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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

Here we go, kids! Another trip to the Femwood Asylum!

This is the place people go when they are judged to be ‘sexually disturbed.’

But are they disturbed? Or is their ‘condition really a blessing?

Are they sick, or are they the blessed of society?

The truth will be revealed only through the unique methods of Femwood Therapy!

In fact, maybe you’d like to book a stay there right now?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Randy stuck his head into the doorway and half yelped, “Susie Sue! The Doc wants us!”

Sue was sitting at her desk, a utilitarian affair in her small room in the Femwood Asylum. She was a rather large bosomed woman, very attractive with big blue eyes and a fall of golden hair that excited every patient on her ward.

She was rather proud of the fact that wherever she went hands snuck into pants and got their daily exercise.

Randy noticed that she wasn’t paying attention and stepped further into the room. “Sue?”

Randy was a slender fellow, about six feet tall, with shiny brown hair, brown eyes like chocolate drops, and a slightly submissive attitude. Not with patients, of course, but around the female practitioners at Femwood Asylum he was becoming a softer personality.

Sue blinked and looked up. “Oh. Hi, Randy. Are you here to—“ she noticed the time, realized he wasn’t there to service her. But what was he there for?

“Doc wants to see us downstairs. What are you working on?”

Sue sighed, sat back in her chair and stretched her arms over her head. That made her breasts protrude and Randy grinned.

Sue grinned back. “Tonight, lover. Maybe I’ll even beat you. I’ve been working on the size of the penis.”

“Isn’t mine big enough?” he leered.

She stood up and went to her small closet. She was only wearing a bra—she always needed one these days, her tits were getting so large—and panties. She took out a lab coat and quickly buttoned it up.

Randy looked down at the work she had left laying on her desk.

“China, 4.3 inches. Afghanistan 4.3. Argentina 5.8. Bolivia 6.5. Lord, you’ve got almost every country here. Are these accurate sizes?”

“Fairly accurate, but by comparison with other graphs, other studies. It’s not very scientific, but I googled penis size charts and this is the averages.”

“But why are you doing this? Isn’t mine big enough?”

“Honey, yours is all a girl could want, or even a sex maniac like myself.” She held the door open and he crossed the room to her. They exited the room and headed down the corridor.

Femwood Asylum dealt with sexual problems, and had some mighty lofty goals. They could solve most sexual problems with their methods, and this caused them to believe that their methods could cure the ills of humanity. Ills like war, disease, that sort of thing.

Physically, the structure was an old world war two building, built of cement and mesh steel. It was built to last, but would always look a big rugged and even spooky.

They walked down the corridor to the stairs and descended to the first flor, then headed for the stairs to the basement where the real work was done.

They passed wards, community rooms, places where doctors held enlightening conversations with patients and prepared them for the rigorous methods developed by the head of the institution, Jennifer Rathel.

Down the stairs they went, and the sounds of the day use faded.

“I’m just making a study of penis size. Yours grew because of our methods, and i’m wondering about the feasibility of growing all men’s size.”

“To what end? We couldn’t possibly treat every common Joe.”

“Maybe not. At least, in the foreseeable future we can’t. But we might make breakthroughs. The future is so bright I have to wear shades.”

Randy grinned at the reference to the old rock song.

“So how does a study of penis sizes help you?”

“Measuring the size of a man’s penis can tell us if a person has sexual problems. Men with the smallest of penises tend to have quite noticeable neurosis. The Napolean complex.”

“As opposed to men with big feet?” he quipped cheerfully.

She looked down at his feet. “It’s funny. Your dick has become larger, but that hasn’t affected the size of your feet. Ever wonder why?”

“Nope.”

They were at the bottom of the stairs now. They followed a corridor with pipes against one wall towards the rooms they had fitted as labs and treatment rooms.

They reached the room where Miss Rathel was working and entered.

Miss Rathel was a buxom lady, a little chunky. Her face was grandmotherly, but relatively unlined.

“Good morning, Miss Rathel.”

“Ah, Sue. Thank you for attending. What took you so long, Randy?”

“Sorry, ma’am,” Randy tended to be a bit submissive around Miss Rathel. Actually, he had been becoming more and more submissive, and Sue was wondering about that. After all, he was getting treatment and would soon be competent to administer the Femwood Asylum therapy. Was there something more to be found in Randy’s psyche?

“Sue, I wanted to have a talk with you, and with Randy present. Sit down. Randy, you can stand over there.”

Behind Miss Rathel a man hung from the wall. He was upside down, his legs spread, and had electrodes attached to his sexual parts, and a large probe placed in his anus. The current was apparently on, as the man was twitching and groaning. His penis was massively hard, and looked to be gaining size as nearly all penises did when they were subject to Miss Rathel’s methods.

Randy stood to the side and the women sat and faced each other.

“Has Randy been helpful in your after hours relaxation?”

After hours relaxation. Another phrase for ‘has he fucked you well, and relieved you any anxieties that might be brought about by the intensity of the Femwood treatment?’

“Randy’s been wonderful. I do wonder, however. He seems to be growing more submissive. I thought, considering that his cock is becoming larger, that he would assume more alpha characteristics.”

“Normally he would. But…Randy is not responding normally.”

Randy stood against the wall and listened, but said nothing. Since the students were patients themselves, in a manner of speaking, there was a wonderful opportunity to learn.

“Randy’s true personality may not be suitable for a therapy position here at the asylum.”

Randy made a sound, and when Sue looked at him she saw the first sign of conflict on his normally placid, but cheerful, face.

“Can you explain what I have said in more clinical terms?”

“Well,” Sue thought quickly. “There is no official term for a submissive person, but the characteristics are quite well defined. A submissive person is sort of a shrinking violet, he, or she, normally avoids hurting others feelings, they are introverted, shy away from saying what they really mean, and…” she stopped talking and looked at Randy. Really looked at him.

“What do you see, dear.”

Randy doesn’t fit all of the submissive characteristics. He’s careful not to hurt feelings, but he’s not particularly shy or introverted. He’s…”

Yes, dear?” Miss Rathel prompted.

“He’s hiding something.”

“What makes you say that?”

“Because of the conflicting characteristics. His different modes of behavior, not normal, indicate there is conflict within. We don’t see it, so he’s hiding it.”

Miss Rathel turned to Randy. “What are you hiding, Randy?”

“Nothing, ma’am,” he blurted almost fiercely.

Miss Rathel smiled. “See how he becomes almost aggressive in defending his secret?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“And what shall we do about Randy’s situation?”

“We must find his secret.”

“Precisely.” To Randy: “Randy, we are going to make you tell the truth tonight. In a situation like this, considering the fragility of the human psyche, we must give you a choice. You can leave now, or you must submit to the Femwood method.”

“Leave? Femwood?” His voice broke, and it was plain that he was panicked at the thought.

“Yes. If you go through with the treatment, no matter how long it takes, you will be allowed to stay. Possibly you may achieve a position as a therapist, but if you do prove to be submissive as your natural personality, then you will not.”

“Oh, Miss Rathel!” Tears had sprung into his eyes and he dabbed at them. “What if you can’t use me?”

“Randy. Even if you are submissive, even though you might lack the forceful personality that makes a great therapist, we will still be able to use you. The question is…can you accept life in a submissive position?”

Sue saw the cleverness of Miss Rathel’s talk with Randy. If he really was totally submissive in nature then he wouldn't be able to resist the offer of a totally submissive position. It was what he would crave, and what was beneath the conflict he was embroiled in.

“Would I still be able to administer to…to…”

“Yes. With your large penis you would be perfect for having sex with some patients. Not for all of them, of course, but that is already true. We are always careful to match the personality of the doctor with the personality and needs of the patient.”

Then Randy said something unexpected. He looked at Sue. “Would you be willing, could I still…”

“That would be up to Sue. If she desires a submissive personality attend to her sexual needs, then yes.”

She gave him a subtle nod. Yes. but even in that nod there was now a difference. She had always been sort of in charge, but now she would truly be in charge. Sex, the time, the intensity, the method, would be up to her.

Randy turned back to Miss Rathel. “I’m scared, Miss Rathel.”

“I know you are. But you also know that we will always do what’s best for you. And without our treatment you might never discover what your true conflicts are, what you really want as a human being.”

Randy hung his head and nodded. “Yes, ma’am.”

Miss Rathel smiled. “Then it’s decided. Sue, you will help me with Randy. Your closeness to him will be beneficial, and his is a unique case which will prove to be very enlightening to you as a therapist.”

She turned back to Randy. “After your treatment you will not ask or demand in any way sex from Miss Northrup. It will be up to her to initiate any liaisons between you. Is that clear?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Very well. Sue, why don’t you go to dinner. Eat well, because we will be up late tonight. Randy, you will aid me here. Jeremy,” she referred to the naked man hanging upside down on the wall, “is about done for the day.” She turned to Jeremy. “Right, Jeremy?”

As if a signal, her question to Jeremy resulted in a penile explosion of massive amounts of sperm.

Miss Rathel nodded. “Excellent. Right on schedule.”

With that, with the man on the wall spewing and Randy and Miss Rathel preparing to take him down, Sue left the room. She wanted to eat, but she also wanted to go over her books on Randy’s situation. She loved Randy, in a clinical way, and she wanted to give him the best treatment, and she didn’t want to risk any mistakes.

Two hours later, well fed and ready for a long night of intense therapy, Sue reported to the basement.

Randy was just being winched into position. He was quite terrified, rightfully so, and his big, brown eyes showed that he was trying to understand what was happening to him.

“I’m sorry, Miss Rathel,” he kept saying, almost blubbering.

“It’s okay, Randy,” Miss Rathel would respond. “We’ll take good care of you. Ah, Sue is here. Come Sue, demonstrate the correct way of attaching the electrodes to Randy.

“Certainly. Hello, Randy?”

“Hi, Susie Sue,” he tried bravely to use his familiar way of addressing her.

To Miss Rathel’s pride Susie accepted his form of address sweetly. Soon he wouldn’t be allowed to be so familiar, but right then he needed a gentle hand.

First, Sue checked the machine. It was on a rolling table and for such a powerful machine it wasn’t overly large or bulky. It was a basic box, about two feet long and a foot square on the ends. In the back were rows of sockets. Wires would be plugged in, which wires would lead to the electrodes to be attached to Randy.

The amount of electricity used in a single wire was very small, as it doesn’t take much to stimulate the human body if the electrode is placed correctly. Thus, the machine didn’t need much in the way of electricity, it could be plugged into any wall socket and all sockets used without unduly straining the machine. And the amount of electricity used to stimulate the body was relatively minuscule.

Sue had only been using the machine for a month. First as a student being treated, then as a beginning therapist. She was far in advance of most students with her comprehensive and intuitive understanding.

Randy was, of course, naked, upside down, and his legs were spread. His balls were quite big and round, the skin stretched and shiny. He was wearing a chastity tube, as the males of the Femwood Asylum did, and his cock writhed inside the tube, desperate to be released, desiring nothing more than the opportunity to spew his seed mindlessly.

Of course, he was rarely allowed to have an orgasm, as frustration builds the desperation necessary for good and successful treatments.

Which is not to say he wasn’t regularly milked. Milking relieved the body, but heightened the sexual frustration in the mind.

Sue placed electrodes on Randy’s testicles carefully. She was quite good at placement using just the eyeballs, but she was too professional to rely on just her eye measurements. She measured, she palpated, she placed the little glue pads very precisely.

Miss Rathel watched the placement of the electrodes closely. She smiled and had no need to offer correction or instruction.

Randy twitched often, as his full balls were just that, full. He hadn’t been milked for a week, and just for the purposes of this session.

As she watched the placement of the electrodes she asked Sue: “Randy tells me you have been charting relative sizes of penises.”

Careful not to be distracted, her tongue poking out the corner of her mouth, “I have. I’ve got a theory concerning the size of penises and the treatment of people who are not so obvious in their sexual practices.”

“I’ve often wondered about this. Please lecture me. Treat me as if I was a beginning student in the subject.”

Sue unlocked Randy’s chastity tube and his cock shot out.

It was a hefty eight inches. Once it had been six inches which, according to Sue’s studies, made him larger than most North American caucasians. Men in the United States, according to statistics she had gathered, averaged 5.1 inches. This was just below the average size of the cock for the. rest of the world.

Sue, dedicated to accurate record keeping. She carefully stroke Randy’s shaft, slapped his balls a few times, and even licked the underside of Randy’s big glans.

His dick was now as big as it would get, and she positioned the tape measure and read off statistics.

“My, you’re doing well, Randy. You’re at 8.2 inches. That’s a whole tenth of an inch since you’re last measurement.

“Thank you,” he muttered. The blood was rushing to his head and he was trying to relax and accept the way it affected his body and emotions.

Sue continued with the measurements, checking his girth and the size of his balls and how far they stretched.

“Ow!” muttered Randy as she pulled his balls upward, down from his upside down groin.

“Sorry, Randy, but you know I have to make sure you are properly stretched before I take my measurements.”

“I understand.” He sounded so miserable.

Sue knelt and turned her head so he could see her. “Poor Randy,” she commiserated. “Don’t worry. One of these days I’ll make you cum so hard your balls shrink. No matter what your situation, I’ll do you proper.”

“Thank you, Sue,” he sniffed.

She stood up, gave his cock a few good yanks, just enough to make him groan, then began placing electrodes on his penis.

Again, this took precision, and she was very careful as she stretched his skin, took measurements, and placed the electrodes carefully.

Miss Rathel was holding the clipboard, watching carefully, and was glad that Sue had not been distracted by her request for a lecture. Randy was almost ready, however, and Sue began talking as she placed the last few electrodes.

“Currently we treat people with what society thinks are sexual problems. however, what society thinks are problems are the result of a misinformed and rather extremely prejudiced populace.

“The ‘criminal,’ or the person guilty of so-called ‘deviant behavior’ is usually manifesting sexual frustrations caused by having a penis that is undersized. Undersized because of a situation foisted on him by a badly perverted society.

“So we treat those who are manifesting, who are screaming for help by their sexual perversions, and ignore society, which is the cause of such manifestations.”

“And how is society causing the perverted to be, or to manifest?” Miss Rathel asked. Of course she knew well, for this was her field, but she wanted to check on Sue’s knowledge and understanding of such phenomena.

“With their Puritan attitudes. Their upbringing in a society which represses and causes more and more frustration.”

“Very good. Continue.”

“Well, first I wanted a statistical sample. I have combined studies and charts to ascertain averages, and am considering how we might implement a program to address the needs of society as a whole.”

“Ambitious,” muttered Miss Rathell. She reached over and flicked the head of Randy’s cock. It was dripping and the droplet flew off this penis and splatted on the wall. This was so his cock wouldn’t become so wet the glue on the pads that held the electrodes in place wouldn’t lose their grip.

Sue continued, “There will need to be some education, perhaps we can set up seminars to intrigue, then select those with the most under-sized cocks, and set up a modest series of group treatments. Handle large numbers of people. Of course we might have to suggest they are participating in an orgy, or some other happy activity, but I feel that with proper attention to advertising and the language we use we could treat groups of more then ten, and possibly up to fifty at a time. Anal probe, please?”

Miss Rathel had lubed up the probe and was ready with it. Is was about ten inches long with a narrow base that would keep it from popping out of Randy’s asshole. She handed it to Sue, who touched the tip to the inside of her wrist, turned a dial until she felt the electricity flowing into her arm, then put the dial back to zero.

Miss Rathel smiled. It was proper technique to make sure the probe was properly lubricated.

Without further speech Sue focused on Randy’s rectum. She stroked him a few times, placed the tip of the probe onto his brown star, and inserted.

Randy groaned. No matter how many times a person has had the probe inserted, he cannot still his natural reaction to the pleasure of penetration.

“I’ll be establishing baselines now, ma’am.”

“Continue.”

Sue began flicking switches, selecting various electrodes, and turning the dial and reading off numbers. It was a task that could be done by one, but the presence of Miss Rathel greatly increased the speed of their set up.

In fact, they were ready too quickly, and Sue decided they should sit and wait for ten minutes while Randy came to grips with his position, so that his heart rate reached the proper elevation, and his other body functions were at the proper peak.

The two women pulled up chairs, Sue checked the clock on the wall, and Miss Rathel found fault with Sue’s reasoning.

“I find your idea intriguing, a method of mass therapy is definitely needed, but the idea of having seminars, even with the promise of a having an orgy, is lacking. I have found that people, even though they desperately crave orgies, are too repressed to allow themselves to partake in one. Only the most enlightened people are able to throw sufficient inhibition aside to partake in such activity.”

Sue pondered that statement, her lips pursed and her red tipped fingers gently smoothing her throat.

“Have you thought about shorter individual programs? Then shunting them over to a group program?”

Sue blinked. “That’s brilliant. I hadn’t. Do you think a simple set up, no probe, and only running methods 14 and 9X would be sufficient?”

“No. But I think you’re on the right track.”

“Let me go through the list of our methods and do some thinking…and a bit more research.”

“Excellent. How much time do you think you’ll need for this project?”

Sue heaved a sigh. “I would guesstimate a month or two. I’m sorry to be vague in this, but there is so much data to go through, and some of the methods we use will have to be inspected. I’ll check with you before I do any physical testing. I think Randy is ready.”

“Quite so. And well done, Sue. Keep up your good work.”

Sue smiled and the two ladies stood up and went to where Randy was hanging. His penis was definitely leaking, and Sue placed a contraption on it to make sure it extended away from his body and didn’t start throbbing so violently his pre-cum was flicked onto his electrodes.

He groaned as Sue stroked him and made sure he was ready for the Femwood Methodology.

“Okay, Randy, here we go. Baseline 1. Start.” She flicked a switch and turned a dial. The switch selected an electrode, or group of electrodes, and the dial increased the electricity.

After a few seconds Randy began twitching. His cock would have definitely sent pre-cum flying, but the brace Sue had placed over it kept things under control. He leaked a bit, but Sue had an exact measurement.

“Baseline 2a. Start.” Flick, turn.

Randy now growled with the surge of electricity entering his privates. To exacerbate the situation the anal probe began pulsing.

Randy started jerking his hips uncontrollably, and Sue turned down the voltage and selected another switch.

It took twenty minutes, but Sue finally had his base readings written down. She was ready to start with the therapy itself.

“Okay, Randy, feel free to cum.”

“Right,” he said, able to speak dryly. He knew, from past experience, that the machine would take him to the edge, then back off, then bring him up again, and receded. In a matter of minutes he would be thrusting his hips so hard his ass would smack the wall hard enough that he would need a cushion to be placed against the wall. And there was nothing he could do about it but try to enjoy it, even as he lost control of himself and began to forget who he was.

For the first hour Sue didn’t bother asking Randy any questions, but eventually he was at a peak of frustration; he was so desperate to cum he would answer any and all questions. The trick was to not settle for just any answer, but to find the one that illuminated Randy’s secret. And then to focus on that area until he broke down and admitted the truth to himself.

Every few minutes Sue would check the electrodes, and the machine itself. but the machine was a marvel of engineering, and the electrodes held up nicely.

Mostly, Sue just tickled his nipples, or gave his balls a quick smack to make sure he wasn’t growing numb from the treatment.

He wasn’t, and after a couple of hours of this, Randy gave his first  true answer. This wasn’t to imply that he had been lying to Sue and Miss Rathel, only lying to himself.

“Tell me about wearing your aunt’s panties?”

Randy moaned. Sue had put a sleeping mask over his head, shutting down his ocular perceptions so as to focus him more on the procedure.

“I liked it.”

“What did it feel like, Randy?”

“Smooth,” he was breathing hard, gasping and gulping. “When I pulled them up my legs I got such a hard on.”

“Did you stroke yourself?”

“Oh, yeah.” He licked his lips and Sue got ready to slap his balls.

“Did you cum?”

“Please…please…let me cum!”

“Did somebody tell you not to cum?”

“They felt so good, but my balls hung out the sides. It was uncomfortable.”

“Who told you not to cum, Randy?”

“Please…let me cum!”

He was speaking now, of his predicament in the machine, the mounting frustration and the need for relief, and of a long ago time when somebody stifled his sexual desires.

“Not until you tell me who told you not to cum.”

Randy cried out, an indistinguishable yelp that was a communication from the past trying to get out.

Miss Rathel wrote on her clipboard and showed Sue.

‘Ask him if he was bad.’

Sue nodded. She was ready to slap Randy, and she whispered in a very confidential tone. “Tell me about when you were bad.”

Randy jerked, went rigid, and for a moment his readings spiked. The lines on the faces of the machine shot straight up, held for a moment, then slowly came down.

He had been close.

Miss Rathel grinned and patted Sue on the back.

“Randy, you were bad. Tell me, get it off your chest. End the frustration.”

“No! No! I wasn’t bad!”

“How old were you?”

He muttered an age, and didn’t realize he had been tricked into admitting that he had been bad.

“Very good, honey. Now tell me what exactly you did that was so bad.”

“No…no!”

Miss Rathel scribbled. ‘Too fast.’

Sue nodded and backtracked a little. “Okay, let’s go back to how old you were. What kinds of things did you do?

Randy talked about riding a bicycle. His readings lowered and he began to smile. Good, he was ready.

“Okay, Randy, tell me about putting on the panties.”

“I…I…yes…I loved it. The smooth, silky feel, the wonderful erection I had.”

Then Sue had sudden inspiration. “Was that erection bad, Randy?”

In an oddity, the lines on the faces of the machine dipped.

“Oooo.” It was a curious keening, guttural sound, like he was cumming, but…not cumming.

Miss Rathel whispered. “Yes. Do it!”

Now Sue knew she was on the right track, and she knew the exact line of inquiry she should use to open Randy up.

“Randy, was that erection bad?”

He didn’t answer and Sue adjusted her baseline on the fourth circuit. Randy’s twitching increased, his boner was as stiff as she had seen it, and it was obvious he was as close to an orgasm as she bring him. Now if she could only maintain that state of erection through the next few questions.

“Answer me, Randy. Was the erection bad?”

She was soft, whispering into his ear, her hand was hovering, just waiting to slap his balls.

“Was it?”

Randy began to break. “Aunt Martha said it was bad.”

A calm statement. The calm of the original thought in the middle of the storm of emotions and repressions.

“Tell me about Aunt Martha.”

She said it was bad. Bad erection. She said…” he went on for a while, getting closer and closer. Not revealing what had happened so long ago, but getting closer, closer.

“How bad?”

Now Sue had to speak in short words, sentences of only two or three words. She must not distract Randy from unburdening himself. She had to get out of the way of his dam breaking.

“Bad…bad…she…she…”

“What did she do, Randy?”

“She spanked me on the…on the…”

That was the moment, and Sue knew it. She slapped her hand down on his balls. It wasn’t hard enough to bruise, but it was certainly hard enough to drive him all the way into what had happened.

“Ahhhh!” A big drop of cum, not pre-cum, but cum, formed on the tip of his prick.

Sue remained silent, gave him silence, and he felt compelled to fill the silence.

“I’m sorry, Auntie. I won’t do it again. I know it was bad of me. I’ll never be bad again. Please, hit me again. Spank my…”

Sue backed off. She had done her job, and quite expertly. Now all she had to do was let Randy talk, speak of how bad he had been, and get the repression off.

Miss Rathel put a hand on her shoulder and the two women retreated to a far corner of the room and spoke in whispers.

On the wall Randy kept muttering, murmuring, confessing, and his penis kept forming drops of cum, then the machine would back off, and he would drip, and the machine would back off. He would go through this for maybe five minutes, then his line would ‘flatline,’ which was the death of his repression. He would be freed from the terrible trauma of being abused.

“Well done, Susie Sue.” It was the first time Miss Rathell had been so familiar, and it was a mark of her happiness with Sue’s performance.

“I was lucky.”

“People make their own luck. Why did you think he had been bad?”

“I was going over the categories of repressions at dinner. That sort of stuck in my head, and it seemed to fit with Randy. He is such a nice person, that is true, so something had to have caused his conflict, and the opposite of good, or nice, in this case, is bad.”

“Well, it was quite inspired. You probably saved us hours of work. Are you planning on rewarding him with an orgasm?”

“Uh…”

“Yes?” Miss Rathel raised her eyebrows.

“Miss Rathel…it looks like Randy is a true submissive. The fact that his repression occurred from his conflict of him being nice and…”

Miss Rathel just waited.

“He shouldn’t be awarded an orgasm.”

“Should he be milked.”

“I think so. But I would want your advice on that. After all, I haven't reached positive affirmation from Randy himself.”

“Do you think you will?”

Carefully, Sue said, “I believe I will.”

“Tonight?”

“Yes.”

“Then do so.”

It was a defining moment for Sue. She was being treated like an adult. Asked for opinions, plumbed for facts, reaffirmed for her knowledge of their methods.

Their methods. Not Miss Rathel’s, not Femwood’s, but…theirs. She was being accept because she had accepted.

A quite defining moment.

“Miss Rathel?”

Miss Rathel knew what was coming, and she let the words come out of Sue’s mouth.

“If I’m right, and he is a true submissive, he won’t be a therapist.”

“Not in the foreseeable future. Of course, we need to continue with the treatment, then discuss it with Randy, and then…we shall see. Does that make you sad?”

“It does,” Sue said after a moment.

“You like Randy.”

“I love him—in the most clinical sense of the word.”

“Of course. Well, you have done well, and I have confidence in you. Let’s take a break, then continue with Randy.”

On the wall Randy was lightly sobbing. He was in a haze, a state of confusion, but the fog of puzzlement would shortly be abiding, and Randy would be face to face with his new life, his new role in the world, and his possibilities at the Femwood Asylum.


Part Two

Randy reported to Sue’s private room at six in the morning.

He was, not to be professional in observation, a mess.

He was, in a sense, broken. And he was also enlightened.

He was broken because he had turned out to be a true submissive. He was enlightened because he had found the truth of himself.

But sometimes truth is a bitter pill to swallow.

Sue was working on her penis charts, but she looked up when he entered. She could feel his fragile state of mind.

She put a smile on her face, willed it into him, and said, “Come now, Randy. This is cause for joy.”

“I know,” he sniffed. “But I had such plans. I was going to be a therapist here. I was going to save the masses from their terrible repressions.”

“You still can.”

“But not as a therapist.”

“Come now, Randy, you’ve done enough training to know what your real problem is.”

He nodded. “I’m sad because I have to undo my expectations. But I have had them for so long!” He almost wailed the last.

Sue straightened up the papers on her desk and stood up. Like most therapists in their spare time she was wearing the bare, comfortable minimum. Bra and panties. She had a pink vibrator in her pussy and it was humming merrily away. After a long night of therapizing, of curing people of their repressions, she often needed a little relief, and knowing that Randy was going to be soothing her she decided to up the game a bit. After unburdening him all night she needed to unburden herself, sexually speaking. If a therapist didn’t relieve themselves periodically, usually daily, they would absorb the energy of the repressions they were dealing with. Not a nice thing.

She walked over to Randy, and he marveled at how large her breasts had become. She had only been at the Asylum for a month, and she was already ‘sprouting.’

She placed her hands on his cheeks and gazed into his eyes. “Come on, honey, turn that frown upside down. You’re about to do me a big favor.”

He couldn’t help but grin, and she tasted his mouth.

He loved the feel of her lips, her breath was sweet, and he couldn’t help but lift his hands and avail himself of her beautiful mammaries.

She moaned into his mouth, sucked on his tongue, and stepped back. “I have a surprise for you.”

He tilted his head and lifted an eyebrow.

“Check my closet.”

He went to the small room and opened the door. There, on the floor, was a portable machine, complete with a limited number of electrodes.

“Oh my god!” he blurted, then looked at her.

“That’s right, honey. Miss Rathel said we could play a little. She’s extremely happy with your progress.”

Randy smiled as bright as she had ever seen for a moment, then saddened.

Sue ignore his ups and downs. “Here’s the key to your tube. Put the machine by the bed.”

He quickly took off his chastity tube. His pecker stood up straight and he put the machine next to the bed and prepared the electrodes.

Sue sat on the side of the bed. She had taken off her panties, but not her bra. Her breasts were so big she would always need a bra. But then that’s the mark of a free and unrepressed person.

Randy took off his clothes and sat next to her. He was looking at, and seemed almost stupefied. To be allowed to use the machines during normal sex was not common. Miss Rathel must have really been pleased.

“Okay, since you’re the submissive I’ll do the honors.” She laughed as he flinched. He wouldn’t be flinching for long.

Once again she applied electrodes to his private parts. The portable didn't have as many, so it only took a minute. Then she attached them to herself.

“Check me,” she suggested. I don’t do women, especially myself, as often as I do men.”

He checked the placement of the pads and nodded, then they went to town.

Town, in this case, was as many orgasms as Sue might want, and none for Randy.

Randy was on a diet. He was to be kept frustrated until his course of therapy was completed. This was something that was excruciating, and wonderful, all at the same time.

“Lick my body,” she said.

His pink tongue eagerly darted out and he moved over her, careful not to pull on the wires, and applied his tongue to her flesh, to her toes, to her eyes, and, finally, to her privates.

He licked her armpits, not precisely privates, but closely related, then slid over to her wonderful breasts.

He took off her bra and rubbed his palms over her nipples. Then he flicked them, miniature palpations that made her arch her back and beg for more.

And sucked them. His mouth was talented and he took long sucks, running his tongue upwards, as if stretching them out, which, of course, he was.

As her breasts had grown larger under therapy, so had her nipples. Her nipples were as large as thimbles, and they were constantly stimulated.

Indeed, sometimes Sue thought she might be nearing the end of her therapy, as her nipples were so hard all the time, and the slightest touch, even of cloth pressing against them, that she felt a constant spike of nearly electric sexuality shoot from her nipples through her body.

When she mentioned this to Miss Rathel, however, the older woman just smiled and nodded, which told Sue that she did have a ways to go.

But she was so turned on and healthy all the time that she wondered what else there was!

“My pussy,” Sue commanded, holding his head between her breasts.

He wiggled down and out from her grasp, chewed on her belly, imitating a rat gnawing through flesh, which made her giggle, then went to work on her vagina.

Her penis sheathe, her birth canal. Or, in vulgar language, her muff, her snatch, her penis fly trap. Her squeeze box, her meat trap, her vertical smile.

Or, simply, her cunt.

He licked, he inserted fingers, he sucked on her growing clitoris. And her clitoris was growing. it was already twice as large as it had been when she had first arrived at Femwood.

He gripped her labia and held them out like little wings, then blew like a motorboat into her snatch.

He worked and he worked, and he began to learn the secret of submission: the more he gave, the less he asked for himself, the more he received.

In an odd way he began to understand that one can be aggressively submissive, do nothing but follow directions, but follow those directions so intensely, even harshly, that aggression fed submission.

At one point, halfway through their play, he remarked, “I must be aggressively submissive.”

She smiled. “Shut up. Take me from behind while I watch the machine.

He arranged her on the bed, sideways, hanging over the edge so she could watch the dials on the machine. Then he humped her rump.

Now the electrodes came into play.

The more he humped, the more certain points were stimulated, and in such a way that the closer he got, the more unable he was to orgasm.

“Oh, fuck!” he groaned, knowing what was happening, but sexually compelled nevertheless.

“We’re going to doing this every day from now on,” murmured Sue breathlessly. Golden shivers ran up her spine and she gasped and commanded. “Lick my asshole, then do it.”

And Randy did.

Refreshed rejuvenated, recharged by Randy’s attentions, Sue was able to go through the day on but a few minutes sleep.

Randy, however, exhausted by frustration, collapsed in her bed. She let him sleep and got dressed. She groaned as she replaced her bra. She was going to need a bigger size, and it seemed like she had just gotten a bigger bra. She rubbed her nipples briefly with aloe vera, event hat caused her shivering excitement, then she pulled on her lab coat and headed downstairs.

It was time for her session.

An hour later, while Sue hung from the wall and quivered and twitched from the sexual impulses that ran through her, Randy awoke.

He was tired, but he wasn’t sleepy, and he knew there was something he had to do.

He felt his crotch and realized that before she had left, while he was still sleeping, Sue had replaced the chastity tube on him.

He smiled. At first chastity had been rough. He had been a man who unfurled his dick whenever the opportunity arose. Before he came to Femwood, that is.

Then he had been chastised, and his life had changed. He had first hated the way his desires had been curtailed, but regular milking and he had grown to love it.

He loved the way he was always on edge. He loved to service women, to see them gasping in orgasm, while he had none.

And he grew to love being confined, being unable to shoot his juice. There was a joy that was pervading his boy from the simple fact of being trapped in the excitation phase of sex.

He frowned. Now he was changing again.

He knew the basic theory of divesting a man of his repressed desires, and he knew the theory behind those few, special men who truly were submissive.

Now he was moving into uncharted realms, discovering his truths, and it unnerved him.

He went downstairs. He was wearing his white pants and shirt. His official uniform in the Asylum. He wore athletic shoes, Miss Rathel didn't care about shoes, as everybody had different requirements for protecting their feet from the hard cement they had to walk on all day.

He went to Miss Rathel’s office and tapped.

“Come in, Randy.”

He always wondered how she knew who was knocking at her door. Some weird sixth sense, he guess. Whatever, as a male or as he had observed in other males, he didn’t have it.

He entered and crossed to her desk.

She was working on something, head down and hand scribbling manically, and she simply held a piece of paper out to him. It was an order, his name was at the top, and his eyes widened at what he was being commanded to do.

She looked up.

“Randy, let me make this brief. One of the problems we have encountered with true submissives is that there is a fifty per cent castration rate. Fully half of the true submissives we have uncovered have wished to have their testicles and penis removed. Or at least just their penis, or just their testicles.”

“I haven’t had any thoughts about that,” he said.

“Likely you will, but maybe not. But we have found that catering to certain desires tends to eliminate that direction. And, I’ll be honest with you, you will be of much more use to us with your penis, than without. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Now, mind you, if that is your wish, we will comply. We are not ones to refuse a person’s true desires. However, if we can shunt that aside, guide you in another direction, that is our wish. With that in mind please advise me if you have any such thoughts. We will attempt therapy at that point, but barring that, you will be free to modify your body as you wish.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Okay. Be off with you now. And come see when you are done. i would like to inspect you first hand.

“Yes, ma’am,” and Randy left the room.

As he walked down the hall Randy gazed at the order intently. He was sort of surprised that he hadn’t expected this. But…oh, well.

He went across the main building to the other wind. He climbed stairs to the third story, headed to. aback hallway, and found a large room at the end of the hall.

He turned into the room and found himself in a small space surrounded by feminine garments. One side of the room was lingerie. Two sides were dresses. On the side the door to the hallway was one half the wall was filled with all manner of high heels. On the other side of the door were vanity tables. It being a large room there were a full half dozen of the tables. Three of them had women sitting at them, working on their make up.

In the back of the room, amongst the racks of dresses, he could see two women looking at dresses.

He stood, a little ill at ease, and waited.

“That’s your color, honey,” one of the most beautiful women Randy had ever seen stepped from out of the racks of dresses. Behind her was a woman who—and Randy realized it was one of the other male nurses. Like himself. Dressed up for a Sunday dinner.

“Just make sure you match your shoe color and—hi, Randy, have a seat—you’ll be fine.”

Randy sat down and looked around the room.

It was the Department of Feminization, and he hadn’t realized how many of his coworkers were more than they seemed.

Done with his co-worker the beautiful woman crossed to him. She was auburn haired, and her hair was done up in the French fashion, a beautiful pile of curls and swirls atop an impeccable made up face. She was wearing a dress tight enough to see vaccinations, and her boobs were typical of the staff at Femwood. Large.

“Don’t stare,” laughed Linda. “I’m a woman. you don’t have to guess.”

“Well, uh…sorry.”

“No sorry around here. Miss Rathel told me you’d be coming. Are you ready to begin your real education?”

He was, and Linda took him through the racks, around the room, explaining the differences between fabrics and how styles set on the body. As she talked she held Randy’s hand and made him feel the fabrics.

“So you’re a true submissive. How wonderful!”

“Why wonderful,” wondered Randy.

“Because there are so few. Most submissives only think they want to be submissive. After a year or two of serving they poop out. They start wanting to be men again. They just don’t have what it takes. Shall we start with lingerie?”

“Okay.” In truth, he was a bit overwhelmed. And a bit dazed by how happy he was. He was in a submissive’s paradise and he just wanted to stand in the middle of the room and inhale all the sounds and sights and smells.

“Let’s start off with bras.”

“But I don’t have any tits!”

“Honey, submissives almost always grow breasts. Miss Rathel must suspect what kind of submissive you are, because we discussed this in detail. Either that or she wants to scare you off.”

What a curious remark, ‘scare him off.’ Randy wondered if it was said in jest.

“We start with a training bra. I prefer this one here,” Linda held a bra up to his chest. “It tends to tickle the nips, but we like that, yes?”

Randy found himself smiling. Must be a yes.

Shortly Randy was stripping off his clothes. Nobody else in the room gave him a look, and he put on panties and the bra Linda had offered him.

“What a great fit!” exclaimed Linda. “Do I have an eye for this or not!”

“Not not,” and Randy realized he was almost giddy. He sounded, and even felt like, he was flirting. But he was just being himself.

Linda rubbed his nipples through the bra. “Can you feel that.”

“Oh!” exclaimed Randy. “That feels good!”

“And wait until your boobs come in, and your nipples. It will feel ten times as fantastic, and all the time!”

Next was a garter belt and nylons. “Good fit, gushed Linda. “But you’re going to have shave.”

Randy felt his chin.

“No. Your legs, and crotch and…better just use Nair. You need to be smooth. I know it’s sort of cool to feel your nylons rub over stubble, but the look is definitely not ladylike. Now, I’ve got a dress over here that…”

The minutes passed, and became hours. Shortly Randy was wearing a shimmering, blue dress with a porthole for cleavage. Even though he had no cleavage, the sight of his flesh showing in his upper chest was heady. It felt cool there, and sexy.

He put on high heels, blue ones to match his dress, and he suddenly felt a few inches taller.

Linda fussed over him, adjusted his straps and dress, and chose other garments for him to take with him.

“Won’t I be wearing a uniform anymore?” he finally asked.

“One of those drab things?” scoffed Linda. “Not on your life! No, dear, from here on out you are beautiful. Get used to it.

She sat him down at a vanity table and began making him up. She took items one by one and explained how they worked, how they were applied, and even the chemicals in them.

“I never knew there was so much to this,” murmured Randy.

“Nobody ever does. Women tend to take it for granted, but putting on your make up right is a true art. Based in science, it is still an art. Now, about your hair…”

“What about my hair?”

“It’s not long enough. I think…yes. Let’s put extensions on you. Why wait for it to grow when you can just have it?”

Randy watched as Linda wove strands into his hair, and he was amazed when she was done. He couldn’t even tell where the hairy connections were made, the coloring was perfect, and Linda gave it a way, flowing style.

Finally, Randy transformed and feeling as proud as a puppy, she was done.

“Now, remember. No more uniforms. And put on your make up in the morning then come straight here. I’ll fix your mistakes and teach you so you don’t make any more. Okay?”

“Okay.”

“Promise?”

“Yes.”

“For real?”

Randy looked at her and she giggled. “Newbies are so serious.”

Randy tried to lighten up, but it was hard to deal with things when he was just trying to get used to being a woman instead of a man.

From the Department of Feminization Randy made his way back to Miss Rathel’s office. He was awkward in his heels, but Linda had told him the importance of his heels clicking, so he worked on overcoming his shaky ankles and listened to the sound of his heels on the cement floors of the old building.

And, by the time he reached Miss Rathel’s office he was having some success.

Click, click, shh. Click, click, click, shh.”

Every three of four steps his heels slid, or skidded, and ruined his attempts, but he was getting better with every step.

He tapped on the door and entered.

Miss Rathel looked up, and showed him a broad grin. “Oh, Randy. You look wonderful!”

Randy had been blushing the whole way down from the Department of Feminization, but now her words cushioned him.

He smiled and stood a bit self consciously.

“Come here. Let me look at you.”

He approached, careful to walk with his feet in line, letting his butt sway a bit.

Miss Rathel turned him around, examined him minutely, then held his hands. “Remind me to give Linda a Christmas bonus this year. She really outdid herself…you are sublimely beautiful.”

Randy was now speechless. As a man he had received compliments, but being complimented as a woman was totally different.

“Come over here to the couch, let’s chat.”

They sat on an ugly but comfortable couch on the side of the room and Miss Rathel ran her hand over his locks and examined him minutely. “Yes. Wonderful job. Now, let’s talk about you. How do you feel being feminine?”

“I never expected to feel like this.”

“You see, if you hadn’t so repressed you wold have found all this on your own, and many years ago. You’ve been living in denial, honey.”

He nodded, and he was blushing fiercely. Yet he was happy.

“Now then, are you aware of the Scale of Sexuality?”

“No, ma’am.”

“The scale of sexuality, to begin at the bottom, is people who are so repressed they don’t even know their sexuality. They wear dumpy clothes, usually unisexual clothes, but bag-like in nature. They don’t take care of their bodies, they wear inappropriate jewelry and hair colors. Mind you, I’m not saying all people who affect such appearance are low on the scale, but many are.

“Next is Joe Normal. They dress to look like everybody else. At its worst, boys and girls both wear the same jeans, the same shirts. They look alike, and there is no real pride in appearance.

“Then there are the people who do take pride in their appearance. Man or women, they wear clothes that accentuate their qualities, and it is mirrored in their personalities. Of course with this sanity there are certain drawbacks. Sometimes they are confused as to which sex they are. Sometimes the confusion is the result of repression. Repression caused by parents, by society, by undue expectations which shape their behavior.”

“Am I one of those?”

“To a degree,” Miss Rathel smiled. “But your problem was more submissive verses dominant.”

“But if it is submissive versus dominant, then why am I presenting as a woman?”

“Because of what is above you, or beyond your reach at present.”

Randy was confused.

“You see, Randy, in the Scale of Sexuality the next step is male. Men. Above that is women.”

Randy blinked.

“So you are a man presenting as a woman, and your change of sexuality will tend to undo any ill effects from having been cast as dominant for so long, and having refused your submissive nature. Simply, we need you to learn how to manipulate society as a woman. Women are the weaker sex, so they became the cleverer. You were misbehaving as a male, being aggressive, authoritative when it wasn’t your true nature. So now society will view you differently, and you will learn how to be clever. How to defuse the bully male with a sexy look. How to get males to do everything for you, from opening doors and offering chairs to acceding to your demands as a woman. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” Randy surprised himself, but it made perfect sense. “But…when I have learned what I need to learn, can I continue acting the woman?”

“Randy, honey, you don’t completely understand! From here on out you are a woman. As a submissive woman you will be more valuable than a submissive man. A submissive man is looking for somebody to take over his thinking for him, to make the difficult decisions. You, on the other hand, will study being a woman and learn how to make the decisions, and still act the submissive. Now is it clear?”

Randy had a big grin on his face now, which signified that he did understand.

“Excellent. Now, I have a bag on the corner of the desk. Those are your hormones. Take them with you and adhere to the schedule precisely. You will find your body changing and adapting to the new you quickly. Now, head on up and say hi to Sue. She’s been hard at work all day, and she may need your particular talents.”

With that Randy was dismissed. He walked across the office, Miss Rathel watching. He picked up the bag, gave her a smile, and left the office.

He walked through the building with a different frame of mind than he had five minutes before.

And it showed.

People greeted him as a beautiful woman. Even though he had no tits, his new knowledge, and his confidence which had suddenly skyrocketed, enabled him to shine as a woman.

He mounted the steps to the second floor and headed towards Sue’s room.

Sue was sitting at her desk making a long list of penis sizes, countries, and trying to understand why each country, each region, had different sizes.

Men from the Congo averaged over seven inches, but Columbia 6.7. Why the disparity between white and black in those regions of the world?

There sure was a lot missing data here. It was coming together but—

She heard the sound of heels and ignored them for a second, then sat up. Something was wrong.

They were confident, but…messy. A few taps and then a scrape. Was somebody just learning?

She turned to the door just as it opened.

“Oh…My…God!” Sue burst out. She stood up and stared. “Randy?”

Randy stood there, blushing like a bride with seven husbands. Talk about self-conscious!

“Come in here. Let me look at you!”

Randy advanced, pushed the door shut, and Sue walked around him, much as Miss Rathel had.

“You, my dear, are stark raving beautiful. If it wasn’t for the fact that you need breasts, you would be unrecognizable as a man.”

“Miss Rathel is putting me on hormones. I think she’s going to change my therapy, too, to give me breasts.”

“Unbelievable!”

Then Sue noticed something else. The feeling in her groin was unbelievable. She had never gotten so wet so fast in her life!

“Fuck,” she whispered, and she pressed a hand against her mons. “Honey, You’re going to have to do me.”

“Yes, ma’am!” Randy enthused. He couldn’t believe his luck. After this morning he figured Sue would have no interest in sex. Even with therapy she might take a day or two to want it. But here she was, demanding it in no nonsense terms that gave Randy a thrill.

“No need to get undressed. Now that you’re a woman you can just lift that dress.  Here’s the key to your chastity tube. I’ll bend over the bed…you don’t mind taking me from the top, do you?”

“Not if you command me to.”

“I so command!”

With that Sue lifted her own dress and pulled down her panties. She leaned over the chair and let her boobs hang a bit as Randy moved up behind her.

She was moist. Lord, she was moist, and Randy was hard. In fact, being a woman seemed to have made him harder.

In handful of seconds he was deep into her, holding her, cupping her large breasts and doing the dog.

As Randy pummeled her and brought her to the heights of pleasure she thought about how much she loved her job.

She got to help men over their problems. She did so by using sex. Sometimes she even got to just lay down and get screwed, or, as in this case, to bend over and take it like a hound.

A sex hound.

Or…a horn bitch.

And Randy seemed so sublimely happy!

That was the point at which she began to wonder about the similarity between lesbians and transvestites.

Was there a connection? They both liked dresses, they both liked women, and not much research had been done on this point. Hmmm.

Then Randy brought his hand behind her and felt for her rectum. Suddenly he pressed two fingers into her and lifted. She went up as he pounded harder and Sue gasped as her big boobs swayed over the chair.

Lord, there sure was a lot of work to do at the Femwood Asylum, and she was going to get to do it!

And Randy continued to shove his big, eight inch penis into her, and she gasped, “Try not to cum, will you?”

Yes, ma’am!”

And being a good submissive, he didn’t.

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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