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Author’s Note

Let the punishment fit the crime, eh?

That’s what our justice system is supposed to be about.

But what if it isn’t?

What if OJ was guilty?

What if Trump didn’t collude with Russia?

What if some poor, helpless Schmuck is actually innocent?

That’s what this story is about.

CAUTION! This story does get a little gnarly, so be warned before you read.

And, of course…STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Getting out of prison was the worst day in his life.

One would not think so…for getting out of prison means freedom! A chance to roam the world and do what you want to do.

And that was his mindset when he walked through the gates. He was free at last. He was going to get to live! For the first time in six years!

Lance Perkins was five foot five, 140 pounds, and his face was smooth and youthful. In spite of six years in the Big House he had kept a certain innocence to his look.

Perhaps that was because he was innocent.

Passing through the gates he nodded to the guard, a grizzled, fat, fifty year old SOB, Chuck, called Upchuck by the inmates.

Upchuck glared at him, pasted a sneer on his face and said, “Get the fuck out, con.”

Larry said nothing. He was wearing his cheap jeans, tee and sweat shirt. He wore sneakers and had $176 bucks in his pocket.

The DOC (Department of Corrections) had taken $24 to pay for his release clothes.

He walked up a quarter mile paved road to the highway.

There was little traffic, and he didn’t think anybody would want to pick up an ex-con.

He walked along the edge of the road, wondering what the day would bring. There was a town 15 miles up the road, but what kind of town he didn’t know.

$176 wasn’t enough to get a motel room. He would have to sleep under trees and hope it didn’t rain. He could eat for a week. Longer if he bought cans and cooked them himself.

Maybe he could find a job. Just a temporary thing until he could earn enough money to get back to his hometown.

Would he still have friends there? After six years in prison?

He knew there were a lot of people that didn’t believe he had robbed that convenience store. But people who believed in him weren’t good witnesses compared to two citizens who identified him in the line up, swore he was the one.

Luckily, the clerk had survived the pistol whipping, or he would have faced murder. But the clerk hadn’t really gotten a good look at his assailant, and so couldn’t clear him.

To the right was a barbed wire fence, and beyond that cows grazed happily.

On the other side of the road was a field of broccoli or Brussel sprouts or something. Mexicans were bent over doing something. Weeding the rows maybe.

Up the road—

EEEE!

A van skidded to a stop next to him. The door opened and a slender figure in black sweats aimed a pistol at him.

“Get in.”

“But I…I…”

He looked to the sides, moving forward slowly, judging his chances to dive to the side, roll, run, hide in a ditch.

Not much of a chance at all.

He came closer to the van.

“Hurry up.”

The figure in the doorway backed into the shadows until only the gun could be seen. No chance of jumping the gun man when he got into the van.

“Come on.”

He put his hands on the side of the doorway and prepared to step into the van.

A blonde woman appeared at the back corner of the van. She pointed a gun at him.

He moved into the back of the van. He heard the phhft! Felt a needle sticking inches back, right around his right kidney, then the shock hit.

He sprawled on the floor of the van, his arms outflank, his face bruised on the floor, his back arched and his body shaking violently.

The driver’s door slammed as the blonde got in.

Larry couldn’t think. His brain felt like a peanut in a can, rattling…rattling.

His flesh felt like every inch had been stung by bees at the same time.

He was dimly aware of spasming and smashing his body up and down on the floorboards.

Then the horrible sensations went away and he lay, paralyzed, and couldn’t do anything when they put hand cuffs on his wrists, behind his back, and tapped his ankles together.

As he recovered he couldn’t stop shaking, and his brain was filled with terror and anxiety.

The van was now moving, and the person who had tasered him was sitting on the floor, back to the passenger seat, and watching him.

There were two other people in the van, the driver and a passenger.

Minutes passed, and Lance tried to speak. “Mmmph!”

That was when he realized he had tape over his mouth. They had put duct tape over his mouth while he was out of it.

He looked at the person who had tased him, who still held the stun gun at the ready, as if he could break his bonds, leap up and over power three people.

It was a woman! As his eyes became used to the shadowy interior of the van he saw that she had a female body under the dark sweats. She had breasts, big ones, and they showed when she twisted in place to say something to the person driving.

When the driver turned to answer, Lance could tell that she was a woman, too!

The long hair coming down the back, out from under the stocking cap.

What about the passenger?

When she turned Lance could see that she was a woman, too.

But…why?

Why had three women kidnapped him? He had been in jail for six years! He hadn’t had any interaction with anybody on the outside! He didn’t know anybody who he could have offended, who would be mad at him!

The van was an older model and it made a lot of noise. Whatever the three women were talking about he couldn’t make it out.

He lay back and looked at the ceiling of the van and counted the miles.

What he thought were miles.

When you are in a dark van all you can do is count sixty seconds and hope it approximated a mile.

They drove for two hours, as best as Lance could approximate.

The surface of the road changed from highway to what felt like a two lane black top, then a series of squiggly motions, bumps, and a slight upward trend.

It felt like they were sliding through ruts, and maybe even some muddy ruts, then around a turn, up a steeper hill, and onto a gravel surface.

Lance listened to the tires, so close to his head.

So they were a hundred miles or so from the prison, and off road, maybe even off grid.

The van stopped. The engine pinged. Doors opened and the three women stepped out.

For a moment Lance had a glimpse of a farm. Fences, fields, a portion of a big barn, then the side door was slid shut again.

Voices, muffled through the wall of the van, and he knew the women were talking, and probably about him. He could make out a few words, a phrase here and there.

“Got him.” He heard that.

Mumble, mumble, then: “Rather shoot…” Shoot what? Him?

He was stiff and sore, and a fresh wave of panic set in. Why would anybody shoot him? He had served his time! Time which he didn’t even deserve!

Mumble… “Eat some…”

Then the sound of feet walking away, crunching the gravel, three sets of feet. He thought.

He lay, trussed and in pain, and tried to think.

It had been a couple of hours since they had shocked him, but his mind still felt like it was whirling in a blender.

Three women.

Kidnapped him.

Why?

Why?

An hour later Lance was feeling faint. Not being able to move, he had a headache from the stun gun, and he was thirsty.

The door slid back and light flooded into the van.

He blinked and jerked back. He tried to see the world, but the light was too much after his lengthy rest in the van.

One of the women reached in and ran a line around the chain on his cuffs. She pulled it tight, stepped out of the van and yelled. “Go for it!”

The line was stretched into the barn, which the van had parked next to. It went over a pulley, then back to where a cable took over the duties.

The line tightened and he was jerked around and dragged out of the van.

A winch! He was being winched!

He was dragged across the gravel, and endured a whole new set of pains. Little pebbles digging into his flesh. He would have screamed but he still had the tape on his mouth.

Into the barn, and the surface smoothed out, became packed earth.

His arms were being stretched and it felt like they were going to come out of the sockets.

He caught a glimpse of the woman working a switch for the winch. There was another woman in the barn, under the pole to which the pulley was attached. The third woman walked alongside him.

He grunted and tried to yell, but all tat came out was mumbled gobbledegook. Then he reached the area under the pulley and was lifted to his feet. Then into the air.

He groaned, and tears came from his eyes as his own weight dragged on his arm sockets.

“Okay!”

Then: “Back off a bit.”

He was lowered and tried to get his bound feet under him.

“Okay!”

The winch stopped.

Lance tried to stand, but his legs wouldn't work.

The woman who had walked him back took a knife out of a scabbard and looked at him. “I’d love to just gut you.”

But she simply cut the tape on his ankles.

He did a slow, awkward dance, his feet flattened on the surface of the floor, and he was finally on his own feet.

“Let me go!” he tried to say, but it came out, “Lemmmeeooo!”

The women gathered around him. He was half leaning, half twisting, but he managed to hold himself still and get a glimpse at his captors.

A blonde and two brunettes. They wore close fitting pearl snap shirts, tight jeans, and were very good looking.

The blonde was a Marilyn Monroe look alike, with her cropped blonde hair and her red lipstick. The other two were fresh faced beauties. They would have looked at home in the Miss America Pageant. If they had categories for kidnappers.

“Lemmmeeooo!” he tried again.

“So this is the big, bad criminal. How do you feel rapist?”

Rapist? What rapist? He was supposed to be a small time stick up man! And he wasn’t really even that!

His eyes were wide and he shook his head in confusion.

“Six years you been in prison, and you thought we’d forget.”

Now he knew, it was a case of mistaken identity!

“But it was our sister you raped and killed. And now we’re going to see how you like it.”

Lance tried to yell through the doc tape, but nothing intelligible came out.

I’m innocent! You want Gary Swanson! He spent 12 years for murder and rape! And he was getting out the same day as me!

But all that came out was gibberish. Nonsense.

“Our sister,” corrected the other brunette. “And we loved her with all our souls. And you ended her life!”

Lance shook his head and tried to scream.

“Not so brave now, is he,” commented the blonde.

“He’s a coward.”

“Filth.”

Then one of the woman kicked him.

The world turned white and he was sure she had ruptured him. He wanted to curl into the fetal position, but all he could do was dangle.

“You beat her, and now we’re going to beat you.”

“We’re going to do to you what you did to Linzie.”

Dazed, ready to pass out, Lance shook his head, his eyes begged, but it as no use.

When they were done with him they walked out of the barn and closed the doors, and he was left dangling.

Lance had been released from prison at one in the afternoon.

He had been picked up by the three women around one thirty.

Two hours to the ranch, or farm, or whatever it was, then an hour before his beating…he figured it was about four, maybe four thirty, give or take.

It was the beginning of winter, a harsh time to be let out of prison. No crops to harvest and few jobs to be had.

In the barn it was cold. The sun’s warmth disappeared and the chill set in.

Lance heard the flutter of wings.

A barn owl? Catching mice?

A bat?

That was a rightening thought. Bats are the kind of creatures that always bring up thoughts of blood sucking.

He heard something on the floor, moving over the hard pack and disturbing a bit of straw.

A mouse?

Where was the barn owl?

His arms felt like they were going to break right off.

He thought about John McCaine, war prisoner turned senator, tortured so much he couldn’t’ raise his arms above his shoulders.

He fantasized himself, tortured, an object so piteous that the people elected him to congress.

He would take that.

He would take almost anything over the excruciating pain living in his shoulders.

Pitch darkness. He thought he could see a flicker of light through  a crack between the boards of the barn, but he wasn’t sure.

And everything was so silent. The outside world muffled by barn walls and distance.

Except, every once in a while thought he could hear music. Some old sixties stuff. Maybe Credence Clearwater Revival.

He tried to move, to relieve the pain eating his body up. But he couldn’t move enough.

The hours passed, slow ticks of the cosmic clock.

He realized, somewhere along the line, that he was hallucinating. Eyes in their nipples. An old Jim Morrison song.

He tried to sing, but the pain was too much. He couldn’t remember lyrics over the pain.

Some eternity later he perceived grayness.

Gray through the spaces between boards, around the big doors he had been dragged through. How long ago was that? Years? Decades? Millenia?

Dawn.

“Wakey wakey! Eggs and Bakey!”

He had been sleeping, but with open eyes. The world had been grey, then he began perceiving it, the light coming through the opening doors.

He tried to speak, but nothing came out. He was strangling for lack of moisture. He needed water.

The three women stood in front of him. They wore flannel shirts now, two blue and one red. It was colder than pearl snaps, he guessed, his mind doing swan dives.

“He looks pretty bad.”

“Hey, Gary. How you doing?”

He shook his head, tried to croak, but just hung there.

“I think he needs water.”

“Probably. Ask me if I care.”

“None of us care, but we need him alive if we’re going to fix him.”

“Dead or alive,” quipped the blonde. “What a choice.”

The brunettes snickered.

“Okay, how we going to do this?”

“Just the way we planned. Let’s get him down.”

They loosened the winch and Lance lay on the ground.

“Come on, tough guy. Up on your feet.”

“Yeah. We have a lot to do.”

Lance couldn’t move for some minutes. They kicked him a few times, then realized what they were up against.

The blonde trotted outside to a trough and came back in with a dipper of water.

One of the brunettes ripped the due tape off his mouth.

Lance tried to talk, but his voice simply wouldn't work. It was so dry it felt like it had beg cracks running up and down inside his throat.

The blonde poured water into his mouth.

He let the water seep down his throat, and slowly, slowly, he swallowed and the feeling of cracks in the throat subsided.

He gasped out “Not…Gary…”

Before he could finish his sentence the due tape was back in place.

“That ought to do him.”

I’m not Gary Swanson! he tried to yell through he dug tape.

Nothing but gargle sounds came out and the girls ignored him.

“He’s going to be a lot thirstier by the time we finish with him,” laughed one of the brunettes. The other two girls grinned.

“Okay, let’s get him inside.”

They grabbed his handcuffs and hauled him to his feet. “Let’s go, tough guy.”

They pushed him ahead of themselves, and when he tried to turn, to protest his innocence, they just pushed him harder.

Across the gravel yard. While the place was in good shape, no boards or shingles were missing off the house or barn, and the fences all seemed intact, the gravel on the drive was fair mushed into the hard pack.

He went up the steps to the porch and stood, his chest heaving, it was difficult to breath through just his nose.

“Open the door.”

One of them opened the door and he was shoved into the house.

Through a comfortable living room with a lived on couch and western style chairs.

Down a hall and into a bedroom. Except it wasn’t bedroom.

It was an operating theater!

It had a platform for the patient to lie on, a couple of machines that give out the beeping sounds. An open closet revealed IV bags. on a dresser was an array of surgical tools.

He tried to turn, but was punched hard, and near folded up.

He fell to the ground and tried to kick.

“Enough of this.”

ZZZZT!

Lance saw the world turn white again. His spine felt like it was going to make a u turn. Everything was going askew and his mind felt like it was a pin cushion with ten penny nails in it.

Then…some indeterminate time later…he was on the operating table.

Tied down.

And the operation began.

Operations usually last a couple of hours. If there needs to be more work, the operations are separated into separate operations over weeks and months. So it was with the operations suffered by Lance.

He awoke and had little idea as to how much time had passed. He just stared at the ceiling and lay there and didn’t even have much in the way of thoughts.

The women moved around him, and the blonde entered his view. She put a spoon in his mouth and he found himself eating broth. Later that day they fed him some sort of cinnamon flavored mush.

He couldn’t’ move, and when he tried to talk the blonde hushed him. she touched his throat.

“We’ve shaved your Adam’s apple. You’ll have a higher pitched, more feminine voice now. If you try talking now, while it’s healing, you might destroy your ability to have any voice at all.

He moved his head slightly, and he could feel the bulky bandage on his throat.

“You have to be very careful eating. We’ve got you on an IV, but you have to eat something or your digestive tract will degrade.”

He didn’t understand, and tears came to his eyes.

The women took turns sitting with him. Eight hour shifts, and at night one of them slept in the same room in a little fold a bed. He was never out from under their observation.

And they, possibly out of sheer boredom, possibly because they wanted him to understand what they were doing to him, told him things.

The blonde was Shirley. The two brunettes were Lana and Shiela.

They freely admitted: “We really wanted to kill you, but we’re not that kind of people. We don’t want to kill anybody, Gary. Or rape them.”

I’m not Gary, he thought at them.

A week later he was able to talk, but only in a whisper, and in a very high pitched voice. He was now a soprano. And that was when they took him in for another operation.

He awoke with breasts. Big breasts. But it was more extensive than just breasts.

“We used liposuction, Gary. We harvested your fat and injected it into your boobs. There’s no danger of your body rejecting the fat, and those boobs are there for the duration.”

Larry could feel the differences in his body. They had taken the fat from his belly and given him breasts, hips, and even sculptured his face a bit.

That operation took a while to recover from. His body was sore, and they showed him his new face. It was swollen and he had black spots, big bruises, including black eyes, and he could see that his cheeks were going to be more feminine.

He had a reduced Adam’s apple, an altered voice, a changed body, and big boobs. But they were only started.

Every day Shirley came in and injected him with a solution.

He looked at the syringe and tried to nod questioningly.

She smiled. “These are hormones. Very strong. Estrogen, delivered like this will be much more effective. All of the little things that we have done for you will be enhanced by this little chemical. Isn’t it wonderful?”

They fed him some solid food. They took turns, depending on who was on what shift, and spooned vegetables and bits of fruit into his mouth.

If he tried to talk they simply taped his mouth shut and came back later to feed him, when he was more ‘amenable.’

And he discovered that his lips had been botoxed. They were big and plump. He could feel that just by licking his lips.

“You like your new look?” asked Lana, feeding him spoonfuls of plain mush, not even a dollop of honey to make it palatable.

He shook his head, small tears forming at the corners of his eyes.

She just chuckled.

He tried to refuse food at one point, but they just shrugged, and kept him on the IV and told him that if he didn’t eat he eventually wouldn’t be able to eat, that he would have all sorts of intestinal problems.

“We want you healthy, Gary,” explained Shiela.

Not Gary! he sobbed.

“We want you to live a life of frustration. Death would be too easy for you.”

And another spoonful of mush down the gullet.

Christmas arrived, and the girls exchanged gifts. They gave each other things like purses and necklaces and cute cards with adorable kitty cats on them.

They gave Larry lingerie, laid the articles of underwear onto his body and giggled.

“You look wonderful in panties, Gary.”

“That bra is you!”

“We’re going to do your hair starting in the new year. And you’re going to learn about make up. Won’t that be wonderful?”

Not Gary! he thought, but not with so much force. It was useless protesting, after all.

Christmas dinner the house filled with the smell of turkey and giblets, apple and pumpkin pie, and it was warm and happy. For the girls.

They gave him just enough that he wanted more, and laughed at the distraught look in his eyes.

During this time he thought about how cruel people could be.

They thought he was a murderer and a rapist. He wasn’t, and that meant that a real murderer and rapist was out there.

And what they were doing to him—it totally proved the old adage that ‘the female is the more vicious of the species.’

Was the world really this cruel?

In that ranch house, at that moment, he thought it was, and he wondered if he wanted to live in a world that bad.

But the urge to survive is something that can’t be turned off.

Oh, some people manage to take their lives, but it is a struggle, and they have to overcome themselves, and even then they aren’t always successful.

The day after New Year’s Eve, the girls had spent the night drinking and howling to the moon, they reduced his restraints.

He was secured by chains that were attached to the walls. He could move around, and he could even use his hands.

Of course there was nothing for him to use his hands on.

But it was a degree of freedom after three months confined to a bed.

He stood up and looked at himself. The girls had put a mirror on the wall facing him and he saw what they had done.

He was stunned.

His face was smaller, more oval. The cheekbones were higher, the chin narrower.

The hormones they were injecting him with were working.

His shoulders seemed narrower, but maybe that was because his upper body had shrunk, and the new slenderness was emphasized by very large breasts.

His waist was tiny, and that was when he realized that they had actually removed his lower ribs. It felt so weird.

His ass was round. A real tush. And he knew that he would be swaying when he walked.

When he walked.

He was standing up now, and he could move around a little, maybe three feet in any direction.

But were they going to let him walk out of there?

After what they had done to him?

That morning the girls walked into the room. Shirley was carrying a little case, Lana was holding a handful of the lingerie he had been gifted with, and Shiela was holding clothes.

They arranged three chairs in front of him and smiled at him.

“Okay, Gary. Your transition is almost complete. We just need to give you a few lessons on how to dress, how to act, things like that.

He shook his head.

“Since this is going to be an education, and your participation is necessary, we’re going to take the tape off your mouth. Isn’t that wonderful?”

“But if you scream at us, or insult us in any way, the tape goes back on, and that won’t be good.”

Shiela commented, “You’re going to have to live as a woman now, and it would behoove you to learn, and learn quickly.”

“So, do we have your word that you will not scream, yell, or otherwise abuse us with your pretty, little mouth?”

Larry nodded.

For the first time in over three months the tape was removed and he was allowed to talk.

He had motion in his hands now, and he rubbed his mouth and tried to bring more feeling into it.

The girls watched hm. They were grinning brightly, truly enjoying this moment.

Larry opened his mouth and squeaked—they had given him a very high pitched bimbo voice—and shut up, horror in his eyes.

The girls all laughed hysterically.

“Did you see his face?”

“Oh, my God!”

“That was priceless!”

Tears rolled down his cheeks.

“Aw, look. Little baby girl is crying.”

More laughter.

Larry made himself talk, and he said, “My name is Larry Perkins.”

The girls giggled.

“Yeah, right,” mocked Shiela. “And mine is Hillary Clinton.”

“I was in jail for armed robbery, which I didn’t commit.”

The girls were having a hard time listening, they were too busy laughing at his ridiculously high voice.

Larry stood and raged within. But he was confined by the chains, and he was too weak, anyway. The long diet of estrogen and motionlessness and lack of exercise had robbed him of muscle mass and male strength.

He didn’t struggle or make a move towards them. He just said, “I didn’t even commit the robbery. I was convicted on the words of two women who claimed they had seen me, but they hadn’t. Whoever the real robber was…he’s still free and laughing at me.”

The girls were still laughing, but their laughter was less now. Now they were just snickering and enjoying his protests.

“Well, Gary, we expected this, so we brought proof.”

“Huh? What proof? My name is Larry! How can you prove it isn’t?”

Shirley bent and opened the little case she had brought in. It was a make up case, but jammed into the top of the case was a Manila folder.

Larry blinked. He had seen such folders before. but—

“This is a copy of your prison record. Here is your picture.”

She opened the folder and showed him the first page. A picture of him was in the upper corner.”

“You were arrested with a beard, so we made sure we got a prison picture of you without the beard. Is this not you?”

“Yes, but…” he was terribly confused, so confused his head hurt. He was reading the accompanying writing.

“And can you read the name for us?”

He did. Gary Swanson.

“But…this is wrong!”

“Of course it is. It’s your picture, with your real name, and Larry Perkins is one of your fellow convicts.”

“How convenient,” observed Lana. “You get out on the same day, and he looks a bit like you, and you try to convince us you’re somebody else. Nice try, Gary.”

“Nice try, Mr. Rape Man.” snapped Shiela, “But not good enough.”

“No, we know who you are, and now we’re going to complete your punishment. We’re going to teach you how to be a woman, fix you all up, then drop you off in some seedy part of the city.”

“A part where you have to give blow jobs to survive.”

“Or maybe worse.”

Big tears fell from his eyes, and Larry felt all hope evaporate.

He whispered in a tiny but impossibly high voice: “I’m not Gary.”

But the girls weren’t having it.


Part Two

Larry was learning to be a girl.

Oddly, something was happening with his three kidnappers.

He learned how to style his hair. How and when to use hair spray, how to use curlers. What to do when things like rain happened to his hair.

Shiela was helping him one day, and he noticed that she had a strange look in her eyes.

He was brushing up against his neck, flipping his hair into a bubble. Shiela was explaining about Dorothy Hamel and how she popularized the cut.

Larry worked to master the technique, and noticed Shiela just watching him.

But not watching him as he did hair, but watching him with a thoughtful look on her face.

He was also learning how to do nails. He prepared his nails, sanded, pushed the cuticle back, then trimmed some fakes so they would fit properly.

Doing fingernails was a wonderful time to just get things out of your mind.

Shirley was watching him, offering advice, be it in a caustic manner.

He ignored her harsh voice and concentrated on doing the thing right.

And noticed she wasn’t speaking to him.

He looked up and she looked away, actually appeared nervous. Her flustered look made him wonder: what was she thinking about?

Lana was helping him with make up. She helped him pluck his eyebrows and create curving arches that were pretty darned sexy. She was inches away from him, breathing on him, and he was aware of her face, her breath, her large breasts so close to his hands.

He didn’t move, but she suddenly backed away.

“What are you thinking of?” she accused.

He shook his head. “Nothing. It’s just…this female stuff is intimate. I’m not used to that.”

“So raping people isn’t intimate?”

He stared at her, then just looked away. Ignored her and looked into the mirror.

“We’re going to be letting you go.”

Larry nodded. He expected it. What he didn’t expect was the looks of concern on their faces.

He should have. After all, they had ‘raised him’ as a girl. As odd as it sounds, especially considering the situation, they were his ‘mothers.’

They had taught him how to dress, how to wear lingerie, how to put on make up…everything.

They had taught him how to speak, how to walk and sit and conduct himself.

Now it looked like they were having second thoughts.

Larry wasn’t having second thoughts. He wanted to leave. He didn’t know what kind of a life he was going to have, but at least he would be in charge of it.

He would have to see doctors and find out which of the procedures they had done to him could be undone.

Should he call he cops?

He should.

But he was done with the prison system.

He had been framed and thrown in jail. For him the idea of law and order didn’t work.

And he didn’t like the idea of trying to get ‘justice’ through the legal system.

No. He would just go on his way.

“When is this great event going to happen.”

“We’ll release you, and you can get used to walking around and keeping yourself girly. When we’re satisfied…you can leave.”

“Just like that. Walk down the road.”

“How am I supposed to survive.”

“That’s up to you.”

“You’ve stolen my life.”

Two of the girls kept straight faces, Lana muttered, “And you stole our sister’s. What we’ve done to you…at least you’re alive.”

Larry wanted to come back on that. Say something like, ‘Thanks for nothing.’

But he had developed a kind of discipline. He simply sighed and watched them.

That morning, Shirley holding a shot gun, they unlocked him. Then they backed out of the room.

He was free to move for the first time in five months. He rubbed his wrists, which were sore from the handcuffs.

He rubbed his ankles. He lay down on the bed, for the first time without chains holding him there.

He looked at himself in the mirror.

He was a pretty woman. No, a beautiful woman. He had a large chest, a butt big enough to twerk, and he knew make up and nails and hair care and all the things that go along with being a woman.

Worst of all, his penis was small and shrunken and just dangled.

Oddly, his reduced manhood didn’t bother him so much as the fact that he was always horny. Always frustrated.

Just because his dick was limp didn’t mean that his testicles, though reduced in size, didn’t produce semen.

In fact, his small balls always felt full and sensitive.

Whenever he walked his balls shifted between his thighs, and the head of his penis rubbed, and…he was horny.

Limp, but horny.

And he was not going to be able to masturbate, or have a woman, or…or anything.

He stood up, studied his curvaceous self, then walked out of the room.

The girls were sitting at the far end of the room, in the nook that was a dining room. They were heads close together and they were whispering.

They stopped whispering when he entered the room. They just stared at him.

He barely gave them a glance. He walked out to the porch, stood for a long moment, then sat on the steps.

The morning was bright, the air crisp, a good morning.

Larry stared at the hills in the distance, a hawk circling high above. He noted how the clouds were drifting.

The door behind him opened and Shirley came out, stood against the column at the side of the porch.

He looked up at her, then ignore her.

She waited a minute, then sat down on the steps next to him, but a couple of feet apart from him.

He said, “Do you have anything besides high heels? I want to walk around the property.”

“You’re not going to leave?”

“I’d like to, but not until you let me.”

“No,” she said.

He sighed, then turned to her. “What if I really was Larry Perkins? What if I’m not Gary Swanson?”

“We’ve got the proof. I don’t think I’ll engage in your little fantasies.”

“You only hear what you want to hear.”

She stared at him.

He stood up and walked across the gravel driveway.

It was awkward. He wasn’t used to high heels, and his ankles kept trying to twist. He stopped at a fence and stared across a hundred feet of pasture to some woods. He could see two deer…no three, four. A family.

That was something he would never have.

He wouldn’t have sex again, and he wouldn’t have a family. No rug rats to crawl on him and call him daddy. No loving wife.

And he thought about what the future held for him.

Work as a woman. Not many good paying jobs.

Would he have to give blow jobs to make a living?

Huh. He didn’t want to think about that.

He’d never bought one, and he didn’t feel like selling one.

Maybe he could work as a secretary, maybe get a job as a paralegal or something. Of course he would need a bit of schooling for that.

And then there was the problem of establishing himself as a transgender person.

He would have to get a license, choose a name, tell prospective employers why he had changed his name and what sex he really was.

It was not going to be a fun row to hoe.

But…what else was there?

Standing at the fence, staring into the distance, he suddenly noted the deer bounding away. But he totally missed the shadowy figure hiding in the brush.

That night the girls ate dinner. They actually invited him to sit with them, but he refused.

They might have had a look of concern in their eyes, might even be feeling a bit guilty about what they’d done, but he didn’t want much to do with them.

He ate in his room. He sat on his bed and manipulated his silverware with his long, red nails.

Oddly, he was getting used to being a woman. He was used to his body, and all the things the girls had taught him…sitting and being girly, just doing things like his hair and his nails, it was very satisfying.

And he realized that being frustrated was making him adhere to girl-ism in a manner he had not expected.

He sighed

He finished his meal, picked up his plate and headed for the kitchen.

The kitchen. Prepare meals, do the dishes, be a woman.

Funny, he had never pictured himself as a housewife, but now he was doing—

“Hello, ladies.”

Larry spun around to the sound of the new voice. It was gruff, manly, and…vaguely familiar.

Shirley, Lana and Shiela were frozen at the dining room table. They were staring at the door, where Gary Swanson stood, a gun in his hand.

“Who are you?” blurted Shirley.

“I’m your daddy, bitch. Now, stay where you are. And you, by the sink, move into the dining room and sit down.”

Carefully, very aware of the gun in the intruder’s hand, Larry moved to the dining table and sat down.

The girls were scared, but he was curious. He knew that voice. And that face…it was familiar. He tried to imagine it without the beard.

“Well, well, well.” The bearded man, he looked scruffy and dirty, moved across the room. He glanced down the hallway, but didn’t walk down it. “I’ve been watching you, girls. And what are four beautiful babes doing all alone out here in the wilderness?”

“This is our house! What are you doing here!”

“I’ve just come to visit. I‘ll be leaving in a while, but not before we’ve had our fun.”

“What fun?”

“What fun? Oh, I forgot, you don’t know me. So why don’t you just sit there and I’ll tell you a story. You, sink girl, go get me that bottle of whiskey on top of the fridge. Get me a couple of Cokes, too.”

Larry moved like molasses on a winter night. He moved into the kitchen and got the bourbon and Coke.

“A glass and ice, too, bitch.”

Gary had kicked a club chair around and pulled a TV tray to his side.

Larry placed the whiskey and Coke down on the tray. He considered trying to jump Gary, but knew he didn’t have a chance. Not yet.

He returned to the kitchen, then brought a glass with ice to the TV tray.

“Sit down, good looking.”

And Larry had it. He knew who it was. Take away the beard, there was a similarity…it was Gary Swanson! In prison for murder and rape, but got out early because he was well behaved.

So well behaved that he was now home invading, and threatening, three girls.

Oh, crap, Larry thought. Four girls!

As these revelations shot through Larry’s mind he sat down at the table. The girls were staring with wide eyes.

Gary poured a half a glass of bourbon. Then he managed to pop the top with one hand and one finger, and poured in the Coke. He lifted the glass, swirled it, and took a slug.

“Oh, fuck! Yes. Woo!”

His eyes were bright and he stared at the girls as the whiskey worked through him.

“If you leave now we won’t call the police.”

Gary laughed. Then grew serious. “Shut up.” Then he smiled. He was a real up and down personality.

“You were going to tell us a story,” Larry spoke in a low voice, but Gary still snickered at the high pitch.

“Man, you are a real baby bitch, aren’t you.”

He sipped again, held the gun on his knee, loosely pointed at them.

“Yes, the story. I suppose I should. It’s a doozy of a story, and you girls will love it. It starts before I went to prison.”

Three girls in took air and stared, and listened to the story.

Gary Swanson had the typical life of a criminal.

His father was a drunk, his mother made ends meet by offering her body to men at a bar.

Eventually they got in a fight, his mother was killed, his father sent to prison, and Gary went to the orphanage.

The orphanage was a filthy place where the priests mistreated the boys and Gary was broken in, proved uncontrollable, and was treated to the belt regularly.

Gary was released from that hellhole when he was eighteen, and he quickly turned to criminal activity.

Muggings turned to burglaries turned to strong arm robberies.

Turned to rape.

It was during this period that he came across a lovely named Sandra.

Gary indulged in his favorite pastime, then went on his merry way.

He didn’t count on the girl having three sisters, and that he would eventually be identified.

Murder and rape don’t necessarily pay the bills, and Gary decided to pick up a little pocket money by robbing a convenience story, and that’s where the story gets interesting.

“Hands up!”Gary burst into the convenience store. “Give me all your money! Everything! Now!”

Two old ladies stood to one side, staring at him and shivering. Fucking old biddies wore thick glasses and probably couldn’t see for shit. He ignored them.

The clerk opened the register and put money in a bag.

“Under the tray, stupid.”

The clerk lifted the tray and scooped out the twenties and fifties. He put them into the bag, then handed the bag across the counter.

Gary reached for the bag, and the clerk made his move. He flung a can of Coke that was sitting on the counter at Gary.

Gary avoided it easily, then slapped the clerk on the side of the head with his gun. The clerk went down like a sack full of manure.

Then Gary backed out of the store, wagging the gun and screaming threats. He got away with a couple of hundred dollars.

A day later he shaved his beard so he wouldn't be recognized. He should have shot those old biddies, but…shoulda woulda coulda.

He read in the newspapers that some schmuck had been arrested for the convenience store. That caused him a great laugh. Some idiot goes out to get the milk and ends up serving six years for a crime that he had committed! Could life get much better?

It didn’t get better, it got worse, for Gary was arrested and charged with murder and rape.

And convicted.

Twenty years to life.

Over the years he received death threats from three women.

They claimed the woman he killed had been their sister, and they wanted revenge.

Gary didn’t even bother telling the warden about the letters. Hell, he was in prison, nobody could touch him there. Besides, he sort of liked getting the letters.

Stupid bitches!

So he went away to prison. And guess what, surprise of surprises…the schmuck who had been arrested for the convenience store robbery was in the same prison!

He thought about meeting the guy, telling him the truth, but he settled for just inspecting the guy at a distance. They look sort of alike.

Then, one day, a con by the name of Butch approached him. Butch worked in the admin office, and he had an interesting tale to tell.

Three women were requesting his records.

Three women. And Gary didn’t have to guess who they were.

Grinning, he asked Butch for a favor.

“Hey, man, can you swap pictures for me? Take the picture out of Larry Perkins’ jacket and swap it with mine?

And so the stage was set.

The California penal system is truly messed up. Governor Newsome got in office and decided to release all these poor, convicted criminals who had been so unfairly put in jail.

Larry was scheduled for release, and had done his time with good behavior.

Gary got out with less than one third of his twenty year sentence served, and with very bad behavior.

And, the kicker…they got out on the same day.

Gary reached the gates a few minutes after Larry. When he went through the gates he could actually see Larry turning onto the highway.

He hurried up the long drive, hoping to catch up, to have a partner, or just to bop him on the head and take his release money.

He arrived at the highway and Larry was still far ahead of him.

Gary wasn’t in good shape, so he just followed along. It was a few miles to town, and he figured he would catch up to Larry in a while.

He knew who Larry was. He knew he was the dope who had been arrested for his crime, and he truly appreciated the irony here.

He was a bit surprised when he saw, a quarter mile ahead of him, a black van pull up next to Larry. The door slid open and Larry slowly advanced towards the van.

Gary started to run. Fuck! If that dope had a ride, then Gary wanted a ride, too!

He saw the blonde get out of the driver’s door and run around to the back. She pointed a pistol at Larry, and Gary slowed down.

What the fuck?

Larry got into the van, the woman went back to the driver’s door, and the van pulled away.

Larry had been kidnapped. There went Gary’s plan to steal Larry’s release money. Which pissed him off. Which made him curious.

Gary had the license number of the van. He had a good description. More important, he had addresses on the letters sent to him in prison.

Standing on that lonely highway, pissed because he couldn’t bop Larry on the head and steal his money, Gary suddenly started to grin.

And grin.

Gary sat in the club chair and grinned at his captive audience.

“So I knew where to find you. I spent a couple of months hiking, doing a little home invasion for extra money, and made my way up here. imagine my surprise when I find out that sweet cakes over there is the dope I framed, who I arranged for you girls to take by swapping his picture with mine. Can you imagine? That could be me sitting in that dress over there. You dumb bunnies!”

And he laughed and laughed.

Shirley, Lana and Shiela stared at Larry, and they were stunned. Shocked. Aghast.

They had kidnapped and transformed an innocent man!

And he had told them he was innocent, and they hadn’t believed him.

They had, instead, abused him. Maimed him.

They were guilty of far more heinous crimes than he.

“Oh, God. We’re sorry,” Shirley blurted.

Gary laughed even harder. This whole thing was funnier than a barrel full of monkeys trying to fuck a barrel full of leopards!

“What have we done?” whispered Lana.

“How can we make up for it?” Shiela begged.

Larry didn’t pay them any attention. He was more concerned with Gary.

Gary was the dangerous one. Gary was a proven murderer.

Gary’s laugh dwindled to chuckles and solitary guffaws.

“Hey, Larry, have these bitches screwed you, yet? They threatened to butt fuck me, have they done you?”

Larry just sat, head lowered, trying to figure a way out of this mess.

The girls asked for his forgiveness.

He said, “Let’s rob a bank.”

The girls stared at him.

Gary cocked his head.

“I’m not going to get a fair shake. I need a couple of quick scores, then I can leave the country.”

“You can’t be serious,” Shirley said in a low tone.

The expressions on Lana’s and Shiela’s faces were shocked.

“We were wrong, but…”

“He’s just as bad as Gary!”

“What do you know about robbing banks?” Gary scoffed.

“I can pass for a woman. Nobody will suspect. I can get inside, maybe even through the door to the back. Ask to see a deposit box or something. You hit ‘em through the front and I’ll already be in the back, my gun out and ready.”

Gary blinked. Laughed. Blinked again.

“Damn. Damned if you don’t give me ideas.”

“There had to be a reason you framed me. This is it. My life sucked anyway. Nobody would give me a good job. Bitches don’t treat me right.”

Gary straightened up in the club chair. The gun was still loosely pointed. How do I know you’re for real?”

And here it was…here it came…the make or break point. “I’ll seal the deal by giving you a blow job.”

Gary’s eyes went wider. This fucker was for real!

“Ew!” one of the girls made a sound of disgust.

“Come on, Gary. I’ll prove myself right now, then we can have fun with these bitches, and go score some real cash. We can even use this place for a hidey hole between jobs.”

Gary stood up.

Was he convinced? Maybe, maybe not. But he was interested in getting a blow job.

And, having been in prison, he liked his blow jobs to come from men.

Getting sucked off by a man made him feel more powerful. He would definitely be in control.

He unzipped his pants and his stiff cock came out.

He held the gun with one hand and said, “Okay. Prove it.”

Larry didn’t want to suck a man. Under the female clothes he was still, at least for a while, a man.

But he wanted to die less.

He stepped over to Gary and squatted.

The three girls watched with open mouths.

Larry had tried to convince them, and then he turns out to really be innocent, but…he’s still a degraded man.

“Oh, yeah,” Gary stuck his tongue out the corner of his mouth.

Larry stared at the snake and felt like he was going to vomit. Take another man’s penis in his mouth. He couldn’t. He…had to.

He opened his mouth and began to move it on the shaft.

Gary groaned, watched girls, held the pistol, and his knees grew weak as Larry pleasured him.

The only sound in the room was the suck and gurgle of Larry’s mouth. For a long minute Larry sucked, and he remembered what he liked in a blow job. He massaged Gary’s testicles. He even reached up and tickled Gary’s brown hole. He used his tongue under the glans.

No sound, but everybody knew when Gary was about to cum. He started grunting, he held the back of Larry’s head, and…

Larry felt the streams of sperm shoot down his throat.

Gary’s knees buckled, and Larry shot up. His teeth scraped the underside of Gary’s dick, then the top of his head banged into Gary’s chin.

Teeth cracked and pieces of teeth filled Gary’s mouth. It was so violent, so efficient, that Gary was unconscious and flew back, dropping the gun and laying on his back.

Out cold.


Epilogue

The police had come and gone, Gary in their custody.

Larry sat in the club chair that Gary had sat in. He wasn’t holding a weapon, but his eyes were watching the three women, who were sitting together on the couch.

“We are sorry.”

“If only we had believed you.”

“What can we do to make up for it?”

Larry sighed.

He had hated these girls at one point, but now he didn’t care.

Revenge is for idiots. He just wanted to get on with his life.

It would be a lot easier if he had some people on his side.

“I’d like some help. I’m going to do correspondence courses, see if I can become a paralegal.”

“You can live here.”

“We’ll pay your tuition.”

“And I’d like to know whether my erections are gone for good.”

The girls glanced at one another, then Shirley spoke. “The shots we gave you are good for a year. A year from now you should get function back in your penis.”

“Well, that’s something,” Larry looked resigned, but there was a glimmer of hope in his eyes.

“And…there’s other things we can do. To help you, I mean.”

“Like what?” He tilted his head, slightly curious.

“Well,” Shiela had the floor, “You’re feeling frustrated all the time. You have the urge, but not the tool, and the feelings are almost too much to stand.”

“You’re right about that,” Larry responded.

“We read about that, we planned it, and…there is one way to take care of those feelings. Until your cock comes back, of course.”

“Of course,” Larry spoke dryly. “So what did you have in mind?”

“Anal sex,” blurted Shirley.

Larry blinked.

“It’s really fun! We do it all the time! And we know exactly what to do to relieve your feelings. You’ll even get drained of a bit of semen, and…you’ll feel better.

“You’ll even have orgasms. And they can be better than normal orgasms.”

Larry looked at the three girls. Talk about stunned. Yet…they were serious.

“So you zap me, kidnap me, change me into a girl, and now you want to butt fuck me to make it all better.”

The three girls nodded their heads together.

“We’re sorry, Larry. We really mean it, and we’ll do anything to make up for it.”

“Larry, we’ll spend the whole year until your cock comes back to life helping you.”

“Waiting on you.”

“Pleasuring you.”

The girls spoke one after another, rapid-fire, and they were quite serious.

“Let me think about this,” Larry finally said. “Can one of you get me a drink?”

The three girls almost fought for the right to get him a good, old bourbon and Coke.

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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