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Author’s Note

You’ve heard me say it before…don’t feminize a man before his time. You can actually cause a bit of damage to their poor, fragile, eggshell minds.

That’s what this story is about.

Choice and change.

Can he adapt? Or will he go insane from trying?

Or, will he go insane from not being allowed to.

Enjoy, and…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Honey, I joined a very special group.”

“That’s good,” yawned Tim. “Well, I think I’ll go to bed.”

Marcie watched as her husband stood up and stretched, then walked slowly into the bedroom. Huh! It was just as her group leader had said. Men are lazy, uncaring, and not too intelligent.

And she would divorce him, except that now she knew it wasn’t his fault.

She left the lights on in the house and followed Tim to the bedroom.

Tim was sitting on the edge of the bed taking off his shoes.

Just the simple task of untying his laces seemed a chore, and when he had them off he just tossed them on the floor.

She shook her head and watched him.

There was a time when he was a bundle of energy. When he had plans and the energy to implement them. That was when he was romantic, swept her off her feet, and satisfied her night after night.

Now?

Huh!

She was lucky if he asked her to move over and stop hogging the bed.

Tim yawned again. He was still a young man, but the get up and go had gotten up and gone. He unbuckled his belt and pushed his pants down, kicked them off his feet, which still had stockings on, and left them in a puddle next to the bed.

Once he would have hung up his clothes neatly.

He pulled off his shirt, deposited it on his pants, and slid under the covers.

“Turn off light,” he mumbled as he closed his eyes.

Marcie shook her head.

She was a good looking woman. Quite beautiful, really. She had abundant charms on the chest, a slender waist and round hips. Her face was gentle and thoughtful, the features even and her nose just the right amount of pert. Her eyes were grew and the eyebrows were carefully plucked.

Now her eyebrows were slanted towards her nose a bit.

“Tim,” she said. “We’ve got to talk.”

“Um…” responded Tim. “‘Morrow.”

She went to the bed and sat on the edge and watched his lax face.

“No. Now.”

“‘Morrow,” he mumbled and snuggled under the covers.

Marcie grabbed the covers and stood up and ripped.

“Hey!” He blinked, wasn’t excited or irritated, just…didn’t understand.

“Tim. We’re going to talk tonight.”

“Aw! No! I’m tired.”

“Yes, you are. You were tired yesterday, and you’ll be tired tomorrow, and I’ve had enough of it.”

He tried to pull the covers up and she kept them down.

“Hey! Come on!” He was starting to wake up a little, but he still had no gumption.

He hadn’t had gumption for years, and maybe it was too late, but Marcie was going to try.

“Get up,” she commanded.

“No!” he whined.

She reached for his BVDs, snagged the waist band, and pulled them off him.

“Hey! What are you doing?” He tried to keep them up. He tried to hold them in place, but she kept wiggling and pulling and slapping his hands away.

Slowly, his tighty whiteys came down, and his pale slug of a cock was left exposed.

“Will you stop that?”

Good Lord, she thought. He’s actually getting irritated.

She pulled his under pants free and tossed them over her shoulder.

He sat up and she noted that his penis wasn’t hard.

It hadn’t been hard for months, and she had come to accept it, to be resigned to it.

But…no more.

“Get up and come out in the living room. We’re going to talk.”

“I don’t want to! Do I have to?”

He was begging now, which showed just how far gone he was.

“Yes. You do.”

“Well, I’m not going to!” He grabbed the edge of the blanket and twisted and laid back down. He had a firm grip on the blanket now, and he snuggled and it was obvious he wasn’t going to let go.

Marcie sighed.

She reached under the blanket and felt around.

“Hey! What are you…let go!”

She grabbed his peeny and gripped it firmly. She began pulling.

“Ow! Hey! Let go!”

“You’re coming or your penis is. Your choice.” She pulled harder, and he couldn’t refuse. She had managed to get his balls in her grip and she was pulling his pecker and his sack out. It felt like they were stretching and suddenly he was squirming, trying to catch up to his package.

Marcie pulled him out of bed, and she had a smile on her face.

The women had told her it might be difficult, that it wasn’t going to be fun, men being what they were, but she had to persist.

But, hell, this was fun. This was the first rise she had gotten out of him in probably a year.

He was squealing and trying to get onto the floor without falling, and she suddenly felt like she had complete and utter control of him.

All for a hot dog and a couple of grapes.

She sighed as she dragged him out of the bedroom and down the hall.

There was a time when his hot dog was a mighty sausage, and his grapes were a couple of big, old lemons.

Times had changed, however, and what had been done had been done.

Well, it was time to undo what had been done. And if he couldn’t be undone…then…he would have to face the consequences.

“Will you let go! I’ll come! Please!”

But she showed no mercy. The time for mercy had passed. It was time to get the show on the road.

It was past time to get the show on the road.

She turned into the living room, then stopped. She turned, but kept a hold on him. She faced him, her lips just inches from him. Her abundant chest rubbing his.

“Listen. I’m going to let you go, and you’re going to go make us a couple of drinks. And if you don’t then I will chase you down and stick a tennis racket up your heinie. Do you understand?”

He was awake now. He didn’t want to be, but he understood the threat, and from the way she was holding him he had an idea the threat was not idle.

He nodded.

“Go. And do it right. Ice, half Coke and half bourbon, and don’t forget the glass.”

It penetrated through to him that she had, in spite of the seriousness of the moment, and in spite of his cock and balls feeling a little stretched, made a joke.

Don’t forget the glass. How could he make a drink without a glass?

He turned and shuffled towards the kitchen.

Marcie crossed the living room and moved the coffee table slightly and sat on the couch.

Sitting there, listening to the clink of ice in glasses, she decided she was going to have to pull out all the stops. She reached under her dress and took off her panties. She stuffed them between the cushions and sat back to wait, her legs spread and her dress hiked.

He was going to have to try to miss her pink palace.

Yet, he might. He was that far gone.

And, so thinking, she realized that she was going to have to up her game.

She was still young and vibrant, but some of the ladies at the meeting had talked about how they had had to use various devices to wake up their slumbering and not quite conscious husbands.

Hmm.

Maybe some piercings. She’d always thought that nipple bars were cool. That might be neat.

Or, one of the girls had talked about pussy piercings. Rings through the labia. They could be padlocked together to extra frustrate their husbands.

And those husbands did need to be frustrated. For being frustrated tended to wake them up.

Not make them smart, that might or might not happen. But they could at least be awake.

Then she had a thought that made her giggle.

She should get him piercings.

Her thoughts were interrupted right then as Tim, yawning, brought in the drinks.

He handed her one and started to sit on the sofa next to her, but she motioned to the coffee table.

“Huh?” he asked, taking a sip, more of a reaction than an actual thought, and looked at the table.

“Sit there. Right in front of me.”

“Oh, okay.”

He sat, and she stared at him. He wasn’t objecting now, he was just following directions, like a good man.

She sighed, and wondered how such a thing could have happened?

There were plenty of clues, but men should have objected right from the get go.

But they hadn’t. They had succumbed. They had submitted, and now the women were going to have to take charge.

“What do you want.” He was blinking, tired, wanted to go back to bed.”

“Honey, I told you, when I came home, that I joined a club.”

“Oh, great. Play bridge and all that. Can I go to sleep now?”

“No. Drink your drink.”

Dutifully, he sipped.

She sipped, and arranged her legs so he would get a full gander.

He didn’t react at all. He was so brain dead he didn’t even see pussy when it was staring him in the face.

She sighed and sat up.

“The purpose of this club is to wake men up.”

“I can wake up tomorrow morning,” he said brightly, “if you let me go to sleep now.”

“Tomorrow morning is too late. We need to wake you up now.”

“Oh. Well, can I sleep on it?”

She shook her head, leaned forward and inserted her hands between his legs. Once again she had his jewels in her hands, and she lifted them.

“Urk!” he gulped. His eyes came more awake.

“Listen to me, honey, because we’re almost out of time. Something has been done to you, and we have to undo it.”

“Oh, uh, yeah.”

She squeezed and he lurched and sat up straighter. He tried to pry her hands loose, but she wasn’t about to let go.

“I’m serious, now pay attention…there might be a quiz later.”

He didn’t get the joke, but she couldn’t waste any more time.

“Honey, the government has been putting something in the water.”

“Yeah, flouride.”

“No, something a lot worse. It’s called Atrazine.”

“Atra-who?” Good curiosity, be it weak.

“Atrazine. Robert Kennedy Jr has made it a political point, but he was quickly shouted down by the rest of congress. It appears that the senators don’t want us to know about Atrazine.”

Tim nodded and murmured. “Can’t trust a politician.”

She smiled wanly. He had figured something out. It was weak, but it was a start.

“Atrazine reduces a man’s testosterone and increases his estrogen. That’s why so many people want to turn into shemales and trannies and things.”

“Oh, yeah,” he smiled. “I saw some shemales while I was watching porn the other night and they were really cu—oh. I’m sorry. I know I’m not supposed to watch porn, but I just couldn’t help myself.

“That’s okay,” Marcie said. “That’s the estrogen in you. You’re getting an inordinate interest in girly things because you’re losing your testosterone and getting more estrogen.”

“Oh, cool.”

His lids were lowering and he looked like he was trying to fall asleep again.

She lifted his nuts, hard, and he squeaked and opened his eyes up again.

“Now, listen. I joined a club, a group of women who who oppose the government.”

“They don’t want to be men?” he yawned, getting everything wrong.

Marcie was patient as she explained. “No, Tim. It’s men that are turning into women.”

“Shouldn’t they?”

“If they want to,” she answered, but not if the government is making them be women, taking away their free choice.”

“Oh, yeah. Are we done yet?”

“No. Now listen to me. You’re pretty far gone. You’ve become pretty unconscious, and the next step is that you’ll start gaining feminine characteristics. Your hair will grow, the shape of your body will change. Your skin will become soft and you’ll have breasts.”

“I’ve been thinking about breasts lately,” he mumbled. “Big ones.”

“That’s the Atrazine affecting your thinking. You’re in the final stages. So the physical changes will start.”

“But you’re going to save me.”

“If I can. Now listen. Your only hope is to force yourself to wake up, to stop having female dreams. If you can stop the mental changes then the body changes will stop. But you have to wake up now. You have to take a stand, get a grip, be a man.”

“Okay, honey.” He started to stand up. He wanted to go to bed.

Female dreams. Yeah.

He admitted, “I dreamed I had breasts the other night. I dreamed I was trying to fuck a drain pipe and suddenly my dick swirled right down the drain. And my balls. And I was left standing there, with dirty dishes on the counter and my manhood swirled away.

Oh, Heysoos, she thought. Is it too late?

She picked up the phone and dialed a number.

Tim swayed, trying to fall asleep, but somehow aware that he wasn’t in bed.

“Hello, Julie? Yes. He’s having female dreams. He’s on the edge of changing. Uh huh. Tonight? Okay. I’ll have him there in fifteen minutes. No. Okay. I’m leaving now.”

She hung up the phone and looked at Tim.

He was half leaning over, his eyes half shut, a half a smile on his face.

She suddenly knew that if he went to sleep one more time…just once…he might start going through the physical changes.

Tim might end up being a woman, and within a few hours.

She stood up and lifted his package.

“Ow! Hey!” He stood up.

“We’re leaving now. Come on.”

He was dazed, didn’t know what was happening, but he followed along as Marcie walked through the kitchen, picked up the car keys, and pushed him into the garage.

“Get in the car,” she commanded.

“I wanna go sleep,” he mumbled.

She faced him, held his balls tightly and lifted, and spoke into his blinking face. “Listen, you idiot. The government is making you into a woman.”

“What’s wrong with that?” he asked, showing a bit of confusion.

“What’s wrong with that is that it’s not your choice. What’s wrong with that is that I’m your wife and I don’t feel like being married to a woman.”

“You don’t like women?”

“I love women! But, listen, if you go to sleep you’ll become a woman. If we can keep you awake we stand a chance. Then, if you want to be a woman you can make the choice.”

“I wonder if the government is female,” he mused.

She pushed him into the car, ran around and got into the other side.

He was starting to lay back, to sleep, and she jammed her foot on the gas. The car lurched back and he jerked forward and hit his face on the dash. Fortunately, it was a padded dash.

“Ow,” he said, rubbing the red mark on his forehead.

She hit the brakes and his head snapped back.

“Ow!” and he rubbed his neck.

She hit the gas and he was pressed back, and he closed his eyes.

Marcie could tell she was losing him.

She reached across the center console and grabbed his hair. She began jerking his head back and forth.

“Don’t you fall asleep! Wake up!”

“Ow! Hey! Leggo!”

But she didn’t. She drove, fast, and kept slamming his head back and forth.

She drove through town, avoiding places where cops might be, and sliding around corners, holding her husbands head with one hand and turning the steering wheel with the other.

In spite of the pain and being bounced around, Tim was still trying to go to sleep when she pulled up to a big house.

“Wha…this…” he yawned.

She didn’t answer, just pushed him out the side door and ran around, trying to get to him before he closed his eyes and drifted off.

If he fell asleep he might not wake up Tim again. He might wake up the female version. Timothia, or whatever.

She grabbed his balls once again and got him to his feet.

At that moment Julie came out of the house and ran for them.

Julie was a babe. She had boobs and buns and a crazy mind that wouldn’t stop working. She took one look at Tim and lifted an eyebrow.

He was naked, except for socks.

He was trying to sleep.

She couldn’t let that happen.

She reached Marcie and Tim and pinched Tim’s nipple. Hard. Digging her long, red fingernails into his nipple.

“AIEEE!”

He was awake now, and Julie snapped. “There’s a plug in the kitchen in the dish rack. Pink and clear. Bring it, quick. This is an emergency situation.”

Julie took over ambulating Tim up to her house. She gripped his balls, and she wasn’t gentle like Marcie. She hoisted, and he tip toed, and there was no way he was going to sleep through that!

A half a minute and Julie was halfway up the walk with Tim, and Marcie came hurrying down the walk.

“Excellent,” Julie grinned as Marcie handed her an eight inch dildo that was pinkish plastic, but which could be seen through.

Inside the dildo was a weird sort of motherboard and some electrodes and other electrical things.

Julie stopped for a moment and turned Tim around.

“Are you going to…”

“You didn’t get any lube, did you?”

“No, does that—“

“WHOOP!” Time lurched upward as Julie jammed the plug into him.

“Oh, well. Lube is over rated, anyway.”

Tim was standing up straight, then he started to twitch. He jerked his buns up and down like he was twerking. He gyrated his hips like Elvis with a stick up his butt, which was sort of the case. He gave a hop every couple of seconds and reached around to hold his butt.

“What’d you do?” asked Marcie.

“It’s specially made. He’ll get a little electrical surge every few seconds. Guaranteed to stop a man from sleeping. At least, for a while. Long enough for us to start preventative measures.

Tim was caught. He wanted to sleep, but every few seconds he felt lightening shoot through his prostate and into his groin.

Little drops of pre-cum dripped out of his bouncing cock, which was starting to get hard.

“Oh, damn,” muttered Julie.

“What?”

“It looks like his pecker is starting to shrink. We might be too late.”

“Oh, no!”

They walked up the rest of the way to the big house, pulling the wide-eyed and shivering Tim by the package.

“Tell me, do you care if he changes into a girl?”

“Well, it wasn’t on our list of things to do. We were actually thinking about children.”

“Maybe we can get a sperm sample, if it’s not too late.”

They entered the house and it was big and beautiful on the inside. It was two stories, probably had ten bedrooms and six or eight baths. There was a swimming pool in the back, and a tennis/basketball court.

“Let’s take him downstairs to the company area.”

“Company area?”

“We have labs, facilities for men to sleep while they are fighting the change, that sort of thing.”

“You’re pretty well equipped.”

“Yes. We saw this coming, what the government was doing, some time ago. We tried to prepare.”

They went through the kitchen and took a wide stairway down to a basement. They walked through the basement and Marcie kept looking side to side.

The first part was a big community room. Then there were some very small bedrooms.

Past the bedrooms were some larger rooms with tables to tie the men down on. Past that was a laboratory. Several women were working over microscopes and bunsen burners and things, but they dropped what they were doing when the saw Julie and Tim.

“Hi, girls. This is Julie. Her husband has been going through changes, and she brought him to us for help.”

“Let’s get him up on a table,” said one of the girls.

Tim was awake, lurching, and his cock would jerk and drip every few seconds.

It was hard, but only because of the plug in his butt. If it wasn’t for the vibrations and shocks to his prostate he would have gone soft quickly.

“Not much time left on this one,” said one of the women.

They lifted him up on the table and began strapping him down. They put straps over his thighs and ankles, arms and wrists, and chest and belly.

One of the women fit a cock shaped tube to Tim’s cock, flicked a switch, and a machine began to hum.

“What does that do?” asked Marcie.

“It gets him hard. At least, we hope it does. If he isn’t too far gone it will. We’ll know in a few minutes.”

“Okay, going from the mobile unit to the stationary plug.”

Tim was laying with his feet slightly apart, and one of the women reached up into his cavity and pulled.

Pop! The plug came out.

Quickly, she started up a machine, ran a tube between his legs, and inserted.

Tim’s eyes were now open full time, and he seemed to have given up any idea of sleep. Still, he wasn’t unduly aware. He was just looking around in dazed wonder.

He did smile now, however, at the feeling of his having his ass plugged.

“Have a seat over here, Marcie,” said Julie. The other woman led Marcie to a small table. Marcie sat and Julie put a clipboard on the table.

On the table Tim lay quiet. The tube that went to his penis was jerking every couple of seconds.

“What is that tube to his penis doing?”

“Stimulating his cock. We find that if we can keep him erect, keep him enjoying the things that men do, then he’ll eventually begin to fight off the change.

“What is the change? Why is Tim being…going through what he’s going through?”

Julie asked, “I know you just joined the group, but what do you really know about us?”

“Not much, “Marcie admitted. “A friend brought me, and when the woman in charge started going through the symptoms that men go through when they change, I knew it was real.”

So Tim was slowing down, getting lackadaisical…”

“Stupid. He was getting stupid, and he started reading women’s fashion magazines and stories about men wanting to be women.”

“Did he read any Grace Mansfield stories?”

“He did! What does that mean?”

“It means he’s serious. Only the most intelligent people read her, and usually they have sincere intentions when it comes to changing their sex.”

“Oh.”

“Did he put on any female underwear?”

“I don’t know for sure, but I think so. At least, I found some of my stuff stretched out, and he looked pretty guilty when I asked him about it.”

“Yes. When men find they are out of control, when they start to change their masculinity causes them to be terribly embarrassed. Then they get over it, and then they change.”

“So where did it come from? This ‘change.’ Why is it happening?”

“Nobody knows for sure. Some hold that the government putting Atrazine triggered something in the DNA. Others claim it is an alien plot. Some people say it is the Silithians, that group that claim they have evolved to become Womanus Maximus, which would mean that this change is a natural evolution, but nobody really knows for sure.”

“So what is going to happen?”

Julie tapped the tip of her pencil on the table and mused, “We’re working to slow down the change in individuals, we’re sending data to a central organization, and hopefully they will come up with a cure.”

“Like a flu shot.”

“Exactly. Give a man a vaccination and enable him to stay a man.”

On the table Tim started humping, as best he could under the straps, the tube that was going to his penis.

The girls looked over and Julie nodded. “He’s fighting it. Good.”

“What are his chances?”

“I don’t know. He’s been going through the change for a while, it depends on how excited he was becoming at the thought of becoming a woman.”

“Oh.”

“Now, don’t worry. There are options, there are things to be done, and we’re here to support you. No matter what happens we’ll have your back.”

On the table Tim started gasping and speaking.  It was like he was talking in his sleep, and he mumbled, “No! I want to cum! I want…why can’t I cum?”

“He’s having dreams.”

“Nightmares?”

“It would be more appropriate to call them sexmares.”

They watched Tim struggle and writhe and beg to cum for a moment. Then a woman put a penis plug in his mouth. Tim instantly relaxed and started sucking on the thing.

“But that’s…isn’t that gay?”

“It calms them down, and it doesn’t seem to correlate to whether he completes the change or not.”

Marcie watched Tim suck the little penis happily, and she felt so bad.

“Okay. We need to fill out this paperwork.” Julie pulled the form in front of her and started asking questions. Some of them were straightforward, name and address kinds of things, then they started going into other things.

“Have you ever wanted your husband to be a woman?”

“Have you ever played with make up with him.”

“Have you ever…”

“Why is this about me?” Marcie asked.

“Because a woman senses things about her husband. Also, we need an indicator about you.”

“What about me?”

Julie put the pencil aside and pursed her lips for a moment. She seemed to be considering something, then she asked, “Marcie, what are your plans if we are unsuccessful?”

“What do you mean?”

“If Tim changes into a girl, what are you going to do?”

“Well, uh…I never thought…”

“He’s at a point where the chances are about 50/50. He might change, he might not. At any rate, he will be scarred for life.”

“How?”

“He will never be able to look at an article of female underwear without wondering. Sometimes he will get erections at what he feels are the wrong times. Sometimes he will beg you to get a strap on and help him.”

“Oh, my gosh!”

“I know. So that’s why we ask you questions. We want to find indicators as to how serious and how long he’s been going through the initial stages of the change, but we also need to know things about you. We need to know whether you will continue to live with him, whether you are able to consider a more lesbian lifestyle.”

“Oh…”

Marcie was close to tears now, and Julie waved to a young woman who was passing by.

“Marcie is having a rough time. Perhaps you can help her? And, Marcie, we can finish the paperwork when you’re feeling a bit better.”

Tears were starting to leak from Marcie’s eyes and she nodded.

The young woman helped Marcie up and hugged her. “My name is Roberta, honey. Come with me. Are you hungry? Would you like a drink? I can give you a sedative if you would like.”

Marcie nodded and the woman led her away.

On the table Tim was still pumping his hips into the cock tube. He had stopped trying to say things, and he seemed to be smiling.

Julie sighed. It looked like this could be a rough one.

Roberta led Marcie back towards the stairs. She led her to a sofa and sat her down, and sat down with her and held her.

Marcie began to cry.

“We wanted children! We had a life! No…now…”

“It’s okay, honey, there are ways. “If they can get him to cum with the machine you’ll have a semen sample that will be good for impregnation. And if he does change we’ll help you, and he’ll need your help.”

“He will?” Marcie looked up.

“Oh, yes. He’ll need to learn how to act like a woman, to dress, to use make up. All the mannerisms that women have.”

That seemed to make Marcie cry a little harder, and Roberta just held on and kept saying soothing things.

Finally, Marcie stopped crying, and Roberta asked, “Would you like something to ear? Drink?”

“Do you have water?”

“Of course. We have something stronger should you wish.”

Marcie thought about it. Honestly, she could use a good belt right about then. She looked at Roberta hopefully.

“Something stronger it is.”

There was a wet bar in the big room, and Roberta quickly fixed a couple of drinks and brought them back.

“That’s the fun part of this work,” Roberta quipped. Empathy.” She lifted her glass.

Marcie sipped, and sighed, and asked, “You’re awfully good to me. Thank you.”

“It’s okay. I’ve been through what you’re going through, so I understand.”

“Your husband…did he change all the way.”

“Not exactly.”

Marcie tilted her head in question.

“It’s more the other way around.”

Now Marcie was even more confused. “I don’t understand.”

“I was the husband.”


Part Two

Tim was on the machine getting plugged and sucked, for three days.

For three days Marcie stayed by his side, talking to the women of her help group, learning things she would  need to do to help Tim recover from his experience.

Assuming, of course, that he didn’t change.

Finally, however, he was done. He hadn’t changed to any perceptible degree, he still looked like a man, be it with less body hair and long head hair, and with a spurt of growth on his nails.

He was done and they unhooked him from the machine.

He sat up, was dizzy for not having moved for three days, and looked around.

“What happened?”

But it was the old Tim. The light of himself was in his eyes, though beaten and subdued.

Marcie hugged him, the girls unstrapped him, and they went upstairs, into the living room, for a debriefing.

“You had an adventure, Tim,” said Julie, when they were all sitting around the living room.

“I did? I don’t remember much. I sort of remember reading something…then I remember you,” he looked at Marcie. “running around and yelling or something. Did that really happen?”

Marcie, relieved that Tim was himself, nodded.

Julie then explained to Tim about the change that was going around, and how he almost changed.

“Wait a minute,” he said when she was done. “You’re saying I almost turned into a woman?”

“You started to. Your hair grew, your nails, it looks like your face is a little softer, but since your penis seems to be in working condition we believe that we caught it in time.

Tim was stunned. A girl brought him a bottle of water and he sipped at it, and pondered.

“I almost changed into a woman.”

“How does that make you feel, Tim?” asked Julie.

“Weird. I mean…”

“Have you, before this episode, ever wanted to be a woman?”

“You mean wear make up and everything?”

“And lingerie.”

“Not really.”

“What do you mean, ‘not really,’”

“Well, when I was a kid I used to prance around the house in my mother’s panties and bra, but that was before puberty. Once I grew a pair I never looked back.

“And you never had fantasies, say when you were making love, of having breasts? Or wondering what it was like when a woman has an orgasm?”

“No. I…no.”

“You hesitated…”

“No. I was just thinking, looking back. That’s all.”

Julie nodded. “Well, we seem to have made it through, but you should be aware that you may have after effects.”

“What kind of after effects?”

“You’ll want to put on your mommy’s underwear again,” she was choosing here words carefully. “Except that Marcie will be taking the place of your mother in your mind.”

“I’m going to think Marcie is my mother?”

Julie was watching him carefully. Every moment was a moment of evaluation for her. “Yes.”

Tim laughed. “Well, that is the beat all. He looked at Marcie. “Hey, Mommy.” He emphasized the words for satire, but Julie wasn’t entertained.

“I would be careful, even in joking. You’re too close to the experience. Your chances of a relapse will fade as you get further away from this moment, but…you will always have to be careful.

“All right. okay,” he agreed, though there was a trace of tongue in cheek to his words.

Julie sighed. “Okay, let’s take care of the rest of this briefing, then you can head for home.

Marcie was so glad to be home. She wandered around the house and touched things. She smiled, be it gently, and looked out the windows.

“Hey, babe. Julie said we should have lots of sex, that that is a panacea or something. Shall we?”

Normally, middle of the day, Julie wouldn’t have been in the mood.

But now, Tim’s recovery depending on him feeling like a man, she was more than glad to lay down and spread her legs.

“Come on, honey. Let me welcome you home in the right way.”

“Oh, yeah!”

But when they got into the bedroom it was different.

First, there were very subtle changes in Tim’s body. Nothing major, just a bit of fat moved from one place to the other, his longer hair, the glitter in his eyes…the eyes seemed different. Not…male. Somehow bigger, somehow more almond shaped.

But his dick was hard, and Marcie spent a lot of time administering to that tool.

She sucked and slobbered. She handled his testicles remorselessly. And when she finally crawled on top of him it seemed like everything was good.

Except that he insisted on being on the bottom.

And he seemed somehow softer.

But she knew he would be going through times like these. She knew, and she loved him, and when they were done she felt good, like a satisfied woman should.

Days passed, and Tim, on the surface, seemed normal.

Yes, he did stare at her lingerie, but she was in it, and he always stared at her when she was wearing scanty stuff.

That was okay.

And he seemed to take normal delight in his regular activities.

He went to work on the computer as usual, and rapidly caught up his work load.

They went out for lunch and played a little pool, and everything seemed normal.

Julie figured it was all over, that the episode was passed and they were through the storm.

She was wrong.

Tim stared at her underwear, and remembered how soft it felt when he wore it. So long ago…and then…recently.

His mother’s before puberty, his wife’s many years later.

And now he stared at his wife, and he wondered how soft her underwear was.

But he wasn’t supposed to touch it. To feel it. To think about it.

He had been cautioned against that, that such activity might lead to a relapse.

And he questioned whether he had ever really wanted to be a woman.

No contradiction his mind, between wondering about women’s underwear and thinking that the whole thing was a joke, that he had never had female type thoughts.

No contradiction at all, but as the days passed he kept glancing at the hamper where Marcie put her underwear.

And they went out for lunch and to play some pool.

Great hamburger. Loved the Coke. And when they played pool he found himself fixated by the pockets.

The six holes at the corners and sides of the green sward.

The place where balls fell into and swirled and rolled away to the compartment at the end of the table.

Where they disappeared into the darkness and became…something else.

He looked into the holes, careful not to show Marcie his interest, and wondered what it would be like to put his penis in one of the pockets. To screw a hole where balls disappeared. To fuck like a man, and be sucked into the darkness and delivered to some compartment somewhere where…things weren’t what they seemed.

“Ha!” blurted Marcie, sinking the eight ball in the called hole.

Tim smiled, felt his mind trying to follow that eight ball into the darkness, and said, “Oh, you bitch.”

He loved her, but his hard dick wasn’t for her. It was for the infinite pool table somewhere where things dropped into the darkness and became other things.

They headed for home and Marcie asked to stop at a big pharmacy. She needed to pick up some batteries, and while she started chatting with a friend, Tim wandered through the store.

To where bras hung from hangers and panties hid in flat packs.

Slips. No slip ups, he thought.

Tummy shapers. He wondered what he would look like, what would happen to his love muscles, if he wore a tummy shaper. Would a female tummy shaper work on a male tummy?

Falling down a long, twisting hole to some other compartment somewhere.

Yet he stopped himself from reaching forth and fingering the lingerie.

Nylons. I would like to lie on the ny-lon, he quipped in his mind.

Then, somehow, he was never sure how, he managed to wander away from the deadly department. He didn’t touch a thing, just somehow walked away.

Another time, another day, the dainty underthings seemed to call after him.

“Are you ready to go?” Marcie asked.

“I guess so.”

Yet he seemed oddly distracted, and a bit pasty-faced.

“Are you all right? You look a little pale?”

“Oh, sure,” he grinned, and experienced a resurgence of himself. “I’m fine.”

Yet, Marcie worried as they crossed the parking lot.

That afternoon she took him to bed. She took his hand and dragged him to the mattress. She threw him down and rode.

You’re a man! You’re a man! she chanted in her head as she rode him.

As she took the dominant position and had her way with him.

As she became the aggressor and he…submitted.

He let her screw him like a man would screw a woman, and he wondered, in his mind, about falling down holes.

But he was erect, and he did have a good orgasm.

So Marcie was relieved.

Good. It wasn’t backsliding. He was moving forward.

She was still married to a man.

That night, as they slept, Tim was not sleeping.

He was lying awake in bed. His eyes boring holes in the ceiling, the dark ceiling that was like a big hole lowering over him.

He flipped the covers back and slid his legs out.

He was not thinking. He was just…moving.

Something was impelling him, but he knew not what.

He walked, soft as a cat with rubber soles, down the hall and through the kitchen.

He stopped, got a drink of water, listened.

It seemed like he could hear Marcie sighing in her sleep, though she was fifty feet and curled up in blankets.

He smiled, not having any idea what he was doing, just knowing that he had to do it.

He stepped into the garage.

He had seen Marcy take her hamper out and put it into the washing machine. Then the phone had rung and she had gotten to talking and forgotten about the laundry.

And here it sat.

In the machine.

Inside the hole on top of the machine

Ready to roll.

Roll in the hole.

He lifted the lid and reached down into the hole.

He felt the soft, silk things.

He put both hands into the hole and moved them around, snagged panties and bras and things, and lifted them to his face.

He sniffed, smothered his face with the worn and pungent aroma of woman.

He wanted to be a woman.

He wanted to smell like that.

He put on a pair of panties. Oh, they felt good, but his penis was poking them out. And he wished his penis wasn't so big and hard.

He wished it was small and dainty, like a clitoris.

He put on her bra, felt the constriction of straps and elastic, and it was heaven.

He was like a woman, and he wished he could fill these delightful cups with his own boobs.

He wanted his body to be wasplike, with big boobs and round hips.

He wanted his hair long and his lips soft, soft enough to be kissed, soft and plump and red and moist.

He imagined himself slender and voluptuous and…and a woman.

He walked back through the house.

Marcie was sleeping. Sighing. Making the sounds of a woman deep in sleep.

He walked through the bedroom and into the bathroom.

He was soft, light as air, not bending the carpet fibers.

Inside the bathroom he picked up the dress she had discarded, the nylons she had washed and left to dry.

On the way back through the bedroom he stopped.

He turned, as if magnetized.

Her high heels lay on the floor at the bottom of the bed.

He smiled. Though he was carrying items of clothing, he bent at the knee, like a woman in a high heel would bend, and picked up the heels.

He walked down the hallway, his penis leading the way, though, it seemed, not by as much as it normally did.

He entered the living room and placed his garments on the back of the sofa, and he began to dress up.

He pulled the garter up to his waist, settled it in place, and rolled nylons onto his legs.

His legs seemed to have lost their hair. He hadn’t had much body hair when he came back from that place, that terrible place where they had stopped him from changing, but now it was like he had no hair.

He pulled the dress on, and now it seemed to fit.

In the past he had worn dresses, and the waists had been tight, and the tops baggy. But this one was a perfect fit for the waist, and it felt like he was actually filling out the cups, pushing the dress forward in the manner in which it had been designed.

He slipped on the high heels and wished his toes were red tipped.

He walked to the big window that showed the back yard. He brushed his hair carefully, and gave up.

Fingers didn’t work well.

He saw Marcie’s purse on the table in the foyer. He smiled.

He opened the purse and peered in. Jackpot. Bonanza. He took out a hair brush, and…a cosmetics kit!

Now he was in paradise.

Now he was in heaven.

He felt like one of the virgins of paradise, waiting to be de-flowered, soiled, made into a fully functioning woman.

He stood in front of the big window, seeing his reflection.

He brushed his hair, teased it, curled his locks until they were long and wavy.

He didn’t know about all the make up, but some things he could guess.

He rolled lipstick over his lips. It burned slightly, and he remembered kissing his wife—once in the long ago past—and when his lips had felt a tingle she had told him there was a built in plumper.

She had laughed, had made jokes and teased him, told him that his lips were going to get big and red.

But they didn’t.

In spite of his fascination to see what would happen, they didn’t.

Now, however, with the substance rolled directly onto his lips, they burned, and after a couple of minutes his lips did look bigger, plumper, softer, kissable.

He wanted to kiss himself; he wanted to try out the lipstick.

Then he wanted to kiss his wife, to see her lips tingle, to laugh at her when she touched her mouth and realized that he was a woman.

He was able to curl his eyelashes, and even put on liner, but he was afraid to try touching his cheeks or shading his eyes. He didn’t know anything about that stuff.

Then, done, three inches taller in his heels, he stared at his reflection.

Taller, hips rounder, his chest swelling—that bra seemed to have held its shape pretty well—his face made up, his hair long…he wished he had red nails, female claws.

His body was different. Wearing the dress must have improved the illusion.

Oddly, he didn’t have a hard on.

In fact, he didn’t feel any pressure from his penis, or presence of his penis.

But he was hot. He was so fucking hot down there that he should be dripping.

Or maybe turning to steam.

He wanted to thrust his hips forward. But he didn’t think about giving, more about receiving.

And the night passed.

Marcie awoke feeling wonderful.

She had had a good rest, best in a long time, and she stretched and turned to…Tim was gone.

At first she wasn’t worried.

Sometimes he got up early and made her breakfast. That was the kind of man he was.

Then she was worried, and she didn’t know why.

He had been fine. He had recovered from that…that thing. But why was she suddenly thinking about the change?

She pushed her slender legs out from under the covers and landed on the floor.

She padded across the room and down the hallway. His robe was on the end of the bed, there was no sound int he rest of the house. but it didn’t have that empty feeling that empty houses have.

He was there, and now she was really starting to worry.

She turned into the living room and stopped.

Tim stood, face to the window, face to the dawn.

His body was changed. It filled her dress perfectly, better than she filled it.

She could tell he was wearing lingerie underneath; she could see the shoulder straps, the panty lines.

“Tim?” she whispered.

His hair was brushed out, it waved down his back, gorgeous.

He turned, and Marcie’s fears were realized.

Tim had backslid, he had fallen, he had gone through the change.

“Hi, honey,” he said.

Julie and several women, including Roberta, were there within a half hour.

They entered the living room and Tim, who was now sitting on the sofa, his hands folded in his lap, smiled up at them.

“Hi,” he said.

“Hello, Tim,” Julie sat down next to him. “How are you doing?”

He nodded.

Marcie sat down on the chair catty corner to the couch.

“Well, it looks like you had us fooled.”

“I did, didn’t I. I’m sorry. I just had to…” his voice waned.

“I know. But now you have other problems.”

“I do?”

“Oh, yes. Now you’re a woman, and you’re married to a woman, and…have you asked Marcie what she wants?”

Tim frowned, his brows, shaggy on his female face, dipped and he looked up at his wife. “Hi, Marcie.”

Marcie stared at him. She loved him, but now him was a her. Did she love her?

That was something she was going to have to figure out.

“Tim?” Julie touched his nylon clad knee.

“Yes?”

“We need to give you a physical examination.”

“Oh. Why?”

“We need to make sure you’re completely changed, that nothing was left out. And we need information for our records.”

“Your records?”

“Yes, Tim. Let me explain something.” The way she was looking at Marcie meant the explanation was for her as well.

“Okay.”

“At first we thought that all men changed. But as time passed we saw that that wasn’t true.”

“It wasn’t?”

“No. Some men start to change, then changed back, but they changed back differently.”

Tim and Marcie looked askance.

“They have bigger penises, huge balls, more hair. They are almost caveman in appearance, but quite intelligent, and quite hungry, sexually speaking. They seem very capable in their love making, and women seem to prefer them. All their hairy, sweaty grunting and thrusting, it turns out that about half the woman want that.

“Then there is the kind of man who changes and becomes a woman. If we catch them in time we can stop the change, and they will live their lives, we think, as normal, functioning men. Of course their wives prefer the more caveman men, but…they can always masturbate…we have machines that have been made for that purpose. Plug a normal man into one of the machines and the machine does the work and…voila. Instant baby batter.”

“But they don’t cum in women.”

“No. Not in women. Not anymore. They prefer the machines, and, in fact, we anticipate that there could be a market for male baby batter. It makes excellent milk.”

“Milk?”

“For your cereal. that kind of milk. Very healthy and nutritious.”

“Oh.” Tim was asking questions and listening, and it looked like he was understanding, but…maybe not.

“Now, some men want to be men. They want to remain dick carriers, and to live the way they’ve been living. And some men don’t. Some men want to be women, and these are the ones that don’t easily change back, or, as in your case, no matter that we caught you in time, you changed anyway.”

“In spite of everything,” and Tim smiled softly.

“But therein lies the problem. You see, half the women prefer the sweating, grunting caveman. But half the women prefer…women.”

Julie turned her head to Marcie, and now it was obvious where she was going.

Watching Marcie, but speaking to both her and Tim, she said, “You’ve made your choice, and now Julie has to make her choice.”

Julie said nothing then, just waited.

Marcie’s eyes were wide, like a doe’s. “You want me to choose between making love to a man, a violent brute, if what you say is true, or…or keeping Tim.”

The way she said his name is was like she was referring to something she owned.

“Actually, the choice has already been made. You know what you want. Now you just have to let your feelings come out.”

“Right now?”

“Whenever you want. You can live with Tim for a while, maybe even a long while, and let your natural preferences manifest.”

“So I can either lay down and let some animal of a man tear me apart with his super-sized dick, or…”

“Or you can lay Tim down and tear him apart with a super-sized dildo.”

Marcie was having trouble breathing, but Julie just waited, told her to calm down.

Marcie looked at Tim. Beautiful, gorgeous Tim. Timothia. Or whatever name he…she…chose.

A soft man. A pink man. A man she could have her way with, who would wait on her like a maid and love her and…and…and then there was the other option.

Julie waited. The other women she had brought with her had relegated themselves to just hanging around, sipping tea. They were apparently the emergency corps in the case of Timothy needing to be removed. But since he had completely changed they no longer were needed.

Marcie threw things around in her head. She imaged making love to Tim. That didn’t seem out of the realm. In fact, the idea of making love to him with him as a woman was sort of hot.

She thought about being screwed by some big, swinging, hairy dick.

She had always wondered if a big dick was better, and maybe she could find out.

Julie: “Tim, I’d like you to remove your clothes.”

Tim looked sad at the command, but he was compliant, subservient, and he stood up and began taking off the dress, the underwear.

When he was done Julie had him step closer and she examined his breasts minutely, feeling them, touching the nipples, and he groaned with pleasure.

Then she examined his pussy. there was no trace of his penis, and his labia were long, a little larger than normal, and his clitoris was big and extended.

It was sexy. He was like a woman with the teeniest, weeniest weeny.

But he was soft, pink, submissive.

Watching the examination Marcie felt her blood starting to rise.

She suddenly realized that if she had been a man she would have had a hard on.

But, as a woman, she just got wet.

Real wet.

“I’m going to put my finger inside you now, Tim. Okay?”

“Oh. Okay.”

The look in his eyes, he was like a bimbo, enjoying the feeling of his private parts.

She felt his mons, stroked the slit, and inserted two fingers into him.

He gasped, closed his eyes, and shivered.

She moved her fingers around inside him. She reamed him, and he started to sway. At least, his hips started to sway, and the rest of his body went along with the pleasure.

She hooked her fingers and felt. “No prostate,” she murmured. “Good. The change seems to be complete.”

“Oh, God!” Tim murmured.

“Are you going to cum, Timmy?”

He bit his lip and nodded. His eyes were still closed and Marcie could see little ripplings in his midsection as he started to hump Julie’s fingers.

“Good.” She pulled her fingers out.

Tim’s eyes snapped open and he whined, “Come on!”
“No, Tim. That’s between you and your wife.”

She turned to Marcie. “It’s up to you how he cums, when he cums, or even if he cums. As a woman he is overly submissive, and he will do what you say. So take your time, use this experience to figure out what you want, and…let us now. For our records, of course.

“Of course.”

“Okay, ladies, time to go!”

A minute later Marcie was alone with Tim.

Tim was naked, and he smiled, somewhat goofy, and stared at her.

He was a happy man.

And, if Julie was right, he was happier than when he had been a man.

“Well,” she said, “Since you’re all horny and hot to trot.”

Tim grinned.

“I suppose we could go into the bedroom and find out what you’re all about.”

He nodded.

And Marcie wondered: and find out what I’m all about.

She walked into the bedroom, and he followed.

“You’re going to get me off first. Get out the vibrator.”

“Yes, dear.”

“Then I’ll decide what to do about you.”

“Okay.”

Later, satisfied, but not totally satisfied, Marcie wondered about cavemen, and cavemen dicks, and whether a big dick really did give a bigger bang.


Epilogue

“Tim?”

Tim came in from the living room. He had been dusting and he was all smiles.

Marcie sat at her vanity. She was fully made up, wore a clinging dress that showed lots of boob and thigh, and felt a burning heat in her loins.

“Yes, dear?”

“I’m going to be late tonight. Make sure the house is clean, and microwave something for yourself. Then you can watch TV.”

“Can I read a Grace Mansfield book?”

Marcie smiled. “I’m sure that will be all right.”

Tim started to leave, then stopped and asked her, “Are you going to a meeting? Or are you…”

“The second,” she said.

Tim got a sad look on his face.

“Don’t be glum, dear. After all, you don’t have the equipment to please me, so you shouldn’t be feeling poorly just because somebody else can.”

“I know, it’s not that…”

She turned to him, put her earrings on, and asked, “What is it then?”

“Well, uh…”

“Come on. Spit it out. No secrets.”

“It’s just that you come home so satisfied, and I’ve been talking to other women…”

“Yes?”

“And they say that big cocks give bigger orgasms…”

“Go on.”

“I was wondering…maybe I could come with you some time?”

Marcie smiled, “Keep doing a good job and I’ll think about it.”

Tim left the room and Marcy bent and slipped on her high heels.

She was feeling quite moist down there, and it was true. The bigger the cock the bigger the bang.

And it would be interesting to see one of those big, muscular brutes have their way with Tim.

Then she would know for sure that he had made the choice, that he really was a woman.

Hmmm.

END


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked this little tale.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

HAVE A HORNY DAY!

Grace


THE 21 STORY BUNDLES!

[image: ]

A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!

GO TO:

21 STORIES!


Do you have all the bundles of

THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD?

[image: ]

each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:

The Best of Grace Mansfield


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: sisridebook cov use.jpg]

THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


Here are the first two chapters from…

[image: ]

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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