, Sam.”

Then she watched him.

Watched him as he thought about what it meant.

He had already been rich, now he was richer…so what?

He was rich, but what did that matter if he couldn’t cum? If he couldn’t satisfy a woman?

What did being rich mean if he couldn’t be a man?

That was the moment his mind started to shift. That was the moment he stopped being half empty and became half full.

That was the moment that he stopped resisting and started enjoying.

He couldn’t be a man, but what could he be?

Could he be a woman?

Was that a solution for this terrible thing he was going through?

And, far down the road, the light at the end of the tunnel, was the acknowledgement that what was being done to him was being done to him…it was being done for him.

Leslie moved back into the shadows. The headset was placed on his head, and the movie started up again.

How many pussies does a man have to see before he becomes one?

How many cocks does he have to see before he wants one? A real one. One that pleasures him in ways that only a woman can know.

Was he a woman?

He looked like one. His psyche had never really been too manly. Now…now…the movie continued.

Some indeterminate time later they stopped the movie and fed him again. But this time they had something new to add to the mix.

The table didn’t just bend forward into a chair, it bent backward.

Sam was bent back and his hips rose up in the air.

“That’s enough,” said Leslie.

Sam was arched, his hips thrust up, and this exposed his back door.

Leslie reached in and inserted a probe.

Sam would have wiggled, tried to resist, but he was helpless in the chair.

The chair was returned to the sitting position, and now Sam had something else to think about.

Leslie held up a remote. She pressed it.

Sam experienced a pleasurable pulse in his rear.

“Oh!” His eyes widened.

“We’re going to put it on a cycle. It’s going to stimulate your prostate. Oh, not enough to make you cum, but if you give up, if you focus yourself, then you can make it happen. When it does, know this: that’s the orgasm a woman feels. You could have this, Sam. All you have to do is stop resisting.

They started the movie again.

Beautiful woman. Naked. Interspersed with the desire for cock.

Sam wiggled and cried out, but it didn’t last long. The pulses were extremely pleasurable, and he enjoyed them.

He began to press down, as if that would cause the pulses to make him squirt.

An hour passed, and Sam was almost in a delirium, trying to figure out how to get over the edge, how to have an orgasm. He was so close, and now he stopped fighting the images on the movie and started using his energy to twitch, to jerk, to hump, to tighten his muscles and make the orgasm happen.

What he didn’t know is that orgasms, real orgasms, are not caught by force, they are found by relaxing and letting it happen.

He kept fighting, however, and the longer he fought, the closer it seemed, and yet he couldn’t…couldn’t…and slowly his energy waned. His physical body only had so much to give, and he…gave up.

He sat there, exhausted, sobbing, drained of energy, and then the big wave snuck up on him. It whelmed him, washed over him, and a golden tsunami coursed through him.

He groaned, and he was aware that he was leaking his sperm.

But it was, as Leslie had indicated, definitely not like a male orgasm. It was a whole body orgasm. It was a world shaker.

Then, the golden waves receding into some kind of distance, he was done.

His body relaxed, his heart rate went down, and tears streamed down his face.

Not the angry tears of protest and rejection, but the happy tears of acceptance and joy.

To the three girls watching it was obvious. They had done their job.

He was converted.

They blindfolded Sam and drove him back in the van. They arrived at his home, undid the blindfold, and the three girls walked him into his house.

Sam was wearing lingerie, a dress, and make up. And he was quite happy.

He walked into the computer room and began to work.

Happily, he gave his AI commands. Some of the things he had done he undid. Other things he kept in place, but cycled the proceeds to the Ladies’ Sissy Society.

After a couple of days Leslie and Wendy decided it was time to head back to Mission Central to await their next assignment.

“Okay, Samantha,” Leslie said, giving him a big hug and a kiss. “We’ll be checking on you. Shirley will stay with you for a month or so, and help you get acquainted with life as a girl. At the end of that time you can decide whether you want to be castrated, chemically castrated, or keep your little weenie. Okay?”

Sam cried a little, then waved as Leslie and Wendy drove off.

He turned and Shirley was waiting at the front door. She had a look on her face.

“Is everything okay?” asked Sam.

“Sam, we’ve been so busy I haven’t had a chance to ask you.”

“Ask me what?”

“Do you know what a strap on is?”

Sam smiled.

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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Read it on kindle or paperback
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